
Night School by melisande88 

http://www.digital-quill.org/viewstory.php?sid=468 

1. Chapter 1 - Occlumency Class (S-MA) [Reviews - 6]  

Characters: Hermione Granger, Severus Snape 

Genres: Angst, Drama 

Warnings: none 

Summary: Hermione takes lessons in Dark Aurory from Snape. (Originally 

developed as six smutty vignettes, plot crept in and destroyed all hope of 

PWP. Plenty of P WITH P, though.) Please enjoy. (Words: 3549) 

Published: 08/27/05  

2. Chapter 2 - The Waiting Room by melisande88 (S-MA) [Reviews - 2]  

Characters: Hermione Granger, Severus Snape 

Genres: Angst, Drama 

Warnings: none 

Summary: Snape pries a little too deeply into Hermione's psyche and gets 

detention for his bad behavior. (Words: 2610) 

Published: 08/27/05  

3. Chapter 3 - Lucid Dreaming by melisande88 (S-MA) [Reviews - 2]  

Characters: Hermione Granger, Severus Snape 

Genres: Angst, Drama 

Warnings: none 

Summary: Snape shows Hermione a trick or two with a Pensieve. (Words: 

2296) 

Published: 08/27/05  

4. Chapter 4 - Less Than Perfect: In Vino Veritas by melisande88 (S-MA) 

[Reviews - 4]  

Characters: Hermione Granger, Severus Snape 

Genres: Angst, Drama 

Warnings: none 

Summary: Snape challenges Hermione to a drinking game to teach her 

aspects of control. The rules of the game: they're all Snape's rules. (Words: 

4520) 

Published: 08/27/05  

5. Chapter 5 - Wandless Magic by melisande88 (S-MA) [Reviews - 2]  

Characters: Hermione Granger, Severus Snape 

Genres: Angst, Drama 

Warnings: none 

Summary: Hermione learns the secret of Snape's wandless magic. Snape 

learns a number of other things. (Words: 3409) 

Published: 08/27/05  

6. Chapter 6 - Most Vexing Hexes by melisande88 (S-MA) [Reviews - 2]  

http://www.digital-quill.org/viewuser.php?uid=8
javascript:if%20(confirm('I%20am%20of%20legal%20age%20to%20read%20adult%20material.'))%20location%20=%20'viewstory.php?sid=468&i=1'
http://www.digital-quill.org/reviews.php?sid=468&a=1
http://www.digital-quill.org/reviews.php?sid=468&a=1
javascript:if%20(confirm('I%20am%20of%20legal%20age%20to%20read%20adult%20material.'))%20location%20=%20'viewstory.php?sid=469&i=1'
http://www.digital-quill.org/viewuser.php?uid=8
http://www.digital-quill.org/reviews.php?sid=469&a=1
http://www.digital-quill.org/reviews.php?sid=469&a=1
javascript:if%20(confirm('I%20am%20of%20legal%20age%20to%20read%20adult%20material.'))%20location%20=%20'viewstory.php?sid=470&i=1'
http://www.digital-quill.org/viewuser.php?uid=8
http://www.digital-quill.org/reviews.php?sid=470&a=1
http://www.digital-quill.org/reviews.php?sid=470&a=1
javascript:if%20(confirm('I%20am%20of%20legal%20age%20to%20read%20adult%20material.'))%20location%20=%20'viewstory.php?sid=471&i=1'
http://www.digital-quill.org/viewuser.php?uid=8
http://www.digital-quill.org/reviews.php?sid=471&a=1
http://www.digital-quill.org/reviews.php?sid=471&a=1
javascript:if%20(confirm('I%20am%20of%20legal%20age%20to%20read%20adult%20material.'))%20location%20=%20'viewstory.php?sid=472&i=1'
http://www.digital-quill.org/viewuser.php?uid=8
http://www.digital-quill.org/reviews.php?sid=472&a=1
http://www.digital-quill.org/reviews.php?sid=472&a=1
javascript:if%20(confirm('I%20am%20of%20legal%20age%20to%20read%20adult%20material.'))%20location%20=%20'viewstory.php?sid=473&i=1'
http://www.digital-quill.org/viewuser.php?uid=8
http://www.digital-quill.org/reviews.php?sid=473&a=1
http://www.digital-quill.org/reviews.php?sid=473&a=1


Characters: Hermione Granger, Severus Snape 

Genres: Angst, Drama 

Warnings: none 

Summary: Co-educational naked hexing in the dungeon. Need I say more? 

But just in case...Snape hexes Hermione. Hermione hexes Snape. They chase 

around the Dungeon, madly hexing each other. Snape has an epiphany. 

(Words: 3452) 

Published: 08/27/05  

7. Chapter 7 - Unforgivable by melisande88 (S-MA) [Reviews - 2]  

Characters: Hermione Granger, Severus Snape 

Genres: Angst, Drama 

Warnings: none 

Summary: Hermione learns a few very important lessons: how to kill, and 

how to curse, and how to mean both. (Words: 3922) 

Published: 08/27/05  

8. Chapter 8 - In the Light of Day by melisande88 (S-MA) [Reviews - 22]  

Characters: Hermione Granger, Severus Snape 

Genres: Angst, Drama 

Warnings: none 

Summary: It's the last chapter. I won't spoil the suspense by adding a 

summary. Please enjoy, and thank you for reading. --Meli (Words: 3075) 

Published: 08/27/05  

 

 

This story is completed. 

 

Chapter 1 -- Occlumency Class 
 
 
Mmmm... 
 
Do you like that? 
 
Yes... 
 
And...that? 
 
Oh...! Oh...yes... 
 
Naughty, naughty girl. 
 
Am not. Hermione almost squirmed in embarrassed humiliation, but it was so hard to 
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resist the seduction of those long, stroking fingers. They made her forget what she was 
supposed to be doing. She twisted in her sleep, clutching at the coverlet. 
 
Very naughty. 
 
Why do you always say that?  
 
You let me in again.  
 
I was sleeping...and you were touching me...that makes it hard. 
 
Yes, very hard. Very. She could hear his deep, sexy laughter, even in the silence of her 
bedroom, where she lay sleeping alone. 
 
That's not what I meant, Professor. 
 
Do you think they won't touch you in this way to gain what they seek from you? 
 
It wouldn't be the same...it wouldn't be your hands on me. Not the same at all. 
 
...a little too naive and unguarded of you, Hermione. With a lust potion administered to 
you, it wouldn't matter whose hands they were. These are not fellow Gryffindors or 
your... honorable...Potions Master we're talking about. Now, concentrate. Force me out. 
 
Unh-- 
 
Another pitiful effort. Any second-year Slytherin could do better with both hemispheres 
of their brain tied behind their back. Now force me out! Do it! He was still touching her, 
even as he mocked her. She had to separate from that touch, block that sensation, or 
she would never succeed. 
 
Don't piss me off, Professor!! 
 
Better, but insufficient. Notice that I'm still here. If you need to use your anger as a 
crutch, then use it. 
 
I'll give you an angry crutch...I'll break your fucking fingers, that's what I'll do...stop 
touching me. 
 
But I enjoy finger-fucking you, Hermione. Yes, she knew he did, and she liked it too, 



much too much. Part of her wanted to let him remain if he would only go on touching 
her, until she... Mentally she shook herself. I was angry, she reminded herself. I can be 
angry again. 
 
...GO AWAY...STOP TOUCHING ME!! She visualized a heavy metal door slowly swinging 
shut. It was difficult to push and latch, especially with him pushing against her. He could 
see what she was trying to do, and resisted her. 
 
Yes. That's it. That's it. Push harder. I know how you despise when you're wrong in class. 
That did it. Bastard. Never called on me in Potions classes. And I always had the right 
answer. 
 
**SLAM** click of the lock settling home.  
 
Blessed silence inside her mind. He was gone at last. It was the first time she had 
managed to shut him up. Every other night this week he had remained to pester her 
each time she fell asleep again. Just as she would drift off, back he would come, prying, 
slithering, whispering, mocking, touching. 
 
Hermione opened her eyes, completely awake. She was trembling, damp with sweat, 
damp with arousal, angry, frustrated. It had been the same awakening every night. 
These Occlumency lessons with Snape were going to make her insane. She flung herself 
out of bed, threw on her red and gold robe, tied the belt with two quick motions of her 
hands, snatched up her wand and practically sprinted out of her room in the teacher's 
dormitory tower. Heading swiftly, bare-footed, for the dungeons. Going to take care of 
this, right now. The tricky, cheating Slytherin bastard. And this time he was not locking 
her out of his office. This time she would find him, blow the door off its hinges if she had 
to. Drag him off to his quarters. Strip him. Throw him on his bed and ravage him. Let 
him--no, make him touch everything, finally, for real. Not just in her mind. 
 
She turned the last corner into the hallway outside the Potions Dungeon. He wasn't 
holed up in his office, this time. 
 
No, indeed.  
 
This time, he was standing out in the hallway, arms folded across his chest, foot tapping, 
one finely arched black brow raised, wand at the ready. Dressed in his nightclothes: 
black silk pajama bottoms and a dark green velvet robe with black satin lapels. Dark, 
brooding, sexy, Snape the Bat. 
 



"Miss Granger," he said. "Auror Granger."  
 
She continued to advance. The hallway would suit her just fine. Up against the wall, if 
necessary, though his bed would have been better. 
 
"Impedimenta," he said smoothly. "Better make that 'Auror-still-in-training' Granger." 
 
She froze, hexed where she stood, and suddenly understood why they had sent her 
here, to this man, to complete her training as an Auror against the Dark, gradually rising 
again in the form of Lucius Malfoy and his dragonlet. This man had no scruples. He 
would show her every Dark seam there was. 
 
Snape saw the self-knowledge emerge in her eyes. "Very foolish of you. Careless. 
Inattentive. Reckless. Not to mention stupid. Everything that I know you are not. Behave 
that way around a deatheater and you would be dead or raped, captured or injured or 
cursed by now. Trust no one, or you will be dead." 
 
He released her from the hex and held out his hand to her as she stumbled out of it, 
almost falling. "Come. I have some brandy in my office, and you look like your feet are 
cold." 
 
"For two pins I would cheerfully hex your balls off right now," she muttered, catching his 
hand to restore her balance, following him. 
 
"But you won't," he said. "That's what makes you a Gryffindor. We will train that out of 
you, however." 
 
She halted, bringing him to a stop with her hand on his arm. "I don't want the Gryffindor 
trained out of me, Professor." 
 
"Miss Granger, you must be able to think like the enemy. Do you want to be a Dark 
Auror, or not? Now, come along. We will talk more in my office. This is as good a time as 
any. I am watching a particularly tedious and ticklish potion for Madam Pomfrey; your 
company will help me stay awake." 
 
"My company." She snorted. Snape never had company in his office, only detainees. 
 
"You are no longer a student at Hogwarts. I am no longer required to maintain a 
professional distance." 
 



"What is that supposed to mean?" she demanded. 
 
He slanted her a black and wicked glance as he opened the door to his office and 
ushered her inside. "Consider the topic of conversation inside your mind just a few 
minutes ago, not to mention this entire week, Miss Granger. Would you really consider 
finger-fucking professionally distant?" 
 
She could still be shocked, she realized. She had never thought to hear those words, or 
any remotely like them, out of Snape the Bat. Whatever else he had been during her 
years at Hogwarts--cruel, emotionless, bitter, angry, strict, and harsh--he had never 
been crass. She hadn't considered the things he "said" to her during her Occlumency 
training to be spoken by Snape, but spoken instead by the character he was playing as 
her Dark mentor. That was wrong, too. They were one and the same. She should have 
realized that before now. 
 
And what made it worse, he spoke those words in that black velvet purr of his. The one 
that, in her sleep, gave her gooseflesh and curled her toes and left her weak with 
longing. A very different voice from the one he had used for seven years as her Potions 
Master. Words that, in any other intonation, would have been foul and negative. But in 
that purr, they were erotic. 
 
He closed the door behind them and leaned against it, giving her time to get herself 
under control. She was at bay, like the Gryffindor lioness she was. Her hair was mostly 
contained in a braid, but still there was a tousled halo present, chestnut hairs pulled 
free, no doubt from the thrashing on her pillow during the Occlumency training. Her 
face was still puffy and pink from sleep, her lids ever so slightly heavy; he could not tell 
whether this was from drowsiness or residual sexual languor. She was strong; 
remarkably so. He had rarely had such a difficult time entering another person's mind, 
and realized there were only two reasons he was able to do so.  
 
For one, he had found ingress via a weakness of hers: her sexual naiveté. He had 
explored enough of her mind to realize that her inexperience was extreme; except for a 
few kisses from Krum, and a few hasty, inexpert fumbles in hallways with Ronald 
Weasley during their sixth and seventh years, she was untouched. After her years at 
University, how was that still possible? Perhaps she had had her nose in a book every 
spare moment, he speculated. It made her easy prey, and was something that must be 
rectified if she were to be successfully drown-proofed against the Dark as an Auror. He 
had been able to sense her physical arousal from the point she turned the corner into 
his hall. It both intrigued and alarmed him. 
 



And two, she trusted him. Disliked him, certainly. But trusted him nonetheless, as a 
former teacher, as a respected colleague of Dumbledore's, as a member of the Order of 
the Phoenix. And he wasn't sure how much of that trust he would be able to twist and 
erode; nor was he sure he wanted to. It would be difficult. 
 
Hermione got her breathing under control and better centered her mind. She saw that 
Snape approved of the speed with which she returned to normal. He moved past her 
now, to a cherry-wood cabinet behind his desk. He opened an upper cupboard and 
lifted down a bottle of brandy, blood-red in the low light, and a bottle of single-malt 
scotch, a balloon glass, and a shot glass, cannon-sized.  
 
"If you don't mind," she heard herself saying, "I'd rather have the single-malt."  
 
"Very well," he said, returning the brandy and balloon to the cupbard and lifting down a 
second shot glass. He filled both glasses quite full. When he handed one to her, he made 
sure she had no choice but to touch his fingers to take it. He saw her set her chin; very 
deliberately she touched him. Good, she's catching on. No shrinking violet, Hermione 
Granger. She had always been a quick study; now he was to make her a formidable 
warrior as well. He was curious why she had chosen this career path; it seemed very 
unlike the studious young woman. He'd had her neatly pigeonholed in Arithmancy, even 
after the War. 
 
Hermione sipped. The vapors seemed to fill her brain. Take it slowly, she told herself. 
"You appeared to want to talk with me, Professor," she said now. 
 
"Come with me to the classroom. It's almost time to nudge along that potion of 
Poppy's," he said. "And there is no need to be so formal with me...you may call me by 
my given name, or my surname, if you prefer." 
 
Hermione followed him with her glass, her bare feet quiet on the stones. But before 
they entered the Potions Dungeon from an entrance that connected his office to the 
classroom, he stopped her. "Your feet are still bare," he said. "Not an ideal condition in a 
potions dungeons where even the house-elves won't go." He appeared to think for a 
moment, then went back to his desk. He transfigured, wandlessly, two blank 
parchments into a pair of pink fuzzy slippers. 
 
"No, thank you," said Hermione, using her wand to change them into plain black flats.  
 
"Those will hardly warm your feet," said Snape.  
 



"That's what warming spells are for," she said, casting a small one on the shoes. He 
lifted them from the desk and knelt in front of her, holding a shoe out to receive her 
foot. He wrapped his long fingers around her ankle to guide her. Hermione found herself 
clutching at his shoulder to stop herself from falling at that touch. She could see, too, 
that he knew full well the effect he was having on her. He assisted with the second shoe, 
then got to his feet slowly, trailing a hand up her leg as he rose. Her robe and nightgown 
were brushed along ahead of it. Hermione sucked in a breath but stood her ground. This 
was deliberate on his part; she would figure out why in a bit, but in the meantime she 
would just enjoy... 
 
"I...want...to know how you do that wandless work," she said. That wasn't what she'd 
started to say, but until she had figured out The Bat's motives, it was best not to show 
too many cards. 
 
"Then that will be a lesson topic or three," he agreed. "It is always best to have your 
natural abilities honed, should your wand be unavailable for some reason. In theory, you 
should never need a wand; they are for concentrating your will, not performing the 
actual magic itself." He was standing very close to her now, so close that she had to 
crane her neck very far back to meet his eyes. She felt her robe drop back into place, 
and with that same motion he hooded his eyes, and she was able to look away. 
 
In the classroom, he carefully examined an hourglass. "We have just a few more 
minutes before I can add the mandrake," he said. "Sit there." He pointed to a stool at 
the lab table. "Tell me why it is you want to be a Dark Auror, Hermione. I may call you 
Hermione?" 
 
"Why not, you've been hanging out in my brain calling me that, and more," she said, 
feeling peevish, but although she sat, it was not quite where she had been told. She was 
not going to sit with her head below his; two could play the dominance game. She 
perched on the lab table and put her warm feet on the stool he had indicated. That was 
better; she could look right into his face without craning her neck.  
 
"Don't change the subject," he said. She could tell he was itching to stir the potion, but 
he would wait for the hourglass to run out. His fingers turned the spoon over and over 
in his hands. "Tell me, Hermione, how it is that a nice little Arithmancer decides she 
needs to learn about the Dark Arts now that the War is over." 
 
"If I learned anything from you that summer you taught us Defenses at the Order 
Headquarters, I learned that the Dark doesn't go quietly. It's still around." 
 



"In a new, weaker form." 
 
"Perhaps. Maybe I just want in on the ground floor, I don't know." 
 
"Or maybe you are compensating for some lack in your life." 
 
"Such as." 
 
"Excitement? Thrills? With Weasley dead, pardon me for being blunt, and Potter locked 
up in St. Mungo's, surely you lack adventure." 
 
"Harry's getting better. You try taking a hit like that and see what it does to you." 
 
"Had I taken that hit, I would be dead," he said simply, shrugging. "Harry was the 
keenest blade for that wet work with Voldemort. Dumbledore had honed him all his 
young life." He looked at the hourglass. "Time. Could I trouble you to fetch me that 
funnel?" 
 
Hermione summoned it, using the small finger-crooking that she had seen Snape use to 
sneak lemon drops out of Dumbledore's dish unasked. She was foolishly pleased when it 
worked. She handed it to him. 
 
"Not bad. You need more practice, though. I can do that with my eyebrow." 
 
"Then why didn't you?" 
 
He did not respond. He was busy measuring the powdered mandrake root. Hermione 
watched as he held his breath before gently tipping the ingredient into the potion and 
stirring carefully so that no least grain of the powder escaped the solution.  
 
"Why didn't I...what?" 
 
"Summon the funnel yourself. With your eyebrow." 
 
"Why, when I have a charming companion to assist me? In whom I have invested seven 
years of training for absolute obedience to my every word?" He continued to stir. 
Hermione snorted a laugh through her nose, and then stopped, smile fading. He was 
probably right about that. She would have to give that more thought. She noticed that 
he turned his head aside for each exhaled breath, each spoken word. 
 



"I guess that is a ticklish potion," she said. 
 
"Mmm. Speaking of ticklish. Do you know why it is that I've been able to enter your 
mind successfully every night this week, Hermione?" 
 
"It's not because I'm ticklish," she said. 
 
"No." 
 
"Then why?" 
 
"I'd like to hear you speculate, first." 
 
"You sneak in when I'm sleeping, when my guard is down." 
 
"Not remotely close. Try again." He lifted the spoon from the potion, allowing it to 
carefully drip, then set it aside on the table and turned over a second, smaller hourglass. 
"In fact, let's try it again right now. I'm giving you warning; block me, Hermione. You 
won't be able to." 
 
He stepped close and abruptly Hermione realized her mistake in sitting on the lab table. 
 
It brought her face into very close proximity to his, once he took two steps to the side 
and took hold of her, long fingers curving around her hips, fingertips digging into a very 
sensitive spot on either side of her spine.  
 
My, how you have grown into that face, that hair, that body, Hermione. 
 
It was that simple for you, wasn't it. 
 
Indeed. Now, how did I do it? 
 
I have left a door open somewhere. I will find it. Give me a moment. 
 
No, I will not give you a moment. Tell me now. Snape bent his head closer to her and 
breathed deeply of her scent just behind her ear, his face moving in the fuzzy freed 
tendrils of her hair. Hermione found she could not breathe except in gasps. She 
struggled to find the heavy door she had closed on him earlier in the evening, and could 
not. She heard him smirking in her head. 
 



Brain lock, Hermione? 
 
Yes. I can't think when you--when we--oh. Please follow me. 
 
Why, where are we going? 
 
My room. My bed. Isn't that how you get to me? My curiosity about... 
 
Sex. Yes.  
 
He released her abruptly, standing back. "Very good." 
 
Hermione smiled a three-cornered smile. She almost laughed at herself. Sad that she 
was proud of his praise of her in this matter. Equally sad that she was so turned on that 
she wanted to squirm where she sat. 
 
"That knowledge was there for your taking," he said. "I realize you discovered it for 
yourself, but you really just needed to look around while I was ...otherwise occupied." 
When her brows went up, he knew he had surprised her. "Legilimens works both ways. I 
can read you, but you should also be able to read me while that link exists." 
 
"But...Occlumency..." 
 
"Is for blocking. You cannot do both at the same time. Next lesson you will try 
Legilimens on me." 
 
"Right." Her laugh was dry. "You are the most accomplished Occlumens I know, and you 
think I'll be able to pry my way inside your brain?" 
 
"Find a way to distract me," he said simply, sliding her a very dark-lashed look. 
 
"Your potion," she said, gesturing to the smaller hourglass, close to running out. 
 
"Shit," he muttered. "I don't have that bubotuber pus ready--" He moved quickly to a 
supply cabinet several feet away, and rummaged. 
 
You are distracted, aren't you. She could tell when her thoughts hit his brain and he 
realized what she had done, for he spun and stared at her. His hands fumbled the vial of 
pus. She grinned in delight. It was that simple for me. I just had to time my leap 
correctly. Don't drop that pus, it leaves a terrible stain. 



 
He gave a grudging laugh and returned to the table to measure the new ingredient. 
"Well played. You surprised me. I didn't expect you so soon. Now get out." 
 
His ejection of her from his mind was almost physically painful. She felt a bright spike in 
her head, but it faded instantly. After that she could not find her way back in. Too bad 
there hadn't been more time to look around. He was interesting, to say the least. Not 
the same two-dimensional Professor she'd known for years. This man intrigued her, on 
many levels. 

  



Disclaimer: I own nothing you recognize. All credit goes to JKR. 
 
 
Chapter 2 -- The Waiting Room 
 
 
Snape, the chronic insomniac, was pacing in the classroom. It had been more than ten 
minutes since he first tried Legilimens on the sleeping Hermione. He still had not 
managed to pry open a doorway. He kept worrying at it, the way the pointed tip of a 
tongue keeps exploring the tender gum left behind when a tooth is pulled.  
 
At least, I assume she's sleeping, he thought. It was stupid how quickly he had become 
addicted to poking about in her brain, feeling her deluded but genuine reactions to the 
pleasure he gave her, and rifling through her memories. He'd learned more about Potter 
and Weasley than he cared to, but at least Hermione's memories of them gave them 
something of a third dimension. One memory in particular troubled him--or perhaps it 
was a series of memories, impressions. Hermione, though never in love with Harry, was 
completely dumb-founded by the beauty of his green eyes. He found little copies of 
them everywhere in her brain. Sad Harry eyes, weeping Harry eyes, smiling Harry eyes, 
serious Harry eyes, laughing Harry eyes, drowsy Harry eyes. Potter eyes, thought Snape 
bitterly. The only positive thing about the Harry eyes was that he had not run across any 
sexy ones. And now what he wanted to do most was to go looking in her brain for dark 
and glittering Snape eyes.  
 
Face it, Snape, you're a voyeur at heart. There had been something else there, though. 
He had first noticed it last night. A little walled-off area in her mind, a very tempting 
place. Everything else in her mind had been open to him, but not that place. What was 
in there? 
 
Her private business, he told himself. You should stay out. But another part of him, the 
nasty part of him, thought that it might be a weakness, another one for him to ferret 
out. He thought he knew what part of it was about--last night, Hermione had 
successfully avoided his primary question: why she wanted to be a Dark Auror. He still 
required an answer. It was critical to making certain she was well prepared to take on 
the likes of Malfoy and his beautiful and brutal little scion. 
 
He began to call to her, softly, beguilingly. If stealth was not working, and neither was 
seduction, he would try sweetness. It made his lip curl, but he thought it might yet reach 
her fluffy little Arithmancer's heart. 
 



Hermione...Hermione...please let me in...it's time for class... He cleared his throat, as if 
that would help his internal voice be more suave. He tried again. 
 
Hermione...let me in, like the good student you are...ah, there, a crack. He slipped inside 
and stopped, shocked. 
 
He was in a room, small, square, with a door in it. Not the door through which he had 
entered; that was nowhere to be found. This door was orange, for some reason. There 
was a sign on the door that read, in Hermione's clear and orderly printing (well known 
to him after so many, many yards of essays in seven years), "Knock Before Entering" and 
"bitte, Klopfen" and "S'il te plait, coups sur la porte."  
 
He laughed aloud, alone in the classroom. Minx, let me in. In his mind's eye he knocked 
on the orange door. It's time for a lesson, Hermione.  
 
I'm busy, please have a seat. I'll be with you in a moment. There she was. Her internal 
voice sounded drowsy. He looked around him and saw that she had placed an 
uncomfortable lab stool in a corner for him. In a corner, as if he had misbehaved. Well, 
he supposed he had. He'd been prying about for quite some time; she had probably 
been watching, holding the door closed against him. It wasn't like he'd been subtle.  
 
He waited. It was, truly, not long before the classroom door opened and she stepped 
inside, once again in her robe over her nightdress, but this time she was in her warm 
Gryffindor socks, one red, one gold, decorated with little broomsticks and Snitches, 
obviously yet another Christmas knitting farce of Molly Weasley's, and her moccasins. 
 
"Don't you ever sleep?" she demanded, peevishly. She made a face. "Urgh. I forgot to 
brush my teeth." 
 
"How charming." He strode to the door and closed it behind her. "You can let me out, 
now," he suggested, none too gently. 
 
"Whatever do you mean, Professor?" 
 
"The door I came in by has gone." Let me out, this minute. 
 
Are we claustrophobic? Don't you like the room I built for you? My little waiting room? 
My parents were dentists, you know. That's where I got the idea. 
 
He narrowed his eyes at her. You've had your fun. 



 
Not nearly enough. You've plagued me all week, Snape. And now you've got me out of 
bed very late on a Saturday night after one too many at the Three Broomsticks. I'm not 
inclined to be charitable, sir. 
 
Oh, go on...call me what you really want to call me. You've thought it already. 
 
All right then. Batman. She settled on a lab table as she had the previous night, tucking 
her robe and gown close around her, feet on a stool. She leaned her elbows on her 
knees and cupped her chin in her hands, watching him closely. He was getting very 
anxious for her to end the spell. She watched him pace faster, and maintained the 
image of the blank wall, no exit, in her mind. If he had been a cat, his tail would have 
been lashing savagely. 
 
Hermione. Enough is enough.  
 
Welcome to my detention, Snape. There is a way out, but you'll have to find it. Or else 
you'll have to ask me nicely. Very, very nicely. Maybe even with an apology for your 
rudeness. 
 
I have nothing for which to apologize. 
 
Don't you? All that...touching. You didn't even buy me dinner beforehand. 
 
You liked it. And you learned a very important lesson last night, about your rashness, 
your naiveté, your vulnerabilities. 
 
That's beside the point. You didn't ask my permission. You just...took. 
 
Why are you so angry? ...wait, is this what's behind that wall you've got in there? 
 
!!! What wall? !!!  
 
Ah, there...he'd struck a nerve. He saw her flinch slightly. He fell back on old tactics, 
moving in close to her. Physical intimidation was always good for a run or two.  
 
Hermione sat up straighter as he approached. This didn't look good. He was walking 
with intent. She swallowed. While she was gloating over the fact that her waiting room 
had worked to trap Snape, she knew she wouldn't be able to keep him there for long, 
and she was already growing anxious about his reaction to being held against his will. 



Still...he deserved it. He more than deserved it.  
 
She knew her brain was sluggish this evening. It was a concern for her in any interaction 
with Snape. She had wandered off to the Three Broomsticks and knocked back several 
fire whiskeys after spending the day trying fruitlessly to develop her own techniques for 
wandless magic. So far, all she could manage was a small Summons. Rosmerta had 
Floo'd her back to her quarters after the fifth fire whiskey caused her to nap at her 
table.  
 
The trouble was, she'd also spent an hour late in the day looking at photographs of Ron 
again. Those pictures were of happier times, but with each one she looked at, she could 
only see a different image, of Ron during the final battle, the Point of the Golden Trio's 
Spear, taking the worst of Voldemort's vile green wand-blast to give Harry that split 
second of time in which to reach the beast and work their particularly eerie version of 
Apparate upon him. The Apparate that they had only tested once, on a terrified mouse, 
because it killed. Afterwards they had all been sick, both to their stomachs and at heart. 
Afterwards they had only practiced their theory, their formations, their attack, over and 
over. It was Hermione's job to shield Harry, running with him as he sprinted forward. It 
was Ron's job to attract Voldemort's attention. His hot, sere gaze, deadly as a basilisk's. 
They had all known the risk, but Ron couldn't throw a shield to save his life--literally--
much less Harry's, and so that task had devolved to Hermione.  
 
She had done her best to leave behind her a glowing nimbus of shield-magic for Ron as 
she ran with Harry, but the closer they got to Voldemort, the more effort she'd had to 
put into maintaining the shield in front of Harry and herself. And so the protective 
nimbus around Ron had failed, withstanding Voldemort's wand blast for mere moments. 
But it had been enough. Harry reached Voldemort and wrapped himself around the 
wizard's body. Hermione cast the Binding spell to keep Voldemort in place, and then 
Harry Apparated. Voldemort was fatally splinched. 
 
Harry had never been the same. St. Mungo's worked with him every day, and he was 
improving, but Hermione knew he would never again be the Harry she had known. 
Some basic component of Harry-ness had splinched as well, and would never be found. 
Even his eyes had changed. They were still astonishingly beautiful, but they were 
hollow. 
 
Of them all, only Hermione had survived unscathed. The fuzzy-haired Mudblood had 
been beneath Voldemort's notice, but only Hermione had a strong enough Binding spell 
to hold him to earth while different...parts...of him went elsewhere, scattered, bloody, 
horrific, teeming with vile green magic that dissipated over a period of hours until 



nothing remained of the evil Serpent Wizard. 
 
She had a name for what was wrong with her. Muggle psychologists had defined it for 
her. Survivor's guilt. Naming it didn't make it go away. It was what she had locked 
behind that wall Snape was so interested in. She didn't want His Royal Snarkiness finding 
it and picking it apart to show to her, it would hurt too much. 
 
Snape didn't stop until he was close enough to smell the fire whiskey, and the sleep, on 
her breath. Close enough to touch. Close enough to kiss. Close enough, not nearly, he 
thought. He wanted much, much more. His right hand lifted and took firm hold of her 
along her jaw, tilted up her face, and then his head came down, blotting out the light. 
His mouth moved on hers more fiercely than she had ever been kissed, his tongue 
demanded, and received, entry to her mouth. 
 
Her fists clenched on her knees. Later she would find half-moon bruises in her palms 
from her short nails. She would not touch him, she would not. He was sending her 
images, sensations, needs, wishes. Hermione tried to outlast him, holding back the 
response that was leaping in her body, maintaining her vision of the blank wall in her 
mind.  
 
Damn you, open that door. 
 
Won't. 
 
Then kiss me back. 
 
Won't do that, either. 
 
You want to. 
 
Yes. 
 
Snape shuddered. That single word of simultaneous admission and denial sent a lick of 
fire along his spine. His palm slid to her throat, where he could feel her pulse 
hammering.  
 
What the hell do you want from me, then? 
 
A promise, then you may go. I'll forego the apology for now. 
 



Tell me. 
 
Leave that wall, and what's behind it, alone. 
 
Now look who's using sex to get her way. 
 
I thought the point was to arm me well, Batman. 
 
That made him smile against her mouth--she was right, damn her eyes--and in that 
moment his kiss gentled, soothed, slowed, deepened. He ached to take her fully in his 
arms, but resisted. He still wanted to win this round. 
 
Kiss me back, and I will agree. 
 
Done. 
 
A Pyrrhic victory, but he would take it. He felt her hands lift and curve to his middle. Her 
mouth moved against his, her tongue flickered to taste his lips. Into his mind she placed 
a wrought iron door latch, of a very old sort, a thumb latch and string. The kind of latch 
he might expect to find in a tiny, thatched cottage in a small village somewhere off the 
beaten track. Someplace green and sunlit. Wait a moment, that cottage was coming 
from Hermione's mind. Still...he was charmed. It made him feel off-balance. 
 
Stay, or go? It didn't seem so urgent, now that the door could be opened. Perhaps he 
would wait a little longer, stay where he could experience her sensations with her. Like a 
cat, he wanted to be free to come and go. No door should be shut to him. His eyes 
drifted closed. 
 
Your choice, Batman, but remember your promise. 
 
I'll go, then. Before you change your mind. 
 
Prudent of you. 
 
Her breathing quickened when his free hand moved to her waist. She felt him slide her 
forward on the lab table so that their bodies were touching more completely. She was 
drowning. Nothing in her experience had prepared her for this, for the shimmer of 
warmth that seemed to move across all her skin, for the small surge of electricity that 
pulsed in her palms.  
 



She pushed him away gently, and he allowed it, lifting his head slowly, dipping for two 
final, smaller, lip-clinging kisses before he looked down at her, heavy-eyed.  
 
"You called me down here for a class," she reminded him, her voice shaky. 
 
"Did I?" he murmured. "I don't recall." His fingers were doing a steady march up from 
her waist to her ribcage, on their way to her breast. She put up a hand to stop him. 
 
"Perhaps...perhaps I'd better go, then." 
 
His eyes abruptly hooded, and she saw that she had made him angry. "Perhaps you 
should," he agreed, stepping back. 
 
"Right," she said, sliding off the lab table, edging past him, a little concerned that he 
might hex her if she turned her back. "Same time tomorrow night? Wandless magic, 
perhaps?" 
 
"I think tomorrow we will work with a Pensieve," he said, scowling at her. 
 
"Good night," she said, and slipped out the door. 
 
Snape sat on her vacated stool and put his face down on the cool lab table. Merlin. And 
this was the girl he was supposed to teach the Killing Curse, Cruciatus, what other Dark 
Magic he knew; and how not to trust. The woman who was to take his place as a double 
agent for the Light, according to Dumbledore's grand scheme. Probably the worst job 
he'd been given in his difficult life, bar none. 
 
 
 
 
~~@~~@~~ 
A/N: Molly might have got her sock patterns here: 
http://countrywool.tripod.com/kits_patterns/socks.htm 
 
Watch for wizard socks and house elf socks a few thumbnails down. Only for serious 
fiber freaks, however. 
 
. 

  



Chapter 3 -- Lucid Dreaming 
 
 
Hermione was late for night class with Snape. She had been reading in her room, 
thumbing through several books Madame Pince had let her spirit away from the 
Restricted Section, looking for tips on wandless magic. She was obsessed with Snape's 
comment that wands shouldn't be strictly necessary. She knew there must be a trick to 
channeling her force, and frankly could hardly wait for Snape to teach her that 
particular lesson. So far she felt like the lessons in Occlumency and Legilimens had been 
worth all the trouble he gave her. His methods of holding out knowledge with one hand 
while he cheated, pried, and tormented with the other had been very effective, and to 
her mind very telling and indicative of the Dark techniques. She could easily see Malfoy--
either one, demon or spawn--operating in the same way: seduction with one hand, and 
destruction with the other. 
 
When Dumbledore had approached her upon her graduation from University about 
becoming a double agent such as Snape had been during the days of Voldemort, she 
had jumped at the chance. Her reasons were two-fold. For one, the acquisition of 
knowledge was worse than any lust in her body could ever have been--she was more 
curious than that proverbial cat. Further training in a fascinating topic drew her like a 
magnet. But more importantly, the sacrifices of the Order, and others faithful to the 
Light, should never have been so necessary. Ron should never have had to die at the 
hands of such filth as Voldemort. If such a thing were within her power to stop, she 
must and would do whatever it took. It was the whole reason she had bypassed 
Arithmancy, her favorite subject and once her planned career, for Aurory. For his part, 
Snape had been exposed during those final days, and everyone knew at last that he had 
been spying for the Light all along. He was no longer of use as a tool against the Dark, at 
least not in the same way. She wondered if he was relieved by that, or if some small part 
of him missed the excitement and the intrigue, if not all the cursing.  
 
But the series of stressful late nights battling and training with Snape, and long days of 
continued studying had taken a toll, and her brain finally demanded rest. She fell asleep 
over her book (muggle Sun Tzu's The Art of War) in the window seat. While it wasn't 
about wandless magic, it certainly gave her insight into Snape's methods. 
 
Something woke her a while later. She stirred, feeling her soft cheek come away from 
the wall as though it had been glued there. She put up a hand and could feel the gritty, 
pebbled impression of the stone of the wall pressed into her cheek. Great, wall prints on 
my face. So she had slept... Her room was darker than she remembered it being. The 
only source of light was a silvery glimmering from her work table across the tower room, 



and a candle burning near the door. Her reading lamp, pulled close to the window seat, 
was not lit any longer. Her book was closed, the place marked with a scrap of 
parchment, and set aside next to her. She had not done that. 
 
A thrill of apprehension made all her hairs stand on end. Snape was very likely lurking 
about in her rooms. She scanned the room without moving, and saw nothing untoward, 
except the glimmer. 
 
"All right, Batman, where are you hiding?" she said. "Come out, I don't want to play hide 
and seek with you." 
 
"I'm over here," he said. 
 
She turned her head sharply. He was lying on her bed, propped up on all her pillows, 
with his hands behind his head. In the dim light she had not seen him there. He had 
made himself very much at home, unbuttoning his frock coat and the top few buttons of 
his shirt. In the dim light she could see the pale gleam of his chest. It looked like his 
cravat was trailing out of his coat pocket. 
 
"Kindly take your boots off my coverlet," she said. 
 
He swung his feet off the bed and sat up. "They are clean," he objected. 
 
"They've been traipsing all through the Potions Dungeon where the house-elves won't 
go," she said. "I'm not sure you can say that they're clean." 
 
"I have charmed them to repel all noxious substances," he said. 
 
Of course he had. How very like him. And how like him to announce it so snottily. 
 
"How long have you been here?" 
 
"Long enough. Do you feel better, having rested?" 
 
"I suppose." She was wary of his solicitousness. "Why didn't you wake me? I'm sorry I'm 
late for our lesson." 
 
"When you did not arrive for class, and when you did not answer my...call..." he slanted 
her a wicked, yet peeved glance, instantly causing her to recall yesterday's successful 
Occlumency class and her Waiting Room trap. So she had been able to lock him out 



again tonight, even as she slept. That was good news. "I thought I would bring the 
lesson to you tonight, instead of making you 'traipse all through the Potions Dungeon.'" 
 
 
"And besides, secretly you wanted to see my rooms," she said, giving him a hard look. 
 
"Know thine enemy," he agreed. "Come and visit my Pensieve." He moved to her work 
table. 
 
"You'd better not have opened my lingerie drawer," she muttered.  
 
Snape laughed. "I'll never tell," he said. 
 
She wandered over to him. A Pensieve sat on the table, its silvery contents shivering 
faintly. Snape pulled out her chair. "Please sit down. I have taken the liberty of placing a 
lesson or two inside the basin for you to retrieve, but first I should teach you how to 
store your own memories there. If you are serious about getting involved with the 
darker side of magic, there may be times when you want to keep secrets, either from 
yourself or from others. The Pensieve is an excellent repository for such secrets. Then 
they are not available for a Legilimens like myself to extract from your brain." 
 
"But anyone who has access to my Pensieve would have access to those secrets." 
 
"True. They are usually strongly warded. I have removed the wards from my basin for 
tonight." 
 
Hermione bit her lip. What secrets would Snape want to store for her to see? She hoped 
it wasn't something awful, but knowing Snape as she did, it was bound to be something 
shocking. 
 
"Take a random thought," he said. "Something you won't mind forgetting." 
 
Hermione considered. "How about tonight's dinner menu?" 
 
Snape smirked. "Most lamentably forgettable. Not nearly enough lemon in the 
hollandaise sauce for the asparagus. Yes. Picture it in your mind. Do you have it?--good. 
Now--take the tip of your wand and touch your temple. Draw it away." 
 
Hermione did so, seeing a silvery strand stretching from her head to her wand. How 
odd. 



 
"Place that memory in the basin." 
 
She watched the strand wriggle into the swirling silver, and vanish. There was a brief 
image of plates, food, then nothing. She looked up at Snape as he half-sat on the edge 
of her table next to her. 
 
"What did you eat for dinner tonight, Hermione?" 
 
"I had...I...that's so very odd, there's an empty place just there." 
 
"What did I have for dinner tonight?" 
 
"Asparagus, with bad hollandaise. I must have had the same, but I don't remember any 
of it." She laughed. It was startling. Why did they not teach this at University? 
 
"Why would I want to store memories there, Hermione?" 
 
"I would use a Pensieve to protect others from my knowledge," she said. "If I were going 
to visit Malfoy, for example, and I knew some things about the Order that I didn't want 
to share. I might put them there, visit, and then restore them once I returned." 
 
"Yes. Why else?" 
 
She considered. She shook her head. 
 
"I have particularly bad memories that I do not wish to have plague me. Cruciatus, for 
example. I extract them and put them into a Pensieve. Not this one--another, blacker 
one in the dungeons. A very deep one, with very strong wards." 
 
"Thank you for that, I wouldn't want to know how Cruciatus feels." 
 
Snape reached over and tilted her chin up, and held her gaze. "But that is one of our 
lessons, and not far off," he said. "Undergoing it, as well as casting it. It is something you 
must be able to do if you are to be believable. If you don't think you can do that, we 
may as well stop training here, now." 
 
She swallowed. So it had come to this point. She had known all along it would be a topic, 
that, and the Killing Curse. She squared her shoulders. "We will continue," she said. 
 



He brushed his thumb over her lips. "Brave little Gryffindor," he said. He released her. 
"Now--to retrieve. Simply touch your wand tip to the surface, and lean over the basin. 
When it clears, you will feel as if you're being pulled into the basin. You will actually 
never leave your seat, but you will be able to observe the memory inside. You cannot 
participate, you cannot be heard or seen. They are only memories." 
 
"I guess I'm ready. Any last words for me before I dive into what I'm sure will be 
interesting Snape thoughts?" 
 
He smirked yet again. "Brave little Gryffindor," he repeated. "Off you go." 
 
She touched the barest tip of her wand to the silver surface. The swirling silver slowed, 
then cleared, and she felt herself falling, sinking into nothing. 
 
The scene changed. The Potions Dungeon. She was standing in the doorway, looking 
into the classroom. From Snape's office, to her right, came a disturbance. Snape, 
stumbling through the doorway, with herself flung over his shoulder in a fireman's carry, 
laughing, grabbing at his arse, loose hair flying. Hermione caught her breath and 
clutched at her throat. This could not be a memory, she thought. This is impossible. 
 
Snape staggered to a lab table and tossed the fantasy Hermione down on it. She 
immediately sat up and they began tearing away each other's clothing. Between articles 
of flying clothing, there was intense grappling, deep kissing, moaning, touching, panting. 
In the doorway, Hermione turned away, seeking an exit. She did not want to see this. 
She groped helplessly at the door, unable to turn the knob. Her hand went right through 
it. She couldn't find a way out. Would she be required to stay for the entire memory? 
Gods! She tried putting her hands over her ears to block the noise, but it did not help. 
She could still hear everything. 
 
"Come on, Batman," she heard fantasy Hermione say. "I want you right now, right here." 
There was a laugh from Snape.  
 
"Assuredly," he said. "Gods, this table is cold." 
 
"You should be the one lying on it, see if you like it any better," fantasy Hermione 
muttered. "Hurry up! Class starts in ten minutes and you didn't ward the door." 
 
In spite of herself, Hermione turned around slowly. She couldn't help it, she wanted to 
watch Snape. Pervy, very pervy, she told herself, but she looked anyway. 
 



Snape was prowling up the fantasy Hermione's body, kneeling on the lab table, opening 
her legs with a sudden sharp movement, pressing between them, swiftly entering her, 
thrusting very hard and fast. His naked body was so very pale. The black hair on his head 
and elsewhere was in such stark contrast that he almost seemed to be carved of living 
alabaster. 
 
In the doorway, Hermione swallowed hard. She kept blinking, but she did not look away. 
 
The memory ended not very long later, with Snape's vigorous, shouting orgasm, his 
head arching backwards, his eyes closed, and the fantasy Hermione thrashing, moaning, 
her entire body flushed, wrapping her legs tightly around his lean hips in order to be as 
close as possible to him. Snape slumped onto her, looking very smug, and more relaxed 
than Hermione had ever seen him. 
 
Hermione felt herself zooming back out of the basin, returning to her natural 
consciousness. Her face was flaming, she was breathing quickly. She was terribly, 
terribly aroused, and very, very angry with Snape. 
 
Snape sat watching her, arms crossed, naked hunger for her on his face. 
 
"That was no memory, sir," she hissed. 
 
"I have thought it so often these last weeks that it is now a memory, Hermione," he said 
softly, licking his lips. "Have you never heard of the concept of 'lucid dreaming,' where 
you strongly visualize what it is you want most, in order to obtain it?" 
 
She pushed back from the table. "This class is over for tonight, Snape. I'm going in to my 
bathroom and close the door," she said, her voice shaky. "Don't be here--you or your 
damned bowl--when I come out."  
 
The door to her bath slammed behind her. 
 
A moment later Snape heard the shower running, and a faint gasping squeal of shock. 
Cold shower, Hermione? he thought, smirking, mightily pleased with the results of his 
evening. He took his bowl and headed for the dungeons. 

  



Disclaimer: I own nothing you recognize. All credit goes to JKR. Some aspects of 
Dumbledore's characterization were shamelessly stolen (with permission) from Bambu's 
Revealing Moments. 
 
 
Chapter 4 - Less Than Perfect: In Vino Veritas 
 
 
 
Snape put a bottle of single-malt and two shot glasses on the long, low table between 
the two armchairs that faced each other before the fireplace in his quarters. It was 
almost midnight. 
 
"Drink me under the table, Hermione." 
 
"You've got to be kidding, Batman," said Hermione. "This is just stupid. We're not sixth-
years. And it's late...it's a long time since I've eaten. That alcohol will hit me hard." 
 
"It isn't stupid. I'll be testing you all along the way. And so much the better, if it hits you 
hard. You need to discover your limit, Hermione." 
 
"That's easy...it's five fire whiskeys, then I sleep, regardless of whether I'm sitting or 
standing." 
 
"Fire whiskeys are for relaxing, not for getting drunk." 
 
"You do the conversion, then. Three shots of your scotch ought to knock me on my 
arse." She shook her head. "I don't understand how this relates to Aurory." 
 
"It's not about Aurory, it's about self-knowledge." 
 
"I know better than to drink to excess. How's that for self-knowledge?" 
 
"It's also about control." 
 
"Control freak, you mean. You being the freak." 
 
His jaw tightened as he tried not to smirk. "As I said, it's about control. We will perform 
a simple task after each shot." He went to a cabinet near the fireplace and brought out a 
glass bowl, filled with muggle marbles, and a narrow-mouthed flask. He set them on the 



table, the marbles at one end, and the flask at the other. "Wingardium Leviosa", he 
demonstrated, lifting one marble from the dish, moving it through the air to the flask, 
where he dropped it through the narrow neck. "Or without the charm, if you like, if you 
can. Two marbles after each shot." He slid her a dark and wicked glance. "And, 
Hermione--don't miss."  
 
"Or else...?" 
 
"I get to decide which piece of your clothing comes off." 
 
"This is nonsense, Snape." 
 
"So you think you can't do it." 
 
"I think I shouldn't do it. It's juvenile. If you want to take my clothes off, just tell me 
that." 
 
"I want to take your clothes off, Hermione." 
 
It was said so starkly that she couldn't laugh at him. He meant it. She shook her head. 
"This is wrong on so many levels," she told him. 
 
"And if I miss," he said, "you get the same choice. Fair? I've tried to make the stakes 
meaningful, give you something to strive for." 
 
"You mean, strive against. I don't feel like seeing you naked." You liar, she thought. After 
experiencing that fantasy from his Pensieve, she was indeed curious. She knew what he 
thought she looked like (he was a bit wrong on the proportions of her curves), but in the 
fantasy she had seen him from only one angle and would have liked to be closer to the 
action. There, I admitted it to myself, she thought. 
 
"Then just humor me. I believe this will be a learning experience for you." 
 
"Whatever. Pour the shots, Snape." 
 
He poured. They each reached for a glass and drank the contents down quickly. 
Hermione coughed. She was normally a sipper. 
 
"You first," she said, her eyes watering. 
 



He transferred the two marbles simultaneously, wandlessly, without the charm. "Your 
turn." 
 
Hermione used her wand and the charm to transfer the first marble. Easy enough. She 
was moving the second marble when he lifted his hand and sent the marble flying to the 
corner of the room. 
 
"Hey! That's cheating!" 
 
"No," Snape replied. "That's called control, Hermione. Shoes off." 
 
She stared at him, mouth open. "Damned Slytherin," she muttered. She slipped off her 
flats and threw them both at his face. Her aim was pretty good; he had to lift his hand to 
deflect them.  
 
"Your turn to pour, Auror-in-training Granger," he said. 
 
She glared at him, but she poured. They drank. This shot burned worse than the first, 
she thought. "You first again," she muttered. 
 
"Very well." He transferred one wandlessly, watching her carefully. He wafted the 
second marble to the flask, but Hermione muttered a quick protection charm and the 
marble rolled off the rim and onto the table. He met her triumphant smirk with a smirk 
of his own. 
 
"Frock coat," she said. Off it came, and he rose to hang it carefully in his armoire. He 
returned to his seat and poured the next round. 
 
They drank. "You first," he said. 
 
Hermione felt her face getting warmer with the scotch. Three shots, hitting fast and 
hard. Her stomach already wanted to argue about them. Three shots over the course of 
an hour she might have handled. Three shots in ten minutes were too much. She 
swallowed hard. How to do this? Wait--maybe. She reached into the bowl with her 
hand, picked up two marbles and dropped them both into the flask. No magic at all. 
"You did say, with or without the charm, didn't you, Snape?" 
 
"So I did." He was looking approvingly at her. "You're getting the idea. My turn, I 
suppose. I rather liked your method." He dipped into the bowl and took the two 
marbles. His eyes glinted at her. He waited for her to make her move, slowly moving his 



hand towards the flask. As he got close enough for the marbles to clink against the rim, 
Hermione Summoned them. 
 
"Accio marbles," she said. She had them both in her palm. She was completely floored. 
Then she looked more closely at him. He was smirking. He had let her take them. He 
could have closed his fist at any time and prevented the marbles from leaving his palm. 
"Fine, then," she said. "I'll figure out what you're up to, you know I will. Boots, 
and...cravat." She was beginning to feel quite owl-eyed. 
 
"Pour."  
 
She spilled a little as she filled the second glass. "I really, really think I've had enough." 
She articulated her words carefully. "I've got the idea, don't you think? Let's stop." 
 
Snape picked up his shot and tossed it back. His black eyes challenged her.  
 
Leave now, Hermione, she told herself. Just walk away before your knees dissolve and 
you can't anymore. She met his gaze again, and drank. Before either of them could say 
who should go first, Hermione grabbed at the marbles. Snape snatched at her wrist with 
one hand, and closed his fingers over her fist with the other, imprisoning the marbles in 
her hand. He pulled her hand towards him, over the table. Hermione found herself 
leaning too far out of her chair, and went to her knees on the low table, sliding across as 
he pulled. Snape pried open her hand after considerable struggle, during which she 
came all the way across the table to his side and stood up. He stood as well, and threw 
the marbles away from him. 
 
"Foolhardy," he whispered. "You should have tried something less obvious, like 
Transfiguration. Trousers." 
 
"Trousers, and...?" She was flushed bright red, and it wasn't just from the scotch. 
 
"I'll decide that in a minute." 
 
With very bad grace, Hermione unfastened her slacks and pushed them down her hips. 
She kicked them away from the table. They landed over the arm of his chair in a wad. 
Snape stood back and looked her up and down. The practical bikini briefs peeped out 
from the long hem of her white shirt. They called to him, but something else was calling 
to him more. He had very much liked having his hands on her. He had enjoyed using his 
superior physical strength. He could handle his liquor better than she could, and so he 
reached out, taking hold of her upper arms, and pulled her towards him. He liked the 



aggravated set of her lips. They needed kissing. 
 
Hermione stumbled towards him when he tugged at her. Yes, she admitted to herself, 
finally. This is why I agreed to play his stupid game. I want him to touch me. I want him 
to kiss me. I want him to want me. She turned her face up and slid her hands around his 
middle. 
 
It thrilled him to his core that she was willing. It was clear that the Pensieve dream had 
done the trick. He pulled her hard against him, molding her lower body to his, and bent 
to run his mouth along her collarbone, then up her neck, where he left a little love-bite, 
and at last he took her mouth. 
 
Hermione, dizzily drunk now, put her arms around his neck, leaned into him fully, and 
kissed him back, opening her mouth to him when his tongue pestered her lips. "You 
have a bed here somewhere, don't you?" she mumbled. 
 
Surprised, Snape stopped kissing her long enough to look hard into her face. "What are 
you after, Hermione?" 
 
"I rather thought it was the same thing you're after," she told him, speaking carefully, 
blinking slowly.  
 
He stared at her a moment longer. "Fine, then," he said, and towed her along after him 
into his bedroom. His legs were shaking, and it wasn't just the scotch, though that was 
having a definite impact. 
 
 
 
But ten minutes later, his shirt off, her panties in a heap somewhere far from the bed, 
her front-closing bra unfastened beneath her jersey top, he began to reconsider. 
Something was wrong; she was too desperate.  
 
It had begun well, with Hermione pushing him down to the bed and muttering darkly 
about "control." He'd been delighted with her domineering tone and feverish hands, 
and allowed her to take the lead. But he could feel that she was holding something 
back; her body was not responding as it should to all the kisses and stroking. 
 
Now, Snape stared down along his body at her. Hermione was hovering over him, 
having unbuttoned most of the buttons on his fly and fished him out of his trousers, and 
was seeking desperately to impale herself on his erection. But she was very drunk, and 



not particularly aroused, and she was sobbing and swearing quietly, because she could 
not accomplish her goal. 
 
"Stop that," he said harshly. "Stop that noise, and stop trying to abuse yourself with 
me." 
 
Hermione would not stop, and so Snape swiftly reversed their positions so he could 
glare down at her. "What is the matter with you? We are both drunk, and I am very, 
very aroused, but you, Hermione, are not. Do you not recognize that? You'll only hurt 
yourself, and if you thought that would bring me pleasure, you are mistaken." 
 
She scrubbed tears out of her eyes and snuffled. She didn't look particularly attractive, 
with her nose red and swollen and her eyes wet, thought Snape. Nevertheless he 
wanted her fiercely. But...not this way. Not this desperate, raw, scrabbling, hurtful way. 
 
"I just...really need to get rid of this case of arrested virginity I have," she snuffled. "Oh, 
gods, isn't there a tissue somewhere? I'm a fright."  
 
Snape pulled up a corner of the sheet. "Blow," he said. 
 
"Your sheet!" wailed Hermione. 
 
"I. Know. How. To. Tidy. Now, blow." 
 
Hermione blew, feeling like a three-year-old at the unyielding hands of its nanny.  
 
Snape summoned his wand and cleaned the mess. "Sit up." He moved aside and swung 
his legs off the bed, to sit on the edge. He pulled a pillow into his lap; his erection would 
not subside quickly. Hermione sat next to him, thighs tight together now, fists clenched, 
still stifling sobs. 
 
"What is this sudden urgency regarding the loss of your virginity?" he demanded. 
"You've come so far with it, why stop now? Why not make it a career?" He realized he 
had gotten louder and angrier as he spoke and tried to dial it back. He was angry at 
being used.  
 
She slumped sideways and began to sob in earnest on his shoulder. Snape, alarmed, 
found himself quite unable to cope. It was different when his female Potions students 
cried: he could be factual and cold. They always needed to work harder, concentrate 
more. But with Hermione...all he wanted was to curl her into his arms, kiss her 



senseless, make love to her half the night and then do it all over again in the morning 
after the sweet sleep of satiation. She didn't need to work harder. She just needed to 
stop wanting to be a Dark Auror, that was all. 
 
"I'm twenty-three years old. I've fought in battles, watched people die, taken my 
degree, seen Egypt, and flown my broomstick over the drawings on the Nazca plain. Yet 
I can't make love to someone I want so badly." 
 
"And that's it? That's the problem?" He wanted to laugh; it would be an easy problem to 
solve, if only they weren't both drunk. He also wanted to cry with her, which frightened 
him. A frigid Hermione seemed the farthest thing from his imaginings. The liquor roiled 
in his gut and fired his bloodstream and clouded his brain. He closed his eyes, but the 
room seemed to move uneasily, so he opened them again and stared at the wall. 
 
"No, of course that's not all, you oaf." She nestled drunkenly closer, throwing a leg over 
his, her knee on the pillow in his lap, and turning her face into his chest. He awkwardly 
patted her back. "I should have gotten this whole thing over with years ago. And...and I 
meant to...I tried to...but..." 
 
"What stopped you?" 
 
"I was afraid." 
 
"Of what?" 
 
There was a long silence. Snape thought she had probably passed out--that much scotch 
in her small frame was bound to overwhelm her eventually--but when he tried to gently 
lay her back on the bed, her fingers clutched at him. So instead he held her closer. 
"Afraid of what, Hermione?" He had the ugly feeling he was about to hear something he 
had never wanted to hear, and would never be able to forget. 
 
"The night before the final battle. It was supposed to be Ron." 
 
Oh, gods, he was right. He didn't want to hear this. Weasley again. The guilt over her 
fallen friend and should-have-been lover must have consumed her for years, tainting all 
her relationships, all her choices, from that event forward. And now he had the answers 
he had been seeking...what was behind that wall in her mind, and the reason why she 
wanted to learn the Dark Aurory. 
 
"And yet it wasn't." He felt very old at this moment, and brown inside, like a dry, 



blowing leaf. Gone was the lovely warmth from the single-malt and the exciting 
wrestling with her on his bed.  
 
"We tried. But I was too afraid when it came down to it, I couldn't relax, all I could think 
about was the dawn, and meeting Voldemort in battle at last, and Ron didn't want to 
hurt me. So he died a virgin." 
 
"There are worse things," said Snape. 
 
"Than dying?" 
 
"Yes, there are things worse than dying," he said bitterly. The exquisite torture of hours 
and hours of Cruciatus at the hands of a demon like Voldemort, he thought. The burning 
guilt of those left behind in a war where loved ones perished before their eyes, helpless 
to stop it. Allowing Dumbledore to manipulate you in the way he manipulated Harry. 
Helping Dumbledore to manipulate you. The scalding knowledge that I have at last 
discovered someone who challenges and satisfies my mind, and I am training her in the 
most dangerous of careers. "But I meant, worse than dying a virgin. Now. Lie back, let 
me cover you up. Sleep. We can continue this nonsense in the morning if you still wish 
to." 
 
"I will wish to. I don't want to be a virgin anymore," she said owlishly, the words slurring. 
The scotch had finally reached the tipping point in her veins. She let him push her back 
onto the bed and pull up a blanket. "Don't go, though. Stay with me. Sleep here, with 
me--or whatever it is you do, since you don't sleep much. Rest, count nifflers. Hang by 
your knees on the closet rod. But stay." 
 
Stay. Yes. He would stay with her. He could do nothing else, and there was no place he 
would rather be at this moment. He shed his trousers, which left him in just his green 
silk boxers, and slipped under the blanket with her. She turned towards him, seeking his 
heated skin, tucking her knees close in against his side, pillowing her head on his bicep. 
She would soon put his arm to sleep with the hardness of her skull, but he would not 
move for his own comfort. Having her close was what mattered. 
 
 
Mmmm...  
 
Do you like that?  
 
Yes...  



 
And...that?  
 
Oh...! Oh...yes...  
 
Hermione stirred sleepily, stretching. Legilimens again. It was waking her. Something 
impeded her movements. She had been dreaming Snape-dreams, the dream from his 
Pensieve. Rough but gleeful sex on the lab table. She opened her eyes. The light was 
much too bright. Her head hurt with that behind-the-eyes hangover headache. And her 
body was tingling. As she wakened more fully, she felt her body give a great twitch, 
much like the falsely real sensation of stumbling, falling, when she was overtired and 
crashed into sleep. 
 
Something was between her legs, warm, wet, nuzzling. It felt like licking. 
 
"Be still," came a rumble from beneath the blankets. "You boxed my ear with your 
knee." 
 
Hermione's first instinct was to scramble away in fright, but hard hands held her in 
place. 
 
"Be still, I said." 
 
Snape. She lifted the blankets and peered under them. His head lifted, he met her eyes, 
then, holding her gaze, he returned to his self-appointed task. Hermione felt faint. 
"What are you doing?" she asked. She knew immediately it was a stupid question, but 
she'd needed to say something. If only to confirm she could still speak, to prove to 
herself she was awake. There wasn't much doubt what he was doing.  
 
"What does it feel like, Hermione?" He bit her, but gently, then turned his head to raise 
a love bite on her inner thigh. Hermione fisted the blankets in a sudden thrilled reaction, 
still holding them up so she could see him. "What does it look like?" 
 
"Sorry--foolish question," she gasped. 
 
"Indeed. Now...about that troublesome virginity of yours..." 
 
"What about it?" She realized he was pulling her down the bed, further into the dark 
cave of the blankets. For a moment she almost laughed. He was probably hung-over as 
well. The light could be a problem for Batman, denizen of the dungeons. She let go of 



the blankets and was swallowed in the cave he was making. 
 
"Are you still wanting to be rid of it, now that you're not drunk? Now that you've slept?" 
He came crawling up her body, watching her, trailing his tongue up her belly, moving 
upwards until he reached the bunching of her jersey beneath her breasts. Very 
reminiscent of his Pensieve dream.  
 
"Ah, god." She started to tremble when one of his hands slid up under the cloth, and 
found a hard, small nipple to tease. "Yes, I am." 
 
"Good, very good," he said, settling his naked lean hips between her thighs. "Then I am 
your man, Hermione. I believe I can rise to the occasion." The problem of her arousal, 
this morning, had been left far behind. Her sleeping body had responded beautifully to 
the attentions of his mouth. 
 
"It actually feels like you've already done that," she choked. The fiercely warm length of 
him was pressed against her, nudging repeatedly at the apex of her crease, the very spot 
that ached to be stroked. 
 
He laughed deep in his chest. He dropped his head to kiss her. She could taste herself on 
his lips, his tongue. He was moving against her, rubbing his full length along her. She 
heard herself release a long, quavering moan. She was anxious--more to the point, she 
was afraid of yet another aborted attempt--but she was not backing down this time, and 
she was in bed with a man, not a sweet, shy boy. His weight was heavy on her lower 
body as he settled closer, and waited at her entrance for her to meet his eyes. "I will try 
to be quick," he said to her now. "If pain is inevitable, a quick stab is better than a slow 
burn. I speak of my own experience with pain--not that I've been deflowering virgins left 
and right." 
 
"I suppose you would know," she admitted, a slight smile at his comment curving her 
mouth. Her fingers found and traced scars on his back. She spared a thought for herself; 
would she one day be scarred in this way? 
 
He slid a hand between them and touched her, much in the way he had mentally 
touched her during the hellish week of insomnia while he taught her Occlumency. Her 
eyes drifted closed against his fingering, and she bit her lower lip. Her legs lifted, 
trembling, in response to the sensations, but she was not sure what to do with them. 
 
"Don't just wave them about," he said. Her eyes opened. She heard near-laughter in his 
voice. 



 
"What?" 
 
"Put your legs around my waist. It will provide the proper angle." When she obeyed, she 
saw his eyes darken quickly. His pupils were expanding blobs of velvet that made her 
feel like she was falling up. "Ah, Hermione--don't look away. Don't close your eyes. I 
want to watch you." Those words, that voice, made her tremble. She wasn't sure she 
could withstand the directness of his gaze at this most intense moment. It seemed 
important to him, and because what he was doing with and for her was important to 
her, she would try. 
 
He could feel that she was as ready as she would ever be, and so he lifted himself away 
from her body on extended arms, and pressed smoothly inward, moving firmly past the 
little barrier, watching her arch in reaction, hearing her gasp in stinging shock, feeling 
the bite of her fingers on his back. Yes, it had hurt, no matter how ready her body 
seemed. A prolonged entry would not have helped, however, he thought. 
 
"Darling, darling girl," he murmured, looking into her eyes. "That was so very sweet, that 
little pain you gave to me. Lie still a moment." 
 
Her breathing was unsteady as she adjusted to this new feeling. Too full, too stretched, 
too much, entirely. But the deed was done at last. Nothing more to question, nothing 
more to fear. And Snape had called her darling, twice. 
 
In a few moments, whatever had clenched inside her in resistance to his entry began to 
relax. Snape felt the change in her interior muscles, and slowly began to move. She was 
glove-tight. Her inexperienced body lifted against him, blindly seeking sensation, not 
sure of what it needed, but he could help. He bent to kiss her, softly, grazing across her 
face. 
 
A few minutes later he felt her climax begin as he slowly stroked in and out, and so he 
let himself go with her, joyfully. But she did not know what to expect and she clamped 
down on the rushing of sensation, stifling it. Snape groaned into the skin of her neck and 
cursed softly. "No, no, Hermione--with me, with me," he heard himself saying roughly. It 
was too late, he was coming inside her, because for him, there could be no more 
holding back. When the last aftershocks ended, he moved to the side, withdrawing from 
her to allow them both to recover. The cave of blankets sheltered them from the light of 
day and harsher truths. He looked down at himself and his slowly subsiding erection, 
and saw that there was blood, and closed his eyes briefly in the gloom before turning to 
lie on his side to face her, caressing her stomach with his palm.  



 
Not a raging success. It could have been so good. He had thought she would know her 
own body better than to shut down the sweetness of an orgasm. 
 
There were tears leaking from the outer corners of her eyes, trailing down into her hair. 
They made him tired, they made his morning head worse. "Why are you crying now? Did 
it hurt so much? I know you bled, but I had hoped to be quick about the pain, and move 
you on from there..." 
 
"It stung," she admitted. "But that's not why I'm crying." 
 
"Don't tell me you wish I were Weasley." His tone was dark; bitter. If those words came 
out of her mouth, he was unsure what he would do next. He didn't think he could bear 
it. 
 
"I..." she began, turning her head to look at him squarely, squinting a bit in the gloom.  
 
Snape tensed. Don't say it, don't say it, don't say it. 
 
"I never even thought of him. Only of you. I just realized that, when you brought it up." 
 
In his wicked heart, he was more than pleased, but kept his face carefully blank. She 
kept talking. 
 
"I'm sorry--I missed the boat back there, when you...erm...I tensed up," she said. 
"Nervous, I guess. And startled. I ruined it for us both, and I guess that made me cry." 
She turned towards him, lying on her side as well, searching his eyes in the dimness. "Do 
you think we could try that again?" 
 
Snape turned on his back and pushed aside the blankets a bit before tugging her close to 
lie on his chest. She was still his student, and he saw that even after years away from his 
official Hogwarts tutelage, she still scorned an imperfect performance on her part. Some 
things apparently didn't change; though, delightfully, other things did.  
 
The light didn't seem quite so much to bear, now. "Soon," he agreed. 

  



Chapter 5 - Wandless Magic 
 
 
"I want you to teach me your wandless magic," Hermione said, her head pillowed on his 
shoulder, with his arm around her. She was tracing the fingertips of one hand up and 
down Snape's midline, from nipple to navel. 
 
"Is that what you're calling it now," he said dryly. "And here I thought 'sex' was an 
adequately descriptive term." 
 
Hermione laughed throatily. "Sex with you is hardly 'wandless,' Batman."  
 
He looked down at her, his eyebrow raised. "Such dirty talk from a Gryffindor," he 
murmured. "I like it. Talk more." His free hand began to wander. Hermione trapped it in 
hers to stop him from distracting her. 
 
"I'm serious, though. I've been trying for days to develop the technique on my own, and 
so far all I've managed is to improve my Summons. I can snitch lemon drops from 
Dumbledore's dish almost as subtly as you can, but that's about it." 
 
"Speaking of Albus...how is the old dotard doing?" Snape wanted to hear more about 
Dumbledore's plans for Hermione. Snape had in mind to thwart them. This training of 
her to go out and risk her life, or be entangled with the Malfoy crowd, or both, was no 
longer acceptable to him. 
 
"You shouldn't be so disrespectful," she reminded him softly. "He's the one who gave 
me this opportunity." 
 
"I realize that. I'm sure I should be grateful...it's been a long time since I had such 
regular, worthwhile sex." He flinched when Hermione bit the nipple closest to her 
sharply. "Here now -- watch your teeth...use your tongue there instead... This 
opportunity, Hermione -- I don't entirely understand why you want it." He was hoping 
that his banter would lull her into giving away her secrets. He also wanted his hand 
back; he had found she would tell him many things he wanted to know when he 
caressed her; it was a weakness of hers. Ask any question sensuously enough in her ear 
while nuzzling her, and he was likely to get a response.  
 
Aside from his near-obsessive need to know, there was also simply his need of her. Dark 
Auror training had all but stopped this past week, as they explored each other's bodies 
night after night. He knew they were sliding out onto thin and cracking ice, but he felt 



almost no compunction to stop the slide. The one drawback: if Dumbledore discovered 
the intense sexual relationship Snape had developed with Auror Granger, he would 
most likely try to terminate it in one way or another. He wanted a double agent in the 
Order again to keep tabs on Malfoy and his brat. Snape had seen Dumbledore twinkle 
his way to exactly what he wanted for years. The needs and wishes of other people 
were always secondary to the needs of the Order. Snape could see that; why couldn't 
Hermione? The thing Snape hadn't yet figured out was Hermione's cover story. How to 
explain that a muggle-born, Potter-Pal like herself would turn to the Dark after the fall 
of Voldemort? It made no sense to him, but then, he'd only sometimes been able to 
fathom Dumbledore's long-range plans, even when he himself was an integral part of 
them.  
 
Each morning it became harder for Snape to leave whatever bed they were in -- his; 
hers; the rug by the fireplace; a blanket beneath the old hornbeam tree near the Lake in 
the almost-summer night; his long, deep sofa; even, one morning, his favorite big 
armchair -- and drag-arse down to the Dungeon to teach the dunderheads. His students 
had noticed the change in him. Snape was so chock-full of endorphins after loving 
Hermione that he had almost stopped assigning essays. He had completely stopped 
assigning his own detentions, though he had given a couple with Filch. These days, 
Snape needed his evenings free to be with Hermione. The Hufflepuffs were frightened 
by his apparent geniality. The Ravenclaws were busy over-analyzing his potential 
ulterior motives, while the Gryffindors were watching their own backs, afraid of 
spectacular point deductions to come once he got over whatever was wrong with him. 
The Slytherins naturally (and correctly) all assumed he'd finally been dealt with, and that 
was that, as far as they were concerned.  
 
And now here she was, wanting to get back to the training. He would have to work 
harder at distracting her.  
 
"Dumbledore is fine," she said. "I saw him just this morning. He asked how my training 
was going." 
 
"And what did you tell him?" He couldn't help tensing a bit when she didn't answer right 
away. 
 
"I...er, said we'd spent the past several nights madly hexing each other. He noticed I was 
walking a bit stiffly and asked if I'd been injured in the training, since he's aware we'll 
need to work on curses." 
 
Snape laughed. He turned so that he could lie closer to her, and reach her mouth with 



his. "A novel response," he said.  
 
"I think he suspects something," she said now. He was so close that she almost had to 
cross her eyes to focus on him. He was looking intently at her mouth; and after the past 
several nights of learning his sexual habits, Hermione recognized that signal. She 
pressed her fingers to his lips to forestall the greedy kisses that were sure to ensue. "We 
really need to get back to the training, delightful as this holiday has been." 
 
"I'm not willing to just stop making love to you, now that I've finally got you into my 
bed," he said against her fingers. 
 
She flushed. Making love. Is that what we're doing? She wasn't sure. Still, she laughed 
breathlessly; his dark eyes were intoxicating her. In a moment he would be upon her, 
and she would welcome him into her body without hesitation, with eagerness. "Did I say 
we should stop? All I meant is that we should begin lessons again, in addition. Starting 
with wandless magic. I really, really want to know how you do that." 
 
He sighed gustily, flopping onto his back with his arms behind his head. Hermione sat up 
and looked over her shoulder at him. Had she won? Had her scheme of careful 
misdirection worked? She was hoping to continue with the training...and the sex. He 
was wonderful in bed, passionate, playful, rough, even unexpectedly tender, as the 
moods took them. He had been remarkably patient with her inexperience, her shyness, 
given who he was and the lusty and explicit comments and directions he whispered into 
her ears. Who would have thought it? In bed, she caught fleeting glimpses of the naked 
heart of the Man behind the Bat, like just now. A very telling phrase, making love. She 
was aware that he believed she gave up all her secrets when he kissed her, when he 
touched her. It was a weakness of his, one she would have to exploit to complete her 
training. It made her a little sad to manipulate him in that way, but she required his 
knowledge. 
 
"It all has to do with wanting," he said. "When I first found I could Summon without my 
wand, I was a teen-ager. I would unconsciously Summon things I yearned for. Odd, the 
things that gathered in my room." 
 
"But not all wand-work involves Summoning, or "wanting," does it? For example, when 
you extinguish a cauldron fire. That's not 'wanting.'" 
 
"Of a sort...I 'want' to put out the fire." 
 
"You can't do it all by force of will," she objected. "There's still got to be a physical 



mechanism of some kind. C'mon, Batman, think." 
 
He scowled at her. He didn't like to be told he wasn't providing adequate instruction. 
"My will is quite powerful, I'll have you know." 
 
"Yes, it is," she responded. "Believe me, after experiencing your Pensieve memories, 
Batman, I'm quite aware of the force of your will. That dream pushed me into your bed 
sooner than I had planned." 
 
That made him smirk. He'd been hoping for days to get the topic worked back around to 
that dream. They hadn't yet had sex in his Potions Dungeon, something he very much 
wanted. The other dream he had placed in the Pensieve for her, the one she hadn't 
sampled, also involved the Dungeon, but there she would be blindfolded and trying to 
escape him, groping her way among the lab tables. Her soft, naked white skin, hunted 
through that lab built of dark stone, eventually trapped against the wall, with him 
standing, driving into her, her legs wrapped around him, his mouth at her breasts. 
Hmm...the lab wasn't far from his quarters, and maybe she was in a mood to indulge 
him... 
 
But -- wait a minute. Sooner than I had planned. He narrowed his eyes at her. "Explain 
yourself." Is she playing me? 
 
"I just mean, you somehow must still be concentrating your force, using your hands as 
wands, somehow. That's what I want to learn." 
 
"Not that, the other. Planning to get into my bed." He remained lying down; perhaps he 
would seem less threatening if he weren't looming. 
 
"Let's just say, the seduction wasn't only on your part." She was flushing. He watched 
her nipples rise as she spoke.  
 
"Insufficient, Hermione. Tell me about the planning." 
 
She moved to lie on top of him, swinging a leg across his hips. Her nipples poked his 
chest, and despite himself he brought his hands up to cup her buttocks and settle her 
against him. She wriggled gently backwards, finding a sudden erection waiting for her 
there, and with a sigh of pleasure she took him into her. 
 
"Hermione." It was spoken on a long exhalation. "Don't try to distract me." 
 



But she already had. She was moving slowly, exquisitely slowly, sitting up, looking down 
at him with darkened eyes.  
 
"Sex is a weapon, too," she told him. "It needed to be a part of my arsenal. My only 
concern was...ah, gods...Batman, when you touch me there...you know I can hardly 
speak, much less think." 
 
Snape smirked. "Go on, your arsenal...and your concern..." 
 
"That pesky virginity, and my own fears, and...yes, right there..." Her head was falling 
backwards, her hair loose, brushing her hips and his fingers where he clutched her. 
Snape knew there wasn't much farther to go before she would climax. He wanted to get 
her secrets out of her, but he wanted to enjoy this, as well. He loved the way her breasts 
swayed with her movements. His hands clenched on her hips. Many more thoughts like 
that and he wouldn't last to see her through first. 
 
"Go on," he prompted again, gritting his teeth.  
 
"Whether...whether you would be willing to teach me about sex as well as Dark Magic, 
and whether I would feel even a little attraction for you. Make it palatable." 
 
"Years ago you were attracted, after a fashion," he told her now. "I watched you, you 
know. Every year, when I give my welcoming lecture, I look at my better 
students...'bewitch the mind, ensnare the senses'...during your fifth year I finally 
reached you with that. I saw it happen." It was working even now, he saw. He continued 
his lecture, very pleased with this particularly appreciative audience of one. She looked 
down at him as he spoke, then her eyes drifted closed and she came, hard. 
 
"Pervert," she gasped, several moments later, catching her breath, gradually slowing her 
movements. "I was fifteen!" 
 
"You were attracted by power, by knowledge," he said. "You wanted it for yourself. You 
still want it." 
 
"Thank goodness you didn't do anything about my crush."  
 
"You were my student. There was nothing to be done, even had I wished it at the time, 
which I did not." 
 
So he did have a few scruples, after all. Or maybe he was just wary of Dumbledore. "I 



am your student now, as well." She sprawled on his chest, happily spent. 
 
"You're a grown woman, now, and should know your own mind. Don't stop moving," he 
directed. "You didn't wait for me, selfish girl, now you're obliged to finish me off." 
 
Hermione laughed huskily, and did oblige, watching him carefully, doing what seemed 
to please him most based on his groans and the clenching of his hands. Afterwards, he 
looked sleepy and smugly content, but he was still annoyingly on-topic. "Back to your 
planning. Had I not seduced you first, how would you have gone about seducing me? 
And when?" 
 
"All this talk of sex, when I want to talk about honing skills without wands." She slipped 
to the side to lie with her back against his chest again. 
 
"I will get my way first." He closed his eyes and snuggled his face into her hair. His right 
arm came tight around her, his hand warm on her belly. "Either you tell me, or we stop 
talking altogether. I'm very drowsy." 
 
Hermione sighed. She might as well give in. "How did you get to be so self-centered and 
vain? It all started with the Occlumency training. That night you hexed me, I was so 
turned on I was planning to..." she paused, flushing again. "Anyway, let's just say the 
hallway would have been sufficient for me that night, virgin or not. Aside from that, I 
had plans to eventually show up for class in my sexiest nightie. That's why I didn't want 
you looking in my lingerie drawer. It's also why I usually came to class in my nightgown 
and bathrobe, just to get you thinking along the correct line." 
 
The hallway, hmm. Snape filed that away. Perhaps his second Pensieve dream was not 
unattainable after all. She was proving to be as manipulative as any Slytherin girl, and 
would bear much watching. 
 
"Now, Professor...pay up. Show me this wandless magic you do." 
 
He sighed. She was as persistent as he, and that was partially his own doing. "Very well. 
Get up." He dragged his bathrobe from the foot of his bed and belted it, then held hers 
out to help her into it. "Put on your slippers or socks, we're going to the Dungeon where 
you won't break my precious things when you make mistakes. Leave your wand here." 
 
"Precious things?" she snorted. "As if there were anything in your quarters except 
chairs, tables, books and your bed. You live like a hermit." 
 



"I live simply," he corrected her. "There is also my stock of single-malt. I don't wish it to 
be destroyed, and, Hermione -- until you learn the technique completely, things will be 
injured. Kindly remember not to point at me while you train." 
 
"Don't be scared, Batman," she told him softly at the door to his quarters. She caught 
the knot of his bathrobe and stopped him before he went out the door, smiling at him. 
"I won't hurt you." She meant it to be humorous. 
 
He looked down at her for a long moment. "That, Hermione, remains to be seen." he 
told her. His voice was deep and quiet and very serious. He set her hand away from him 
and led the way to the Dungeon. Hermione followed along bemusedly, pondering his 
words and tone. 
 
In the Dungeon, he used his wandless magic to push lab tables back against the supply 
cabinets, blocking their doors to safeguard the contents, and to give them working 
room. He transfigured the blackboard at the front of the classroom into a single 
enormous mirror. "Try not to break it," he said to her. He fetched a small cauldron from 
the supply room and set it on the floor in front of the mirror. "Show me your 
Summons." 
 
"Er -- I haven't tried it on anything that heavy," she said. 
 
"Now seems like a good time." 
 
She looked hard at the cauldron, willing it to come to her, crooking her hand at it as if it 
were a lemon-drop from Dumbledore's desk, and it lumbered off the floor. It went a 
foot or two towards her before crashing to the floor with a clang and rolling awkwardly 
towards her the rest of the way, showing a new dent in its side. 
 
Snape snorted. "Poor." With a flick of his wrist he caused the cauldron to return to its 
original place. "Again. And want it this time." 
 
Hermione tightened her lips and tried again. Wanting. It worked a little better, but it 
was still slow, and it still struck the floor. 
 
"Again," said Snape. And again. And again. And again, until she was ready to scream her 
aggravation. 
 
"It's still not right," she said. "Where is the trick? There must be one. Show me, Snape. 
Slowly, let me watch you." 



 
The man's focus was astonishing, thought Hermione, as she watched him, via the mirror 
and in person, stretching out his hand to receive the little cauldron. But she thought she 
saw something different this time. His lips were parted. Was that the Accio she saw on 
his lips, however silent? 
 
She moved to stand behind his wand arm -- his left -- and put her hand on his. "Again," 
she said. Yes, as she thought, a thrum of energy there. "Again." This time her fingertips 
extended past his, to learn where his energy pooled. She thought she felt it, in mid-air 
an inch or two past the end of his long, slender fingers. "Once more, please," she 
insisted, making him growl, so she breathed in his ear, "I'll pay you for your time and 
trouble, I promise." That resulted in an entirely different sort of growl, and his 
immediate compliance. This time she used her palm to block the pooling of energy, and 
felt it sizzle against her skin. The cauldron stayed where it was, on the floor. 
 
"What the hell?" Snape looked down at her. "What did you just do?" 
 
She smiled a three-cornered smile. She summoned the cauldron herself, thinking about 
the pooling of force just beyond her fingertips, and the pot moved briskly to her, as any 
well-summoned cauldron should. She looked at Snape in triumph. "I believe it's called 
'wandless magic,' Batman." 
 
"You blocked me," he said. "Explain yourself, this minute." 
 
"Figure it out for yourself," she muttered. "I had to." She "pushed" the cauldron back to 
its starting point. That was a little harder, but not impossible, and she felt that with 
practice it would become easier. "You probably aren't even aware of how you do it, or I 
believe you would have told me." 
 
She turned about and summoned a piece of parchment from his desk. As it flew to her, 
she wandlessly Transfigured it into a crumpled wad. She frowned a little; she'd meant to 
make a paper airplane to amuse them both, but obviously she needed practice. Still, 
now that she had the key, practice would make perfect. She turned to Snape and 
beamed at him. 
 
He was standing not far from her, arms crossed over his chest, the lapels of his bathrobe 
gaping. His face was inscrutable. 
 
"You're waiting for your promised payment, aren't you," she said. 
 



"You'll pay me, but not tonight. Tomorrow night. We'll have a lesson in hexing, and 
believe me, I will collect from you. In here, in spades. You'd better brush up on your 
counter-curses tomorrow. But in the meantime...let's restore the room -- help me shove 
these lab tables back into place, wandlessly of course. And then bed, to sleep for a 
change." 
 
"With you?" For some reason, she was unaccountably afraid he meant her to return to 
her own room alone; she was afraid she'd irritated him too much. 
 
His eyes warmed, ever so slightly. "Assuredly, with me, Hermione." 

  



Chapter 6 - Most Vexing Hexes 
 
 
Hermione took Snape's advice seriously. She spent the next day in her rooms with her 
hex and curse texts, brushing up on counter-curses and protection spells, and recalling 
the Auror training at University. There they had emphasized the value of learning to 
quickly read the various sensations that tingled on the skin the instant before a curse or 
hex hit. Each had a different signature, a different "taste" or "feel" about it. If one were 
quick enough, and focused enough, one might sense the hex and choose the proper 
counter or protection spell to negate it. While this technique had been useful and even 
possible in one-on-one dueling at University, at the slower student pace, she was 
doubtful it would be very effective against Snape or in more intense combat situations. 
Her best defenses would be to dodge and let the hexes strike elsewhere, or to use a 
general protection shield. Trouble was, the protection shields impeded the outbound 
hexes while they blocked the inbound ones. And she had every intention of striking 
back. It wouldn't be worth doing, otherwise. Snape would never respect her if she held 
back in any way, and a deatheater would more than take advantage of a coward.  
 
A couple of hours after dinner, she dressed in her student robes and wandered down to 
the Dungeon. Snape was not in the classroom, but she could see a light under his office 
door. She approached the door, expecting to knock, but found that the wards had been 
changed to recognize her, and the lock clicked open invitingly. She went inside 
cautiously, aware that the lesson might already have begun. With Snape, she never 
knew what was lesson, what was fantasy, and what was real until after the fact. 
 
"You're early. Good." Snape was seated at his desk, grading essays. He shoved a pile 
towards her, and handed her a quill. "Grade," he said. "Nothing higher than 75%. These 
are punishment essays." 
 
"Oh, but--" 
 
"Just be brutal, the dunderheads will never know the difference. The sooner we're 
finished, the sooner we can get to the lesson. You do want to get to the lesson?" 
 
"Of course." She looked about for a chair, and Snape waved a languid hand. A side table 
shuddered a bit, becoming an armchair with a lap desk. Hermione moved to sit in it. 
 
"Thank you, Professor Snape." 
 
"Mmm. To work, Auror Granger." 



 
Most of the essays were easily scored at or below the 75% Snape had specified. 
However, she finally read one -- almost six feet long -- that deserved better, even by the 
Seriously Spiteful Snape Standard. She thought back to her own Potions classes in the 
Dungeon. Her punishment essays had, on rare occasion, received more than 75%. She 
cleared her throat, and he looked up at her. "This one should receive at least 80%, sir, 
maybe even 85%," she said. "What shall I do?" 
 
He peered at the handwriting, and frowned. "Millicent Bulstrode's younger sister 
Ermingarde. Considerably brighter than her sibling, thank Merlin. But still an 
obstreperous young woman, in need of correction. No more than 75%, as I said." 
 
"But it's an excellent essay." 
 
"Had she not been impertinent, I might have allowed 80%. But she mocked me, 
publicly." 
 
"She's not a Slytherin like her sister?" 
 
"Ravenclaw. She reminds me a bit of you, when you were my student. Knows every 
answer. Won't stop asking questions." He looked back at his work. 
 
Hermione firmly wrote "85% " on the essay and slipped it into the pile with the others.  
 
Thirty minutes later, the task was done. Snape stretched his arms and cracked his 
knuckles and elbows, then rolled his head to the side. His neck cracked as well. 
Hermione winced, but said nothing. Her stomach had begun to knot. Hexes, with Snape. 
There had been that summer between sixth and seventh Hogwarts years, before the 
War, when he'd trained the Order members briefly in defensive tactics, but this would 
be very different. And for the final battle, she and Harry and Ron had maintained the 
narrowest focus: their eerie Apparate, and shielding. They hadn't gotten involved with 
the more basic of the battles between deatheaters and the rest of the wizarding world. 
Was she really prepared? Probably not. 
 
Snape rose from his desk and removed his teaching robe, and hung it up on his coat 
rack. Hermione waited. Next went his frock coat, followed by his belt, boots, socks, 
trousers, and shirt. Shortly he was wearing only his green silk boxers. 
 
Hermione stared. What was going on? What about the lesson? 
 



Snape looked at her in mild surprise. "What? Have you never heard of reading the hex 
before it hits? Really, what did they teach you at your University? Nothing useful or 
practical, it seems. All theory. At any rate -- I find hex analysis much simpler with bare 
skin, since this is not a combat situation." 
 
She blinked rapidly. "We were taught that technique."  
 
"Well then, why are you waiting? Prepare for your lesson." 
 
"I...I..." I know what this is, it's another ploy to get you naked, Hermione, she thought. 
She thought it, then she blurted it aloud. 
 
Snape laughed. "That is a fortunate side-effect," he agreed. "However, I think you will 
find nakedness beneficial in this evening's lesson. Besides, as you see --" he gestured to 
himself, "I also am nearly naked. A level playing field, I think." 
 
Resignedly, Hermione began to undress, down to her bra and bikini. She hung her 
clothing with Snape's. "You would think it's level, wouldn't you. Ward the door," she 
told him. "I do not need Dumbledore blundering in on this lesson, Batman." 
 
He waved his hand towards the Dungeon. "Done. And silenced, since you will be 
screaming." He opened his top desk drawer. "Now, there was that little matter of a 
payment for services rendered. Here, Hermione, is the fee you owe me." He drew a 
black and silken blindfold from the drawer.  
 
The black scarf twined snakelike through his pale, beautiful hands. 
 
Uh oh. She licked her lips anxiously, unable to look away from his hands and the 
blindfold. "Oh, no," she said. "No way. Not naked and blind." 
 
"And screaming," he reminded her. 
 
Hermione moved towards her clothing and began to dress again. Something about the 
blindfold made her skin crawl. 
 
Snape came close. She could feel his body heat on the skin of her back. He stopped her 
from pulling her robe over her head. "Frightened?" he asked, softly, sexily, speaking 
close to her ear. 
 
Hermione shivered. "Yes. I don't like that blindfold." No point in false bravado, she 



thought. He trailed the silk over her neck and shoulders. 
 
"You will be frightened the entire time you're with deatheaters, little Gryffindor," he 
told her now. "Better get used to it now, here where it's...safe. Best to be able to 
function when you're frightened, don't you think?" His lips touched her ear, then 
nibbled down the sensitive cord of her neck. Gooseflesh rose over her entire body. 
 
"Damn you," she whispered. "I hate it when you're right about these horrible things." 
For he was right, no matter how twisted this exercise seemed. She was unexpectedly 
trembling. 
 
"I know of no other way to make this realistic, short of owling my old deatheater pals -- 
the few who aren't in Azkaban -- and asking them to drop by and hex you," he said.  
 
"What are the rules?" she asked, turning to face him. 
 
He put his hands on her shoulders and turned her from him again. He lifted the blindfold 
to her face. She flinched away, then forced herself to hold still. He waited for long 
moments, letting her look at the blindfold until her shoulders relaxed ever so slightly. 
"Good girl," he whispered, and brought the blindfold to her skin, covering her eyes, 
pulling it snug, and tying it behind her head. She heard him murmur a small binding spell 
to keep it in place. 
 
"What are the rules?" she asked again, anxiously. 
 
"I hex you, you hex me, if you can. Here in my Dungeon. Whatever hexes you wish to 
use." 
 
"When does it end?" 
 
"When you've learned your lesson." He turned her to face him again. She heard him 
draw a deep and unsteady breath. She lifted a hand that was a little shaky to his chest 
and splayed it there, so that she would know where he was and sense any further 
movement on his part. "Gods...you are beautiful in your distress, Hermione. I want you 
very, very much just now." 
 
She wanted to cry, "Then let's just go to bed, I'll leave the blindfold on in bed, if only I 
don't have to play this game!" But instead, she swallowed hard and summoned her 
wand. You're here to learn, Hermione, she told herself sternly. So learn. Don't throw 
away all you've worked for just because of one blindfold. "En garde, Batman." 



 
Snape kissed her hard and deeply, making her nipples rise immediately and a heat begin 
between her legs. Frightened and aroused, blind and mostly naked in his cold Dungeon, 
she thought. A hellish mix. Before she could respond, he broke off the kiss. Her lips felt 
swollen and tender, and she touched them with trembling fingers. He escorted her out 
into the Dungeon and she could tell he was leading her to the approximate center of the 
room. Once there he spun her in a few dizzying, disorienting circles, let her go, and was 
abruptly gone from her reaching hands.  
 
The Dungeon was coldly silent. 
 
Keep your head, she told herself, shivering. The floor was clammy and she wished for 
her shoes. It had been stupid to leave them in Snape's office. Snape, she reminded 
herself, and cast a quick protection spell. 
 
Just in time, too, for she heard a hex splatter against the shield around her. And hard on 
the heels of the splatter, Snape's laugh. 
 
Not a nice laugh, either. A laugh that seemed a little too eager, too excited. There's a 
reason Dumbledore never gave you the DADA job, she thought. 
 
Hermione crouched, straining her ears. She could only hope she was out of his line of 
sight. She began groping about her to try and locate a lab table, to give herself the most 
basic of grounding. The shield prevented her from using her sense of touch effectively, 
and so she dropped it. A split second later she felt a tingle along her elbow and took a 
chance that Snape had thrown a Stinging hex, and whispered "Protego!" 
 
"Good," she heard him say. "A good start. Now...run, Hermione, if you can! Jellylegs!" 
 
It hit her. Something so simple, a hex used by nasty children playing mean games, and it 
took her down to the floor. She quickly cast the counter spell and reached for the 
blindfold, to rip it away. 
 
It couldn't be removed. She remembered the binding spell Snape had cast on it. She felt 
herself panicking, hyperventilating. She scuttled quickly to the side and rammed her 
head against a lab table. She swore softly. She cast another protection spell to try and 
give herself time to regroup, calm herself. But that chance was taken away from her as 
she heard Snape working a complicated spell to strip away her shield. 
 
Hermione let the shield drop, since Snape would remove it anyway. She raised her wand 



and cast an Entanglement hex in the direction she thought she'd heard him last. Instead, 
she heard the hex hit something else, probably a lab table. There was the clang of a 
stool falling over, rolling on the floor. 
 
Snape laughed again. "Over here, Hermione," he said.  
 
"Petrificus Totalis!" she cried, instinctively, aiming her wand at his voice the moment 
she heard the first syllable. 
 
There was a grunt and a thud nearby. Had she hit him? Had she hurt him? She scuttled 
quickly towards the sound, groping. Her hands encountered what felt like his ankle, and 
then suddenly his hand was in her hair, pulling her head backwards. He kissed her again, 
fiercely, and bit her bottom lip almost hard enough to draw blood. 
 
"Bad move, Hermione," he said menacingly, ending the kiss. "You can't afford sympathy. 
You did hit me, but not full on, and now I have you. If I were a Malfoy, you could have a 
problem on your hands. Think next time, and not with that heart of yours." He shoved 
her away and moved. As he left he cast an Entanglement hex, leaving her helpless and 
twisted on the cold floor. She could hardly struggle free enough to flick her wand to 
release herself. Merlin, one more thing she needed to practice with that wandless 
magic. Counter spells for curses and hexes. 
 
Weakness. Her own soft heart. 
 
Something Snape didn't share, apparently. The things he teaches me, how not to trust, 
how to hurt, how to be hurt, she thought, bitterly. Fine then, she would set her soft 
heart aside. Anger had helped her before, during Occlumency training; it would help her 
again.  
 
And craft. She had cunning, she knew she did. She listened and heard the faintest slap of 
a bare foot, somewhere to her right. She calmed her breathing and crawled around the 
lab table, keeping it against her left shoulder. She found the cubbyhole on the back side, 
where a stool could be placed out of the way between the cabinets. This one was 
mercifully empty, which gave her a place to hide but also meant there was a stool 
somewhere else, likely to be in her way, and she would be unable to see it. She folded 
herself into the cubby and began to cast Legilimens as sneakily, as subtly, as 
unobtrusively as she could. Feeling for Snape's wicked mind. 
 
He started talking to her. It was clear from his carrying voice that he had temporarily 
lost sight of her, but they were, after all, in his very own Dungeon, a room he wore like a 



second skin, like a snail's shell, close-fitted and perfectly formed just for him. It was only 
a matter of time before he located her. And she was blindfolded, whereas he was not. 
She had to use those few seconds to catch a ride in his mind, like a tail on a kite, and 
follow him, learn which hexes he was preparing for her. 
 
"Those are the simple hexes, Hermione. Just imagine the damage with a curse, even a 
small one. And let's not forget the Unforgivables." His voice was moving all the time. 
 
Think like Snape. Be Snape. He's distracted. Make the leap, catch that ride. To her shock, 
it worked the first time. She made herself small in the cubbyhole and imagined herself 
small in his mind, just a tiny passenger, not worth noticing. 
 
Snape had temporarily lost track of Hermione in the moments after he released her. He 
had spent those moments removing her partial Petrificus. No matter, she could not have 
gone far, he would soon find her again. Poor girl--so distraught over that foolish 
blindfold and her own panic, fearing she had hurt him with her little hex and creeping to 
him to check. It was almost funny, it was so very Gryffindor of her. 
 
A moment or two later he saw her. She rose to her feet from behind a lab table, and 
turned unerringly towards him. Her accuracy gave him a bit of a turn, but he cast 
Impedimenta towards her, nearly silently. 
 
She blocked it with its proper countering spell before it hit. 
 
Snape's eyebrows rose. He sent another Stinging hex, and again she blocked it. He 
followed swiftly with a harsher hex, one that should have pinned her arms to her sides. 
For the third time she blocked it, and then she cried, "Expelliarmus! 
 
His wand ripped from his hand and flew towards her. He was stunned, but in that same 
split second he also knew he couldn't let her catch his wand. He'd bespelled it to burn 
any hand except his own, a most useful deatheater gimmick. "Don't touch it!" he yelled. 
 
For a wonder, she trusted him, though he had given her no reason to do so and every 
reason not to, and obeyed, ducking. The wand flew past and spun on the floor. 
 
They were both still, panting, for several long moments. 
 
"Lesson's over," said Snape. "Very well done, Hermione. I didn't think you had it in you. 
We still need to practice dueling, much, much more, your hex choices were juvenile and 
limited, but this was a very good start." 



 
Thank you, Batman. 
 
!!! How long have you been there? !!! 
 
Long enough. 
 
Obviously. Get out. 
 
Not until you release this blindfold. I can't remove it, and I can't stand it touching me any 
longer. 
 
She clung like a burr to his consciousness, though he tried to close her out of his mind. 
He could feel the itching, panicky sensation the blindfold caused her. And now he knew 
how she had blocked his hexes so accurately, and been able to track his movement. 
Snape moved towards her, slowly, as silently as possible, even though he knew she was 
watching via Legilimens. 
 
I want to show you something, he told her, and let his second Pensieve dream bubble to 
the surface of his mind. 
 
Her chin lifted abruptly; he saw her take a sudden disturbed breath. It was almost as if 
he'd struck her. She swallowed, hard.  
 
I prefer this one, Batman. And she gave him back the Pensieve dream she'd sampled, in 
full color, sound, motion, updated to contain her own perspectives and sensations...and, 
just for him, leaving on the blindfold. Merlin, she had brought him to his knees, this 
woman. She had bested him, in more ways than one. He reached her at last, his hands 
going to her waist to pull her near, both of them trembling with exertion, adrenaline 
overload and a devastating level of arousal. 
 
"I didn't scream, you know," she said to him now. She ended Legilimens, gently 
withdrawing. 
 
"Would you like to?" His voice was husky, rasping.  
 
"That would depend on the reason why I might be screaming," she whispered back. She 
put her arms around his neck and pulled his head down to hers. 
 
In the end, it was none of the Pensive dreams, his nor hers, that they indulged in. It 



didn't even take place in his Dungeon. Snape swept her up into his arms and left the 
classroom, moving quickly down the empty, late-night hallway to his quarters, and on 
into his bedroom, gloomy and quiet. Hermione clung to him, kissing his neck, his ears, 
his jaw, his collarbones, as he carried her. He would not give her his mouth until he laid 
her on his bed in the green sateen sheets and soft lamb's wool blankets, and followed 
her down. 
 
He murmured a quick charm to remove the last of their clothing, knelt between her 
knees, and pressed himself home slowly, bringing her hips to rest on the slope of his 
thighs. He stared down at her, but after only a few thrusts he stopped. 
 
Her hands groped for his face. "What's wrong?" 
 
He caught one of her hands and brought the palm to his mouth. He looked down at her 
again and spoke the spell to release the blindfold. He'd thought it would be exciting to 
have sex with the anonymous, masked, sex-objectified Hermione, but in actual fact, he 
could not bear loving her without seeing her eyes, and so he drew the black silk away. It 
was part and parcel with suddenly not wanting to have sex in the Dungeon, at least not 
tonight.  
 
Hermione blinked up at him a little owlishly, rubbed her eyes with the heel of one hand, 
and then smiled. 
 
"Nothing," he murmured. "Nothing, now. Hold tight, Hermione." 

  



Chapter 7 - Unforgivable 
 
 
Three weeks went by, weeks in which Snape and Hermione dueled at night, hexing each 
other, disarming each other, brewing twisted potions and their antidotes, sampling 
both. Snape came to realize she was rapidly becoming a formidable opponent, with a 
certain creativity that enabled her to fight him to a draw on most occasions, and 
sometimes to defeat him.  
 
It was depressing, the speed of the progress she was making, but then she'd always 
been a brilliant student. 
 
He taught her everything he could; all the Dark Magic he knew, cautioning her 
repeatedly against the lure of it. He watched her eyes for signs that she was too drawn 
to that dark side, both of magic, and of himself, and only found that her eyes remained 
clear and brown. They were always a little sad, always held a little apart, and yet always 
insatiably curious. 
 
Snape helped her to hone her University skills at detecting the residues of spells recently 
cast, and reading them. She learned the taste, feel and scent of dark magic on her 
tongue, on her skin, in her nostrils. He left trails of spells for her to follow, throughout 
their quarters and the hallways around his Dungeon, and the cellars of the Castle. He 
rewarded her with drowning kisses when she at last found him, lurking, waiting 
somewhere dark and quiet for her. She never failed to find him. He tried and failed to 
frighten her. She laughed at him for it. 
 
All the tricks of the Auror trade, with that focus on Dark Magic. Snape found himself 
thinking up new topics, evening after evening, and telling her she needed more practice 
at this, or at that. He sought to wound her self-esteem and erode her confidence in her 
own abilities, knowing all along that it would not be enough. Eventually she would push 
to complete her training. In the meantime, he luxuriated in what time he had left, and 
continued to dream up delays, ways to keep her at his side, arguments to convince her 
to give up this dangerous career. He made love to her in the hope that she would find 
their lovemaking enough of a reason to stay.  
 
In short, Snape was cheating when it came to Hermione's training. The only thing he 
wanted was for it to continue indefinitely, which required a crisis of confidence on her 
part, so she would be forced to tell Dumbledore she wasn't yet ready.  
 
It was all to delay the inevitable, the last lessons: the Unforgivable curses, and the Killing 



Curse. He didn't mention them. Hermione finally brought them up despite his stall 
tactics. She was ready, but Snape knew he was not, and would never be ready to teach 
her such Dark Magic as that. Still, there was no choice. Teach her he must, or else send 
her unprepared into the Dark, which he would not do. 
 
It had been a shock, finding himself in love with Hermione Granger. He didn't quite 
know when it had happened, because falling for her had been such a subtle thing 
misleadingly clothed in the excitement of working and sleeping with her, but he 
certainly knew the point at which he became aware of it.  
 
It was the night he had chased her through his Dungeon, hexing her as she scuttled 
frightened and blindfolded -- yet bravely, Gryffindor that she was. The night she bested 
him by finally disarming him. The night he relinquished his carefully nurtured fantasy of 
taking her roughly up against his Dungeon wall, in favor of making love to her 
lingeringly, lusciously, lovingly -- in his own bed, no blindfolds, no barriers, no bargains. 
 
Tonight Snape was waiting under the hornbeam tree by the lake. Once again he had left 
her a trail of nasty, stinging little spells to follow, tiny hexes, slaps and proddings of 
unpleasant magic. It was a breezy, warm night; the spells would be harder to follow and 
all the more startling when she found them. He had a basket with him, holding a 
simulacrum of a rabbit, but she wouldn't know it wasn't real. He would tell her he'd 
caught it just for her to kill. He'd spent the early evening creating the simulacrum from 
bits of fluff, and it was a good one, if he did say so himself. 
 
Tonight, the lesson was the Killing Curse. He was to make her kill. It was his last chance, 
he believed, to convince her she was not cut out for Dumbledore's job with the newest 
crop of Dark wizards and witches. Could Hermione kill, when it wasn't a battlefield 
situation? He devoutly hoped not, for it would give him tremendous leverage with both 
Hermione and Dumbledore to pronounce her unfit to be his replacement as a double 
agent because she would not, or more likely, could not, kill. 
 
She came wandering along the dark shore of the lake, lit only by starlight and the 
thinnest fingernail paring of crescent moon, dark in her student robes, her pale face and 
hands the only light things about her. Her fingers splayed out before her, sensing his 
little spells. When she reached him, he stood up and took her in his arms. 
 
His kiss is different tonight, thought Hermione. Not the usual deep kissing that made her 
feel like she was being buffeted by cyclonic winds, or too far under water to surface 
again, or stepping by accident into an open manhole on a busy city street. This kiss was 
sweet and slow and somehow sad, and made something new and warm curl in her 



stomach. This kiss didn't seek to shock her or arouse her; it sought to comfort. Whether 
he meant it to comfort himself or her, she didn't know, and it didn't really matter; it had 
soothed her, nonetheless. She felt she needed soothing. Tonight's lesson was the Killing 
Curse. 
 
"Way to set the stage, Batman," she whispered to him when he lifted his mouth away 
and looked down at her with hooded eyes. Black eyes that she couldn't read in the 
darkness, but she knew her face was turned up to his, in what little light there was, and 
he would read her own. 
 
"You have a difficult task ahead of you tonight." 
 
"Yes." 
 
"Is this truly what you want? Because I happen to know that the DADA position is 
opening again next term -- we never seem to be able to keep an instructor in that spot 
very long, do we? -- and that means you could try for that, or try for my own position 
should Dumbledore decide finally to give me what I've striven for so long. I would be 
willing to recommend you for either post. If you're concerned about not having your 
Potions Mistress degree...I believe a single summer spent with me and you would pass 
the mastery exam easily." And then you would be here, with me, instead of putting 
yourself in harm's way. 
 
"He'll never give you the DADA job, Snape." 
 
 
He bristled at her a bit. "I should think I've got as good a chance as the next applicant, 
perhaps better," he said. 
 
"Parents won't send their children to learn defense against the dark arts from a 
deatheater, former or not, Order of Merlin or not," she said. "Dumbledore's hands are 
tied. Besides, you are an admirable Potions Master." 
 
"Then you must apply for the DADA position." 
 
"No...I think not. There are other things I must do first." 
 
He scowled at her. "Such as? I still haven't heard from your own lips why you want this 
job with Dumbledore; you've managed to skirt that issue every time I've asked you. I 
only have my own guesses." 



 
"Please don't be angry. It's going to be a difficult night as it is. Let's talk about this 
another time." 
 
He sighed in aggravation. She was still standing within the circle of his arms, though--
that was something. He would let her skirt the topic yet again, because he had high 
hopes for his fuzzy little bunny; cute, charming, and surely unkillable. 
 
"All right then," he muttered. "Let's get to it. I've caught an animal for you to kill tonight. 
I've spared you that much torture, at least." 
 
In the dimness, he saw her bite her lips. A good start, he thought, a finger of hope 
tickling in his chest. 
 
 
"What kind of animal?" 
 
"A harmless white rabbit. White, so you can see it in this darkness. White, to remind you 
of the sanctity of life." He moved to the basket and opened it, lifting out the simulacrum 
by its scruff. He held it up for her to see; it kicked realistically. 
 
She looked away. "Set it down then," she said. "And I'll get it over with." 
 
"Don't make it suffer," said Snape. "The key to a successful Killing Curse is the same as 
the key to the Unforgivables...you must want the end result. You must want to kill this 
rabbit, Hermione, a rabbit that has never done anything to you, or anyone else. This is 
what deatheaters do: sometimes they kill the innocent, without reason. And often it 
takes more than one Killing Curse to accomplish the task. Life doesn't relinquish its hold 
willingly." 
 
"Don't rub it in, Snape." Though she had looked back at him as he spoke, now she 
looked away again. 
 
He brought the rabbit close to her, so she could see its eyes rolling, its nose twitch, see 
its ears flattened back over his hand. With his free hand he grasped her chin and 
brought her face around so that she must look at the rabbit. "This is the life you'll be 
taking, Hermione. This one, small, warm life. It isn't much, but it's all this animal has to 
give." 
 
Tears started in her dark eyes, sparkling in the dim light, and he was happy to see them. 



Her mouth squared a bit, then hardened into a thin line. It was miserably hard for him 
not to smile in delight at her distress. So close, Snape, he thought. Push her some more. 
 
"Be sure," he said. "Be brutal and direct. But above all, be merciful. Do it right the first 
time." 
 
"Stop it, Snape, just stop it!" She dashed her hand over her eyes and backed away from 
him. "Set it down, I tell you! I don't want you anywhere near when this curse leaps out 
of my wand." 
 
Snape lifted the rabbit just a bit higher in his grip so that its rolling eyes were on a level 
with her own. "Never forget this one thing, Hermione. What you're about to do is more 
than wrong. It is evil. Nothing less." 
 
"Ah, gods. You bastard." She sobbed in earnest, now. 
 
"Yes, that's right. I am and always will be a bastard. Hermione, say the word and I will 
end this. The rabbit can go home to its den." 
 
"And I'll forever regret turning my back on the chance to stop the wickedness that may 
come, to make Ron's death mean something, to validate Harry's sacrifice, your 
sacrifice...the sacrifices of all those who died in that War. No, Snape...put it down and I'll 
do what I must." She looked at him, her eyes hard, her chin lifted. "There, now...you 
have your answer, the one you've wanted for weeks. That's why I want this job, Snape. 
I'm not backing down, not ever again." 
 
Shit. Overplayed it. Would he ever get his way, once her chin was set like that? He put 
the simulacrum down and moved to stand behind her. To be out of the way, and to hold 
her if she needed that afterwards. 
 
The rabbit hopped a few paces. It seemed interested in the grass of the lakeshore. 
Hermione raised her wand and pointed at the rabbit. She waited a long moment, then 
lowered her wand. Behind her, Snape lifted his hands and almost touched her 
shoulders. Then her hand came up again; the wand wavered once, steadied, and then 
her voice rang out, cold, clear, definitive. Deadly. She'd paid attention to his 
exhortations. He clenched his fists. 
 
"Avada Kedavra!" 
 
The rabbit twitched once, fell over, and was still. 



 
Hermione threw her wand aside and turned, staggering, finding Snape just there, and 
buried her face in his chest. "I hate you," she told him. But her arms went hard around 
him. 
 
"I know it," he said. I hate myself, in fact. But I love you. "I can live with that."  
 
"I hate myself more, though." 
 
"You can live with that, Hermione." 
 
He would never tell her it was a simulacrum. Just now her guilt was as perfect and 
burning cold as a single snowflake. If he told her she had not actually killed, she would 
forever doubt her own abilities and force of will. He turned her face up and bent to kiss 
her lips. She pushed him away. 
 
"No. I'm not...clean." 
 
He considered her, standing there in the darkness. "Come home, then. There's still 
Cruciatus, we may as well get it over with tonight, if you have any energy left. Then you 
can bathe, and be clean again." 
 
"A bath won't take away this stain." 
 
"Perhaps not. But you'll want one nevertheless, after I put you under Cruciatus, and you, 
me. We need to be home where I have the potion that will help ease our symptoms 
afterwards. Pick up your wand, Hermione." 
 
"Home," she said, bitterly. He heard himself in her voice. Snape, Pygmalion to this 
terrible Galatea he had created. 
 
"Yes," he said, simply. "It is your home, and you know it." Please hear what I'm saying to 
you. He turned back to the simulacrum and incinerated it with a murmured Incendio. 
 
She was grateful for his arm around her waist as they walked back to the Castle. She 
could hardly see where she was walking, the tears fell so thick and fast, but at least they 
were silent tears. 
 
He opened his Dungeon wards and they walked inside. He waved his hand as they 
passed through, and silenced the room. This time she would be screaming.  



 
Snape did not wait; best to take her unawares; it was how it would happen, out in the 
world. No one would give her a chance to prepare. As she walked towards the front of 
the classroom, Snape pointed his wand at her and said, "Crucio." One of the more 
difficult things he had done in his life, cursing his beloved, fully intending to cause her 
excruciating pain. Not to mention, giving her that first scar, the first flaw on the perfect 
skin of her back where the curse struck. 
 
Hermione fell, as if he'd cut off her legs with a stroke from a broadsword. For multiple 
minutes he watched her writhe, listened to her screaming, listened to her beg for 
release from the torture. She promised him many things, if he would just end this. She 
tried shrieking the terminating spell herself, but Cruciatus didn't work that way, and 
they both knew it. He walked away from her, to his desk where he had the two bottles 
of potion. He brought one back to her, stood over her, and finally released her from the 
torture. 
 
"Finite Incantatem," he said. He was quickly on his knees next to her, pulling her into his 
arms, cradling her head against him. He leaned back against the nearest lab table for 
support, and to provide her a more comfortable position against him. She continued to 
shudder, and then she began to sob, lying against him, clutching him. Snape let her 
suffer through the aftermath for a long time. She had to know what it was like, 
experience the way vestiges of the curse continued to flare up from time to time until it 
worked its way out completely. 
 
At last, she was still enough that he could free his hands to open the potion bottle. He 
held it to her lips. "Drink it down," he said. 
 
She obeyed, grimacing. "A foul brew," she coughed. 
 
"A foul remedy for a foul curse." He held her for a while longer, moving the sweaty hair 
from her forehead and cheeks. Eventually, he bent to kiss her mouth gently, and she let 
him, this time. He could taste a little blood on her lips, from where she had bitten them, 
and the bitter dregs of his potion. "So now you know what that's like," he told her. 
 
She shuddered. "I never want to feel that again. Did I humiliate myself terribly much?" 
 
"Of course. Everyone does, under Cruciatus. You promised me everything I could ever 
want -- almost, that is -- if I would just release you." 
 
She laughed, weakly. "Well then, what is it you want that I left out? My firstborn?" 



 
A dagger, right to his heart. A child. With Hermione.  
 
His head rocked back against the lab table. He was abruptly haunted by a small, black-
eyed girl aged about three, with wild and bushy black hair, running towards him, arms 
up to be lifted. Merlin, Snape...what's wrong with you? Have you become a complete 
sap, dreaming of babes? More fodder for that black Pensieve. He didn't trust himself to 
speak, and so he simply held Hermione tighter. He realized that for once in her life, 
Hermione Granger, normally so astute, couldn't see what she'd done to her Professor. 
She had not the slightest idea. 
 
The tremors had lessened considerably since he administered the potion. In a few more 
minutes, they were entirely gone. Snape pushed her upright. "Your turn." 
 
She looked at him in horror. "No. Absolutely not." 
 
"What did you say to me?" His brows drew together. She couldn't chicken out now, not 
after what he'd just put her through. Wait--strike that. She could certainly chicken out 
now, he'd be happy for her to do exactly that. And then he'd have all the ammunition he 
needed to cripple this damned career of hers, and then he'd make her apply for the 
DADA position, and then he'd convince Dumbledore to hire her, and then...and then, 
he'd have all the time he needed to make her love him. 
 
"After experiencing that, I think I'd rather kill you instead. It would be more merciful." 
She struggled to her feet, using his shoulder to push herself up. "Ahhhh...that hurts." 
She sucked in her breath sharply, but she reached down a hand to help him up anyway. 
He took it. 
 
"All right," he said, cheerfully, rising, straightening his robes. He held out his arm for her 
to take. "Come--a hot bath, and a rubdown for the aches." 
 
She took his arm and went limping along contentedly enough until they got to the door 
of the Dungeon, where she suddenly dug in her heels and stopped. "What's the matter 
with me? If I walk away now, you'll tell Dumbledore I'm not fit for his job. And we both 
know I can do it." 
 
The anger that flared in his black eyes made her take three steps back from him. In all 
these weeks, she had never seen him look like that. As if she'd...thwarted him, 
somehow.  
 



He spoke in a tense voice. "Can, yes. Should--no, Hermione. You should not." 
 
"Why not? You keep saying that, but you don't give good reasons. Just that it's 'not 
safe.' Well, I know that, it's why I'm here studying with you." 
 
"Come back here and cast your curse and be done with it." He strode back to the middle 
of the Dungeon and stood there, arms crossed, foot tapping. Hermione trailed him 
cautiously, as one might a rabid dog. Was she ready for this? No, definitely not. 
Cruciatus was horrific, nothing but torture. At least the Killing Curse could be over 
quickly. 
 
She bit her lips, and then winced. She'd already done that far too much this night. Lifting 
her wand, she copied Snape's intonation and cast the curse. 
 
He bent, clutching his leg, rubbing at the ferocious charley-horses she had cursed into 
the muscles there. "Not nearly enough force," he muttered.  
 
"I'm sorry!" she gasped, appalled at what she'd done. Needless pain, out of her 
carelessness and over-confidence. She hadn't meant it enough.  
 
"Try again, you stupid girl, and mean it, damn you. Don't nibble away at me like this."  
 
He meant to make her angry with his name-calling, angry enough to cast the curse 
correctly. It seemed that anger was the only thing that could override her Gryffindor 
heart. And this time, he watched her eyes as her wand came up. 
 
This time, she did it right. 
 
He fell, shrieking. Hermione was powerful, and more than skilled. Cruciatus had rarely 
felt so searing, so sharp. Even Voldemort's cursing had been more heavy-handed, not 
this deft, apparent flaying of all his skin and the plunging of his exposed and jangling 
nerve endings into salt to heighten the experience. And the cramping. Merlin, the 
knotting of his entire body, even to his eyebrows and the tiny muscles in his ears. 
 
"Oh, gods..." She ran for his desk, fumbling with the second bottle of potion, yelling the 
terminating spell as she ran. She couldn't bear to leave him like that for a single instant 
longer, writhing on the floor like a poisoned dog. Even the five seconds of torture he'd 
already undergone while she stood staring at him, horrified at her own abilities, were 
five seconds too long. Returning, she dropped to the floor, lifting his head into her lap. 
 



"I'm sorry, so sorry...oh, Batman, I'm sorry...I'm sorry..." 
 
Even through the tremors he could feel her hot tears splashing on his face. She didn't 
wait to administer the potion. She helped him sit up enough to swallow it promptly, and 
then held him close while he recovered. She sobbed the entire time. Wounded animals, 
the two of them, huddling together in the gloom of the Dungeon. 
 
Eventually, when they were both able to stand, she looked up at him from a little 
distance. Her tears were dried on her cheeks. 
 
"Tell me the real reason you've fought me so hard over this job, Batman," she said. 
 
He closed his eyes. "No." 
 
There was a long pause. Finally she spoke. "Right. Goodnight, Snape. I...need to be alone 
a while, process this evening...recover a little. I'll...see you tomorrow." 
 
When the Dungeon door closed softly behind her, he whispered to the empty room, 
"It's because I love you, you see. It seems I've discovered a new Unforgivable curse, my 
very own." 

  



Chapter 8 - In the Light of Day 
 
 
Dumbledore had been pleased to hear that Hermione's training was complete, and that 
she had passed with flying colors. Her graduation, such as it was (a single-malt toast in 
Snape's office, just the two of them, followed by another squabble about how 
dangerous her job would be), coincided with the end of the Hogwarts school year. 
Snape, glad the Castle was quiet the day after Leaving Day, was moving about the 
Dungeon, inventorying supplies and making a list of needed ingredients for next term. 
 
Hermione was leaving that evening for London, on the next Knight Bus. She would start 
out at 12 Grimmauld Place while she assessed her next moves, and begin to seek out 
Draco Malfoy, to express her desire for a Dark Magic solution to Harry's difficulties in St. 
Mungo's. Some dark draft or pernicious potion, to locate the part of his personality that 
had been splinched at Voldemort's death, and rejoin it to his conscious mind. Eventually 
she would find her own apartment, and a token job to help with expenses and her 
cover. But primarily, the Ministry of Magic, hiding behind Dumbledore, would be 
bankrolling the latest double agent effort. 
 
Snape and Hermione and Dumbledore all knew there was no such antidote for Harry's 
woes, but it seemed a logical starting point to begin developing her cover story, and a 
plausible entry into Draco's world, the thin end of the wedge whereby she would 
become a deatheater, in name if not in fact. Hermione Granger, desperately seeking any 
means by which to help a friend, willing to use Dark Magic to accomplish good. It was 
more than believable; it was probable. 
 
The wards on the Dungeon door clicked open, admitting someone they recognized, and 
Snape looked up as Hermione entered. He felt the weight of his small going-away 
present in the pocket of his frock coat, but now was not the time, obviously, for 
Hermione was standing in the doorway, dressed in her sexiest nightie, the one he had 
never seen, since he had not prowled in her lingerie drawer the night of the Pensieve 
lesson. Not that he hadn't entertained thoughts of a little breaking and entering, since 
then... 
 
He felt gobsmacked as he looked at her. Hermione, standing in the yellow daylight that 
slanted in from the high, small Dungeon windows, exquisite in green silk with silvery 
lace straps and accents. His house colours.  
 
"Come for a little goodbye fuck, Hermione?" Snape said now, harshly, but every cell in 
his body yearned towards her. Since the night of the cursing relations between them 



had been a little strained, yet still they had made love almost every night, fevered and 
hungry, not speaking much. Snape had very much missed the banter that formerly 
accompanied most of their sessions in bed. 
 
She flushed, and her chin lifted. "If it pleases you to call it that, Batman...yes, I have." 
 
Snape crossed the floor quickly. It didn't matter that it was broad daylight; Hermione 
was holding out her hand for him to take. He followed her mutely up the winding stairs 
of the teacher's dormitory tower, to her room. She warded the door and silenced the 
room. "In case you scream," she said, trying for levity. 
 
"I never scream during sex," he told her now, sternly. 
 
"No...I suppose not. But I have heard you shout, on occasion."  
 
Merlin, but that bitten-bottom-lipped smile of hers would haunt him forever.  
 
Snape looked around him as he stood near the bed, letting her undress him. He might 
have been standing in an anonymous hotel room, except that any room containing 
Hermione would be home to him. The place was void of her personality; all her little 
things were packed in the trunks standing by the door, including the tools of her new 
trade. Just last weekend the two of them had gone to an unsavory part of Diagon Alley 
to purchase some needed items. His orderly mind ticked off a partial list: two Pensieves, 
a spare telescoping wand that could pack down to two inches in its wrist holster, a 
graduated set of Sneak-o-scopes, and a number of different ingredients for brewing 
dark potions and their remedies, with all the trimmings--flasks, stoppers, spoons, varied 
cauldrons, a delicate scale for weighing ingredients, and the most accurate of measuring 
cups and spoons. Only the finest for his darling protégée: if he had to send her away, he 
would send her well-supplied. 
 
She pushed him to sit on her bed and knelt at his feet, removing his boots and socks, 
then pulling his trousers off. She kissed her way up his bare leg from his pale, long toes. 
Snape lay back on his elbows where he could watch her, allowing a tremendous sigh of 
bliss to escape him when she fished his erection out of the fly of his boxers and took him 
into her mouth. 
 
"Hermione," he groaned. 
 
"Just lie still," she told him, lifting her mouth away briefly. "We have all afternoon. Let 
me say goodbye properly. I would like to try and make you scream, just this once." She 



returned to her task, drawing on him hard and deeply. He could not help his hips 
bucking. Where had his virgin girl learned this? It was only moments more before he 
came in her mouth. And though he did not scream, he did voice a loud shuddering moan 
that seemed to please her. She patted his leg as though he'd been a good boy, and crept 
up the bed to lie curled next to him. She drew fingertip patterns on his chest and tugged 
gently at the dark whorls of hair there. 
 
When he felt the tickling of her Legilimens, he let her in, unquestioning. 
 
Did you like that, Batman? 
 
Very, very much. 
 
What else would you like? 
 
You must let me recover first. 
 
There is time to sleep, if you'd like that. 
 
Sleep, when you're leaving this evening? I hardly think so. 
 
Good...I have plans for you.  
 
That sounds ominous. 
 
I...have wanted... 
 
...what have you wanted? Don't be shy now... we've cast Unforgivables on each other. 
Surely we couldn't have been any more intimate than that, Hermione. Tell me what you 
want most. 
 
I want to make love to you, while we use Legilimens. Will that be all right? 
 
What, and leave myself gaping open for you to rifle through my thoughts in an 
unguarded moment, Hermione? 
 
I had more in mind learning what it feels like, for you, when you're inside me. And for 
you, the same, how it feels for me. 
 
Snape shuddered in delight. Ah, to know what she felt, how her climax happened, her, 



perceiving him, perceiving her, so thoroughly entwined that it would be impossible to 
separate their thoughts. Better than any voyeuristic detention fantasy he could have 
imagined. He turned on his side towards her. "We will start now," he told her, speaking 
aloud, giving his permission as well inside his mind. 
 
I thought you needed time to recover, Batman. 
 
That's what foreplay is for, Hermione. Open your legs, sweet, sweet girl. He returned her 
favors, nuzzling at her folds, browsing there for sweetness, feeling the buzz of her 
arousal like a humming insect in his brain. Along the way he wriggled out of his boxers. 
 
Do what you did to me, that first time, when you woke me after that awful drinking 
game. 
 
This? 
 
...yes... 
 
And...this? 
 
Oh...yes...of course, that. Mmm. 
 
Ahh...how nice, a little orgasm, just for you. Do you always flush all over like that? That 
electric pulse of warmth on your skin? Always feel like you're floating? 
 
When they're really, really good...  
 
Lovely, lovely. And now... 
 
Already? Goodness, Batman... 
 
Shut up and hold on, Hermione. I'm going to ride you into next week. 
 
Her laughter was wonderful in his ears. She wrapped all her limbs around him, and 
indeed, he rode her, the two of them traveling up the bed until her head struck the 
headboard. With a growl he dragged her backwards down the bed and started over. 
"Damned slippery negligee," he muttered aloud. "No traction. I like it, though." 
 
Bought with you in mind. 
 



Thank you. 
 
Ohhhh...what's that? 
 
What's what? 
 
That...tingle. 
 
My spine. 
 
Are you...? 
 
Mmm -- shortly -- yes -- 
 
It's like a power surge in a wand, Batman. What a build-up...wait for me? 
 
Can't -- can't -- oh Hermione --  
 
Glorious...glorious...how is it you don't just shatter into a thousand pieces? 
 
I love you, I love you, I love you, I love you. 
 
Don't tease, not about that, Batman... 
 
Not...not teasing...oh, oh, yes. Love you most desperately. Don't go, Hermione. Please 
don't leave me. 
 
It was out at last. He'd known it would be, known that at some point today he would tell 
her. And this way, with her riding along in his mind, she would know it was nothing less 
than the truth, not a ploy, not any longer. Movement slowed and stilled, there in her 
bed. Snape felt her presence carefully withdrawing from his mind. He was spent, but she 
had not yet come again. He looked down at her, sweeping hair out of her face with his 
fingers. "I'm sorry, I'll do better next time," he told her. "Too much sensation, I was 
overwhelmed. It was wonderful, thank you." 
 
Hermione held onto him. "I do have to go, Snape," she said. When he went to withdraw, 
frowning in confusion, she clutched at the small of his back and pressed him closer. "No, 
don't -- don't." 
 
"I thought --" 



 
"Is this why you don't want me to take this job? Loving me, I mean?" 
 
"Mostly. I'm a selfish man, Hermione. Look what I've found here. How can you ask me to 
give it up, for the likes of Dumbledore and the Malfoys?" 
 
She cupped his face in her hands and brought his mouth to hers. She kissed him sweetly, 
softly, then released him. "Because the world is bigger than just you and me." 
 
"Fuck the world. Stay." 
 
"I would like nothing more." 
 
"Marry me. Be my partner; you are already my equal. Share my life. Have my children. 
Love me, Hermione." The volume of his voice increased as he spoke, until the last 
sentence was almost a shout. His hands clenched in her hair, wildly tangled from 
multiple trips across the bed. 
 
"Stop, you're making me cry." Her mouth squared and her eyes filled and overflowed. 
Her throat was so tight she couldn't swallow, she could barely breathe. 
 
"What can I say, what can I do, Hermione? What will make you stay?" His own eyes 
were sparkling with unshed tears. She had never heard his voice so ragged, so rough, or 
so passionate. 
 
She pushed at him, now, instead of holding him close. This was worse than Cruciatus; 
this scored her soul, not just her body. There was nothing he could say or do; she had 
made promises, to Harry, to Ron's memory, to Dumbledore, to herself. And, yes, even to 
Snape, though he didn't know it. He was still in danger, as long as those he had betrayed 
were still alive. It was perhaps in her power to put a stop to that, and she would do it. 
 
"Nothing, there is nothing." 
 
"You must love me. Tell me you do." 
 
"Snape..." 
 
"Hermione!" He shook her a little. 
 
"I have made promises. I must see them through first." 



 
"Tell me you love me." 
 
"What good will it do you, to hear that?" 
 
He was silent a while. What good would it do, indeed? To live with a certainty, and fear 
for her everyday, or to live with a belief, and fear for her everyday. He decided it didn't 
matter; his feelings were clear to her now, and that was enough. Besides, he replayed 
her thoughts: Don't tease, not about that, Batman, and her words, "I would like nothing 
more," and decided he already knew her answer without needing to hear it. He sat up 
and reached for his coat. 
 
"Where are you going?" she asked, suddenly fearful that he would be the one to leave 
first. 
 
"Not far, my love." He fished in the pocket and drew out the little going-away gift. 
 
It was a charm, shaped like a bat, cast in silver and threaded on a heavy black silk cord. 
Its mate was a broad and heavy silver band with the same bat inscribed all the way 
around it. The charm was a Portkey, tuned to the ring. Snape turned to her as she 
scrambled to sit up next to him. He looked at her a long time. 
 
Her lashes were still wet. There were tracks of tears on her cheeks. There were pink 
marks on her body, from his kisses, his grip, the abrasion of his beard shadow. Her hair 
was a mess. One strap of the nightie had snapped during their lovemaking, and the 
other was halfway down her arm. Her left nipple peeped at him above the sagging 
neckline. Her lips were swollen, her nose was red. And he loved her, loved her, loved 
her. He leaned over and clasped the necklace about her neck. She touched it, lifting it 
where she could look at it. 
 
"Now that I'm thinking about this," he said, "a necklace isn't secure enough. It could 
break, or be pulled off over your head. Give me that back a moment, Hermione." 
 
She could, indeed, pull it off over her head. She placed it in his palm, curiously. 
 
He closed his fists over both the ring and the charm. He closed his eyes, concentrating 
deeply. "Reversus," he said. The ring was now the Portkey. 
 
"That's better. Give me your hand, Hermione." He tried the ring on a number of her 
fingers; it was too big, but he found that it fit her left thumb well, and it seemed to suit 



her there, for she turned her hand to look at it from multiple directions. 
 
"I like it." She watched as he settled the necklace over his own head. The bat charm 
rested not far beneath the hollow of his throat, just above the first whorl of chest hair. 
 
"It's a Portkey," he said. "It will bring you to wherever this is. They are tuned to one 
another." He closed his hand on the bat charm. "I will wear it, always. If ever you have 
need of me, or find yourself needing an exit from a bad situation...use it. It's the only 
thing I can do for you now, since you can't be seen with me from now on, unless you 
want to blow your cover. And even using the Portkey may be risky; it will bring you to 
wherever I am, remember. It may be somewhere public." 
 
"And the activating words?" 
 
He smiled sadly and gave a rueful short laugh. "Batman waits." He leaned towards her 
and kissed her mouth lingeringly. "I will wait, Hermione. Promise me you'll wear it at all 
times." 
 
"Always, Batman. Always."  
 
He reached for her and pulled her across his lap. "Now...we've still a few hours before 
you walk out of my life. I don't want to waste them fighting. Whatever you will give me, 
I will take." 
 
 
 
The sun was setting as Snape made his way to the top of the Divination Tower, where 
the terrace off the classroom had a partial view of the roadway in front of the Castle 
gates. Hermione stood, with a single small carryall next to her holding her shrunken 
luggage, just outside the gates. Her head was high; her shoulders back, as she steeled 
herself for the days, weeks and months ahead. He could see that she had confined her 
hair in a practical braid. Not much later, the snorting, wheezing, careening Knight Bus 
arrived. One of the drivers helped her with the carryall, and Hermione climbed aboard.  
 
Snape watched until the bus was out of sight. And even after that, he remained on the 
terrace, waiting for...what? She would not be back. The moon was midway of the 
eastern sky before he went back down the tower stairs, trailing into his Dungeon, and 
from there, into his office.  
 
He closed the door behind him, poured a shot of single-malt, summoned parchment, 



ink, and quill, and began to write. 
 
It took a long time to get it exactly right, but by dawn the letter was finished, though 
brief.  
 
Dear Albus, 
 
Along with the Defense Against the Dark Arts vacancy, you will also need to fill the 
Potions Professor position next term. Please consider this letter my resignation, effective 
immediately. I can always be reached for questions at my family home in 
Northumberland, via Fawkes if he will so graciously consent, or at another secure post, 
which I will arrange once I am home again. You may also visit by Portkey, should we 
need to establish one. I would be pleased to assist with interviews or résumés as needed 
to ensure the vacancy is properly filled. 
 
Since I am still a target of the Dark wizards I betrayed and am now leaving the safety of 
Hogwarts, my home will be made Unplottable and I will disconnect it from the Floo 
network as soon as reasonably possible.  
 
With my deep gratitude for the many opportunities to redeem my deatheater self these 
past years, I remain 
 
Respectfully yours, 
Severus Snape 
 
 
 
A/N: With grateful thanks to those of you who have helped along the way with this 
story, it was a tough one for me. If you left me a review or sent me an email, you know 
who you are. I appreciate your support, questions, patience, assistance and thoughts 
more than I can express. --Meli 
 
~fin~ 
Washington State, USA 
3:37 PM Pacific  
May 1, 2004 
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wrote this story. Even more thanks to the members of the Snapeficworkshop group, past and 
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through the whole thing.

Day Job
Chapter 1
New Tricks

It's difficult, deciding which of my memories of you should go into the Pensieve. The shallow 
one, that is. I will save the deeper Pensieve for the things that hurt...so many memories of you 
must go there, instead. I have started this journal as a key to the Pensieves. I know this is 
dangerous; I hope the spells and charms that will seal this book will keep it safe. I will also find 
a safe place to hide it. I have an old Snitch of Harry's -- one he kept in his dressing gown pocket 
at St. Mungo's, and played with from time to time to keep his Seeker hands honed. But last week 
he gave it to me, and asked me to take it with me when I left, for he thought he would probably 
never venture broomback again. Harry is afraid to fly now. It was a sad moment for us both. 

If something happens to me, my love, Harry's Snitch will find its way to you, for like the ring you 
gave me, I have tuned it to your end of our Portkey. I have charmed it so it will tell you my 
deepest secret: where you can find this journal, and therefore my Pensieves. I find that I don't 
want to leave things unsaid, so I will say them here, where it is silent and where your black eyes 
don't follow me, before I lock away certain pieces of myself in those bowls. The shallow one, for 
those little everyday secrets, and the deep, black Pensieve, for those other, harsher truths. Truths 
like those nights of ours at Hogwarts, and that one glaringly bright day, the day I left there, the 
day I left you. I want no one but you to know how much you mean to me. No one can ever see 
those things we were to each other. If the Snitch finds you, please read this journal and know that
I loved you, though I never said it while we were together.

~*~

The Knight Bus dropped her just in front of the small park only blocks from 12 Grimmauld 
Place. Hermione Granger shouldered her holdall and turned the corner. Here in London it was 
late evening. Only a few hours earlier she had left Snape drowsing in the last bed they had 
shared, in her room in the teacher's dormitory tower. She wasn't convinced he was asleep, 
chronic insomniac that he was, but she was grateful that he hadn't wakened to tell her goodbye or
to look at her again with those haunted and haunting black eyes, or to try and persuade her to 
stay there with him, to be his equal, his partner, his wife.

Her Dark Auror training was over, and Hermione knew herself changed forever. Those weeks of 
training with Snape were moments outside of time. She had cursed, she had killed, she had 
loved. And been loved, it seemed.



Batman waits, she thought fondly, turning his Portkey ring on her thumb. Well, I wait, too. 

And there it was, the old hulk of a building, hiding behind its glamour. Hermione walked firmly 
up to the door, took hold of the knob and uttered a small spell to it, and went inside. And so it 
begins, my new life. 

"Hello...is anyone here tonight?" she called. She turned her head and aimed her voice in the 
general direction of the kitchen, that massive, warm room where it seemed all the action at 12 
Grimmauld Place happened. "Hello?"

"Hello!" came an answering voice, followed quickly by the sound of footsteps and doors opening
noisily. A few seconds later, Neville Longbottom hurried into the hall, followed closely by 
Remus Lupin.

I will not cry, Hermione told herself sternly, when she saw their warmly smiling faces. Snape, I 
miss you so, already. It's night...shouldn't we be having a lesson? The holdall bumped to the 
floor and she went into their arms. "So good to see you both," she said. "How are you?"

"Fine, fine," said Remus, rubbing his hands together. "We're on duty this month. Just started our 
rotation, as a matter of fact. Albus told us to expect you."

"We saved you a bit of dinner," said Neville. "Remus cooked, it'll be safe for you to eat." 

Hermione looked him up and down. "Are you taller, again?"

Neville looked sheepish. All his Hogwarts pudge had turned into stretch, it seemed, since their 
seventh year. "It seems so," he said. "Look at the hems of my trousers."

Hermione saw his ankles in their white socks, exposed between his shoes and the cuffs. "Easily 
fixed," she said, drawing her wand, pointing at his trousers. They gradually lengthened to a point 
where they broke gracefully at his instep. "You could've done that yourself," she told him.

"I just never seem to get round to it, is all. I keep thinking it's got to stop sometime. I'm twenty 
four, for Merlin's sake. How much longer can I continue to grow? C'mon, some dinner. Remus 
and I want to hear what's up with you. Headmaster Dumbledore just said to expect you, nothing 
about what you're here for."

"I am hungry," she said thoughtfully. "I haven't eaten in a long time. Since before lunchtime. Am 
I still in my old room?"

"Yes, yes," said Remus cheerily. "More rooms in this house than there are doxies in the drawing 
room curtains. Everyone has their own, no need to go changing just because the guards have 
changed."

Hermione banished the holdall to her room with another wand flick. She could have done it 
wandlessly, but she felt the fewer people who knew about that new skill of hers, the better. Save 



it for surprising a Malfoy or two. Daddy, or dragonlet. Neville scooped an arm around her waist 
and walked her off to the kitchen behind Remus, dear, kind, rumpled Remus. His sandy hair was 
tousled as always, and his wool trousers looked like he'd been sitting on the floor in them, 
wrinkled and a bit dusty. 

A few wand flicks later, Hermione was settled at the long, scarred table with a deep bowl of stew
and a chunk of crusty bread in front of her. She smiled. "Remus, you dearly love stew, don't 
you?" Her mind cast back over the summers and assorted holidays she and Harry and the 
Weasleys had spent at 12 Grimmauld Place as part of the Order of the Phoenix. Getting to know 
Remus outside Hogwarts had been one of the best parts of those visits. He had become one of 
her most treasured friends over the years.

Remus looked up at her and grinned, tipping his head a bit to slide a lock of hair out of his eyes. 
Hermione looked carefully at his teeth, knowing they were only a couple of days away from the 
full moon. "It's the meat, my dear," he said wolfishly, licked his lips at her and laughed. Despite 
his humor, he looked tired. 

"It's also the only thing he knows how to cook," said Neville, busy behind them at the stove. 
"Tea, Hermione? Remus?"

"Yes, please," she replied.

"Yes, with a splash of apple brandy, thanks," said Remus. 

Hermione ate slowly, watching Neville carry the teacups to the table with care, two in one hand, 
fingers through the handles, and one in the other. He'd never had much facility with charms; 
whereas she'd have simply flicked the cups to the table, Neville carried them as a Muggle might, 
watching carefully for spills. What Neville could do, though, was grow plants like no one else, 
and hybridize nearly anything. Neville's herbs, decoctions and essential extracts and oils were of 
the finest quality. 

Snape had told her not long ago that for his own potions and personal research, he had shifted 
almost exclusively to Neville's products when available. She had laughed at him for that, which 
aggravated him into a black scowl. It was ironic that Hogwarts' vile Potions Master, who had 
tormented Neville mercilessly for seven years, was now one of the best patrons of Longbottom's 
Quintessentials, a business Neville ran with his grandmother out of their home. Neville gardened 
and created the products, and his Gran tended the business end of things and helped with the 
gardening. When it was Neville's turn to man 12 Grimmauld Place for the Order of the Phoenix, 
he often shifted his home lab into the butler's pantry off the kitchen. Through the partially open 
door Hermione could see something steaming away in there, and smelled something minty and 
yet musty. It wasn't a pleasant odor, not like that of Remus' stew. 

"Seen Harry lately?" asked Remus now.

"Last week. I try to visit him on Wednesdays when I can. He looks forward to it, and so do I." 
She gulped more stew and tore apart some bread to soak in it. "He'd love to see you both. Remus,



this tastes wonderful. It's just what I needed after that horrible bus ride from Hogwarts." She 
waved the bread at the stew, and was pleased when his smile reached his hazel eyes. She couldn't
say more about that bus ride; aside from the erratic ride itself, there was the knowledge that 
every passing minute took her farther and farther away from Snape.

"We really ought to go again," said Neville. "It's been nearly a month. I'll talk with Ginny and see
if she'd like to come with me."

"Speaking of Harry..." said Hermione slowly. Unknowingly, the two men had given her the 
conversational entree she needed to begin to lay out her cover story. While they would be told 
part of it, they would not know Hermione was to be a double agent such as Snape had been 
before and during the War with Voldemort. No one in the Order knew, except for Dumbledore 
who had recruited her and -- oh, Batman -- Snape, who had trained her over the last few months. 
Dumbledore had thought it best not to involve other Order members too deeply. 

Since the battle with Voldemort, the Order had become rather scattered; Dumbledore had 
reduced the staffing of the headquarters to two at a time, for a month in each rotation. During one
of their meetings to discuss Hermione's progress in Dark Aurory, they had talked about involving
other Order members in her new work, and Dumbledore had shaken his head. The Order as a 
whole was less and less involved with Dumbledore's ongoing plans, and he preferred to work 
with smaller and smaller groups, to prevent any one person from having too much knowledge. It 
seemed that Dumbledore was concerned that the Malfoys might find a way to foil his various 
plans if the entire Order continued to meet as a group; too easy to capture a member, subject him 
or her to Legilimens or Veritaserum, and gather everything knowable about the Order. It hadn't 
been a concern with Voldemort, not with Snape providing the Dark Lord with the information he 
desired. Or, rather, the misinformation fed out by Dumbledore. But Lucius understood how the 
Order had worked against Voldemort, and Dumbledore knew the Order would be the first place 
Lucius looked for his next recruit. Or for the next suspected spy against the Dark. Thus, 
Hermione must be seen to leave the Order in some fashion.

Now Neville set cups down in front of each of them and scrambled into his chair, leaning his 
elbows on the table. Remus held his cup like a mug, to warm his hands, and inhaled deeply of the
fragrant brandy. "What about Harry," Remus said now, sipping with slow savor.

"I'm going to help him," Hermione said, putting her spoon down firmly on the table. "I've heard 
through...sources...that some of the Dark wizards and witches know how to cast some spells that 
could bring back that little part of Voldemort that lived in Harry, that completed him." Her brows 
drew together in a frown. "I never thought I'd say this, not about Voldemort, but...I miss him, at 
least the bit that was a part of Harry."

Neville sat back in his chair hard. "You w-what?" he said, astonished. Remus said nothing, 
staring at her darkly. "Help Harry by -- no. Impossible. Besides, why not just ask Snape?" 

Hermione took a sip of her tea. "I did."

"And?"



"He hasn't heard of anything like this. You know he's not looked upon favorably by the Dark, 
Neville. Not since they discovered he was spying for Dumbledore before the War. He's dead if he
ever pokes his head outside Hogwarts." How well I realize that, she thought. It was one of the 
many reasons she had taken the job.

Remus had put down his cup and flattened his palms on the table. His face was stern. "You will 
not go prowling London looking for what's left of the Death Eater crowd." 

"That's right," said Hermione. "I will not." She picked up her spoon again and began to eat 
heartily this time. "I know exactly where to find Draco. He's taken a flat in Regent's Park."

~*~

Snape didn't hear the small pop that accompanied his own apparation, but a prowling vixen, 
seeking rabbits, sprang away through an unkempt hedge to Snape's right. With a groan, he began 
setting down the various bags and satchels and shrunken boxes he'd strung all over himself and 
tucked into robe pockets. Though he'd reduced their weight and shrunk the contents as much as 
possible, there was still a lot of mass to be managed. 

Almost everything he had owned at Hogwarts was now piled around him in the gloaming dawn 
of Northumberland. He had left only a few things behind, mostly the larger books, but he was 
sure he'd be returning within the week to speak with Albus. There was little chance his 
resignation would go unchallenged by the Headmaster of Hogwarts.

He left his belongings gathering dew in the early morning, and walked slowly towards the door 
of the house he'd apparated to. His boyhood home, Road's End, site of so many bad memories. 
His alone for several years now, since his father had finally passed away, years after Snape's 
mother died in mysterious circumstances. 

The house was made of nearly black stone with accents of paler grey, three stories tall, with a 
low-ceilinged attic above and a basement beneath, with a square footprint. Road's End wasn't a 
large house, not by Malfoy Manor standards. It was covered in ivy, windows and all. Absolutely 
covered, like Sleeping Beauty's castle, shrouded in briars. Grass and weeds grew wildly between 
the flagstones of the walk. The lawns were an embarrassment. The shrubs at the base of the walls
were straggling and unhealthy, sprawling out of all sense of order. Snape began to walk the 
perimeter of the house, not quite ready to enter it, not quite ready to face what that house held. 
Yesterday had been hellish, with her leaving for London to start her damnable job, and he had 
not slept at all during the night, crafting his letter of resignation to Albus and inwardly cursing 
himself for letting her go. He hadn't been able to stop her, though he had tried. He'd tried for 
months, but the thing he loved most about her, her formidable intelligence and will, was the very 
thing that took her from him in the end. That, and his own inability to continue subjugating her 
psyche to his. He had been unable to make her what she was not in order to keep her with him. 
How very noble of you, Snape, he thought bitterly.

As he walked, he intoned the spell that would render his home Unplottable, unreachable and 



invisible to wizards wanting to Apparate there, or direct their broomsticks, or request it to show 
on a wizarding map. Purplish strands flew from his wand and his fingertips, twining themselves 
into the wild shrubbery and the ivy, anchoring firmly, stretching up, up, toward the slate roof and 
the many chimneys. Here and there he could see damage and signs of disrepair: windows broken,
places where birds had nested in the rain run-off system, spots where the ivy had pried open a 
tiny place in the mortar and penetrated into the house itself. 

At the back of the house were the Potions gardens, choked now with weeds. Snape peered at 
them, seeing what looked like reckless colonies of aconite and milkweed, comfrey and henbane; 
valuable things that could still be harvested, mingled with the accumulation of other, less useful 
but more rampant and opportunistic plants. He nodded to himself and continued warding his 
house. 

When he reached the front door again, silent now that his spells were done, he could see the 
vixen, red-haired as any Weasley, in the first shafting rays of sunlight. She was sniffing his 
luggage intently. At sight of him, her nose swung toward him, her brush went up and she fled 
through the hedge again and was gone. Interesting, thought Snape. What else has come here to 
live since you left, Father? What else, besides that vixen and myself? He looked around himself 
and saw only the setting moon, pale and white in the west, perhaps two days away from its 
perfect roundness. If I were at Hogwarts, I'd be brewing Lupin's wolfsbane potion right about 
now, ready to send to 12Grimmauld Place. Nearly the full moon. 

At last, there was nothing for it. Time to go inside. He went to the door and pushed down on the 
handle, then swung the door inwards against its rusty protestations. When he closed the door 
behind himself the entire house gave a slight shudder, and through the ivy-choked windows of 
the hall Snape watched a flash of purplish light, and then nothing. Now that he had entered the 
house, the incantation was complete. His home was fully warded, and Unplottable. Shortly, he 
would disconnect from the Floo network as well, and seal all his fireplaces from unapproved 
entry. Only one other person aside from himself would be allowed into his home uninvited: 
Hermione Granger, and she had a Portkey. His hand went automatically to the silver bat charm 
around his neck. It was the homing end of the Portkey; if Hermione ever activated her own 
Portkey, a broad, engraved silver band on her thumb, she would be brought to wherever the bat 
charm was. Snape intended that it would never leave his person until Hermione had returned to 
him.

He turned his head to the side sharply, fighting for breath, fighting back a tightness in the center 
of his chest, fighting to hold on to something, anything, until she returned. If she returned. This 
nonsense of Hermione becoming a Dark Auror still rankled. There was no need for it, except for 
Albus' paranoia and need for control at all costs. Hermione would soon be paying the price, the 
same one Snape had paid for years: spying on the Dark, for the Light, no life of his own and 
forever watching his back. Snape continued to pay in a different coin, though he was no longer 
valuable as a spy, having been discovered a traitor during the War with Voldemort. He had 
forfeited his one chance at happiness with Hermione to ensure that she was properly trained and 
could hold her own against whatever of the Dark was rising again. She was as strong a Dark 
Auror as he could make her.



Still at large: both Malfoys, father and son, cleared of any wrongdoing before and during the War
by the Ministry of Magic. Why, Snape would never understand. Bellatrix Lestrange, the single 
most wicked woman Snape had ever known, had never been found when the last battle was over.
Erskine Nott, the same. And toward the end of the school year Snape had been hearing rumblings
in his own House of a new Dark force gathering. And Snape's new role amongst the rumblings? 
No longer Potions Master at Hogwarts. No longer double agent spying for the Light against the 
Dark. Snape was nothing more than the owner of a dilapidated stone house, lover of Hermione 
Granger, and lonely, waiting man.

He looked up, finally, meeting the face of a tall grandfather clock that had stood in the hallway 
since before he was born, whose pendulum was still swinging slowly, and whose three hands still
pointed accurately: two at Dead, and one gently sweeping over the face to settle at Home. 
Severus Snape, home at last. He went back outside to gather his belongings and bring them in.

~*~

It wasn't all that often that the moon was visible from the Regent's Park flat. There were 
frequently clouds obscuring it, or he wasn't awake at the right time of the night to see it climb 
free of the roofs and chimneys around his own building. Or, as had been the case earlier tonight, 
Draco Malfoy was otherwise occupied. 

Now, though, with his current lover sleeping quietly in the velvet-hung bed behind him, Draco 
was at the French doors of the small protrusion of a balcony on his fifth-floor flat. He stood 
there, naked, looking out, and eventually opened the doors and stepped outside into the midnight 
air. The warm, early summer breeze felt good on his sweaty skin, and cooled his scalp. He ran 
his hands roughly through his blond hair a moment. It was spiky from his perspiration.

It was good to be independent, for a change. It was good to have finished up at Oxford months 
ago, and moved out of Malfoy Manor. Since his mother's death in the War with Voldemort, his 
father had become more and more like the evil serpent wizard. It seemed to Draco that only his 
mother had held his father always on the cusp, edging into true evil but never quite immersing. 
Now that last restraint was gone, and Lucius Malfoy was pursuing his personal goals -- magical 
and political domination of wizard Britain, with a vengeance. Draco was a part of Lucius' plans. 
He was unsure what he thought about that. He had always been drawn to power, however. Its 
allure was unmistakable and strong.

"Where have you gone?" came a drowsy voice from behind him. "Come back to bed." Draco 
turned at the sound. He was not aware that the light from the nearly full moon turned him into a 
study in silver; a statue carved in chalcedony, leanly muscled and beautiful. It made his blond 
hair almost white, and drained all colour from his pale eyes. But his lover wanted him, and really
he was through thinking about politics for tonight. 

Time enough to think again tomorrow. Tonight was about pleasure. He left the French doors 
open, walking in the path of the moonlight, back to bed, where he was welcomed sweetly by 
open arms and waiting lips.



~*~

"Cissa, Cissa!" With a last, gasping thrust, Lucius rode the woman beneath him to his own 
orgasm and slumped over her, spent.

She angled her body and caused him to slip to the side. His body separated from hers with a 
small, moist sucking sound. She tried to squirm away from him, but he lazily snagged a hand in 
her long, blonde hair.

"No," he told her. "I'm not through with you yet."

"You called me 'Cissa' again," she objected. "My name is Susan."

"Mmm." Lucius lay back and smiled. "Is it?"

"It is, and you know it. And, Lucius, you're a selfish pig. As long as you get your own 
satisfaction -- that's all that matters. Spare a thought for me next time, is all I'm asking. 
Especially if you're going to call me by your dead wife's name." She tried to look at him over her
shoulder, wincing a bit as his hand in her hair tightened and caused her neck to arch back.

Lucius tensed. Now she'd gone too far. Much, much too far. His mouth curved in a sneer. "I may 
be a selfish pig, Susan, but I know what I want, and I take it." He snatched harder at her hair and 
she gasped. Lucius slid closer to her. Though he'd just come, her discomfort was arousing to him.
He ran his hand over her body, stopping to pinch her sensitive nipples, nipples he had bitten and 
sucked nearly raw already. Narcissa had liked that, yes, Narcissa liked a little pain with her sex, 
and Lucius liked delivering it.

"Here's a little something for you then, Susan," he whispered now, into her ear. "Crucio."

With a gasp, followed shortly by a scream, the woman's body began to writhe and arch and 
thrash. Lucius, unbelievably aroused, flipped her onto her belly -- the better to hold her down -- 
and pushed his burgeoning erection back into her body, still wet. He told himself she liked this 
pain, and Merlin knew he liked to shove himself into a body that was one massive, tightened and 
cramping muscle. She was tight, and hot, and screaming.

Just the way Narcissa liked her sex.

~*~

After dinner and more discussion with Remus and Neville, Hermione finally announced that she 
was exhausted and went up to her room, closing the door behind her. As much as they wanted 
Harry back and whole, they did not approve of her plans to get close to Draco in order to get 
close to the Dark wizards who could perhaps call back the bits of Voldemort that belonged to 
Harry. Remus in particular was agitated; he, who had been at the whim of the Dark most of his 



life, since that tragic werewolf bite as a child. Remus, who had watched Hermione grow from 
her third year at Hogwarts, and spent summers and holidays teaching her any number of things. 
He had begun to stammer, he was so upset. Hermione eventually went around to his side of the 
table and pulled him close in a reassuring hug, though she would not allow him to extract a 
promise to abandon her quest. And suddenly, feeling his abnormal tension, she knew what it was 
she smelled from the butler's pantry.

Wolfsbane potion. Mint was a key ingredient, mostly as a soothing note for the body, but also to 
help mask the mustiness of the wolfsbane tincture.

She knew the smell, because for the last few months she had helped Snape brew and decant it for
Remus. She looked up at Neville over Remus' head. Out of Remus' view, her finger pointed first 
to the pantry, and then to Remus, and Neville nodded.

That was odd, she thought. Yet it made sense for Neville to be brewing the potion, since this 
month he was here with Remus. After all was said and done, Neville wasn't that bad at potions. 
What he was bad at was coping with Snape, and his deep-seated fear of the Potions Master. But it
made her recall that Snape had not been brewing the potion this month. Probably, with the school
year ending and her departure, he had simply not had time. It was good that Neville could 
substitute. She wondered afresh what other plans Dumbledore had not shared with her, or with 
Snape. How much was she allowing herself to be manipulated, here? What key pieces of 
information was Dumbledore deliberately withholding, and would Snape tell her if she found a 
way to ask him? She wondered what Remus knew that made him so dead-set against her locating
Draco; in all the years she had known him, she had only seen him that upset once: the night they 
found Sirius Black in the Shrieking Shack, and Peter Pettigrew had been exposed for the villain 
he was.

And now she stood at her window, looking roughly north, and sent the whisper of her love far 
away, across the London rooftops, past the sweet Cotswold villages, past the meandering stone 
walls of Yorkshire, past the Pennines and into the Highlands. Sent it to that castle on a lake 
where he was probably awake, pacing in his dungeon, or brewing something for the infirmary, 
or, just perhaps, thinking about her. 

Snape's declaration to her today, via Legilimens while they were making love (and she had 
ceased to fool herself: it was love, and had been for quite a while), had been the stroke that 
nearly cut her down. She had survived his nasty psychological games, the twisting and 
subordination of her Gryffindor nature. She had survived all the toxic potions and antidotes. She 
had survived nights of mutual hexing -- sometimes blindfolded, sometimes not. She had survived
the horrific hour he taught her the Killing Curse with a rabbit, in the blackest night imaginable. 
And last, but not least, she had put him under Crucio herself after he tortured her with it for 
many long minutes, withholding the terminating spell and the healing potion until he was certain 
she understood the abomination of that particular curse. But what had almost made it all moot 
was his deep voice in her mind: Love you most desperately. Don't go, Hermione. Please don't 
leave me.

Please don't leave me. Please don't leave me. Please don't leave me. How long would it echo in 



her mind? Until I put it into that black Pensieve. Oh, Merlin. 

Finally, everything that had been pent up since dawn rushed through her. She fell onto her bed, 
wandlessly casting a silencing charm on her room, and howled her misery into her pillow. Oh, 
Snape. I want so much to walk away from all this. I want to touch that Portkey on my thumb and 
whisper, "Batman waits" and be at your side from now on.



Day Job
Chapter 2
Starting Over

I must be careful how I go about this, mustn't I? I can see I'll need to think through how much of 
the memory I extract and place in the Pensieve, since I don't want to lose the lesson along with 
the emotion. If only I could simply exchange you for someone harmless, like Neville, in those 
memories. Though it's just not feasible that anyone but you would have taught me the Killing 
Curse, for example. Oh, this is so hard. 

I think the first memory I remove must be that last day...that lovely, sunny afternoon in my bed. 
The new enemy must never know you love me; it would put you too much at risk. 

And so, here in my journal, is that memory, preserved for my own eyes. You love me. We would 
be together, if I were free of these promises I have made. How I long for that freedom.

This afternoon I was to leave for London on the Knight Bus. I spent all morning packing and 
reducing my things into something I could carry alone. The last things I packed were my clothes,
and of those, last was my lingerie. There at the back of that drawer was the negligee I bought to 
seduce you. It was silk, in your house colors. As it turned out, I didn't need it; you and your 
Pensieve lesson showed me I wouldn't have to seduce you, I would just have to agree when you 
decided to seduce me. I went down to the dungeon dressed in nothing but that negligee. I can't 
tell you how I scurried, afraid someone would see me in the halls. 

Oh, the love we made this afternoon. I will never forget it. Well, I will, of course, but that 
memory will be safe here in my black Pensieve. Those moments of you inside me, truly inside me,
with Legilimens as well as physically...they were astonishing. And me, inside you. An entire 
world of you for me to share. I rode the crest of your passion with you and was devastated. I was
afraid to look too deep, afraid of what I might find, but you showed me your heart anyway, and 
in so doing showed me my own. Until that moment I thought you only desired me in your selfish 
Slytherin way. I was content with the crumbs of your physical affection, content in the knowledge
that I was desired. 

To learn that you loved me, that you wanted me to stay and be your partner for life... 

I despise setting this memory aside; I hate to take it away from myself. I have had so short a time
to truly cherish it, mere hours, not days, not weeks and months, not the years I crave.

It's so miserably difficult. But I must do it. For both our sakes. Remembering sex with you is one 
thing; if the enemy discovered that, it would be awkward, but explainable. Remembering loving 
you, and you loving me...now, that would be deadly. It would make you a hostage, and me their 
slave.

I must remember to stop before I lose the memory of your Portkey... 

~*~



The first order of business: find herself a dead-end job. Even a Muggle job would do, as long as 
it was degrading enough to make her believably desperate when she finally went to Draco with 
her request.

The second order of business: find herself a flat, a place a Muggle-born witch fresh out of 
college could afford on her shoestring budget. Someplace small and dowdy.

At breakfast the next morning she had already fetched in the London dailies and was busily 
scanning the listings of rooms to let and available positions when Remus shuffled in, wearing a 
tatty brown dressing gown slackly belted at the waist over his flannel pajamas, and his scuffed 
slippers.

"Eggs and tea on the stove," she mumbled around some toast and jam. "Make your own toast; it 
doesn't keep warm without drying out, you know. Did you sleep well?"

"No. The moon was too bright."

"Was it? I didn't see it..." No, I was busy sobbing into my pillow.

"I don't need to see it, ever. I am always aware of it." He poured himself tea and came to sit 
opposite her, where he could look directly at her. "It's like having my own enormous clock, as 
relentless as the tide, a giant pendulum that sweeps me off a cliff and later brings me back."

"Neville's brewing your potion, isn't he?"

"Dear kind boy. I hope he's as skilled with it as Snape, but I'm anxious."

"It smelled right to me last night."

Remus' hazel eyes flicked up to meet hers. "And how do you know what my potion smells like, 
young woman?"

That was a stupid mistake, Granger, she told herself, swearing silently. If someone as gentle as 
Lupin can trip you up, just think what will happen when it's Draco or his father. She thought 
quickly and made her tone as even as possible. "You forget I took honors in my Potions NEWT 
and have completed Auror training." Yes, all that book learning, not quite wasted, but Snape had 
taught her so much more in just a few months of practical application. His lifetime of Dark 
magic, condensed into just two months of peculiar but effective night school. Drinking games, 
sexual games, psychological games. Control. Hexes and curses and poisons. Dominance. 
Tracking spells, learning their scents and their tingles. Creativity and submission. Manipulation. 
Occlumency and Legilimency. Wandless magic. Memories washed over her, but she had already 
overindulged in them the night before, reliving over and over the most special before ripping 
them away from herself and putting them into her deep, black Pensieve.



"Hmm," he said, sipping his tea, not releasing her gaze. "Yes. I'll bear that in mind, shall I? 
What's on your list for today?"

"I'm off to find an apartment, and a job."

"And a Malfoy."

"Perhaps not a Malfoy, not today."

"Reconsider this plan, Hermione. You're bright enough to figure out a solution to Harry's 
problem on your own! "

"This is the solution I figured out on my own, Remus."

"Harry won't like it, not one bit."

She looked at Remus with hard eyes and jabbed the crust of her toast at him. "Harry's not to be 
told about it, is that clear? I won't have him upset. St. Mungo's is helping him, but this 
knowledge would set him back. This is my doing, not yours. You must remember -- Dumbledore 
sent me here to the Headquarters to start this task; he approves."

"You've changed," said Remus now. "You're...colder, harder than I remember you." His brows 
drew together.

"I've been through a lot," she said, slowly. "And I'm determined to help Harry. I'm...desperate to 
help Harry, in fact." And just why is that? She wondered. She could feel a Pensieve sort of void 
when she reached for that reason. Damn it...damn the Malfoys to hell, that I must rape my own 
memories. 

Remus pushed back from the table crossly and went to get himself some breakfast. Hermione 
heard the irritated clanking of dishes and a charm muttered to the toaster. She tapped an advert or
two with her wand, making them glow apart from the rest. Waitress, yes, a pub near Regent's 
Park. That might do nicely. She thought the address was close to the street where Draco was 
living. Perhaps...instead of looking for a flat and a job, she should first figure out where Draco 
was to be found. Lying to Remus already. Looking for a Malfoy, right off the mark. 

Not long later Hermione was looking up at a white stone building on a quiet street two blocks off
a road lined with shops and pubs. Somewhere inside it was Draco's flat. Idly she wondered why 
he wasn't living at Malfoy Manor, but decided that it made sense to check the names on the 
postboxes inside the lobby of the building, so she climbed the few steps and whispered the usual 
spell for a locked door before pushing inside. 

The stark chessboard floor was immaculate. Charming and delicate plasterwork decorated the 
coving of the high ceiling. Nymphs and cupids flitted among the pale woodland trees of the 



wallpaper. Bright brass accents here and there, polished to brilliance in the morning light through
the lobby windows. Hermione looked about her appreciatively. Leave it to Draco to live in such 
an exquisite Muggle building. She located the postboxes and quickly perused the names. 

Smythe. Carstairs. Jones. Wolf. Swamy. Phillips. Black. Finch. Morris. Bell. Another Jones. No 
Malfoy. She read the list again. This time her eye was caught by the seventh name. Black. Wasn't 
Narcissa related to Sirius Black? Perhaps the dragon was masquerading under an assumed name. 
She wouldn't put it past him. Glancing about, she whispered another Alohomora and opened the 
bank of postboxes. This is not right, she thought. I'm breaking about six Muggle laws just now. 
But still she leafed quickly through all the letters in the boxes, finding nothing useful. Not 
surprising; Draco would likely use wizard correspondence methods, not the Muggle post. 
Wandlessly she closed the boxes and hurried out of the lobby.

Next, Hermione found the address of the pub -- the Crowded Pea Pod -- running the advert for 
the waitress job. She was pleased that it was only four blocks away from Draco's building, on the
nearest high street. She opened the door and stepped inside.

"We don't open for luncheon for another ninety minutes," came a voice from behind the long, 
polished wooden bar, complete with brass footrail.

"I'm here about the job," said Hermione, raising her folded newspaper.

"Oh -- aye. A moment, then." A bald head showed over the top of the bar briefly. "I'm having a 
bit of trouble with a rack of pint glasses. Sit." The man gestured toward a table. Hermione sat. It 
was only a couple of minutes before he emerged, carrying a pint glass and a bar towel, busily 
wiping water spots.

"Harvey Mills," he said, dropping the towel to the table and holding out his hand for her to 
shake.

"Hermione Granger." She took his hand with a smile.

"Been a waitress before, Miss Granger?"

"Please, call me Hermione. Actually, no, I've never been a waitress before. I've done a lot of 
kitchen work, though." If you consider brewing poisonous potions 'kitchen work,' she thought 
humorously.

"I'm looking for an experienced waitress." He shook his head. "Kindly don't waste both our time,
Miss Granger. It's been lovely meeting you, but I --"

Hermione's small square hand came out and touched his wrist. "It's all right, Mr Mills. I 
completely understand your viewpoint. Lingua blande! You will give me the job, I'm perfect for 
it. I will work from lunch until the middle of the evening. You'll be happy to give me a try. 
Starting tomorrow. Finite Incantatum." Snape, you'd be so proud -- you've trained the Gryffindor
right out of me. I'm as Slytherin as you, bespelling a Muggle to get my way. If the Ministry were 



to find out... 

Harvey Mills blinked for a moment, shook his head, and focused on her once again. "Miss 
Granger, I think you'd be perfect for the job. Why don't you come in a bit before noon, to beat the
luncheon rush, and work through the supper hours. Can you start tomorrow?"

"Oh, thank you! I'm so pleased. Yes, I'll be here tomorrow. Thank you again, Mr Mills!"

Job acquired, Hermione began a search for a ratty flat, hopefully not too far from the pub, but in 
Knightsbridge it didn't seem likely she would find what she sought; not quickly, that is.

~*~

Snape didn't recall the attic ceilings being this low. But then, he'd last lived in them when he was 
about fifteen; after that, his summers and holidays had been spent at Hogwarts or working odd 
jobs in Knockturn Alley. As soon as he'd found a way to avoid returning home, he had done so.

He stooped his tall frame through the doorway and walked straight down the center of the attics, 
where the ceiling was tallest. Here were his childhood things, including his narrow bed, and an 
old rusty birdcage where he'd once kept a rook for a while, until its wing mended after being 
broken by a stone hurled at it by his father. 

His mouth thinned in a scowl. Father. Fierce, stern, abrasive. Unpleasant. Angry. My role model, 
he thought bitterly. Snape had spent years under that abusive tutelage; it had stood him in good 
stead when he dealt with Dark wizards and witches. That didn't mean he liked it. It simply meant 
he had a deep well of resources available to use in time of need. He thoroughly understood 
psychological manipulation; it was the most basic of tools in his arsenal, one he had unleashed 
nearly to its fullest upon Hermione, his finest creation. She was as strong as he, though the 
Gryffindor in her would always hold her back until she was angered or hurt or protecting 
someone she loved. In Hermione's training Snape had stopped short of physical abuse. His father
had not.

Except for Cruciatus, however. He had subjected her to that, brutally, for many long and terrible 
minutes. It still turned his stomach to think about it. But she had to understand what it took to 
cast such a spell, and that she could withstand it, though it devastated her. And in her turn she 
first cast it poorly upon him before demonstrating a mastery of the Unforgivable that would have
been beyond her, but for his training. 

Snape looked again at his iron bed frame, remembering fevered nights spent there, desperate to 
break his father -- first with his childish fists, then with his wand; and later, to break him with the
peculiar wandless magic that had emerged in his early teens. Desperate. And as he looked at the 
stained, mouse-riddled and musty mattress, he knew a strong desire to have Hermione here with 
him; to show her these things, to make her understand what had formed him, what made him the 
man he was, the greasy git. He wanted to have her in his boyhood bed, to make ferocious love to 
her there and banish the horrors of his past in her passionate response and grind them into so 
much dust beneath her heel. 



He clenched his fists. She'd been gone only a few hours, and already he was mooning over her 
like a lovesick bull. He was also thinking about his potions dungeon at Hogwarts, only now 
coming to the realization that for the first time in many years, he would have no set schedule, no 
reason to waken early, no students to glare at, no Slytherins to favor in the House points race. He 
wasn't sure he quite knew what to do with himself any more. 

~*~

Draco was bored.

It happened frequently.

When he was bored, he went looking for trouble. Or sex. Or good Muggle alcohol, which was 
much better than anything he could get in the wizarding world. One never knew when the spells 
that brewed a drink might wear off and leave nothing but fizzing glamour behind. 

He thought for a while, staring into the mirror in his bedroom. He wasn't in the mood for trouble;
his father had summoned him just this morning to rid his bed of a damaged witch -- trouble 
enough for one day. Draco thought he knew what had gone on, some warped sex game of Lucius'
gone bad. Draco had scooped her up into his arms and Disapparated with her to St. Mungo's, 
where he left the naked woman on the front steps and vanished. 

Perhaps he should go home to the Manor and see what Lucius was doing. Draco was learning to 
think of his father by his given name; it hardly seemed reasonable, these days, to call him 
"Father." Lucius was becoming Voldemort's successor, gathering to him what was left of the 
Dark, somehow making a more cohesive group than Voldemort ever had been able to do. More 
of a Dark fist than the Dark net of Tom Riddle. Draco could envision a day when that fist would 
punch right through the simple, casual structure of the Ministry of Magic and topple it. And he 
would be there at Lucius' side, the heir apparent. Yes. 

His eyes narrowed. He looked at his reflection. "Do you want to go home, Draco?" he asked 
himself aloud. Reflection Draco shook his head with Real Draco. "I didn't think so," he said. 

Sex was out...after this morning's dirty work for his father, he wouldn't want sex for a couple of 
days, he thought. The woman had been so damaged; the scars of Cruciatus decorated what 
should have been the flawless creamy skin of her back and breasts and belly. Her head lolled 
mindlessly, and her eyes could not focus on him when he took her away to St. Mungo's. It looked
like Lucius had not bothered to pronounce the Finite Incantatum to release her; he'd just let 
Crucio run its course time and time again. 

And of course there were the bruises, just the shape and size of Lucius' long fingers, decorating 
her thighs, her arms, her breasts.

Draco didn't want to become like Lucius, sex-addicted and abusive; for though he didn't mind a 
little rough action now and then, he generally preferred his partners willing and participative. 



Which left drinking for the evening's entertainment. 

All right then. Off to the Crowded Pea Pod it was, to sit among the Muggles in his smug 
superiority, and get stinking drunk on vodka and a few pints of dark, tongue-tingling stout.

~*~

Lucius waited impatiently for Bellatrix LeStrange and Erskine Nott to arrive at the Manor. He 
had ordered a lovely meal for the three of them from the house elves; yet he was aggravated 
because he had not been able to reach Draco by Floo at his apartment, and the falcon had 
returned with its burden unopened. No doubt the boy was fucking some luscious witch in a 
warded room somewhere. A mocking smile curved his mouth. Like father, like son. Power made 
men sexy. Since Narcissa's death Lucius had bedded many partners. All were attracted to his 
power. 

There was always something lacking, however. None of them were Narcissa; none of them 
challenged him. It was merely a physical release; helpful, but temporary at best.

He paced in front of the fireplace in his front hall, where the two should be arriving. It was time 
to make a few plans. Lucius had discovered a particularly ambitious jackal of a man in the 
Ministry of Magic, one who had expressed his displeasure with Fudge's policies, and a 
remarkable facility for gathering (and sharing) important information. 

Erskine and Bellatrix were his closest assistants, except for his son. They were the most highly 
ranked of the Death Eaters who remained from Voldemort's final downfall, when the Serpent 
Wizard was killed by Harry Potter and his little friends. Bellatrix and Erskine understood the 
inner workings of power and structure. Lucius stared blankly into space. That battle....

He'd been hundreds of feet away from Bellatrix. He could see Erskine only rarely. There were 
few Death Eaters near Lucius, who had been working to free himself from Snape's and 
Dumbledore's ridiculously simple nets of Entanglement hexes when his attention was caught by 
something going on near the end of the drive leading to the boats for the First Years at Hogwarts.
Molly and Arthur Weasley's youngest boy was clearly visible with his flaming red hair, as was 
that foolish Mudblood that Weasley and Potter ran with -- the Granger girl who had so 
consistently trounced Draco in the academic race every year. Lucius' brilliant and beautiful son, 
always second best of his year when compared to the Granger brat. Another case of hair gone 
bad, except that hers lashed behind her like Medusa's snaky locks, wildly blowing in the sirocco 
that rushed from the blast furnace that was Voldemort's magic.

But behind Weasley, with Granger stuck to his side like glue, was Potter, running angled slightly 
away from Voldemort, who in his arrogance had separated himself from any protection from his 
Death Eaters. He wanted to take Potter down himself, his spite and hatred and pride 
overwhelming any sense of self-preservation that might have lived behind those red eyes. 

This was just fine with Lucius, who had grown weary of Voldemort's strange policies of late. 



They made no sense, driven as they were by the twisted wizard's deep-seated need to rid the 
world of Potter, and with him, any wizard of perceived impure blood. Everything about him, all 
his plans and plots, were aimed at killing the last of the Potter family, the Boy Who Lived. 
Voldemort was not able to visualize the wizard world post-Potter. 

Lucius was. While he sneered at Mudbloods, the simple example of the Granger girl and his own
pureblood son had clearly demonstrated that the wild magic occasionally born into Muggle 
families was as potent as any bred truly down the generations from Merlin. And besides -- what 
had Merlin himself been, if not a Muggle mutation? A point that seemed conveniently 
overlooked by the pureblood families, to Lucius. Mudbloods didn't need to be exterminated; they
needed to be identified, used, and controlled by purebloods. Like the house-elves, they should be
made to serve.

And so, when the glowing shield magic flared brilliantly around Potter and Granger, and 
Weasley moved into a position to strike at Voldemort, Lucius lowered his wand and let Snape the
traitor and Dumbledore take him instead of firing wand-shots and spells towards the three 
students who were running towards his Dark Lord. He could easily have struck the three from 
behind and taken them down. Not far away he could see Bellatrix doing something similar, 
where she battled with that snide bitch McGonagall and Dumbledore's pet half-giant, Hagrid. 
One blow from Hagrid's ham fist knocked Bellatrix to the ground and Lucius lost sight of her. 

Voldemort's attention was taken by Weasley. Voldemort had never judged Mudbloods to be of 
consequence. Unfortunately for him, this hubris was total and fatal -- and while the Dark Lord's 
wand blast drilled through the minimal shield magic about Weasley, Potter reached Voldemort 
from the side and wrapped his young, scrawny body about the wizard. As the wand blast finally 
reached Weasley, Potter and Granger screamed their spells -- Granger binding the Dark Lord to 
the earth, and Potter Apparating him skyward simultaneously -- too late to save Weasley, but 
sufficient to destroy Voldemort, leaving the Splinched wizard tumbling to the ground in pieces, 
where his magic sizzled hotly and dispersed. 

All around the tableau Dark and Light turned to stare, battles forgotten. Weasley fell where he 
stood and did not move again. Potter fell back to earth in a tangle of his own limbs and what 
remained of Voldemort's, senseless. The Granger girl flew with a terrible cry to Weasley, and she 
rocked him in her arms, her wild hair covering them both in her grief. The Dark Mark on Lucius' 
arm flared in horrible heat -- as did Snape's, he saw, when the traitor bent nearly double, gasping 
-- and a trailing of green smoke wisped from Lucius' robes. Snatching back his sleeve, he saw the
Dark Mark was now only a scar, shiny and red, like infected flesh.

Lucius was taken to Azkaban, where in his trial he pointed out how at the end, he himself had 
betrayed the Dark Lord and refused to aid him in his quest to kill Potter. With that sweet little 
story, and the stammering corroboration of his captors Snape the traitor and dithering 
Dumbledore, and tremendous amounts of discreetly distributed Galleons, Lucius was freed. The 
wizarding world was stunned, but Lucius was not, for he understood the politics of power and 
what it would really take to run the wizarding world. Vengeance and brutality such as Voldemort 
had offered could unite, for a time, but when revenge was satisfied and the spirit cooled, it was 
power and charisma -- with a sprinkling of cold, hard cash -- that would control in the long run, 



and Lucius had all three. 

But in Azkaban he'd had the time to brood over the single action that had astonished him most 
during the early part of that final battle...Snape's betrayal of Voldemort and the Death Eaters. 
Snape, standing with members of the Order of the Phoenix, fighting on the wrong side.

Lucius had been stunned. He had thought he knew Snape like the back of his hand. Snape should
have brought down Dumbledore, to pave the way for Voldemort's advance upon and eventual 
destruction of Hogwarts. It was, after all, what Snape had agreed to do.

I never saw it coming. Never. How did he slip past me that way? Because of him...because of him
I spent six months in Azkaban, with the prospect of a final visit from the Dementors awaiting me. 
Because of him, Narcissa and I were at the final battle. Had I known what Snape had planned, 
we would have played our cards differently; been together as a family instead of separating to 
fight more effectively.

Because of him, Narcissa was killed in that battle. He will be mine. I will kill him myself, but not 
before I...hurt him...as badly as he hurt me. Oh, Cissa.... Lucius shook himself. It would not do 
to spiral into that blackness just now. He had a meeting to direct. Ah, there -- a little advance soot
from the Floo.

"Bella. My dear." They kissed cheeks. "Erskine. Always a pleasure. Welcome. Come in to dinner 
-- the wine is delicious, and we have much to discuss."

~*~

Hermione spent the evening in her room, avoiding Remus' clever, assessing eyes. She sent her 
furniture to the walls, clearing a space in the center, and practiced her hexes -- wandless and not 
-- on a figure she conjured from her bed-pillows. Soon she would be dealing with Malfoys face 
to face, if all went according to plan, and practice kept her mind off Snape, for the most part. 
Next week she would move into her new apartment, a rattrap rather farther from Knightsbridge 
than she liked, but she had found quiet nooks near the Crowded Pea Pod where she felt she might
safely Apparate, and so she was content enough.

When she had tired, she fell on her bed and looked out the window. She could see that the night 
was bright with the nearly full moon, and wondered if Remus had taken his potion. Neville 
would see to it when it was time. But now -- for her journal. She recorded the events of the day 
and her theory that Draco had assumed his mother's maiden name in order to live quietly in the 
Muggle world.

And then she jotted another, painful memory -- learning the Killing Curse and Cruciatus from 
Snape, and committed pieces of that memory to the black Pensieve. Especially the part where he 
held her tenderly in his arms, head bowed to hers, while she recovered from the cursing in the 
dungeon. At that moment she hadn't understood what it had done to him to curse her that way, 
but not long after, it came clear, when she fired Crucio at him herself and learned just how 
horridly wrenching it was to make another human writhe in scorching pain and humiliation. 



By the time Hermione went to bed, drained of those terrible memories, there were blotches in the
ink on her journal pages, and her head ached, and her nose was stuffy from crying. Tomorrow 
was another day, her first at the new job, and she needed her rest.

~~@~~@~~
Author's Note:
Lingua blande: Latin translation of: persuasive speech.



Day Job
Chapter 3
The Misfits of the Order

Today is my first day at the Crowded Pea Pod. I wonder how it will go? It can't be as simple as it
looks; nothing in the Muggle world ever is, despite what the wizards all think. 

And a note to you, my love: After two evenings of deep thought and many tears, I think I have the
majority of the dangerous memories locked away in the Pensieves. They have left holes in my 
soul where love once was. My memories now are like those random staircases at 
Hogwarts...treads go missing without warning, and entire flights change direction unexpectedly. 

May Merlin curse the Malfoys and those left of the Death Eaters. And -- for your eyes only, 
something you once hinted at but never quite said, one evening in bed before you showed me 
your wandless magic -- may Merlin curse that dotard, Albus. Albus and his plots. Albus and his 
paranoia. Albus and his agendas. Damn Albus, who has made me what I am. Is this how you felt,
my love? When you realized there was not another way through to your goals except via Albus 
and his plans? Is this how Harry felt, carved, shaped, and honed for his role as Voldemort's 
assassin? 

~*~

Hermione had known it wouldn't be an easy job, but she was wholly unprepared for how tired 
her legs and feet would be after three hours spent waiting tables during the lunch rush at the 
Crowded Pea Pod. After the first hour she had crept to the loo and put a surreptitious weightless 
spell on her relatively heavy shoes to reduce their leaden weight. The shoes themselves provided 
good, practical support, and she was glad of their protection more than once when utensils fell 
from the piled plates as she cleared tables. 

Her excellent memory stood her in good stead. She was able to correctly take orders from the 
patrons, and her strong math skills enabled her to tally the bills quickly. Harvey Mills seemed 
pleased with her. She and another waitress, introduced only as Amelia, worked the tables while 
Harvey tended the bar and the money, and a young man named Elwyn did the short-order 
cooking in the back. 

During the afternoon lull, the four sat around one of the tables and enjoyed a well-earned break, 
and a bit of lunch. The three had many questions for Hermione, who answered cautiously. She 
was a private school girl, and had finished her college training in library science, and was 
struggling to make ends meet while she looked for a more prestigious job at a university or other 
private library. The three nodded to each other knowingly.

Amelia said, "Posh."

Hermione objected. "I am not."

"Are," said Elwyn, stabbing his fork into some fish. 



"Private school and all," said Amelia. "Money somewhere." 

"It was a scholarship!" Hermione put in, twisting Snape's Portkey ring on her thumb anxiously.

Harvey simply laughed. "As long as she can do math for the bills and not spill too many pints, I 
don't care how bloody posh she is." He slid a wicked glance at Amelia. "Raise the calibre of the 
clientele, perhaps."

Amelia glared at him. "If you love her so much, why don't you sack me and see if you can run 
this bloody place without me?"

Hermione began to sputter. "Now, wait just a minute...you -- I -- I don't mean to cause trouble 
here, not for anyone --" She was moments from reaching for her wand to cast Confundus on the 
lot of them when Elwyn began to laugh.

"Easy mark," he said to Amelia, who smiled. "The posh ones always is." He looked at Hermione.
"Welcome aboard. We was having a bit of fun with you."

Hermione stared from one to the other. "Oh...right," she said, downing a large swallow from her 
pint. "I can see this will be an interesting job." She couldn't quite muster the energy to smile back
at them. She was too tired, and there was still the evening to get through.

Late that evening, after handing round innumerable pints of porter and bitter and stout, and 
climbing up on a step-ladder to retrieve innumerable mis-thrown darts, and helping Amelia with 
the last of the clearing up, Hermione crept around the corner into the alley, hid herself behind the
dustbin, and Disapparated to the street outside 12 Grimmauld Place. She was exhausted as she 
staggered into the kitchen.

Once again Remus and Neville were there, but this time they were playing a game of wizard 
chess.

"There you are," said Remus, smiling. To her exhausted eyes, Remus looked like he was blurred 
around the edges, like frayed cloth that was unraveling. She blinked hard to clear her vision, but 
the perception remained. Tired, that's what was wrong with her. Too tired.

"Finally! Come and take my place -- trounce Remus for me. I'm terrible at this game. I'll make 
you some tea." Neville pushed back from the kitchen table. Hermione fell into his chair where 
the seat and back were warm from his long body. 

"I can't play chess tonight. I have no brain left," said Hermione, resting her head on the back of 
Neville's chair and stretching her legs out beneath the table. It felt so good to sit down. "I have no
feet left. I have no legs left. I have soggy noodles for arms..." She trailed off. "What I do have is 
a tremendous new respect for waitresses," she moaned. "I ache all over."

"Someone needs an analgesic potion more than tea," said Remus. He rose and came around the 



table. "And probably a shoulder rub. Neville, why don't you see what you can scrounge in your 
little potions pantry?" His hands descended on her shoulders, his thumbs pressing into tender 
places on the insides of her shoulder blades. Hermione groaned and sprawled her face and arms 
onto the table.

"You're going to kill me, Remus. Those are knots." There was pain as his fingers worked, but it 
was good pain. "Ow. Ow!" 

"Huge knots. Tell me again why this is a good scheme you've cooked up?" 

"I have to seem believably desperate when I go to Draco to ask for his help, now don't I? The 
Muggle-born witch who can't find work in the wizard community."

Remus found a particularly stubborn knot in her trapezius and changed his grip, using his 
knuckle to bear down on the knot and work it loose. She cringed away from him, but his hands 
followed, and shortly she felt the tension melt away from the knot.

"Comfrey, self-heal, arnica, a little valerian to help you sleep...and a few other things." Neville 
returned from the butler's pantry with two small beakers in his hand. Hermione, nearly asleep 
already after the shoulder rub, blinked owlishly at him. 

"That's the green one," she said. "And the other?" Her chin pointed to the cloudy brownish liquid
in the second beaker. She suspected it was the wolfsbane potion.

"For Remus," said Neville. "It's time, Remus. You're looking a bit strange to me."

"I'm feeling a bit strange," Remus admitted.

Hermione squinted up at Neville. "Does he look a bit frayed around the edges to you? Blurry? Or
am I just tired?"

"You're tired," replied Remus. 

"No, she's right," said Neville. "That's why I thought it must be time for you to drink this."

"In a little while," Remus said. "It makes me...giddy. I still have a bit of time, Neville. Just now I 
want to talk with Hermione some more before I have to go away from myself -- and 
conversations with you both -- for a few days."

Neville looked at Remus rather sternly, which made Hermione smile. Stern Neville. A new 
Neville, like Tall Thin Neville, Competent Neville, and Order of the Phoenix Neville. "For a 
while, then. But I won't allow you to delay for long; you know you can't bear it when you're 
mindless after you transform."

"What's that like, the mindlessness?" asked Hermione. Her curiosity, never very far from the 
surface, was suddenly full blown, her exhaustion nearly forgotten. Remus moved back to his seat



and Hermione started to return Neville's chair to him, but Neville shook his head and sat next to 
her. "Is it scary?"

"Not in itself," said Remus. "I mean...it's my nature, when I transform. I am...almost completely 
a wolf. In its own way it can be liberating...beautiful...savage. It's the...aftermath...I can't bear. 
Knowing what I've done, and feeling guilty for it, knowing that in my right mind I'd never have 
done those things."

"What things?"

"Have you really never heard? I've always been the laughing stock of the Order."

"Only jokes...babies eaten, cat for dinner, running on Bodmin Moor with Tonks as the Bearded 
Lady from a circus...captured once by Muggle policemen..."

"While I've never eaten a baby, those other things aren't jokes." He looked at her directly, 
unflinching. "Are you sure you want to hear all this tonight, Hermione? Neville?"

Hermione nodded. "I know you still think of us as your pupils, but...if you haven't noticed, we've
grown up a bit since then. Speaking for myself, I want to understand more about lycanthropy." 
Neville made a concurring sort of noise. 

"Very well, then. It's not an easy thing to hear, much less tell." He flattened his hands on the table
top. "You should probably know I've wanted to bite many people, bring them into my horrible 
world. Tried to bite them. Wanted to kill them. The blood lust is very, very strong. There was a 
time -- you must remember it, Hermione -- when I nearly killed Sirius, the best friend I had in 
the world. I was so deliriously close to ripping out his throat just to feel his blood bathing me. All
because the wolf-mind was in ascendance." His tongue ran over his lips and Hermione watched 
him carefully. His eyes seemed more intense than normal; perhaps the pupils were changing 
shape, just a bit; certainly the hazel was more golden this evening. 

She felt Neville tensing beside her. The wolfsbane potion sat in front of him, and his fingers 
tapped nervously on the scarred table. "Gods, I hope this works..." he murmured, biting his lip. "I
wish Snape had been around to brew it, but he's gone. I think I did it right, but...I'll wonder until I
see it work. At least the ingredients were fresh. Gran sent them special when Headmaster 
Dumbledore contacted me about brewing it from now on instead of Snape."

An anxious prickle went up Hermione's spine. "What do you mean, gone? What's Snape up to 
that he couldn't brew Remus' potion? He's done it for years." She'd thought he'd just been busy 
with her departure, but this sounded different. From now on.

Remus spoke. "You mean you haven't heard? Snape's resigned from Hogwarts. He's gone, 
Hermione."

She clutched at the Portkey ring in a reflex movement, twisting it on her thumb. She stared at the
two men, from Remus to Neville, and back. "Resigned? Snape? You're joking, right?"



"Not joking. Dumbledore says Snape resigned his post and left."

"Where'd he go?"

"No one knows. Or, rather -- if Dumbledore knows, he's not telling. Drink your analgesic, 
Hermione."

"I'll drink my potion if you'll drink yours," she said, pushing the beaker toward him.

"A toast," said Neville abruptly, taking hold of his teacup.

"A toast," repeated Hermione dryly. "What shall we toast?"

"A toast to all of us -- we misfits -- Remus the werewolf, Hermione the soon-to-be-Death Eater, 
Neville the half-baked Snape replacement, and good old Snape the bastard himself, no longer 
terrorizing students at Hogwarts." Neville lifted his cup.

"Hear, hear!" chuckled Remus, lifting his potion. "To the Misfits of the Order." 

With a nervous laugh Hermione lifted hers as well, clinking beakers and cup. Snape has 
resigned. I need to think about this. This is not good...he should have stayed at Hogwarts where 
he was safe...oh, Batman...what have you done now?

~*~

In Snape's experience, there was not much in the world that was better than slowly kissing 
Hermione awake. There was something so lush about her face, flushed with sleep, and the way 
her mouth moved beneath his, parting sweetly, clinging with each kiss. The gradual stirring of 
her head, moving to follow his, like a flower seeking the sunlight. And then would come her 
hands (assuming he did not have them pinioned against the bed -- he greatly enjoyed her 
frustration when he prevented her full response, for it made what responses she could make all 
the more heated and sensual and creative), fingers twining in his hair, or fitting to his ribcage, or 
curving to his hipbones and waist.

First he liked to focus on her upper lip, using gentle tugs with his own lips, the merest stroke of 
his tongue. What was better though, was her lower lip, full, soft; the one she gnawed in deep 
concentration. She would tuck it behind her teeth as she carefully measured ingredients for a 
potion, then let it slowly emerge as she stirred a cauldron. She had a habit, while reading, of 
pinching her lower lip between her thumb and middle finger, with the index tapping the plenum 
of her upper lip; when she did that, Snape could not be still. A few times, as they read books in 
his rooms, he had set her book aside, taking in her slow bemusement as her eyes turned to his -- 
Did you want something, Batman? -- and replaced her fingers with his own mouth. That 
devastating lower lip, dear Merlin.



And when he had tasted that lower lip to its fullest, there was the cord that ran from her ear to her
collarbone. He knew its scientific name -- sterno-cleido-mastoid -- but its real name should be 
"the path to the most perfect place." The hollow of her throat, framed by the inward knobs of her 
collarbones, and the column of her neck. Always fragrant, always warm, and when he nuzzled it, 
his caress raised gooseflesh. 

These luscious things, if she were facing him, or lying on her back.

And if she were not...then there was the wild, silky mass of her hair to lift aside, unless she had 
ignored his specific request and braided her hair. The nape of her neck to nibble, sometimes 
gown straps to kiss aside, and her warm body to nestle into the angle of his. Shoulder blades to 
caress. The silky-fleshed sea-monster of her spine to explore. 

"Merciful Merlin," he muttered to himself, rising from the musty, dust-covered sofa in the parlor,
and pacing the threadbare carpet. He was disgusted with himself, sitting there dreaming of her, 
randy as a teenager, hard as that proverbial rock, considering touching himself to ease his lust 
while he thought of Hermione. His hand went to the Portkey charm around his neck. He knew 
spells that would take him to its corresponding end, the band of silver around her thumb. And 
this time of night, he would surely find her abed. 

And if I do that, what will she say to me? I know very well. She'll tell me to get out. She's on her 
own now, of her own volition. I left Hogwarts so that I would not hear from Albus, that bastard, 
what she was doing in her quest to bring down the Malfoys and once and for all rid Britain of 
the Death Eaters. I left Hogwarts so I would not be drawn back into that world. I left Hogwarts 
to make a new life for myself here from my old life, my dead life. I left Hogwarts so that Albus 
could not use me to get to Hermione. I left Hogwarts to...yes, to make a haven for her, should she
need a refuge.

She will need a refuge, of that I am sure. And one day -- I can hope -- she will want a life with 
me. 

Snape stalked down to the basement. Time to figure out what would be needed to create a proper 
Potions Dungeon in this house he'd inherited. The basement would be a good start. He had 
potions to brew; things he must stock; what if she should suddenly return, wounded, 
damaged...he must be able to help her...

~*~

Draco sprawled in a big armchair before the fire in the Malfoy drawing room. He cupped a 
balloon glass of amber brandy in his palm, warming it gently, letting the fragrant fumes tantalize 
his brain. His father lounged opposite him in the matching chair. The two of them stared into the 
fire. Lucius was drinking whisky. 

It had been a good evening; Lucius had shared the details of the previous evening's meeting with 
Nott and Bellatrix with his son. Draco absorbed them raptly, commenting on strategy and 
perspective, supplying good ideas of his own. Lucius felt pleased with him, though his son had 



missed the meeting itself. The meeting had involved dividing up Britain among the remaining 
Death Eaters. The two Malfoys would take England. Erskine Nott and Bellatrix Lestrange would 
take Scotland and Ireland, respectively. Draco's primary province would be London; except for 
the Ministry, where Lucius would focus, since he had been such an active "supporter" of the 
Ministry in the past. Each of the four was to identify prospective new Death Eaters so that the 
ranks would be swelled as they had been in the past. Lucius would have final say on all new 
members once he had met and tested them.

"I'd like to meet your Ministry man," said Draco now. "There are quite a few questions I'd like to 
put to him."

"Such as?" asked Lucius. His eyes ranged over his long-legged son. Draco was taller than he by a
couple of inches. The firelight made Draco's pale eyes glitter, with pupils made of glowing coals.
The closely-fitted fawn trousers and knee-high boots were an affectation of Draco's, but to 
Lucius they only made his son more attractive and charismatic. Draco eschewed the normal 
wizard costume of robes unless it was a formal occasion. The youth had style and was fond of 
showing off his fine figure.

"For one thing, I'd like to use Legilimens on him to see if he's genuine." 

"I have done so," said Lucius.

Draco looked at his father. In the past years, since the final battle took Narcissa from them, 
Draco had watched his father grow more hard, fine-drawn and pale, until Lucius seemed carved 
from a single block of eggshell-colored marble, with diamond chips inset for eyes. There had 
been long lines from Lucius' sneering nose to his angular jaw, since Draco could remember; 
those lines were deeper now. Lucius' robes were a rich, deep blue, lined with black velvet. The 
contrast with his father's lush, blond hair was striking, and Lucius' grey eyes took some color 
from the robes. 

"And, Father?"

"He is genuine. He has all but given me Fudge on a silver trencher."

"Good. I want to meet him. When will you talk with him next?"

"Soon -- soon." Lucius turned his short crystal glass in his long fingers. He looked at Draco 
thoughtfully, his head canted to one side.

Draco knew that look. Lucius was planning something for him. "What now?" he asked, the 
faintest trace of a smile on his mouth.

"I've been thinking, Draco. You need to get married. Choose a witch; beget an heir or two on her.
There aren't many Malfoys left -- and in our line, only you. Your mother could never have 
another child after you."



Draco frowned down into his brandy. "I'm aware mine was a difficult birth, Father."

Lucius waved a dismissive hand. His signet ring glinted in the firelight. "No matter. It was not 
said to make you feel guilty. You are your mother's son. The finest fruit we could have produced, 
Narcissa and I. Look at you. Beautiful. Intelligent -- Hogwarts Head Boy your last year. 
Powerful. We needed no other child. But...the line must continue."

"Marriage. I don't know." The topic made Draco edgy. There were things he had never told his 
father, dreading exactly this conversation. "I don't want to settle down yet."

"Marriage needn't curtail your sexual appetites," said Lucius. "Marry the right witch, as I did, 
and you will enjoy..." his voice trailed off and his eyes half-closed as he looked through Draco, 
seeing many, many things in his memories. "...such intense pleasures," he finally finished. The 
last of the whiskey in his glass went down his throat and he rose to pour another. "More brandy, 
Draco?"

"Please, Father."

"You must remember to call me Lucius, Draco. Our goal is to present a clearly united and 
powerful front to the wizarding world, and your calling me 'Father' does not give the impression 
that you are in control."

"Yes, sir. Lucius." A half-smile quirked his mouth. "It's just that you're giving me such fatherly 
advice. I feel so...filled with filial duty."

Lucius smiled at his son as he returned from the sidebar with their glasses refilled. "Filial duty. 
What a turn of phrase. At any rate...give this thought. I have been thinking as well about which 
families have sufficiently pure -- and powerful -- bloodlines to make you an adequate match."

"And?" Draco took a rather larger sip than he had planned, and the brandy burned its way down 
to his belly, glowing there, giving him a bit of Dutch courage. "Don't bring up the Bulstrodes, 
that's all I ask."

Lucius snorted. "A family of vacuous cows, grazing their way through pointless lives. For all 
their pure blood, hardly better than Squibs, really. Not to mention their thick, graceless bodies. 
No...I was thinking of the Zabini family. Blaise's younger sister Bryony, perhaps. She is a 
Ravenclaw -- a bit of a flaw, in my estimation, but indicative of tremendous intelligence and 
power. And she is beautiful, though a brunette."

"Bryony. She just finished at Hogwarts this year. Isn't she a bit young?"

"Have you a better suggestion, Draco?" Lucius' eyes slid to hold his son's. Two pairs of diamond 
chips locked in a battle of wills. Draco's eyes dropped first.

"No, Fa-- Lucius. But I have not given it thought."



"It's time you did so."

"Yes, sir. Lucius." Down went the rest of the brandy. Draco stared into the fire, wondering how 
he was going to get out of this latest scheme. He wanted power, yes; and the Zabinis were a 
powerful family. But he didn't want to marry. 

And he certainly didn't want to raise children.

~*~

Hermione buried her face in the silk negligee, the green and silver one. She could still detect 
Snape's scent, that mixture of sandalwood and citrus, and his own masculine musk, in the fabric. 
She was comforted. The silk smelled of sex, sex with Snape. Hot tears streamed down her face 
and spotted the fabric.

When will this stop? she asked herself. I can't cry myself to sleep over you every night. Why did 
you resign? Why have you left Hogwarts? Did Dumbledore find out we'd been sleeping 
together? Why would that matter now, he has the spy he wanted. Where have you gone? What 
will you do next? 

She pulled off her clothes and slid the negligee over her head. She looked at herself in the mirror.
One of the thin silver straps was broken, and she absently pointed her wand at it. "Reparo." She 
didn't recall wearing the negligee for Snape, but judging from the scent, and a few strategically 
placed creases, knew she must have done so. That's in the Pensieve, too. 

She crept into bed, whispered "Nox," and fell headlong into sleep as Neville's analgesic potion 
finally took effect.

A couple of hours later Hermione sat bolt upright in bed, every muscle tense, body hair standing 
on end, heart pounding. Her room was lit with a cold, silvery light. She had chosen not to close 
the curtains, relying on the house's glamour to shield her from casual view. 

Moonlight.

And there...again...that chilling scream. That's what had wakened her. Screaming.

It could only be Remus, making that sound. But then her agile mind rushed further...or Neville, 
screaming as Remus attacked him...what if the potion had been brewed incorrectly...what if 
Remus wasn't in his right mind as he transformed...what if he came for her next...what if one of 
the two men was hurt...

She grabbed for her wand and fled out into the corridor, running down the stairs, heading for 
Remus' room. Halfway there she collided with Neville, who fell back against the wall and 
grabbed her arm, nearly yanking her off her feet.

"Oh no you don't, Hermione."



"Oh yes I do, Neville. Let go of me."

"Go back to bed, I'll take care of Remus. I've...done it before...sort of."

Hermione gave a flick of her wand and Neville's hand flew from her arm. He stared at his palm, 
which was red and sore. "You haven't either," she corrected him. "You've only seen him after he 
transformed, after one of Snape's potions. I'm going. That screaming -- Merlin, that screaming." 
For it was continuing, floating through the halls of 12 Grimmauld Place, waking the portraits. 

"What'd you do to my hand?"

"Hexed it. Don't you recognize a Scorch Hex when you feel it, Neville?" She started to run again.
Long-legged Neville kept up easily, and nearly passed her. In moments they reached Remus' 
door.

"Why'd you hex me?"

"Shut up, can't you? Let me listen!" She pressed her ear to the wood, and a moment later, Neville
did the same. There was silence inside the room for several long moments, and then a terrible 
groan, and sounds of thrashing. Hermione looked up at Neville. "Were you the one to ward the 
door?"

Neville nodded.

Hermione pointed her wand at the door. "Open it. I think we'd better go in." 

Neville gestured to her. "Dressed like that? Merlin, Hermione --"

She glanced down at herself in her Slytherin negligee. "He's a werewolf. He won't think I've 
come to seduce him, honestly, Neville!" Too late now to regret she hadn't grabbed her dressing 
gown. She gestured to him, standing in just his pajama bottoms. "You're not wearing much more 
than me."

"You look -- Merlin -- Hermione --" He gulped and stopped. "I mean, there's just a lot of skin 
exposed, you're not very protected, and --"

Hermione tiptoed and kissed Neville's cheek swiftly. "Thank you, you're sweet, now open that 
door!" Neville muttered passwords at the door and then Hermione pushed it open. They entered, 
wands at the ready.

Remus was instantly visible. His room was large, with expansive windows, and filled with 
moonlight. He was standing in the center of the room, naked in a pool of silver light. His shadow
was inky black, and wrongly shaped. When they entered, his head snapped towards them and 
lowered ominously. Hermione and Neville gasped; the ridge of hair along Remus' spine lifted at 
sight of them.



Neville spoke first, shakily. "Are you all right, Remus? Is the potion doing the trick?" 

Remus' hands clenched and unclenched at his sides. His head lowered still further.

"He's still Remus," Hermione whispered. "He's only just started changing."

A deep, terrible rumbling filled the room. Hermione closed the door behind them and warded it 
again. The rumbling came from Remus. It sounded more like growling. Hermione stepped closer 
to Neville, her wand pointing at Remus, and felt Neville's free hand clutch for hers. They stood 
close together, and watched.

Thinking it over later, Hermione decided it wasn't the sight of Remus' transformation that 
disturbed her the most. It wasn't the strange lengthening of his jaw and nose into a wolfish snout 
complete with glittering white canine teeth and drooling jaws. It wasn't the shifting of his ears 
from the sides of his head to its top, nor the way the ears flicked to point watchfully at her and 
Neville. It wasn't the horrid clenching and bunching of all his muscles, nor the frightening and 
awkward way his thighs repositioned themselves, as his legs and pelvis became the strong 
hindquarters of a wolf. It wasn't that terrible moment when claws sprouted from the tips of his 
fingers and fingers became paw-pads. Nor was it the tail that suddenly extended from the base of
Remus' spine, and then lifted stiffly. The aggression in that movement was completely clear to 
Hermione.

Yet, she had to admit in her heart of hearts, the moment when Remus finally dropped to all fours 
and threw back his head and howled in wolfish satisfaction, new silver-tipped ebony hair rippling
and shaken into place all over his body, was both darkly terrifying and astonishingly magnetic -- 
almost erotic. Remus loves this first moment of his wolfishness, she realized. Is this what it's like 
to be an animagus? A very basic, dark part of her yearned to experience this transformation for 
herself, and she shivered on a long inhalation. Neville, thinking her frightened, released her hand
and wrapped his arm around her and pulled her close. 

No, it wasn't the sights of his transformation that disturbed her most. 

It was the sounds.

The all-too-human screams that came from his mouth with each shift in muscle, joint, and sinew.
Sounds that were almost words, almost pleas for help; certainly cries of pain. The wet, awful 
sounds of tearing, crunching, splitting, ripping as his bones and muscles and skin reformed 
themselves into the wolf-shape. Sounds that Hermione imagined she might hear if a lion were 
dining on its prey in the room with them. Beside her, Neville shuddered, and she turned toward 
him, putting her own arm around his bare middle. His skin was cold and clammy with sweat, and
she realized he was terrified, yet he stood his ground. 

In the middle of the room, the transformation was complete. Remus Lupin, former Hogwarts 
professor and current member of the Order of the Phoenix, threw back his head and howled 
again. And then his terrible head -- something not quite wolfish about it, even now -- swung 



towards the two at the door, and he began to slink toward them. Stalking us, thought Hermione.

With a low moan, Neville released Hermione and pointed his wand anew at the wolf coming 
slowly for them. He tried to push Hermione behind him, but she would not be moved. 

"Don't make any sudden moves," she said. "Above all, don't run. Just keep your wand on him." 
She spoke to the wolf next. "Remus, are you still in there? Did Neville's potion work?"

The yellow eyes glowed at her. Only inches away from the trembling pair, the wolf stopped his 
advance. The tongue came out and lapped away the saliva that had started to form silvery 
dangles at the jaw. Neville moaned again, and Hermione could hear him chanting, "Oh Merlin, 
oh Merlin, oh Merlin --" under his breath. And then with a shaky laugh, he said, "I don't suppose 
Riddikulus works on werewolves..." 

"Try not to show fear," she whispered back. Her own skin was crawling; the wolf was 
demonstrating a lot of interest in her suddenly. His neck stretched towards her; she saw his wet 
black nostrils flare. And then she felt his hot breath on the skin of her thighs. Despite herself she 
caught her breath and clutched Neville's hand very tightly. "Show me you're in there, Remus," 
she said now. "Don't make me hex you. You're too close." Her wand moved steadily and pointed 
directly between the wolf's eyes.

The wolf's yellow eyes met hers for a long moment, while the intense sniffing moved to the hem 
of her negligee and then upward along the fabric toward her breasts. Is he smelling Snape on my 
gown? she wondered abruptly. If I could, surely he must be able to. Oh, Merlin. She would have 
sworn she saw knowledge in Remus' golden, werewolf eyes. They held hers for a few more long 
moments, and then he turned, loping in his awkward gait towards the bed, where he jumped up 
and curled tightly, tail over his nose, near the pillows.

With twin sighs of deep relief, Neville and Hermione lowered their wands. "The potion worked 
then," said Neville. "Merlin. I was afraid there for a moment. I had Impedimenta on the tip of my
tongue."

Hermione said nothing. After all the training with Snape and her continual thoughts about 
representing herself as a candidate for Death Eater with the Malfoys, it wasn't a hex as simple as 
Impedimenta that had leapt to her lips. It was something nastier, a slicing hex. That knowledge 
frightened her more than the training itself had done. She would have hurt Remus to protect 
Neville. Which led to a darker, more frightening thought: would she have used something worse, 
if the slicing hex did not stop Remus? Something...deadly?



Day Job
Chapter 4
Lucky Finds

What have I become? I'd have...damaged Remus if he'd touched Neville. A slicing hex! For that 
to be the thing my mind leaps to --

Is this what it means to have the Gryffindor trained out of me?

Does this mean I have chosen darkness over light? Why else would my first defense be 
something so absolute, so vile? Simply because I was afraid. 

I have never felt so torn apart.

That brutal hex was on the tip of my tongue. Is this what happened to you, my love? Was the lure 
of your own power this great? 

~*~

Hermione stared at the door of the Crowded Pea Pod, a tray of full pints in her hands. She 
couldn't believe her luck, just couldn't believe it, as she watched the blond man in the entry 
swing off his light jacket and hang it on a coat hook. Hermione was sure she was the only one in 
the pub who understood exactly why the blond slipped a long, thin stick roughly the size of a 
chopstick into a particular place in his left sleeve.

It was two nights since the full moon, and one night since she and Neville had gone into Remus' 
room and spoken to him, looking deep into his wolf eyes, and then gone back out into the hall, 
leaving Remus' door unlocked and standing open. That night he had joined them for a very late 
dinner -- eating only the meat from the simple meal she and Neville had created, and when the 
meal was over, Remus had returned to his room.

But not before laying his wolfish head in both their laps. Neville's hands had trembled, but he 
had placed both palms on Remus' head and said, "I'm glad you joined us, friend." Hermione had 
thoughts of rubbing his ears, the way her old terrier had loved, but decided it might seem both 
forward and condescending, so she settled for a small kiss on the top of Remus' sleek grey head. 

It had been a risk, but one she and Neville decided to take. Neville's wolfsbane potion had been 
effective, and neither of them could see a reason to keep Remus locked up like a beast when it 
was just the three of them at 12 Grimmauld Place. 

And now, still in her first week away from Snape and his Dark Auror training, she had already 
struck gold. It's him. Draco. He's here! A Malfoy, in a Muggle pub. How Lucius would shriek if 
he saw. And how angry Harry and Ron would be if they knew what I'm about to do. Well...Harry, 
anyway...poor Ron. I miss you. I have missed you for years now. 



Amelia slipped up close to Hermione, noticing the other girl's stare. "Lovely, int'e?"

"Is he taken?" breathed Hermione, immersing herself to the hilt in her role.

"If only I could say he was mine," said Amelia. "I don't know. He's always alone." Her elbow 
came out and nudged Hermione. "He's at your table, though."

Hermione slid Amelia a bit of a predatory smile. "He is, isn't he." She squared her shoulders and 
went to deliver her tray of pints. On her way back to the bar she stopped at Draco's table. He 
never even looked up from the Muggle newspaper he was perusing. It was one of the more 
sensational rags, filled with tales of alien abductions and women infatuated by yeti, and men who
had given birth to quintuplets. She was familiar with the paper; she read it each week herself, 
looking for traces of Death Eater activities; it was one of the reasons she had learned either 
Draco or Lucius was spending time in London, after reading an article about a beautiful blond 
incubus that preyed upon women, leaving them desperate with unrequited love, women who 
wasted away after the repeated visits of the demon. An artist's sketch from the descriptions of 
several women clearly showed a Malfoy; long, silver blond hair, pale eyes, cruel but beautiful 
mouth, hawkish features. 

"The usual," he said, never looking up.

"I'm sorry, I'm new here. What's your usual?"

"Black and tan."

"Good choice...Draco."

At the sound of his name, he flinched. His wand was out in an instant, slid along his left arm 
from its slender sleeve pocket, subtly concealed along his right arm, just the barest tip protruding
from his fingers. His eyes met hers in a challenge.

"Granger! Gods, what are you doing here?" The wand didn't waver. If anything, it pointed more 
surely at her.

"What does it look like? Working. I might ask what you're doing here..."

"What does it look like? Drinking." His lip curled in a smirk. "Couldn't find a job in the 
wizarding world, Mudblood?"

Hermione found herself actually coloring in anger. Of course I could, and did, you smug bastard. 
Why do you think I'm here looking at you now? Of course Draco took her flush for 
embarrassment. He smiled even more widely and Hermione watched his wand slide away back 
into its sleeve. Stupid of you, Draco, she thought. A month with Snape would do you a world of 
good too, Death Eater. You wouldn't be so quick to put that wand away with a witch about. Her 
own wand was safely in its sleeve pocket. She had confidence in her wandless magic, enough 
that she didn't feel she needed the wand in her hand.



"I did look, but there aren't a lot of open positions in Arithmancy...I have my resume in at several
firms and I'm just waiting to hear back. They do say in the autumn they will likely have more 
openings."

"Right." His gaze flicked up and down her. "My black and tan, Mudblood. I'm not going to spend
my evening in a class reunion. You and I have nothing more to talk about."

She slitted her eyes at him. "Oh, but we do," she muttered. "But of course, yes, your black and 
tan. Right away, sir."

"That's better. I see you remember your place."

"Indeed," she muttered again. 

~*~

Snape glared at the Muggle workmen who were finishing the assembly of the stone tables and 
the multiple, deep Portland cement basins. Snape's glare would have frightened Hogwarts 
students into a yearlong decline, but the workmen were impervious. Still, the job was nearly 
done. He was pleased with the result. He had always wanted a laboratory built to his own 
specifications, with the work areas planned according to his own methods of brewing. He wanted
a clear path to the basins, for example, from the work table. Unobstructed, so that a flaming 
cauldron or one with a rapidly souring potion could be emptied quickly. At Hogwarts, he was 
forever dodging one table or another, not to mention the stools the dunderheads eternally left in 
his path. 

One wall was entirely covered in blackboard slate, fine grained and well polished to a satin 
smoothness, for note-taking and displaying recipes. There was also a comfortable desk and 
reading area, complete with armchair, side table and lamp. The room combined the best features 
of his Hogwarts dungeon and office into one all-purpose area. 

A new room built against the side wall of the basement housed his supplies, where he could 
control the temperature and humidity rigidly, and keep expensive, toxic or volatile ingredients 
locked away, though he would be the only Potions Master in his new dungeon. Inside were 
innumerable shelves and cupboards, and a smaller set of basins with a worktop so that he could 
chop ingredients near running water. Simple clean up. 

He stood back, arms and legs akimbo, and surveyed his new realm. In his head, he listed the 
potions he would brew first. He fantasized about Hermione activating her Portkey after a 
particularly dreadful round of Crucio with the latest crop of Death Eaters, arriving in his 
bedroom weeping and sick with pain. He would administer the remedy, and hold her in his arms 
as he had the night he taught her the Unforgivable curses. He would soothe her until the tremors 
passed, make love to her until they were both mindless with pleasure, and never let her return to 
her so-called job. Let someone else bring down the Malfoys, he thought bitterly. It wasn't fair -- 
he had given years of his life -- good years -- to the struggle against the Dark, and now that he 



had found someone he wished to spend the rest of his life with, to make what good years might 
be left even better, she was giving those years to a new struggle against the same enemy.

Damn Albus and his plots and plans, anyway. Snape was glad anew that he had finally left 
Hogwarts for good. 

Back to the potions he needed...as the workmen cleared away their mess, finally leaving him in 
peace with the pleasant smells of fresh sawdust and still-drying varnish, he spelled his wand to 
take dictation at the blackboard. 

Pepper-Up. Analgesics. Skele-Gro. The Cruciatus remedy. Wound-healing drinks and salves and 
solutions. Potions to reduce scarring. Polyjuice. Dreamless Sleep. The All-Purpose Antidote.

Snape's list went on and on until it looked like an inventory of the Hogwarts infirmary's 
apothecary cupboard. He began to ponder the expense of the needed ingredients, and realized 
abruptly how much he had taken for granted at Hogwarts, with the bottomless supplies of 
specialized ingredients and utensils, and the line of credit extended by Gringotts to the Potions 
Dungeon at Hogwarts. He had already sunk a good portion of the savings from his teacher's 
salary into these renovations. Still...it was for Hermione, and himself -- the building of a new 
life, life after Hogwarts, life after Death Eater. 

Immediately he began two new lists on the blackboard: ingredients he would need to purchase, 
and those he could harvest from the overgrown garden and the surrounding farmland and forests.
Snape would not scruple to filch necessary items from his neighbors, under cover of darkness or 
a Disillusionment spell or two. It was for a good cause.

He sat in his armchair, brought from the parlor upstairs, and drummed his fingers over his lips. 
Now...how to turn this new life into a going concern.... He wondered if Longbottom 
Quintessentials could use a consultant Potions Master in return for a discount on ingredients. 
Perhaps an owl to Longbottom's formidable grandmother was in order. He needed several very 
particular ingredients, regardless. The Cruciatus remedy was high on his list, and certain herbal 
distillations were best if they were pure, at which the Longbottoms excelled.

Or, perhaps he would visit in person. He could be persuasive when he chose. Yes. In the 
morning, once it was light, he would inventory the overgrown garden and see what might be 
useful in barter. As he recalled, his father had a talent for growing plants such as dragonsbane 
and other toxic, nearly Dark plants, some of which had uses in the healing arts. And then he 
would travel to Dorset and meet the woman whose clothing his doppelganger had once modeled, 
the day Longbottom learned to banish a boggart.

In the meantime, Snape the insomniac began to transfigure flasks and beakers and bowls from a 
set of cheap glassware purchased in the nearby town. It was less expensive than a trip to Diagon 
Alley to obtain the high-end goods he would have preferred. He had a budget these days, and no 
incoming salary to offset his expenses. 

~*~



Draco shifted his seat from one side of the table to the other. His father -- Lucius, he corrected 
himself -- would not have been pleased that he'd been sitting with his back to the room, the way 
he always did when he came here. He liked turning his back on people; Muggles were beneath 
his notice, though they made better alcohol than the brewers in the wizarding world. But now, he 
had a reason to face the pub's clientele: he wanted to watch Granger, working like a house elf to 
serve these stupid Muggles their pints and cheap, filling meals of unhealthy pub food.

She served two other tables before she returned with his black and tan, and set it on the table 
before him. "I see you've decided to watch the action," she said, noting his change of seats.

"I did it so I can watch you slaving away," he said, smirking. "It amuses me to see Know-It-All 
Granger's magnificent brain going to waste."

Hermione leaned in close as she set down his beer. "You want to think again about that comment,
Draco. Believe me, my brain is never wasted. " Her voice was low, and frankly sensual in his ear.
He slid her a sidelong glance and curled his hand around his wand again. What was the 
Mudblood up to?

"Don't start something you can't finish," he warned her, softly.

Hermione took a single step back, and Draco was stunned to realize it wasn't because his 
warning tone had frightened her.

No.

The frizzy-haired Know-It-All was looking him up and down, her gaze lingering on his mouth 
and his...yes, the front of his trousers. He blinked.

"I would never be so foolish," she said now. "My shift is over in another hour, Draco, and I'd 
really like to talk to you. Could we go somewhere quiet, do you think?"

"You want to talk to me."

"We used to talk, you and I, back when we were Head Boy and Girl, at Hogwarts."

Draco snorted and took a deep drink of his black and tan. "We talked about stupid students. We 
talked about how much the Gryffindors hate the Slytherins, and vice-versa. We talked about 
school policies because Dumbledore insisted. We talked about how you wouldn't let me get 
under your robes." He watched as what looked suspiciously like a smirk tipped up one corner of 
her mouth. "What's changed?" he asked. "We have nothing in common, as far as I can see."

Hermione's gaze trailed down his chest to his trousers again. "You have something I need," she 
said, in a sultry voice. 



"And what would that be?" he asked, softly and slowly, considering her, his eyebrow gently 
climbing his forehead. He wasn't attracted to her -- never had been, even at school; it had simply 
amused him to watch her come unglued when he taunted her about her absolute and inviolable 
virginity, and the kinds of things he could do to her to relieve her of that condition. It made him 
laugh to hear her sputter in fury; it made him smile to see the hectic color that stained her cheeks;
and most of all, it pleased him when she became speechless and a bit frightened after he pinned 
her to the wall and tried to kiss her. Without exception, once she got free of his grip, she 
slammed and warded her door, and through it he could hear her sobbing.

"Meet me in the alley, by the dustbins, after my shift, and perhaps you'll find out."

Draco shuttered his eyes from her penetrating stare. "I don't think so, Mudblood. You've got 
nothing I'm interested in." His hand moved, quick as thought, and his fingertips found the tip of 
one breast and pinched there sharply, but briefly. Hermione's back was to the room, and so his 
effrontery went unnoticed by the patrons and employees. He was pleased when she gasped; a 
tiny gasp, but one of shock nonetheless. 

But he was intrigued, and frankly astonished, when she looked down at her burgeoning nipple 
and licked her lips with the barest tip of her tongue, lingering over the little task.

"Perhaps not," she said; "but you'll never know if you don't meet me." And with a swing of her 
heavy, frizzled hair, bound back in a ponytail, she and her tray were gone. 

~*~

Dark. And silent. Confining, too closely confining. 

Thinking was difficult; it had been easier, before he was locked away like this. Trapped like this. 
Jugged and corked, like a jinni in a bottle. 

He began to plan. This wasn't the first time he'd needed to start back at square one.

Time to take stock of the advantages and disadvantages of his situation. His sense of self seemed 
weakened, but he knew with time it would grow. 

Perhaps a rest would be best for him, just now.

It was dark, after all.

Yes. 

Dark.

~*~



Lucius narrowed his eyes at the parchment he was reading. The delivery owl stood rocking back 
and forth on the decorative spindle top of a handy sideboard. It had been told to expect a reply.

"Resigned. Really. I would have expected the greasy git to live in Dumbledore's pocket in fear 
for the rest of his miserable, traitorous days." A quiet Incendio easily disposed of the parchment 
and its incriminating contents.

He barked for a house elf to fetch quill, ink, and parchment to craft his reply. Then he thought 
better of it -- written correspondence, after all, had a tendency to be read by other than its 
intended audience.

"Never mind," he spat at the cringing little elf who arrived, wringing her hands and flapping her 
ears like a beaten dog. "And no reply," he said to the owl, and opened a window for it. "I'll call in
person."

So Snape was on the job market, was he? Out of Hogwarts. Outside those miserable wards of 
Dumbledore's. 

Accessible at last. I've always wanted my own Potions Master. I have a lovely dungeon, going 
completely unused at the moment. What do you think, Snape -- a set of manacles made just for 
you, to bind your magic? Until I've scarred every inch of your pasty, oily skin with Crucio, and 
then perhaps -- yes. You'll drink one of your own concoctions, and die a most unpleasant death. 

Lucius strode into his immaculate Hall, swirled his cloak around his body and stepped to the 
fireplace. He tossed in a handful of dimly glittering, ashen powder, and Flooed himself to the 
lobby of the London branch of the Ministry of Magic. At the desk, he asked quietly for agent 
Liptrap and waited.

Eventually the slender, dark-haired agent emerged. "Mr Malfoy. How nice to see you."

"Liptrap. How are you?"

"Won't you come this way, sir?"

Lucius followed the smaller man into a tiny office on the fourth floor. His sneering gaze toured 
the claustrophobic room. "I assume that one day you will be given more suitable quarters."

"One would hope," said Liptrap. "What brings you here today?"

"I seek information."

"As I expected."

"What have you heard about wand canceling core material, my friend?"



Liptrap, who had been about to sit, suddenly froze. "It's only a legend, Mr Malfoy. Nothing like 
that exists."

"What if I told you there's a wandmaker in the Pennines who might manage to bring the legend 
to life?"

Liptrap's dark little eyes glittered at Lucius. "First I'd say, who else knows there's another 
wandmaker in Britain? I thought Ollivander had that sewn up. And then I'd say we need that 
wandmaker in our pocket, sir."

"I'd agree with that assessment." He drew very close to the desk and tented his fingers upon it, 
leaning forward to speak softly. "I need to know the composition of a certain ex-Hogwarts 
professor's wand, Liptrap."

"Severus Snape," said Liptrap slowly, reverently.

"Indeed."

"Give me thirty minutes. If only we could ask Ollivander, he would remember instantly. As it is, 
I'll have to go to the Magical Records Management Department and have this information 
pulled."

"No," said Lucius. "Pull it yourself, Liptrap."

Liptrap's eyes narrowed. "Very well. I can see this sensitive information."

"Indeed. It would not do to broadcast that Lucius Malfoy wishes to know the precise 
composition of Snape's wand."

"Will you please wait here, then, sir?"

"I will wait; but be quick about it."

In less than fifteen minutes Liptrap was back. He was smirking. "It was ridiculously simple," he 
said. "It's all in a series of ledger books, shelved in plain view. I knew his age; therefore I knew 
approximately when he would have purchased and registered his wand."

"And?" said Lucius, eagerly, leaning forward yet again and clutching the head of his walking 
stick tightly.

"His wand specifications -- sir -- according to Ollivander's notations in the ledger, are: Olive 
wood. Thirteen inches. Rigid. A gryphon's tail hair coiled around a double dragon's heartstring. 
Quite an elaborate and powerful core." He looked at Lucius with his clever, crafty dark eyes. "It 
will require a powerful counter core, don't you think?"

"Hmm," said Lucius. "You have served me well, Liptrap. And for that I humbly thank you." 



Lucius knew that gratitude went a long way. It was a lesson Voldemort had never learned. 
Voldemort ruled through fear and power, and not through grace, or courtesy. The iron fist had 
never been masked by the velvet glove. Lucius knew a better way to work, and knew it would 
succeed.

"Shall you go to the Pennines now?" Liptrap asked. Lucius nodded, once and briefly. Liptrap 
took a step forward and touched Lucius' forearm. "Allow me to accompany you, sir."

Lucius looked down at the hand on his arm, and then at the foxy, eager eyes, and smiled. "I'm 
leaving as we speak," he said. "And we cannot afford for you to leave your post here. Your 
knowledge and skills are completely necessary to the cause, Liptrap. Regretfully --" and he 
allowed his seeming regret to fill his grey eyes, "-- I must leave you here. Another time, 
perhaps."

Liptrap did not bother to hide his disappointment. It was clear that he was entranced with the tiny
bits of information gleaned from this brief meeting, and overwhelmed by the knowledge that he 
had assisted in the beginnings of a conspiracy. 

Lucius Flooed back to Malfoy Manor, and went down into the strong room to select a few choice
treasures. The items he sought from the rogue wandmaker in the Pennines would come dearly 
indeed. When he thought he had the necessary price, he Disapparated.

His destination was an isolated cottage high in the forested foothills. Naturally, the wandmaker 
would want to be near the source of his raw materials. He approached the door of the cottage, 
which, to all appearances, was a tiny, ragged and empty shack. Lucius, however, could tell that a 
strong glamour had been cast over the building. A strong revealing charm would show its true 
character, but he chose not to cast one. He did not want to alarm the sole inhabitant. He prepared 
to knock politely at the door, which was flung open before he could touch it.

A few feet inside, in the darkness of the cottage's front room, stood the tall, spidery, wild-haired 
wandmaker. Looking into the man's strange, moon-bright eyes, Lucius knew he was looking at 
some scion of the Ollivander family, a bastard or cousin gone rogue; the eyes were Ollivander 
eyes, though the man went by the name of Woodwright.

"You again," said Woodwright. "I did my best on that aphrodisiac wand. You're not back for 
more of that, are you? It was tedious to create. "

Lucius held up a languid and tapered hand. "It was the creation of a master," he said. "When I 
tested it, it worked beautifully. She was...enthralled."

The pale, gaunt man flushed darkly. Lucius could see his throat bob as he swallowed hard. 
"I...thought she might be," he murmured. 

"I have a very, very special purchase in mind today, Woodwright," said Lucius. He looked 
directly into the moon-bright eyes of the wand maker. "A challenge for you, I believe."



"The more difficult the item, the more costly..."

Lucius held up a brilliant topaz ring. "Price is not an issue. There is more where this came from. 
Accuracy, function and attention to detail, however, are important. As is privacy."

Woodwright flicked his wand and the door closed. "Come this way, sir."

The wandmaker led Lucius into a queerly furnished room off the main room, and closed the door
behind them as well. Lucius drew his wand from the top of his walking stick and prepared to 
ward the room to silence, when the spidery fingers of Woodwright touched his hand. "It's 
attended to. I gather you want no risk of exposure. I understand. Likewise, I value my own 
privacy." He motioned Lucius to take a seat on an austere wooden chair placed along the wall, 
and sat on a second one not far away. The other furniture in the room consisted only of barrister's
bookcases filled with labeled jars, and enormous flat-bottomed, stoppered amphorae standing 
here and there in the room. Lucius read a few of the labels that were close at hand.

Manticore tail hairs. Manticore body hairs. Manticore hoof slices. Manticore spinal cord. Salazar
Slytherin's hairs. Salazar Slytherin's nail parings. Unicorn tail hairs. Unicorn spiral horn strips. 
Unicorn body hairs. Unicorn blood. Unicorn viscera, dried. Unicorn fascia, strips. Unicorn 
fascia, whole. Veela placenta. Great Merlin, thought Lucius, reading the labels in something akin
to awe. Pieces of Salazar, truly? And things no one should be able to obtain from a unicorn, 
unless it was dead. Did Voldemort know of this room? 

Lucius raised his eyes to Woodwright. "This is your wand core room, isn't it?"

"This is where I bring customers with special needs. It seemed to me you have a special need." 
His moonbeam eyes roamed the shelves, pausing on one after another. It almost seemed to 
Lucius that Woodwright's eyes were lighting the labels.

"There is a legend among the Death Eaters," Lucius said now. "A tale that Voldemort told, but 
though he -- and others -- searched for its origin, he never found the truth."

Woodwright sat very still. His spidery hands quieted and settled to roost on his knees. His eyes 
opened and stopped their peculiar roaming, resting on Lucius' own silvery eyes.

"I'm talking about wand-canceling core material," said Lucius now. "The tale instructs that each 
wand core we use has an equal and opposite dark core, a core that does not charge but will 
negate the force of the caster's magic."

"Negative cores." Woodwright nodded slowly. "They will cost you dearly. They were forbidden 
centuries ago, and have passed into legend."

Lucius leaned forward eagerly. "Here is what I require of you, Woodwright..."

~*~



Hermione waited in the alley behind the dustbins, concealing her eagerness -- and her anxiety -- 
beneath a veneer of bored yet slumbering sexuality. She was sure it would be the possibility of 
easy sex that lured Draco. Her memory flicked back to multiple encounters her seventh year, the 
year they were Head Girl and Boy, and all the times she'd sat not far from him at meetings with 
the staff of Hogwarts, with his eyes crawling over her almost palpably. And all the times he'd 
caught hold of her wrist to tug her into a dark corner of the many odd hallways, ostensibly to 
discuss a student but really to taunt her again and again and again about her virginity.

Merlin! Why was my virginity such an issue to so many people, myself included? It's idiotic. Who
made up those stupid standards? She worried at her lower lip with her teeth, the fingers of her 
right hand slowly turning Snape's Portkey ring on her thumb. Though...when it came down to it, 
Batman, I'm glad it was you who finally took it. This was a memory she hadn't entirely excised 
and tucked in her black Pensieve, and she allowed herself a minute or two, leaning back against 
the wall, to recall his out-of-character courtesy and consideration for her untouched state -- 
especially given that only hours before he'd tried to get her blind drunk on the flimsy pretext of 
teaching her about control, so that he could seduce her. And afterward, Merlin -- who knew that 
the greasy git would be such a sensual, focused lover, intent upon their mutual pleasure. 
Teaching me, as always. There was a niggling void as she followed her thoughts forward through
nights of sex with Snape; somewhere, there was a memory she had judged too betraying to 
retain. And now, instead of prying at its edges, she closed her eyes and shook her head to clear it.

Stop thinking about Snape, Hermione. Back to Draco and what you want. Entry to the Death 
Eater crowd. Find a way to bring them down. And if one of them actually knows of a way to start
reassembling Harry's missing bits of soul, so much the better. 

Though -- how to get what she wanted out of Draco, without actual sex -- that was the question 
of the evening. She knew she'd piqued his interest; now if she could just get over the horrid 
clutching in her stomach, and the little voice in the back of her brain that said, over and over, 
"But what about Snape? How can you stand here cold-bloodedly plotting to be unfaithful to 
Snape?"

She gritted her teeth and reminded herself firmly that she was doing this for Snape. For Snape, 
and for herself, so they could be together without the nagging scrape of a Dark finger down their 
spines. And ah, yes, Hermione -- "for Snape" -- that needs to be something else you get out of 
your head and into that Pensieve. Shit. More vacancies in my head. Damn the Malfoys. 

And just a few minutes later, Draco rounded the corner into the alley, his gaze upon her. His pale 
hair, nearly to his shoulders, shone in the street lights. Hermione had to admit he was beautiful, 
even though he was cruel. 

Draco came directly to her and laid hands upon her. She successfully fought back her shuddering
reaction to his touch and conjured a smile of welcome to her lips. "My place, Mudblood," he 
said, with quiet menace. "I'm not apparating you there, you wouldn't get through the warding. 



We'll walk."

"Is it far?"

"Shut up," he said. "Not another word until we get there."

In the lobby of his building, Hermione tried to appear surprised by the lushness of the 
surroundings. "This is where you live?"

"Why are you surprised?" Draco pushed the button to call the lift.

"I would have thought you'd be at your family's estate..."

He slid her a glance. "I prefer to keep my life private," he said.

Hermione tightened her lips knowingly and nodded. "Oh."

"Yes, oh." He took her by the elbow and pulled her gracelessly into the lift. Inside, as the doors 
closed, he pushed her to the wall of the lift with his body; swiftly, almost brutally, grinding his 
lower body against hers, and took hold of her wrists to pin them to the wall behind her. "Now, 
Granger, tell me what you want of me."

Hermione felt a twisting of fright deep in her abdomen, and fought it down. So you can't get to 
your wand, Hermione. You know it doesn't matter. Her eyes slid to his mouth, and then back up 
to his eyes, glittering and silvery with his emotion. "I'd...rather wait until we're in your place," 
she said, and moved her mouth to within the barest breath of his. The slightest dip of his head 
would bring his mouth into contact with hers. 

He laughed menacingly. "Somewhere along the line you lost that prized virginity, didn't you, 
Granger?" 

"My name is Hermione," she breathed. "Say it."

"Say please."

She allowed a smile to curve her lips. "Please."

"I quite like the sound of you begging," he said. "Hermione."

~@~@~
Author's Note: For those of you who know the real Ms. Liptrap, rest assured that I contacted her 
and was granted permission to use her wonderful surname for my little insider at the Ministry of 
Magic. Many thanks, Ms. Liptrap. I do so adore your name!



Day Job
Chapter 5
Keeping Secrets

Well, if I do say so myself, I think the "meeting" with Draco went well. I write it for you here, my 
love. 

To begin with, in the lift up to his floor he was very aggressive -- very sexually aggressive -- with
me. I'd certainly given him the idea that his attention would be welcome. But though he pressed 
his hips against mine, and there were several near-miss kisses, I could tell he was only testing 
me. He wanted to see how far I'd go. He was checking my desperation, and I let him think I was 
desperate.

In a way, I suppose, I am. I want this all to be over. I want so much to finish this job, activate 
your Portkey, and come to you. I would never have thought I could miss you this much. 

I could tell, though, that Draco didn't want me. He was not aroused by me at all. But he was 
intrigued. He wanted to know more about what I had in mind. When we got to his flat, he pulled 
me inside and dragged me to his bedroom, and practically threw me onto the bed. When I didn't 
flinch at his very blatant touch on my breasts, he sat up and asked me what I wanted.

So I told him. He's someone I'll never underestimate -- Draco wasn't Head Boy for nothing.

He seemed surprised I was so intent upon becoming a Death Eater; he laughed at me for nearly 
twenty minutes. But eventually I allowed him to get the "real" reason out of me. It wasn't that I'd 
been so drawn to the darker side of the "small amount" of Auror training included in the 
Arithmancy degree I'd taken at University, though that's what I told him at first; that the brewing
of such powerful potions, casting such powerful spells, had caught my imagination. Like the 
most impressive of charms, only more so. Arithmancy would never hold my interest, not once I'd 
sampled the power available through Dark magic. I kept up that line of reasoning for the first 
fifteen minutes. Draco kept laughing at me. Eventually he got up from the bed and went to a 
small cupboard near the balcony, and poured us each a drink of scotch. Then he moved to a 
settee near the fireplace, and patted it.

"Sit with me, Granger, and tell me what you really want. You're not going to convince me that a 
Gryffindor wants to become a Death Eater because the darkness draws her. That sum just 
doesn't tally, does it? Even the least talented Arithmancer would know that."

And, finally, after another sip or two, I looked him right in the eyes and admitted the truth, just 
as we agreed in those meetings with Albus: "I've heard that the Malfoys know...people...who have
ways of summoning what's left of Voldemort's scattered magic."

He laughed at me again. And kept laughing, until I finished the thought.

"Draco, some of that magic was in Harry. I want to put it back, to make him what he was, what 
he ought to be again."



That got his attention.

~*~

Hermione was late to breakfast the morning after her meeting with Draco. By the time she 
wandered into the kitchen, she was only hours away from needing to report to work for the 
midday rush. 

Neville had already breakfasted, and was bustling in his little brewing pantry. When Hermione 
arrived, he smiled. "G'morning! I'm expecting Remus any minute now -- real Remus, not wolf-
Remus. His moon should have passed by this time. But I've got this ticklish extract distilling...do 
you think you could manage to make yourself breakfast, and maybe him too? I'd cook for you 
both, but..."

"I'll cope," she said, yawning, pushing her hair out of her face. "I should tell you, though -- today
I'm moving into my flat. In fact, soon I need to meet my landlord and get my key."

Neville looked disappointed and opened his mouth to speak, when suddenly there was a loud 
noise from his pantry. With a muttered exclamation he turned away and banged the door shut 
behind him. 

While Hermione was scrambling eggs with her pointed wand, and charming the toaster, Remus 
shuffled in. He looked much the worse for wear; his eyes were darkly shadowed and seemed 
deeply set in his skull. Hermione could see crusted blood at one corner of his mouth and chin, 
and frowned at him. There were scratches on his arms in the short-sleeved shirt he was wearing.

"Remus!" she said. "Are you all right?"

He looked down at himself in confusion, and saw the scratches. "Oh, those. My wolf hide 
sometimes itches."

Hermione wet a cloth at the sink and approached him. "Sit. You have blood on your face."

Remus sat, abruptly, with a shocked look on his face. "Blood? Where's -- where's Neville? Is he 
hurt?"

Hermione stared at him. " Of course Neville's not hurt. He's in his pantry brewing something."

Remus' shoulders slumped in his relief. "I...I was afraid I might have..."

"Bitten him, do you mean?" Hermione stood close and took hold of Remus' chin to tilt his face 
up to the light streaming in from the windows. "Oh, Remus, of course not. You drank your 
potion." She looked at him critically. "Show me the inside of your bottom lip."

He frowned, but did as she asked, tugging down his lip with his forefinger and thumb. Hermione 



flinched when she saw the lacerations there. "It looks like you've bitten yourself," she said. She 
dabbed gently at the crusted blood near his chin and Remus winced. "Here," she said. "Hold this 
on your chin until that softens a little. I'm afraid to use Scourgify until I can see whether you've 
bitten clear through...you know how harsh it can be on cuts. I'll get us both breakfast, all right?"

She filled plates and wanded them to the table. She poured two cups of tea and added sugar and 
milk to Remus'. The cups followed the plates to the table. She went to stand in front of him. "Let 
me look."

Now the blood wiped away easily enough, and there were no wounds beneath it. "Just blood 
from the inside of your lip," she said, dabbing. "You'll be all right soon enough."

"Soon ready for kissing," he replied, smiling. Hermione looked down to see his hazel eyes 
glowing up at her warmly, and smiled back. She moved around the table to her breakfast, and sat 
down. 

"So who are you kissing these days?" she asked. She reached for the butter. When she glanced up
at him, she was surprised to see a flush staining his craggy cheekbones. Her eyebrow shot up. 
"Well," she said softly, delighted. "Isn't that interesting!"

"In all likelihood, not as interesting as who you've been kissing."

Hermione blanched; she struggled to keep her smile intact. She'd hoped he wouldn't remember 
this from the night of his transformation, but apparently she was not so lucky. 

"Ah," said Remus, tilting his head knowingly. "I thought as much."

"Thought what?" Her voice was harsh, but she'd been unpleasantly surprised.

"Just...testing a theory."

"Bugger your theories, Remus -- what the bloody hell are you playing at?"

He shifted his chair to face her squarely as she savagely attacked the toast and butter with her 
knife. "Language, my dear. Let me see, could this extreme reaction of yours be because the other 
night I smelled a little Snape on your nightwear?"

Caught! Her knife clattered to her plate and she put the toast down before she dropped it as well. 
"How dare you!"

"I dare plenty, when it comes to my dearest friends."

"It's none of your business."

"I'm afraid I disagree. Let me guess. Dumbledore had Snape train you for this new assignment, 
and your training got...involved."



"It isn't your business," she insisted, glaring.

"Dumbledore's asked me to keep an eye on you. He wasn't clear about your plans, just that you 
were going to be dealing with the Malfoys. And now I see -- no, I smelled -- that you're already 
in over your head." He shook his head slowly. "Getting sexually involved with Snape -- 
Hermione, what were you thinking?"

Breakfast no longer appealed. Hermione put her hands flat on the table and rose from her chair, 
leaning across the table toward Remus. "Listen to me. I'll say this just once. I'll do what needs 
doing to rid us of this threat, Remus. I want to live like a normal person for a change. You do, 
too. It's why you stay in the Order, and I know it, werewolf. Don't question my tactics again, 
understand?"

His normally warm eyes narrowed and grew colder. "You got more than just sex from Snape, I 
see," he muttered. "Just what did he do to you? What's happened to my sweet, brave little 
Gryffindor? How could you allow Snape to...twist you?"

In her mind floated that last image of Ron, Voldemort's wand blast drilling through the weakness 
that was her shield-magic, reaching Ron's chest, and destroying him. In her mind was Harry, 
holding out the Snitch to her, his green eyes beautiful; blank; hollow. I'm afraid to fly, Hermione.
Something in me has gone forever, that thing that could fly. In her mind was Snape, and the 
knowledge that she was lacking memories that she cherished. She stared at Remus, dear, kind 
Remus, and knew a hot anger that was out of all proportion to his query. When she spoke, her ire 
astonished even herself.

"I'll tell you what happened to your sweet little Gryffindor. There was a war, you see, and a lot of
people she cared about died, but not her, and afterward she grew up and decided she'd taken 
enough shit; she decided to dish a little out instead." Her brown eyes felt hot with the tears that 
wanted to start, but she stared at Remus until he looked away.

Angrily, she summoned a quill and parchment, and scribbled. She thrust the parchment at 
Remus. "This is where I'll be living from now on. See that Neville gets the address as well. And 
tell the puppet master, Albus that bastard, where I'll be if he needs to reach me. If you think you 
can set aside your hatred of Snape, Moony you Marauder, you're welcome to visit me there when
I'm not entertaining Malfoys of one sort or another." She shoved her plate away and her chair 
back, snatched up her wand, and stalked out of the kitchen.

At least, that's what she intended.

She never made it past the end of the table before Remus' hand shot out and captured her wand 
arm in a firm grip.

"No you don't, Hermione," he said quietly, but firmly. "Sit back down."

"I will not." She was rigid in his grasp -- how dared he? "Let go of me, Remus."



"I will not," he mocked her gently. "Something is very wrong here, and it's not just about Snape, 
is it?" He came closer, and took her wand away, setting it gently on the table. It was on the tip of 
her tongue to snap, "That won't stop me," but she stopped herself in time. "Talk to me, 
Hermione." 

"I'm not going to involve you, Remus. Or Neville. It's too dangerous. I couldn't bear it if --"

"If -- what? If one of us got hurt because of what you're doing? Hermione, how do you think 
Neville or I would feel if you got hurt? If there was something we could have done to prevent it? 
Do you think we wouldn't do what it would take?" He put his hands on her shoulders now, and 
turned her back toward her chair. "Sit. And talk to me, this time."

"Dumbledore didn't tell you more because he doesn't want you involved," she said. "I don't, 
either."

"Too late," he said. "Talk."

"No, Remus."

"All right. Then I will." He dragged Neville's chair to sit knee-to-knee with her. He leaned 
forward and put his hands on the arms of her chair, effectively trapping her. "You're trying to find
a way to put Harry back together. You're doing that by going to what's left of the Death Eaters, to
see if they can retrieve...certain pieces of...You Know Who..."

"Voldemort," said Hermione, harshly. "Just say it. He's dead, Remus. Harry destroyed him. And 
in the process, destroyed himself."

"And so you must pay for that?" His eyes were so warm, so earnest. She knew he wanted to 
understand, to help. She was torn. It would be so easy to unburden herself to Remus. But then he 
would be in danger, just like Snape would have been had she admitted to him that she loved him,
had she stayed with him and still done this job.

"It's not only Harry!"

"It's Ron." He looked her directly in the eyes. His hands moved to cover hers, which had 
clenched in her lap. His fingers forced her hands apart, and interlaced with her own fingers. His 
hands were so warm, and his eyes were so kind. So...at peace with himself, despite the werewolf 
that ravaged his soul. Hermione longed for that same peace. "Ron's dead, Hermione. He died 
fighting...Voldemort, protecting Harry. You'd have done the same, don't tell me you wouldn't. We
all would have. But in the end it came down to the three of you." 

But there was the guilt...so...much...guilt. Her shield magic, the strongest of the three of them, 
had not been enough to save Ron and Harry both. She'd had to choose between them: she'd had 
to choose which of them would die, because she couldn't shield them both. And she had thought 
she would be able to. That was the worst part of it: Ron had died because of her own hubris, her 



certainty that her shield magic would be strong enough for all of them. She would keep them 
whole; the three of them would be together, always. In the way that Harry had been meant from 
birth to destroy Voldemort, Hermione had known she would always be with her two best friends. 
Nothing would ever change that, because she would not allow it to change. She had that power. 
She was strong enough to protect them all, wasn't she?

She would not make that mistake again. She would never again let someone get close to her, 
never, until the Malfoys were both gone for good. Not close enough to force her to make that 
kind of choice again. She stared down at their joined hands, and slowly drew her fingers from 
his. 

Remus looked up at her face. "Don't, Hermione," he whispered, shaking his head. "Don't shut me
out. Let me help."

The bubble of horror in her chest was too large to be contained, and it erupted in a monstrous 
sobbing wail. "Nnnnguh!" She was pushing at him, shoving, trying desperately to escape, to hide
from those gentle, searching amber eyes, but Remus would not allow it, and fought her into 
stillness by pulling her hard into his arms and holding her tightly.

The tears, when they came, were so hot that they burned her cheeks. Scalding tears of anger and 
sorrow, acidic with bitter regret, wetting Remus' skin after soaking the shoulder of his shirt. She 
spoke not another word to Remus, and did not see him looking over her wildly curling head to 
Neville, standing silently in the doorway of his pantry, watching the two of them with sad eyes 
and too-short trousers. 

There wasn't much to pack, actually; the case with all of the things she and Snape had purchased 
in Knockturn Alley had never been unpacked, and it was simple enough to whisk her clothes and 
toiletries into the other case, shrink them both, and tuck them into her holdall. Ten minutes after 
she began her packing, she was outside 12 Grimmauld Place, and a moment later she 
disapparated to an alley near her new residence. Twenty minutes later she had the key, and 
shortly afterward she was standing in the small flat, her bags at her feet.

Alone. 

~*~

The Longbottoms' property in Dorset was immaculate. Snape walked with pleasure along the 
brick path that led from the fence at the road to the red door of the tidy white cottage. To each 
side of the path were orderly plantings of herbs and flowering plants, with white stone pathways 
between them. Snape saw clumps of agrimony, angelica and valerian, mints of all varieties; 
costmary, yarrow, tansy, and aconite. Foxglove, elecampane, and orris. His quick eyes identified 
many other plants as he walked to the door, and his nose told him of still others.

But nowhere in that yard did he see dragonsbane, wolfsbane, henbane, nightshade, rue, or 
wormwood . He had hopes that the Longbottoms did not grow such Dark plants as his father 
specialized in. The basket on his arm contained seedlings of several of those plants, and samples 



of others. 

His knock at the cottage door was answered by a pouter pigeon of a woman, small, grey-haired, 
full-breasted, dressed in robes of an unusual calico print. Snape bowed formally.

"Madam Longbottom?" he queried.

"I know you," she said, her eyes narrowing. "You're Professor Snape. You gave my boy Neville a
good deal of trouble at Hogwarts."

Snape inclined his head ruefully. "I'm sure Long-- Mr Longbottom didn't enjoy my classes. Still, 
he seems to have absorbed my lessons well."

"Let's not dance around the elephant in the yard, Professor. Why don't you come inside, you and 
your basket of...interesting plants...and tell me why you've come. I've just finished making some 
lemonade; I'll pour a little poison in yours, and we'll chat."

"That would be acceptable," said Snape.

Four hours, plus luncheon, later, Snape had toured the greenhouses and the extensive gardens 
behind the house. The woman was fiercely protective of her grandson; it had taken the better part
of an hour to make her understand his teaching methods. Ruling by fear to obtain absolute 
obedience in a Potions class was necessary, to keep the students from injury.

"I regret your grandson was so intimidated by me," Snape said, finishing his fourth cucumber 
sandwich. They were delicious, with the perfect amount of butter and the zing of balsamic 
vinegar. "However, he appears to be doing well. Longbottom Quintessentials has become my 
preferred source for potions ingredients because of the consistent high quality."

"Neville is a fine man," she said. "All right, Professor Snape. Let's formalize this new 
relationship of ours. In return for a thirty percent discount on the cost of ingredients, you will 
consult with Longbottom Quintessentials as Potions Master upon request. In addition, we will 
purchase from you the items on this list as we have need and you have supplies. I do not care to 
grow such Dark plants here; you may take your seedlings home with you, though I will keep the 
other samples you brought. Forgive me for saying so, but your father's garden seems an 
admirable spot for these Dark plants. I remember him well, and not fondly."

"As do I," said Snape, dryly. He accepted a parchment scroll from her and opened it, glancing at 
it. Yes, he could supply these items, in quantity.

"We've discussed the Longbottom methods of growing plants and herbs unrestricted by spells or 
charms; the ingredients must be as natural as possible. I will not purchase your produce unless 
you will abide by this."

Snape hesitated; this could be a problem. "Madam. I'm sure you understand that my role in the 
war has led to a number of powerful people wanting me captured, tortured, or killed. Because of 



that, now that I have left the safety of Hogwarts, there are wards on my house and small grounds,
and I have rendered the property Unplottable."

Madam Longbottom shook her head. "I refer to those spells intended to keep down weeds, hasten
growth and maturation, or otherwise directly affect the growth of plants. I fully understand your 
desire to remain alive, and don't consider such protective measures deleterious to the quality of 
the plants."

"We are agreed, then," said Snape, well pleased.

"We are. Do have some more poisoned lemonade, Professor. Then we'll see about your little 
shopping list. It seems you're setting up a bit of an infirmary."

"One should always be prepared, Madam."

~*~

Draco lay on his back in bed, hands under his head, feet crossed at the ankles. Morning sunlight 
fell in bars across the tumbled sheets. 

He was the proud owner of a Gryffindor Know-It-All.

Well, perhaps not exactly an owner, but certainly he held the reins to this particular wild horse. 

He was always seeking new talent for the Death Eaters, and in Hermione Granger he had struck 
it rich. Not only was she the most skilled witch of her year, and Potter's sole remaining friend, 
she belonged to the Order of the Phoenix. And she was desperate for help she thought he could 
give her. In return for putting her in contact with Dark witches and wizards who might be able to 
help her heal Potter by restoring certain pieces of Voldemort to his shattered soul, she would join 
the Death Eaters. Draco felt it would not be long before he also had her spying on the Order. It 
wouldn't matter that the kind of spells she sought didn't exist; he knew the Know-It-All would 
not be able to resist the kind of knowledge he could share with her. She craved information like 
Lucius craved power.

He smiled wickedly to himself, recalling the evening with great satisfaction. It had entertained 
him vastly to mock her dead-end Muggle job. He knew that the Arithmancy firms rarely hired 
anyone other than purebloods. Hermione had no chance at getting on with one of them. The 
firms preferred to choose members of well-established, conservative pureblood families for their 
employees; they were more stable, it was felt, and could be trusted not to share sensitive 
Arithmantic calculations and predictions with Muggles. It really didn't matter how talented 
Hermione was, Arithmantically speaking; her lineage was tainted. 

He had been a bit surprised by her forwardness at the pub; she had deliberately tempted him with
sex. Draco turned on his left side, and looked at the dark head on the next pillow. He smiled. Sex.
Sex...hmm. Again, and soon. He could feel his body beginning to stir.



Hermione Granger had handed him the solution to his dilemma with Lucius. Draco felt certain he
would be able to convince Lucius that Hermione was a suitable choice for a publicity mate; she 
was a powerful witch, despite her Muggle birth. Lucius didn't have the same blind hatred for 
witches of less than pure blood that Voldemort had, though of course he would prefer his only 
son to marry a pureblood. In addition to joining the Death Eaters, Hermione had agreed to act as 
his fiancée -- in name only, for the sake of appearances. Their first official outing as a couple 
would be a dinner dance being held at the Ministry of Magic next week, to recognize the 
outgoing retirees.

Problem solved, he thought now, rolling closer to the body next to his and gently drawing away 
the sheet. He trailed his hand over the warm skin of the buttocks, and then up the tender knobs of
the spine. His lover woke with a murmur, turning to roll into Draco's arms.

"Good morning," whispered Draco.

Blaise Zabini's dark eyes opened slowly, and he threw a leg over Draco's naked hip. "Good 
morning to you, too," he murmured back. "Come here. I want you."

"What, before coffee?" Draco drawled, obliging.

"Yes...and after." 

Draco smiled against Blaise's mouth. "I have a surprise for you," he said.

Blaise chuckled and closed his hand over Draco's erection. "I have news for you -- this is no 
surprise."

"Not that, you fool. A solution to our problem. I found us a woman last night."

"Tell me later," said Blaise, rolling Draco onto his stomach and following to trail biting kisses 
down the back of his neck to his shoulder blades.

~*~

Lucius felt his hands trembling as he unfastened the carefully wrapped package from the leg of 
the great horned owl. There was no return address; Lucius needed none. He had seen this owl 
before.

It belonged to Woodwright. 

He summoned a house-elf to fetch the owl a treat, and smirked when the great bird's bill nicked 
the elf's finger as it took the treat and drew blood. Then he pushed open the French door to the 
garden, and the owl flew away.



In his hands was his revenge against Severus Snape. Lucius began to smile.

"Young Master Draco Malfoy is visiting, Master," quavered a second house-elf, pattering softly 
into the drawing room, big eyes looking for the vicious owl. 

Lucius looked up, his eyes bright. He casually put the package away in the top drawer of a small 
table. "Draco! What brings you here so...early?"

"I realize it's past noon, Fa -- Lucius," said Draco wryly. "But I was...otherwise occupied. I have 
news."

Lucius looked pointedly at the cowering elf, who yelped and vanished. Lucius turned to his son. 
Draco looked a bit the worse for wear this morning. Surely he had not used a cleansing spell, nor
a shower; his hair looked as though he had merely combed it after rising from bed.

"Long night?" drawled Lucius now. 

"Exactly. Lucius, you remember Hermione Granger -- Head Girl when I was Head Boy?"

Lucius' eyes narrowed. "The Mudblood who bested you academically each year? How could I 
forget."

"She's Potter's last living friend, you know."

"Mmm." Lucius walked to the French door and closed it, then remained staring out over the 
garden. 

"You know she's a member of the Order of the Phoenix."

"Mmm."

"She's my fiancée, now."

At that conversational bomb, Lucius wheeled away from the view, and crossed his arms as he 
gaped at Draco, eyebrow arching. "Your fiancée."

Draco smirked. "At least, that's what our arrangement is. Lucius, in return for a few teasing 
spells and charms, we will now have an entree into the Order. She knows them all very well, and 
I would be willing to wager that by Christmastime, we'll know everything the Order is planning."

Lucius' eyebrow arched. "Your fiancée? What happened to the idea that you might pursue an 
alliance with the Zabini family, via their daughter Bryony?" His tone clearly brooked no 
argument. "And instead you have chosen to show the wizarding world that the Malfoys are fools 
-- you have trysted with a Mudblood. None of the pureblood families will have anything to do 
with us, now."



Draco colored a bit. "Lucius -- Father -- we already have an alliance with the Zabini family." He 
paused, and Lucius saw his son swallow. Draco is nervous. What is he going to tell me, exactly? 

"Out with it," he said coldly. "How long have you been seeing Bryony? When were you planning
to tell me? Why have you hidden it?"

"Not Bryony, Father. Blaise."

Lucius' lip curled. "The Malfoy name must continue, Draco. Two men cannot produce an heir."

Draco shrugged dismissively. "There are lust potions for that," he said. "I can beget a child on 
some witch if that's required...perhaps even Hermione Granger should it come to that." He shook 
his head. "I need you to hear me out, Father."

Lucius went to the liquor cabinet. It was too early in the day for whiskey, but he was not going to
hear this story without assistance. He knocked back one shot and poured himself another before 
turning back to stare at his son. "I'll listen. But if your plan is not sound, Draco, you'll be 
marrying Bryony and not hiding behind the skirts of the Granger brat, no matter how valuable 
she might be to our organization."

Draco sat down in an armchair and toyed with the high cuffs of his boots. "I've been seeing 
Blaise for some time now. We've kept it secret, not because I'm ashamed, or because I thought 
you would object, Father -- but because we know the Zabinis would forbid him to see me. Blaise 
is the heir to the Zabini fortune, but his father would leave him with nothing if he thought his son
was involved with another man."

Lucius waited, turning the glass in his hands, thinking how like sun through honey the color of 
the whiskey was. Waited to hear his own son and heir proclaim his love for another man, 
revealing a weakness Lucius had never expected and must now plan for. It wasn't that Lucius 
particularly minded his son having sex with men; sex was sex, as far as that was concerned. But 
to set aside the needs of the Malfoy family name for love -- much less of another man, which 
was still considered abnormal among most pureblood families -- was a completely different 
thing. Draco should have arranged to marry Bryony and produce an heir, and continued to see 
Blaise on the side, and not lurk behind a miserable -- if powerful -- Muggle-born like Hermione 
Granger.

When the elves brought luncheon, father and son continued talking.

The longer Draco spoke, the more sense he made. Lucius finally wiped his mouth on his fine 
napkin, and nodded.

"I begin to think this might work," said Lucius. "Let me think aloud for a moment. First, you 
have the alliance with the Zabini family. I will speak with Bella about moving the son into a 
more...prominent position. I've disliked old Belasius Zabini for a number of years. Second, 
you're now beginning to paint the Muggle-born segment of the population in a more palatable 



light. This, at first, will be resisted by the more elite pureblood families, but it will present us as 
forward-thinking and accepting of others." Lucius' lips curved upward in a smile, and he drained 
his wineglass. "Third, as a result of your being seen in public with the Granger girl, every 
Gryffindor in Britain will begin to rethink their positions against us. This might give us the key 
we need to sway more to our cause -- and eventually control every Mudblood in Britain." His 
lashes flicked up to snare Draco in his gaze. "Be sure you tread carefully. Remember who she is, 
who she knows, and where she comes from. Never lower your guard."

Draco smirked. "You can be sure of that," he promised. "The retirement party late next week at 
the Ministry will be our official debut as a couple. If all goes well, we'll continue the charade. If 
it fails...well, perhaps a nastily public breakup will be in order; but we'll take that as it comes."

Lucius found himself wondering if the Granger girl had grown into her odd looks. Narcissa 
had...she'd been a gawky girl, lank and thin; that awkward frailty had turned into an ethereal but 
womanly slimness, almost a Veela-like beauty and sex appeal.

~*~

Home at last?

The flat was chilly, even for summer, and dark. Work had been hell; Hermione was exhausted. 
She'd been so tempted to put levitating charms on the trays, for her arms were trembling -- it 
seemed as if every table wanted dozens of full pints. The headache born that morning had never 
quite faded, no matter how many healing spells she'd whispered in the kitchen or the loo.

It was all because of the fight with Remus, and how close she'd come to telling him everything, 
and how on-edge and disjointed the memory drain into the Pensieves made her feel.

She went to the electric meter and pointed her wand at it. Normally she'd have had to buy a card 
to turn on the meter, but this was her flat; she'd do magic if she pleased, and it pleased her to 
have the electricity on. Magic was nice, but the electricity was convenient, for someone born a 
Muggle. 

When the lights flickered on, mice scattered to hiding places behind the sofa and the stand for the
telly -- if she'd had one. Hermione shook her head and went about the room warding it to keep 
the mice out. It was a terrible third-floor flat. It claimed to be furnished. 

Furnishings, apparently, did not include sheets on the bed. Nor pillows. Hermione sighed; it was 
so late, and she was so very tired. She opened the holdall and removed a few things, then 
expanded them. In the morning she would unpack and wander out to do the shopping; but for 
now, two transfigured white cotton blouses became sheets, and an old sweater made by Molly 
Weasley became a blanket. She rummaged through her holdall again, and found a pair of socks 
that would serve as a pillow. 

Not long after she crept into bed, Hermione was asleep.



She wasn't able to stay that way for long, however. It seemed only minutes, not hours, before a 
hideous noise from below wakened her from a vivid dream. It sounded as though every pot and 
pan in a massive kitchen had just clattered to the floor. She sat bolt upright, only just stifling a 
shriek.

The noise was followed by shouting, and the sound of a lorry backing up in the alley behind the 
building. Hermione flew to the window and wrestled it open. The noise had been the loading bay
door being opened, and now the lorry was backing in close. The shouting was the people below 
guiding the vehicle into place. Next the back door of the lorry opened, and people began hauling 
out the lorry's contents.

Flour, huge sacks and sacks of it. Sugar. Trolleys of milk and other dairy products, rattling out of 
the lorry.

Too late, Hermione recalled the name on the shopfront below: Bowdoin Bakery. With a groan, 
she closed the window and spent a little time soundproofing her flat. Even with the charm, the 
apartment still shuddered with every slam, every thud. She heard the small sounds of mice 
moving, and groaned again. She crept back into bed, but sleep wouldn't come. What came 
instead was the remnants of the dream, confused moments of tumbling into bed with Snape, 
leisurely, sweaty sex; Snape laughing, which she could not remember him ever doing, except 
mockingly. Snape pushing the damp hair from her face, his limbs tangled with hers. Snape 
looking down at her with an unreadable expression that thrilled her, nonetheless.

That dream, the one she'd been awakened from. It, or a variation of it, had been haunting her 
sleep since she'd left Hogwarts last week. She pressed the heels of her hands to her eyes. Dimly 
she recalled that she'd been in love with Snape. It was time for the rest of those thoughts to be 
gone. This morning's argument with Remus had made that clear, and...now was as good a time as
any. She summoned the Pensieves from her holdall, and began removing the rest of her 
memories about Snape, even nibbling away at those aspects of her Dark Auror training that had 
involved him most intimately.

By dawn, she was empty, and chilled, and hollow-eyed. The delicious but overwhelming scent of
baking bread was everywhere, making her nauseated. But Snape was protected, and the 
Pensieves, Snitch and her journal were safely hidden, with wards to keep the mice from nibbling 
at them.

~@~@~
A/N: Special thanks to Shiv5468 for details of pay-as-you-go electricity and troublesome flats in 
London.



Day Job
Chapter 6
Sneaking About

Work is hell. This flat is hell. The mice are everywhere, no matter how many wards I place. They 
find a way in. The bakery downstairs is never quiet; and when it is, it reeks of yeast and old 
fermented dough and biscuits baking. I'm always hungry when I'm home. The plumbing is noisy. 
The windows don't open reliably, nor close willingly once opened.

The ceiling leaks, too. I can't tell if it's rain from the roof three floors up, or something worse. I 
have a wand, which makes most things a bit better. 

But there are some things wands can't fix.

Yesterday I went to see Harry at St. Mungo's before I went to work. I missed last week. He wasn't
angry with me, just sad. At least Neville and Ginny went to see him. I had to explain to him about
my job. He doesn't understand why I took a job in a Muggle pub; I was trying to skirt the issue, 
but being Harry -- well, he knew I was lying. 

Harry looked so...different this week. At the start of my visit, he looked better than I remember 
him looking in...years. Sharper, clearer. Confident, almost. But during my visit, he dwelled on the
Snitch he gave me a few weeks ago, and talked about wanting it back. I promised I would bring 
it to him next Wednesday and that pleased him, but by the end of the visit he was trembling. He 
clutched my hand and said, 

"Hermione. The Snitch."

"I promise I'll bring it back."

"Don't. I'm afraid of it. I want it so badly but I can't be near it. It's everything I can't be again."

I promised him again that I would keep it. He wanted to be sure it was in a safe place; I told him 
it's in a wooden box, warded. That seemed to make him feel better. Actually, I have it in a drawer
in the kitchen area; can't have it flitting about. It was a beastly pain to catch when it escaped 
from my luggage the morning I unpacked. I could never be a Seeker. I had to chase it into the 
bath and trap it in the shower curtain.

Was it Harry's fall from the sky, wrapped around Voldemort's disintegrating body, that made him 
so afraid to fly? Or was it, as I've been telling everyone else, truly that some bit of Voldemort 
that had been lodged inside of Harry all his life, was now gone? How could that really be so? 
How could a piece of something so evil, inside Harry, give him such strength? He's worse now 
than Neville ever was, back when Neville was afraid of Professor Snape. Harry's broken body 
has been healed for years, but this other damage seems to have tunneled inside him like a worm. 
It seems so far for him to come back...

I wish my cover story were true...I wish that salvaging that bit of Voldemort would help Harry. 



But I know it isn't possible; I think Draco knows it isn't possible, and he's playing me the way I 
am playing him. We circle each other like hunting wolves. 

Yet...I really do think Harry's better, even though he was worried about the Snitch in that 
obsessive way. I'm beginning to wonder if the healers at St. Mungo's really do know what they're 
talking about. They say something is missing from him. I don't know anymore...I have to think 
about this.

~*~

Two weeks into her "engagement" to Draco, Hermione went with him to Diagon Alley to find a 
suitable dress to wear to the annual Ministry of Magic Retirement Ball. It was to be their first 
official appearance in public as a "couple." Hermione was dreading it, but knew it was necessary.

She hung back as Draco paused outside Frippery, Finery and Frills, an exclusive clothing shop 
just down the alley from The Leaky Cauldron. "I can't afford a thing in this shop, Draco," she 
protested. "I'll just transfigure one of my robes and --"

"No fiancée of mine is going about in transfigured robes. The charm might wear off at any 
moment. I have a reputation to uphold."

Hermione lowered her voice, glancing irritably at passers-by, who were giving the two of them 
curious looks. Draco was well-known in wizarding circles, and Hermione's picture had been 
splattered all over the Daily Prophet years ago after the final battle -- The Witch Who Bound 
You-Know-Who to Earth. The Witch at Potter's Side. Hermione Granger -- A Muggle-born 
Makes Good. It had been dreadful. "You know perfectly well my charms don't wear off. I'm 
telling you, I can't afford this shop. You've seen my flat -- you know where I work. What is so 
hard to accept?"

Draco slid an arm about her and Hermione steeled herself not to flinch. "I'll take care of the 
dress, darling. And later today we need to shop for an engagement ring." He pressed a kiss to her 
cheek and Hermione felt herself colour as an older witch smiled fondly at them. "Slytherin silver 
-- platinum -- with an emerald." His lips moved to her ear, where he whispered, "I think it's best 
if you play along, dear. You aren't acting very lover-like."

"Very well, darling," she said. She turned toward him, pouting a little, and was surprised when 
Draco bent and kissed her gently on the mouth. "I'll...do as you say." She could feel eyes on her. 
The Alley was busy today, and Draco drew attention in his well-cut if flashy clothing. The 
Malfoys were always noticeable, wherever they went. She fought down a shudder, feeling 
uneasy, yet not quite knowing why.

"Actually -- My Own, why don't we shop for the ring first? Then we'll choose a dress to match. 
It's only a step down the block to The Gold Bug." His hand moved from her waist and interlaced 
with her fingers. "Come along, darling."

"My name is 'Hermione,'" she muttered.



"Yes -- My Own." His mouth quirked, and Hermione realized he enjoyed baiting her. You don't 
own me, she thought. Regardless of what you've been told all your life. 

As they moved down the alley, Hermione could feel a crawling sensation of someone watching 
her. She looked around casually, but found nothing of concern; she began widening her 
awareness, using the smallest of Legilimens spells, seining the crowd for anyone with a particular
interest in herself or Draco. She thought she felt a darkly brushing presence, but it was quickly 
gone, and then the watched sensation vanished as well. Probably a bitter former girlfriend of 
Draco's, she thought wryly. 

They knew Draco at The Gold Bug. Hermione didn't bother to wonder why. Naturally a Malfoy 
shopped there on a regular basis. 

"Mr Malfoy!" exclaimed the salesclerk in delight, rubbing his hands together. Draco smiled again
and his hand slid around Hermione's waist.

"A special day, Mr Gladstone. Allow me to present my fiancée, Hermione Granger."

The jeweler's mouth fell open. "A special day indeed! What can we do for you today? A ring? 
Pearls? A large topaz to match your lady's lovely eyes?"

"A ring," said Draco. "I want to tell the wizarding world she belongs to me." He looked tenderly 
at Hermione. "You're the first to know, aside from my father," he added.

"The Gold Bug is honored," said Gladstone, laying his long hand over his heart. He stepped from
behind his counter. "Come to our private showroom. I'm sure we can create something to your 
liking, sir." He ushered them into a lushly furnished room, filled with plush settees and tables 
polished like mirrors. Draco tugged Hermione down on one of the settees.

"Actually, I have an idea what I'd like. Bring me some parchment, and I'll show you." And a 
moment later, Draco's wand tip was tracing the outline of a slender, old-fashioned wyrm-like 
dragon, contained in the confines of a circle. Its gaping, toothy mouth and spiky tail encircled a 
jewel, creating its setting. 

"And the stone?" queried Gladstone.

"An emerald. Slytherin green. The band should be platinum."

"Oh, very good, sir."

"I'd rather have a ruby," objected Hermione.

Draco chuckled fondly. "But you're to be my bride," he said, and kissed the corner of her mouth. 
"And I'm a Slytherin."



"As we're all painfully aware -- darling." She remembered to act her part. What did it matter, 
anyway? It was only a ring. Not her life's blood.

Gladstone disappeared with the parchment, and was back in only minutes, with a black velvet 
pillow. The dragon ring -- very striking indeed -- rested on it. Draco examined it closely. "That 
will do nicely," he said. "Give me your hand, Miss Granger."

With a peculiar clenching sensation in her stomach, Hermione extended her left hand. 

"Oh, that horrible thing must go." Draco's fingers closed over Snape's portkey ring and pulled, 
and Hermione clenched her hand into a fist.

"No."

"But -- My Own, it's in poor taste."

"It stays," she said. "It has sentimental value."

"Why would you wear such a thing?" Draco inquired, looking at it closely. "It's...engraved with 
bats."

"It was a gift."

Draco narrowed his eyes at her, playing the part of jealous lover well. "Why have I never heard 
this story, My Own? Whose ring is so important to you that you can't remove it?"

Lie, you have to lie... "Ron gave it to me." Her voice trembled realistically with the effort of 
telling the lie, and the desperate need to keep the portkey secret.

Draco snorted. "Weasel."

"Ron. One of my best friends." That image flashed into her head again, and tears filled her eyes. 
"He died because of me, Draco." Her moist brown eyes met his grey ones, and she was 
astonished to see the honest emotion of regret in his eyes, however fleeting. 

"Ah...so that's why you're so determined about...your old House's Seeker..." he said, deliberately 
cryptic for Gladstone's benefit. "Very well, keep the ugly thing if you must...but, on our wedding 
day, you understand -- only my ring will be on that hand." He bent and kissed her again -- 
considerably more realistically -- as he slid the dragon ring onto her hand. Hermione felt it 
magically tighten to the proper size. 

"Excellent, excellent!" cooed Gladstone. "Well chosen, sir."

And as they left The Gold Bug, after Draco signed a Gringott's draft with a flourish, behind them
they could hear Gladstone Flooing someone. "Young Mr Malfoy, that's who! With his 
betrothed..."



~*~

Snape picked them up again as they exited The Gold Bug. His gaze anxiously sought Hermione's
left hand, and he was reassured to see his portkey ring still gleaming on her thumb. He had come 
to Diagon Alley to find a few accessories for his Potions Dungeon that he didn't feel comfortable 
transfiguring from other things, when suddenly, not thirty feet from him, Hermione Granger 
emerged from the back of The Leaky Cauldron, on Draco Malfoy's arm. His stomach knotted so 
violently at the sight of her that he thought he would be physically ill. Hermione. Here. With a 
Malfoy, already. I could touch her, she's so close. Merlin, I need to touch her. And hard on the 
heels of that thought came the realization that he was in public, unprotected. He drew the hood of
his cloak up over his head and slouched a bit.

Snape was stricken by the hammer blow of love and desire that pounded his senses. He 
remembered just enough caution to cast a Disillusionment charm over himself -- he shouldn't 
follow Death Eaters so blatantly -- but Hermione was almost his sole focus. He could tell that she
sensed his presence. Her alertness had been heightened as he lurked along many yards behind 
them, but though she glanced about, she hadn't seen him. He could feel the interesting tickle of a 
variation of Legilimens -- a sort of broad, low-level scanning, and realized Hermione had bent 
the spell to her own purposes. Good girl, he thought. She had always been skilled, and he was 
more than pleased with her accomplishments at this moment, though he would have preferred to 
simply snatch her away from Draco Malfoy, Disapparate with her to Road's End, and close the 
door on that chapter of their lives.

And now he seethed a bit, seeing Draco's possessive hand on her. She appeared to be playing her 
part well. They wandered into Frippery, Finery and Frills. Snape lingered outside the door until 
they were well into the racks in the shop, then he crept in and busied himself at a rack of dress 
robes. He could hear Hermione at the center of the shop, arguing with Draco over his clothing 
choices. 

"Absolutely not. I'm not a cheap..." she whispered the last word, and Snape felt himself smirking.
"Now, this one perhaps..."

"Too staid. And it's blue. We want something silver, or green, or -- here -- this fog grey. Your 
figure isn't bad, after all...a bit more emphasis here, perhaps..." Not a bad figure? You don't know
the half of it, Malfoy. Snape vividly recalled what was under those prim robes of Hermione's. 

Before long a saleswoman drifted over and filled Draco's arms with gowns in varying shades of 
moss green, emerald, silver, and grey, after holding them up to Hermione for his approval. Fool, 
thought Snape. Dress her in honey or russet. But then he blinked. The pile of clothing was 
growing, and that likely meant Hermione would soon try on the gowns. He moved carefully 
through the shop and found himself in the back, slipping into a hallway that led to the women's 
fitting rooms and trying to decide which cubicle Hermione might choose. He wanted to be 
waiting for her. In the end he decided that his practical darling would choose a room close to the 
encircling mirrors, and ducked into one.



Not a moment too soon, either. He heard Hermione announcing that they had piled enough foam 
and froth on Draco, and she would go and try on a few of the gowns. Snape positioned himself in
the changing room where he would be hidden by the door when it opened.

He could hear the saleswoman following along behind, burbling about assisting Miss with the 
gowns. Hermione growled back, "I am perfectly capable of charming these hundreds of buttons 
open and closed, thank you."

"But Miss will desire a second opinion..."

"When Miss desires a second opinion, Miss will call you. Or her fiancé." 

Fiancé? What nonsense was this? Snape could feel himself beginning to simmer with anger. A 
moment later, a doorway across the fitting room hallway opened and closed sharply. He had 
chosen the wrong cubicle. He peered out into the hallway, which was empty, slipped across it, 
and into Hermione's changing room. Her back was to him, her arms loaded with gowns. 

"Silencio," he said softly, and she spun, eyes wide. He moved toward her to take her in his arms. 
"Hermione!"

"Professor Snape!" she gasped, trying to ward him off and juggle the dresses at the same time. 
Recognition flared in her eyes, followed by relief, but Snape, looking for something more, 
realized instantly what was missing. Love. That knowledge was not in her eyes; not any longer. 
Her gaze slid downward from his eyes and snagged on the Portkey charm about his neck, and 
then her lashes lowered to lock out his scrutiny.

"Hermione," he said again. "What have you done to yourself?" As she backed away from him, he
advanced, reaching for her. He framed her face in his hands and stared down into her eyes. 
"Legilimens," he whispered to her.

"No." Her defense was instantaneous and impenetrable. He had taught her well. She closed her 
eyes against his searing gaze.

"I can tell you've been abusing your Pensieve," he said harshly. "Let me remind you of 
something you once knew."

Her eyes flew open. "No," she repeated. "Whatever it is I've -- forgotten -- put away from myself
-- it's not safe for you --" 

"I'll worry about that. Let me in, Hermione." 

"I. Will. Not." She twisted her head free of his hands, only to have his hands lock into her hair 
and immobilise her. 

He nudged harder at her mind, even as he berated her for his own anxiety. "What do you think 
you're doing, running about with Draco Malfoy?" 



She coloured. "You know I'm only doing what I must do. There's nothing between Draco and me.
The...engagement...is only for show."

"Engagement?" And now he was glad he had silenced the tiny cubicle, for he was suddenly 
shouting. "Engagement? What the bloody hell do you mean, engagement --" His own flaming 
anger choked him, and suddenly there was only one thought in his mind: Stop her. Convince her. 
Remind her she is MINE. Even though he knew she was doing nothing he wouldn't have done in 
the same situation, it simply was not the same. He jerked her against him, and his mouth came 
down on hers, hard, grinding, brutal -- harder than he had ever kissed her. And all the time the 
spell was running, coiling around her, twisting tighter and tighter. Legilimens, Legilimens, 
Legilimens.. 

Against his mouth she gasped that name, that stupid name, the one that gave him hope. "Batman,
stop." And then she bit him, hard.

He would not allow her to drive him away. He knew she could feel him nudging ferociously at 
her thoughts; his fingers clenched on her where they clutched. More kisses, he thought. It's still 
her weak point... And finally, with a small moan into his mouth, she complied with the spell, and 
he was in her mind, racing quickly before she could trap him in her Waiting Room, speeding just 
ahead of her, the image of her clutching fingers and pelting feet closer every second. His kiss 
gentled as he shuttled wildly to and fro, seeking the one memory he most desired to find. 

And there! There was the void, where their last day together should have been. Locked away in 
her own black Pensieve, undoubtedly. Snape lifted his head at last, and stared down into her 
eyes. He replayed his own memory of that day, those moments where the two of them, entwined 
in that rapturous lovemaking and Legilimens, had each known all there was to know about the 
other. He knew the moment that the memory of his declaration of love stunned her with all its 
simplicity and obliterated her defenses with the force of a juggernaut. Between them there was a 
slither and rustle; silk and satin and tulle pooled around their feet as Hermione released all the 
gowns and instead used her hands to clutch at his ribcage. Her body arched into his, her head fell
back into his waiting palm, and her hands slid from his torso to hold tightly to his shoulders.

"Snape." Her voice was shaken. "Don't do this. I was so careful to rid myself of -- that."

"You've been foolish, Hermione." He ended Legilimens. He had learned enough. 

"In what way?" Her brows drew together in a scowl.

"You've forgotten too much. You haven't simply removed the small things; you've removed 
whole hours of memories. It's too dangerous. You must put those memories back, before the gaps
trip you up."

Her gaze slid away from his. "I...can't."

"You must."



"No, Snape. It's too dangerous for you if those thoughts are in my head."

"It's already dangerous for me. I don't need some slip of a girl trying to protect me. Don't be 
stupid." He stroked his hands over her long, curling hair and remembered it brushing his chest as 
she slept in his arms. "Come home with me, Hermione. Give up this idiocy. We can go now -- 
just go. I will put the place in your mind and we'll Disapparate --" 

"You know me better than that." 

"Let me change your mind," he murmured to her. Her gaze slid to his mouth. His tongue was 
probing his lower lip, where her teeth had latched and broken the skin. Something flickered in 
her look, a small regret, and he laughed bitterly. "Gryffindor. Already regretting having hurt me, 
aren't you? And what will you do when Malfoy tosses you on your back and --" he stopped 
abruptly. The mental image of Draco, arched over her, taking her, was too much for him and he 
could not continue. He swore and turned his face aside. The image cut deep. He himself had 
trained her; he knew what might be expected of a woman in her position, surrounded by 
predatory men, unscrupulous men, men who disdained the Muggle-born as chattel. Men who 
were Death Eaters to the bone. 

"Stop," she whispered to him. Her fingers came up and touched his lower lip where her teeth had
marked him, and she murmured a healing spell. "Stop, Snape. I'm telling you, the engagement is 
a front. Draco wants to use me, and I him -- but it's not about sex."

"Convince me." He bent his head and let his mouth settle over hers. His hands skimmed her 
body, settling at her buttocks to cup her against his hips. They struggled for dominance, tongues 
moving with luscious slowness to probe and press and glide, but in the end Snape could feel her 
knees weakening; her grip on him tightened yet she seemed heavier in his hands as she let him 
take more of her weight. "Merlin, woman, how I want you." He bent his head to kiss her more, 
but she stopped him again. He knew that too much of their history was missing from her mind, 
and reluctantly allowed her to restrain him.

"We can't," she said breathlessly.

"Can't what?"

"Can't...this." Her hands flailed helplessly. "Not here -- not...now." Still, her gaze drifted 
longingly to his mouth, and Snape hissed on an indrawn breath.

"I'll come to you tonight," he muttered. "The first thing we'll do is restore all those memories 
you've drained. Then we'll work on your Occlumency, since you seem to feel yours is not strong 
enough to hide behind."

"Tonight...oh, I don't know, Snape -- Draco may still be about --"

"Get rid of him," Snape growled. His mouth swooped down and this time he brooked no defense,



no argument, no resistance. His tongue swept into her mouth and tasted every inch of that sweet, 
dark cavern. The kiss was endless, and devastating to them both, and when the saleswoman's 
voice called chirpily, "Everything all right in there?" Snape and Hermione were startled apart. By
then her hands had crept to his neck and twined into his hair, and his right thumb was stroking 
over her left nipple, while his left hand cupped her buttocks and lifted her against him. He could 
feel her trembling.

"I'm fine," she called back, and Snape had to admire the composure in her voice. It was belied by
the wild pounding of her heart and her nearly panting breaths. "I've narrowed my choices down; 
please tell my fiancé I'll be out shortly to show him."

He allowed Hermione to push him away at last. She looked hopelessly at the foaming pile of 
gowns at her feet.

"I'll help you choose for your fiancé, " said Snape, darkly. "None of the grey ones; they will wash
out your colouring." 

"I'm not trying them on in front of you," she murmured back. She lifted one gown after another 
and held them before herself; at last, a soft moss-green gown, simple and clean in its lines, and 
yet conservatively cut, seemed to meet with his approval. 

~*~

Draco smiled as Hermione strolled out of the fitting rooms, dressed in a long, simple gown of 
moss green. He smirked as he saw how unprepared she was for the mob of people who were 
suddenly in the clothing shop. Her mouth gaped a bit; but she quickly controlled her reactions.

"Darling, who are all these people?" 

Draco moved quickly to her and put an arm around her. "It's the press, My Own. I believe 
Gladstone must have told a friend, who told a friend, and so...well..." he bent and pressed a kiss 
to the tip of her nose, "...we're a bit of an item, I believe." He waved a hand. "You remember Rita
Skeeter, I'm sure." The flashes of cameras popped all around them. 

"How's it feel to be engaged to Draco Malfoy?" someone asked. "Engaged to a pureblood?" 
asked someone else. "Tell us the story of your courtship, Draco!" 

Rita's voice cut through all the rest. "Yes, Miss Granger...how does a Muggle-born attract the 
attention of the heir of one of the most prominent pureblood families in the wizarding world?"

Draco chuckled softly as he nuzzled his nose into the hair above her ear and whispered, "Careful,
Mudblood. These wolves are out for blood. Make it look good."

Hermione turned to him and kissed his lips gently. Flashbulbs popped again. She whispered 



back, her voice dripping honeyed menace, "Oh, I promise...it'll be good. Make sure you do your 
part too, ferret. " She drew herself up in the long green gown, and held out her left hand, with 
Draco's ring upon it. "Look at my lovely ring," she cooed, draping her fingers over her opposite 
forearm. "Isn't he sweet?" No one noticed that she hid her thumb beneath her palm; they were all 
very taken with the unique dragon design and the size of the emerald.

Draco stood by, tall and handsome with his arm about his charming fiancée's waist, gloating 
smugly in true Malfoy fashion. This publicity was exactly what the movement needed; paint the 
Malfoys in a more kindly light. His attention was tightly focused on what Hermione said in 
response to the questions from the reporters. So far, she was playing her role well, coquettishly 
telling her audience that their first official appearance would be at the Ministry Retirement Ball a
few evenings hence, but that she was so glad to have this opportunity to share her happiness with
others. She was almost believable in the way she looked at him; if he hadn't known better, he'd 
have said she was genuinely attracted to him. He did note, however, that her hair needed 
brushing. It was rather tangled. No doubt from pulling gown after gown over her head in search 
of the right one. 

He did not see an even taller, much darker form slip from the fitting rooms and move quietly to 
the shop's front door and disappear.

~*~

Lucius paced the dimensions of the cell he had decided would be Snape's new home as soon as 
he could locate the traitor. In his hands he held the manacles that Woodwright had created. He 
could feel a faint thrumming in the curved wood. His fingers stroked the dark red of the 
mahogany manacles. Woodwright's note had said that the magic-canceling core appropriate to 
the dragon heartstring and gryphon hair in Snape's wand was a combination of mercury glass 
fused about unicorn ligament and powdered mermaid bone. 

Curiously, Lucius opened one of the manacles and closed it about his wrist. It felt faintly warm, 
and heavy there, but he easily opened it again. Therefore it didn't cancel his own magic. 

He looked about him. Cold iron bars set at four-inch intervals ran from floor to ceiling. They 
would also suppress Snape's magic to a certain extent. 

The bed was narrow, with a thin mattress and wool blanket upon it. Lucius didn't consider that 
Snape would require a pillow. He was tempted to remove the blanket; after all, prisoners 
shouldn't have luxuries.

He stood for quite a while in the center of the cell, putting himself in Snape's place and 
pondering all possible avenues of escape.

After a while, satisfied, he returned upstairs to dress for his evening. He had an assignation with 
a lovely blonde witch he'd met last week at the Ministry while visiting Liptrap to talk about what
Minister Fudge was up to. 



She reminded him of Narcissa.

~*~

Hermione finally closed the door behind Draco, and whispered her warding spell.

She was exhausted. Her day off had been so full, starting with shopping with Draco in Diagon 
Alley, the distressing -- and erotic -- encounter with Snape, and then nearly an hour spent 
hounded by reporters from The Daily Prophet and the Quibbler, standing in the elegant green 
dress, which -- since it had already been photographed -- Draco insisted couldn't be worn to the 
Retirement Ball. And so she returned to the fitting rooms, to choose something else.

Trembling all the while, recalling Snape's vivid presence.

Then she and Draco had returned to her flat, where he paced and sneered at her tiny studio, as 
usual. But there had been a great deal to discuss, to make their engagement believable. She had 
pressed Draco for his contacts who could help Harry.

And now she was ravenous. Judging from the odor in the flat, the bakery downstairs appeared to 
be making chocolate biscuits this afternoon. She put the kettle on, and was rummaging in the 
cupboards looking for something, anything, for dinner, when the pop! of Apparation startled her 
and she dropped the closed tin of tea she held. The portkey ring on her thumb grew quite warm, 
just for a moment.

Spinning, she saw Snape's robes settling about him after his trip through the ether. His right hand
curled around the bat charm he wore about his neck; his left held his wand. He looked about him,
from the tiny kitchenette to the all-purpose room beyond -- the ratty sofa, the bed barely 
camouflaged behind a Japanese folding paper screen. His lip curled.

"Tell me you're not living here," he said in disgust. "Tell me you're still at Grimmauld Place."

Hermione bent and retrieved the tea tin and slammed it on the counter top. "It's clean," she said, 
angrily.

"I'll have a word with Albus and the Ministry. Surely your stipend could be increased to cover 
the lease of a less...terrible...flat." He stalked quickly into what she laughingly called her parlor --
the area with the electric fire, sofa, and table for the telly.

"How did you find me?" she demanded. "I didn't tell you where I lived. And Remus told me 
you'd resigned from Hogwarts! Snape, how stupid of you! Leaving the only place that afforded 
you protection --" her voice trailed off as Snape came boiling back into the kitchen, bearing 
down on her like some dark cloud intent upon striking her with lightning. He didn't stop until she
had backed into the angle of the cooker and the counter, and he was practically nose-to-nose with
her. His voice was low and savage.



"You may recall the portkey, Hermione. It can be made to work both ways. Remus -- Merlin, 
Hermione, why are you associating with that... werewolf? Yes, I've resigned, I had no intention of
allowing Albus to continue using me now that he's got you, his newest game piece. And, lest you 
forget, I'm far from stupid. Remember who taught you what you know."

Hermione's eyes narrowed and she pushed him away from her. "You're arrogant, that's what you 
are." She slid to the side and opened the tea tin with harsh, jerky motions, to spoon tea into the 
pot.

There was a tense silence for long moments after Hermione had poured boiling water into the 
teapot, and stood staring at the faint puff of steam that rose from the spout. Though she had been 
dreading Snape's visit, she had also been longing for it. But this wasn't how she had envisioned 
their meeting. Passionate, yes. Argumentative, as they discussed the Pensieves. But not hateful, 
not hurtful. She opened the drawer where she kept the cutlery, and removed a second spoon, for 
stirring lemon into Snape's tea. Harry's Snitch shot out of the drawer.

"Merlin's bloody arse!" spat Snape, as it zoomed past him, one wing clipping his hair.

"Oh, shit," she said, turning to try and capture the flitting, golden thing. "Accio Snitch!" The 
Snitch blithely ignored her, whizzing into the sitting area.

"You know summoning spells of any kind don't work on Snitches, Hermione," Snape said coldly.
"That's why we need Seekers." And just then a mouse scrambled from the same drawer as the 
Snitch and scampered over the work surface, disappearing behind the cooker. Snape stared. "This
is an appalling flat."

"Well, I know it is," she snapped, absurdly near tears, "but if it makes Draco believe I'm 
desperate for his assistance, I'll put up with the bloody mice and the reeking bakery and the noise
and the leaks and --" She could feel herself winding into a genuine rant that she knew would end 
in weeping, and turned back from the Snitch to attend the teapot. Tea, strong, sweet...that's what 
she needed.

But Snape's tall, lean body was there instead, and his dark eyes were nearly all pupil.

"Don't," he said softly, and cupped her face in his hands. "Just...don't. I didn't come here to fight 
with you." 

"Why did you come," she stormed, "if not to berate me for how I've been doing this job?"

He sighed and pulled her hard into his arms. "I have no idea how well or poorly you've been 
doing this job, Hermione. All I know is what I should have known all along -- you shouldn't be 
doing this job alone."

"But you can't be the one who helps me, don't you see that? The Malfoys want to find you -- 
Draco's talked about it more than once -- and you're not at Hogwarts anymore, where 
Dumbledore can protect you, and --" she didn't stop talking until his mouth captured hers, and 



even then, she struggled in his arms until his tongue parted her lips and her knees felt as if they 
had melted.

"I can't be without you any longer," he whispered, after he pulled his mouth from hers and trailed
heated kisses over her cheek to her ear. "That's the other thing I know."

She squirmed away from him, shaking her head desperately. "We can't, Snape, we can't -- Harry 
-- Ron --"

"Accio Pensieves," he muttered, waving his wand.

"They're warded," she said. "Locked away, hidden."

"Fetch them."

"No."

"You're endangering yourself, Hermione, by removing so many of your memories. Lucius can 
exploit a weakness from miles away. Now get your Pensieves."

"The Malfoys can't know you're involved with me, or this won't work --" she heard her voice 
becoming shrill and fought for control.

Snape turned away from her and began casting a complicated locator spell. Finally he laid his 
wand on his open hand, and muttered, "Point me."

The wand spun uselessly in a circle on his flattened palm, not stopping. Snape's stunned gaze 
moved to Hermione, who stood in the kitchenette, arms crossed over her chest. "Are they not 
here?"

"They're here," she responded, feeling a sense of pride that she'd been able to confound him. 
"But I told you, they're warded."

Snape paced back to her, closing his hand over his wand to stop it. "Clever girl. And I felt that 
new Legilimens of yours in Diagon Alley this morning -- that low-level net you cast. Do yourself
a favor, Hermione, and use your entire arsenal -- don't lock part of it away. Now, where are those 
Pensieves?"

Hermione flushed at his compliment, and gave in at last. Perhaps he was right -- and it would be 
a comfort not having those holes in her memories.... She bent to the cupboard next to her and 
groped at its back, removing a dented and battered black cauldron. A wave of her wand wave 
caused it to shimmer briefly as she removed the complicated warding and Disillusionment spells 
she had placed on it. A second wave transfigured the pot to the black Pensieve, with the smaller 
Pensieve nested inside it. As she worked her magic, the Snitch wandered near, almost as if it 
were aggravated at being ignored. Snape's quick hand snatched it from the air.



"Thank you. It goes in that drawer, there." She gestured with her head and he stuffed the 
struggling Snitch into the drawer. 

"What are you doing with a Snitch? You never went in for Quidditch, as I recall."

"Harry gave it to me."

"Hmmph." He nodded toward the Pensieve. "Start putting those memories back." He stood over 
her while she went through memory after memory, dipping the tip of her wand into the bowls of 
the Pensieves, and drawing out silvery strands to trail back into her temple. When she was done, 
he turned her to face him, his hands on her shoulders, looking intently into her eyes. A moment 
later, he nodded. Hermione, feeling that her mind was her own again for the first time in weeks, 
gazed back, not bothering to keep her emotions from her face.

"You do love me," he whispered, almost as if stunned. "Say it. I need to hear the words, 
Hermione."

She reached her hands to touch his thin, bony face. "I am in love with you, Snape," she 
whispered, and saw his eyes close in ecstasy that almost seemed too much to bear.

"We will practice Occlumency later," he murmured, turning his face to kiss her palm as it 
caressed his cheek. "For now...this ring comes off." He took her left hand and removed the 
dragon ring, and tossed it into the drawer with the Snitch.

"As does your robe," Hermione whispered to him, unfastening the toggles at the collar and 
pushing it from his shoulders.

"And this blouse." He returned the favor.

"And your belt..."

"Your skirt."

"Trousers. Boxers. Mmm. Look what I've found."

"This...scrap of lace... Merlin..."

"Where are the marbles when we need them?" she laughed, as he swung her up into his arms and
carried her over to the less-than-impressive, but more-than-sufficient bed, and followed her 
down.



Day Job
Chapter 7
Back to Normal?

He is asleep -- truly, deeply, asleep, in that peace that only making love seems to bring him. It's 
the only time he lets go of that tension that always surrounds him. Looking at him now, his limbs 
sprawled over the bed, he could be twenty again.

He is beside me again.

You would think it's been forever since we last made love, instead of only a month, the way I talk.

I'm not sure I'll go on keeping this journal...it may have served its purpose, now that I've 
regained my memories. I won't make that mistake again -- Snape was right. What I did was 
dangerous, and stupid. 

~*~

Hermione was filled with need, almost a desperate haste. Snape was taking far too much time 
getting to the point of things; she needed him inside her, needed to feel the joining of their 
bodies, the way their minds had joined earlier in the day. At the moment he lay half upon her, one
hand bringing her right nipple into near-painful erection, and his mouth moving slowly, 
luxuriously, over the hollow of her throat. 

"Oh, hurry, can't you?" she panted, reaching between their bodies to take hold of him and try to 
bring him into her. With a smooth movement of his hips, Snape settled between her legs. He 
caught her by the wrist and pulled her hand away from his cock. A moment later he had both of 
her wrists in one hand, trapped over her head.

"I will not hurry," he murmured to her now, his eyes seeming to burn. "I will not. I have 
imagined this for weeks, and I will not hurry."

Hermione twisted beneath him, trying to get closer to the leaping tip she could feel bobbing at 
the apex of the crease between her legs. She shifted and wrapped her legs around his hips, and 
was smugly satisfied when she heard him groan. "I need you inside me, Snape. Hurry, now! 
Slow can come later."

"Slow will come now," he murmured, "and, you can come now, if you like..." and shifted so that 
he could touch her where her flesh was crying out for him. "I, however, am content to wait." He 
watched her writhing beneath him as he stroked her. His eyes slitted nearly closed.

"Please," she gasped.

"Am I not pleasing you?"

"You know what I mean, Snape..."



"Of course I do."

"I despise it when you pretend you're inscrutable." She rocked beneath him, striving for rhythm 
against his fingers. This he allowed, but only for a few moments, then he paused.

"Inscrutable. Is that how you see me? I rather like that."

Hermione gritted her teeth. "Please, Snape. Don't make me beg..."

"Would you? Would you beg?" He moved so that just the head of his cock slid inside her. "You 
wanted to make me scream, once...what if I want to make you beg, Hermione?"

"You're not that good in bed," she announced, abruptly relaxing, going limp, as if it didn't matter 
her whether he made love to her or not.

"And your basis for comparison is...what, Draco Malfoy?" There was the faintest hint of laughter
in his voice as he moved closer to her, bending his neck to roll his tongue around her nipples. 
Hermione bit her lip to keep from crying out; at least, with his head down, he couldn't see the 
enraptured expression on her face. He chuckled against her skin. "No...no, I think no one has 
been -- here --" and with that, he pushed all the way inside her, riding high to ensure he was in 
contact with her most sensitive spot, "-- since you left me."

It was excruciating in its intensity, that slow glide. Hermione struggled to free her arms, needing 
so much more than he was allowing her. His eyes mocked her from above as he watched her 
squirm. She wrapped her legs tightly around his waist to trap him against her, but it did no good. 
Snape was not to be rushed, not this time, no matter how incoherently she urged him with her 
hips and voice and the arching of her back. 

"I should hex you for this," she muttered to him. "Let go of my wrists!"

"No wand." His smile was as slow as his thrusting, and every bit as maddening.

"I don't need one, and you know it."

"Hex me, then," he whispered huskily, not stopping his slow movements, and she shivered. 
Merlin, it was erotic...skirting that edge between pleasure and fear, that frisson of excitement that
was born of his entrapment of her. More than once during her Dark Auror training they had 
played the dominance game, and she was always left with the feeling that he had never 
completely unleashed himself upon her; she had never quite glimpsed the full scope of his power.
Even when she was the dominant one, there was that nagging doubt -- was she ever, truly, 
controlling him? Or was he allowing her to delude herself? 

"I only want to touch you, Snape."

"You want to control me, you mean. But what I want, Hermione, is to control you, your pleasure.



That is my pleasure." He licked his lips slowly, in blatant hunger, holding her eyes, and 
Hermione thought her heart would hammer itself out of her chest in that near-frantic blend of 
passion and apprehension. Oh Merlin, his pleasure...what happens next? She decided to brazen it
out.

"You know I could free myself if I really tried."

"Hmm." His head dropped again, and he browsed at her mouth, her jawline, the hollow of her 
throat again, and then he was back to hover over her lips. "No more talking," he murmured. "Try 
or don't, but no more talking." And then there was nothing except the drowning pressure of his 
mouth, in counterpoint to the velvet drag of his hips against hers, and she was lost. Her fingers 
curled tightly into her palms as she once again felt that electric pulse of arousal that always 
seemed central to any physical contact with Snape.

In the end, her orgasm, when it came, was the most shattering she had ever experienced. As she 
crested, riding that swollen ridge of pleasure that was Snape, he released her wrists. Her hands 
flew to his face, fluttering against his cheeks, his jaw, and pulled his face down to hers. 

"You love me," he gasped against her mouth, coming with her in a series of lush, hot, fountaining
ripples. "Say it again."

Who was she kidding? He controlled her utterly, through her own traitor emotions. "I love you. I 
love you. I love you."

~*~

He wasn't in his own bed. Snape fought down the urge to flail as he woke. No need to give 
himself away sooner than necessary...

Oh, yes. In Hermione's terrible flat.

And in Hermione's bed. And, of course, in Hermione. He found himself smiling. The sex had 
been excellent.

He turned his head, expecting to see that mass of dark honey hair somewhere next to him, and 
did not. His hand brushed the mattress and felt no warmth in it. She was not in bed, and had not 
been for a bit. Snape sat up and looked about. She was in the kitchenette, preparing something. 
And then he recalled what had woken him: the clink of china. Tea. It sounded good; he felt 
hungry. He rose from the bed and padded in to stand close behind her and run his hands down 
her shoulders and arms, and thence across her belly to wrap her close. His mouth nuzzled at her 
ear. One hand roamed up to cup a breast, covered in Slytherin green silk, and the other roamed 
downward, seeking the hem of the negligee and moving beneath it to cup her curly mound.

"I remember this gown," he growled. "I like this gown."

"That's because it's in your House colours." She leaned against him. 



"Come back to bed."

"Soon.... I'm starving. I haven't eaten since lunch; it's almost midnight. Do you want toast?" He 
heard her voice break as his hand roamed sweetly between her legs. She straightened against 
him, locking her knees. "You must let me eat, Snape, or I'll faint on you."

"Very well," he said. "Eat. Regain your strength. Though..." and his hand roamed again, and he 
smirked when Hermione arched into that firm, knowing touch, "I for one would not mind making
love to you until you fainted."

"I can't think when you touch me like that," she told him. "Oh, Batman."

He turned her in his arms, aware of the table knife, covered with strawberry jam, wavering near 
his elbow. He took it away and set it down with the toast. "Say the word, and I'll take you home. 
We can be together. I want you there. I need you there."

"What I need, though, is some food."

She's avoiding the issue again, he thought. He scowled and released her. "I will have toast," he 
announced.

She turned back to the counter and gestured with her head. "Bread is there. Toaster as well. Jam 
and tea here. No lemon, though...I wasn't expecting you."

A rattling commenced in the drawer nearest Hermione, and startled them both. Snape took an 
immediate defensive stance, glaring at the drawer, and Hermione began to laugh. "It's Harry's 
Snitch wanting out again," she said. "It's a troublesome thing." Her eyes flicked humorously over
Snape. "You definitely spent a lot of years watching your back."

"There's a reason I'm still alive and Voldemort is dead," he announced haughtily. "Moody is 
correct in one thing, wrong as he may be in everything else -- constant vigilance." Bad-
temperedly he opened the bread and shoved slices into the toaster. "Muggle contraptions. No 
lemon. The abuse I suffer for you." 

Hermione snorted. "You weren't the one being held down in bed."

"You liked it. I could feel you liking it." He waited impatiently for the toast to be done.

"That's not the point. This is supposed to be a relationship between equals, Snape."

He turned a dark-lashed look her way. "Then pay me back." His voice was silky with renewed 
desire, and he saw a shiver travel over her skin. 

"You came here so we could train more in Occlumency," she reminded him, pouring tea into two 
cups. When she took a bite of her toast and jam, she was suddenly grinning. 



"What do you find humorous now?" he demanded. "What's wrong with this toaster?"

"Nothing's wrong with the toaster. It's not magic, that's all. Give it time. As far as what's 
funny...well, the Snitch reminded me of Harry, and how shocked he would be if I were to tell him
that Professor Snape's been naked in my kitchen." At her soft laugh, there was a renewed rattling 
from the cutlery drawer. "It knows we're talking about it," she smiled. 

"And how much more shocked would Potter be if you told him you're in love with me?" Snape 
asked now. And sotto voce, where she couldn't hear him: "Legilimens."

He had been certain her guard was down. She'd been smiling, laughing, bantering, arguing. He'd 
been sure he could slip inside her mind -- and yet, here he was, back in her Waiting Room, that 
blank-walled place in her mind where she had trapped him once before during her Occlumency 
training over the spring just past.

Her head swung toward him sharply. "Snape, you vile trickster."

You wanted more training. I see you don't need it...not training to stop the invasion. He thought 
at her directly, and pressed hard against those mental walls. They held.

I've been keeping the Waiting Room handy...you never know, with the Malfoys...

Good girl. But it's too obvious. If Lucius or Draco were to try, they'd know you are blocking. 

The Snitch rattled madly, and Hermione saw the drawer edging open as the golden thing knocked
about inside. She pressed the drawer closed, and then used her wandless magic to seal it shut. 
The Snitch quieted. "I should get a proper case for that thing. I can't have it escaping the flat. Too
many Muggles about." Snape's toast popped up and he released Hermione from Legilimens. 

"Perhaps a different version of your Waiting Room..." he mused. "Something less obvious." He 
put jam on his toast and carried it and the tea back to bed, Hermione following bemusedly. She 
paced about the room, munching and sipping, while Snape settled in the bed, hogging all the 
pillows to prop himself against. After a minute or two, she sat on the bed near his feet.

"Try it again," she said. "I'm ready for you."

"Legilimens." He stared into her brown eyes, and found himself wandering in a cottony haze 
inside her mind.

No, this is just as bad as your Waiting Room, except there's no sign on the wall.

What do you suggest, then? 

He ended the spell once again. "Last spring. One of those evenings I was...prying about in your 
mind. You remember."



Her smile was nothing short of erotic. "I remember very well. Calling me a naughty girl, making 
me think you were touching me as I slept. I wasn't the naughty one, Snape."

"You liked it, as I recall," he pointed out, chewing. He wondered briefly what it would be like to 
lick strawberry jam from her body.

"That argument is wearing thin. Continue your thoughts. What about prying in my mind?"

"I kept finding the same image over and over again. Potter's eyes. Sad, happy, weeping, angry. 
It...disturbed me."

"Not enough to make you stop, obviously."

"You were in training, Hermione. It was an effective method."

"No doubt." She finished her toast and set her tea aside before crawling up the bed toward Snape,
who raised one eyebrow at her, looking down the slack neckline of her negligee. He set his own 
teacup on the floor as she approached. "Like this?" And she invoked Legilimens herself, pushing 
a series of Potter eyes into his head when he allowed her past his own personal warding. He had 
reached for her, drawing her body into his lap, when he was assaulted by gloriously green Potter 
eyes all about him. Hermione had fleshed the vision with a layer of loving worry, and sincere 
desire to help Potter.

"Merlin! " he spat, pushing her off his lap onto the bed. "There's a mood killer if I ever saw one. 
Yes, gods -- that will do nicely." And he slammed his mind shut against her invasion.

Hermione lay where he had pushed her, smiling. One breast peeped saucily from the negligee, 
taut pink nipple begging for his mouth, his touch. "Finite Incantatum, " she whispered, and held 
out her arms to him. "Come and love me, Snape." She was the most desirable thing he had ever 
seen. He could feel his heart racing. Come and love me, Snape. He wanted nothing more than 
this, for the rest of his life. He had never wanted anything as much as he wanted Hermione 
Granger, except perhaps the demise of Voldemort.

"I'm not in the mood now," he lied, and retrieved his tea. "Potter eyes." His lip curled, and as he 
had known it must, his rejection of her only made her more wanton. She sat up and came to 
straddle his thighs, tearing aside the bedding he had covered himself with. 

"Really. Not in the mood, Snape?"

"Not with Potter's eyes in my head." 

"You're sure about that." Her smile was slow and bewitching, and as she twitched aside her 
negligee, preparing to settle in his lap, Snape moved swiftly. The teacup went flying, drawing 
Hermione's eyes with it, and in just that instant Snape had her trapped beneath him again.



"Constant vigilance," he reminded her harshly, pushing her legs apart and settling between them. 
Hermione slitted her eyes at him and muttered something as her hands moved, and a split second 
later he jerked his own hands from her body. His palms were on fire; as soon as he released her, 
the heat dissipated. He started to laugh. "A Scorch hex, Hermione?"

"Touch me and I'll burn you, Snape," she hissed.

"I will do as I please," he announced. He muttered the counter-spell to the Scorch hex and 
reached for her again. The back of his brain noted that she'd hexed him without her wand. That 
wasn't something they'd practiced. She'd done that on her own. Despite his aggravation, he was 
pleased with her.

She muttered another hex, entanglement this time, and managed to shove him off her when his 
limbs refused to obey him. She skittered from the bed. "You need to be faster, Snape."

"Jellylegs," he spat, concentrating hard; he'd not tried a wandless hex before; it was difficult. 
Hermione went sprawling before she'd gone six feet. "Have you forgotten all I taught you, 
foolish girl? Accio wand --"

"Expelliarmus! " And his wand went flying. He scrambled off the bed after it, and Hermione as 
well. If he had to, he would chase her down. He could feel a sharklike grin on his mouth. It was 
turning him on to have her fighting back so capably. He noticed Hermione glancing at his hips, 
her left eyebrow raised, and followed her gaze downward. "Naked, aroused Snape," she 
chuckled. "Harry would definitely not approve --"

"Stupefy! " He reached his wand at last, scooping it from the floor and pointing it at her, but she 
was faster, blocking with a protection shield.

"Not fair," she cried, gasping for breath. 

"I was a Death Eater," he reminded her. "What makes you think I would ever be fair?" She cast 
Impedimenta and he blocked it. Her cheeks were pink with exertion, and her eyes were shining. I
have never wanted her more than I do at this moment, he thought to himself. What a fierce 
partner she would be, in battle, in bed, in life... 

"I'm a Death Eater, too, you know..."

"Don't make me laugh. You're a Gryffindor." He stood over her; the two of them were eyeing 
each other warily, keeping eyes on hands, wand, lips, watching for the next hex. He could feel 
his erection bobbing with each wildly pounding beat of his heart.

"You've trained that out of me," she said, sneering at him with his own smirk. And a moment 
later he saw her lips move, and was too slow to block Petrificus Totalus entirely. She was so 
close; the spell hit him quickly. He felt his right side go rigid, and before he could get the 
counter-curse out she was slipping past him.



He shifted his balance onto his rigid right leg just long enough to shove his left leg out and trip 
her. They fell in a tangled heap on the floor, Snape on top muttering counter-curses -- extra ones 
for good measure, in case she had other hexes at her fingertips -- and Hermione panting and 
smiling. The Impedimenta faded, and finally she was stilled. "Merlin, I want you," he muttered, 
and felt her hands clutch fiercely at the back of his head and pull his mouth down to hers. She 
had never been so aggressive with him, and he found himself aroused beyond his own 
comprehension. There was a long moment where her tongue slid about his lips before pushing 
inside his mouth, and he could feel himself shudder at the sensation of her teeth, softened only 
somewhat by the tender flesh of her lips, pressing hard against his mouth. His erection grew even
firmer with the next several heartbeats, and when she pulled his hips over her and pressed him 
wordlessly toward her center, her legs wrapping around him, he had to close his eyes against the 
heat, the passion he knew would be in her gaze, so that he wouldn't come in that instant. It took 
several shuddering thrusts to master the urge to drive blindly home.

"Don't hold back," she breathed. "I know what you want."

"You have no idea what you've done to me," Snape muttered to her. With her hands clenching 
spastically on his buttocks, pushing, pulling, urging, and her gasping breaths hot against his 
neck, there didn't seem much point in resisting her. He began to move even more quickly and 
was rewarded by a shivering moan from Hermione. Unbelievably, she was outstripping him in 
the race toward orgasm. As he felt her helplessly rippling around him, her skin growing fiercely 
warm, he gave up the last of his control and gripped her shoulders to brace himself. In three more
strokes that seemed endlessly long and impossibly deep, he could feel her cervix with the head of
his cock, and nearly blacked out from the strength of his climax. He could hear himself making a
noise, a strangled sound that sounded something like her name, and yet something like a curse. 
His own strange litany of love.

He didn't resist when it was over and she pushed him onto his back and straddled him once more.
Her breasts were heaving in that green gown, and once again the ribbon strap had broken. Snape 
could hardly think, let alone fight back. Aftershocks tremored through her frame. His eyes 
glinted up at her. "Very, very good," he smirked, when he could speak again.

"You did invite me to hex you," she reminded him, gasping a little. 

"So I did," he said, running his hands up the outsides of her thighs and cupping her buttocks. 
Merlin. How could hexing be so erotic? She had felt so good around him, so perfect. "And what 
if I were to invite you to come and love me, Hermione?"

Once again her smile was devastating, and he pulled her down to lie close against his body. "I 
would not hurry," she whispered, mocking him gently, and kissed him as his hands tangled in her
hair.

Much later, as Hermione slept curled next to him in bed, in the yeasty darkness of her horrid 
mousey flat, Snape silently resolved that she would do this job alone no longer. Neither 
Dumbledore nor Hermione herself would be told about Snape's plans to keep an eye on his 
Gryffindor protégée, but the first thing he would do when he got back to Road's End would be to 



put a fourth hand on the grandfather clock in the front hall. A hand with Hermione's name on it. 
His long fingers closed over the portkey charm around his neck. 

And still later, as she slept with his pillow clutched to her body, her nose buried in its slip case, 
he dressed in the dawn gloom and vanished without another word. 

~*~

Their month of duty at 12 Grimmauld Place was over. Remus gathered his belongings and 
wandered down to the kitchen to say goodbye to Neville. It would take Neville much longer to 
pack his workroom, and so he would be the one to change the guard with Molly and Arthur 
Weasley, next in the rotation.

Remus leaned against the doorway of the butler's pantry, where Neville was carefully boxing 
bottles. "Your potion was every bit as effective as any Snape ever brewed for me," he said, by 
way of thanks.

Neville flushed. "I do my best."

"I know."

"You do yours, too," he continued. "Keep an eye on her."

"I promise, Neville." He turned to go, and as he Apparated to an alley not far from the Leaky 
Cauldron, Remus thought he heard Neville muttering, "Malfoys."

Remus went swiftly through the Leaky Cauldron, ignoring the whispers of "Werewolf..." that he 
could hear from more than one table. He went out the back into Diagon Alley, wishing, not for 
the first time, that his curse could either be lifted, or would finally kill him. Anything but this 
continued, low-level hatred from the people who should have been his peers. He had only come 
here to pick up a copy of the Daily Prophet, anyway, and a few wizarding groceries he couldn't 
get near his flat in Muggle London. He should have just had a copy Floo'd to his flat's fireplace. 
Why did he keep putting himself through this?

Because I keep thinking, someday, it will be different...someday, it won't matter that three days 
out of every month I have four legs, fangs and a tail... someday, people will understand that it's 
not my fault I was bitten, it's not my choice to live this way. 

He ducked into the wizarding world's equivalent of the newsagent, and quickly gathered 
butterbeer, onion ale, and a copy of the Daily Prophet. It wasn't until he was at the register, ready
to hand over his coins, that he took a really good look at the headlines:

Draco Malfoy Announces Engagement to Muggle-born Beauty.

And there, smiling broadly, dressed in a clingy moss-green gown and flaunting what was perhaps



the largest emerald Remus had ever seen, was Hermione Granger, on Draco Malfoy's arm, 
fawning for the camera and batting her lashes at the white-blond man next to her.

His bottles of butterbeer slipped out from under his arm and shattered on the floor. He only just 
managed to save the onion ale.

"Sixth time today that's happened," muttered the clerk, waving her wand to clean up the mess. "I 
ought to put that paper behind the counter."

Remus stood in the center of the shop, reading in shock.

Hermione had certainly put her plans into motion. Malfoy was quoted as saying, "We haven't set 
a date yet. We understand this will take some time for the wizarding world to adjust to. It's not 
everyday a Slytherin and a Gryffindor -- a Muggle-born Gryffindor at that -- announce they will 
wed."

There was no quote from Hermione, only a statement that "the lovely brown-haired witch gave 
every appearance of being completely head-over-heels in love with her handsome fiancé." It 
went on to rehash Hermione's past history as Hogwarts Head Girl, and Harry Potter's best friend 
and cohort in the battle against Voldemort. 

This required a closer look. Remus slapped several sickles down on the counter, and, not waiting 
for his change, hurried home. He Apparated to a spot several blocks from home, and carefully 
cast a glamour over himself before he walked to the building where he lived only three doors 
down on the same floor as Draco Malfoy. It would not do for Remus Lupin to be recognized as 
he picked up the odd bit of mail -- bills, usually -- from the box marked "Wolf" in the lobby of 
the building and wandered into the lift with his purchases concealed in a brown paper sack. He 
would have preferred to Apparate directly into his flat, but several months ago Tonks had come 
to visit and "sniffed" the building for wards and detection spells, and found the place littered with
them. Malfoys were nothing if not paranoid, and so Remus lived nearly as magicless as a Muggle
would, with only the most subtle of spells cast with utmost caution within his own warded flat. 
They had risked a set of charmed Extendable Ears, specially modified by Fred (or George -- 
Remus was never quite sure which was which) Weasley to be as undetectable as possible. One 
end of the Ear nestled among the bobbles decorating the curtains at the parlor window in 
Malfoy's apartment, and the other rested on a small table in Remus' own parlor, next to a spelled 
Dicta-Quill and some parchment, ready to note anything spoken in the flat three doors down.

Home at last, he opened an onion ale and the paper, and sat at his table, reading and munching 
from a packet of Muggle crisps.

~*~

Grace. I will be gracious. I am Lucius Malfoy. It's important to be seen here at the Ministry 
Retirement Ball, supporting my fine son and his fiancée. 

"Yes, I'm proud of Draco. She's a fine girl -- Hogwarts Head Girl in her year, did you know?" 



And did you know what an idiot you look, fawning over me?

Ah, another sycophant approaches. "Thank you. I'm pleased as well." 

"Yes, she is lovely. Grown into her looks, as you can see in the Prophet." Smile. Nothing would 
grow into that hair of hers, however... "Yes, I do remember her from Hogwarts events. A very 
bright young witch."

"No, I hadn't heard she was looking at a career in Arithmancy. Though I'm sure she could do 
anything she set her mind to...I'm hoping she'll tame that wild son of mine a bit...we could do 
with a few more Malfoys about the Manor..." Though they'll be half-bloods over my dead body. 

"Dumbledore? Is he here this evening? I've not seen him about. I'm sure he'll have something to 
say about a Gryffindor and a Slytherin marrying..." And I wouldn't be surprised to find he put the
little witch up to it. Careful, charming smile. 

And there they were: Hogwarts former Head Boy and Head Girl, entering the room arm in arm. 
All heads turned, and the buzz rose in volume. This Ball wasn't about the newly announced 
couple, but it was certainly looking like they would be the only topic of conversation. The son of 
Voldemort's supposed right hand man, and the Muggle-born girl who had helped Harry Potter 
kill the wizarding world's most evil denizen. How had this mismatched pair come together? 
What would be the result?

Lucius knew what was expected of him, and rose to walk smoothly forward to meet his son's 
fiancée. 

Draco slid an arm around Hermione, whose eyes were on Lucius and nowhere else. Lucius could
read her alertness in her face. He drew near, and Draco ushered Hermione forward. "Father. My 
fiancée, Hermione Granger."

"Miss Granger," said Lucius, lifting her beringed hand and kissing the back before looking up at 
her. "How charming to see you again. With my son, no less."

"Thank you, Mr Malfoy," she said breathlessly. 

"Come, I've saved you both seats at my table. You shall sit next to me, Miss Granger. We have so
much to say to each other, I'm sure." He took her hand and wrapped it into the crook of his arm. 
Draco followed, smirking proudly.

It will be an interesting night, thought Lucius. She has, indeed, grown into her looks. And there 
is confidence. An inner strength I can sense. Potter's friend? More likely Potter's better. There is 
power here, and to spare... 

Something in her walk, her carriage, reminded him of Narcissa. It was probably the way her chin
led her through the evening, set firmly, and the determination he could sense coming from her in 
waves. Later, after she'd had some wine, he'd try a tiny Legilimens. In the meantime, he began 



making pleasant small talk with his prospective daughter-in-law and the other Ministry people 
seated at the table.

~*~

Hermione had never thought she'd be glad to see the inside of her mouse-ridden studio, or smell 
the cloying scent of baking bread, but after the Ministry Ball, and the horrible stress of 
pretending to be happy seated between the two Malfoy men, the flat seemed as peaceful as an 
empty church. 

She stood before the small armoire that served as a closet, and stepped out of the shoes and fog-
grey dress she'd worn to the ball. Tea. She needed tea. Stumbling tiredly to the kitchenette, she 
violated her mother's cardinal rule: no brewing tea with wands. Then she shuffled back to bed, 
stripped off her underthings, and crawled into the sheets with her cup.

"Oh, Snape," she said aloud. "I wish you were here. I need to talk to you about this." One of 
Snape's many tricks had been useful -- a charm for the tip of the index finger, which, when 
dipped into the liquor in a glass, would neutralize the alcohol. It was an easy trick to use, since 
she had a fondness for making the crystal glass sing by running a moistened fingertip along the 
rim. Lucius had plied her with quite a bit to drink, and she'd had to feign her lack of inhibitions, 
and then eventually plead that she'd had too much and must stop drinking.

Lucius hadn't been nearly as menacing as she'd feared Voldemort's successor would be. At least, 
he didn't seem to exhale evil the way Voldemort had. Early in the evening, after she'd had a few 
glasses of wine, he'd made a gentle, subtle attempt at Legilimens, and Hermione met him in her 
new Waiting Room with her worries about Harry, her desire to help Harry, Harry's eyes, Harry's 
scar, Harry, Harry, Harry. And, of course, a thought or two about how handsome the Malfoy men 
looked. A moment later she'd felt Lucius withdraw.

No, the early part of the evening had even been pleasant. Lucius and Draco, on their best 
behavior, were fine conversationalists. And dancing with Draco had almost been fun, though she 
knew she was stiff and awkward, and the fog-grey dress didn't exactly lend itself to dancing, 
since the skirt wasn't slit quite far enough up the leg to permit free movement. Draco had caught 
her trying to spell it open farther, and had put his hand on her wand with a subtle shake of his 
head. "No charms," he'd said. 

"But it's impeding my movement," she'd hissed, twirling with him about the floor after the 
dinner.

"That impedance makes every man in the room want to take you to bed. It makes you sway most 
erotically for your knees to be so constrained." His blond head was close to hers as he whispered 
in her ear.

"Why is that a good thing?" she demanded.

"I'm a Malfoy," he told her arrogantly. "You wouldn't be engaged to me if you weren't a desirable



woman."

And to that, she hadn't a thing to say.

And she'd had even less to say when she danced with Lucius and felt his erection press against 
her belly. She'd been too appalled to speak, and concentrated on keeping her hips away from his.

She'd known it wasn't going to be easy, trying to bring down the Malfoys. But she hadn't really 
imagined exactly how difficult it would be.

~@~@~
Author's Note:
Many thanks to Lady Montgomery for the idea about a hand on Snape's family clock for 
Hermione. 
And as always, thanks to Hephastus for reading again, and again, and again...but this time, 
especially, for holding the hard line and making me write the hexing the way it NEEDED to be 
written.



Day Job
Chapter 8
A Little Knowledge Is a Dangerous Thing

I thought I would stop keeping this journal, once I restored all my memories, but it's helpful to 
write down the events of the day and think about them. And recording what I've done involving 
the Malfoys seems like a prudent thing to do, just in case... 

It's been almost two weeks since Snape first used the portkey to come to me, and since then he 
has visited four more times, always late at night, in that odd quiet before dawn...quiet, that is, 
except for the bakery downstairs, and the Snitch. It becomes more active whenever Snape is 
about. I suppose it's because I had charmed it to find Snape if something happened to me; but 
now that I've removed that compulsion from the Snitch, it's hard to say why it reacts to his 
presence in the flat so strongly. The dratted thing seems to be drawn to magic; perhaps the 
residue of the charm has affected it; otherwise, wouldn't Quidditch be an altogether different 
game? The Snitch would be attracted to the player with the strongest magic. Seeking would have
a whole new meaning.

I asked Snape if he could find a proper case for it, but he says he keeps forgetting. I know better. 
Snape doesn't simply forget. I think he likes to watch me lunge about the flat after it, slamming 
windows closed when it escapes. Snape laughs and flicks them shut with his wand. Sometimes 
the Muggle in me embarrasses me. The last time I caught it by trapping it in a saucepan where 
I'd just brewed a quick headache potion for Snape. 

I simply must find a better place for it than the cutlery drawer. But if it escapes again, I'll try 
casting a harmless spell or two and see if I can lure it close enough to grab.

I wonder if Snape will visit tonight; it hasn't been long since I saw Draco out. He was here most 
of the evening. He brought Blaise Zabini and Pansy Parkinson with him. I have to say, Blaise 
has become a very handsome man; and Pansy...well, I suppose it's unkind of me to be pleased 
that she's jealous of me, but I am. She sneered at my flat and my dead-end Muggle job, which 
Draco says I must soon quit. His father agrees, but I'm holding my own with them both. It was 
clear, from the way that Draco kept his hands on me all night, that he was convincing Pansy that
he really was taken. Draco's not a bad kisser, but he's got nothing on Snape. Snape thinks about 
kissing when he's kissing, and gods...what a difference that makes.

Lucius, though. There's a piece of work. I've been to Malfoy Manor for dinner every day off since
Draco and I became "engaged." Most evenings Draco wanders off to prowl the wine cellar -- a 
thin excuse, he returns hours later smelling of Muggle liquor and Amelia tells me the next day he
was at the Pea Pod. Lucius and I play chess and talk. He secretly tries Legilimens on me each 
time, and I keep showing him Harry, and how worried I am about him. I try to get Lucius to talk 
about the Death Eaters and have even talked with him about the bits of Voldemort that are 
"missing" from Harry, but he won't be drawn. Instead he wants to hear about my Muggle 
childhood. It's a farce we play at. And at last, just the other evening he asked about the Order of 
the Phoenix. It's begun, as Snape said it would: they want me to spy for them.



Something else has begun, too. It started the night of the Ministry ball. When I danced with 
Lucius, I could sense his arousal. Well, his wife has been dead for several years now, though I 
can't see Lucius being celibate in her absence. There's a certain way that Lucius looks at me, 
that makes me realize there's more going on in his head where I'm concerned. Snape gets a 
similar look when I catch him at odd moments -- a wanting, a need, that is more than merely 
sexual. 

That need is about control. With Snape it is tempered by love -- at least most of the time. With 
Lucius...Merlin help me. I'm just not equipped.

~*~

Hermione waited in Harry's private room at St. Mungo's for him to return from his morning's 
exercise. It was once again Wednesday morning, her regular visiting hours, since she'd begun 
working at the Pea Pod. 

And this morning she was shocked by Harry's appearance as he strolled into his room, before he 
was aware she was sitting in the armchair near the window. "You look better!" she exclaimed, 
rising.

"Hermione!" He seemed glad to see her, but only for a moment, and then his face clouded over. 
He strode to where she stood and took hold of her shoulders and shook her twice, briefly. "Are 
you out of your mind?"

"What? Harry, what --"

"Do you think we don't get the Daily Prophet? Someone always smuggles it in, though the 
healers believe it's not good for us to see. What in Merlin's name is wrong with you?"

"Oh. That." She and Draco had been in the papers more than once since going public with their 
"relationship."

"Yes, that. Hermione..." He trailed off, staring at her hand, where Draco's ring rested, along with 
Snape's portkey. "It's true, then? You're engaged to Draco? Malfoy? The ferret?"

Get hold of yourself, Granger, she told herself sternly. Harry looked so much better; there was a 
brightness to his eyes, a blush to his cheeks, and today it seemed like he'd at least tried to slick 
down the cowlicks in his hair. "Harry...I've been meaning to tell you a few things. I just 
couldn't...not while you were...well, like you were."

"A zombie, you mean?" he asked. "I'm better now, as you can see. The healers have really been 
working overtime this past month." He pressed her back into her chair and took the seat opposite.
"But you have to tell me what's been going on with you. I'm worried; why would you get 
engaged to Draco? I don't understand."

The quizzing went on until she had to leave for the Pea Pod, another thing Harry couldn't 



understand. Why wasn't she working in Aurory, her focus at University? In the end, she leaned 
close, and whispered: "I'm helping Dumbledore, Harry. Please don't demand to know anything 
more." Harry sat back and stared at her. She had displeased him with all her diversions and 
subterfuges and non-answers. But this little trump card...the news about Dumbledore, gave him 
much more to chew on.

She kissed his cheek before she left. "You look so much better. Whatever you're doing...keep 
doing it."

"I am better," he said. "Soon I'll leave here for good."

During work she thought about Harry and how much better he looked; enough better that it 
merited an update to Dumbledore. If Harry were to improve dramatically enough to leave St. 
Mungo's, her cover with the Malfoys would be blown.

Time to work on a new layer of disguises and motivations.

It didn't really take long; she'd been pondering it for a couple of weeks now. It was, perhaps, time
to respond to Lucius' small advances, at least a little. She needed a new ace in her hand. 

She shuddered.

~*~

Snape, upon waking each morning, went first to the hall and stared at the grandfather clock there.
There was only one hand that interested him: the one with Hermione's name on it. He checked it 
shortly before lunch, about the time she would be going to work at that awful pub. He'd visited 
there on one of her nights off, to see for himself where she was "working." It seemed harmless 
enough.

He checked the clock again mid-afternoon, just because he happened to be passing. Every day, at
that time, he happened to be passing.

And then again, late at night, when she ought to be back in her flat. Some nights she didn't go 
home right away, and he would pace about the house, sweeping past the clock too often, until 
finally that fourth hand pointed to Home.

It was maddening; and there were times when the hand pointed to Trouble. Her nights off. Spent,
as he knew -- for she told him the next time she saw him -- at Malfoy Manor, playing chess with 
Lucius, and Draco gone elsewhere. But when the hand trembled toward that mark on the face, it 
was all Snape could do not to invoke the spell that took him to the other end of the portkey, 
snatch her out of whatever situation she was in, and vanish with her for the rest of their lives. 

It could be done; he knew it could. There were perfectly good places to run in the wizarding 



world, backwaters where they could live in peace. New Zealand. Chile. Certain parts of the 
United States. Western Canada. Manchuria. If things got very bad, they could simply go Muggle.
Never use a wand again...he couldn't imagine it, but it was an option.

The trouble was, his Gryffindor would never forgive him for it. He eyed the next spot on the face
of the clock: Mortal Danger. And beyond that, Dead. 

It was time to go to Hogsmeade and check his owl post, and perhaps...perhaps...visit 
Dumbledore, who hadn't contacted him since he'd made that last trip to Hogwarts to fetch home 
his library. Albus. Albus, who, Snape was certain, was plotting as usual. With eager, fresh, naive 
Hermione doing his bidding. It still galled Snape.

~*~

There were long periods of familiar, restful darkness, still, but sometimes he saw the flare of 
daylight.

There had been several times when he'd sensed the presence of one he knew, one he thought he 
might remember. One he...trusted. One he needed.

Even more rare than the daylight were the tastes of magic in his prison. He fed off those like a 
bee from honey.

They strengthened him.

He needed more.

How to escape. That required pondering. And how to find that one, that person he remembered. 
That one he trusted.

~*~

Lucius sat up in bed, large fluffy pillows behind him. Next to him lay Bellatrix Lestrange, 
beautiful as the bust of Nefertiti, and equally cold. The sex had been technically perfect, for Bella
never did anything unless it was done well, but it lacked that spark Lucius required of the women
he bedded. It had been nothing more than hygiene sex, the simple scratching of an itch, like 
taking a meal or using the toilet. 

Her sidelong glance was knowing. "I know you like a bit more of an edge. Narcissa told me 
about the rough sex. And I've seen the articles in the Prophet about those witches left on the 
doorstep of St. Mungo's, Lucius. But I only have the one Cruciatus scar on my body, and I want 
to keep it that way." Her fingers, beneath the sheet, traced up his leg and cupped him. "I might 
allow you to cast an entanglement hex, my dear brother-in-law, or even Petrificus, but not 
Crucio."



"I don't know what you're talking about," he told her. Bella snorted delicately. She pushed the 
blankets aside and sat up.

"Thanks for the ride," she smirked, reaching for her wand at the bedside, so she could summon 
her clothing. Merlin knew where it had got to; they'd been undressing all the way up the flights 
of stairs from the drawing room. Usually the house elves gathered it up and tended to it for her. 
"And I'm sure you read in that same paper that someone tried to kill Belasius Zabini this week. 
Unsuccessfully, I might add. Your Ministry toady botched the job. I suppose I'll have to do it 
myself."

Lucius twined his fingers in the blue-black strands of her long hair. It was an incredible contrast, 
that broad ripple of dark silk over the flesh of her back. Perfect, porcelain skin, except for that 
eye-shaped scar low on her belly, level with the crest of her hip. The complete antithesis of her 
pale, perfect sister, on whom he had never cast so much as a glamour. "Don't go. I have 
something to ask you." He tugged her wand from her hand and caressed its full length, 
murmuring a low, soft spell to it. Bella's eyes slitted at him. 

"I know that incantation," she told him. "That's the -- ahhh, Lucius." 

"Not the ahhh, Lucius," he mocked, amused. "The Manus Distans Amoris -- Lover's Distant 
Touch." He ran his fingers along the length of Bella's wand and watched her arch forward. "Do 
you feel it?"

"Of course I do." She lay back, ready for whatever pleasure he would give this time. Lucius was 
nothing if not inventive. She found she could not look away from the dark wood of her wand, 
and the way his fingers hitched slowly, excruciatingly, along it. Every movement of his fingers 
she could feel upon some part of her body. The incantation was most commonly used between 
couples who had been separated for some reason; it was possible to charm inanimate objects to 
respond in this way, and married couples frequently charmed their wedding rings. But Bella was 
so in tune with her wand, so aware of nearly every cell of its grain, that Lucius' charmed touch 
was intensified.

Lucius ran his lips along Bella's wand and watched her writhe slowly. He let his lips dwell on a 
particular knot in the grain at the base of the handle, and smirked when she nodded and her lips 
fell gently open. "There?" he murmured.

"Yes. More."

"Greedy," he told her, but he nibbled and tongued at that spot.

"Don't -- leave -- toothmarks --" Her body arched and writhed again, and this time her fingers 
stole gently between her thighs.

"Unusual wood," he said. "Walnut?"

"Pecan...imported...Merlin, that mouth of yours."



"Did you know I have Voldemort's grimoire?"

"I thought...someone must, why not you. Harder, Lucius."

"Any harder and I'll give myself splinters. No...this will have to do for you." He dwelled for 
some time at that tiny spot in the grain, while Bella panted softly, and then moved to place the tip
of her wand in his mouth. He could feel the jolting tingle of the wand's core on his tongue. He 
sucked gently, and Bella moaned. "I think I sense gryphon hair in your wand. Do I?" His speech, 
around the wand, was indistinct but she understood him all the same.

"No...no...it's...hmm, Lucius. I like this spell...it's braided veela hair."

"Multiple hairs?"

"From three -- AH!" Her hips moved sharply, and her hand fell away from herself as Lucius 
continued to suck at the tip of her wand. 

"Different veelas?"

Bella nodded, her head thrashing on the pillow. Lucius watched with narrowed eyes as she came.
Pecan, with three braided veela hairs. No wonder she was such a carnal creature. Narcissa's wand
had been bois d'arc, with dragon heartstring. He waited until she had calmed again, then placed 
her wand back on the side table. "Lovely, lovely Bella."

"That was good," she said. "I'll have to remember that. Back to Voldemort's grimoire..."

"Yes. I have found in it some very interesting information. Bella, if I were to ask you to find 
Snape, could you do it?"

She turned on her side and regarded him. "He's nearly as powerful as Dumbledore. More 
powerful than I am."

"All I need is for someone to locate him. I have the means to contain him. I found it in that 
grimoire."

"I'll give it thought. You know he left Hogwarts weeks ago; he hasn't been seen since. Do you 
recall where he lived?"

"He grew up in Northumberland. His father was a brute and liked privacy for beating his wife 
and child. That's all I know. "

"Not much help, and he will have made his home unplottable and disconnected the Floo...still, he
must need supplies. I'll check with my contacts in Knockturn Alley." She shifted so she could 
begin placing wet, open-mouthed kisses up his thigh. Lucius felt interest returning.



"There is one other matter..." He closed his eyes as she took the moist tip of his cock into her 
mouth for a moment. "My son's...fiancée. What do you think of her?" 

Bella lifted her head and looked directly at him, unflinching. "I don't think of her at all, she's a 
Muggle-born. But she ran with Potter. You should kill her. She's Dumbledore's creature. 
Remember Snape, Lucius. Dumbledore's followers never really turn."

"I thought I might like to fuck her," Lucius said, sliding down into the bed. Bella loomed over 
him and settled astride his erection. He shoved upward into her.

"Did you stop to think what your son might think about that, careless idiot that he is? And I know
Narcissa wouldn't like it." She laughed when his hands snatched her wrists and gripped them 
much too tightly. There would be bruises. "Fuck me instead." She began to move on him, 
grinding her hips against his.

"Narcissa wouldn't like that, either," he told her, but he did it anyway. Bella never minded when 
he called her Cissa in the heat of the moment. And for all Bella's darkness, there was enough of a
family resemblance in the voice that if he closed his eyes, he was almost fooled...for a little 
while.

~*~

Remus had the balcony doors open on this beautiful summer day. It wouldn't be long before the 
moon was full again; he had less than a week. It was time he contacted Neville to be sure the 
young man was brewing his wolfsbane potion. He thought about casting a glamour over himself 
so that he could go out on the balcony and look down over the building's courtyard, but a 
scratching noise behind him attracted his sensitive ears.

The Dicta-Quill was moving again. Remus went to stand over it and read as it scrawled along. 
The handwriting was his own, for he had spelled the quill.

Draco: Are you bored, Blaise? You're very quiet.
Blaise: I'm tired, that's all. Sitting up with Father at St. Mungo's for the past three days -- that's 
when I was bored. Now I'm simply tired. Is there any whiskey?
Draco: Plenty. Shall I?
Blaise: Please.
Draco: Here. It's a pity the killer wasn't successful. Avada Kedavra leaves no marks. As it is, the 
old bastard's scorched all over, but still alive. No help to us.
Blaise: Nor is your girlfriend a help to us.
Draco: I've told you --
Blaise: Yes, time and again. You need her as a spy against the Order. You need her as cover 
because I can't tell my family you're my lover, and you're sick of being pursued by Pansy and 
everyone like her. And every time you touch her in front of me --



Ah, thought Remus. I need to find Hermione. And Dumbledore. This is interesting.

Draco: I've told you too much.
Blaise: And I've not said enough.
Draco: What do you mean?
Blaise: I should have told my family about us -- months ago -- and simply taken my lumps as 
they came. Now it's even longer before we can be together. How you must hate me.
Draco: We're together now! What are you talking about, hate you? I could never hate you. 
Blaise: I just...let's be realistic. With Father being on the alert more than ever, now, there's no 
chance he'll be --
Draco: Removed from the picture? 

Wait -- removed? Was the Malfoy family seeking to remove the head of the Zabinis? This, this 
might be enough to get Lucius sent to Azkaban. Talk more, boys, talk more, Remus thought. 
Give me the information I need. 

Blaise: Exactly. 
Draco: Have faith. Something will happen, I'm sure of it.
Blaise: I wish...
Draco: Wish, I will grant it.
Blaise: Not this, you won't. You're too ambitious.
Draco: Ambitious?
Blaise: You want to rule wizarding Britain, just like your father. And you can't do that with 
another wizard at your side. It must be a witch.
Draco: I want to be with you, is what I want.
Blaise: Prove it. Come away with me.
Draco: What?
Blaise; Come away with me. Let's go. Leave this place.
Draco: And go where? Why?
Blaise: I've always liked the idea of Brazil, learning candomble...
Draco: Leave...just leave?
Blaise: I've been thinking about it, anyway. Just you think about it, too, that's all I'm asking. 
Shall we go and find some place to eat? I'm hungry. 

The Dicta-quill settled back on the parchment and was still. Remus clenched his fists. It wasn't 
enough; not enough to put Lucius away; yet, it was something. He needed to tell Hermione. 
Now...where did he put that slip of parchment on which she'd written the address of her flat?

~*~

Hermione knew what she was about to do was rash. It was her night off, but Draco had made no 
arrangements to see her, or invite her to dinner at Malfoy Manor. She checked herself in the 
mirror over the sink one last time, charming it to give a wide field of view, since it was not a 
cheval mirror. She smoothed her summery, white eyelet dress over her hips, adjusted her 



cleavage subtly, slicked some Muggle gloss over her lips, and dabbed honeysuckle perfume at 
her wrists, behind her ears, and at the hollow of her throat. 

I'm not out to seduce Lucius, she thought to herself. Just going to visit; give him an opportunity 
to tip his hand; and see which way the wind is really blowing. I think he suspects me; why 
wouldn't he? He's not stupid.

When she was ready, she Apparated to the grand front entrance of Malfoy Manor. She was gone 
by the time Remus found the parchment with her address on it.

It was one of Lucius' cowed house elves that answered her knock. "Missy Granger," he said, 
bowing, flapping his ears. "Please to be coming inside! I am telling Master you arriving!" He 
ushered her quickly into the drawing room where they always played chess of an evening. 
Hermione wandered to the set; it was in mid-game. She could not remember if this was where 
they had left off the game when she last visited. She checked the side-seam of her dress, where 
she had permanently Transfigured a slim pocket for her wand. 

It was only a few moments later that she heard a low voice, laughing seductively. A woman's 
voice. And a moment later the drawing room door opened and in walked the Longbottom 
family's nemesis, Bellatrix Lestrange. Two paces into the room, Bellatrix stopped, staring at 
Hermione. Bellatrix's hand slid to her sleeve for her wand. Hermione remained very still, but she 
could feel her rage at the sight of this woman bubbling into her throat like bile. The cruelty, the 
horror this woman was responsible for...

She could hear Snape's voice in her head. If you need to use your anger as a crutch, then use it. 
Every time he'd taught her something important, he'd provoked her until she was angry, and then 
her magic would work for her. And now it was important that she remain coldly aloof, detached. 
She could almost feel the anger burning down the length of her arms to pool in her palms. I 
wonder if I could actually kill her wandlessly. I feel as if I could. She deserves to die for what she
did to Neville's parents alone, to say nothing of what she's done since then. She swallowed hard 
and saw Bellatrix's eyes catch the small movement. The dark-haired woman's eyes slitted briefly.
Don't make the mistake of thinking I'm frightened, thought Hermione.

Bellatrix called over her shoulder. "Lucius, brother dear...Draco's little Mudblood toy is here. 
You didn't mention you would have...guests." The last word was drawled sneeringly, stretched 
almost beyond recognition. She walked forward into the room. 

"Madame Lestrange," said Hermione coolly.

Lucius seemed almost to have been hurrying as he entered the drawing room. "Ah! Hermione! 
Draco didn't mention dropping by this evening." He strode quickly to her and kissed her cheek as
he took her by both hands. "I would introduce you to Bella, but I see you've met."



"Over a hex or two," said Hermione, "at the Ministry years ago."

"Bygones," said Bellatrix loftily, waving a languid hand. "Lucius, I must be on my way. Thank 
you for a...lovely and edifying afternoon." Her dark gaze slid to Hermione, who said nothing as 
the woman went to the fireplace, tossed in some Floo powder, murmured something Hermione 
could not hear, and departed.

Lucius took one look at Hermione's tense form, and chuckled softly. "My dear, you look 
positively rigid. Come and have a drink."

"She's an evil woman," said Hermione.

Lucius slanted a brow upward. "She's a Death Eater," he said. "As are you, now, my dear. What 
would you expect?" He patted her hand. "Now. To what do I owe the pleasure of your company 
this evening? I wasn't expecting you."

Hermione blinked. "It's my evening off. I assumed..." she let her voice trail away, feeling his 
thumb brushing over the back of her hand. She fought the urge to flinch. "Oh, dear. I can see I'm 
imposing. I just thought, since we'd made rather a habit, Draco and I, of dinner here on my nights
off..."

"Nonsense, nonsense, you'll stay for dinner. It will be charming to get to know you better without
my son about. Drink?" He released her hand.

"Thank you."

"What will you have?"

"Oh...could you choose for me? I must admit, seeing... her...has me rather shaken."

Lucius chuckled. "Gryffindors. Hermione, are you certain you're equipped to be a Death Eater?"

Hermione dropped into her customary chair at the chess set, ignoring his query. The white queen 
turned and glared at her. Hermione sneered back. "Is this our game from last weekend?"

"No. It's one I was playing with Erskine. Would you like to take his side, and we'll finish the 
game? He was playing black."

"He was beating you?"

"Erskine is quite a good player." Lucius was beside her now, holding out a glass filled rather too 
full of whiskey. Hermione took the glass from him, allowing her fingers to touch his as though it 
were completely comfortable and expected. Like any good prospective Death Eater daughter-in-
law should behave, she thought. He slanted a crafty look at her, and Hermione, despite herself, 
began to laugh.



"You were letting him win, you mean," she corrected him. His mouth curled in a snide smile.

"Touché, my dear. Yes, I was. Erskine grows petulant if he doesn't win occasionally."

Hermione laughed and settled the glass on her leg, carefully edging her index finger over the lip 
of the glass, and concentrating on a wandless, nearly silent anti-Borgia spell to detect tampering 
with food and drink. It seemed clear enough, and she took a sip. Lucius watched her carefully as 
she drank. "Is it to your liking?"

"It's...strong." But it wasn't as harsh as Snape's single malt, and so she took another sip. "But it's 
pleasant. Black, you say?" She reached out and spun the top of the chess table so that the black 
pieces were closest to her. Lucius took his place in the chair opposite. "It's kind of you to be so 
hospitable, and I'm sorry I presumed so much."

"Nonsense," he said again. She could feel his eyes upon her. "You look lovely in white," he told 
her now. "Lovely." His voice changed. "Hermione --"

She looked up at him, sipping slowly, and moving a pawn forward. She meant to pace herself; 
this wasn't the marbles game with Snape; her intention was for this drink to last a good long 
time. It wouldn't be smart to get drunk with Lucius about. "Yes?"

"Why not be honest with me. You're not in love with my son." He leaned forward and set his 
glass to the side of the chessboard. A moment later he moved his last remaining bishop.

"We suit each other," she said, looking back at the game. "We have a purpose or two that this 
engagement serves. I meet people who might be able to help Harry, and Draco is 'taken' enough 
that the predatory women leave him alone." She set down her glass and reached for the black 
knight that was shaking his fist at the white bishop. Lucius' fingers pressed hers over the knight 
and held her still. 

"Hermione. You do know my son prefers men to women, don't you?"

Hermione did not have to fake her astonishment. The stammer was real. "W-what?" Her hand 
shook, and when Lucius clutched it more fully in his own, setting aside the knight.

"I can see I've upset you. Did you truly not know?"

She heard, clearly, the gloating note in his voice, and looked up at him. "You know I didn't, 
Lucius. And you've told me this to further your own agenda, haven't you?"

"How well you know me."

"Don't make me laugh. I don't know you at all. Lucius, what is it you want from me? Why are 
you telling me this about Draco, why now?" He had not yet let go of her hand. Hermione tried to 
worm out of his grip, only to have him add the other hand and stroke her palm.



"Can you not guess? I have decided I want you for myself." When she pulled away this time, he 
allowed it. She took her drink with her and moved to stare out the French doors into the twilit 
garden. She half expected the statues outside to point and laugh. What a mess she was making of 
this whole thing.

"Please don't joke, it's not funny." 

"I'm not joking, Hermione."

"You want me because I'm unobtainable. Because I'm engaged to your son. That, or you think it 
would be...interesting...to bed a M-muggle-born." She had almost used that terrible word, 
stopping herself just in time.

His laugh was fracturing crystal, just like Draco's. She could see a dim reflection of him, 
lounging in his chair. "Come and sit down, Hermione. I'm not going to pounce on you like some 
fifth year student with his first whore. Let's talk about this like the intelligent people we are. We 
both want things. Let's see where that takes us. I believe I can offer you much more than my son 
can."

"I don't have anything to give you."

"You have information."

"No, I don't. Truly." But she walked slowly back to her armchair. Things were moving along, all 
right. Lucius had taken at least some of the bait.

"I believe you were about to move that knight."

"I don't think I want to play chess any longer." She looked at him very frankly. "Tell me what 
you want. I know what Draco wanted." She fought the strong urge to twist Snape's ring on her 
thumb.

"Let's start with a few questions. First -- has my son made love to you?"

Hermione bridled. "What kind of horrible parent are you?"

"I'm just making a point. I see by your reaction that he has not. Which supports my statement, 
does it not? When have you ever known my son not to go after something he wanted?"

Hermione wasn't sure where this was going, but she decided to play along. "Never."

"Exactly. Which means you are not something he wants. Not sexually, at any rate. Next 
question."

"Wait. I answered one of yours, now you answer one of mine."



There was a long pause, and finally Lucius smiled slowly. "I'll answer those questions I choose 
to answer, but you may ask as many as you like."

"Ah. Sometimes we learn as much from the questions as we do from the answers, yes, sir? 
Perhaps I see, now, why Draco might not want me. What I don't see, Mr Malfoy, is why you 
might."

His eyebrow went up, and for a long moment Hermione believed he would not answer the 
question. When he spoke, his voice was low, and soft, and completely seductive. She felt a chill 
raise goose pimples on her skin. "We're back to 'Mr Malfoy,' are we? If you've not looked at 
yourself in the mirror lately, young woman, you should. Muggle-born or not, you are desirable. 
And there is, of course, your razor-sharp mind. It's not often I come across a witch as talented as 
you."

"Thank you, I suppose," she said dubiously. "Your turn."

"Tell me what you know about Severus Snape. I seek him."

Every alarm bell she possessed rang wildly in her brain. She fought for control of her reactions, 
and won. "Professor Snape? Draco told me he resigned from Hogwarts at the end of last term."

"Would you know where to find him, do you think? I have questions for him as well."

"Questions for the man who betrayed Voldemort? Somehow I doubt your intentions are good. 
They're probably not even neutral."

"Don't presume, young woman. Answer the question."

"Actually, I don't know where he is." And that is completely true. She looked up at Lucius, her 
brown eyes clear and bright. She could feel the tickle of Lucius' Legilimens and forced herself to 
relax, and fill her mind with that low-level worry about Harry, while inside, behind the Waiting 
Room walls, her brain was racing. "Why do you want to find him? Is it because he betrayed 
Voldemort?"

Lucius' tone was bitter when he at last responded. "I want to know how he hid it from me all 
those years. Hid the fact that he was spying for Dumbledore. He was my friend, Hermione. And 
he lied to me. I simply want to know why."

"Your friend...I wouldn't have thought Professor Snape had friends. He's a horrible man. He was 
hateful to me and my friends."

"Draco told me often about how unfairly he treated the Gryffindors," said Lucius silkily. "Not 
that I'd have done any differently, you understand. We are Slytherins. Still..." and his voice went 
soft. "I want to find him...and if you could find him for me...I would reward you."

Hermione leaned forward, meeting the clear grey eyes. How he could be so wicked and still so 



beautiful was completely beyond her, but use him she would. "How, exactly?"

"What you want for Potter...my son cannot help you, but I can."

At her sharply indrawn breath, Lucius smiled. "And aside from that, my dear...don't you think 
you'd take pleasure from seeing Snape get his comeuppance?"

"I...think I...would," she said slowly. "Yes, I think I would." She thoughtfully moved her bishop 
from behind her knight, and took the white queen, who screamed in a thin, high voice shrill with 
fury. Lucius raised his eyebrows at Hermione. 

"I didn't see that coming," he admitted. "But you won't get away with such a move as that again."
And he moved his rook, taking Hermione's knight. He smirked at her coldly. "You may have 
taken my queen, but I believe I have checkmated your King."

Hermione watched the rook and the knight struggle, until the rook dragged the flagging knight to
the edge of the board and threw him off. Only Lucius' quick reflexes caught the piece before it 
struck the floor. Yes, checkmate, she thought. Let's hope that's not an omen...



Day Job
Chapter 9
The Slippery Slope

Last night I began my new campaign to capture the attention of Lucius Malfoy. Over a game of 
chess, no less.

The terrifying thing is -- it wasn't difficult. I didn't even have to work at it; I didn't need to use 
the limited seduction skills I practiced on Snape. Lucius likes something in me; something draws 
him. I must learn what it is and exploit it, I suppose. 

It makes me shudder. He's so beautiful, so cold, and so single-minded. So dedicated to the 
pursuit of his goals. He's immensely strong. I can feel his power when he enters the room. He 
doesn't hide it the way Snape does. You never know when Snape is about, if he's concentrating 
on keeping his presence muted. It's as though he walks around with a Disillusionment spell 
masking him at all times. That's probably what's saved his skin all these years.

And Lucius doesn't want much, does he? Only Snape's head on a platter, in return for that 
mythical solution to Harry's trouble. I wonder if Lucius suspects that my insistence that there is 
Dark magic to fix Harry is a façade I'm hiding behind. I suppose I must play my cards as if he 
does suspect. 

I must talk to Snape. I need his advice, and I need him to know how serious Lucius is about 
finding him.

I'm going back to Malfoy Manor today.

Without Draco.

Merlin help me.

~*~

Hermione looked at herself in the mirror in her tiny bath. This time she was wearing robes 
transfigured to a clinging russet silk dress, complete with low neckline. She met her own gaze in 
the mirror. It was not the gaze of a confident woman, but...perhaps "confident woman" was not 
the right role to play for Lucius. Perhaps he would prefer someone more innocent. 

Innocent she was no longer, thanks to Snape; she watched a tiny smirk creep across her lips. It 
had been a very strange deflowering, each thinking they were seducing the other, and yet she'd 
been too drunk and too anxious when it came to the point of actual sex. The morning after, 
however, had put paid to her troublesome virginity, and then their love affair had begun. Yet, 
though she wasn't innocent, neither was she experienced. 

She swallowed hard, checked her wand where it rested in her customary side-seam pocket -- it 
spoiled the line of the dress, but even a Malfoy understood that -- and then Disapparated to the 



front steps of Malfoy Manor. Once again her knock was answered by a house elf who ushered 
her into the drawing room. 

Lucius turned from the French doors, where the afternoon light slanted in, pooling like rosy 
syrup on the parquet. He smiled. "I was hoping you'd come," he said.

"I know it seems like I was just here," she said, a little breathlessly, feeling her pulse flicker 
anxiously. 

"It's your day off, isn't it?"

"Yes. And I haven't been able to find Draco. But then, I don't know all his haunts, and we don't 
really report to each other. I thought he might come here."

Lucius shook his head, still smiling. "Don't dissemble, Hermione." He came across the floor, 
hands outstretched to take hers and draw her into the room. "You came to see me, not Draco. You
know I'm the one who can help you." His thumbs brushed the backs of her hands. His right 
thumb caught on the platinum and emerald wyrm ring, and he lifted that hand to look more 
closely. "You know, I never have taken a good look at the ring my son chose for you. May I?" 
His clear gaze lifted to hers as his fingers tugged gently at the ring.

"Certainly," Hermione said, letting him pull it from her hand.

"And if I might impose further...why don't you pour us both a drink? Brandy for me." He 
wandered to the French doors where the light was better. Hermione made her way to the drinks 
cabinet and poured them each a brandy. She whispered Snape's fingertip charm and removed the 
alcohol from her own glass before turning from the cabinet.

Lucius, standing haloed in the slanting light, dressed in a dark blue velvet smoking jacket with 
black lapels, might have been an angel. There was a faint smile on his face. His two hands were 
lifted into the light, a ring in each: Hermione's tail-biting wyrm in his left, and his own signet -- 
adorned with a much smaller emerald -- in his right. He turned to her. "Ah. Yes, thank you, my 
dear." There was a bit of awkwardness as he fumbled his signet onto his hand, and then took his 
drink, before returning her ring. She slid it into place, feeling it snug itself down as usual. 

"My son has good taste," he said. His gaze moved over her figure. "In more than just jewelry."

Hermione felt herself flushing. She took a sip of her drink to cover her reaction. 

"I disturb you, don't I?" Lucius asked now.

She waited a long time before answering. "You know you do. I'm...still getting used to 
everything, you know?"

"It's all right, my dear. I quite understand. I'm sure a little Gryffindor finds all this...subtlety...a bit
daunting." He slid a companionable arm about her waist and urged her toward the fireplace. 



"Come. A game?"

"I'd rather talk, if you don't mind." She allowed him to seat her in her customary armchair and he
took the seat opposite. 

"What about?"

"Our little agreement."

"Ah! Have you located Snape?" He sat forward eagerly.

"Oh -- no, not yet. I'm just curious about a few things. I know you want to know how he hid his 
true motivations from you all those years, but...why do you think Professor Snape will answer 
your questions?"

Lucius smiled again, and Hermione found herself struck by how handsome he really was. It was 
too bad he was so wicked, because his looks far exceeded Gilderoy Lockhart's, even when 
Lockhart was at his peak years ago. She let herself appear starry-eyed, and watched the faintest 
glitter creep into his eyes. "You can't imagine I'll give away all my secrets so cheaply, surely?"

"A girl can ask, can't she?" A dimple appeared in her cheek. "You must know so many things. 
And surely you know I'm an avid student."

"Are you." His voice lowered seductively. "What else might I teach you, if not my darkest 
secrets?"

This directness took her aback, and she bit her lower lip. Lucius' gaze went to her mouth and 
stayed. She felt her colour rising, and again he smiled. "I...I..." she stammered, and rose abruptly,
walking to the French doors, where she stood with her arms crossed, hands on her shoulders. 
Some instinct was telling her that the shy, innocent girl would appeal most to Lucius. Something 
he could corrupt.

As she had hoped -- and, if truth be told, feared -- Lucius followed. He stood behind her, his own
hands resting lightly over hers on her shoulders. His hands were warm and she could not help but
contrast them with Snape's touch. His hands stroked carefully over her shoulders and down the 
gentle swell of her triceps, where the short sleeves of the dress left her arms bare. Where Snape's 
skin was roughened, that of a man who worked with his hands for a living, handling harsh 
ingredients, knives, mortars and pestles, Lucius' hands were smooth and soft. Elegant. 

Knowing hands.

Hermione stepped forward out of his grasp, but the glass door was there and she had no room to 
escape him. He moved forward and caught her shoulders again, but this time the slight pressure 
of his hands turned her to face him. Hermione stared determinedly at the sash that belted his 
smoking jacket, until his right hand moved under her chin and lifted her face. Even then she 
stared at his Adam's apple until his palm and fingers curved to her jawline and his thumb brushed



over her lower lip. Hermione felt herself trembling. Don't, she thought. Please don't. Her heart 
began to hammer wildly, and she knew he could feel it. She looked at him at last, reluctantly.

The barest tip of his tongue slipped out to wet his mouth. Hermione swallowed hard. "Mr 
Malfoy," she whispered, hardly able to speak for the sudden dryness in her throat.

"Come now," he murmured back. "We're past such formalities, surely." He stroked her lips again 
with his thumb. 

"I'm engaged to your son," she choked out.

"A farce and we all know it," he whispered, and bent his head to hers. "I've always wanted to 
taste a Gryffindor." 

His mouth was gentle. It wasn't in the least what she had expected, but still she trembled. All the 
stories about Lucius told of his legendary sexual prowess, and his predatory, brutal habits. But 
this -- it was as if he were tenderly holding a frightened rabbit in his hands. Her eyes drifted 
closed, and a moment later he lifted his head. Her eyes fluttered open and she met his cool gaze.

"Such innocence," he murmured. "Tell me -- are you a virgin, Hermione?"

"I...I...no," she finally managed to squeak. 

"Are you sure?" queried Lucius. "Have you, for example, kissed a man in this way --" and his 
head bent again, and a moment later his tongue opened her lips and pressed inward. A massive 
shudder shook Hermione. No one had kissed her like that except Snape. Not even Ron had been 
so passionate with her. Their snogging had been of the schoolmate variety, a little breathless, a 
lot rushed, inexpert and sloppy. Lucius, like Snape, was an experienced man, adult in his desires 
and confident in his technique. 

Hermione's hands moved from her shoulders at last and pushed at Lucius' middle. "Stop," she 
gasped, as he allowed her to push him away. "Please...stop."

He smirked at her. "Well?" he queried.

Hermione blinked up at him. "Well -- what?" She tried to back away, but his hands were still at 
her shoulders, and though he had allowed her to break from his kiss, he was not permitting her to
move farther.

"You haven't answered my question. Have you been kissed like that?"

Her eyes slid away from his. Snape's face, taut with passion as he made love to her, filled her 
mind and she panicked. A Legilimens right now, and she'd betray them both. For a flashing 
moment she wondered if it would have been better had she not restored all her memories. She 
couldn't speak while she struggled to control herself.



Lucius gave a quiet chuckle. "I thought not," he said. "The dismay on your face gives you away. 
" His hands moved from her shoulders to slide down her back to her hips, and pull her close. 
"And this? Have you been kissed like this?" He nuzzled her behind her left ear and she felt the 
purely reflexive response of her body as gooseflesh rose. His mouth trailed down her neck. His 
hands slowly kneaded the muscles of her buttocks, and a moment later curved under them and 
partially between her thighs from behind, clutching, lifting. Hermione was pressed tight against 
him and could clearly feel his erection against her stomach. When she gasped, Lucius, quick as a 
snake, brought his mouth to catch hers as it opened, and plundered there.

To Hermione's everlasting horror and guilt, she felt her nipples hardening and a strange, 
frightening warmth curling low in her abdomen. Did she want Lucius? 

"No!" she cried, twisting loose, groping for her wand and pointing it at Lucius from several steps
away. "Don't -- don't --"

"Don't come any closer or you'll hex me? Don't kiss you again? Don't touch you? Don't feel you 
responding to me, Hermione?" His mouth curved in a slow, knowing smile. "Don't... want you, 
Hermione? You must forgive me for taking advantage of you. I know it was wrong of me." He 
took a step toward her and held out his hands. "Come here, little Gryffindor Death Eater. Come 
and give me what we both want."

~*~ 

Snape closed his reference book slowly, carefully. It was three hundred years old. The spine of 
the book had long ago cracked, years before Snape's grandfather had inherited the book. 
Occasionally Snape considered transcribing the contents and putting the old volume permanently
into archival storage at Hogwarts or with the Ministry of Magic, but then he would leaf through 
the book and realize how much secret information was there; information that the Snape family 
had passed down for at least five generations. 

It was one of the few things Snape had taken from Road's End when he left it to go to Hogwarts 
his seventh year. He'd had no intention of returning home when his NEWTs were finished.

His mother had watched in silence as Snape went through his father's personal library while the 
old bastard was sleeping, drunk, at his desk, lying back in his chair snorting and spitting like a 
bull elephant. Snape made a pile of the best reference books, replacing them with some of his 
old, third- or fourth-hand Hogwarts schoolbooks, with glamours cast upon them to beguile the 
old man, at least for a time.

Snape had looked at her as she watched him: her pale, slender son. As different as cold, silent 
moonlight was from the blaring desert sun, were her child and his father. Guilt swamped him. 
Once his father discovered the theft, his mother would suffer. His hand moved toward another 
volume as she watched, her eyes quiet and deep, and then he pulled his hand back. He didn't 
want her punished. He turned back to the pile of stolen books and went to replace them, but her 



soft little hand was there before him.

"Take them. Use them, Severus."

"Mother. He'll --"

She shook her head and pressed her hand to his mouth. "My son. Go and learn."

And so he had. And some of that learning had led him down the wrong path, but he couldn't help 
feel now that he had righted most of that precarious tilt. The slope was not so steep.

Not for him.

But for Hermione...he might as well have set her at the top of a hill glazed with ice, and given 
her a shove.

And that's why he was reviewing this ancient tome. There were many binding spells and potions 
in it, and he had in mind to brew one of the oldest and most potent: Nox Primus, First Night, 
given centuries ago to reluctant virgin witches to bind them to their hoary and decrepit old 
husbands, to ensure wifely chastity and obedience. It was a form of love potion, but it was 
permanent, and as such, Dark and forbidden. Once she drank it, Hermione would belong to him 
body, mind, and soul. 

He told himself firmly it was what he wanted; no matter that it was her fierce spirit that drew him
most. He already knew it was that very spirit that lifted her chin and sent her back to him night 
after night during her training when she was so tired and disappointed and so nearly broken, 
toward the end as he taught her the Unforgivables. Nox Primus would break that spirit, but he 
would have her with him after that, and Dumbledore would have to solve the problem of the 
Malfoys some other way.

It was time to pay a visit to Longbottom's Quintessentials.

No one answered his knock at the front door of the tidy white Longbottom cottage. Snape moved
around to the back garden, and dimly he could see someone's shadow in one of the larger 
greenhouses. He stalked to the doorway and peered in.

Inside, Neville Longbottom was swiftly and efficiently potting up a cluster of plantlets, pinching 
their topmost leaflets to make them branch. There was almost a smile on the face of the tall, 
sandy-haired young man as he worked his peaceful, earthbound magic. No wand was in 
evidence; and Snape could plainly see that Neville didn't need one; he spoke softly to the plants, 
and it was only when he was transferring a tray of potted seedlings to one of the innumerable 
growing tables that he saw Snape.

The result was instantaneous -- Neville's native clumsiness reasserted itself upon sight of Snape, 
and it was only Snape's reflexively flicked Leviosa that saved the plants from certain wreckage 



and saw them safely to the table.

"P-p-professor Snape," stammered Neville, colouring. "Er. Thanks. And -- welcome. Gran told 
me you might be by one of these days. Were you looking for her?"

"I seek ingredients," said Snape. "Therefore I require assistance from you or your grandmother."

"Oh, what are you making?"

"That is my business."

"Um. Yes. Certainly." Neville wiped his hands on his bib apron. "Let me just get a basket, and I'll
help you find what you need, right away."

"Thank you."

Neville looked startled to hear the potions master's politeness.

Some crimped little imp in Snape's soul prodded at him, and he spoke again, though his lip 
curled in a sneer. "I'm told you've brewed Lupin's potion for him since I left Hogwarts. Have you
been successful?"

"I have!" exclaimed Neville, eagerly. "It's not a difficult potion, it just requires patience, and the 
roots must be macerated, and not..."

"Not minced. Some brewers never learn that." 

"Maceration releases a plant's inherent properties much more fully than mincing," said Neville. 

"Exactly." Looking at the young man's embarrassed flush of pride, Snape was appalled at 
himself. He had just conversed with Neville Longbottom. It mustn't happen again. He blamed it 
on a spring and summer spent associating much too closely with Gryffindors. "My list," said 
Snape stiffly. Neville fumbled a basket from the pile and motioned for Snape to follow him to the
Longbottoms' storeroom in the cellar of the house.

~*~

Draco stood on his balcony, turning a glass of brandy in his hands. Slowly, mirroring the 
slowness of his thoughts. 

They were dark thoughts. Blaise's words kept ringing in his head. You want to rule wizarding 
Britain, just like your father. And you can't do that with another wizard at your side. It must be a 
witch. And his own words in response: I want to be with you, is what I want. 

But was it? Did he want to give up the chance at power, truly? There had to be a way to have his 
cake and eat it too. If Blaise's father, old Belasius, were out of the picture, Blaise would be head 



of the family and could do as he wished and not be threatened or gainsaid. Then, Draco thought, 
he would break his "engagement" with Hermione, and announce the alliance of the Malfoy and 
Zabini families. 

But the problem was that the Malfoy name must not be connected in any way to the removal of 
Belasius. 

Killing Belasius, that is. Call it what it really was. Murder. He was planning a murder, and he 
needed help. Not from his father; from his aunt Bellatrix. Lucius had power and motivation and 
money, but Auntie Bella had cleverness and guile. He smiled to himself, went back into his flat, 
snatched a handful of Floo powder from the ornate box on the mantel, and vanished.

Draco stooped out of the Lestrange's fireplace. He looked around him. He had only seen his 
aunt's new home (new, that is, since the War with Voldemort, when she went into seclusion) once
before. The Floo connection opened into her lounge, and to the left he could see her work room, 
the door partially ajar. He could hear his aunt humming to herself there. The lounge was 
comfortable, filled with bulky, soft furniture. The drapes were thick and heavy, and shut out the 
sun. Bellatrix preferred the darkness and gloom to the brightness of Malfoy Manor. She often 
spoke about how hard she worked to maintain her pallor.

"Come in, Draco darling," she trilled.

"How did you know who it was?" he asked, smiling, moving to the doorway. Bellatrix met him 
and kissed him firmly, and not so briefly, on the mouth, something that always gave him a slight 
turn. He knew she and his father occasionally fucked each other; but Bellatrix always kissed 
Draco as if she meant to take him to bed, as well, if he'd only take her up on the offer. She looked
into his eyes now, searching for a moment, and then smiled. Not today, thought Draco. And likely
never. 

"Complicated warding," she said now. "Remind me to teach you. Only those of my blood, or 
those I specifically permit, can come through them. The Floo resonates differently for each of 
those -- and since you're the last of the Blacks, except for me, I'll always know it's you." She took
his hand and pulled him into the work room. "Come and chop these nifflers with me. The leg 
bones are awkward."

Draco scowled a bit; chopping nifflers meant he would get blood on his hands; but he wanted her
help, so he found a large cleaver that suited him and began to chop. "What are you making?"

"Poison," she said shortly, chopping rib sections herself.

"What kind?" he said eagerly. 

"Why, darling, deadly poison! Is there any other kind?"

"Will it kill a man, Auntie Bella?"



"Naturally. Why would I waste time, else? Why do you ask?"

Best to be blunt, he thought. "I want to kill a man. I don't want to be caught for it."

"Naturally," she said again, but her hands stilled and her dark gaze flicked to his pale one. 
"Who?"

"A prominent wizard," he said. 

"Mmm," she said, nodding. "You don't want poison, then. Too slow and unreliable. What you 
want is a wand, and not your own. You're skilled at the Killing Curse, aren't you, darling boy?"

Draco nodded; during the final battle he had used the Killing Curse no less than six times. It was 
very draining, requiring tremendous amounts of mental and physical energy, and after the sixth 
curse failed to kill his target, he'd crept into the Forbidden Forest surrounding Hogwarts to 
recuperate. As a result, he'd been missed by the aurors conducting their Death Eater round-ups 
post-victory; and in the end, no one had been able to come forward and condemn him for his 
actions in the battle; he'd remained free of Azkaban. His father hadn't been so lucky. Nor had his 
mother, killed in the battle.

"All right then. Let's finish chopping this lot and we'll get you a new wand. New to you, that is." 
Her slow smile never quite showed more than the white edges of her teeth, but her tongue flicked
out to moisten her lips in anticipation, as though she relished the thought of the killing to come. 
Her dark lashes hid her eyes. Draco smiled back, certain he'd come to the right place. She hadn't 
even asked questions, not really.

Two hours later Draco was armed with a new wand, and competent in its use, though its 
composition was not similar to his own wand's. Well-schooled, too, in the art of walking 
confidently into his victim's home, to kill instantly and then depart, leaving the wand behind. 
And now all that was left was to Apparate to the Zabini home, walk in, and kill Belasius with no 
one seeing him.

Luck was with Draco that sleepy summer afternoon. Even after the previous attempt on his life, 
Belasius wasn't in the house; he was on his terrace, drinking what looked like tawny port from a 
goblet. Draco wandered onto the terrace, smiling broadly, sure of his welcome since he had often
accompanied Blaise home in the past year. His heart was thumping; not with fear, but with 
adrenaline. After this, there was nothing that could stop him, he was sure of it. 

"Good afternoon, Draco!" exclaimed Belasius. "What brings you here?"

"Nothing much," said Draco, raising the new wand and pointing it before Belasius had time to 
react. "Avada Kedavra! " 

Draco was faintly surprised by the ferocity of the curse; he hadn't realized the depth of the rancor
he bore toward Blaise's father, the bitterness that had tainted and shaped the relationship between



Blaise and Draco. The stolen wand's end blew out, but not before Belasius had a chance to look 
astonished and reach for his own wand before his eyes dulled and his head lolled to one side. The
goblet shattered on the flagstones of the terrace beneath Belasius' dead hand. Draco wiped the 
destroyed wand carefully on the tail of his shirt and tossed it into the mess of port and shattered 
glass. He walked away into the grounds of the Zabini estate, found a handy shrub to conceal 
himself behind, and Disapparated home. 

He was trembling, but not with fear of discovery, or even regret.

With elation. 

Blaise was his own man, now. Draco knew he would never tell his lover what he had done; it 
would break Blaise's heart if he knew that his lover had killed his father. Despite the old man's 
bitter hatred of those different from him, Blaise loved him. 

~*~

Lucius sat in his armchair near the cold fireplace. In his hand was his signet ring. He looked at it 
in the dimness of twilight, later and later these days as the summer wore on. The glint of the gold
was still beautiful, though in the low light the spark and clarity of the small emerald was not 
apparent. He thought about the afternoon's visit from Hermione Granger. Her innocence was 
appealing. Her mouth had been sweet, tasting of his brandy. Her curves were lush; and he knew 
she had worn that silk just for him, to lure him. 

He'd fucked many a Mudblood since the war ended and he'd managed to purchase his release 
from Azkaban. But this one...this one was different. She had a certain charm that intrigued him. 
A fierce intelligence, and a will nearly as strong as his own. She was going after what she 
wanted, with more coherent and directed motivation than his own son had ever done.

It galled him, to realize Draco could learn something from this Mudblood witch. 

He stared at the ring a little longer, wondering where Hermione Granger was at this very 
moment. There was no way to know, but then...it didn't really matter, did it? The spell would 
work equally well wherever she was. His mouth curved upward. And if she were in public 
somewhere, for example at that horrible pub where she worked -- And I must convince her to 
give that up, it's unbecoming to a witch involved with my family -- her distress would be all the 
more acute.

His only regret? That he could not see her reactions as he invoked the incantation.

"Manus Distans Amoris," he murmured to his signet ring, and then stroked it softly, subtly, 
lightly, down the curving side, avoiding the tiny emerald on the crest. He would save that most 
particular place for just a bit later. "But soon, little Gryffindor, soon," he chuckled to himself. 



"Soon."

~*~

Hermione knew she had been too distraught to Apparate, but she'd done it anyway. Luckily she 
hadn't splinched herself in the tricky business of materializing herself inside her warded 
apartment. Her heart was still pounding, even multiple minutes after seating herself on the bed 
and practicing deep, even breaths. 

Lucius. She pinched the bridge of her nose between her thumb and forefinger, then realized it 
was a gesture she had copied from Snape, and knitted her fingers tightly in her lap. It was 
horrible, having her plan work out. She hadn't really thought it through enough...she hadn't 
anticipated her body's reaction to the sheer physicality, the expertise, of Lucius' touch, his kiss. 
She had thought she'd simply remain immune and feign all her responses. When, instead, she'd 
felt both arousal and revulsion. And what was worse was having Snape's face in her mind at the 
time. She had endangered him; that must never, never happen again in the presence of the 
Malfoys.

And now she had run away from the whole situation. As soon as Lucius stepped toward her again
with his hands out, she had dashed for the door of the Manor and Disapparated from the front 
steps. She couldn't decide whether that was a good thing or not. On the one hand, an 
inexperienced girl, such as she was pretending to be for Lucius, might have reacted in this way. 
On the other hand, she was supposed to be a Death Eater -- shouldn't she have reacted less like a 
terrified virgin, and more like a seductress? But of course, she thought bitterly, the only female 
Death Eater role model she knew of was Bellatrix Lestrange...hardly a typical woman. Hermione
groaned and sprawled across the bed, burying her face in the pillow.

"What a mess I'm making of this," she moaned. She curled into a fetal position on the bed, trying
to think her way out of the mess, but she couldn't concentrate. The emotional roller coaster had 
exhausted her, and shortly she was asleep.

It was the heat of the ring on her thumb and the "pop!" typical of Snape's arrival that wakened 
her hours later. She bolted upright, drunkenly uncoordinated with sleep, her wand out and 
pointing toward the sound. The flat was gloomy and strangely shadowed with the red light of 
sunset. A moment later she relaxed as Snape's tall, hawkish figure turned toward her from the 
kitchen, where he was placing an assortment of phials and containers on her counter top. 

"Oh, it's you," she sighed with relief, rising. 

"Naturally," he muttered. "With as much warding as you've put on this flat, nothing short of a 
portkey could get through it. And even with the portkey, it feels like being dragged through a 
hedge of thorn backwards. I've never known anyone else whose wards were so tangible and 



prickly. It's not something I look forward to, believe me."

She snorted. "The mice aren't deterred, even if you are. I wish Crookshanks were still alive; he'd 
soon sort their horrid little hairless tails."

Snape held out his arms as she approached, and she went into them, holding up her face for his 
kiss. Even though she felt better after having slept, she was still very anxious over the afternoon 
at Malfoy Manor, and sought to hide her neurotic fancies from Snape with a bright, casual smile 
and a fervent kiss of welcome. Being embraced by a Snape in full robing felt a bit odd, rather 
like being surrounded by funereal drapery smelling of plant matter and incense, with strange 
hard lumps in various pockets; but as the kiss continued, and his hands began to roam over her 
back to snug her against him, her responses became more real.

Until, that is, she wondered suddenly if Snape could smell or taste Lucius on her.

It was a completely stupid thought -- it had been hours since she'd been at Malfoy Manor, she'd 
brushed her teeth when she got home, and Snape was not Remus with his heightened werewolf 
senses. But the thought burned down into her brain like a hot knife into butter, and with a shiver 
she extricated herself. 

"What's all this?" she exclaimed brightly, moving to examine the things Snape had brought.

"I thought I'd finish brewing something for you here where I could be with you, rather than waste
time at my home." He scowled at her. "Come back here and kiss me properly, Hermione. And 
why are you dressed like that? Where've you been?"

She looked down at herself and realized she was still in the russet transfigured dress. "Oh," she 
mumbled, and waved her wand briefly, returning to her comfortable robes. "I...er, visited Malfoy 
Manor earlier today."

Snape's scowl became black and thunderous. "Dressed like that? Do you realize Malfoy could 
practically see your navel in that dress?"

"He could not, Batman. It was a moderately low-cut neckline, it didn't even show my brassiere." 

"Assuming you wore one." He turned to the ingredients and busied himself with them.

"Now that's not fair," Hermione stated. "You know I'm not that kind of girl --"

"Aren't you? Who was it, then, attending half of our sessions together in her night dress and 
dressing gown in a feeble attempt to seduce me? Some other Gryffindor, perhaps, with equally 
frightful hair?" 

She stared at him, and then pointedly turned her back and began making tea without rising to the 
bait. This assignment was hard on them both; he was afraid for her, while she in her turn was 
terrified for him. Images and words flashed through her mind: "...what if I want to make you beg,



Hermione? " and "You love me. Say it again." Snape following her through Diagon Alley, lurking
in the dressing room. The way he insisted they could simply walk away from all of this, and be 
together forever, leaving the Malfoys -- not to mention those people she loved with all her 
Gryffindor heart -- to fend for themselves. And the way he slipped away while she slept after 
they made love. He must always be the one to leave, the one with the choices, the one with the 
control.

His motions were jerky as he mixed ingredients in a small brass cauldron he had brought with 
him. "I have no doubt you're playing the seduction game with Malfoy, as well. It worked on one 
Slytherin, why not another? So tell me, how is your darling fiancé, Draco?" 

Hermione could hear his pestle grinding some ingredient harshly. She continued her silence, but 
her mind was racing. Should she tell Snape it wasn't Draco she was seducing, it was Lucius? And
how would she tell him? 

A minute later she took her tea and went to stand by the window and stare out into the gathering 
gloom of dusk. Behind her in the kitchen Snape went on fussing about, mumbling, but not 
speaking loudly enough for her to hear. His phials and stirring rod clinked and rattled.

As she stood looking at the darkening sunset, Hermione felt a light touch down the side of her 
body. Snape, obviously doing that thing he did -- apologizing with his body but not his mouth. 
Sometimes she wanted the words, damn it! He could communicate with her -- he'd done it all 
spring, prying into her mind, showing her things with his pensieve, or with Legilimens, and -- 

Her thoughts were jolted back to the here and now. Snape was still making a racket in the kitchen
-- and yet, she felt...lips, surely? Encircling her right nipple, and making it pebble stiffly into 
erectness. She gave a gasp. "Stop that!"

"I will not," he snapped. "It's at the awkward stage where I must stir continually."

"I'm not talking about your damned potion. I'm talking about -- oh...!" She had to stop speaking, 
and clutch at the sill. The sensation of a mouth had moved, and she could distinctly feel teeth 
nibbling gently along the cord of her neck. Her mind was flashing through all the books she had 
read about incubi, succubi...but surely they visited sleepers, and, really, she'd never read a well-
documented case that proved conclusively that... "Oh, Merlin...! Snape, what are you doing to 
me? ” She could feel his hands running over her body. Knowing hands, sensual hands, teasing 
hands...

She turned to look at him, and saw him in the kitchen, his back to her as he stirred. He was 
nowhere near her. 

"I'm not doing a damned thing to you," he muttered. "What on earth is the matter? Come in here 
if you wish to shriek at me like a fishwife -- I mustn't leave this cauldron."

"You're casting some sort of spell, aren't you?" She left her tea behind on the sill and stumbled 
awkwardly -- for the hands were stroking insinuatingly between her thighs, nearing the soft nest 



between her legs. "I want you to stop it, right now. It's not funny, it's...ahhh..." 

Snape cast a disparaging glance her way, but something in her appearance must have startled 
him, for his brows drew together. He muttered a charm that sent the potion into temporary stasis, 
and took hold of her upper arms. He gave her a shake. "Look at me, Hermione --"

Hermione could feel her eyes drifting closed. The unseen hands and mouth were upon her -- 
stroking, caressing, tonguing. She clutched at Snape's clothing and moaned. "Please," she 
groaned. "Oh, please -- just -- touch me, Snape...kiss me... ”

"Look at me!" He shook her again, and his voice was harsh. Hermione felt her knees give way as
she opened her eyes and saw Snape looming above her, his eyes blacker than she had ever seen 
them. Nothing but pupil, it seemed, and darting over her so intensely that she could swear she 
could feel their touch... As she slumped, Snape caught her behind her shoulders and swept her 
legs up from the floor, and carried her to her bed. When he placed her on the coverlet, she 
wrapped her arms about his neck and pulled him down on top of her. She writhed against him, 
feeling those invisible fingers invading her body, pressing into her softness, her heat, rubbing 
maddeningly over her swelling nub. 

"Please, please..." she begged again. Snape, for once, was completely uncooperative now that she
was offering sex, and she simply could not understand. 

"Malfoy," he was muttering, trying in vain to untangle her twining arms from about his neck. As 
he released each hand and went to work on the other, she gripped him again. "Hermione, while 
you were with Draco -- did he touch you, did he put something on you?"

"Please, Snape," she moaned. "Draco -- no. I wasn't with Draco. Snape, I need you here..." and 
shamelessly she opened her legs and began to twitch her robe out of the way. 

"Merlin," he gasped. "Hermione! If you weren't with Draco -- gods, was it Lucius? Lucius? " 
And now he simply wrenched himself away from her, despite her clutching fingers. His hands 
rushed over her body from head to foot. 

Hermione gave a soft, sexy chuckle as he began to undress her feverishly. In the end he simply 
grasped the robe at the collar and ripped it completely down the front, and stripped her out of it 
before he flung it away. "That's right, Batman," she whispered to him. "Take me -- I can feel you 
already...your hands --"

"Those aren't my hands," he hissed at her. A moment later he had removed her bra and knickers 
as well and turned her onto her stomach so he could inspect her back. "Fuck! Nothing, there's 
nothing here, not a mark on you --" 

Hermione struggled to her knees and flung her arms around him, tipping herself backward onto 
the bed once she had hold of him again. "I think you should get naked too, Snape --"

Snape pushed her none too gently away from him and stepped back from the bed, panting a bit. 



He snatched his wand from its sleeve pocket, murmured to it a moment, and had to back away to 
dodge Hermione's reaching fingers. She writhed on the bed before him, her hands following the 
trailing, sensual touch of those invisible fingers. "Point me," Snape instructed his wand, and then
held it loosely, as though he were dowsing for water in some arid land. 

Snape's potion-stained olive-wood wand jerked once and pointed immediately at Hermione's left 
hand, which was wandering through the chestnut curls between her legs, prowling languorously 
toward a tender and sensitive goal. "That bloody ring," Snape hissed. He snatched her hand away
from herself and ripped the platinum and emerald ring off her finger, flinging it far across the 
room. He pointed his wand after it and yelled, "Finite Incantatum! " There was a puff of green 
smoke and the ring lay innocently glistening near the wall.

The moment he ripped the ring from her finger, the sensation of hands and lips on her body 
ceased. Complete awareness of herself and her surroundings came flooding back, and with it, the
horrified realization of how wanton she must look, sprawled naked on the bed, begging Snape to 
take her, touching herself to ease the longing those ghostly hands had evoked.

"Oh -- gods -- " she choked, scrambling off the bed, running for the tiny bath where she had a 
door she could close, and be alone in her mortification.

It was not to be. Snape's long fingers closed around her wrist and dragged her back. "Show me 
your eyes," he demanded, grasping her chin and tipping her head back. "Let me see, Hermione. 
Show me he's gone."

She met his eyes for as long as she could bear it, which was the merest of moments. Then tears 
overspilled and her vision swam and she tried to struggle away. Snape groaned and wrapped her 
close in his arms, burying his mouth in the tangled hair at her ear. "Don't," he told her. "Don't." 
He sank onto the bed and pulled her across his lap, and pressed her hot face into his neck. "Don't 
cry. I can't -- just don't cry. It wasn't your fault. He charmed the ring. It was the Manus Distans 
Amoris, I'm sure of it."

"What?" Hermione snuffled into his neck. To her astonishment, he was rocking her gently.

"A charm you don't know?" he mocked her. "You must have let him hold the ring. There was no 
way he could charm it, otherwise. It means 'distant lover's touch' and it's a way to...well, you 
experienced it. Sexual gratification in absentia."

"He asked to see it today," she admitted. "The ring his son bought for me." Her voice grew small 
and hopeless. "How you must hate me. I'm such a fool. Your training's been wasted."

Snape froze. A moment later he made an inarticulate noise, deep in his throat. When she tried to 
look at him, fearing the worst, his eyes slid away from hers. He rose abruptly and dumped her 
onto the bed and strode into the kitchen. "Wasted, Merlin!" he muttered as he went. He released 
the potion from stasis, removed the stirring rod, and turned the cauldron out into the sink, where 
he opened the tap full-force to rinse the contents away. Hermione snatched her dressing gown 
from the bath and quickly followed, belting it as she hurried after him.



"Oh -- Snape -- was it spoiled because of me? I'm so sorry --"

"Stop it," he said, harshly. "Just stop it. It's me who should be hated, not you." He jerked his head
toward the basin. "That was Nox Primus, meant to bind you to me and make you obey me 
without question. I would have made you drink it tonight. Do you even understand what that 
means, Hermione? It means I'm no better than Lucius Malfoy."

Hermione blinked, staring. She had read about the Nox Primus. It was a Dark potion, forbidden 
in this day and age, and yet...Snape still wished to bind her to him. She understood, completely, 
his reasons for brewing it, and his reasons for destroying it. She bit her lower lip and crossed the 
kitchen, tentatively putting her hands on his chest and finally meeting his eyes. 

"I am already bound to you, Batman," she whispered, moving nearer when he made no move to 
shrug her off or push her away. "And while I may not obey you without question...there's no need
for a potion." When she reached up to touch his face, he snatched her palm to his mouth and 
kissed it with a fervency that took her breath away; his eyes closed tightly, as if he were in pain. 
Her brows drew together in concern when she felt his hand tremble. "Snape?"

"Bound," he gasped. His arms snatched her so tightly to him that she could not breathe. "Bound, 
and to me, freely. Hermione. Hermione." And then his hard, desperately longing kiss stole the 
rest of her breath.



Day Job
Chapter 10
Metamorphoses

Why is it Dumbledore is never surprised by my reports? We met yesterday at 12 Grimmauld 
Place, and I talked to him about how much better Harry seems. He nodded at me, and smiled, 
and said, "I know." When I asked him how he knew, he smiled again. He asked me what my plans
are, and so I told him that Lucius seemed interested in me, even though I was engaged to Draco. 
And I mentioned that Lucius told me that Draco is gay.

Dumbledore even knew the name of Draco's lover -- Blaise Zabini. Blaise! Who knew? Who 
knows, even now? How have they kept such a secret? And how did Dumbledore find out? It's like
Snape always says...Dumbledore knows everything.

But if that's true, why does he need me? And why not just tell me these things, so I'm prepared, 
I'm armed? He must have a larger plan, but he never tells me what it is, he merely hugs me and 
tells me I'm doing well.

The one time he seemed concerned was when I told him Lucius wants me to squeal on Snape. 
His eyes narrowed a bit, but that was all.

None of this makes any sense. I have thought and thought about why Dumbledore keeps his 
pawns so separate...and the only thing I can come up with is that he wants to be the only one 
with all the information, so that if one of the Order is captured, no one knows the whole picture 
and so cannot give everything away.

But I'd prefer not to be alone in this venture. It's frightening. I wish Snape were with me. And yet,
if he were, he'd be in danger, as I always thought. It's one thing, our little trysts and plotting 
together in bed...it's quite another to ask for his help in catching the Malfoys, especially when 
Lucius wants him so much.

~*~

Snape pounded on the Headmaster's office door. It had been nearly two months since he'd been at
Hogwarts, and today, striding darkly through the halls, he'd been surprised to discover it felt 
strange to be back. Strange, when he'd thought it would feel familiar. He had an urge to head to 
the dungeons to see his classroom and office, but pushed the urge aside. They belonged to 
someone else now.

"Albus!"

"Come in, Severus." The door's wards dropped. Snape went quickly into the cluttered office, his 
lip curling a bit. How did Albus find anything in this wreckage? It was a stark contrast to his neat
potions lab at Road's End. "My boy." Dumbledore came around the desk, his arms out as though 
he would embrace the Potions Master. Snape forestalled him, holding out a hand to shake.



"I want to talk with you about Hermione," said Snape.

"Since when has it been 'Hermione?'" said Dumbledore. 

"Since I spent the spring hexing her one night in three, and trying to poison or otherwise abuse 
her the other two. You don't fool me, old man, you've never been surprised in your life."

"I'm sure you heard she has been engaged to Draco Malfoy."

"At your direction, no doubt."

"Please, have a seat. Chocolate haystack?"

"Don't avoid the issue. I want back in, Albus. I need to know what you know about what she's 
doing, and what you're directing her to do."

"Doesn't she tell you herself, when you visit her at her flat?"

"So she's told you about that."

"Actually, no. Our dear girl believes in protecting you from everyone, including myself. You've 
taught her well, Severus. But you've just confirmed my suspicions that the two of you have 
begun a...relationship, shall we say? How it must rankle that she's engaged to Draco."

Snape leaned forward and slapped his palms flat on Dumbledore's desk. "She can't do this alone, 
Albus, and if you won't tell me what I want to know, I'll find out on my own. I'm offering you a 
deal. I'll tell you what I find out, but you have to tell me what I want to know."

Dumbledore's eyes twinkled. "My dear boy, Hermione was completely clear that she's doing 
quite well on her own. And after all you've done for us over the years, Severus, you're entitled to 
a little leave of absence, don't you think?"

Snape growled. "You are the most obtuse old bastard I've ever met. I'm here, offering you my 
services again, and you turn them down."

Dumbledore tilted his head to the side and steepled his fingers beneath his chin. "I fear that 
Hermione would never forgive me if I allowed you to put yourself in harm's way because of her."
There was a long pause, and then he added, "She appears to love you, did you know that?"

Snape scowled. He would have preferred Dumbledore not have these cards in his hand to play. 
"Hermione loves everyone; it's what those damnable Gryffindors do. They're nearly as bad as 
Hufflepuffs. Hermione wouldn't forgive you? Albus, I will never forgive you for allowing 
Hermione to put herself in harm's way. Whose ire do you fear more, old man? Hers or mine? Tell
me what I need to know!"

"I think I've told you quite enough for one day, Severus. Would you care to dine with us here 



tonight? I was just about to toddle down to the Great Hall when you knocked."

Snape pushed away from the desk in disgust, knowing from long experience that he'd gain 
nothing further by pushing. "No. Merlin, no. The last thing I want is more heavy, overcooked 
Hogwarts food. Goodbye, old man -- thank you for nothing." He billowed angrily out of the 
office. He didn't hear Dumbledore speaking softly to Fawkes on his perch.

"There, Fawkes...I'm glad he's back with us, aren't you? And how nice for him, a little romance, 
just what he's needed. And now perhaps this...problem of the Malfoys will be resolved, with his 
assistance. He just needed a little break from spying for a few years, I believe. While I needed a 
new spy...and Hermione fits the bill admirably, don't you think? I'm fortunate that her 
involvement has given the dear boy some real motivation, now that Voldemort's gone. He never 
saw the Malfoys as the serious threat they are until Hermione got involved and he had a reason to
care. It seems a shame to use them this way, though." And mumbling softly to himself, the 
Hogwarts Headmaster went to dinner.

Snape boiled down the long sloping lawns to the gates of the school. He had known Dumbledore 
wouldn't tell him anything, hadn't he? And he was aggravated with himself for having tipped his 
hand -- and Hermione's, for that matter. Stupid, he'd been stupid. Nothing had been gained. He 
flung his hood up over his head as he neared the gates. While he was out, why not go to her place
of work and see for himself what she did each day? He'd seen the place itself, but not with her in 
it. 

~*~

Remus could tell he'd taken Hermione by surprise when he walked through the door of the 
Crowded Pea Pod that evening. He looked at her meaningfully, and she jerked her head toward 
an empty table in her area of the pub. He understood and chose a quiet table far from the door. 
When she had served the meals and pints on her tray, she walked back to him and bent to kiss his
cheek.

"Remus! What brings you here?"

"Am I forgiven, then, for our little disagreement?"

"You were forgiven that same morning," she said. "Remus, you can't stay here. Draco sometimes 
comes in during the evenings. It's not safe."

"I'm a bit peckish...what do you recommend?"

She sighed at him in aggravation. "Remus."



"Dinner?"

She looked at him with hard eyes. "Elwyn's actually quite good with the spaghetti Bolognese. 
How about that, and a pint of ale, and a glamour?"

"Lovely!" He smiled up at her. She looked over her shoulder carefully to see if they were being 
observed, and then waggled her fingers at him. He felt his features shifting the slightest bit. 

When she had gone to take his order to the kitchen, his smile faded. Snape had trained her well, 
apparently. Not many witches or wizards had that sort of skill with wandless magic. But now, 
how to tell her what he'd learned from the Dicta-Quill? And he was feeling distinctly unwell. He 
could tell the time was drawing near for him to secrete himself for those few days. His options 
were slim, however; Neville had returned to Dorset, and because of the developments with 
Draco, as recorded by the Dicta-Quill, Remus had waited too long to Apparate himself there 
safely. When he felt this way, he was always fearful he might splinch. Molly and Arthur were at 
the Order headquarters, and he was considering that as an option, though Arthur would not be as 
open-minded as Neville and Hermione had been last month. Arthur would ward him into his 
room and ensure that he received plenty of food and water, but not companionship. 

Perhaps the best plan would simply be to do as he'd done before the Order and its more-or-less 
understanding members had entered his life. He could lay in enough groceries for the three days, 
get home, ward and lock the place before his magic was submerged in the rising moon-tide of his
wolf-self, and ride it out. Alone. He touched his jacket pocket, where a flask of Neville's 
wolfsbane potion rested. It would soon be time to drink it, only an hour from now.

A few minutes later Hermione arrived with his pint and a plate of spaghetti and meat sauce. She 
had placed the meal in front of him and turned to go when he caught her wrist. "We need to talk 
about Draco," he said.

"Naturally. It's the only topic of conversation these days. You, Dumbledore, the Daily Prophet, 
Lucius..." Hermione's tone was bitter. 

"Lucius? Sit down, talk with me for a few minutes."

"I'm working," she pointed out. "I can't manage more than a couple of minutes, and I can't sit 
down. We're not supposed to fraternise."

"I'll cast a Disillusionment --"

"Not here, you won't."

"Nice wandless glamour," he mocked. "Pot, meet kettle?"

"I don't want Draco wandering in and finding you." Colour was rising in her face. "He comes in 
here a lot."



"Slumming, is he?" drawled Remus. "Sit. It's quiet."

Hermione glanced over her shoulder, and finally, reluctantly, sat. She put her hands on the table 
and leaned forward. "Can you keep it brief?"

"I'll try. You know I live in London, now?"

"Aren't you full-time at Order headquarters?"

"I was, but Dumbledore needed me. Now I have a flat in a building near here." He paused, and 
met her eyes. "A building you know, Hermione." He watched the sum tick over in her brain.

"Wolf...the name 'Wolf' is on your postbox, isn't it?" 

Merlin, thought Remus. Hermione had always been bright, he just hadn't realized how observant 
she also was. "I live three doors down from him."

"Remus! Oh, you shouldn't. It's not safe."

"It's my assignment. Surely you understand. I don't like what you're doing any more than you 
like what I'm doing. Now...listen. You remember that gadget the Weasley twins invented -- the 
Extendable Ears? Well, Tonks managed to place one end in his apartment, -- she's damn good, 
Hermione -- and put the other end in mine, where it talks to a Dicta-Quill. You need to know 
something about your...fiancé, Hermione. He's not what you think he is."

"He's gay. I know. Lucius told me."

Remus sat back. "You know? How long have you known?"

"Not long. Just since the other evening."

"And Lucius told you." He shook his head. "That's mystifying. I would have thought Lucius 
wouldn't want that getting out."

She lowered her eyes, and his sensitive nose caught her anxiety and hesitance. "He...erm, seems 
anxious to take Draco's place, frankly."

That little revelation knifed down into his brain, and his hands stuttered on the table before 
covering hers. "Hermione. No."

"But with that I would be in, Remus. In that inner circle."

"Only as far as he lets you. Remember who you're dealing with."

There was a throat-clearing from behind Hermione. She glanced up guiltily at the proprietor. 



"We have rules for a reason," said Harvey ominously.

"I know, I do, I just --"

Remus rose, extending his hand. "Wolf, sir, Aurelius Wolf. I'm Hermione's uncle."

That took some of the wind out of Harvey's sails as he shook Remus' hand, but he still loomed 
over Hermione. "Make it quick. I'm running a business here."

There was a disturbance at the door, and Hermione and Remus both looked up to see a man 
dressed in grey and black, with a scowl on his face, struggling to pass a jovial group of people 
just leaving the pub. Hermione turned back to Remus and Harvey went forward to meet the man 
and offer him a table. Remus watched the man glancing about the room, and then the man's 
fierce gaze lit upon Hermione, and instantly flicked away. The man took a seat a few tables away
from Remus, his back to the wall, not far from the door.

Hermione was saying something very intently, in a hushed tone, but Remus' nose alerted him 
suddenly, and he completely missed what she was trying to tell him.

Snape. The man in the unremarkable clothing was Severus Snape, under a glamour to disguise 
his appearance, but he had done nothing to camouflage his scent. Most people did not identify 
others by scent alone, but that was one benefit of being a werewolf. Remus could, and did, 
recognize individuals by their smell. His skin immediately prickled as his body moved to high 
alert. He and Snape had never seen eye to eye, and for Snape to come here, so obviously attuned 
to Hermione, made Remus angry. 

"So what else have you heard?" Hermione was saying. Remus' eyes moved back to her. 

"What were you saying? I was distracted."

Hermione sighed. "Why don't you just eat your dinner? We can talk later, after I get off work. 
Come by my place; do you remember the address?"

"I do." He kept his voice very low indeed. "Hermione...Draco...his lover is Blaise Zabini, do you 
remember him?"

"Yes." She rose. "And I knew that as well. I was told yesterday." Her head tilted and she looked 
down at him. "You don't look well..."

"My last good meal for a while," he said, wryly, slipping the flask of potion partially out of his 
pocket for her to see. She nodded, her face growing a little sad. She bent, kissing his cheek again 
lingeringly. 

"I must run."



Remus nodded, and turned his attention to dinner, and to Snape, who was scowling blackly in his
corner. Snape's eyes followed Hermione as she bustled about the pub, serving pints and suppers. 
Remus watched Snape's expression soften -- minutely, it was true, but it softened nonetheless -- 
as he watched the young woman without her knowledge. Very interesting. No wonder Hermione 
is so determined to keep Snape out of this. 

A few minutes later, finished with his dinner and downing a second pint, he saw Snape put his 
hand on Hermione's arm. She flinched away, and then turned to stare at him, her eyes enormous. 
Snape's hand returned, and slid down her arm to catch her hand as he spoke quietly to her. In an 
instant, her entire demeanor changed from anger to urgency -- she had recognized Snape -- and 
she bent to whisper in Snape's ear. Snape's slender hand lifted, as though he would touch her 
face, and she moved away, shaking her head fiercely. Her glance skimmed over Remus blankly; 
he could tell she had no plans to expose Snape to him, nor he to Snape. He wiped his mouth, 
pushed back from the table, peeled a note or two from his money clip, and left the pub without 
speaking to her again.

Outside, he crossed the busy street and took up a position where he could watch the doorway of 
the pub without being seen. While he waited, he drank Neville's potion. He wished for another 
pint to swill the bitterness of the wolfsbane away. 

Remus did not have long to wait. Not two minutes had passed before Snape emerged from the 
pub, striding swiftly. A moment later Hermione came rushing out behind him and caught him at 
the corner of the building. It was clear she'd made Snape leave the pub, but now she was calling 
him softly, urgently, catching at his sleeve. Snape turned, just at the alleyway, and glared down at
her. Remus slid his wand from his pocket and held it at the ready. Who knew what Snape was up 
to? It was wiser to be prepared.

Hermione, continuing to speak urgently, backed around the corner into the alley, pulling Snape 
with her. There was a tense moment where the two of them stared at each other, unmoving, and 
then Snape took her face in both hands and brought his mouth to hers. A split second later she 
was in his arms, crushed close and lifted high on her toes against Snape's tall, lean body. His 
lank, shadow-dark hair fell forward, shielding both their faces from Remus' view, but the 
werewolf had no need to see their faces. He was stunned by the passion apparent in Snape's 
embrace of the young witch. He blinked; he had never seen the potions master exhibit such 
emotion.

Strike that: yes, he had. Many, many years ago, when Sirius Black sent Severus Snape to the 
Whomping Willow under false pretenses, where a young Remus Lupin hid at the end of a secret 
passageway beneath, transforming into his werewolf self. And then again, only a few years back,
at the Shrieking Shack where Sirius was hiding after his escape from Azkaban. But even those 
moments of Snape's blinding fury paled in comparison to the strength of the emotion Remus saw
now.

Hermione was right to keep him away from the Malfoys. Lucius or Draco, in possession of the 
information Remus now had, would have the bait they needed to trap Snape: his love.



Remus felt his body shuddering; he only had a couple more hours of this day left as Remus 
Lupin, if that. He moved from his hiding place, turning his back on the lovers in the alleyway 
across the street, and moved quickly through the gathering summer dusk to his apartment 
building.

Hermione's glamour would serve, he thought, as he let himself into the lobby. 

Except...there in the lobby, was Draco, with Blaise Zabini. They were arguing heatedly, and 
Blaise's wand was out. Remus stepped back out the door before they could see him, and let the 
door nearly swing shut, leaving just the barest gap in order to hear.

"He's dead!" shrieked Blaise. "Dead! Someone killed him! Someone killed my father!"

"It's what we wanted!" hissed Draco. "Be quiet, Blaise! Someone will hear!"

There were gasping, gulping noises, and Remus thought it must be Blaise choking back his 
emotion. He pressed his ear to the crack in the door.

"I have to know, Draco," muttered Blaise. "Who did it?"

"You don't want to know," said Draco. "Believe me. You don't want to know."

"I do. I must!"

"Come -- you're overwrought. Come upstairs, we'll talk there."

"No -- we'll talk here! Here! Tell me, Draco!" There was a long silence, and then Blaise spoke 
again, and his voice was low and throbbing. "Tell me it wasn't you. Please, please...tell me it 
wasn't you."

"Get in the lift," muttered Draco. "Someone magical is about. I sense something."

Remus stifled a gasp and sprinted away down the steps of the building. He hadn't heard quite 
enough, but he could not risk remaining. With Draco on high alert, there would be no going 
home to ward his flat and hide away for his wolf days. 

He had to find another sanctuary. He looked down at himself, and saw that a prickle of new fur 
was glinting at his knuckles. It was too late to reach Grimmauld Place now. He felt Hermione's 
glamour vanish, and knew he probably had only another half hour before the wolf emerged. His 
magic was waning swiftly. He tried to get his bearings, shook his head to clear it, and began to 
jog, and then to run. 

~*~



It had been dark for far too long, now. 

He had rested, but he was still confined. It gnawed at him. The one he sought was still 
inaccessible. 

It was time for action. The tastes of magic were simply not enough. He needed much more, and 
vowed it would not be long before he found it. Before he took it.

He settled in to await his opportunity, and make his plans. The next time...the very next time...

The time for patience was over. Patience had changed gradually to want; want became need; 
need went unsatisfied, and became anger.

Beyond anger.

Blind fury. 

~*~

Draco had scarcely managed to pull Blaise into the apartment and ward it before there was a 
noise from the fireplace in the living room. His head turned toward the sound, and he saw his 
father there, glowering, searching the room for Draco. He pulled Blaise back against the door 
and pressed his hand over his lover's mouth. "Shh." His voice was as soft as he could make it; he 
didn't want Lucius to hear.

"Where are you, you damned whelp!" Lucius' voice was rough and grating. Draco had only 
rarely heard it this way, and it nearly made his heart stop. The last time had been the night before
the final battle, when Lucius had grabbed Narcissa by the throat and pinned her to the wall, 
instructing her in the ways a wife obeyed her husband. They were to meet Severus Snape and be 
given their roles in the battle; Narcissa was objecting, trying to convince Lucius that Snape 
wasn't what he seemed, that they should all stay away from Voldemort unless specifically 
summoned, that somewhere, somehow, treachery was afoot. 

And she'd been right, Draco mused now. She'd spoken of women's intuition so many times, and 
she'd been right. Neither he nor his father had seen through Snape's subterfuges, but Narcissa 
had.

At the harshness in Lucius' voice, Blaise's eyes widened over Draco's silencing palm. Meeting 
his gaze, Draco lifted his brows and lifted a finger to his own lips, and Blaise nodded. Draco 
released him. 

"What have you done? What have you done? " demanded Lucius from the fireplace. "I know 
you're there, you spoiled little runt. You can hear me. Come out where I can see you!"

Why, father...I've solved my problem. And Blaise's too. With a little help. 



"The Ministry will soon be on to you," continued Lucius now, practically spitting in his fury. 
"With Belasius dead, and your magical signature left behind, the Ministry aurors will be tracking 
you down."

Draco kept his eyes on Blaise's. The grief and the dawning knowledge there were more than he 
could bear, and so he turned away, and moved into the room, into his father's line of sight from 
the Floo. "Who told you?" he demanded. "Auntie Bella? Running to tattle, in return for a quick 
shag? She's not told you quite everything, I see."

"You ungrateful cur," said his father's floating head now. His eyes were chilly, even in the flames 
of the fireplace, as they came to rest on Draco. "You have single-handedly destroyed what I have 
worked to create since taking the Dark Mark years ago! Never. Darken. My. Door. Again."

There was a long pause. Draco remained silent. He had nothing more to say to his father, not 
after that. 

"You are not my son," said his father, and vanished.

Draco let out his breath, followed by a harsh laugh. "So much for ruling all of wizarding 
Britain," he said to Blaise. 

"Whelp, runt, cur!" exclaimed Blaise. "You killed my father? You? You?" The pitch of his voice 
rose until it neared hysterical, and Draco took him by the shoulders and shook him.

He looked squarely at Blaise and felt his stomach knotting. Now was the moment: it was all in 
Blaise's hands. He forced himself to speak the truth, though in the deepest corner of his Slytherin
heart, he knew what Blaise's answer would be -- this was the end of their love, no one could love
a murderer. He would be alone again. Even at school, he had never had friends, only boot-licking
sycophants because of who he was: Lucius Malfoy's son. Alone, that is, until Blaise. Until love. 
And now he'd killed for that love. 

Being alone hadn't mattered much until Blaise; and he had never considered someone else, not 
even Blaise, not truly, until the moment in The Gold Bug when he'd realized how much 
Hermione cared for the memory of a dead Weasley. That moment had made the tiniest pinhole in 
his Malfoy pride, and allowed in the possibility of consideration for another person. 

"Yes, it was me," growled Draco. "It was me. I told you that you didn't want to know, and I 
wouldn't have told you but for my father. Bloody stupid of him to blab that all over the Floo. I'd 
have been safe if he hadn't done that. The Ministry monitors the Floo traffic." He moved away 
from Blaise and stalked back into the middle of the room.

"How would you have been safe?" raged Blaise, coming after him. 

"I used someone else's wand," said Draco, shrugging. "They wouldn't know it was me. My 
signature won't be there."



"Wh-whose?" Though Blaise still seemed shaken, Draco could tell he was beginning to warm to 
the idea that old Belasius was out of the picture. Inside himself he felt the curl of a secret smile 
beginning. Blaise was concerned for Draco's safety first; the murder of his father, second.

Draco shrugged. "Who knows. Auntie Bella got the wand for me. I left it there; the curse was too
strong for it and blew the end to bits, but not before it did the job." 

He continued to speak. Better to know now; amputate his feelings if necessary, and cauterize the 
wounds. "So, tell me, lover...now that you know I killed your father so we could be together, 
what do you think of me?"

Blaise was silent for perhaps two minutes; much too long; long enough for Draco to begin to 
fidget. When he spoke, Draco felt as if his heart had exploded.

"I think," Blaise said finally, "that I've never left many of my things here; and I think we could 
pack some necessities into one holdall, if we shrink them first." He moved closer to Draco and 
hooked his fingers in Draco's belt to pull him close. "And then, I think, we should go to Brazil 
after all."

Draco's heart blazed like the sun, a super nova that obliterated everything in its path. Wizarding 
Britain was nothing compared to the look on Blaise's face. Let Lucius take it all, if he could, after
this. He rested his forehead against his lover's. "How you must hate me, Blaise."

"I hate what you did, and I'm going to have to think about that a lot more." said Blaise slowly. 
"But...I can't quite hate you, though I'm more than furious with you. Let's hurry. If the Ministry 
really was listening, you don't have much time."

Ten minutes later, Draco's lovely flat was silent and dark.

And in another dark and silent flat three doors down, the Dicta-Quill drifted aside, stilled at last. 

~*~

Hermione watched as Snape Disapparated from the alley next to the Pea Pod. Her fingers were 
pressed against her lips, and her body was terribly aroused. But Snape was gone, and would not 
be about if Draco turned up. She slumped against the alley wall, waiting for her heart rate to 
settle.

Snape had come to the pub to tell her what he'd learned from Dumbledore earlier that afternoon. 
Draco was gay, and Blaise was his lover. Now she'd heard it from everyone, it seemed, except 
Draco himself. It was almost laughable, with her allies beginning to gather round her: Lupin, 
Snape, and in a twisted sort of way, Lucius. After all the trouble Dumbledore had taken to ensure
that only the people directly affected knew the whole story, it was rapidly escaping as these men 
involved themselves in her life. She knew Snape had come for more than that, though...she knew
he was trailing her these days, keeping a more than casual eye on her since Lucius had charmed 



the ring with Manus Distans Amoris. This evening she'd been afraid that he and Remus would 
discover each other. Snape had seen her kiss Remus' cheek. That, along with her harried 
insistence that Draco would be by at any moment, was why he had slammed out of the pub, and 
the reason she had pelted after him to explain. 

His jealousy had been stunning. She'd rarely seen him so incensed, even during the spring when 
she was training with him and he was teaching her the Unforgivables. Snape, jealous, was a truly
awesome sight. He'd been so angry that his glamour had failed as he sat in the pub, and in that 
moment she had recognized him. Snape, knowing his duplicity was discovered, departed. 

Thinking back, a bit of a smile quirked her lips -- was it wrong to be foolishly pleased that he felt
so strongly about her? Was it wrong to be pleased that she could wound him so easily? 

In his fury, he'd been nearly incoherent, hissing that he'd seen her kissing her Muggle lover's 
cheek. She'd explained that away with a not-quite lie, that the man was an old friend, realizing 
that Snape had not recognized Remus with her glamour on him. It was true; just not the whole 
truth. She had learned that lesson well: stick close to the truth when you lie. He'd kissed her so 
hard; so desperately, held her so tightly to him. It was exhilarating, knowing she affected him so 
strongly.

And now that her pulse had settled and she felt calmer, she turned to go back into the Pea Pod. 
She moved around the corner from the alley and stopped, for Harvey was standing at the front 
door with her light summer jacket in one hand, and her rucksack in the other.

"Am I sacked?" she said.

"I run a business," said Harvey quietly, and held out her things.

Hermione knew a simple Obliviate would do the trick, but really, now that she had worked her 
way into the Death Eater organization, what was the point in maintaining the job? Her time 
would be better spent working on other things, important things, like finding a chink in Lucius' 
armor, and getting him finally thrown into Azkaban for good. Besides, both Malfoys had been 
agitating for her to give up the job -- it was beneath the fiancée of a Malfoy to work in a Muggle 
pub as a waitress.

So she simply took her things, slipped on her jacket, and said, "I'm sorry, Harvey."

"So am I," he said. He held out some folded pound notes. "Your last pay."

"Thank you."

And that was that. She tucked the money into a pocket of her rucksack, and started the walk 
home to her flat in the warm summer night. 

Only a few blocks away from her building, she began to sense something was not quite right. 



She paused, listening, sending out her tiny Legilimens, and found nothing. Yet...she was sure 
something was following her. She quickly ducked into a sheltered spot behind a flight of stairs, 
careful not to take the steps down into the basement apartment and be trapped there in the 
stairwell, and waited. 

The shadow came first, long and dark and odd in the glow from the streetlight. An awkward 
shadow; some sort of Dark beast, she feared, perhaps sent by one of Lucius' toadies to frighten 
her. She gripped her wand tightly. The Petrificus was ready on the tip of her tongue, a lesson 
from Neville. Never let the Dark spells be the first line of defense, she reminded herself.

And with the shadow, a sound. A noise, a shuffling step; a growl; and a sound like beasts 
ravening over their prey. Familiar, that... And when the figure lurched into sight, Hermione gave 
a cry and ran forward, hands outstretched.

"Remus!" she called softly. "Oh, dear Merlin, Remus! What are you doing here? You should be 
somewhere safe, quiet --"

The bent figure clutched her hands. "Oh, gods, I hurt, Hermione," he said, with difficulty, trying 
to enunciate around his elongating teeth and distorted jaw.

"Did you...have you drunk..." She pulled him into the darkness near the stairs.

"Aaaah," the gasp was almost a hiss of pain. "Yes. I need you -- I'm -- sorry -- oh, gods..."

Hermione moved in close, putting her arms around him. He could not straighten. The 
transformation continued; his hips were altering, and she knew she did not have much time. He 
wasn't screaming; he was holding back to prevent discovery in this Muggle neighborhood, and 
Merlin alone knew what that effort must have cost him. 

He spoke again, with even more difficulty. "Neville, Tonks -- usually with me -- but Tonks -- 
away -- I can't work my wards, waited too long...not silenced..."

"Shhh," Hermione soothed. "Come with me," she whispered. She swung her jacket off her 
shoulders and swiftly transfigured it into a voluminous cloak, which she draped over Remus. 
Glancing about, she hurried him along the walk. "It's not far, but I've warded the building, so I 
can't Apparate you there...gods, what if I splinched you like this...you're changing so 
quickly....Scream if you need to," she told him. "It will be all right now. I'll... Obliviate any 
people who hear you and come to see what the noise is about."

Remus stumbled along with her, getting tangled in the cloak, but she couldn't risk him being seen
in his transitional state. He had to pause frequently, groaning. Hermione kept hearing cloth tear 
and knew he was rupturing the seams of his own clothing as he changed. By the time they 
reached the tiny, dirty lobby of her building, Remus was moving on his hands and feet and 
making louder and louder grunts, and both shoes had been left behind on the walkway. She 
helped him up the stairs as best she could; one flight, two, three, then finally the last. With a 
muttered spell she released her wards and opened the door. Remus staggered inside with a low 



growl that began to build. With her heart pounding at the fear of discovery, Hermione spun to 
close the door, and warded and silenced her small flat. 

Just in time, too, for with a very doglike shake, Remus shed the cloak and what remained of his 
shredded clothing, pointed his nose to the ceiling and howled. 



Day Job
Chapter 11
Betrayal

I have a roommate, in this tiny, terrible flat. He's been here two days; only one more to go, I 
believe, before Remus returns to himself. I think by morning he'll be back to normal. In 
anticipation of that I've mended his clothing and shoes. 

Thank goodness I have a wand. Otherwise the landlord would surely have discovered my "pet" 
and evicted me for violating the terms of my lease. As it is, I've been afraid to leave my flat, and 
afraid each night that Snape will portkey here and discover Remus. And oh, the anger that he'd 
feel at sight of Remus.... I think the arguments we had during my training would be nothing in 
comparison. Nor would it match the distress of just the other night regarding that charmed ring, 
which Snape threw into the cutlery drawer the same as he's done each night he visits me, but this
time he forbade me to wear it ever again. That's a promise I'll gladly make and keep. It was 
horrible, feeling those hands upon me, not knowing whose they were, and yet still wanting that 
touch to continue. Lucius is skilled. Horribly skilled.

I've been afraid Draco will turn up, as well, but he hasn't thus far, which is a relief. What if he 
does, however? I'll have to feign some contagious illness...perhaps a case of infection by droxy 
bite? 

There's one good thing about having a werewolf around...though it squicks me, it also makes me 
oddly cheered: he eats the mice. I feed him real food, of course, but he seems to delight in 
hunting the foul little creatures, the ones that somehow get through all the wards that Snape 
complained so about, and when Remus catches them -- well, it's appalling, the glee with which 
he tosses them into the air and snaps them down his gullet with a single sharp bite. 

I've only left the flat the last two days to fetch in more food. Werewolves are hungry creatures. I 
can imagine Remus is expending a lot of energy. And he's so cooped up here; it's a good thing 
the flat is silenced, the way he gallops about the place to stretch his legs. Last night I finally 
gave in to my own silly thoughts and rubbed his ears, and brushed his coat. He seemed to like it;
at least, he didn't object, and he curled up on the bed afterward and slept soundly.

Today, though...I really need to show myself at Malfoy Manor; it's been too many days, and I 
must maintain appearances.

Besides...I need to confront Lucius about that ring, and his intolerable behaviour. And I'll tell 
him I'm no longer working at the pub.

~*~

"I know you don't want me coming here. I know it's dangerous. But I simply couldn't trust this 
information to the owl post or the Floo -- it's far too sensitive, sir." 

Lucius stared at Liptrap, who stood before him in the darkened hall near midnight, clutching his 



hat in both hands for all the world like a Victorian-era message boy delivering unpleasant news 
to the lord of the manor. Lucius crossed his arms and lifted a brow, waiting. "It had better be," he
said.

"You know the Ministry sometimes monitors the Apparation disturbance waves," said Liptrap.

Lucius uncrossed his arms. This was news. It made his breath catch, and he was barely able to 
disguise his sudden unrest. He hadn't known the Ministry had such abilities. For Liptrap to be 
here, speaking to him about this, could mean only a very few things. 

"It's a recent development, that ability, but it's an expensive and taxing undertaking." His gaze 
flicked up to meet Lucius'. "You recall that only a week ago someone --" and here he bowed 
slightly, "tried to assassinate Belasius Zabini."

"And failed," said Lucius coolly. 

"Erm," said Liptrap. "So I did. But since then it seems that the Ministry has been keeping very 
careful tabs on the Apparations, and after today's momentous news -- that someone was 
successful in an attempt on Zabini's life --"

"Really," said Lucius silkily. What would this jackal of his do? Would Liptrap try to take credit 
for the murder?

"It wasn't I, regretfully." Liptrap shifted from foot to foot. "And that's why I'm here, Mr 
Malfoy...the Ministry has reason to believe it's your son who killed Zabini. It's only a matter of 
hours before the Daily Prophet goes to press with its lead story. Belasius Zabini is dead, and 
according to the Apparation disturbance records, Draco Malfoy has fled the country. With 
Zabini's son."

Lucius felt anger, like a blunt and chilly knife, stab down into his gut. Hard on its heels was 
dread. And if the Ministry was monitoring Apparation disturbances, why not the Floo, where I 
publicly disowned my idiot son, in my fury? How long until I am front page news, as well? 
Bellatrix had come personally late in the afternoon to tell him what one of her own network of 
informants had told her: Belasius Zabini had just been murdered. Bellatrix suspected Draco 
might be involved, though she had no hard proof. She simply knew Draco wanted someone 
prominent in the wizarding world dead, and she'd given him a stolen wand and helped him learn 
to use it.

Lucius' mind began to tick quickly through facts. Liptrap knew that Lucius was targeting Snape; 
knew, too, that Lucius had found a rogue wandmaker and was, at the very least, researching 
wand-canceling cores. And now he had come to Malfoy Manor in the dead of night -- likely 
Apparating, the fool -- to report that Draco and his lover had fled the country after a splashy 
murder. 

"Did you Apparate here, Liptrap?" Lucius demanded.



The man looked slightly startled that Lucius wasn't more disturbed over the news of Draco. "I -- 
er, well, no, sir -- I like to think I'm not a fool. With the Ministry monitoring Apparation, I did 
not think it wise to have a record of my travel to visit you. I did Floo to the Ministry branch in 
town here, but then I took a Muggle taxi to your gates."

"Wise of you," said Lucius, smiling, pleased. He turned to open the drawing room doors. "I find I
need a drink after this news. Join me?" He let his voice show a little weakness, a little shakiness. 
Inside he was still quaking with fury over Draco's stupidity, and his own carelessness in berating 
his son over the Floo. Through such tiny holes was a fortress breached.

"Certainly," said Liptrap, following Lucius eagerly into the drawing room. 

"Please, take a seat," said Lucius, gesturing to the armchairs near the fireplace. "Does 
firewhiskey suit you?"

"Thank you, yes." The man moved quickly to the armchair and sat, looking about, obviously 
impressed.

"Have you other news for me this night?" Lucius opened the liquor cabinet and took down a 
glass, then filled it with firewhiskey. His hand hesitated as he reached for the second. For weeks 
now, he'd been keeping one of the small glasses glazed inside with a stealthy, tasteless poison; he
never knew when he'd have to kill that mudblood girl Draco had been toying with, Hermione 
Granger. But the girl had proved interesting and not particularly dangerous of yet, and so she was
still alive.

But Liptrap, on the other hand...

"No, sir -- I have no other news. I was wondering, though -- what do you plan to do now? What 
do you suppose will happen?"

Lucius laughed derisively. "You mean other than those pestilential reporters camping at my 
gates? You mean other than the collapse of my plans for the future?" 

Liptrap shifted anxiously. "I was rather wondering about that." His eyes glittered at Lucius. 
"Allow me to offer my services, sir, in any way they might assist you."

Yes, thought Lucius. You would undoubtedly like to replace Draco at my right hand. Anger 
boiled afresh in him as he thought again of his foolish son, abandoning everything his name 
stood for -- generations of heritage, lineage, reputation, power -- for the ephemeral affections of 
a lover. Desire is fleeting -- but family -- family is forever. 

Lucius reached for the poison-slicked glass, and tipped firewhiskey into it. He would be rid of 
this jackal tonight. It meant that he no longer had a source inside the Ministry, but at this point it 
was simply too dangerous; Liptrap knew too much about the Malfoys, and his ambition was 
boundless. The loyalty of such men was always to the highest bidder.

~*~



There it was again -- that flicker of magic stirring his awareness, but this time it was stronger.

Much stronger.

He crowded close to it, basking, nursing his wounded psyche in its warmth, the sparklings of 
power. This was what he needed most. Yes. 

He drained it dry. 

~*~

"Please tell your Master I've come to see him."

"Oh, Missy Granger, now is a terrible time, asking to see Master..." The house elf's ears were flat 
against his head, and Hermione felt a tremendous anger taking hold of her as she saw the bruises 
on the elf's cheek and shoulder.

"Did he strike you?" she demanded, going down on her haunches to crouch at the elf's level. She 
had come here to confront Lucius about the bewitched ring, but this was so much worse. She felt 
herself growing red with anger. "I'll make him pay for that, I'll --"

"No, no, Missy Granger isn't to be asking Master about Master's temper, Missy Granger must be 
going now --" and the elf actually tried to shove her out the door! Hermione stared in 
amazement. 

"Something's wrong here, isn't there?" She gently moved the elf aside and had to step around him
twice more on her way to the drawing room. "Lucius! I want to speak with you about your 
treatment of your house elves!" She called loudly into the depths of the house.

"No, no, no, no..." The house elf paused to bang its head against the hall tree, rattling 
bumbershoots and causing hats and cloaks to tumble from their hooks. 

"Oh -- stop," begged Hermione, realizing what her insistence had wrought. She caught the elf 
and turned him away from the sharp-cornered furniture. "Please, just...how about if you bring me
some tea? Would that be all right?"

"Missy very wrong to stay, Master he so angry...." but the elf turned away and went mournfully 
into the hall. 

Hermione looked around the empty drawing room. No Lucius, and no Draco. She took out her 
wand and pointed it at her throat. "Sonorus," she said, and then began calling loudly for a 
Malfoy, any Malfoy.

A moment later she heard slamming sounds from upstairs. "When I get my hands on you, Niffy, 



letting someone else into the house..." muttered Lucius, storming swiftly down the flight of stairs
that formed the grand back of the hall. Hermione moved out of the drawing room to where she 
could see Lucius and canceled the Sonorus. At the sight of Hermione he tried and failed to school
his features to conceal his snarling fury.

Hermione, in her turn, bolstered by the twin outrages of the charmed wyrm-ring clenched in her 
palm, and the bruises on the house elf, strode quickly toward Lucius, wand out and pointed 
aggressively at him. "You bastard. You slimy fiend. You cockroach. How dare you? How dare 
you? Do you know how low you've stooped, to beat your elves? "

Lucius paused in his journey down the stairs and carefully slid his own wand from his sleeve 
pocket. His upper lip curled. "Well, well, if it isn't Miss Granger. Come to save the house elves 
from themselves. Yes, Draco told me all about your little elf liberation front. Foolish of you, 
pointless. They long for slavery; they aren't happy without it. Like all lesser creatures should be."

"Lesser creatures," she hissed. "House elves. Muggle-born." She hesitated, and then her anger 
boiled over. A part of herself stood aside in awe, mystified by the depth of her own emotion and 
hatred. "Mudbloods. Isn't that right, Lucius? We're not good enough to join the wizarding world, 
but we're good enough to f-f-f..." her voice trailed off; she couldn't quite say "fuck," not to this 
man, this wicked, cruel man, whose silver eyes were as dangerous as she'd ever seen them. 
Instead, she flung the wyrm-ring, its emerald glowing, at his feet and watched it bounce down 
two risers.

"That's right," he hissed in return. "Good for nothing, except service." His eyes met hers, and his 
lip curled. "What's this?" He stooped and picked up the ring on the tip of his wand. 

"Your son's ring," she said. "The ring you bewitched with Manus Distans Amoris." When he 
actually looked startled, she felt a peculiar sense of elation. I can see the Daily Prophet headline 
now. Mudblood Girl Makes Good: Malfoy Dismayed. "The ring I'll never wear again."

"You can't imagine just how right you are, Hermione," he said now, coming slowly, warily down 
the remaining few stairs, still pointing his wand, with the wyrm circling its tip, at her. 

A dozen frightening thoughts flickered through her head. How right she was? "Protego," she 
whispered, shielding herself. Did he mean to kill her, here and now, for her temerity? 

And at that, he laughed. He laughed so hard, in fact, that he had to sit down on the penultimate 
step. "Stupid girl. That shield is easily broken."

"Then tell me what you mean," she demanded, not letting down her guard. And on top of the 
Protego she layered a more complicated warding, similar to the one she had used years ago as 
she shielded Harry while they ran toward Voldemort. "What am I right about?"

Lucius seemed calmer. He patted the stair next to him and bade her to sit down. She declined. 
"Very well," he said. "I assume you came to talk about Draco."



"I came to talk about you, bewitching my ring with that spell, and then using it."

"Not my son?"

"I haven't seen Draco for days."

"Nor have I." His knees sagged apart, and he dangled his wand between them after slipping the 
wyrm ring into a pocket. 

"What?" 

"Naturally. He's left the country by now, I'm sure of it, the ungrateful little --" he stopped 
himself, and Hermione saw his eyes grow angry again.

"What?" said Hermione again. 

Lucius held out a hand for her to take and pull him up from the step; reluctantly, she canceled her
shield spell and did so. "Really, young woman, you ought to get out of that pub once in a while. 
Have you not read the papers?"

"You're straying from the subject at hand, which is your atrocious behaviour."

"Come and have a drink with me."

"No, Lucius."

"At least you're not calling me 'Mr Malfoy.' A positive sign."

"There's nothing positive here. How dare you treat me like a common whore?"

Lucius sighed gustily. "Hermione. You ran away from me that day before we could have our 
pleasant hour abed. I wanted to...keep myself in your thoughts." He slid his eyes at her slyly as 
he led her into the drawing room by the hand. "I appear to have been successful."

Hermione pulled away from him. "You're disgusting."

"I'm a Death Eater."

"You say that like it's an excuse for everything, Lucius."

"Gryffindor." He patted her arm. "Tell me, did you like my little spell?" 

"I most certainly did not. I came here to tell you that, and now I think I'll go."

"Not just yet. You appear still to be in the dark about a few things."



"Such as?"

"Belasius Zabini is dead." Lucius, despite the morning hour, moved to his liquor cabinet and 
poured himself a glass of whiskey. 

Hermione's brain began ticking quickly through this logic puzzle. Lucius, speaking about her not
wearing the ring again. Draco leaving the country. Something in the papers. And Zabini...dead? 
Her brown eyes flicked up to his. "What...what did..." she paused. It surely was not wise to taunt 
the leader of the Death Eaters about his son's poor choices, was it? For it seemed to her that 
somehow Draco was involved in the death of Blaise's father. 

"Finish your sentence," Lucius said now, harshly. 

Hermione suddenly felt it was wiser not to imply that Draco had something to do with the death. 
"What did Draco have to say about it?"

Lucius tipped his head back and downed the contents of his glass in one gulp, and poured 
another immediately. "Sure you don't need just a tot to see you through the untimely elopement 
of your fiancé, Hermione?"

"What?"

"That word is growing tiresome. My son, dear girl, has run away with his lover. Leaving you 
jilted."

"Where did he go?"

"Does it matter?" The second drink went the way of the first, but Lucius apparently knew when 
to quit, and opened the French doors out to the garden. "It's all ruined now. " His voice grew very
quiet, and took on a bitterness she had not heard from him before. "He has ever disappointed 
me." His glance flicked over her. "Academically bested by a mudblood girl, year after year. It 
doesn't help, having met you, and seeing that you very likely have more power than my son. A 
mudblood. A sport, a freak of nature."

Hermione felt her colour rising, but held her tongue. 

"You even, apparently, recognized the charm I placed on your ring. It's old and obscure; I 
wouldn't have expected you to know it."

She recalled all too clearly the mortifying image of herself, twisting wanton and naked on her 
bed, responsive to the slightest touch of those invisible hands. Snape had explained the charm to 
her much later, after she had ceased her guilt-ridden babbling. 

"I have read a lot of older books; nearly everything in the Restricted Section at Hogwarts," she 
said stiffly.



Lucius turned from the French door. "They'll be coming for you, you know," he told her.

"What? Who? What are you talking about, Lucius?"

"The Ministry. I'm sure you've realized that they'll be considering Draco a suspect in Zabini's 
murder, my dear girl. And with you being his fiancée, I'm sure you're the first person they'll want
to question." 

Hermione blanched, and a smile curved Lucius' mouth. "I see you hadn't thought of quite 
everything, had you?" His hand slipped into his pocket and pulled out the ring. He looked at it 
closely. "Hmm. Nothing left of that charm. However did you do that? It should have been 
permanent until I chose to lift it." His gaze flicked to hers. "No matter. It will serve my purposes 
equally well. Here -- put this on."

"I will not," said Hermione mulishly.

"Don't be a fool. You're going to need a new place to hide, once those scavengers at The Daily 
Prophet start tailing you." He came close and lifted her left hand, pushing the wyrm-ring onto 
her third finger. Then he pointed his wand at her hand, and intoned, "Malfoy property." 

Hermione felt herself flushing darkly at his words. It truly hadn't occurred to her that the murder 
of Belasius Zabini would impact her negatively merely because she was "engaged" to Draco. 
And the phrase "Malfoy property" burned, pure and simply. While she felt sure that Dumbledore 
would be able to settle the Ministry, nothing would satisfy the press except her head on a platter. 
She reached reflexively for the ring, intending to jerk it from her hand, but Lucius stopped her.

"Temper, Hermione. I think you'll want to Apparate through the wards on this house, next time 
Rita Skeeter and her minions trap you in Diagon Alley, or outside your flat, or at that horrible 
place of work --"

"You don't need to worry about that any more," she muttered. "I am no longer employed at the 
pub." She set her chin and met Lucius' eyes. "Very well. I'll leave it on for now. But rest assured, 
Lucius -- I'll be testing it, and the only thing I'd better find on it is 'Malfoy property.'"

"I like the sound of that," Lucius told her smoothly, moving close and catching the hair at the 
back of her head in his long fingers. "Malfoy property." His mouth swooped and pressed against 
hers, hard and briefly. "Bear it in mind. You'll be needing my help very soon," he said pointedly. 
"Niffy will show you out."

At the house elf's name, Hermione halted and turned back to Lucius. She opened her mouth to 
speak, but Lucius forestalled her.

"Let me remind you," he said softly, with menace, "Niffy is also Malfoy property. I will not take 
kindly to more meddling from you on this front, Miss Granger, and I have the full weight of 
wizarding law behind me. Now...unless you'd like to come upstairs with me and continue this 



discussion in bed, I suggest you leave."

~*~

Hermione Apparated directly into her flat from Malfoy Manor and went to the window that 
overlooked the street below. She sighed in relief upon seeing the empty street. The press had not 
yet found her, but she was certain it was just a matter of time. Ever since a summer spent as a 
bug in a jar in Hermione's room, Rita Skeeter had been waiting for Hermione to slip up in public;
and now, it seemed she had obliged, in spades. 

Behind her, Remus was curled on the bed. His yellow wolfish eyes followed her. 

"Are you hungry?" she asked him. "I am. Starving! Dealing with Malfoys is hard work. But 
there's hardly anything to eat in the flat. I think I'll go out and find us something quick, and 
easy...I'm sorry to be leaving again so soon, Remus."

Not long later, she returned with some Vindaloo from the Indian take-away five blocks over. She 
filled plates in the kitchen and brought them to the bed. One plate she set in front of Remus, and 
the other she began to pick at. Now that the food was here and she'd had some time to think 
about the conversation with Lucius and all it implied, somehow she wasn't so hungry, but she 
knew she needed to eat. Remus, on the other hand, bolted down the plate of food and looked 
hopefully at her. 

"Honestly," she said with a smile, and pushed half of her portion onto his plate. Three gulps later,
that was gone as well. She forced down her few bites and then sat at the low coffee table with her
journal until bedtime, at which point she changed into her nightclothes in the bath and crept 
under the sheet while Remus prowled the flat. Some time later he hopped up onto the bed and 
curled himself into sleep.

She was awakened after only a couple hours, but not to the same quiet Remus who had curled on
her bed. This Remus was distraught and pacing, panting, salivating as if he were nauseated.

And he was howling.

Hermione realized the change was upon him once again, and hastily re-silenced her flat, though 
she didn't think it needed doing; her charms and spells always lasted until she canceled them. 
When she turned back to Remus, he was staggering in circles. His wolfish groans were surely 
cries of pain. She hurried to him and her hands fluttered helplessly over his body; there didn't 
seem anything to be done except to ride this out, but she wished she had thought to ask Neville 
ahead of time.

"Oh, gods," she whispered. Remus came to her and pushed his wolfish head hard against her 
chest as she knelt on the floor. "I wish...oh, I wish I knew what could be done --" 



Once again there were those terrible, wet sounds of flesh tearing; bones shifting. Hermione felt 
his legs giving way beneath him and he slumped to the floor, howling again. She watched as the 
wolf legs lengthened and thickened, slowly becoming human; the feet changed, the claws 
seemed to retract and become pinker, flatter -- human toenails. Remus began to shudder in what 
almost seemed a convulsion. Hermione, alarmed that he would do himself an injury as he 
thrashed about on the hard floor, nearly striking the table more than once, snatched up her wand 
and used a variant of Mobilicorpus that she had learned at Hogwarts to lift Remus up onto the 
bed. 

Even there, she was afraid he would hurt himself; the arching of his spine, bending backwards, 
seemed so painful that she climbed onto the bed with him, gathering him to her body, seeking to 
hold him against her and somehow, some way, soothe his pain away with the warmth of her body
and the touch of her hands. 

"I'm sorry, so sorry, so sorry," she whispered, over and over, her own tears of agony at seeing 
him in such pain splashing onto the skin of his back. "I had no idea, none at all, the first thing I'm
going to do when all this nonsense with the Malfoys is over is work on a cure for this horrible 
thing...Neville will help me, I'm sure, and -- and Snape...oh, Remus...Remus..."

The transformation took most of an hour, and at the end of it, Hermione was devastated and 
exhausted. Remus trembled in her arms, shudders running end-to-end of his body.

"I sorry you had to witness that," he gasped to her. She could tell he was embarrassed by what he
viewed as a failure on his part to control himself. 

"Stop," she whispered, and held him close as another shudder wracked him. "It's not your fault. 
It's not your fault. And it doesn't change how I feel about you, Remus." She pressed a kiss to his 
sweaty forehead as he fell into the deep slumber of the exhausted. 

~*~ 

Snape, returning to Road's End after a late evening spent with Mrs Longbottom in his duty as 
potions master consultant, snapped open the edition of The Daily Prophet that he had taken -- 
with her permission -- from her work table.

The headline screamed into his brain and set off every alarm bell he possessed. 

Belasius Zabini Murdered in Own Home!
Draco Malfoy Flees London With Zabini Heir As Murder Investigation Begins

Snape folded the paper under his arm and gripped the portkey charm around his neck. It was 
urgent that he spoke with Hermione, ensure she knew what was certain to occur now that her 
"fiancé" was under suspicion of murder and had fled. The press and the Ministry would come for
her; he had no doubt that Dumbledore would sort the Ministry, but they would be obliged to 



question her on Draco's whereabouts. She needed to know how to handle that inquiry; it was not 
something their Dark Auror training had covered.

Her flat was dark when he arrived at her end of the portkey. He was relieved to have arrived in 
her flat; he'd been a bit concerned that she might already be at the Ministry being questioned, in 
which case his arrival would not have been well received. The flat smelled faintly of curry. 
Fleetingly he wondered if there was any left over; he felt hungry. He listened for her voice for a 
moment; ordinarily, she was either awake or was wakened by the heat of the portkey ring on her 
thumb. 

On the other hand...if she were sleeping, it would be pleasant -- very pleasant -- to waken her 
with slow, deepening kisses. A smirk curled his lip, and he coaxed his wand from its pocket. 
"Lumos," he whispered, turning toward the bed, his free hand reaching toward the fastenings of 
his robe. He would just slip into bed with her, and --

In the bluish light from his wand, he could clearly see that Lupin was naked, sprawled on 
Hermione's bed, held in her arms. She was spooned behind him in her nightgown, her wild hair a
tangle on the pillow they shared. The marks of her passion were clear on the werewolf's body; 
Snape could see scratches on Lupin's arms and ribs, and the bruised warning sign of love bites 
arrayed along the crest of his hip-bone. Lupin lay sprawled in a sated sleep.

Rage consumed Snape in a flash. A rage such as he had never, ever known, not in the days of the 
taunting Marauders; nor the blood-lust of battle as he sought to bring down Voldemort; rage 
unequalled even by the fury that bloomed blackly when his father struck his mother.

Hermione had proclaimed herself his, bound to him of her own free will; told him she was in 
love with him more than once. She had opened her mind to him, her soul. And here she was -- 
her arms around a man he despised, a man he hated. And there was worse still: on her hand, 
draped over Lupin's body, was that damned Malfoy wyrm-ring. The ring he had told her never to 
wear again. Had she so enjoyed Lucius' foul, ensorcelled touch that she deliberately sought it 
out? Had Snape himself, with his sexual games, trained her so well that only a twisted touch 
could arouse her?

It was his choking, keening moan that wakened the pair on the bed. Hermione sat bolt upright 
instantly, her wand flying to hand in that wandless magic she had learned to exploit so 
thoroughly. As she pushed her hair out of her face, blinking in Snape's Lumos light, Lupin 
groaned and struggled into awareness.

"Not mine," Snape heard himself gasping. "But not yours, either, werewolf." And he drew himself
up into the posture he used to cast the Killing Curse, the pose that concentrated his will into his 
wand arm, and thus down the wand, quivering now in its dark eagerness.

"Snape!" Hermione was scrambling forward, putting her body between Lupin and that hungry 
wand. When Snape put out his hand to wandlessly shove her away, he was blocked by a 
tremendous flare of shield magic, burning in front of him like the sun.



"It's not what you think!" she was shouting at him. "Put your wand down!"

"You're right," growled Snape. "I want my hands on him instead." His black gaze drilled twin 
holes in her body, it seemed, as his eyes skimmed over her in the short and sleeveless summer 
gown. There was not a mark on her; obviously Lupin had no idea how to respond to such passion
as that of which she was capable. 

"Remus! Remus, your wand -- it's on the night table --"

"Expelliarmus! " Snape cried, and Lupin's wand shot across the room. 

"Accio Remus' wand! " Hermione summoned it back, catching it as it neared her shield, and 
backed toward Remus, staying between him and the tortured, blackened fury that was Snape. 
"Here, guard my back. He's best at hexes; be ready."

"You little bitch," muttered Snape, and now his fury turned toward her. Yet she stood before him, 
unflinching, her wand out, and her left palm toward him, emanating that shield magic that 
glowed like the corona of an eclipse. 

"Snape, you have to listen to me. I won't let you kill Remus; you'll have to kill me first. Please, 
please listen --"

"Bound," he gasped, staring at her. 

"Bound," she agreed, nodding. "Yes..."

"Betrayed," he said next. He heard the sadness in his voice, almost as if he were standing aside 
and observing this entire debacle.

"No. No! Snape --" She backed toward Remus to include him more fully in the protection 
afforded by the shield magic. "Remus was just staying here with me while he --"

Snape had to swallow back a bolus of nausea; his empty stomach wanted to retch. He wanted to 
kill Lupin for touching Hermione; he wanted to hurt him, physically break fingers, arms. He 
wanted to wrap his fingers around the werewolf's neck and squeeze until there was no breath left 
and Lupin's muddy eyes took on the look of dry stones, cold and lifeless. And yet here was 
Hermione before him, calm in the face of his black fury, looking much the way she had during 
that final battle with Voldemort, determined, cold, resigned, and resolute. To achieve his goal he 
would have to damage her enough to drop her shielding.

"Snape." While he stared at her, frozen in his murderous frenzy, she was moving toward him. 
"Oh, Snape --" And as her small hand, still clutching her wand, stroked its back down his cheek, 
Snape felt something give way in his brain. With a terrible cry he broke from that gentle touch 
and fled to the door, which slammed open ahead of him in a burst of wandless magic, down the 
stairs, and out onto the street. Behind him he dimly heard Hermione calling after him to wait, but
there was no room for rational thought; no possibility of waiting. He ran, stumbling, tripping, 



staggering down the street, a ghastly shadow blacker than the night, until a blacker shadow 
stepped out from behind a stoop and calmly said, 

"Stupefy! "

He went down like a toppled tree, scraping the side of his face against the rough base of a street 
lamp and bloodying his nose on the kerb. When the figure turned him over onto his back with a 
rough foot thrust beneath his ribcage, he recognized the soft, triumphant and eager laugh and the 
low voice that cast a stronger binding spell.

Bellatrix.



Day Job
Chapter 12
Captured, Coerced and Controlled

What a mess. What an absolute balls-up. He makes me so furious I just can't speak! After those 
weeks and weeks of training, a summer spent talking, making love, and working together 
through this nonsense with the Malfoys, and still --

Still he doesn't trust me. 

It's as though he can't allow me to love him, something in him won't permit him to admit that he 
is worthy. And so though he draws me close with one hand, with the other he pushes me away. 

I can't write; not about this, not about anything. I should be writing down what Lucius told me 
yesterday -- not in so many words, that he believes Draco might have killed Belasius Zabini, 
but...I can't. 

I'm so angry.

And so hurt.

It's all so pointless, all of it. 

~*~

Hermione ran down the stairs of the building, chasing Snape. In her fury she neglected to snatch 
her dressing gown or put on shoes. She padded rapidly down the three flights of stairs and out 
the tiny lobby door to the street. She stubbed her toes on the last step of the stoop, but could not 
stop to nurse them. She cast about seeking the faintest hint of him in the darkness; left, right, 
across the street -- no Snape. 

"Damn it!" she cursed, stamping her foot and making the sore toes throb. "You Disapparated, 
Snape you bastard!" She was so angry that her rage overwhelmed her, and a lump rose in her 
throat. "You...idiotic man. Damn it! Come back here and talk to me like a reasonable person!" 
And then rage became impotent tears.

Now that she wasn't at full alert, protecting the worn-out, half-awake werewolf from Snape's 
jealous frenzy, she could begin to perceive the scene from Snape's point of view. If one were an 
insecure control freak, finding one's lover in bed wrapped around a naked man -- one's long-time 
enemy -- it wasn't hard to imagine how the scene would play. Snape saw Remus as competition 
on multiple levels. 

Hermione sighed, scrubbing the backs of her hands over her eyes to wipe away the tears. 
"You foolish, foolish man," she muttered. She looked up and down the street again. He'd been 
too distressed to Disapparate through her wards without splinching; and with his long legs, who 
knew how far he'd run before she had time to get down the stairs after him. 



But he was gone now. She would look for him in the morning. And she'd start with Dumbledore, 
to update him on all the latest news; it was also time to visit Harry again. She was irritated afresh
that she'd never asked Snape where in Northumberland he lived; but if she couldn't find him in 
the usual ways, there was always the portkey ring.

Assuming that Snape wasn't so furious with her that he'd taken off the bat charm.

Remus was waiting for Hermione when she returned to the flat. In the meantime he'd found his 
clothing, waiting for him, neatly repaired, in her coat closet where she kept her own clothing. He 
was doing up the last buttons on the shirt when she slipped through the door and closed and 
locked it. 

"I'm so sorry, Hermione," he said. His face reddened. "I had no idea, none at all, that you -- that 
he -- Snape --"

Hermione sagged tiredly against the door. "You've known we were lovers for weeks," she told 
him now. "Don't play games, Remus."

"Well...yes," he admitted. "I saw you both, just the other night, in the alley near your pub."

Now her eyes grew hard. "Is everyone spying on me? Who else will I find turning up on my 
doorstep? Snape's been following me, Harry reads the gossip about me in the Prophet, Draco 
stops by the pub most nights, and Lucius...well, let's just say that Lucius has other methods of 
keeping in touch. This is ridiculous, Remus. If I can't do the job, I just wish someone would tell 
me that and stop second-guessing me. " 

"What I meant was," Remus corrected himself, moving to take hold of her shoulders gently, "I 
thought you were merely lovers. Sex for convenience or comfort, nothing more. I didn't realize 
what was between you until I saw Snape kiss you in the alley." There was a long pause as Remus
searched the brown eyes in front of him. "But I can see he loves you, and I think you must love 
him as well." 

Hermione tried to flounce away from him, but he wouldn't release her. And a moment later the 
tears that had been threatening spilled down her cheeks. Remus pulled her close, and let her cry. 
It was the least he could do. 

~*~

When Remus woke the next morning, Hermione was gone. She had left a charmed teacup in the 
kitchenette that spoke cheerily in her voice when he stumbled in to search for breakfast.

"Good morning, Remus! The toaster is Muggle; the kettle and teapot are too. Marmalade is in the
refrigerator. I'll be home much later; help yourself to whatever you can find. Leave me a message



if you decide to go out." 

Remus smiled. He put two slices of bread in the toaster and pressed the lever down. Then he put 
water in the teakettle and set it on the stove. Months of living on the same floor as Draco Malfoy 
had accustomed him to Muggle methods, though they weren't what he preferred. The marmalade 
was readily apparent in the refrigerator; it, two lemons, three lonely eggs, and the remains of last 
night's curry were all that the refrigerator held. 

While he waited for the teakettle to boil and the toast to brown, he began searching for a table 
knife to spread the marmalade on his toast. The second drawer he opened had the cutlery, and as 
he opened the drawer he had to flinch backward when something glittering and golden shot from 
it. He made a startled noise, ducking, and tracked the shining thing with his eyes.

It was a Snitch. He laughed as his heart rate settled back to normal. "Hermione, what are you 
doing with a Snitch in your silverware?" he asked aloud. "I suppose now I'll have to catch the 
blasted thing and put it away again -- can't have it getting out where Muggles might see it." 

The Snitch, as though it had heard him, paused in its flittering travels about the bed area. 

Remus, pouring hot water into the teapot and spooning in tea, never noticed the Snitch as it 
picked up speed, racing faster and faster across the room toward him. He didn't see the eldritch 
glow about its whirling wings, nor the dazzlingly bright spike of greenish light that seemed to 
protrude like a tiny, malevolent dagger from its front.

He certainly felt it, though, as the thing slammed hard into him from behind and the spike of 
light seemed to pierce the flesh of his shoulder. Remus circled once, twice, trying to knock the 
pestiferous thing away from him, and when the Snitch fell away in pieces, wings bent and 
twitching fitfully, he blinked, suddenly dizzy. It was almost the same feeling he had when his 
moon days were near. A feeling that he was not quite himself; a feeling of dread. This was 
similar, and yet different in a very basic way. 

Always before, Remus had felt that only he dwelled in his body. Now, something was different. 
Something other, something not-Remus seemed to be rushing through his cells, his veins, his 
mind, roaming, raping, violating, stretching, enlarging, making itself a niche like a rat clawing a 
nest in a wall.

As Remus fell to the floor, sensations and emotions overwhelming him, he could not see that his 
hazel eyes were glowing red. He did not hear his own voice, higher, thinner than normal, 
crowing in exultation, "Yes. Yes. A body again! A body at last!"

~*~

Lucius was sleeping when Niffy made whimpering noises at the foot of Lucius' bed.

"Master, Master, I is sorry to be waking you, Master, but Missy Lestrange is here and she asking 
for you!"



"At this bloody hour?" Lucius growled. "What the hell does Bella want?"

"Missy Lestrange not saying," Niffy whispered, cowering from Lucius' anger. "But she is having 
a man with her. A hurt man."

That got Lucius' attention and he slid quickly out of bed. He summoned his dressing gown from 
the wardrobe and tugged it on, then knocked Niffy aside as he hastened from the room.

Bellatrix was standing in the hall. The body of a man floated near her, three feet off the ground. 
Lucius took a long look at the figure from the top of the staircase. Even in the semi-darkness, 
there was no mistaking the figure's thinness, the lank black hair, and the arching, hooked nose 
that was far too large for the narrow face. 

Severus Snape.

Lucius felt himself trembling; he hardly dared let himself experience the elation that was 
bubbling in his soul.

Bellatrix' low, rich chuckle filled the hall. "I've brought you a present, brother dear," she said. 
"Something you've been asking for. I know it's a bit early for your birthday, but I thought it best 
not to wait."

"Bella," he breathed. He did not even remember descending the long staircase. In an instant he 
was next to Snape's floating, rigid body in the hall. "Where did you find him? How did you 
manage...?"

"I'll tell you everything later. For now, shouldn't we lock him up?"

Lucius stretched out a hand and touched Snape's face, almost lovingly. He drew his fingers down
the stony, still cheek. He looked into the dark, expressionless eyes, and smiled. "How I have 
longed for this moment," he said. "I have a place prepared for him. Bring him to the cellar, Bella.
I'll join you in a moment. Niffy -- take Madame Lestrange to the cellar. You know the place."

When Bellatrix began wanding Snape through the doorway opened by the house elf, Lucius went
to the drawing room and opened the drawer in the small lamp table. Inside, wrapped in satiny 
soft leather, lay Snape's manacles. Lucius hurried after Bellatrix and the house elf. The 
culmination of many months of fantasizing was close at hand.

As he neared the bottom of the staircase down to the cellar, he controlled himself. It would not 
do to skid across the flagstone floor like an overeager Hogwarts student sprinting for the 
legendary Honeydukes counter. Nonetheless, his heart was racing. Niffy stood before the cage 
door, wringing his bony, pale hands. Inside the cage was Bellatrix, and she had just wanded 
Snape to the cot.

"No," said Lucius. "Put him on the floor. Let him find what comfort he can...if he can, when I am



through with him." 

Bellatrix slid Lucius a cautious glance, and did as she was told. Lucius strode quickly to the cage
and shoved Niffy aside. "Out," he ordered. 

"Yes, Master," whispered Niffy. "I bringing water and food for the sick man."

"Nothing for the sick man," muttered Lucius. "Nothing. Now go." He couldn't take his eyes off 
Snape's fungus-pale face. His hands ached from trying not to grip the manacles too tightly in his 
overwhelming excitement. He set them aside; there were things to attend to first.

"You have taken his wand?" he asked Bellatrix.

"What do you take me for, a fool?" she demanded. "Of course. But I haven't had time to check 
him for other things."

"Right." Lucius murmured a charm to his wand, and began passing it slowly over Snape's body, 
toe to head. At Snape's right ankle, his wand glowed. With a chuckle, Lucius removed a small 
sheath, containing a new-fangled collapsible metal wand, from beneath Snape's sock. They 
weren't as powerful as wooden wands, but they could serve temporarily. For good measure he 
yanked a couple of spiky black leg hairs, simply for the pleasure of watching Snape twitch. 
Bellatrix hissed and Lucius laughed. "Keep maintaining that binding spell," he told her. 

His wand continued up Snape's body. In one pocket he found a tiny Sneakoscope that was 
whizzing and whirling crazily -- a useless toy, to his way of thinking. Why would a Death Eater 
bother with one? Everyone around a Death Eater was duplicitous and sneaky. He tossed it out 
through the bars of the cage, onto the floor. And then there was nothing more, except a bat-
shaped silver charm strung on silk cording of Slytherin green. A murmured charm to the knot at 
Snape's neck, and the charm slid free. Lucius would look at it more closely later. There was a 
Concealing spell on it that would have to be removed before he could discover the charm's 
purpose. He tucked it in a pocket of his robe, along with the collapsible wand.

Lucius turned to Snape and Bellatrix, and slowly, excruciatingly slowly, unwrapped the 
manacles. As before, the mahogany thrummed, but this time, as he moved closer to Snape, the 
vibrations increased. Lucius could feel his breathing accelerate; surely, that meant the wand-
canceling core was the correct one. 

"What are those?" queried Bellatrix. She had to concentrate on maintaining the Stupefy and 
binding spell on Snape, but she could see that Lucius was excited by what he held. 

"If these work properly, they should dampen Snape's magic. Eliminate it completely. Maybe 
even destroy it." His lips curved up in a smile. "Snape the squib. Ahh...Bella, you have given me 
a fine, fine gift this day." He worked the oddly-knotted clasp on the first manacle briefly; he had 
practiced daily, obsessively, since Woodwright sent them. Lucius could have opened and closed 
them in his sleep. 



"Let me touch them," she demanded. 

"No -- if they should by happenstance cancel your own magic, Snape might rouse. Best wait 
until he's secured." Lucius lifted Snape's pale, skeletal hand and pushed back the sleeve of his 
robe, baring the prominent wrist bones. Then, decisively, he closed the manacle about Snape's 
wrist.

There was a flash of green light as the ends of the manacle joined into one continuous loop, and 
the clasp melded itself to the wood. Snape thrashed, despite the binding charms and the Stupefy. 
Bellatrix gasped and gripped her wand firmly, closing her eyes to concentrate. "Hurry," she said 
to Lucius. "He's fighting me! He's so strong, Lucius... Stupefy, Petrificus Totalus..."

Lucius unclasped the second manacle and held it near Snape's remaining wrist. "Be ready to 
run," he said to Bellatrix. "I don't know what will happen. Let's get out and lock the cage." And 
with a last flicker of movement he clasped the manacle around Snape's wrist and latched it.

Bellatrix dashed for the door of the cage, but Lucius stayed, his wand at the ready. At the green 
flash, as Lucius clasped the manacle, Snape came fully aware. He was roaring; he was 
struggling; his black eyes nearly showered sparks. Lucius took several steps back, but did not 
exit. It was simply too enticing, watching the mighty Severus Snape, Voldemort's right hand and 
betrayer, flail uselessly. Snape glared around him in confusion, striving for control of himself. He
groped for his wand, his normally graceful movements stifled and puppet-like.

Behind him, Lucius heard Bellatrix laugh. "I have your wand, Severus darling," she said 
throatily. "Do your worst."

"Believe me," muttered Snape, struggling even to rise. "When I -- unh!" He half-rose, and then 
fell back on one knee as though fighting a more intense gravity. "Accio wand!" His brows drew 
together as nothing happened. Snape thrust out his hand toward Lucius and shouted a hex. 
Lucius dodged and flicked a shield before himself, but there was no need.

It was then that Snape saw the manacles on his wrists. His left hand flew to his right wrist and he
wrenched at the wood...and drew his fingers away sharply, as if burned. He stared in wonderment
at the fingers for a moment before trying again, and repeating his flinching reaction. 

Lucius watched Snape's face hungrily. Yes...Yes! he thought. It was working. Snape was 
contained. Snape's magic...gone. He began to smile, until Snape looked up at him, and struggled 
to rise, succeeding this time, coming for him with his bare hands.

"This is your doing, Malfoy," Snape rasped. His fingers brushed the back of Lucius' dressing 
gown as Lucius fled out the cage door and slammed it shut. Bellatrix pointed her wand at the 
lock and panted out a spell. Tumbler after tumbler rocked home, and finally Snape's arms shot 
out between the bars as he struggled to reach them. "I don't know what you've done, how you've 
bespelled me, but when I --"



"Crucio," said Lucius sweetly. Behind him, Bellatrix gasped as Snape fell to his knees, groaning 
and writhing in pain, his arms tangled in the bars of the cage and preventing him from falling 
further. She pressed up close behind Lucius, her hands and arms sliding around him. He could 
feel her breasts pressed up against his back just below his shoulder blades. A moment later her 
breath was hot and thunderous in his ear.

"Brother dear," she breathed. Lucius looked over his shoulder to see her dark eyes riveted on 
Snape's thrashing and screaming figure. Her cool hand slipped beneath the lapel of Lucius' 
dressing gown and sought for a flat nipple there, twisting and clawing at it sharply when she 
found it with the tips of her fingers.

Lucius found his cock leaping to attention with the combined stimulation of Bellatrix' hand, her 
voice, her heated breath, and Snape's screaming. She had brought him this finest of gifts. She had
done what no other had. He turned, his mouth finding hers instantly, and shuddered when her 
hands clawed down his chest to the knot in the belt. Snape's pain aroused her, too.

"Not here," she gasped. 

It took only a moment to Apparate them both to his bedroom. There, Lucius spun Bellatrix away 
from him, shoving her toward the footboard of the bed. His hands frantically gathered up her 
robes, bunching them above her hips, and yanked down her knickers. 

"Don't ruin them," she objected briefly, but then Lucius thrust a thigh between hers, shoving her 
legs apart, one hand rapidly opening his dressing gown. Naked beneath, he needed no other 
preparation, and bent her forward over the footboard. In an instant he had rammed his cock into 
her without grace or finesse. It was exciting to ride Bellatrix from behind like this, thrusting 
harshly, without thought for her pleasure. Exciting to see the grimace on her face as he entered 
her -- she hadn't been quite ready for him. Let her find her pleasure where she might; Lucius was
attending to his own needs. Within moments he convulsed, rising up on his toes, arching into her 
farther than he'd ever thought possible. And when he slowed, bending over her to catch his 
breath, Bellatrix shoved back against him, encouraging him to take her even harder, urging him 
on with her voice. Narcissa's voice. 

"Don't you stop now, Lucius -- you bastard -- don't you -- leave me -- hanging -- ah, gods..." 

Lucius imagined the man in the cellar, dangling half-conscious from the bars of the cage, his 
wrists shackled, his magic stifled. His hands clenched hard on Bellatrix' hips and jerked her more
completely onto himself as his flagging erection revived. He closed his eyes, listening to her 
gasping syllables of curses with each slamming thrust, and he needed no urging to imagine that 
he was fucking Narcissa, fucking his lovely, pale wife while Snape looked on screaming in pain, 
and Crucio contorted his body into shapes from nightmares, arcane in their strangeness, 
architectural in their exactitude, arousing in their pain.

Bellatrix' upper body lifted half off the bed as she began to climax. Lucius shoved her head back 
down into the tumbled coverlets and bent over her again, chanting brokenly as he worked his 
body into a renewed frenzy of lust and sensation. "Cissa -- Cissa -- I have him, I'll kill him for 



you -- Cissa! Oh, fuck, Cissa..."

And beneath him, Bellatrix came and came, and came. And the name she called out was not 
Lucius'. It was Snape's. 

When it was over, Lucius half-lay atop her, panting. He knew she was uncomfortable bent over 
the sharply-turned footboard, but he didn't care to move. 

"You always did have a thing for Snape," he accused her, none too gently. He slid a hand 
between her legs and pinched her clitoris hard. Bellatrix groaned, and he felt her body clenching 
around his in reaction. He pulled out of her sharply and flung himself onto the bed, where he 
stared at her.

"He's still the best fuck I ever had," she muttered. 

"You were eighteen," Lucius sneered. "What did you know about fucking at eighteen?"

"Enough," she told him. She finished undressing and came to lie beside him, breathing quickly.

"Not better than me," he told her.

Bellatrix was silent, and he turned on his side to look at her. "Penny for them," he said, running 
his hand up her body to cup her right breast and toy idly with the nipple.

"Will you really kill him?" she asked quietly.

"I will." He rolled toward her and kissed down her midline to her navel. "I am forever in your 
debt, Bella. How did you find him?"

She laughed, a low, rich chuckle, and ran her fingers through his hair when he turned his cheek 
against the soft, downy skin of her belly, resting there. "Luck. Nothing more." She tugged at his 
hair. "You're sweaty, Lucius."

"Tell me." He felt languidly peaceful. In the cellar below, Crucio would have run its course, and 
Snape would be recovering and discovering his new state: prisoner.

"I've been watching your little Mudblood toy. I wanted to see if she was tattling to her friends."

"And?"

"She had no visitors over the past few days, and last week, only Draco. But she must have been 
having her visitors Apparate into the flat, because tonight, it seems, she and Snape had a falling 
out. I caught him with a simple Stupefy -- he was too angry to Apparate, and too angry to notice 
me."



"Lovely, lovely Bella," Lucius whispered. "Lovely. You have done well." He turned his head 
again, and kissed his way back up her body. "But leave my little Mudblood out of it. I have need 
of her."

"Your little Mudblood was probably fucking Snape," said Bellatrix darkly.

Lucius sat up and grasped Bellatrix' wrists, pulling them over her head and holding them there 
with one hand while he ran the other down her body to press tauntingly between her legs, and 
watched her body twist in response. "Then she'll have something to teach me, won't she?" he 
asked.

Indeed, thought Lucius. I wish to learn about many things, little mudblood. This is just one 
among many. He worked his hand swiftly, taking Bellatrix to the edge of ecstasy again, and 
pushing her over. She deserved a reward.

And afterward, they slept, sprawled naked on the bed in morning sunlight.

Until the burning on their left arms woke them to horror.

~*~

After about ten minutes, Lucius' Crucio ran its course. Snape lay against the bars of the cellar 
cage, panting, feeling the wetness of tears and the sting of salty sweat on his face. He slowly 
unclenched his hands, one of which had been clutched around an iron bar, and gradually 
untangled himself from the bars. He slid down to lie full-length on the floor. Every muscle ached
with the lactic acid cramping of the curse, and shivers and shudders raged through him. He 
thought back to the last time he'd felt this bad: the night he taught Hermione the Unforgivable 
curses. Lucius' skill was made greater by his malevolent intent, and where Hermione's Crucio 
had made him feel as if all the skin were being peeled from his body, followed by the knotting of
his muscles, Lucius' went to the bone with instant harsh cramping that felt it would wrench his 
joints in twain. And Hermione had canceled her curse within mere moments. Snape could feel 
the new curse scar forming, high on the upper left shoulder. 

Hermione. 

And in between shudders, he felt the harshness of his own self-condemnation. He wouldn't be in 
this fix if he'd not been so infuriated over Hermione's infidelity. He should have been able to 
control himself and his reactions. He'd spent how many years, spying for Dumbledore, with no 
one discovering him. And many times over those years he'd experienced things far more tragic 
than finding a lover in bed with someone else. If he hadn't simply rushed out of her flat and out 
into public view, he wouldn't be here now. He had, really, no one to blame but himself, for the 
ache in his heart, and the Cruciatus pains in his body. He had no business falling in love with 
Hermione in the first place; such an inexperienced witch would naturally think she was in love 
with the man who finally took her virginity. And she would naturally want to -- his mind could 
not quite wrap itself around the idea of Hermione making love with Lupin -- try sex with other 



men. 

If only it hadn't been Lupin. Potter he would have understood, though not forgiven. Even Lucius,
sexual virtuoso that he seemed to be.

Snape groaned again; the hurt in his mind nearly equaled the pain in his body. To take his mind 
off Hermione, he pondered his current situation.

Something was terribly wrong. Whatever Bellatrix and Lucius had done to him, it was blocking 
his magic. "Accio wand," he tried again, weakly, not expecting any results, and unsurprised when
there were none. He noticed, dully, as he spoke the spell, that his magic rose in his chest and 
head as it had always done, pooling there for his use, but it went so far and no farther. There was 
not the rushing outflow from his hands, something he had learned to sense after Hermione had 
dissected his wandless magic during her training, in order to duplicate it for herself. It was as 
though a lung had filled with air, but then could not exhale. 

He struggled to sit up. The change in position nauseated him, and he clapped a hand over his 
mouth, trying to contain his sickness, but it was in vain. On hands and knees now, he vomited 
weakly onto the floor in front of him, and tried not to faint. 

From this position he could see his wrists, and the heavy wooden rings around them. Snape 
moved heavily, painfully, over to the cot and dragged himself onto its scant comfort. He lay on 
his side, studying the rings on his wrists.

Not rings, per se; these were clearly manacles, broad and flat, with gold clasps that seemed to 
have become part of the wood as if a place had been specially cut and burned for them, and then 
the gold melted and poured into those grooves. Remembering the shocking scorch from them, he
reached tentatively with a finger to touch the manacle on his right wrist, and could feel the 
humming buzz before he quite touched it. He brought his finger closer and closer to it, and 
withstood the shock as long as he could, before he had to flinch away. It wasn't a pain, exactly; it 
was an unbearable sensation of his own nails on a mile-long chalkboard; it was a shock like 
biting down on aluminum foil; it was a mind-blinding jangle that made him confused and sick.

He continued to poke and prod at the manacles as much as he was able as he lay on the cot, 
gathering strength, and waiting for the Cruciatus to subside. As he'd told Hermione only a few 
weeks ago, Crucio could be borne, but not resisted. It wasn't fatal in single doses, or even 
multiple doses; but enough of it could drive someone insane.

Hermione. 

After an hour or so he felt strong and steady enough to rise and prowl the cage, examining it 
closely for exits or weaknesses. He tested the bars; he tested his magic again, casting a strong 
lock-opening spell, and feeling nothing but the stifled welling in his chest, and then its slow 
subsidence, like a pinhole leak in a pipe.



It was clear to Snape that the manacles somehow blocked his magic. 

It was also clear that Lucius had carefully constructed this cell to contain him. He hadn't found a 
weakness anywhere. 

He found a small protrusion on one of the bars -- cold iron, of course, magic-dampening in its 
own way -- and hooked the edge of the right-hand manacle on it, seeking to wrench at the golden
clasp and open the cuff. The more he pressed and pulled, the stronger grew the humming buzz, 
until he felt as though his teeth would vibrate right out of his skull. And still he struggled, until 
he could no longer, and had given himself a headache that felt like a broken bottle jammed into 
his skull. The manacle was unaffected. 

Exhausted, he fell back onto the cot. His left hand crept by habit to the place just beneath the 
hollow formed by his collarbones, the place where the portkey charm rested on its silken cord 
around his neck, hidden beneath the cambric of his shirt. His fingers slid between the soft 
plackets of cloth and groped there, seeking the familiar shape.

It was gone.

Hermione. 

More sick at heart than ever, Snape closed his eyes. There was nothing left to do but wait. Lucius
would be back to gloat over his prize soon enough. Snape's time would be better spent in 
thinking over the situation and trying to fashion a solution, or at least trying to fathom Lucius' 
motives for imprisoning him.

He would not have thought it possible, but somewhere in all the thinking, he dozed, twitching as 
random nerves fired, still tingling with Cruciatus. What woke him at some later point -- he 
thought it might be morning, but could not be sure, since there were no windows in the cellar -- 
was a peculiar burning sensation on his left forearm. The sensation grew more and more intense 
until he was stripping off his robe and shirt to see what dark and terrible magic was at work this 
time. 

The sight that met his eyes was more devastating than everything that had occurred in the past 
few hours, horrible as they had been.

The old, faded Morsmordre on his arm, Voldemort's Dark Mark, had bloomed into a raw, aching 
brand, burning and stinging as in the old days -- not a summons, but like the slow drip of acid on 
his flesh. For a moment he thought this was the affect of the manacles -- somehow his repressed 
magic had found an outlet in the old mark's renewal -- until, somewhere in the house above him, 
he thought he could hear screaming. 

Snape didn't scream, but for the first time in many years, he did faint, and fell with a sickening 
thud to the stones below. As the world closed in like the pupil of an eye in bright light, he held a 
picture in his mind, of Hermione, her fingers tracing gently over the once-faded scar of his Dark 
Mark, her brown eyes soft and tender.



Hermione. 

~*~

Hermione sat across from Harry in his room at St. Mungo's. It seemed there was nothing to say, 
really, but they had thrashed out the latest headlines of the Daily Prophet. 

Yes, she'd really been engaged to Draco. 

Yes, apparently Draco had fled to South America; there'd been his Apparation signature along 
with Blaise's in the flat in Regent's Park, and then nothing since from his wand. They all had to 
assume he had ditched it somewhere and obtained another. The Ministry was doubtless trying to 
extract those records from Brazil or Chile. 

Yes, she was still wearing Draco's ring, trying to put a brave face on it for the sake of 
appearances.

Yes, she expected the Ministry to corner her about Draco's whereabouts, at any minute now, 
frankly. 

Yes, she thought it very likely Draco had murdered Belasius Zabini.

Harry looked better this week than he had her previous visit, and she told him so. He had an even
better grasp of her situation, and was so clear-eyed that she found herself staring into his eyes, 
entranced, as she had always been by that leaf-green with its larch-needle rim.

"You're looking at me strangely," he told her.

"Your eyes..." And in her ears rang Snape's voice, repeating hatefully, "Potter eyes." She blinked 
to clear her head. "They're yours again, your eyes, your lovely eyes."

Harry laughed. He reached across the space between their chairs and clasped her hands where 
they rested on her knees. "I must tell you -- I think I'm almost well! I think they'll release me 
soon."

"That's good," she said, slowly. Her brain was racing -- if Harry really did leave St. Mungo's, 
what would that mean to her mission to trap Lucius? It was why she had begun her reluctant 
semi-seduction of him, in order to have a backup plan, but what Slytherin would, truly, believe in
a Gryffindor Death Eater? Had there ever been any during Voldemort's reign? 

"Good, but...?" he prompted her.

"Oh, nothing. It's good, nothing but good!" She squeezed his hands. "I want you well."

They stared at each other, grinning, until abruptly Harry's brows drew together. "Hermione. 



About my Snitch --"

Hermione could tell something was very wrong, something had disturbed Harry, but just then 
they were interrupted by a commotion in the hall just outside Harry's room. And when the door 
burst open and two St. Mungo's staff entered, with a wizard behind them, she and Harry turned to
stare.

"Thank you, gentlemen," said the wizard, and beckoned Hermione. "Miss Granger, you are to 
come with me. By order of the Ministry of Magic."

Hermione and Harry looked at each other, and he leaned forward and kissed her cheek. "Buck 
up," he whispered. "We knew this would happen. I'll get a message to Dumbledore; they let me 
send Hedwig out a couple of times a week. It'll be all right, you'll see. Let me know what 
happens, all right?" 

Hermione stood. "What is the matter, sir?"

"Orders of the Ministry," he repeated.

"And you are...?"

"Special Agent Fothergill. It's about Draco Malfoy, Miss Granger."

Hermione twisted the wyrm-ring on her hand. "I haven't seen him for several days," she said. 
"I've been so worried, what with the articles in The Daily Prophet and all..."

"The Ministry has more questions they need to ask you, Miss. If you please..." and he motioned 
toward the door with his wand held rather stiffly, in a somewhat defensive posture.

"There's no need for coercion," she said, indicating his wand.

"I can't take chances," he said. "It's my job to ensure your cooperation. If you please..."

"Goodbye, Harry," Hermione said. She walked toward the agent. "How did you know to look for 
me here?"

"We at the Ministry have our methods," he said sententiously. 

Hermione resisted the urge to roll her eyes. After months of training with Snape, her little finger 
probably knew more about "methods" than six Special Agents put together.

"It'll be all right, Hermione," called Harry. Her last glance of him was as he rose from the chair 
and went to stroke his lovely white owl, Hedwig.



Day Job
Chapter 13
A Little More Knowledge

This is the first chance I've had to note my thoughts, since the Ministry found me at St. Mungo's, 
four days ago.

First they made me wait.

And wait.

It was very late that first day when they finally came to talk to me, in a room in one of the lowest 
floors of the Ministry building, those subterranean places where we battled some of the Death 
Eaters, and where Sirius Black was lost forever behind the Veil.

They just kept asking the same things, over and over. Where was Draco? Why had he not told me
where he was going? I am his fiancée; surely I was involved in the scheme. It must be about 
power. It must be about the enormous Zabini account in Gringotts. I had to be involved. Was I 
the brains behind the operation? (I had to laugh at that; it's not typical for Gryffindors to be 
counted among the most intelligent of wizarding society; we're known for other traits.) What did 
I know about Blaise?

They talked at me all night. At me, and at me. I'm sure they thought exhaustion would wear me 
down and somehow change my answers. For a change, I had nothing to hide. No one asked me 
about Blaise and Draco -- only Draco and Blaise's father. 

It was dawn before Dumbledore finally showed up, and noon before he managed to get me out of
the Ministry building.

We went to Hogwarts, where I had one of those sadly familiar school luncheons -- my favorite, 
though, with roast chicken and root vegetables, and gravy. It was a poor choice; after the night 
I'd had, a heavy meal was fatal, and I fell asleep in Headmaster Dumbledore's office, while I was
waiting for him to Floo someone else at the Ministry. I slept until the next morning. At some 
point I was spelled into a spare room in the teacher's tower, right into bed, but I don't remember 
that.

Later I told Dumbledore all I knew, which wasn't much; but at least he heard about some of 
Lucius' tricks -- one of the more embarrassing things I've had to do, trying to explain that spell 
Lucius placed on the ring Draco gave me -- and explaining my suspicions that Lucius knew more
than he was telling, that somehow he had proof that Draco had killed Belasius. And then I found 
myself telling the Headmaster about finding Remus outside my flat and taking him in, and Snape 
being angry about that, and how I hadn't been able to reach Snape ever since. Dumbledore 
didn't have much to say, except that he'd tried to reach Snape when he heard from Harry I was at
the Ministry, and he had heard nothing yet.

And when I got home to my flat, Remus was nowhere to be found. Of course I didn't really expect



him to wait about day after day; he has a job to do. But the flat was a shambles! 

Overturned furniture; the bed was a wreck. The teapot was broken and had spilled tea 
everywhere; it had dried, and stained the floor. The cutlery drawer stood open, and there was a 
table knife on the floor, alongside Harry's Snitch, which lay in pieces on the floor. I think Remus 
must have stepped on it. I never told him I was keeping it shut in the cutlery drawer -- damn it, 
why didn't I just get a box for it? If it hummed around him too much while he was still so newly 
wakened after his change, I can see where he might crush it. It's not like him, though, to behave 
this way. I hope he's all right. I think I'll go and visit him later today, after I've finished this entry
and cleared up the mess. He must have had a difficult time leaving; my wards are in a shambles 
-- some still holding, others broken. 

I don't know how I'll explain to Harry about his Snitch being destroyed.

Oh, and before I forget.... I'll have to Apparate from now on...there's a journalist from The Daily 
Prophet sitting on the stoop. He saw me looking at him from the window, so now they know I'm 
home. 

~*~

Hermione waited for the lift to carry her up to Draco's floor. She had placed herself under a 
glamour, in case there were any of Rita Skeeter's crowd about, but the building seemed empty of 
people this fine mid-summer morning, so she let the glamour fade away. She knocked on what 
she assumed must be Remus' door, three doors down from Draco's flat.

She waited.

She knocked again.

She waited.

Finally, she reached for her wand and was about to check for wards and try Alohomora, when the
door was flung open from inside. Remus stood there, all his hair poking every which way, his 
chin unshaven, and his eyes bloodshot and wild.

"Erm..." began Hermione, and Remus snatched her wrist and yanked her into his flat, before 
sticking his head out the door and scanning the corridor. "Are you quite all right? You don't look 
well, Remus."

"I don't feel all that well," he muttered.

Looking about her, Hermione was a bit shocked. Remus' flat seemed to be in no better condition 
than her own had been when he left it. Empty bottles of onion ale sat on every table top, and near
the rubbish bin in the living room. The Daily Prophet and Quibbler pages were strewn about the 
room, some sheets lying over the sofa. Clothing was scattered everywhere. The place smelled 
odd and stale.



"Are you ill?" she queried, leading him to a seat at the table and putting her palm on his 
forehead. "You don't feel warm to me. Is it your stomach? Your head?" She didn't dare touch the 
table; something sticky had puddled there and been allowed to dry. 

"You didn't come back, that morning with Snape. I couldn't stay."

Hermione noticed that Remus didn't answer her question. She watched him out of the corner of 
her eye as she went to the refrigerator. There she saw nothing but a head of lettuce, and only 
more onion ale in a nearby cupboard, so she went instead to the tap and drew Remus a glass of 
water, after first rinsing the glass well. "Here. Drink this. Shall I make tea?"

"Would you?" He pillowed his head on his arms at the table. Hermione saw that his elbow was in
the puddle of syrupy mess, but said nothing. Something was very wrong with Remus. 

"How long have you been this way?" she asked now, bustling back into the kitchen and spelling 
the teapot nicely hot after spooning in tea.

"Since...where did you go that morning, Hermione?"

"Well...first I ran after Snape, but he wasn't on the street any longer. But you knew that, I blubbed
on your shirt like a four year old with a skinned knee."

"And then?"

"I went to see Headmaster Dumbledore, and then I visited Harry."

"Harry... Potter?" Remus' head lifted, and he blinked those bleary, drunken eyes at her. Hermione
tipped her head to the side.

"Of course, Harry Potter, what other Harry do we know?"

"Potter." The word was almost a growl. "Is that tea done? What did Harry have to say?"

"It needs to steep a few moments more. Harry...well, it's good news...Harry really looks so much 
better. I think St. Mungo's will release him soon."

"How soon?" Remus turned to stare at her, and Hermione took a step back. Was it her 
imagination, or had Remus' bloodshot eyes actually shone red for a moment, in the hearts of his 
pupils? She blinked hard; it must have been the light in the flat. 

"We didn't get to speak much more about that. The Ministry sent an agent to fetch me, right out 
of St. Mungo's, to question me about Draco. That's where I've been the past two days...in the 
deepest levels of the Ministry for more than a day, and then at Hogwarts for the next day. I've 
just come from my flat though, Remus...what happened there?"



"Where's that damned tea?" Remus pushed back from the table and moved awkwardly into the 
kitchen. He poured the tea straight into a cup that was sitting out, mostly empty but not quite, 
and did not bother to strain the tea. Hermione followed him, her brows knitting. 

"Remus. Here -- don't drink that, that cup's not clean --"

"Let me be, you meddling little witch!" Remus tossed back the contents, swirling tealeaves and 
all. 

Hermione's mouth fell open. Remus had ever spoken to her -- or anyone she could think of -- like
that; except perhaps at the Shrieking Shack, when he'd been so furious with Peter Pettigrew. Her 
eyes drifted down to his hand as it smacked the cup down on the work surface.

Is that werewolf hair, on your fingers, Remus? she thought. It certainly reminded her strongly of 
the glittering fur that made up his pelt while he was in his wolf form. And why is it still on your 
hands? She followed slowly as he went back into the living room and flung himself into an 
armchair.

"What are you looking at now?" he demanded.

"Your hands," she said. "Look at them."

When he did, he went pale to the roots of his sandy hair. His fingers trembled as he touched the 
hairs. "This shouldn't be happening." His voice was shaky.

"Could it be...Neville's..."

"No." He was firm. "No. The wolfsbane potion was fine." He flexed his fingers, and looked up at
Hermione. "This is...alarming. I don't suppose you'd stay here with me, just for a while, until I 
feel better?"

Hermione thought back to the moment Snape discovered her with a naked werewolf in her arms 
-- perfectly innocent, yet she could not help but feel guilty. She could have slept in a chair, or on 
the too-short sofa, but they'd both been so exhausted after Remus' terrible transformation. 

She knew she was taking too long with her answer. Remus stretched out a hand to her. "Please," 
he said. "I'm not myself."

She took a long, slow breath. "All right...but I think I'm going to Floo up Neville and have him 
start another batch of your potion. Just in case."

Remus shook his head. "The moon's not full. This can't be happening, it must be something else."

"Nevertheless..."

Remus let his head fall in his hands and scrubbed his fingers through his already spiky hair. "Yes,



all right. Whatever you wish. And while you're at it, you might send those notes to Dumbledore."
He gestured to the table where a Dicta-Quill and some parchment rested. "I think they might be 
useful, though they're no nails in Lucius' coffin."

"And first, more tea -- for both of us, this time."

~*~

"How did you do it? Why?"

Snape sat on the cot, his back against the stone wall and his knees drawn up so his elbows could 
rest on them, listening to Bellatrix screeching at him like a harpy. She had clawed back the 
sleeve of the dressing gown she wore -- one of Lucius', from the look of it -- and was showing 
him her left arm, where the Dark Mark shone forth. Her eyes were as crazed as Snape had ever 
seen them, and her hair was wildly unkempt. For a moment, it felt as if he were in control of the 
situation, but he knew that sensation was false. Lucius was leaning against the wall behind 
Bellatrix. He was fully dressed, and his wand ticked monotonously against the fabric of his 
trousers. 

"Why should I tell you?" asked Snape. "Let me out, first. Then we can talk like reasonable 
people."

"No," shrieked Bellatrix. "Never! You're going to die here! Now tell me what I want to know!" 
Her wand trembled as it pointed at him.

"If you're going to kill me anyway," said Snape, reasonably, "what is the point in telling you?"

"He doesn't know, Bella," said Lucius. "I told you. It's not his doing."

"It happened after you put those bracelets on him," she hissed at the blond.

Snape saw Lucius' eyes narrow, and fought the urge to sit forward interestedly. He wanted the 
answer as much as either of those two did; the re-emergence of his Dark Mark had more than 
frightened him. But even more than solving the mystery of the Dark Mark, he wanted to know 
about the wooden bracelets on his wrists, the ones that blocked his magic and made him virtually
a squib. It made no difference, now, that he could perform wandless magic. 

"Go upstairs," said Lucius, gripping her arm hard enough to make her wince. "Wait for me there. 
I want to talk to our...friend...alone."

Bellatrix glared at Lucius, but she obeyed him, which Snape found interesting. He hadn't missed 
their sexual involvement earlier, either. He kept his eyes on Lucius, who waited until Bellatrix 
had closed the door behind her, and then pointed his wand at Snape.

"I have a few questions, Snape."



"I'm sure you do."

"Mind your tongue."

Snape raised his eyebrow, and was silent. He waited to see what, if anything, Lucius would give 
away.

"First, let me tell you who brought you here. Bella caught you as you were leaving Hermione 
Granger's building, did you realize that?"

"Certainly I realize that," said Snape, blandly. He felt the hairs on his arms rising at the mention 
of Hermione. "I was a fool, wasn't I?"

"Why were you there?"

"Come now, Lucius. You can't imagine I'll tell you, can you?"

"I might induce you," drawled Lucius, running his wand between his fingers. "A little 
encouragement, such as I gave you last night."

"I'd rather you didn't."

"And I'd rather you answered my question."

Snape huffed; the byplay had given him the time he needed. "After all this time; and still, the 
only method you can think of to motivate me is Cruciatus? I'd thought you were more creative, 
Lucius."

"Don't dally, Severus. Cruciatus worked for Voldemort; I'll use what's most efficient." He shifted 
the grip on his wand, ticking it against his trousers again, and Snape could see that Lucius' 
patience was at an end. He summoned up his lies.

"You know Miss Granger has left the Order of the Phoenix."

Lucius narrowed his eyes; the ticking paused. "I did not," he said. "Go on."

Snape forced a humorous tone he didn't feel into his voice. "It seems Miss Granger fancies 
herself a Death Eater. What would you know about that, Lucius?"

"Whatever do you mean, Severus? A Death Eater, my son's fiancée? How crass."

"Gryffindors," growled Snape. "Always rushing into things without thought. She says she's found
a way -- through Draco -- of mending that idiot Potter. Ergo, she's a Death Eater now."

Lucius looked at him with a pale brow arching upward. "None of which explains your rash fury 
as you left her flat."



Snape cast his eyes to the side as if he were embarrassed. "After I pressured her to give me 
information about your... organization...she hexed me."

There was a long silence, and then Lucius began to laugh. "You liar, Severus. Now -- tell me the 
truth. You've been bedding the wench, and had a jealous fit now that she's engaged to my son."

Snape felt a furious color rush into his cheeks; his skin seemed far too tight. A jealous fit -- 
Merlin, yes. The image of Hermione, her arms wrapped around a naked Lupin, flooded his mind 
and he clamped down on it, hard. And, abruptly, realized why Hermione had emptied her mind 
of all memories of their spring affair. It made him ache to realize afresh how much he wanted to 
protect her, and how she had tried to do the same for him. There were two things that simply 
could not live side-by-side in his mind: Hermione making love to him, and Hermione making 
love to Lupin. Only one of them was truth, and now that it was much too late, he was beginning 
to realize which one was truth. Gryffindor truths were different than Slytherin truths -- something
he'd forgotten, or never quite learned; Hermione loved freely, but she was only in love with one 
person.

"Petrificus Totalus," said Lucius quietly, pointing his wand. Snape felt himself go rigid and 
apprehensively watched Lucius approach. "You are a liar, you know," he repeated. "But I can see
I've struck a nerve. Perhaps you've not bedded her...but perhaps you wanted to. Tell me..." Lucius
drew his wand slowly along the cut of Snape's jaw, the stubble rasping against the cool wood. 
Snape could feel a tingle where the wand trailed, like the bitter, jaw-clenching bite of cheap 
liquor. "Did she laugh at you, Severus? Point at your ugly face, your potion-stained teeth, 
your...hair...and tell you there was no power on earth sufficient to make her bed you?" The tip of 
the wand moved down his throat and prodded uncomfortably at the column of his windpipe. 
"She tells me you were unkind to her while she was at Hogwarts." Lucius stepped back and 
looked at Snape long and hard. "You needn't answer, you know. I already know the truth -- you 
see, Miss Granger finds me a sympathetic ear. Dumbledore asked you to train her, but when she 
wouldn't sleep with you, she had to look elsewhere for that training. And she liked what she 
found here. That's what you can't stand, isn't it?"

Snape could see Lucius in front of him again. He itched to get his hands on Lucius, but the 
binding spell held him in place. And the manacles...the manacles.

Lucius moved back and released the Petrificus. Snape felt his muscles relaxing, but stayed alert. 
It was clear Lucius had an agenda. 

"You haven't yet asked me why you're locked up here," said Lucius, leaning back against the bars
of the cage.

"You want information."

"No," said Lucius. "I want revenge."

Snape sighed. "I didn't betray you, Lucius. I betrayed Voldemort. And look where that's got you! 



You're the one in power here." He knew he'd said the wrong thing, though, when Lucius' eyes 
narrowed.

"Narcissa is dead because of you," whispered Lucius. "Think about that, while you think about 
this...regardless of how uncreative it is. Crucio."

As Snape's body arched up from the bed, he had to wonder: just how many rounds of Crucio did 
it take, before one's heart could no longer withstand the cramping of the body, the tightening of 
every muscle. How long before the effort to push blood through constricted veins became too 
much? How long before Lucius carelessly -- or not so carelessly -- struck just that precise place 
on his chest, and cramped the heart itself?

~*~

Potter. Potter. PotterPotterPotterPotter lives.

Potter LIVES.

And this thing that I'm in, this THING I OWN, knows where POTTER IS. 

Voldemort watched the witch move about the room, watched as she gathered up empty bottles 
and scattered papers, using her wand to herd them toward a rubbish bin. It had been a long time 
since someone had tended to him as this witch had tended to This Thing whose body he shared. 
He liked the sensation. He especially liked knowing that this witch had no idea who was 
watching her, this witch who'd been the one to bind him to earth after he'd killed that red-headed 
annoyance, this witch who had protected Potter long enough for Potter to destroy Voldemort's 
physical body. This witch, the one that This Thing called "Hermione." Voldemort would bide his 
time. There were any number of people who required his personal attention.

He'd spent the past two days struggling with This Thing, fighting for dominance and ownership 
and control of the body. The Thing kept drinking ale to quiet Voldemort, who could tell that the 
Thing didn't understand exactly who was sharing his body. Had it understood, it would have 
surrendered immediately, so great was Voldemort's power.

The ale obstructed Voldemort, and made him angrier. In that, the Thing had been successful, in 
its own limping, flailing way. Slowly but surely, however, Voldemort was finding the keys to the 
Thing, learning the pathways of thought in its brain, finding and fondling all its knowledge, its 
foibles, its secrets. This Thing was a half-blood, which in itself was an unpleasant prospect; 
Voldemort had really been expecting to find Snape, a pureblood, somewhere near when he 
finally escaped his tiny, flying golden prison. Inside Snape he would have accomplished 
astonishing things immediately. Snape, his powerful Potions Master; Snape, who would have 
accepted and welcomed Voldemort without question or struggle. Snape, whose presence he had 
sensed many times while he was imprisoned in the stifling and close darkness.

This Thing was a half-blood, yes; but even more importantly, it was a werewolf. He'd had his 
suspicions as he roamed the Thing's brain, but the mention of wolfsbane confirmed it.



That meant Voldemort was living inside Remus Lupin. Voldemort smiled. Werewolves were 
powerful creatures; if his host must be a half-blood, at least it was a werewolf. 

Busily Voldemort began mining away at the parts of the wolf-brain he'd not paid attention to 
before. Somewhere here was the secret, the key to the transformation. 

The control.

~*~

Lucius watched until Crucio had run its course. It soothed some deep wound to watch Snape 
writhe on the cot until he fell from it and smacked his head hard against the stone floor of the 
cell. It pleased him to nudge his boot against Snape's larger muscle groups -- his thigh, his 
buttocks, the long muscles along his spine -- and watch a burst of cramping twist Snape's thin 
body into new shapes.

While he watched, he pondered Snape's death. Would it be poison? Liptrap's end had been quick,
though messy, and with Draco gone there had been no one to entrust the body's disposal. It 
waited in chilly stasis in a nearby cellar room, with a house elf set to watch the door. Perhaps a 
simple Avada Kedavra would serve Snape well, though...somehow that didn't feel right. He 
would have to give thought to how Narcissa would have preferred to see Snape die. Something 
more dramatic, lingering. He would have liked to subject Snape to the Kiss of a Dementor, but 
that didn't seem feasible, especially with Liptrap gone. 

When it was over and Snape was lying panting on the floor at Lucius' feet, Lucius summoned a 
house elf and directed it to feed Snape. Dead he would soon be; but not until it was time, and not 
until Lucius had the rest of the information he sought.

Such as...how had their Dark Marks blossomed anew? He could only think of one reason: 
Voldemort was somehow still in the picture. He resisted the urge to pull back his sleeve and look 
at the mark again --Bellatrix couldn't seem to stop staring at her own; it had unnerved her 
completely.

And who was pulling Hermione Granger's strings? He suspected it was that Gryffindor puppet-
master, Dumbledore, but a nagging suspicion told him that Snape was involved more deeply than
he had admitted. No doubt Lucius would see the mudblood soon enough. 

And exactly how much damage had Draco done to Lucius' plans, murdering old Zabini and 
fleeing England? Lucius feared his fine schemes were undone. Money couldn't erase this sort of 
stain completely enough. It was this, almost more than Narcissa's death through Snape's betrayal 
of Voldemort that haunted Lucius' thoughts. Years of work, undone in a moment's passion and 
foul temper.

His lip curled, and he kicked Snape in the kidneys thrice, once for each kidney, and once for 
general spitefulness, before leaving the cellar. There was still that fool Bella to calm. The last 



thing he needed was a widespread panic among the Death Eaters, and a possible public outcry as 
a result...he needed to get hold of Erskine and see if he had been similarly afflicted.

~*~

"This...this is incredible stuff!" Hermione exclaimed, riffling through the pages of parchment the 
Dicta-Quill had filled. "Oh, Remus, if only we'd had this information a few days ago, just think 
what we could have done...we might have even prevented the murder of Belasius Zabini!" She 
took too large a sip of her hot tea, and coughed. "I've got to get this to Dumbledore. Do you have
an owl?"

Remus shook his head and moved from the kitchen table to the sofa, where he lay down and put 
an arm across his eyes. 

"What do you do, then?"

"Floo, you foolish girl! What do you think?" In aggravation, he flung a sofa cushion in her 
general direction. Hermione deflected it with a push of wandless magic, and walked over to him, 
the parchments in her hand.

"You're really not yourself," she said. "I think I'd better Floo up Neville first, and then I'll go to 
Hogwarts and give these papers to Dumbledore. Remus, why haven't you taken them to him 
sooner?"

"Will you shut up? " Remus demanded, his voice roughened. "I will not be bossed about by such 
as you!"

Hermione gasped, and turned on her heel, heading for the fireplace. She knew Remus was ill, but
even so... "I'll be as quick as I can," she muttered. "And no more onion ale while I'm gone. It's 
not doing you a bit of good, as far as I can see."

Clutching the parchments to her chest, she tossed a healthy pinch of ashen Floo powder into the 
fireplace, waited for the greenish flames to rise, and popped her head in. "Longbottom 
Quintessentials!" she called clearly.

It was a moment or two before Neville responded at the other end, and when he did, he was 
wiping muddy hands on a smock. "Hermione! Lovely to see you! What's up? How's the -- er --"

"Neville, I need help. Can you start another batch of Remus' potion? I don't want to be more 
specific over the Floo. I'll be there to fetch it in...oh, an hour or so? Will that work?"

Neville looked anxious and wrung his hands. "Did something go wrong? The moon --"

"Not now, it's the Floo, Neville! Can you do it?"

"I can," he said hesitantly. "But it takes about three hours to brew."



"Oh...yes, damn it, I forgot that. Start it now, all right? I'll be there in a bit. Bye!" And she pulled 
her head out of the greenish flames, and watched them die down slightly. She tossed in another 
pinch as she looked over her shoulder at Remus. He was sitting up on the sofa, staring at her 
intently. "Will you be all right alone for a few hours, Remus?"

Remus nodded, once and sharply. His eyes were still fixed on her, and Hermione thought she saw
that odd glow in them again. "You'd better be off before the flames die down," he grunted.

"Oh -- yes. Er -- don't leave the flat, all right?" She stepped into the flames, staring back at him, 
biting her lip, and finally said "Hogwarts Castle."

The public Floo at Hogwarts terminated in the gatehouse nearest the Hogsmeade road. Hermione
flapped a hand in thanks at the helpful house elf manning the station, and hurried up the slope to 
the Castle. There, she went straight to Headmaster Dumbledore's office. 

"Hermione! My dear!" said the white-bearded wizard. "What brings you here again so soon!"

"These." She thrust the parchments at him. "You have to read them, right now."

Dumbledore looked at her over his half-rims, and trundled away to his desk, reading as he went. 
In only a few minutes he looked up at her. "This very firmly convicts Draco," he said. "It's a 
confession, airtight. I'll be taking it to the Ministry immediately. It's a pity he's left the country, 
however."

Hermione clasped her hands in her lap, where she sat in the chair across the desk from the 
headmaster. "And Lucius? What about Lucius? The Quill captured a few of his words, as well."

"Naturally I'll take the whole thing to the Ministry, but...Hermione, dear, I didn't really see 
anything incriminating there, did you? Lucius is only...angry...at his son for the murder. There's 
nothing here that indicates Lucius had knowledge of the crime beforehand."

Hermione slumped, and was shocked to feel hot tears rushing over her lids. Her chin quivered 
before she managed to duck her head and press her face into her hands. Such cruel, cruel 
disappointment. She was sure it had been enough...if it had been enough, she would have 
portkeyed herself to Snape instantly. This whole terrible summer would be over. The Ministry 
could send their Aurors after Lucius. She would explain to Snape what he'd seen in her flat, she'd
convince him, she knew she could -- and they would make love, and be together, the way he 
wanted, and she wanted, and -- 

A stifled sob slipped out of her, and a moment later she felt Dumbledore's hand moving softly 
over her back. "My dear," he said, in the most exhausted voice she'd ever heard. "My very, very 
dear Hermione."



She drew a long, shuddering breath, and scrubbed her hands over her eyes. She would not sob on
yet another of her friends. The hard lump of tears in her throat was difficult to swallow down, but
she managed it, and said, "Well. That's...bloody disappointing." She sniffled, and rose from her 
seat, smoothing her robe and taking a firm grip on her wand. "I'd better get along to the 
Longbottoms' place," she said. "Remus isn't well, and I think Neville has something that will 
help."

"What's wrong with Remus, Hermione?" The blue eyes narrowed in concern.

"I'm not sure. He's very agitated, and...Headmaster, it looked like he had wolf fur growing on his 
fingers, his knuckles. Almost like the transformation was starting again!"

"Mmm," said Dumbledore, frowning. "Well. I'd best let you be on your way, then. Please take 
him my good wishes. Do you have any other news for me?"

"Only that I've still not seen Snape."

"Nor have I, my dear. Nor have I." He put an arm around her shoulders and led her to his 
fireplace. "Why don't you Floo from here?"

Moments later, she stumbled out of the Longbottoms' fireplace, into a warm, friendly kitchen. 
Neville was nowhere to be seen, but his Gran was there, just spooning tea into the pot. "You're 
just in time, my dear!" she cried. "Milk and sugar?"

"Please," said Hermione. "Where's Neville?"

"Brewing up your wolfsbane. There's yet a while before it's finished."

Neville's voice came from the next room. "Did I hear someone Floo in, Gran?"

"Hermione's here, love. Come and say hello."

"Hermione!" Neville hugged her briefly. "The potion needs another half hour to settle before I 
decant it. How's Remus? You couldn't talk over the Floo."

"It's so strange. He's drinking ale after ale, and...he's so angry, so agitated. His eyes are all 
bloodshot. You know how tidy he's always been, even keeping his clothes mended when he had 
no money? But his flat's a wreck, like he's ill or something. And -- Neville, he's getting that wolf 
fur on his knuckles."

Neville blanched. "It's not the wolfsbane, I'm sure of that, I'm ever so careful, Remus means the 
world to me, you know that, I --"

Hermione hugged him to stop the babbling. "Remus said the same thing. No -- I think he's ill in 
some other way, but if he transforms -- even though it's not a full moon -- Neville, I just want to 



be prepared!"

Mrs Longbottom poured tea for all three of them, and shepherded them to the kitchen table. 
"And you'll eat something too, young lady...you're shaking."

Hermione sat, and swallowed half of the strong, sweet tea as soon as she could manage. "It's just 
not been a good week," she said, lamely. She would have liked nothing better than to stay in this 
warm, friendly little cottage for hours, letting Mrs Longbottom comfort her, but...as always, there
was a job to be done. Always and always and always. And she was so tired. So very, very tired.

"Do you ever see Professor Snape?" said Mrs Longbottom a few minutes later, buttering hot 
crumpets and passing them to Hermione and Neville. 

Caught off guard, Hermione stammered. "Well -- yes, occasionally."

"Next time you see him, will you tell him I need him again? I haven't been able to reach him with
his little mirror."

"His mirror?" demanded Hermione.

"Why, yes! He's the Potions Master for our little Quintessentials business, and I needed a way to 
reach him -- he's a very careful man, as I'm sure you're aware -- and that little mirror is how I talk
with him. We check in at six in the evening, Monday through Friday, and if I need him that's 
when I let him know. We're brewing a very ticklish potion just now, and --"

"Can I see that mirror?" Hermione could hardly contain her excitement. Sirius had once given 
Harry a mirror like that. It was as good as the telephone.

"It's on the wall just there," said Neville, around a mouthful of crumpet. A buttery finger pointed,
and Mrs Longbottom gave him a stern look. "Sorry," he mumbled.

Hermione hardly heard him. She was already up, her nose mere inches from the mirror, and 
peering into a long, dim hallway -- another hallway, in another house, somewhere in 
Northumberland. Somewhere Unplottable, somewhere warded and secure. At the far end of the 
hallway, a curtain moved in the breeze, but the hallway was empty. "Snape!" she called. "Snape, 
are you there?" She called for a minute or more, and when she finally turned back to the table, 
the two Longbottoms were sitting with their mouths open, staring at her.

"Er," she said. "I've been looking for him too." She knew Neville would never understand the 
nature of her relationship with Snape. "Order business."

Mrs Longbottom looked at her gently, and then said to Neville, "Why don't you see if that potion 
is ready, love?" When Neville had gone back to his brewing room, Mrs Longbottom said softly, 
"If I see Professor Snape, shall I tell him you're looking for him?"

"Yes, please," whispered Hermione. "Tell him I'm sorry."



One last time, Hermione stumbled out of a fireplace. She was back in Remus' flat, a warm flask 
of wolfsbane potion tucked in her hip pocket. Remus was still sitting where she'd left him, but he
had shed his shirt. It lay in three separate pieces on the floor, not far from the sofa. Fresh 
scratches ran across his chest and neck. Hermione gasped and hurried across the room toward 
him. "Remus! What happened? Is...are you...?"

"Neville's parents are Alice and Frank Longbottom," he said, slowly.

"Yes, of course they are!" She took hold of Remus' chin, to turn his face toward the lamp she lit 
wandlessly. She looked into his eyes, which seemed a little clearer, but no less troubled. The 
scratches on his chest wept a little lymph and blood.

"Dead, are they?"

Hermione goggled. Remus knew as well as the rest of the Order that Neville's parents were 
living the lives of three-year-olds in a closed ward at St. Mungo's. She felt a chill over her entire 
body, and had to clench her hands tightly to keep them from trembling. "They're not dead, 
Remus...they're just...cursed. Bellatrix Lestrange damaged them terribly, years ago. Don't you 
remember?"

"I remember Bellatrix," said Remus slowly. "Lovely Bellatrix."

Hermione went cold all over for the second time that day. As Remus spoke Bellatrix Lestrange's 
name, that tiny, red flame flared in his eyes again. It was quickly banked as he looked up at her.

"Bellatrix is an evil, evil woman," said Hermione, shakily. "What's wrong with you? Can't you 
tell me?"

"There's nothing wrong with me a little hex or two wouldn't solve." He laughed. "I like my wand.
It works well. Watch! Incendio! " He pointed the slim, whippy birch wand at the curtains, and 
with a stifled floomp they went up in flames.

"Pyro nox! " yelled Hermione, sending a quick pulse of wandless magic at the fire.

"That wasn't very nice of you, my dear," muttered Remus. His hand shot out and gripped her 
wrist. "Not very nice, at all."

With a gulp, Hermione saw that Remus' eyes were glowing a dark, wolfish gold. When he 
opened his mouth in a darkly humorous smile, she could see his teeth.

Long, pointed canine teeth. A quick glance down at her wrist -- the hand whose wrist Remus was
now bruising -- confirmed that more wolf fur was emerging. 



"Remus," she murmured, eyes wide with fear. A moment later, she put her right hand firmly on 
Remus' shoulder, taking a good grip.

There was, really, only one other thing she could think of to do. Only one person who might be 
able to help.

Her left hand clenched around her thumb, and she said clearly, but tremblingly, "Batman waits."

The world shook around them, she felt that strange portkey pull that tugged like a long-vanished 
umbilical cord in the vicinity of her navel, and then a moment later her vision cleared. She and 
Remus were somewhere else, in a richly appointed bedroom, with a massive, rumpled bed in 
front of them, covered in glorious ocean blue velvet.

Looking wildly around, she could not see Snape. She did see the bat charm, lying on the dresser 
just at hand, and felt a mild shock that Snape had taken it off. But then, he was furious with her, 
wasn't he? Nevertheless, it hurt to see the truth. 

"Well, isn't this charming! Hermione Granger, in my bedroom at last! How delightful. And I see 
you've brought me a gift, another Order member." That honeyed voice made her blood run cold. 
She spun, letting go of Remus, who was slower to turn.

"L-Lucius!" she stammered.



Day Job
Chapter 14
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~*~

"Lucius!" she exclaimed a second time.

"We have met before," he drawled. "Don't tell me you're surprised to find me in my own home." 
He came forward. "Leash your pet before I do it for you."

Her mind reeled. Another Order member. I'm in Malfoy Manor -- Lucius' bedroom. Snape's 
portkey charm is here. Therefore Snape is here. Oh, Merlin. Snape is here. And Lucius thinks I've
brought him a...a prisoner. 

She flicked her wand at Remus, and said, as casually as she could manage, "Stupefy." Remus 
slumped to the floor. Trying not to bite her lip, she watched him fall, feeling horrible as she heard
his head thump against the thick carpet. A real Death Eater would not flinch, she told herself 
firmly. 

"That's better," said Lucius. His hand reached out, and he cupped her neck with his thumb 
beneath her chin, and tipped her face up to receive his kiss, a languid caress from his mouth. 
When he drew back, he studied her face. Hermione fluttered her lashes to shield her eyes in case 
he was trying Legilimens, and fought the urge to swallow. Her heart was beating frantically, in 
terror for Snape. What had Lucius done to him? She knew full well that Lucius didn't simply 
want to question Snape about how he'd concealed his spying for so many years. Lucius wanted 
much more than that.

"How charming of you to visit so late," he said now. "Your pulse is racing. Is that for me?" And 
without waiting for an answer, he bent for a second, deeper kiss. He opened her mouth with a 
sweep of his tongue. He tasted of whiskey, and smelled of an exotic soap. The clinical part of her
brain catalogued the tastes and odors, but the rest of her brain raced through the situation and 
tried desperately to prepare itself for what was to come.

She drew away slowly, casting a shy glance downward. "Oh, Lucius," she said, and did not have 
to feign the tremor in her voice. "We -- we should really tend to --"

Lucius put a hand at the back of her waist and pulled her hard against him. Through the flimsy 
fabric of his summer-weight dressing gown she could clearly feel his erection. "I was just 
preparing for bed," he murmured, and brought his lips to her neck, where he nuzzled and nipped 
at her supra-sternal notch. "Join me."

His words shot through her brain like a crossbow quarrel, and she flinched. She heard his laugh, 



and felt it against her skin. "I thought Bella was wrong," he said. His head came up and he 
gripped her chin in hard fingers. She met his eyes, the Waiting Room prepared with images of 
Harry. "She said you were bedding Snape, but I think not...I think not. You lack experience in 
your kiss; Snape would have taught you better. I think, when she caught Snape outside your flat, 
that you had hexed him and that made him angry. Snape has always been petty. To be hexed by a 
Gryffindor mudblood would be the final straw."

Snape has always been petty. Not, "Snape was always petty." Oh, Merlin, please let him still be 
alive. And the next thought was, Bellatrix caught him. He left me in a rage, and she caught him. 
It's my fault! 

She blinked and frowned at Lucius, remaining motionless in his hold. "Bellatrix Lestrange 
caught Professor Snape outside my flat?"

"Why, yes. She'd been watching you, you see. She doesn't trust you." His mouth curved in a 
smile. "Do you think I should trust you, Hermione?" 

She felt the hand at her back smoothing down over her buttocks. His thumb explored her lower 
lip, tugging it down from where she had caught it in her teeth. 

"Don't torture that soft, sweet lip," he whispered. "Let me do that for you." His mouth descended 
again, and Hermione pressed her hands against his chest to push him away slightly.

"Wait. Is Professor Snape here? Here? "

"He is. He's in a room I prepared just for him."

To hide the intensity of her relief, she glanced down at Remus, who was still sprawled where he 
had fallen when she hexed him. Lucius followed her look. "Ah, yes. The werewolf. Why did you 
bring him?"

This is it, she thought. After this I'm committed. "He has information about Draco, Draco and 
Blaise...and the murder of Belasius Zabini."

The pupils of Lucius' eyes, those velvet black pools of arousal, shrank to pinpoints. Hermione 
was treated to a long look at the loveliness that was the irises of his eyes; those spearing icicles 
of palest blue, shading to a darker blue rim, with flecks of grey throughout. He is truly beautiful, 
and so very evil. She knew she had his complete attention. Even the erection between them had 
begun to flag. "What did you say?"

"He's been living just a few doors down the corridor from Draco for months. The Order put a 
listening device in Draco's flat, and the other end spoke to a Dicta-Quill --"

With a roar of rage, Lucius shoved her away from him. She staggered backwards and caught 
herself on the turned spindles of the footboard of Lucius' bed. He turned upon Remus, and before
Hermione could stop him, drew his wand from a sleeve pocket, and muttered, "Enervate. " 



Remus stirred, opening his eyes with a groan, and Lucius followed up that counter-hex with a 
variation on the full-body bind. Remus blinked, and opened his mouth. 

"Malfoy," he said. His gaze went to Hermione, who was struggling upright and coming to stand 
next to Lucius, her own wand drawn and pointing at Lucius.

"Don't hurt him," she said harshly to Lucius. "We need him."

Remus' brows drew together in confusion. Gone was the frightening stranger she had portkeyed 
to Snape's charm. Lucius' version of the binding spell did not bind Remus' face or voice. 
"Hermione! What do you think you're doing?"

Hoping he would catch a hint from her eyes, she hissed, "Shut up, werewolf." She turned to 
Lucius. An idea had struck her. Hope. "Do you have a place where we can lock him up, until 
we're ready to talk to him?" Please. Show me where you're keeping Snape. I need to know if he's 
all right. 

Lucius' head whipped around. Hermione's wand was pointing at his throat. His eyebrow rose just
the slightest degree. "We, little Gryffindor?" But she could see that his typical sneering humor 
was returning, and when his hand lifted to gently push away her wand, she allowed it.

"Well, you, then," she amended. "But you need me. I'll know if he's lying. I read part of those 
parchments before he cast Incendio --" Well, it was nothing less than the truth; she'd read them, 
taken them to Dumbledore, and Remus had cast Incendio -- just not at the parchments. Suddenly 
she understood how Snape had managed all those years as Dumbledore's spy: by telling the truth,
or most of it.

"Hermione! " gasped Remus. "Are you out of your mind? This isn't one of your little Hogwarts 
adventures with Harry and Ron, this is --"

"Silencio," said Lucius. "You're right, Hermione. Let's attend to this little problem." His gaze 
flicked over her body. "Then you'll tell me what you know about my...son," his lip curled, "...and 
then, perhaps, we'll finish what you so sweetly started, coming here tonight." 

Hermione swallowed, but when Lucius gestured for her to bring Remus along, she used her 
wand to lift and move his rigid body. Remus stared at her, mouthing many things; but no sounds 
came. When Lucius' back was turned, she swiftly laid a finger over her lips, and winked. Remus 
stared, but ceased his attempts to speak. He kept his eyes on her as she followed Lucius down a 
flight of stairs, and then another.

Into the cellar, where it was chill, and dim. And where a cage of iron stood several feet out from 
the wall, with thick, invincible bolts securing its base to the floor.

And inside the cell, Snape watched them approach. With Lucius walking next to her, Hermione 
dared not try to communicate with her lover, but her heart was in her eyes, and she hoped against
hope that Snape could read the thoughts she was sending his way. 



He looked like he'd been wearing the same clothes for days. His hair was greasier than she'd ever
seen it, and the normal smudges beneath his deep-set eyes were almost as dark as kohl would 
have made them. He stood next to a small cot that was several inches too short for his tall height;
he would have to sleep on it with his knees drawn up, or else his feet hanging off the end. His 
black eyes followed their little group, but Hermione could read nothing from his expression. He 
was far too skilled in dissembling to reveal himself so carelessly. As she watched, his lip curled 
in disdain. Ugly wooden bracelets ringed both wrists. Hermione puzzled over them, but could 
not allow her gaze to linger.

At the cell door, Lucius paused. "Well, what do you think of your former Potions professor, 
Hermione?"

"He looks just the same as always," she sneered. "A greasy, unkempt git. Except now he looks 
much less intimidating."

"Stand behind the cot, Severus," said Lucius, pointing his wand at the lock on the door. Snape 
did as he was told, and Lucius chuckled softly. "How are the mighty fallen. Hermione, kindly 
settle our new tenant into his abode."

"Not until you bind Professor Snape," she said.

Lucius laughed at that, loud and long. 

"It's not funny," she said. "He's a powerful wizard. I don't want him trying to hex me for what 
I've done to him --"

"Have no fear, Hermione. Do you see the manacles he wears?" 

Hermione nodded; she concentrated a bit harder on the levitating charm she was using on 
Remus.

"Those are preventing him from using his magic in any way. He can't perform the simplest 
Accio, much less a hex. "

Despite her fear for Snape and Remus, Hermione was intrigued. "Really? How? Can I look at 
them?"

Lucius chuckled. "Ever the student, I see. Perhaps later. For now...the werewolf. Just don't get 
too close to Severus, and you'll be fine."

Hermione wanded Remus through the door of the cell, and floated him to the cot in front of 
Snape. She looked up and met those black, inscrutable eyes once more. Snape folded his arms; 
the bracelets were in plain view, and she studied them closely for those brief seconds before she 
left the cell to rejoin Lucius. The wide bands of wood fit snugly enough that they could not be 
slipped over the hand and discarded. Gold inlays decorated a portion of the bands with a swirling



pattern that appeared to be sunken into the wood. The gold looked remarkably like an ancient 
rune for joining the sundered ends of broken things, except that it was surrounded by filigree 
flourishes. 

"Don't dawdle," said Lucius sharply. "It doesn't matter if the werewolf is comfortable or not."

"Don't leave me in here with this bestial filth, Lucius," hissed Snape, speaking for the first time. 
Hermione, halfway to the door, paused and looked back at him. 

"Take Lupin's wand before you leave the cage," said Lucius. "We don't want these two escaping 
before we've got the information we need."

Hermione spoke a quiet Accio to summon Remus' wand to her hand. Snape's eyes fixed on it 
longingly. With her back to Lucius, Hermione dared to mouth two words at Snape; she wasn't 
certain whether he saw them or not. "I'm sorry." She moved quickly to the door, and as Lucius 
closed it, she saw Snape stride across the cot and lunge to grab her. She felt his fingers clutch 
uselessly at a few frizzy strands of hair.

"Impedimenta! " Lucius called out, jerking Hermione through the door and slamming it shut. 
Snape staggered a moment, and stumbled hard against the bars, but Hermione was safe on the 
other side. "Idiot girl, did you never learn not to turn your back upon an enemy?"

Yes, thought Hermione. A lesson I learned very well at the hands of your prize prisoner. And 
your prisoner is not my enemy here...you are. 

~*~

Snape stood frozen, watching Lucius herding Hermione up the cellar stairs, while he waited for 
Lucius' Impedimenta to fade. His heart was hammering. What the hell had she done? How had 
she managed to talk Lupin into this farce, or had it been the other way round? Lucius appeared to
be fooled; but Snape knew that was at best a temporary situation. Behind him, Lupin groaned. 

Though Snape knew very well it was the effects of hexes and jinxes wearing off, it could have 
been the sound of sex. Unbidden, that image of Hermione with her arms around naked Lupin 
rose in his brain. It hadn't left his mind for days now, plaguing him even while he studied the 
manacles and their shimmering glyphs. It had lurked in the dark back of his brain while he strove
to remove the wooden shackles by scraping them against the sharp edge of stones in the floor -- 
to no avail, for the bands were protected by a shield of some sort. It had been the last thing he'd 
seen as he slipped into one restless doze after another. Anything, anything, as long as it wasn't 
the look on Hermione's face as she stroked his cheek -- and stood between him and the worthless
werewolf.

Lupin groaned again. 



"Shut up, werewolf," hissed Snape. "Try a little Malfoy Crucio next time, why don't you. That 
will show you something worth groaning about." He struggled against the last, thick resistance of
the Impedimenta, and was able to flex his fingers. It wouldn't be long now.

"This is your fault, you know," said Lupin. "If you hadn't overreacted, just like always, none of 
us would be trapped here, you least of all."

It was the last straw. Far too many things were not right in Snape's miserable life; too many to 
list, and the moment the hex faded, he had straddled the cot, digging his knee into Lupin's chest, 
so that his hands could better reach Lupin's throat and wrap around it.

"The fuck it is," grunted Snape. "It's yours, you useless piece of shit! Needy bastard that you are 
-- preying upon her sympathetic nature!" His hands were not quite obeying him, and Lucius' 
binding spells were wearing off the werewolf rapidly. "None of us would be here if you 
could...manage...your...fucking... monthlies...better..." And with each furious word, Snape drove 
Lupin's head against the iron frame of the cot. 

"Like you're one scrap better, you lying, manipulative Slytherin bastard --" Lupin managed to get
the heel of one hand up under Snape's chin and was shoving with all his might. "What -- unh -- 
lies did you tell her to make her fall in love with you?" And now the werewolf brought up his 
knees and drummed hard on Snape's kidneys.

Snape grunted, and squeezed harder. He had endured much worse pain than half-hearted blows to
his kidneys. Lupin's eyes began to bulge a bit, and Snape smiled in grim satisfaction. Yes, this is 
what I want. What I've wanted for years. Payback, at last. He thought of all the mockery of his 
sixth year, listening to the chanting of "Snivellus" and the laughter of James Potter and his 
crowd. He thought of the night they had stuffed him down the passageway under the Whomping 
Willow, and himself, moving fearfully in the dark, finally turning a last bend only to find a 
creature from the darkest corners of nightmares slavering, growling, knocking him down to stand
on his chest, hot, rank breath in his face, wolf-saliva pooling in the hollow of his collarbone. 

Snape listened to Lupin's rasping, labored breath as it whistled through his constricted throat, 
looked into those hazel eyes, and frowned. An eerie red glow seemed to flicker deep in the 
pupils. He blinked and shook his head to clear it. Along with the glow there was a sudden 
bristling of Lupin's skin, and as Snape looked closely, he could see the dark stubble of wolf-fur 
sprouting everywhere. He laughed a little breathlessly.

"Look at you...can't control yourself even now. The full moon's not for weeks, Lupin."

A strange buzzing somewhere to his left began to penetrate his consciousness. He spared a 
glance in that direction and saw his pocket Sneakoscope that Lucius had tossed aside like a 
worthless toy.

It was whirling madly. 

Treachery? Here, now? 



And at that moment, his Dark Mark burned afresh. He flinched back from Lupin to cradle his left
arm, pressing his right hand over that stinging ache. A grunt of pain escaped him, and suddenly 
Lupin shoved him onto the floor and stood above him. Lupin rubbed absently at his bruised 
throat with a hand whose joints looked painful and disordered; the nails were thickening, 
curving. 

Snape looked up from where he lay tumbled, and met that red glow, the one he had thought never
to see again, and shuddered. It cannot be, he thought, his mouth drying with dread. You were 
destroyed. Potter destroyed you years ago. I watched you fall to earth in pieces and disintegrate 
there. The Sneakoscope continued its beetle-buzzing.

"Perhaps you may be forgiven this once for not recognizing your Lord," said Lupin, speaking in 
a voice not his own. "But do not make that error a second time, Snape."

Snape fought the urge to laugh hysterically. How could things have grown worse? To lose 
Hermione -- even if only in his own mind -- to his most hated enemy, to be taken in his stupidity 
by Bellatrix and incarcerated by Lucius, and then locked away with an uncontrolled werewolf, 
and now...now, to find that very werewolf harboring the one creature he had thought never to see 
again: Voldemort, whom he had betrayed. It was beyond belief.

His instinct for self-preservation kicked in bare seconds later. It was what caused him to turn 
onto his stomach, and crawl on his hands and knees the few inches to Lupin's -- Voldemort's -- 
feet, and kneel there. "My Lord," he gasped. "I truly did not recognize you."

"So I see." Voldemort inclined his head and glared down at Snape. "What is this place?"

Snape thought fast. If ever he had needed to make absolutely the right choice, this moment was 
it. His mind whirled through the possibilities -- and the likelihood that Lupin was still in there, 
somewhere. 

"We are in the cellar of Malfoy Manor, my Lord. Imprisoned."

"For what purpose?"

"I am to be killed," admitted Snape, cautiously, "for the death of Lucius Malfoy's wife during the 
battle between the Death Eaters and Dumbledore's fools...the battle in which we believed you 
destroyed."

"As you see, that is not the case. And I?"

"You, my Lord? Why, Lucius has become your successor. In your absence, he has made 
wizarding Britain his own."

"Does he hold it in trust for me, Snape?" Voldemort squatted with the ease of motion that 
belonged to Lupin; a near-grace that Voldemort had never possessed. It was clear to Snape that 



Voldemort was comfortable in this new host -- more comfortable than he had ever been while 
riding twinned with Quirrell years ago. The clawed hand grasped his chin, and Voldemort's red 
eyes held his own gaze steadily. His heart was pounding.

Make the right choice. Say the right thing. He must be on your side. Does he know you betrayed 
him? How much did he see during the battle? If he knows, you are dead. 

"My Lord...I am not privy to Lucius' plans, but...I think not. I think he rules for himself."

Voldemort hissed and rose, releasing Snape. "Get me out of here," he muttered to Snape. 

"I cannot," said Snape. "In truth, I was hoping you can release us, my Lord."

"Why can you not? You were always skilled with locks and spells."

"I lack my wand, for one thing -- as do you, sir -- and for another, Lucius has found a way to 
bind my magic. I am nothing but a squib." He lifted his arms, showing Voldemort the shackles on
his wrists. "These bracelets bind me." He bowed his head and crept closer to Voldemort. "I am 
ashamed, my Lord. I was taken in a moment of anger; Lucius had been plotting my capture for 
months, because I would not serve him. And now that he has me, it is only a matter of time until 
he kills me. Please, my Lord..." he bowed his head over Voldemort's -- Lupin's -- booted feet, 
"help me. If I am dead, I can no longer serve you." 

"How can you serve me if you no longer have your magic?" Voldemort's hands moved in 
frustration, a jerky gesture that seemed half Voldemort and half Lupin. Clearly Voldemort was 
not quite entirely in charge of the body. Snape wondered how that could be played to his 
advantage.

"I have knowledge, instead." 

Voldemort shook his head. "Knowledge I have...those manacles, for example. For many years I 
sought a wand maker who could make such things."

"Lucius appears to have found one."

"Yes..." Voldemort sat down on the cot. Snape remained kneeling at his feet. The more the Dark 
Lord felt he was worshiped, the better off Snape's position might be. "But how did he know such 
things existed? I told none of my Death Eaters of them. It was written in my grimoire."

"My Lord...is it possible Lucius has your grimoire? That he took it from you?"

Voldemort's red eyes shifted to Snape's. "Such idle speculation ill becomes you, Snape. I will 
judge my servants for myself. Lucius will return soon, I am sure."

Knowledge I have...how much do you know of what Lupin knows of me? Do you, perhaps, know 
the part I played in bringing about your downfall? Lupin -- if you're in there...keep my secrets. 



Please, keep my secrets.

For Hermione's sake, if not for mine. 

~*~

Lucius hustled Hermione up the cellar stairs ahead of him. It was a shame she'd come dressed in 
those shapeless robes. He knew she could look much better. Narcissa had eschewed the 
wizarding world's robes except for formal wizarding occasions. 

On the other hand, she'd brought him something very valuable. Remus Lupin, the one man Snape
hated above all others. He spared a moment to wish that he could be in the cellar, watching the 
developments. Severus Snape, locked away with the very werewolf who had nearly killed him so
many years ago. 

A smile curved his mouth. It would be delicious to watch, but first he needed to learn what 
Hermione knew. He caught her elbow and brought her into the drawing room, as usual. Make her
comfortable with familiar surroundings. 

"Would it be too much trouble if I asked for a little dinner?" Hermione smiled winsomely at him.
"I've been running about all day, dealing with Professor Lupin, and I've not eaten since 
breakfast." 

"I think perhaps we'll talk first," said Lucius. He went to the liquor cabinet, as usual, and poured 
two whiskeys. When he handed one to the girl, she shook her head at him.

"Not on an empty stomach, thank you. Water, perhaps, or even tea?"

Lucius narrowed his eyes and tossed back his drink, and then took a sip of the one he had 
intended for Hermione. "Talk first," he iterated. "Tell me what you read on those parchments."

Hermione moved to the armchairs with the chess game between them, and toyed with a pawn or 
two. He could see the game pieces wriggling peevishly in her hand; they'd likely been asleep, 
since the evening was growing late. "I don't want you to be angry with me," she said softly. "I'm 
only here to tell you what I learned -- but I have to be honest, Lucius -- it's not good news."

"I'll be angry if you don't get to the point," he said. 

"Apparently Dumbledore assigned Professor Lupin to watch Draco. He lived on the same floor 
of Draco's building, and somehow they managed to put in listening devices. One end of the 
device spoke to a Dicta-Quill in Lupin's flat, as I've mentioned. It documented a conversation 
between Draco and Blaise Zabini." Her head turned and she looked squarely at him, her hand 
moving to the wand pocket in her sleeve. Lucius stood very still, listening.

"In that conversation, Draco was admitting to Blaise that he'd killed Belasius Zabini, with a -- a 
stolen wand, I think. I was reading very quickly. They argued, a little, and the last thing I saw 



was that Blaise suggested they leave for Brazil right away."

Her story doesn't mention me, he thought. Either she's crafty, or she didn't see anything with my 
words on it. No matter -- the damage has been done. He pondered more. He didn't quite dare kill 
her -- not yet. Too many people were involved; too many of Dumbledore's mindless sycophants 
were currently in his house. 

"Professor Lupin could tell you more, I expect," she said. 

"Indeed." He moved to take a seat in the armchair. "Put those pieces down, can't you see they're 
unhappy? You're as bad as Erskine Nott, fiddling about with them."

Hermione put the pawns down, and they scurried back to their places, shaking tiny fists. 
Hermione sneered at them, which almost -- not quite -- made Lucius laugh. What a contradiction 
she was. A Gryffindor Death Eater -- he'd only known one other, in all those years of dealing 
with Voldemort: Peter Pettigrew. An inexperienced girl attempting to seduce him to gain her own
ends; he was tempted by her lack of knowledge. In a way, Narcissa had been similar when they 
met and married: not quite virgin, perhaps, but certainly unaware, and ready for the knowledge 
of how pain and passion were separated by the thinnest margin. And how the two could be 
combined to spectacular effect.

In his experience, it was the intelligent women who made the best bed partners. Still -- he needed
to repress his baser needs until he'd pried all her information out of her.

Time to see what else she knew. He gestured for her to come closer, which she did, but warily. 
When his hand went to the left cuff of his dressing gown and folded it back so that she could see 
his Dark Mark, she blanched.

"You've decided to mark your followers with the same mark as...?" she gasped. Her right hand 
flew to her own left forearm and clutched there. Her eyes met his. "I...I don't wish to be Marked, 
Lucius."

"This is not my doing, foolish girl. This mark restored itself, just a few days ago. Not long after 
Bellatrix brought me Snape, actually. I want to know what you know about it."

There was a long pause. Lucius waited as she stared at him. He was about to use Legilimens, to 
see what was flickering through her mind (though always before there'd been only useless 
Gryffindor nonsense -- bravery, Harry Potter, the worry over what others would think of a 
Gryffindor among the Death Eaters), when she spoke.

"I have no idea how this could have happened! It's awful! Does it hurt now? Did it hurt when it 
came back?" Her soft little fingertips brushed the Mark gently. Lucius pulled the sleeve down 
again. 

"It woke me from a sound sleep when it emerged. It burned like acid," he muttered. "Bella's has 
returned, too. And Snape's."



The girl appeared thoughtful, and retreated to sink into her chair. "Then...then..." her eyes lifted 
to his, round with astonishment. "I can only think of one reason why all your Marks should 
reappear. Voldemort isn't gone, after all!"

"What rubbish," Lucius said, but he had come to that same conclusion only hours after the Mark 
had reappeared. He looked at her closely. Her brown eyes were fixed on his still, and she was 
gnawing her bottom lip thoughtfully. 

"No, don't you see -- if it's affected all of V-Voldemort's followers, then it must mean that 
somehow he has come back." She shook her head. "He's done it before, you know. Just when we 
all think it's safe, he's finally gone...there was Professor Quirrell, and then a few years later, when
he kidnapped Harry and Cedric from the tournament..."

"I want proof," Lucius hissed. He finished the second drink and stared at Hermione. "I'm not 
giving up what I've worked for, not that easily. Not for something as amorphous as this." 

"I want proof as well," she said softly. "I won't follow the Dark Lord."

He had not seen her look quite so determined before. With her feathery dark brows drawn 
together over her nose, she looked comically stern. He rose, and took her hands to pull her up 
from the armchair. "You would follow me, though? Why aren't I sure of that? Why do I need 
convincing?" He could feel her hands trying to pull free of his, and knew a swelling urge to 
subdue her. "You have been nothing but manipulative, Hermione. You are a Death Eater merely 
because it's a means to your end." He pulled her hard against him, ignoring her struggles. He 
brought her arms around him and captured her wrists in one hand behind his back. 

Her head tilted back in defiance, which only served to press her breasts against his chest. "And 
you're any different? You only agreed to let me join the Death Eaters because you were eager for 
what you could get from me. Order business. What Dumbledore's up to. You even wanted me to 
locate Professor Snape for you, and now that I see what you're doing with him, I --"

"Shut up," Lucius told her harshly. His free hand caught the hair at the back of her head and 
hauled it back even further. He was pleased when her mouth opened on a pained gasp. The little 
taste of pain was like something electric arcing between them, a flavour of metal in his saliva; 
the taste of anticipation. He released her wrists, and she clutched at his back to keep from falling.
His hand slid down her back, over the curve of her buttock, and rested below it, cupping to lift 
her hips against him and pull her up onto her toes to off-balance her. "No more playing, 
Hermione."

"Very well," she said. "No more playing. I'll come clean about what I want; it hasn't changed in 
all these weeks, Lucius. But perhaps the method of payment is what can change; perhaps it is 
that which may convince you." 

"Convince me, then," he muttered. "For in thinking all of this over, I see that you've been 
Dumbledore's pawn all along -- you took the job and the flat to arouse Draco's sympathy, to 



make your desperation seem real. My son may be taken in by such ruses, but I am not." 

"Draco used me too, you know," she spat.

"Get on with it." He wrenched harder on her hair and was gratified when she thrust out her chin 
stubbornly. Yes, fight me. Resist me. Struggle makes it all the more piquant. 

"I still want Harry made whole," she said fiercely. "If you can't do it, tell me now, and I'll walk 
away -- you can go on with your megalomania and your plans, you can do as you want with 
Professor Snape, and I'll not breathe a word of it outside this house. But if there's a chance you 
can fix what's wrong with him -- you, or one of your minions -- then do it, Lucius. "

"And my payment? If not tidbits of Order business -- which, I happen to know, you don't have 
access to any longer. Snape tells me you've left them; or more likely, your duplicity was 
discovered and Dumbledore sent you packing."

"If you make Harry whole --" 

He watched her cheeks hollow in tension, and the muscles of her throat moving as she 
swallowed. He ground his hips against her; he knew what was coming. "If I make Potter whole? 
Yes?" He could not know how his eyes glittered at her, how the pupils had swallowed the chilly 
grey irises. His prey was in his hands.

"If you make Harry whole, I'll f-fuck you." Sudden tears glimmered in her eyes, and Lucius 
knew he had managed to tap the truth. This price was higher than she wanted to pay, but she 
knew it was the only one he would accept, and so she was offering it.

"Ah." He could not hold back the triumph from his smile.

"On that day," she said, trying to squirm free. "And not before. Do we have a bargain?"

Lucius looked down at her for many long moments. She stilled in his hands, her neck arched 
back and exposed, her fingers clutching at the back of his dressing gown. She met his gaze, and 
when his quiet Legilimens went through those brown eyes and into that curiously tender place 
that was her mind, where it seemed no one but Harry Potter lived, he was at last convinced. It 
was a strange thing, to observe that loving focus of hers. He wondered if she gave her whole 
Gryffindor heart to everything she did. It seemed a foreign concept.

"I'll consider your suggestion," he said quietly. "And in the meantime, I think you'd better stay 
here. I don't want you rushing off to Dumbledore, not now that you know the things you do." He 
released her, and summed a house-elf. Bad as he wanted to bend her over a chair arm and have 
his way with her -- especially now that her eyes were filled with tears -- that would wait a bit. He
had other things to attend to in the cellar; things both more exciting, and more pressing. 

There was a sizzling pop as the house-elf materialized close by. 



"Master is wanting something?"

"Take Miss Granger upstairs and tuck her into bed. She's tired. Miss Granger is a guest in this 
house; you will serve her wishes in all but one thing: Miss Granger is not to leave this house, not 
in any way, until I say she may do so. Do you understand?"

The elf's ears flapped as he nodded wildly. "Niffy understands, Master. Niffy understands very 
well. Missy Granger? Please to be following me?"

"Enjoy your stay," said Lucius. "Do make yourself at home, Hermione. I'm just down the stairs 
from you should you... need me in the night." He watched in amusement as her brown eyes 
narrowed at him.

"I'm sure I'll be just fine alone," she announced crossly, and followed the elf out the door. He 
wondered exactly how much she had wanted to slam it, and went to get himself a bottle of 
champagne to take down to the cellar. Time to celebrate.

~*~

Hermione sat stock still on the edge of the bed in the guest room where Niffy had led her after 
she had tried to bargain with Lucius, nearly jumping out of her skin with fear for Snape and 
Remus. All the little clues had finally aligned and presented her with an inescapable conclusion: 
Voldemort was loose in the world again. Well -- perhaps not exactly loose, but certainly returned.

Harry, so damaged after the battle. So unlike himself.
Harry, forcing that Snitch upon me, saying he was afraid to fly.
Harry, gradually improving.
Harry, anxious about what I'd done with the Snitch. Wanting it back, and then afraid of it again.
The Snitch, flicking about my flat, but...more active when Snape came to visit, always attracted 
to the magic.
The Snitch, on the floor in pieces.
Remus, with those red eyes.
The Dark Marks emerging again not long after Bellatrix brought Snape to Lucius -- about the 
time I was headed to visit Harry, when Remus was alone in my flat.

Oh, Merlin.

Somehow at least part of Voldemort managed to enter Harry when Harry destroyed him. And 
after years in St. Mungo's Harry managed to force out that awful part of himself...and lock it 
away in the Snitch. And somehow Voldemort managed to get out again...and into Remus. And 
when he'd managed that, the Dark Marks flared anew on all his followers' arms. Lucius. Snape. 
Bellatrix Lestrange.

Oh, Merlin. 

At least Lucius appeared to have abandoned the idea that she would go to bed with him that 



night. He had sent her off with the house elf to a guest room, and though she was effectively a 
prisoner, she wanted to remain at the Manor, where she had the best possibility of taking Snape 
and Remus away from here before they were all killed. 

I must think. I must think. Oh, Snape, are you safe? Are you well? And oh, Remus...please hold 
on, please keep Voldemort inside, please.. .

Not long afterwards, her plan was made -- at least, the plan for the next half hour or so. She 
slipped off the bed, crept to the door to listen, and hearing nothing outside, slipped out.

Now, to retrace her steps to the cellar. There was an anxious feeling in her belly; she didn't trust 
Lucius, not with two such tempting distractions. She needed to go and see for herself that Snape 
-- and Lupin, whatever might be left of him with Voldemort rampaging inside him -- were still 
well.

And if Lucius were there, she would wait until he left, as long as he hurt neither of the two men 
she loved. But if he hurt them...all bets would be off. She patted her wand sleeve, then the holster
of the collapsible wand she and Snape had bought a few months ago on a trip to Knockturn Alley
-- it rode at her ankle -- and lastly, the flask of wolfsbane potion that had fortunately remained in 
her pocket all this time.



Day Job
Chapter 15
Learning to Hate

[This page in Hermione's dated journal is blank.]

~*~

Hermione crept to the top of the stairs and waited, listening. Far below she could hear locks 
clicking, and a door opening and closing. With any luck, that was Lucius, and not a house-elf. 
She looked around to be sure of her bearings, and then hurried down the stairs. First things first 
-- back to Lucius' room, where she had seen the bat charm on the dressing table. If she were 
Lucius, she would have returned to the cellar to torment his prisoners at once, and to reassure 
himself that they were still securely imprisoned.

One floor down, she turned to her right and moved along the night-time hallway, her steps 
muffled by the deep Oriental carpets that lay just-so on the floor, their fringes perfectly arranged,
perfectly fluffed, perfectly untangled. Gilt-edged portraits slept on the walls. A slim-legged settee
waited along the wall, offering an elegant resting place. She thought a moment about her horrid, 
mousey flat, and heartily wished she were there again, with Snape, no matter how angry he was. 

There. Lucius' door. She crept to it and used her bare hand and forearm to feel for hexes and 
wards. She was astonished to find none; but then, this was Malfoy Manor. Lucius probably felt 
no need to ward his own things; and it was not as if she could leave, not with house-elf magic 
keeping her in. She turned the knob; her cover story was ready should Lucius be there: she was 
still wanting dinner, and didn't know how to call his house-elves. 

Luck was with her. The room was empty. And on Lucius' dresser was the bat charm, lying with 
its silken cord tangled around Snape's olivewood wand. There was also the collapsible wand in 
its holster.

She pondered; she couldn't take all these things; they would be missed, and Lucius would know 
very well who had done it. Biting her lip, she patted herself, inventorying her pockets and 
clothing. Nothing, except her own collapsible wand, and the flask of wolfsbane potion. Very 
well, then -- she would replace Snape's wand. She bent to her ankle and slipped the wand out of 
its holster. Extended, it was too short to be Snape's wand, but she spent a few moments applying 
a glamour to make it appear made of wood. Then she pulled her sleeve down over her fingers, 
and used the improvised glove to tuck Snape's wand into her hip pocket with the flask. She could
feel it tingling there, as though electrically charged. Snape's wand had always been a 
troublesome thing, charmed to sting and burn those who touched it. 

When the sleeve shot back, her glance fell upon the wyrm ring and its wicked little emerald eye. 
Malfoy property. 

That metal would do, she thought, and quickly tugged it from her finger. She set it on the dresser 
next to the bat charm, and focused the tip of her wand on it. It took three attempts, but after a few



minutes, the ring had been Transfigured to look just like the bat charm. She unthreaded the real 
charm from its cord, and strung the twin before tangling the cord with the wand again. Lucius 
wouldn't be fooled for long, but the glamour would hold for several hours before it faded, and the
Transfiguration was more or less permanent until it was detected and removed. She tucked the 
bat charm in her front pocket, and crept out of Lucius' room.

And now...the cellar. She could hope that Lucius was no longer there, but if he were...well, a few 
hexes from behind wouldn't go amiss. Then, there would only be Voldemort to deal with. 

Hermione swallowed hard, and continued.

At the top of the cellar stairs, she listened carefully at the door. Inside, she could hear Lucius 
speaking with Snape and Remus. The conversation sounded relatively tame, though Remus' 
voice exhibited strain. Lucius was his usual smooth self, and Snape said almost nothing at all 
while she listened, biting her lip, and tried to decide what to do next.

At last, she decided she would wait for Lucius to leave the cellar, or for there to be enough noise 
to warrant her bursting in. She simply wasn't sure of her strength against Lucius, especially with 
Snape effectively disabled by the manacles, and Voldemort surging in Lupin. Too many 
unknowns. She looked about the hallway for a hiding place, and saw none. She went quietly to 
the corner, and peeped around it. Several yards past the corner, she saw Niffy sitting 
disconsolately in front of a door, his arms clutched close around his thin chest, and his legs 
drawn up under the ragged tea towel that he wore like a toga.

"Niffy!" she exclaimed. "What are you doing down here?"

The elf scrambled to his feet and stared at her, his enormous eyes widening. "Missy Granger," he 
whispered. "You isn't supposed to be here. No, you isn't. I is calling Snip, and she is taking you 
back to your room."

"No, no," Hermione said, coming swiftly to the elf's side before he could snap his fingers. 
"Niffy...how much do you know about what your master is doing here? He shouldn't be keeping 
Professor Snape and Professor Lupin locked up like this." 

Niffy simply stared up at her. He could not speak ill of his master, and she knew it. But the 
memory of the bruises on the elf surfaced, and made her grimace. The elf looked at her, alarmed.

"Missy Granger? You is ill, you is. I is calling Snip now --"

"No, no...not ill, just...hungry. That's what it is. I haven't eaten in hours and hours." She rested a 
gentle hand on the elf's head. "What are you doing down here? It's cold, for such a little one as 
you. Your master should give you warm clothes...oh, right, he can't." She shook her head in 
aggravation. "What room is that?" Hermione gestured to the door Niffy was guarding.

The elf wrung his hands for several long moments. "I is not to speak about the room," he moaned
at last. Hermione looked at the elf thoughtfully, and suddenly knowledge flared. 



I is not to speak about the room. Lucius didn't want her to see this room; so much so, that he had 
his elf guarding it. She decided to act as if she had heard nothing. "Niffy, would you be so kind 
as to bring me some toast and jam? And tea? I didn't eat any dinner, and I think if I had 
something in my stomach I might be able to sleep better."

Niffy wrung his hands, in a frenzy. "Missy Granger should call Snip..."

"Missy Granger doesn't know Snip. I know you'll make me a lovely tea; you've made so many 
meals for me this summer. Lucius did say you were to obey my commands, you know." She 
smiled winningly at the elf, and added, "Please."

The elf looked anxiously at the door, and then at Hermione, and then he vanished.

Hermione got to work. She hadn't much time. 

Lucius' wards were complex, and took more than a few moments to dismantle, but when at last 
she opened the door and charmed a light from her wand, the effort was more than worth it...she 
had what she needed, finally, to bring Lucius down at last.

In the small, dim room, charmed to stay cold, was the body of a man. He was very dead, his face 
dark and distorted with the rictus of poison. On the lapel of his wizard's robe was the tiny badge 
of the Ministry of Magic. Hermione was too astonished even to gasp. She quickly backed out of 
the room and closed the door, and had just finished restoring the last ward when the pop! of 
apparition startled her, and she turned to find Niffy waiting with a tray. 

"Missy Granger..." he said, in an ominous tone.

"I was only curious," she said. "But it's locked." Both of which are true, she told herself, but 
couldn't feel better about speaking what was, essentially, a lie. "Oh, marmalade...my favorite. 
Thank you, Niffy."

"Missy Granger must be quiet, yes," he said, setting the tray down. "And Missy Granger really 
should be in her room, Master will be very angry to find Missy Granger here."

Hermione bolted down a piece of toast with marmalade on it, and felt much better. Just as she 
was swallowing most of a cup of tea, she heard Lucius' voice from around the corner. 

"Do you think you deserve better, Snape? Think again. The werewolf will do me the favor of 
killing you, I believe. All I need do is wait, and keep you both fed until the moon grows round 
again...and then...why, then, I think, I'll starve you both."

And from the floor below, Hermione heard Snape bellow Malfoy's name in rage, followed by a 
noise that could only be Lupin, a throaty growl that chilled her flesh and made all her hairs stand 
on end. The crust of the slice fell to the floor and she froze. A few moments later she heard locks 



clicking home, and then Lucius' strides...away. Thank Merlin, away. 

~*~

Snape heard the locks turning at the top of the stairs. He looked at Voldemort, who was lounging 
upon the cot, arms beneath his head. "Someone is coming again, my lord. Perhaps you would be 
wise to allow Lupin to come forward, as you did last time?" Snape had been careful to keep his 
sleeves buttoned at the cuffs once he discovered just who was behind Lupin's hazel eyes. 
Voldemort had not seen the Dark Mark in all its raw fury. 

The door clicked open, and then Snape heard stealthy feet upon the stair treads. Not Lucius, 
then...when he came to gloat just a while ago, he strode down those steps. The door closed, and 
now Snape could hear, faintly, Hermione's hushed voice restoring all the wards she had opened. 
Out of habit he tried to catalogue the wards in his mind, then looked at the manacles and shook 
his head in disgust. His heart beat faster...did she come alone? And would she play her cards 
carefully, or would there be a precipitate rush to his arms? To preclude such a possibility, he 
stepped back from the bars and stood, arms crossed, his best student-killing glare fixed on his 
face.

Ah...I trained you well, he thought. She came down the stairs slowly, wand out, and a Protego 
shield flaring and flickering before her. It was a changeable shield, as well; one designed to 
deflect multiple varieties of hexes; it changed frequency as he watched, nearly too fast for the 
eye and mind to follow to get a hex in. If we get out of this, that's one of the first things I want to 
learn from you, little Gryffindor Death Eater. Right after I kiss you senseless and hear you say 
you love me once more. 

Voldemort sat up. Snape spared a glance and saw that Lupin was nowhere in sight; the red eyes 
of the Dark Lord gleamed in the dimness of the cellar. 

"On your knees before your Lord, mudblood," spat Snape. He moved to the front of the cage and
gripped the bars in one hand, and pointed a long, pale finger at Hermione with the other.

"You are not my lord," she spat back. Snape could see she knew very well what he meant, in the 
minute shift of her glance to Voldemort, seated behind him. 

"I might have known a mudblood would not be perceptive enough to know the Dark Lord when 
presented to him." With a sweep of his free arm, Snape indicated Voldemort, who rose smoothly 
with Lupin's native grace, and came toward the bars. "Behold Lord Voldemort."

In this way Snape at once told her he knew what they were facing, and if she didn't already knew
what had taken over Lupin, she did now.

He watched her eyes grow round with awe. "B-but...he... you were killed," she stammered, 
addressing Voldemort.



"You will open this cage," said Voldemort, pointing at the locks. Then a violent shudder shook 
him, and Snape saw the redness recede. "Don't do it, Hermione," said the voice of Lupin. "Better,
safer, not -- let me -- augh!" Snape wondered at what it must have cost Lupin to come forward, 
even for that short a time, to push Voldemort aside. "Down, you half-blooded beast," snarled 
Voldemort. "Foul creature that you are."

And while this frightening byplay was going on, Hermione's hand approached Snape's where it 
clutched the bars, and managed to tuck something small and silvery into the side of his curled 
palm. Without looking at it, he knew what it was. He had held it for months; worried at it; 
clutched it as he slept; pressed it to his lips. The portkey charm. With a swift motion he gathered 
up the silken cord and slid the bundle into his pocket. His eyes met Hermione's for the briefest of
moments, and then she was kneeling before Voldemort, head bowed.

"I am yours to command, Lord Voldemort," she said. Snape could hear the tremor in her voice, 
and wondered if Voldemort could, as well. She was terrified, yet...her mind was still working. 
There was, after all, something to be said for Gryffindor courage, foolhardy though it was. 

"I have commanded you," hissed the red-eyed wizard. "Now obey."

"My Lord," she breathed, and rose. She slid her wand from its pocket in her sleeve, and pointed 
it at the locks on the cage. Alohomora did very little; only one of the locks clicked.

Snape squatted down so he could touch the lowest of the several locks. "This one," he said, 
"Lucius used a Transfiguration charm. He transfigured it from unlocked to locked, to the best of 
my memory." 

With a muttered charm, the lock was suddenly open. "And this one?" Hermione asked, pointing 
to a series of thorny chains that wove in and out of the bars of the door and the bars of the cell.

"I heard something about Devil's Snare," Snape said, "but I cannot be sure what else. I was...not 
well, when they locked me away."

"I can imagine," Hermione said, through gritted teeth. "Right. Devil's Snare doesn't like light." 
And with a muttered charm, she sent bluebell flames toward the chain. It curled away with a 
muffled clanking. 

"Two more left," said Snape. "How did you discover this exchange?" With a roll of his eyes he 
indicated Voldemort -- or Lupin.

"Be quick about it," said Voldemort harshly. 

"Yes, my Lord," Hermione gritted again. "I have other things for you," she said to Snape. "Your 
wand, which I'd frankly like to be rid of -- it's burning a bit. And a bit of a drink. Something that 
should help. You recall my Snitch, well, it's broken now." She pointed her wand at the third lock 
and mumbled a few opening spells at it. Nothing worked, so she placed the flat of her palm over 



the lock and used what Snape had taught her during the spring...the feel of the spell, its signature 
tingle.

"It's a ward," she breathed. "Not a locking spell. A moment...there! Lucky me, I've just had some 
practice with Lucius' wards. Speaking of which, there's a dead Ministry employee in a warded 
room just up the stairs. Lucius has his house-elf guarding the door."

"Merlin, the audacity," breathed Snape. "This last one is, I think, just a simple locking spell. 
Bellatrix closed it in a hurry -- it can't be complicated. That Snitch, you say? I'll have to give the 
boy credit. Clever."

And a moment later, they were free. Voldemort exited first. Hermione stood back and watched as
the creature controlling Lupin's body strode past her. She pulled the skirt of her robe away from 
her hip and indicated to Snape that he was to take his wand from her pocket. "I don't want to 
touch the troublesome thing," she said. 

"It's not likely to do me any good," said Snape, reaching for it. And as his fingers closed around 
it, pulling it from her pocket, a harsh blue-white flash burned all their eyes. Snape cried out, and 
put his fingers to his mouth, dropping the wand. The manacle on his wrist was glowing with that 
same blue-white glare, gradually fading. 

"I'll just take that," said Voldemort, smoothly. "Accio wand."

"It --" Hermione began, but it was clear that Snape's wand wasn't scorching Voldemort. She 
turned frightened eyes to Snape, who met her gaze coolly. 

"It is right that our Lord should have a wand," he said, and shook his head the barest bit. 
Hermione snatched at his hand to examine it; it was raw and red. "And you keep that drink with 
you."

"But he doesn't --" At Snape's glare, she bit down on the rest of her thought. Whatever it was, he 
didn't want her giving it away, and he suspected it was something to do with Lupin, probably 
more wolfsbane potion. But short of forcing Voldemort to drink it, he couldn't see what use it 
would be. Topical application was ineffectual. 

"And your plan for getting us out of here?" Voldemort said now. They were moving as a group 
toward the cellar steps.

"Erm --" Hermione fumbled. "I...er, can't leave just yet. But there's nothing preventing the two of
you from leaving."

Snape scowled at her. "What do you mean, mudblood? I would prefer you to take us to your flat 
where we can work on these manacles. I need to be able to serve my Lord more fully. I cannot."

"Lucius has set his house-elf's magic to keeping me here."



Snape felt his lips thinning, but just then Voldemort prodded Hermione with the end of Snape's 
wand. "Don't wait about, mudblood. It is time I was back in the world. I have servants to call to 
my side."

You don't, really, thought Snape, even as he resisted the urge to press his hand over the Dark 
Mark. All your servants serve other masters these days. 

"And Potter to attend to," finished Voldemort, darkly.

Now it was Hermione's lips that thinned, but she led them up the stairs and began opening the 
locks and wards. "Our best plan is probably to use the Floo," she said. "There is one in the hall, 
but it's very exposed. I don't know of any others."

"I will simply Apparate," said Voldemort. He pushed past her out into the hallway as she held the
door. Snape met her eyes. He knew what she was thinking: Voldemort had Lupin, and Lupin 
knew where Potter was. Now they had another problem on their hands: keeping Voldemort away 
from Potter. It really was no skin off Snape's nose; despite loving Hermione, he would never 
manage to be fond of Potter; but certainly the Dark Lord could not be allowed to escape again.

The hall was dark and silent as they filed into it, following the dim glow of Hermione's Lumos. 

Lupin's voice suddenly emerged from behind Snape. "I need a drink," he groaned. 

Hermione halted so abruptly that Snape ran into her and clutched at her to steady them both. He 
could feel the instantaneous melting of her body against him and knew that same urge: mutual 
comfort. He could feel the exhaustion in her as he held her shoulders. He ached to carry a heavier
burden for her, but the manacles left him drained and helpless, with only his brain for a weapon. 

"Perhaps later, my Lord," he said to Voldemort. Lupin. Whichever you are now, damn it. 

"Perhaps now," interrupted Hermione, turning. Snape looked at her quizzically, but she had that 
set to her chin that he'd learned not to ignore. "In there," she whispered, pointing. "Lucius keeps 
plenty of firewhiskey in the drawing room. Let... him...have as much as he likes. Remind him to 
check for poison, since you can't..." She turned to the fireplace in the hall. "I'll prepare the Floo."

"Hermione --"

"Drink," said Lupin's voice again, and when Hermione pushed at Snape, he went, taking Lupin 
with him. More fur than ever seemed to be bursting from the werewolf's skin.

~*~

Hermione knelt in front of the hall fireplace and tossed in a small pinch of Floo powder from the 
box on the mantel. "Dumbledore's office at Hogwarts!" She hoped against hope that the old man 



was awake and in his office. "Headmaster!" she hissed, and nearly fainted in relief as, once 
again, luck seemed to be on her side.

"Hermione? My dear, whatever is it?"

"No time, no time! Listen, I'm at Malfoy Manor, I can't leave, and you need to get the Ministry 
aurors here right now. Lucius has a dead Ministry employee in a room near the cellar, and Snape 
is here, a prisoner -- he's been hexed in some way by these manacles that block his magic, and 
Remus --" her voice broke, and she had to swallow hard. "Remus -- you have to get to Harry, and
get him out of St. Mungo's -- Harry's Snitch had V-Voldemort in it and Voldemort got into Remus
and now he has Snape's wand and --"

"You conniving, traitorous little bitch."

Hermione rose from the fireplace, whirling, seeking cover and flinging up a Protego almost by 
instinct. She knew that cold voice. Bellatrix.

The dark-haired witch stood in the doorway, her hair blowing wildly around her. How had 
Hermione not heard the door open? 

No matter. A Blasting Curse would solve the problem. And with an odd sense of joy, Hermione 
aimed her wand at Bellatrix, only to see Snape's black head popping out of the drawing room. 
Bellatrix's head swung his way, as did her wand, and while Bellatrix was shouting for Lucius, 
Hermione sprinted toward Snape, throwing shield-magic at him. Behind her, in the fireplace, 
Dumbledore's head was calling for her.

"Oh god, oh god, oh god," she heard herself whispering. It was starting. It was happening, and 
there was only herself to stop it. 

Bellatrix's Entanglement hex bounced off the shield magic Hermione had launched at Snape. The
hex struck the hall tree, and umbrellas went flying. Then there was no time left. Bellatrix was 
advancing on her, holding her wand out before herself, and Hermione could see the woman's lips
shaping a curse...a deadly curse. A curse no shield had ever stopped, and certainly not hers. She'd
seen it herself, when Voldemort drilled through the shield magic she had put in front of Ron at 
that last battle. Snape clutched at the hand she stretched out. She meant for him to follow her 
back to the Floo so she could send him safely back to Hogwarts, but instead he yanked her 
forward into the drawing room, and slammed the door. 

"Ward it behind you!" he hissed, pulling her farther into the room.

"I wanted you on your way to Hogwarts! And now we can't get to the Floo, she's out there, and 
yelling for Lucius!" She made complicated swishings at the door, just in time to hear something 
powerful thudding against it.

"I'm not leaving you behind!"



"You could have been noble later, Batman! Someone with evidence needs to get to Dumbledore 
and the Ministry!" She hurried to the drawing room fireplace, pulling him along, but there was 
no Floo powder, and it seemed likely that the fireplace was not hooked into the network. 

Where in the world had Bellatrix come from? She stood for a moment, getting her bearings, and 
saw Remus -- or Voldemort -- standing near the liquor cabinet, trying hard to drink from a glass 
that trembled wildly in his hand. 

"What is the meaning of this?" Lucius' voice came from beyond the closed panels of the drawing
room door. 

"That little viper you took to your bosom," Bellatrix hissed. "The mudblood you've been so 
anxious to fuck, Snape's leavings. She's turned, like the worm she is, and undone all your fine 
work. Snape's in there with her, but she managed to reach Dumbledore before they went to 
ground."

"Remus," Hermione said, going to him, and taking his arm. Remus turned Voldemort's red eyes 
upon her, and at last Hermione was out of options. Her bag of tricks was empty. She was locked 
in the Manor by house-elf magic, with two Death Eaters and their one-time lord. There was no 
way the aurors could be in time. "I -- I mean, Lord Voldemort. There are two people outside that 
door -- Lucius Malfoy, and Bellatrix Lestrange, and neither one of them acknowledge you as 
their lord any longer. Lucius is taking what you -- what we thought you left behind, when you -- 
when we thought you destroyed. And she follows him...not you."

"You think I did not hear what they said about you," Voldemort said, "but you are wrong. You're 
as untrustworthy as they, and worthy only of death." At last Voldemort's hand appeared to win 
the struggle against Remus' will, and the glass of liquor went down hard, untasted, on the surface
of the cabinet. Snape's wand was lifted in Voldemort's other hand, and pointed at the door. No 
quibbling there, either, no fiddling to find the proper charm to counter Hermione's ward -- a 
Blasting Curse splintered the door from its hinges, leaving Bellatrix and Lucius visible on the 
other side, gaping. 

"Traitors, all," Voldemort hissed. "Come and meet your fate."

It was so melodramatic that Hermione almost laughed -- except that she knew something Lucius 
and Bellatrix did not: it really was Voldemort inside Remus. 

Lucius entered, with shield magic before him. His eyes flicked between Hermione and Snape, 
standing together not far from Remus. "Bella tells me you've gone and ruined my plans for 
Snape. Very bad form, Hermione."

Snape spoke. "The aurors will be here any moment, Lucius. Give yourself up -- it will go better 
for you if you do."

"Don't make me laugh."



"Kill her, Lucius! Kill them both! What are you waiting for?" Bellatrix entered behind him, 
tossing back her hair. "Here, let me --" and her wand lifted, pointing at Hermione, who slid in 
front of Snape and threw up a shield. 

Hermione shouted a Slicing Hex as loudly as she could, but knew the moment it left her wand 
that there was not enough intent behind it, and it bumped weakly against Bellatrix's hasty 
Protego. Bellatrix laughed. "You have to hate, in order to curse." 

"Gryffindors," muttered Snape under his breath, backing away and pulling Hermione with him. 
They hid behind a marble bust on a pedestal. Not much cover, but better than nothing. "Damn 
you, mean it next time!"

"You don't know who you're dealing with," Hermione gasped out. Her shield magic was 
flickering wildly in front of her. 

"Of course we do," said Lucius. "A schoolgirl who fancies herself a Death Eater, her squib lover, 
and her pet werewolf."

Hermione pointed wildly at Remus, her mind racing. Her only goal was to distract them long 
enough for the aurors to arrive. "Not me, him! That's not just Professor Lupin any longer! He's 
been possessed by Voldemort! There's something I never told you, Lucius...Harry's well again, 
he's better, and it's all because he found a way to expel Voldemort from inside him."

Lucius began to laugh, but Voldemort did not. His head swung toward Lucius, and he raised 
Snape's wand. Hermione waited, holding her breath. It didn't matter much to her how Lucius met
his end -- in Azkaban, or here in his own Manor, killed by Voldemort -- as long as his evil 
ceased. 

"Morsmordre, I summon ye, " intoned Voldemort, and as one, Snape, Lucius and Bellatrix 
clapped their right hands over the inside of their left forearms. Bellatrix looked at Lucius in 
horror; Lucius looked from Voldemort to where Hermione stood with Snape, and back again.

"Professor Lupin wouldn't be able to do that," she said, slowly. "Only the Dark Lord."

"Why do you dawdle?" demanded Voldemort. "I summoned you. You will obey."

Bellatrix looked darkly mutinous. "I need more proof."

Voldemort strolled toward Bellatrix, who stood her ground, with a shield shimmering before her. 
Hermione could see that more and more of Remus' werewolf personality was asserting itself, 
with more wolf-pelt apparent and the shirt and trousers oddly tight in strange places, as if the 
body beneath was changing and growing. Her hand went unconsciously to the flask of wolfsbane
potion still in her pocket, but she had no real thought of trying to force Voldemort to drink it. 
Behind her, she felt Snape's long fingers gently setting hers aside, and then he drew the flask out 
of the pocket.



"Shield me," he whispered, stepping away from her.

"I can't!" she hissed back. "Not against him." 

"You can, and you will. I've seen that changeable shield. Now do it."

Voldemort was speaking during their fiercely whispered exchange. "Shall I tell you what I know 
of you, lovely Bellatrix, of the darkest secrets of your black heart? Shall I tell you of your 
husband Rodolphus, and how you wished him dead? How your first request of me, as your lord 
and master, was to find a way for him to be killed in a raid? Shall I tell you of the babe you 
conceived, and of the wise woman who told you that you carried a squib, and --"

"Enough! Enough, enough...oh, Lucius..." Bellatrix began to keen. "It is he, it is he..." 

"Snape tells me the two of you no longer serve me." Voldemort paused, tapping Snape's wand 
against his leg. "But this house is full of lies; and I begin to think Snape is in league with 
Dumbledore and his pack of Ministry boot-lickers."

"Snape betrayed you," said Lucius quietly; it seemed to Hermione that Voldemort's little 
performance with the Dark Mark had been enough for Lucius. 

"I?" said Snape, moving slowly forward. "I think, Lucius, you need to recall just who locked 
away whom." Hermione concentrated ferociously on maintaining the spinning, shifting shield in 
front of Snape. Nothing else mattered in this moment. Damn you, damn you, damn you, 
Snape...this is how Ron was killed... 

"You cannot trust Snape, my Lord. It is he who gave you over to Potter and his friends." And his 
lucid, limpid gaze moved to Hermione. The slightest smile curved his mouth. "This girl cast the 
Binding spell that held you to earth when Potter Apparated."

"I will deal with her shortly," said Voldemort. "According to her, she cannot leave this house; 
your elves keep her here. But you, Lucius...you...I need to know that you still serve me."

"Expelliarmus! " Bellatrix's shrill scream erupted, and Hermione felt her wand go sailing. The 
shield in front of Snape failed, and in that instant he froze, staring back at Hermione. She gaped 
in astonished horror as Bellatrix lifted her clawed fingers and caught the oak wand -- and then 
snapped it. Hermione could have sworn that a piece of herself had broken too, some strong 
thread inside her, the bow-string of her magic, always strung taut and ready to hum, to sing. But 
despite all Snape's training, she had forgotten a key point: Constant vigilance. And as she 
watched, Bellatrix's lips began again to shape that horrible curse, the worst Unforgivable. 

But this time, her gaze was not fixed on Hermione; nor, to Hermione's momentary relief, Snape.

It was fixed on Remus.



"Lupin, I know you're in there," said Snape. "You can hear me." And he hurled the bottle of 
wolfsbane potion at Remus' feet, where it shattered and splashed. 

"Snape!" shrieked Hermione. It was a distraction, for the barest moment's flicker, but it was 
enough for her to make her decision.

"Now, Lupin, do it now! " yelled Snape, and dived for the floor.

"Avada..." began Bellatrix, her wand lifting.

"...Kedavra! " finished Hermione, her own hand lifting. And this time there was no faltering in 
her intent. Not Remus not my Remus no matter what's inside him to curse you must hate well I 
hate do you see I hate I love oh Neville oh Snape you said my anger is a crutch it's wandless 
wandless I have wondered if I could kill wandless I knew I could kill there was that rabbit oh 
Merlin so terrible it hurts it hurts it's tearing something but it's right it's wrong Snape I --

As the enormous bubble of dark magic built in her body, Hermione could see all their eyes 
turning to her: Bellatrix, scornful; Lucius, in gathering alarm; Snape, confident, sure, even from 
where he lay sprawling.

And Remus, in whom the beast was rising at the same time, Remus, transforming faster than 
she'd ever seen before, assisted from within by the horrendous strength that was Voldemort. And 
behind them, tumbling in at the drawing-room door, Hermione could see Kingsley Shacklebolt 
and Nymphadora Tonks and others, but it was too late to stop the curse. The magic shot down her
arm and Hermione thought dimly that she could feel her elbow shattering, and a white-hot heat 
leaving her palm. The air between herself and Bellatrix seemed to flex, to shimmer like the 
mirage that rises from a black-topped road in summer heat, and then that hugeness, that lurid 
wandless blossom of hatred, consumed Bellatrix in a single brilliant flare of red and gold. 

As Hermione fell, her sight dimming in the monstrous pain that engulfed her arm, she saw wolf-
Remus leaping high into the air. A greenish glow shivered free of the glittering black fur and 
slavering jaws, gathering into a gleaming coherent cloud. For a moment she was reminded 
absurdly of watching Peeves, the Hogwarts poltergeist, as he flicked from side to side across the 
Great Hall of Hogwarts, with the Bloody Baron in furious pursuit. And then Lucius aimed his 
own wand at the coalescing veil and commanded the most violent Scourgify she had ever 
witnessed, and the green glow disintegrated, blown apart like so much fog before a sudden gust 
of wind. 

TBC...

Author's Note: Yes, it's TBC, but we're almost finished. I just need to take a moment to thank 
Hephastus, beta of all betas, who once again made me understand I shouldn't take the simple way
out. What a difference it makes when you do it right. Without her, you'd have had a cheesy 
chapter to read here. *bows low to Hephastus*



Day Job
Chapter 16
Nobody Expects the Spanish Inquisition

It's been three weeks since I killed Bellatrix Lestrange.

...

I had to stop writing there for a while. Somehow seeing the words on the page makes it so much 
more real, even though I've been saying them for three weeks, to everyone at the Wizengamot, 
"Yes, I killed her. Yes, I used the Killing Curse. Yes, I cast an Unforgivable. No, I did not use a 
wand. Yes, I thought it was justified." 

It's been two weeks since I've seen Snape. His part in the investigation was over after the first 
week, and he was not permitted to return to the Wizengamot as a spectator or as an interested 
party. He had already testified in my defense, that I'd had no choice but to kill Bellatrix, because 
she was about to kill Remus. I think it was when he leapt to his feet and shouted that Lucius was 
a lying sack of shit that Madame Bones decided Snape's participation was of questionable value 
once his evidence as Lucius' prisoner had been entered into the Interrogators' records.

I'm still not really able to use my right arm for much. It's so stiff. Madame Pomfrey says that 
with time the elbow will limber up, but there was so much damage to the joint that I'll likely 
always have a "weather elbow." She worked over it for a long time; Dumbledore called her to St.
Mungo's specially for me, since she'd had so much experience treating Snape's Unforgivable 
injuries and traumas over the years. 

Nothing, however, can be done about the black dahlia that has bloomed on my palm, the place 
where that curse magic exited. My own Dark Mark.

~*~

Snape looked down at Lucius, seated in the chair in the well of the Wizengamot. Lucius was 
well-tended, as always; serenely handsome in his blue velvet robes, his long pale hair combed 
back just so. Nothing gave away what he must have been feeling, as the magical chains of the 
chair coiled around his ankles and wrists. The Interrogator had just finished a round of 
questioning that appeared to reveal that Lucius had had nothing to do with Belasius Zabini's 
death. Snape wasn't sure he believed that, exactly, although Hermione's statements appeared to 
bear out Lucius' in that regard. Lucius was smiling that supercilious smirk of his, the one that 
implied he had nothing to fear.

When the Interrogator held up Snape's mahogany manacles, Snape at last saw Lucius' mouth 
tighten and the smirk falter.

"Tell us where these came from, if you would," said Interrogator Quizzle.



"I purchased them."

"Yes; we know. But you commissioned them specifically to bind the magic of Severus Snape, did
you not? Our records show that a Ministry Agent, Ernst Liptrap, requested the Ministry's data 
regarding the composition of Professor Snape's wand. We believe Agent Liptrap gave you that 
information, Mr Malfoy."

"You will believe what you like; why should I bother to try and change that?"

"Where did you obtain these manacles, Mr Malfoy?"

Lucius appeared to think for a long time before answering. "I purchased them from a wizard 
named Woodwright."

"Who just happened to have them lying about, did he? Where did this Woodwright get them?"

Lucius shrugged. "I purchased them, I do not know where or how they were made." 

Interrogator Quizzle tipped his head to the side. "Tell us again, please, just how Agent Liptrap 
came to be in your home?"

"As I've said before, Agent Liptrap appeared to be under a delusion about me. He thought I 
would pay him for advance information of the Ministry's plans regarding my son's precipitate 
departure from London."

"Hmm. Yes, I see. And in what way does this delusion explain how Liptrap came to be dead in 
your home?"

A tic jumped in Lucius' cheek. "It was an accident, as I have said."

"An accidental poisoning, for poison it was -- that's been confirmed by the labs at St. Mungo's."

Lucius remained silent. Snape waited for Quizzle to talk Lucius into a corner. 

"Mr Malfoy?" prompted Quizzle.

"Sir?"

"Your answer, if you please."

And there: the chink in the armor. Lucius scowled. Snape glanced to the back of the well, where 
Hermione sat in a similar chair as Lucius, except that her seat had merely a silvery tether looped 
about one wrist. Hermione, while not exactly a criminal, would still be investigated for casting 
the Unforgivable that ended Bellatrix's life. Or perhaps he should qualify that: Hermione hadn't 
been convicted of anything, yet. But there was the possibility that she would be. 



"I can't be held responsible if he drank from the Borgia glass I keep in my liquor cabinet as a 
curiosity."

Interrogator Quizzle looked back at Lucius, one eyebrow rising. Lucius scowled again. Madame 
Bones said quietly, "You are not being entirely honest, Mr Malfoy. Obfuscation will not be 
permitted in my investigation."

Lucius scowled even more darkly and was silent.

Interrogator Quizzle looked up at Madame Bones. "I think this prisoner will require 
Veritaserum," he said. 

"Or a Dementor," muttered Snape, under his breath. Dumbledore, seated next to him, shook his 
head. The pointy cap on the old wizard's pate wobbled a bit. Snape sneered in response. "Allow 
me my fun, old man," he said. 

"I cry the mercy of this court," exclaimed Lucius. "Is it nothing at all in my favour that it was I 
who vanquished Voldemort? That it was my Scourgify that scattered his essence to the wind and 
prevented him from ever possessing another wizard? I who recognized the danger to the 
wizarding world?"

"In due time," said Madame Bones. "Mr Malfoy. Did you or did you not deliberately poison 
Agent Liptrap, and then hide his body?"

Lucius strained against the chains, which simply tightened. "I never intended for the man to die,"
he said finally.

Snape could take no more. He'd spent a day being questioned by the Wizengamot already, giving 
his depositions about the time spent in Lucius' cage in the cellar, and the curses that had been 
cast upon him. He had seen for himself how Hermione's eyes had filled with tears and she'd bent 
her head when he talked about the multiple Crucios left to run their courses. He had watched her 
hands clench on the arms of her chair, and seen the black looks she'd leveled at Lucius. 

Snape stood up, slammed his open palms down on the rim of the well of the Wizengamot, and 
shouted, mostly at Lucius, but also at Madame Bones, "You are a lying sack of shit, Malfoy!"

The buzz that rose in that strange room was deafening. It was only moments before there were 
Aurors coming down the aisles to where Snape stood in his fury, with Dumbledore's hand on his 
arm to calm him. Snape understood he only had a moment left. His eyes met Hermione's, and he 
invoked Legilimens. Her eyes rounded as she obviously felt him prowling the edges of her 
consciousness, but it was a bare second before she allowed him into her mind, her eyes staring 
into his.

If it gets bad, don't wait, use the portkey. I won't allow them to send you to prison for doing what
should have been done years ago. Come to me, and we'll go. We'll just go.



To Brazil, perhaps, Batman? 

Snape could feel the humour in her thoughts, but he was serious. Casting the ultimate 
Unforgivable was a tremendous offence, no matter how justified. 

Promise me! 

An Auror near Madame Bones spoke up. "Someone in the Wizengamot is using Legilimency, 
Madame."

Damn it! No time! Your promise! 

You're always wanting me just to go...

Promise! 

There was a confused moment where he felt a rushing, overwhelming desire in Hermione to do 
just that -- walk away from it all -- tangled in the tail end of a memory of hers, some luscious, 
darkly passionate moment that was hers alone. He saw his own face as though from below, 
shrouded in the long strands of his oily hair, brushing along his cheeks and jaw line. He looked 
into his own eyes as they closed in the bliss of an orgasm and his own mouth slackened and 
softened, and then her mind slammed shut and there was the blankness of her Waiting Room, 
mercifully devoid of Potter eyes, and blank to hide her memories from the prying eyes of Aurors.
Snape's arms were taken by two Aurors, one of whom snatched his wand out of its robe pocket, 
dropped it when it stung, and picked it up again using part of his robe. 

"Kindly escort Professor Snape to the exit," Madame Bones said calmly. "His contributions are 
no longer required here."

The two Aurors took him all the way to the Ministry lobby and gestured to the door onto the 
street outside. "There's an Apparation point just around the corner," one of them suggested, with 
a snigger.

"My wand," said Snape archly. A moment later, scowling, he folded his arms and Apparated 
home to Road's End, there to await developments. He hadn't obtained Hermione's promise -- drat
the girl, she perpetually dangled him like this -- but then, he thought of the image that seemed 
closest to her: making love with him, and smirked.

~*~

Hermione had listened to so many wizards and witches in the past three weeks that she could 
hardly remember them all. 

Snape, telling the stories of Hermione's training -- minus their affair -- and their involvement 



with the current crop of Death Eaters, her "engagement" to Draco Malfoy and its usefulness. The
story of being captured by Bellatrix Lestrange after an argument with Hermione (who had to 
admire his cool when he merely stated they had argued over some minor point of policy, and he'd
been distracted when he left her flat, and so hadn't noticed Bellatrix, lurking in the dimness not 
far away). The horrible, horrible stories of his imprisonment and abuse at Lucius' hands. His 
perspective of the Killing Curse and how necessary it had been, and how he regretted only that 
she hadn't included Malfoy in her Dark magic. A moment where, when asked about her wandless
magic, he simply shrugged and said that most witches and wizards could perform wandless 
magic when under sufficient stress, that in fact it was how many Muggle-born Hogwarts students
were identified, by their uncontrolled wild magic in childhood. He had calmly and completely 
avoided the topic of deliberately training her in wandless magic. Ever the spy, Snape? she 
thought.

Harry, perched uncomfortably in the chair he had occupied years before over casting a Patronus 
in the byways of Little Whinging. Interrogator Quizzle had taken Harry over and over the details 
of how Harry had forced that portion of Voldemort from his spirit, and into the Snitch.

"Tell us that bit again, if you please, Mr Potter."

A sigh from Harry, and the small adjustment of his glasses that seemed so characteristic. "It was 
a long time -- years, actually -- before I understood that when I thought we'd destroyed 
Voldemort, he'd managed to wedge his essence inside me. I felt so sick for so long, but then one 
day last winter -- not long after New Years, actually, he tipped his hand. I saw someone in the 
ward I'd never seen before, someone that Voldemort hated and recognized, and after that it was a 
matter of walling off every part of him I could find. Then I worked on turning that Snitch -- it 
was the only thing I could think of -- into a sort of Pensieve...and pulled out all those bits of 
Voldemort and stuffed them in there."

"And yet you gave such a dangerous...toy...to Miss Granger, here."

Harry had hung his head in shame. "I was afraid; and I knew Hermione wasn't a Quidditch sort 
of girl...I thought it would be safe, but then she went and charmed the Snitch for some other 
purpose, and that must have made a chink in the magic I put on Voldemort, and later he escaped 
again..." His green eyes sought Remus Lupin's in the bowl of spectators far above. "I'm sorry, 
Lupin!"

And not long later, Neville and his grandmother, confirming that Snape worked for them. That 
Hermione had visited to fetch extra wolfsbane potion much too early in the month, and seemed 
agitated over Snape's disappearance. That Neville had been brewing the wolfsbane for Professor 
Lupin for the past few months, and it appeared to be working. 

Tonks, and Shacklebolt, and the other Aurors who had witnessed Hermione's wandless Killing 
Curse. Their awed descriptions of the strong curse that had disintegrated Bellatrix Lestrange, and
the fact that her Killing Curse's magic was not green, as they'd come to expect of Dark magic. It 
was Tonks' loudly-voiced opinion that the mere fact that Hermione's Killing Curse hadn't been 
green meant it was justifiable Dark magic. 



Dumbledore, who talked the Wizengamot in circles about the Order's obligation to stamp out evil
wherever it showed itself, no matter what the cost, until Madame Bones threw up her hands and 
let the smiling old wizard wander back to his seat in the gallery. 

Various healers and orderlies at St. Mungo's, who had seen Hermione come and go over the last 
months, and who could talk about Harry's condition -- and sudden improvement.

Fred and George Weasley, whose modified Extendable Ears had spoken to Remus' Dicta-Quill.

The Dicta-Quill itself, which was made to regurgitate everything it had noted down over the last 
months. It hadn't mattered that Remus, under Voldemort's foul influence, had burned the 
parchments with Draco's confession and Lucius' irate disinheriting of him. 

And then, Remus, only a few days before the full moon.

Quizzle had stalked up and down, frowning, as he prepared his questions. Hermione's heart went 
out to Remus, for he was on trial here, nearly as much as she. She had done the actual killing, but
Remus -- or werewolf, as the Interrogator insisted on calling him, as though he were a thing and 
not a wizard -- had been possessed by Voldemort, had allowed him into the world again.

"So you were staying in Miss Granger's flat during your werewolf transformation?"

"Yes, sir."

"And she permitted this?"

"Miss Granger is a good, kind friend of mine. She helped me when I was in need."

"And once you were... human...again, you 'accidentally' let the Snitch out of the drawer in which 
Miss Granger kept her Snitch?"

"I am always human," said Remus irritably. "It's just that some days I am a werewolf, in addition 
to being human."

Quizzle let that pass without acknowledgment. "You say the Snitch -- or, rather, You-Know-Who 
-- possessed you without your permission?"

"Do you think I'd willingly permit such a thing to happen?"

"I asked a simple question."

"Then I'll give simple answers. Yes, Voldemort possessed me without my permission."

"And you have averred that drinking sufficient alcohol enabled you to subdue his presence."



"I did say that, yes."

"So you admit to being drunk for days on end."

"Well, I suppose I did say that." Remus' face reddened. "But I did it to keep Voldemort under 
control, and --"

"Please just answer the questions."

Hermione longed to interrupt and exclaim to the whole Wizengamot that it shouldn't be Remus 
on trial: it was Lucius. She wished Snape were here, so she could at least watch him roll his eyes 
over this latest idiocy. She turned the portkey ring on her thumb, and prayed that Interrogator 
Quizzle would not ask her how she had managed to transport herself and Remus directly into 
Malfoy Manor. The last thing she wanted was for the precious portkey to be taken for 
examination. She dreamed hourly of using it, of finding Snape, wherever he was, and being 
taken into his arms, to put these last months behind them to see if they could make a life together
somewhere. She had worried for weeks that it was only sex between them, despite Snape's 
declarations and his blatant jealousy, and her own feelings. People in extremis often mistook the 
truth of their feelings. Would there be anything between them when there was no mutual enemy, 
when there was not a problem to be solved?

"...yes. Voldemort wanted to take advantage of the werewolf aspects of my nature. He felt there 
was great power that could be tapped."

Hermione's attention was jolted back to Remus, who was sitting stiffly erect, his eyes on the 
Interrogator. This was the part of Remus' tale she most wanted to hear.

"Werewolf power?"

"Apparently, sir." 

"And yet you were able to push Voldemort out of you, were you not?"

"I began to suspect, while I was in the cage in Malfoy's cellar with Snape, that Voldemort was 
tempted by my werewolf nature, but could not wholly control it. As I cannot. I concealed this 
knowledge from Voldemort as best I could, but Snape seemed to guess at it. It was when he 
hurled the flask of wolfsbane potion to the floor and shattered it to distract Voldemort, if only for 
a moment, that I finally gave Voldemort entire control, and he rushed that transformation, and it 
forced him out. And then, I suppose Malfoy's charm banished Voldemort's...spirit...for lack of a 
more precise term, and prevented it from taking possession of someone else."

"You have stated you feel certain that there is nothing left of He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named. Is 
that true, Professor?"

Remus paused. "One hopes, sir...but I don't see how we could make such a blanket statement. I 
can say with certainty there is nothing of Voldemort left inside me." 



"How can you be certain; you, who are not fully human?"

Hermione saw Remus' eyes narrow. "Have you ever been possessed by Voldemort? Or..." he 
paused again, looking at the Interrogator with ill-disguised contempt, "...a werewolf's nature?"

"I am asking the questions here, Professor Lupin," stated Quizzle sharply, but he had no further 
questions for Remus, and he was allowed to return to the Wizengamot gallery. Remus smiled at 
her reassuringly as he passed.

"Miss Granger, it is time for you to take this seat," said Inspector Quizzle. 

Hermione felt her stomach sink sickly. She swallowed; she'd be doing this without Snape, Snape,
who'd been alongside almost all the way, Snape, whose guidance and training had been so 
important. She swallowed a second time, and rose. The silvery tether on her wrist released itself, 
and she moved to the seat in the center of the well. Up in the gallery were friends and 
acquaintances, loved ones and enemies. Lucius sat well-guarded to her side, tethered as she had 
been. Neither of them had been seated in the gallery for the duration of the investigation. 

We, the dangerous ones, she thought. You, Voldemort's successor, murderer, Death Eater, and 
Malfoy. And me...the wandless killing Gryffindor Death Eater, too much of an anomaly for the 
comfort of the Wizengamot. She wondered if she'd actually use the portkey if things got sticky. 
Would she be willing to live the life of a fugitive, with Snape at her side? She thought perhaps 
she might, even though it meant leaving behind everyone else she loved. There was just that 
niggle of doubt about the truth of her feelings for Snape, and his for her.

"Mr Malfoy has stated that you inveigled your way into his confidence under false pretenses."

"If he means, did I get engaged to Draco Malfoy in order to fulfill my obligations to the Order of 
the Phoenix, then yes, I did." Her gaze drifted upward, to where Dumbledore sat with his fingers 
steepled under his chin, and his blue gaze partially lidded. To all observers, it might look as if he 
were asleep; Hermione knew differently. 

"It wasn't simply the false engagement to his son. He states that you attempted to seduce him."

"Did he mention how he used Manus Distans Amoris on the ring his son gave me? And then 
invoked the charm himself later that night? Did he mention that he actively attempted to take me 
to bed more than once?"

"Miss Granger, I believe I am asking the questions here. Your statements, including your 
accusations of Mr Malfoy, have already been entered into the Wizengamot's record."

She folded her hands in her lap, right over left, resisting the urge to twist the portkey ring hidden 
beneath her palm. "Yes, sir."

"Several Aurors have stated that although you must have seen them entering the Malfoy drawing 



room, you continued with your Killing Curse."

Hermione waited; it was not a question, though it seemed to be leading up to one. Interrogator 
Quizzle fixed her with his narrowed blue eyes. She met his gaze unflinchingly. 

"Miss Granger, when you saw you had help arriving, why did you not abort your cursing of 
Bellatrix Lestrange?" Quizzle's voice was quiet; everyone in the gallery leaned forward to hear.

"I did not stop the cursing because Bellatrix Lestrange would have killed Professor Lupin."

"Even though you knew that You-Know-Who was inside the werewolf, and that killing the 
werewolf could mean finally ridding the world of You-Know-Who?"

Hermione, like the rest of the gallery, leaned forward, as did Quizzle. Her eyes were direct and 
hard. She spoke clearly and rapidly, so as not to permit Quizzle a word or question edgewise. 
"Yes, even though I knew that, sir. In some ways, Bellatrix Lestrange was more dangerous and 
wicked than any ghostly shade of Voldemort could ever be. She had already tried once that night 
to kill Professor Snape, and myself. She had killed any number of wizards and witches during the
battle several years ago -- were they shown mercy? They were not. Were the Longbottoms shown
mercy? They were not. Professor Snape may have taught me the technical requirements for 
casting that Unforgivable, Interrogator Quizzle, but it was Bellatrix Lestrange who taught me its 
true value."

Quizzle flinched upright at last, released from the low, intense power of her voice as she stopped 
speaking. "Value?" He snorted. "You claim the Killing Curse has value? Miss Granger, it seems 
as though you have truly been unduly influenced by the Death Eaters with whom you have been 
associating. There is no value in the Killing Curse."

Hermione unclenched her hands from her lap and placed them on the arms of the chair. Her 
chains rattled and clanked. "I am afraid I must differ, Interrogator...Madame Bones. While the 
Killing Curse is an Unforgivable, I had judged Bellatrix Lestrange, just the way you are judging 
me here. I judged her, and found her lacking. I judged her, and found her worthy of death. Even 
so, had she not been trying to kill someone innocent, I would have shown mercy. But she showed
none, and deserved none. No...I did not stop the cursing. I killed her. " She had been about to 
add, "And I'm glad she's dead," but thought better of it at the last moment and closed her lips on 
those words, remembering Bellatrix's last, bitter advice, that key piece of knowledge: You have 
to hate, in order to curse. 

Hermione sat back, and waited. Interrogator Quizzle looked at her for a long time, and then 
spoke. "You have said you became a Death Eater."

"I have said that, yes."

"Why?"

"As the saying goes, it takes one to know one, and in order to fulfill my task, set for me by the 



Order of the Phoenix, I had to be convincing to the Malfoys. I don't feel I was ever quite 
convincing enough --"

Here, Lucius made a stifled noise from his own chair, where he was tethered, but spoke no 
words.

"-- but I had to try," finished Hermione. "It was my job."

Quizzle paced about the room for a bit, and then looked up at Madame Bones. "I am satisfied, 
Madame Bones," he said. "And you?"

"I am." Madame Bones tapped her wand on the table in front of her. "Harry James Potter, please 
rise."

Hermione looked up as Harry rose, looking startled. "Madame Bones?" he said.

"For the crime of unleashing He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named upon the world yet again, I remand 
you to one month's observation and intense analysis at St. Mungo's. We must be certain there is 
nothing left of him. I further command you to thoroughly instruct the Ministry in the technique 
you used to force... him...from your mind and into the Snitch." Her brows rose fractionally. "I 
will appoint a Ministry employee to take your statements. You may be seated."

"Remus John Lupin, please rise."

Hermione craned her head to where she could see Remus, dear, kind Remus, as he rose. He 
winked down at her subtly. "For the crime of unleashing He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named upon the
world, I likewise remand you to one month's observation at St. Mungo's. This observation is to 
last through one cycle of your werewolf transformation, under heavy guard, but without 
wolfsbane potion for you to retain your human mind. I feel it will be the best measure of security
and proof that no vestige of You-Know-Who remains. You may be seated."

Remus winced, and Hermione felt his pain, like a stab to her heart. The wolfsbane potion was the
only thing that made the transformations bearable for Remus and those around him. It was a 
bitter irony that the very thing that cursed Remus was the one thing that had saved him from 
being fully subsumed by Voldemort, and therefore saved the wizarding world. And yet: he was 
still not recognized as a human. Not far away in the gallery, Neville Longbottom rose to his feet 
in protest and drew Madame Bones' hawkish gaze, but his grandmother put a hand on his arm, 
and slowly, reluctantly, Neville sat down again without speaking. 

"Hermione Jane Granger, please rise."

Hermione swallowed hard again. She rose, putting her hands behind her back, and gripping the 
portkey ring on her thumb. Would the portkey still work, even though she was chained? What if 
the sentence was dire? She could be punished by cursing, herself, for having used the 
Unforgivable.



"For the crime of casting an Unforgivable, you are to be censured by this body, and by your 
peers. Your right to use a wand is forfeit for one year. Ollivander will be directed not to replace 
your broken wand for a year from this date." Madame Bones' eyes narrowed. "I realize, Miss 
Granger, that you feel the curse was justified. I am inclined, in this case, to agree with you, but 
that does not eliminate the fact that you cursed another witch unto her death. You are remanded 
to the custody of Albus Dumbledore, who, as your employer and mentor, is responsible for your 
actions in the year that follows. You are on probation, is that clear? Further misbehaviour will 
result in your incarceration at Azkaban. Leave your Death Eater self behind, is that clear?"

"It is clear, Madame Bones," said Hermione. Her hands relaxed and drifted to her sides. No wand
for a year! It seemed very harsh; but then...it might have been worse. Much worse.

"You may be seated." With a flick of her wand, Madame Bones released the chains about 
Hermione's hands and feet.

At last, Madame Bones' eyes turned to Lucius, who sat clenching his hands on the arms of his 
chair. "Lucius Amalfius Malfoy, please rise."

All eyes turned to stare as Lucius rose slowly and waited, the usual Malfoy sneer on his 
handsome face. "I do not recognize this body's authority over me," he announced coldly.

"A shame," said Madame Bones, "but no matter, for we do have authority over you." Her voice 
was cold and brittle and without sympathy. "For the crimes of torture and imprisonment of 
Professors Snape and Lupin, and the murder of Ministry Agent Liptrap, you are sentenced to life 
in prison in Azkaban, and monthly visits by Dementors, for as long as you live. This court does 
not believe in death sentences, but neither does it believe in permitting serious offenders to go 
unpunished." 

Lucius stared at her in disbelief, and Hermione was stunned by his continued arrogance. "I will 
challenge this ruling," he stated bluntly. "You will be hearing from me."

"I have no doubt of that," said Madame Bones. She tapped her wand again. "This session of the 
Wizengamot is closed. Bailiffs, see to the offenders."

It was finally over. Hermione stood next to Dumbledore, having been hugged fiercely by both 
Harry and Remus before they were taken to St. Mungo's for their month of observation and 
debrief. She stood in the gallery, looking down into the well as Lucius was led away by a group 
of Aurors. He was too dignified to struggle, but Hermione thought she knew him well enough 
after these last weeks in his company to see the look of fright deep in his eyes. Was he, finally, to
get his just rewards? Hermione knew she must wait to be sure. Lucius had managed to buy his 
way out of Azkaban before. She turned to Dumbledore, wanting to dissect what had just 
happened.



Dumbledore looked at her and lay a finger to his lips. "Let's go to Hogwarts," he said quietly. "I 
hear there is to be roast chicken for supper." He tucked her arm into the crook of his elbow, and 
together they exited the Wizengamot's court room and took the lift back to the Ministry lobby. 
There, Dumbledore Floo'ed her back to his office, and followed.

"Do you know," the old man said, trundling to his desk and sagging into the chair, "I really think 
I'm looking forward to this new school year." He waved her into an armchair across from him. 

"About my year of wandless probation," Hermione said. "Just what am I to do? Where am I to 
go? How will I function without a wand? I'm no use to the Order this way...and, frankly, 
Headmaster...I'm not sure I want to continue with the Order. I was trained as an Auror, but...I 
really think, after all this excitement, that I'd rather just do a little tame Arithmancy."

"Always so serious!" Dumbledore chuckled. "Well, I'd say you have earned a bit of a vacation, 
for a Gryffindor Death Eater. Isn't there someplace you'd rather be, some face besides mine -- 
that you'd rather see?"

Hermione stared at him. "But I'm on probation. With you." Her fingers went nervously to the 
portkey ring, and twisted it. 

"Yes, yes. Let's plan on dinner here at Hogwarts two evenings a week, why don't we? Monday 
and Thursday all right? No doubt you'll be able to find a serviceable Floo somewhere; you don't 
need a wand for that sort of travel." His eyes twinkled at her. "And if I'm not mistaken...you don't
really need a wand, do you?"

Hermione looked down at the dark blossom in her palm, her tattoo of hate. "I may not need a 
wand," she said, "but I'm not sure about this wandless magic, either."

Dumbledore put his feet up on the desk and waggled the curved toes of his ratty old carpet 
slippers. "Perhaps not; but I think someone should explore it thoroughly, really document its use.
It might be a course we should offer here at Hogwarts, say...in a year or so. At the very least, 
someone should write a text. Sherbet lemon, my dear?"

Author's Note: Well. This is the last "official" chapter of the story, intended to tie up all the 
loose ends and answer all those questions that have been in my mind, or in your reviews...but of 
course we all still want to know what happens between Snape and Hermione. Do they end up 
together? We can see that Hermione is having doubts here. For the answer to that burning 
question, we need the epilogue, which will be posted next Wednesday, same Bat time, same Bat 
channel, and THEN we'll be all done. 

I just wanted to say thank you to all of you wonderful readers out there. I wouldn't have done this
without you. –Meli



Day Job
Epilogue 
Batman Forever

I can't believe I'm sitting here in Hogwarts, afraid to go to Snape.

But I am. 

Dumbledore gave me a room down the hall from Professor McGonagall's in the teacher's wing. 
He's as much as told me I should go to Snape. He's only going to require me to check in twice a 
week, for dinner here at Hogwarts, for my year of wandless probation. 

I should be dancing. I should be singing. I should be starting a new life, one without a Dark Lord
peering over my shoulder.

I should be making love to Severus Snape.

Instead, I'm sitting here on a strange bed in a strange room, writing foolish thoughts in this 
journal, and staring at the portkey ring. I've been paralyzed by the fear that he won't be able to 
forgive me for what happened with Remus, among other things. I'm afraid he's had too much 
time to think, since being ejected from the Wizengamot.

Aside from the Remus incident, Snape must be thinking about how I've used him by now. 

I used Snape to get what I thought I wanted. First I thought I could heal Harry by restoring that 
bit of Voldemort from Harry's babyhood, the one I thought had gone missing. I was so wrong, 
wasn't I? Harry had been Harry all along: he just had more of Voldemort than we'd thought. 
Then I thought I needed to avenge Ron's death, and expiate my guilt in that tragedy. Well, that's 
done, I suppose -- Voldemort is gone and Lucius is in Azkaban, and Draco has fled, and I've 
been fully trained as a Dark Auror. But I don't feel any less guilty. Then I thought I should lose 
my virginity to be believable as a Death Eater, so I suppose I talked Snape into taking it, though 
it seemed he was eager enough.

We shared so much, but how much of it is real? I love him...I've told him so...I've declared myself
bound to him, even after he almost forced me to drink a potion that surely would have bound me 
and sapped my will and my freedom of choice. But was that bond real? Is it real?

And despite how he's seemed since we worked together to bring down Lucius and Voldemort, I 
still can't forget how much I hurt him...when he found Remus in my arms.

Maybe I should sleep on it; see what the morning brings. Midnight is no time for serious 
decisions, is it?

Maybe in the daylight I won't be afraid. Or at least I'll be able to face my fear.

I've said I'm sorry, but did he hear me? 



I disgust myself. This is stupid rambling. He's an adult. I'm an adult. We can talk like adults.

I think I need sleep. 

~*~

Road's End had, in the past three months, gone from an unoccupied, barely maintained hulk of a 
building, to a moderately cared-for home. The gardens were weeded and tended again, the herbs 
and potion ingredient plantings flourishing. The lawns were gradually returning to a prior state, 
with the dandelions mostly gone, but the lawn daisies rampant. Snape was fond of potting at the 
dandelions with his wand from the windows of the house, blasting them from the lawn as he had 
blasted roses in the Hogwarts garden years ago. The shrubbery and ivy around the house itself, 
though, continued to be allowed its rampant growth, providing numerous anchor points for the 
shrouding and Unplottable spells. Snape liked it that way. The green gloom suited him. The lawn
daisies were for Hermione, if she ever came to visit. He'd been haunted by images of the pink 
and white flowers caught in the wild tangle that was her hair.

Though he worked in the gardens for hours on end -- when he wasn't held prisoner in some cellar
somewhere, he mused -- he preferred to spend time in his Potions Dungeon, researching, 
inventing, and studying. The library was only a floor above, and a new winding iron staircase led
to it. He'd gone back to obsessively checking Hermione's hand on the grandfather clock in the 
hall. It always read "At Work," which he supposed was as good as he could expect. Gardening 
did not occupy his mind sufficiently to block thoughts of Hermione; only the concentration 
required of brewing potions could do that. 

Every morning since being ejected from the Wizengamot for his impetuous shouting and 
Legilimency, he had summoned the Daily Prophet to himself once he stepped outside the 
Unplottable portion of his property. Road's End was not on the Floo or otherwise reachable by 
owl post. Only Fawkes had managed to fly in to Road's End, and that not without some trouble. 
Snape read the rag cover to cover, looking for a mention of Hermione. Details of the "Death 
Eaters versus the Order of the Phoenix" case were scanty; Amelia Bones did not permit leaks to 
the press in her inquests. Some part of him expected Hermione to appear at any moment, but 
other parts of him wavered between practicality and anxiety. Would she come to him at all? He 
was insane with love for her, but she was just beginning her life and finding her way out of the 
darkness that had captured her for the past few years. He wasn't sure he had a part to play in it.

This early morning, bees droned past Snape's head; he had seated himself on the small back 
terrace in the sun, hoping to darken his dungeon pallor. He'd begun to think he appeared a little 
unhealthy when he looked in the mirror, of a morning, to shave with his straight razor. It was the 
days spent in Malfoy Manor and the Wizengamot gloom that had made him so pale (not to 
mention years in the Hogwarts dungeon). Snape reflected that he didn't get out much. Evenings 
spent pawing through herbs and grimoires with the Longbottoms in their little cottage didn't 
really count.

He must have seated himself on the flight-path between flowers, for he had counted ten bees 



passing already. As he did every morning, he drank a pot of harsh, stewed black tea with 
abundant lemon. His long fingers toyed idly, unconsciously, with the silver bat charm around his 
neck. It seemed unusually warm, but perhaps that was simply the sunlight pooling on it. This 
morning, he was talking back to the editorials on the Potions Page after reading the headlines, 
which were splashed with pictures of Lucius Malfoy and Remus Lupin and, of course, Harry 
Potter. The inquest was over. Malfoy's sentence seemed hardly harsh enough; Lupin's pointlessly 
cruel. No mention was made of Hermione's outcome, which aggravated Snape. Perhaps she was 
still being questioned. 

Or, perhaps, she simply wasn't coming to him. He resisted the urge to fire a Blasting Curse at a 
dandelion a few yards away out of pure bad temper. This is what came of not having enough to 
occupy himself.

"Stupid git," he muttered back to the writer of the Potions editorial. "Of course you have 
precipitates in a potion where the mandrake is not thoroughly powdered."

"Did the brewer not heat the solution first?" came a soft voice from not far behind him. "That 
might have helped."

Snape froze, not quite daring to turn around, but he set down his teacup with care. He knew that 
voice. He heard it every night in his dreams. Sometimes he heard it when he was awake, too, but 
not usually so clearly. He began to tremble.

"No, apparently not," he replied, still not turning. "As I said...stupid git."

"I have just one question," said the voice, much closer. "Does Batman still wait?"

Snape stood up violently. The small table in front of him overturned; the china flew several feet 
and shattered on the stone terrace, spilling black tea over quite a wide area. He turned, shoving 
his chair aside and opening his arms. She stood a few feet away, her arms wrapped around 
herself, and her lower lip caught in her teeth.

"Of course he waits." His brows drew together as she remained standing apart from him, and he 
let his arms drift to his sides. 

"Where are we?" she asked. 

"My home. Northumberland." He longed to touch her, but her stiff and awkward stance held him 
back. His eyes needed to devour all of her, but even more than the reassurance of his eyes, he 
needed to hear from her own mouth why she was here with him. "Hermione, are you free, or 
have you fled? Are you safe? Why have you come? Oh, gods... you've finally come." Despite 
himself, the last comment escaped his lips, and he watched a stricken expression flick across her 
face.

"I didn't have to flee. I'm safe. Lucius has been sent to Azkaban, and Harry and Remus will 
spend a month in St. Mungo's to be certain that Voldemort is truly gone. My job is ended, my 



promises kept."

"And you? What of you? What did the Wizengamot do to you -- they must have --" Her gaze 
lowered at his words, and Snape could wait no longer to touch her. It took only two strides to 
reach her, and he clutched her shoulders. "Tell me, Hermione."

"I'm to have a year of probation -- no wand, Snape! No wand, for all that time! And I'm to report 
to Dumbledore twice a week."

"No wand? Oh yes, Bellatrix snapped yours." His hands smoothed down her arms to cup her 
elbows. At his firm touch, which was intended to draw her close enough to kiss, she flinched.

~*~

It wasn't that his grip hurt her; what hurt was her guilty conscience, which was not assuaged after
the long night of self-doubt and recriminations. Morning had improved nothing. Hermione used 
the tenderness that lingered in her right elbow as an excuse to pull away with a faint half-smiling 
grimace, and felt her stomach sink when his arching black brows drew together in another scowl.

"Sorry," she hastened to add. "That elbow's still tender." Her eyes moved to the gardens beyond 
the terrace wall. "Is this where you grow your plants for the Longbottoms?"

"Yes, of course it is. Where else would I grow them, if not here?"

"Oh...foolish of me, I know..." she walked away from him toward the wall, wrapping her arms 
about her middle awkwardly. "I...Snape, I..."

"What the bloody hell is wrong with you?" he demanded. "Normally I couldn't pay you to be 
quiet, and now you can hardly speak to me, and when you do, you sound like a blithering idiot."

She bit her lip, and lowered her eyes again. "I'm sorry," she offered lamely. "I suppose...I suppose
I should go, but I'm not sure how! Everyone has said your home is Unplottable, and not on the 
Floo, and..." Her eyes went to the shattered cup and teapot, and out of habit she moved toward 
them, but Snape stopped her.

"Leave that mess," he growled. "At least come and see the house before you leave. You've seen 
most of the gardens already. The other side is mostly lawn and hedge." 

"I would like to see where you do your brewing these days," she admitted. Stupid, stupid! she 
cursed herself. Without really meaning to she'd sent him into a black mood, and now some 
perverse part of her would not allow her to run to him as she longed to, pull his face down to 
hers, whisper her apologies and kiss him until that crease between his brows smoothed. 

"We'll start with the library," he muttered. "There's a staircase down to the new Potions Dungeon 
from there." And he marched ahead of her to the door into the house, hardly holding it long 
enough for her to pass through. She shrank back from his black robes as unobtrusively as 



possible. 

Inside, the house was dark after the brightness of the morning. Hermione blinked a few times to 
clear the greenish after-images from her vision, and followed Snape through a short hallway into 
a smallish room, walled entirely with bookcases except for the two large casement windows. He 
allowed her no time to peruse the shelves before he was descending a spiral stair placed in a 
corner. She hurried to catch up, and managed to step on the hem of his robe. There was a sound 
of cloth tearing as he moved, and he turned with a glare. Stricken, she backed up a step and tried 
to fumble out a wandless "Reparo" at the rent in the side seam, but the spell hurt her right hand 
and failed. Her eyes met his for the briefest moment in her astonished panic -- wandless, and 
now, magicless as well? Next time I'll try left-handed -- then he was sweeping away to the center 
of the room, there to turn and face her. 

"My dungeon," he said. "Built to my specifications." 

To avoid his stare, she moved about the room and tested the layout, nodding her approval. "I like 
where you've placed the basin in relation to the work tables," she said shyly. 

At her compliment, he unbent the slightest bit. "That always annoyed me about the dungeons at 
Hogwarts. No practicality; it was all designed to house the maximum number of students." 

Hermione prowled the ingredients pantry, pleased by the number of bottles, jars, and canisters 
that bore the legend "Longbottom Quintessentials." The place smelled temptingly of spices and 
herbs and exotic extracts...and Snape. She closed her eyes for a moment, imagining herself here 
with him, the two of them bent over a cauldron as they had been during her training, she 
blindfolded, with Snape holding back her hair as she whiffed the fumes and identified the 
components of the potion. When she opened her eyes again, she could see that Extract of 
Mollusk was out of place, and shifted it to the left of Molybdenum. She turned, to find Snape 
leaning against the door frame, watching her with his arms folded across his chest.

"Could I see the rest of the house?" she queried brightly. "It's interesting to see where you grew 
up."

"Is it," he muttered, but he turned and led her from the dungeon up a different flight of stairs that 
terminated in the front hallway. Hermione's eyes were caught by the grandfather clock, which 
had a hand scribed with her name upon it. It was like the clock she'd seen once at the Burrow. 
She stopped for a moment and stared. The hand that said "Hermione" was pointing to "Home." 
Home. He was looking out for me, even here.

Snape was paused at the foot of yet another staircase when she was able to tear her gaze away 
from the clock. "If you've quite finished staring," he said. 

Upstairs was a bath and a bedroom, with a large heavy bed carved from dark wood, and rumpled 
from the night. Snape waved his wand, and the bed made itself without fuss. "I didn't know you'd
be coming." 



Thus she knew which room was his, and could not stop herself from imagining his dark head on 
the white pillow slips, face relaxed in sleep, with moonlight from the tall windows falling upon 
it. She turned away and looked across the hall, where there was a small study.

"My father's," he said shortly. "Mine, now."

"Was it your bedroom, when you were growing up?"

His face grew hard, and once again Hermione knew she'd said the wrong thing. "I slept in the 
attic," he spat. "Where all bad children sleep. Isn't that what all the bedtime stories tell us?" And 
without another word he opened a door at the end of the hall, and went swiftly up the steep, 
narrow staircase concealed behind it. Hermione followed, more slowly this time. 

In the attic, Snape went to one of the windows and stood staring out over the lawn, his head bent 
so as not to strike the low, sloping ceiling. Hermione looked around the sparsely furnished room. 
A narrow iron bed, pushed close to the chimney-stack for warmth. A rusted and dented birdcage 
dangled from a tall shepherd's crook stand. A wardrobe with ill-fitting doors and a missing 
drawer pull stood next to it.

And nothing else, not even a small rug, or a bookshelf with children's books, or even his old 
Hogwarts texts. 

Here, in this bare room, in this dark, stony house covered in ivy and surrounded by gardens filled
with Dark or dubious plants, was the truth of Severus Snape.

Hermione sat down hard on the edge of the bed and put her face in her hands. The salt of a tear 
stung her darkened right palm, but she didn't want Snape to turn and see her crying. She bit her 
lip hard, and did not move, even when she felt the thin mattress sink beside her. 

"What's wrong with you now?" he groaned. "You've spent months trying to collar Death Eaters, 
you've killed, you've cursed, you've worked in a Muggle pub, for Merlin's sake, and now you're 
crying?" 

"I'm such a fool," she whispered miserably.

"Yes, you are," he said. He took her left hand away from her face, and placed it in her lap. He 
followed with the right, but this one he opened, and traced the darkened skin with his forefinger, 
and then brought it to his cheek and held it there. He held her eyes with his, and simply gazed. 
Hermione waited for him to begin Legilimens -- it would be like him, after all, to seek those 
deepest thoughts, to have that weapon, to bare her shame before his gimlet glance.

"About Remus," she began, only to have him place a finger across her lips.

"About you," he corrected. "About this." And he lowered her hand to where he could show 
Hermione her own palm. "You marked yourself for love." His fingers traced softly up her arm to 
her elbow, still somewhat swollen, even after Madame Pomfrey's therapy. "You hurt yourself for 



love." He whispered a small warming spell and pressed his fingers against that painful elbow. 
"You shielded me, even though you were afraid. For love." He released her hand and lay back on
the bed, beckoning to her. "Come here, little Gryffindor Death Eater. Rest here." 

"You're not like this," she snuffled into his armpit as he pulled her close and stroked her hair 
away from her face. "You're not kind, you're not cuddly."

"Am I not?" he scoffed. 

"You're supposed to be angular, and scowly, and sharp, and..."

"I am all those things," he assured her, pressing his pointy chin hard into the top of her head. 
"Hermione...tell me something."

"What?"

"If the Wizengamot's judgment had gone against you, would you have come to me?"

She sighed deeply, and toyed with the fastening at the neck of his robe. "Yes. I had my fingers on
the portkey. Would you really have run away with me, as Draco did with Blaise? Given up 
everything? "

"Yes."

She thought for a long time, quiet in his arms, and then lifted herself up to rest upon his chest, so 
she could see his dark, slitted eyes. "Snape. I have to say it. I tried to apologize in Malfoy Manor,
but I never knew if you understood. And I've been so worried..." Tears sprang to her eyes again. 
"It's so hard to say. But when Bellatrix captured you, it was because of me, and Remus --" Words
failed her, and she stared at him. 

Snape was very still as he looked into her eyes. "I was so blinded by jealousy, I couldn't think," 
he said finally. "I've hated Lupin for many years."

"It wouldn't have hurt me to have slept on that terrible sofa, just once," she admitted. "I'm to 
blame. But -- Snape, those transformations are so painful for him. I've witnessed them four 
times. I only sought to comfort him."

"Gryffindors. You can't fix the world."

"I have to try," she whispered. Her hands flattened on his chest. "Can you forgive me?"

He shook his head slowly. "I don't think you truly understand what it is I want from you."

Her eyes widened in dismay. He can't forgive... She drew a shaky breath, staring at him.

"Legilimens," he whispered at last, and she let him in. 



This is my boyhood bed, he told her, and showed her what he had once wanted of her, the dreams 
of taking her, gloriously naked and flushed, in that very bed. Make me whole. Make me loved. 
Make me love.

Can I do that? Is it enough, for you?

It is all I have ever wanted, to be made whole. It is what I feel when you are near.

She closed her eyes, but his voice was still there in her head.

It is all I will ever want. And then he showed her pictures. He showed her a blanket on a daisy-
starred lawn, in the sun. She wore a gingham dress, her bare legs waving over her back as she lay
on her stomach and read aloud to him from a potions text. He showed her a dirt lane at dusk, 
edged with stone walls, and the two of them wandering slowly, baskets in hand, peeling lichen 
from the sun-warmed stones. He showed her a black marble mortar and pestle, and two sets of 
hands holding, grinding, hands that gradually left off their work and twined together. He showed 
Hermione her own bent head, her lips tracing the Morsmordre on the inside of his left forearm. 
He showed her himself, leaning back against a tree, with her head in his lap while he watched her
sleep. I want these things as well. These small, ordinary, wondrous things. My life. Your life. 
Here, with me. 

The moment was her salvation, the balm to her guilty soul. The golden key to everything. The 
intensity of his longing made her heart ache. But this void she could fill. She opened her eyes 
and pushed the toggle at the neck of his robe through the loop of the frog closure. She peeled 
back the lapels of the robe, and slowly opened his shirt, while he looked at her with those same 
unfathomable black eyes. Her fingers encountered a new scar on the right side of his ribcage as 
she stroked back the cloth. The flickering pain of Snape's remembered Crucio, and an impression
of the cell in Malfoy Manor slid through her brain, and she frowned before bending to kiss the 
puckered, mouthlike scar.

"This is new," she told him, soothing the white, ridged skin with small sweeps of her tongue. In 
Snape's mind was an image of Lucius, standing over him, kicking him to worsen Crucio. 

Never again, she promised him, with all her soul. She untucked his shirt from the trousers he 
wore beneath the wizarding robes, and pressed the palms of her hands against his ribs, with her 
thumbs brushing across his nipples. She looked up to find his eyes fixed on her, and his mouth 
parted. She could hear his breathing, and see again that trapped-in-boyhood wish, the pimply, 
angry youth longing to have the girl of his dreams beneath him in his own bed.

Yes, she told him. Yes. Here. Take me here. And she sat up, and began to unbutton her shirt.

Let me do that. His hands pushed hers aside, and it was only moments before he stood up and 
gestured for her to do likewise. She stood next to the bed with his hands turning her back to him 
in order to unfasten her skirt, and then he removed his own clothing. Naked at last, she sat down 
again, and looked up at him. He still had not kissed her, and she knew a sensation of loss.



~*~

Snape looked at the narrow bed with its tatty coverlet, and took Hermione by the hands. 

Not here.

Simply, not here.

"Come," he said, and led her out of the attic and down the stairs to the other room -- his parents' 
room, now his own. There, he halted her just outside the doorway, and looked deeply into her 
eyes.

I thought you wanted --

So did I. But I don't, not really. I want so much more than that. 

Like what? Don't be afraid to tell me, Batman.

This. A loosening of her hair from its clasp, which he tossed aside. And this. He lifted her into his
arms, and carried her over the threshold of the room, an act that made her turn her suddenly hot 
face against his chest and burrow there in thrilled embarrassment. He lay her down on the bed, 
ignoring the hands that reached for him, and simply looked at her soft skin contrasting with the 
cotton of the coverlet. Beautiful.

No...

Yes. And still he stood there, looking down at her, a hundred thoughts rushing through his head. 
A memory of a Pensieve dream, months ago, and how he'd given it up because the reality was so 
much more satisfying. A vision of Hermione in green and silver silk, standing in his dungeon 
classroom at Hogwarts. Hermione blindfolded, but triumphant, having disarmed him. Hermione 
sprawled in the abandonment of sleep, in her bed in the terrible flat above the bakery. Hermione 
moving atop his lap in the armchair at Hogwarts, her eyes closed in pleasure, her face taut. 
Hermione opening locks on the cell door. Hermione, her brows drawn together in frightened 
concentration, casting her swirling shield magic in front of him as he approached Voldemort in 
Lucius' drawing room. Hermione with Snape pulled across her lap, rocking him, sobbing, after 
casting Crucio upon him and terminating it within seconds, during her training.

He was rigid with need, but he would not take her just yet. There was more to be said. 

I see those things, she told him, and held out her arms to him. 

They are what I remember most, they are the thoughts that show me your heart. More truly, they 
show me my heart.



Oh, Batman. I should never have doubted.

Nor should I. He leaned over her and took that marked right hand and kissed the palm, laving it 
with his tongue just the way she had soothed his own Cruciatus scar. He smiled against her palm 
when she gasped. Her fingers moved, curved to his jaw, and brought his face close to her own. 
He let his lips rest against hers, softly, almost shyly. 

Something is different here...Snape, I...

What? He could feel a new tension in her as he kissed her, then his lips opened her own and he 
settled his weight more fully against her. 

I feel so stupid...Snape, I'm afraid.

No, no.

It's different, somehow.

It's only my parents' old bed, silly girl.

Not that...can't you feel it? Aren't you afraid, like I am afraid? 

Snape shook his head, his lips never leaving hers. I feel nothing but certainty, at last. Peace, at 
last. No more talking, Hermione -- no more thinking.

You know I never stop thinking.

You think less though, when I touch you like this... His hand slid down her body with the lightest 
brushing of his skin against hers, making her shiver. He lifted his head to look down at her, and 
watched her heavy-lidded eyes open languorously. As his long fingers neared the curly hairs of 
her mound, she reached to stop him.

"Wait, Snape."

"Why?"

"It is different. I can't explain it, I don't have the words."

~*~

Hermione knew she was running a terrible risk of making him angry yet again; perhaps so angry 
that she could never remove the wedge she was driving between them. 

"Just stop," he whispered to her. "I have the words."

"Do you really?" She stared up into his face. "What are the words?"



"Bound," he whispered, reaching to trace the outline of her lips with his fingertips. "I bind myself
to you, Hermione, freely and joyfully. There is a permanence here, that's what you feel...that's 
what is frightening you."

And it was, she realized. The emotions were more intense than ever before. She met the utter 
blackness of his eyes, where that dark spark of passion lurked, and felt the prickling of tears in 
her eyes, and then a flood. She turned her face away, and it was then that Snape rolled them both 
and tugged her body to lie atop his.

"Those tears belong to me," he murmured to her, "and I will not have them hidden from me. My 
first tears of joy." She felt him threading his hands through her hair, and a moment later he had 
pulled her mouth down to his. This time the kiss was deeper, more passionate. Reassuring her. 
His lips moved from one corner of her mouth to the other, his hands tilted her head. When the 
kisses were done, he lifted her mouth away from his to look into her eyes. "Come and love me, 
Hermione," he said softly.

"Ah, Batman," she sighed, and smiled at last. Legilimens had not ended, and as she moved her 
leg in order to sit astride him, a wicked smile curved his mouth.

Naughty girl.

Oh, don't tell me you're starting that nonsense again. She reached between them and grasped his 
erection, toying mercilessly with the sensitive glans at its end. 

Very...very naughty. His head rocked back on the pillow as her fingers continued their teasing. 
Hermione saw his throat move in a gulping swallow.

You like me like this.

Indeed. Show me what else you can do. What have you learned in your brief Death Eater 
career?

Many, many things. She traced two knuckles firmly along the vein on the underside of his cock, 
drawing the skin there taut, and smirked as his hips rocked upward in reaction. 

I taught you that.

You did not, I learned it for myself. Though it was learned on you, Batman. She released him, and
hovered over him, moving back and forth, slipping and grinding against him but never quite 
letting him penetrate her, while she rolled his nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. He 
gritted his teeth in delighted torture. His hands moved to grip her hips and settle her, but she 
slapped them lightly away. With a growl, Snape erupted from beneath her, and in mere moments 
she was pinned to the bed, her thighs separated by his knees between them, and her arms out far 
to her sides, held there by his hands at her wrists.



Sore loser, she taunted him.

I'll give you sore, he returned, and a moment later his head dropped and he caught her left nipple 
in his teeth. The bobbing head of his cock rode at her entrance, and a moment later he shifted and
slid effortlessly inside. "Oh, gods," he groaned aloud, his breath warm and moist against her 
breast. "Hermione."

"I can take it," she replied breathlessly. The shock of his entry was glorious, and the fact that she 
was still tangled in his thoughts meant that every motion resulted in startling new and rapturous 
perspectives. "Give me everything, Snape."

I do...I do...my life, my breath, my heart.

Your love?

My love. Ah, Hermione, my love.

My love.

No more talking.

I'm thinking...

...or thinking, either...oh...oh, yes. 

"Oh...Batman...I love you, I love you, I love you," she sang to him, twisting beneath him. He 
shifted positions on the bed, looping her legs over the bend of his elbows, and from thence to his 
shoulders as he lifted her pelvis high against himself. Hermione felt herself becoming mindless 
with pleasure -- hers...his... theirs -- and gave herself over to pure sensation, and the ripple of 
light that seemed to come from them both as the tension rose, and rose, and finally burst over 
them the way a million bubbles of champagne might, the two of them together in a goblet of 
golden liquid, tingling and perfect, like a cloak of honeybees.

Hermione was not sure how long she had been napping in the morning light from the tall 
casements, but she knew it was the double pops! of Apparation that woke her. She groped for her
wand as she sat up and was unnerved when she couldn't find it, but Snape was already sitting up, 
his wand out and quivering, pointed directly at two intruders in the room.

Two small intruders, with very large eyes, and wide, flapping ears, and anxiously wringing 
hands. One, a male, dressed in a ratty tea-towel toga, and the other apparently female, dressed in 
a pillow slip cinched with sisal garden twine. 

"Missy Granger?"



Hermione pushed wildly tangled hair out of her face and pulled up the sheet. "Niffy! What...what
are you doing here? And this must be Snip?"

The female house-elf nodded, snuffled loudly, and wiped her nose on the hem of her pillow slip.

"Eurgh," said Snape, still pointing his wand. "You know these house-elves?"

"They belong -- belonged to the Malfoys."

Niffy wrung his hands while Snip wailed. "No more masters in that house," he mourned. "We is 
abandoned, Missy Granger!"

"How did you find this house?" Snape demanded. "It's Unplottable."

"House-elves is always knowing how to find their masters," said Niffy. 

"Your masters aren't here," Hermione pointed out gently. "Draco is somewhere in Brazil."

"We is following Master Draco," said Snip, speaking for the first time. "He is throwing plates at 
us to make us go!"

"Oh, I'm so sorry!" cried Hermione.

"What the hell?" exclaimed Snape. 

Niffy's head ducked. "We is here to serve our Mistress," said Niffy, pointing at Hermione. 
"Master Malfoy says she is Malfoy property, and we is to obey her orders --"

"Bloody hell!" shouted Snape. "She's no more Malfoy property than I am, you imbecilic 
gnomes!"

"Snape!" Hermione gasped, when the elves flinched at his volume. She turned back to Niffy and 
Snip, and smiled encouragingly. "With your masters gone, surely you are free and independent 
elves, now?"

Snip wailed afresh, and Niffy patted her shoulder awkwardly. His own eyes were wet, and 
Hermione felt something wrench inside of her. Another Malfoy tragedy. She looked up at Snape, 
who saw the expression in her eyes and began shaking his head.

"No. Absolutely not. I'll not have you dragging stray house-elves into this house --"

"Just for a bit, just until we --" she lowered her voice and whispered directly into his ear, "-- get 
them some clothing." She put a hand on his arm. "Please. Look at them...they're so sad and 
confused. Please." And her lips pressed softly against his cheek.

"You needn't think these feminine wiles will get you anywhere," he muttered. "Suit yourself; I'm 



going back to sleep." He huffed, and settled back against the pillows.

Hermione smiled to herself, and spoke quietly to Niffy and Snip. "If you wouldn't mind, I'm 
famished. I'd really like some tea, and toast, and..."

"...marmalade?" finished Niffy, obviously tremendously relieved to be given a task.

"That would be lovely," said Hermione. "Thank you."

"You might tidy up the broken teapot and cup on the terrace," said Snape, eyes closed, as the 
elves toddled out of the room.

Hermione prodded his naked hip beneath the blankets. "Snape! Imagine taking advantage of 
them like that!"

Snape growled at her, and pulled her on top of him, and proceeded to kiss her breathless. "I 
thought I taught you better," he mumbled against her mouth, "about Slytherins and opportunities.
But you will not learn."

Hermione chuckled, and when he pushed her back against the pillows so he could explore the 
tender, ticklish skin of her belly with his lips, looked down at how the mid-morning sunlight 
gleamed off the bat charm where it dangled from the cord around his neck. We can live in the 
light at last, she thought. 

"What are you smirking at now?" Snape demanded, when he glanced up from where his tongue 
had been rimming the cup of her navel.

"You," she said softly, and held out her arms to him. "Come and love me, Snape."

~fin~
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