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1. Order and Unrest 
 
Hermione Granger drummed her fingers on the table. Albus 
Dumbledore was late, not an unusual occurrence recently, and the 
meeting couldn’t start without him. Dumbledore had called the meeting 
after all, and since no one else knew what the agenda was, they sat 
waiting—some more patiently than others—crowded together in the 
basement kitchen of the Most Ancient and Noble House of Black: the 
Order of the Phoenix, hope of the Wizarding World. 
 
Following the debacle at the Department of Mysteries a little over a year 
ago, the powers that be decided that Harry, Ron and Hermione would 
be allowed to attend Order meetings and be involved in the planning 
and decisions of the fight against Voldemort. ‘Nothing like hindsight,’ 
Hermione thought with a mental snort. She looked down at the book in 
front of her but it couldn’t hold her interest tonight. And what did hold 
her interest? Well, she shouldn’t be thinking about that. Really. Should 
not. Dragging her thoughts away from their dangerous focus, she 
scanned the room, looking for something that might divert her 
attention. She mentally catalogued the others sitting at the table. 
Nymphadora Tonks and Kingsley Shacklebolt sat together and were 
discussing the latest Ministry gossip. Remus Lupin was staring off into 
space, his expression sad and regretful. Hermione wondered if he was 
thinking of Sirius again. Remus sighed and Tonks knocked over her 
Butterbeer, causing a momentary distraction. Once that was cleaned up, 
Hermione resumed her musings. 
 
Arthur Weasley sat next to Bill—tall, tanned Bill Weasley with his bright 
auburn hair and laughing blue eyes. ‘Not a bad place to rest your eyes,’ 
Hermione thought with a slight grin. In spite of nearly two years riding a 
desk at Gringotts’ London office, Bill managed to maintain the devil-
may-care swagger of his curse-breaking days. Bill noticed Hermione’s 
appraising look and returned her grin with a wink. Blushing slightly, she 
averted her gaze and continued on with her task. 
 
Next to come under her scrutiny were Harry, Ron, and—would-you-
believe it—Neville Longbottom, all chummy and huddled together at 
the far end of the table. Another snort. Apparently, committing acts of 



sheer stupidity was the quickest path to induction in the Order of the 
Phoenix. Just days before the end of their sixth year, Harry and Neville 
had taken it upon themselves to seek revenge against Bellatrix Lestrange. 
That escapade earned Neville bed and board at Number Twelve 
Grimmauld Place for the summer. It was also the main reason that 
Harry and Ron were now sitting at one end of the table and Hermione 
at the other.  
 
Hermione’s eyes roamed over the remaining occupants of the room. 
Ginny—no point in keeping her out when Ron was in, despite Molly’s 
protests—then Fred and George, then Penelope Clearwater and Percy 
Weasley, who, when presented with irrefutable visual proof, had finally 
believed that Voldemort had returned. Such perception of vision must 
surely be rewarded with trust and a place in the Order. Molly Weasley 
hovered around the table filling and refilling teacups and glasses. 
Hermione couldn’t find it in her heart to ridicule Molly’s overly 
motherly approach. It was her way of coping with this horrific war and 
Hermione missed her own mother. Best not think about that. Wouldn’t 
want him to catch her with tears in her eyes. She took a sip of pumpkin 
juice. Pulling her thoughts away from unpleasant issues, Hermione saw 
that some core members were absent tonight, most notably Professor 
McGonagall, Mundungus Fletcher and Alastor Moody. Good thing too, 
the room was not designed to hold this many people and it was fast 
becoming too close and too hot. 
 
And that brought her inevitably to ‘him’. Seated directly across from her, 
his posture deceptively loose, hiding his impatience at his mentor’s 
tardiness. Paradoxically at ease and yet tightly coiled, he leaned back 
against the wall languidly, his chair propped on two legs. Professor 
Severus Snape. Brooding, sarcastic, hateful, and surprisingly fascinating 
Severus Snape. With one knee resting on the table’s edge, he appeared to 
be relaxed, and yet Hermione knew that he was inherently dangerous 
and ever ready to strike. As now happened almost anytime her mind was 
idle, Hermione’s thoughts turned to him. Even though they should not. 
Really. Should not. Not when he was right there, just two feet in front of 
her. 
 
She wondered if she could pinpoint when it had happened, when had 
she started to think of him as a ‘man’? Not as Professor to her student, 
but as man to her woman, male to her female. Had it been that day last 
spring when she found herself so lost in the rich, deep tones of his voice 



that she couldn’t remember the instructions for the potion she was 
brewing? Maybe it had been that afternoon a week later when he stood 
behind her and leaned over her shoulder to inspect her potion. She had 
smelled his spicy scent, the citrus scent of bergamot and sweet tang of 
sandalwood mixing with the herbal smell of the sage they were using in 
the potion that day, and inexplicably her heart started to pound. His 
dark hair had brushed her cheek and a sudden heat rose within her. She 
had tilted her head up towards him and found herself fascinated by a 
small white scar on the vulnerable underside of his chin. Was it the 
result of a shaving accident or a reminder of something far more 
sinister? It had taken all of her willpower not to reach up that last little 
bit and touch her lips to that blemish. 
 
What had really clinched it, she decided, was the incident that occurred 
not two weeks ago. She had been in the Black library looking for 
something new to read. The Blacks’ collection of books had been 
assembled by wizards with questionable intentions, and Hermione was 
carefully and quietly reading her way through a number of very 
interesting texts. As these were books the Weasleys and Alastor Moody 
would no doubt find objectionable she was careful to hide their true 
titles from view. Perched on the top rung of the library’s ladder, she had 
reached for Healing Spells and Curing Rituals: A Broader Approach. She’d 
surmised from her reading that ‘broader’ was a euphemism for ‘darker’. 
She had just clutched at the book when a silky, deep voice rumbled 
behind her. 
 
“Still the over-inquisitive bookworm, Miss Granger?” Professor Snape 
had drawled, the smooth sound sending shivers down her spine. 
Startled, she’d lost her balance and had tumbled from the ladder, finding 
herself caught tightly against her Potions master, her breasts crushed 
against his chest and her mouth mere inches from his lips. The racing of 
her heart had had little to do with the fall and everything to do with her 
proximity to his lean, hard body.  
 
“Curiosity can get little girls into trouble,” he’d continued, his dark hair 
falling in front of his eyes and shielding them from her. Hermione 
wasn’t certain that he was talking about books. He must have noticed 
the tightening of her nipples and her hitched, almost panting breaths. 
He shook his hair back and she met his gaze. Frozen in place and 
captivated by something indefinable, the heat rose again, stronger and 
more powerful than before. She’d wanted to kiss him, wanted to feel his 



mouth on hers. Almost unconsciously she had touched her tongue to 
her lips. Had his arms tightened? Those black eyes bored into her brown 
ones with a look that made her blush furiously. Embarrassed and 
confused, she had wrenched herself from his arms and fled the room. 
 
Suddenly catching his eyes across the table, she blushed again and pulled 
her thoughts back to the present. What was she thinking, dwelling on 
such things when he was two feet away from her? ‘He won’t even need 
Legilimency to sense your thoughts,’ she derided herself. 
 
Severus Snape noticed her blush and idly wondered what she was 
thinking. He quietly appraised the girl—no, the young woman—sitting 
across from him. Sirius Black’s not-so-regrettable demise and her own 
close brush with death a year ago had unmistakably changed her. She 
had approached him the summer after her fifth year and apologized for 
not coming to him when Potter had started hallucinating about Black’s 
supposed torture. She had been chagrined that she had followed Potter 
in spite of her own belief that they were heading into a trap. She said 
bitterly that she should have followed her instincts and stunned Harry 
instead of supporting him. Perhaps, he thought sardonically, she should 
have kept that particular thought to herself and not shared it with 
Potter. Maybe then he wouldn’t have been so ready to counter her 
actions this spring when he and the hapless Longbottom took off on 
their latest misadventure. Still, he thought with grudging admiration, she 
had shaken off the Petrificus Totalus with surprising speed and had 
immediately sought him out. Him, not the Headmaster. And that 
seemed to be a story in itself. 
 
Severus continued his reflection, his hair again falling around his face, 
hiding any minute change of expression from onlookers. Granger’s 
behaviour had changed dramatically in her sixth year. Oh, she was still at 
the top of her class, and her work was as complete as ever, but gone was 
the ever-present hand waving and eagerness to prove herself in class. 
She quietly volunteered answers only when spoken to and kept her 
responses completely on point. Even her essays stayed within assigned 
parameters. Minerva had commented with pride that Miss Granger was 
showing her maturity, but Severus felt that there was more to it than 
that. He sensed a tightly leashed anger in Granger’s attitude and he had 
come to realize that much of that anger was directed toward the faculty 
of Hogwarts.  
 



Her anger seemed to stem from the faculty’s apparent inaction and 
impotence in the face of Dolores Umbridge’s escalating abuses during 
her tenure at the school. Severus knew that on an intellectual level 
Hermione understood the position that the faculty had been placed in, 
and that she also knew that they had made the choices they did to 
protect the work of the Order, but there was no doubt that she and the 
other students had suffered from those decisions. Potter and Dean 
Thomas bore scars on the backs of their hands from the countless lines 
that had been scribed there by Umbridge’s little torture instrument. The 
revelation that Albus had concealed the true nature of Potter’s fate from 
him was yet another blow to her. Hermione’s idols had fallen, none 
further than the Headmaster, and she no longer gave herself wholly to 
any task or to anyone. Severus’s Slytherin soul thought such reticence a 
good thing, but it was clear that losing the ability to trust implicitly 
bothered Miss Granger’s Gryffindor sensibilities. 
 
Severus glanced up at Molly Weasley’s enchanted clock and saw that the 
hand assigned to Albus and bearing his likeness was still pointed to 
‘Detained at the office’. He let out an irritated, ‘hrmph’, momentarily 
startling the Werewolf out of his reverie. Remus gave him a what-can-
you-do shrug and went back to his own thoughts. Severus sighed and 
turned again to speculating about Hermione Granger. 
 
He focused his thoughts on the rift that had developed between the 
members of the formerly inseparable trio. He remembered a 
conversation between Potter and Granger that had taken place over the 
break last Christmas right here in this very kitchen. Miss Granger had 
refused to let Potter blame him for Sirius Black’s death. Severus recalled 
her words: 
 
“Harry, I fail to see how you can blame Professor Snape,” Hermione said in 
exasperation. 
 
“He didn’t listen to me. I told him Sirius was being tortured,” Harry had replied 
sullenly. 
 
“After we’d been caught in Umbridge’s office. We didn’t go to him when he could 
have helped us. And even then, he went down to his rooms and verified that Sirius 
was okay. What did you want him to do? Floo Sirius to Hogwarts and send him 
storming into Umbridge’s office? Expose his role in the Order? We’re the ones that 
went to the Ministry, even though Ron and I both knew it was a trap. We should 



have stunned you. If we hadn’t gone, Sirius wouldn’t have had any reason to show up 
there.”  
 
“But I thought he was in danger!” Harry yelled. “If Snape hadn’t cancelled my 
Occlumency lessons, I wouldn’t have seen those images of Sirius being tortured. None 
of it would have happened if he’d done what Dumbledore told him to.” 
 
“That’s not really fair, Harry. I agree; Professor Snape has some responsibility for 
stopping the lessons. But so do you. You invaded his privacy; you looked at his 
memories when it was clear that he put them in the Pensive for the express purpose of 
keeping them from you. And admit it, you never took the lessons seriously. You never 
practiced, and if you’d spent only half the time practicing that you spent moaning 
about losing your place on the Quidditch team, you’d be an expert Occlumens. I 
think you both have to accept some responsibility for the failure of those lessons.” 
 
“I can’t believe you’re siding with that greasy git!” Harry said coldly. “I thought you 
were on my side.” 
 
“I am, Harry,” Hermione said quietly. “But so is he. He sent the Order after us 
when we went to the Ministry. If he hadn’t done that we’d all be dead and 
Voldemort would have won right then and there. Think about that for a while.”  
 
Hermione had left the room and Severus had stepped back into the 
shadows of the hallway to avoid detection. He’d noticed that the 
relationship between Potter and Granger had been a bit cool after that. 
He remembered another snippet of conversation he’d overheard during 
dinner in the Great Hall after the spring term had begun. Potter had 
been complaining that Granger had stopped talking to him. 
 
“Harry, if you want to hear my opinion only when I agree with you, then you must 
expect me to be silent some of the time.” 
 
Severus snickered a little at that memory. He wasn’t sure Potter had 
even understood Granger’s response.  
 
Of course, things had come to a head when Granger had flat out refused 
to participate in Potter and Longbottom’s plans to apprehend or kill (he 
wasn’t sure what their ultimate goal had been) Bellatrix. They had 
claimed to know where she was, having obtained that information from 
overhearing a group of students gossiping. Hermione steadfastly held to 
the belief that it was another trap; after all, she reasoned, what Death 



Eater parent would be so careless as to owl Voldemort’s plans for an 
Azkaban breakout to his son at Hogwarts? She had refused to charm a 
Portkey for them, something neither of them had the skill to do. Those 
two and the two youngest Weasleys had made the journey by 
broomstick, but not before hexing Hermione. Of course, with bloody-
Potter luck, they had managed to disarm and restrain Bellatrix, but then 
had been surrounded by Death Eaters before the Order had come to 
their rescue once again. In the end Hermione had insisted on going as 
part of the rescue party and had handled herself surprisingly well. 
Fortunately, no deaths had resulted from this caper, although several 
had been injured, including George Weasley, who took a nasty curse that 
still gripped him with its lingering effects. Severus rubbed his own arm, 
remembered pain flowing through him. 
 
Severus threw another impatient look at the clock. Albus’s hand had 
moved to ‘Finally thinking about leaving’. His ingrained claustrophobia 
was becoming more than he could bear. There were too many people in 
the room, and much too much noise. One evening he himself had been 
late for a meeting and had been forced to take the only remaining seat, 
one over by the stove at the very back of the room. He’d tried to stay 
standing but Arthur Weasley had been so cheerfully persistent in 
directing him towards the chair that he had finally taken the seat just to 
avoid a scene and to get the infernal meeting over with. He’d thought he 
would crawl out of his skin before that meeting ended. Surprisingly, 
Granger had noticed and now made sure that this seat, the seat nearest 
the door and facing it, was always held for him. Since she usually took 
the seat opposite from him, it now had the added benefit of being as far 
away from Potter’s seat as he could get. 
 
He went back to considering the matter of her blush. Was she still 
flustered about their encounter in the library? He’d been amused not 
upset, but maybe she didn’t realize that. He and Black had removed any 
books that were harmful when the Order had first taken Grimmauld 
Place for their headquarters. Nothing left in there was really ‘dark magic’ 
although Moody might still find many things offensive. Moody could 
never understand that dark magic was more a matter of intention than 
incantation. A Jelly Legs jinx or Leg Locker curse could kill as easily as 
Avada Kedavra if applied while the victim was swimming or riding a 
broomstick. On the other hand, a potion containing freely given human 
blood could save a life. Hell, even Muggles knew that. They used blood-
based cures all the time. Magic, like life, was not black and white. 



 
But maybe it wasn’t the book that was causing her discomfort. He’d felt 
her body’s reaction at being held so close to him. His own body had 
reacted to the tantalizing feel of soft woman in his arms; even now the 
memory made his groin tighten. He’d seen her in her casual Muggle 
clothes and knew that she had pleasing figure. She wasn’t pretty in the 
modern sense of the word, but her fine features echoed the delicacy of 
an old-fashioned cameo, and the intelligence in her eyes attracted him 
more than looks ever could. But she was a student and still a girl in 
many respects. ‘Come back in five years and we’ll play,’ he thought, his 
mouth forming a slightly feral smile. ‘If I live that long.’ 
 
Albus’s clock hand finally moved to ‘In Transit’, and shortly thereafter it 
came to rest on top of the pile of hands pointing to ‘Kitchen, Number 
Twelve Grimmauld Place’ as he Flooed in. 
 
“My apologies for the late arrival,” Albus said. “There were matters that 
required immediate attention.” He hemmed and hawed for a moment, 
seeming to pat and search his robes for his wand. “Yes, Molly, tea would 
be lovely.” 
 
Severus rolled his eyes. The bumbling old fool act was a little overdone 
at times. As though anyone would believe that Albus Dumbledore 
couldn’t summon his wand without fumbling. He heard a soft snort 
from the other side of the table and looked across to see Hermione’s 
scornful eyes watching the performance. He found he liked the green 
sparks that irritation brought to her hazel eyes. His examination of that 
thought almost caused him to miss Albus’s next words.  
 
“And so,” Albus said, for some reason looking straight at Severus, “I 
called this meeting to discuss some movements of the other side that 
have come to my attention.” Dumbledore pulled a scroll from his robe 
and touched it with his wand. The scroll unfurled, hovering over before 
him. Before he could begin reading, he was interrupted by Neville’s cry 
of, “Ginny! Something’s wrong with Ginny!” 
 
Ginny Weasley slumped in her chair and her eyes rolled back in her 
head. Suddenly, she bolted upright and she began speaking, not in her 
normal girlish voice but in a harsh, rough invocation that Harry 
immediately realized was similar to the voice Sibyll Trelawney had 
spoken with when she warned of Voldemort’s return in his third year. 



 
“IT COMES TO PASS… AS THE DARK LORD MARKED HIS 
SERVANTS, SO THE ONE WITH THE POWER TO VANQUISH 
THE DARK LORD CHOSE HIS COMPANIONS IN FIRST 
BATTLE IN FOUNDERS’ HALLS. IT COMES TO PASS…ONE OF 
THE THREE SHALL BE TAKEN BY A SERVANT MARKED BY 
THE DARK LORD. THE ONE SHALL BEAR FRUIT OF THE 
MARKED. THE FRUIT IS DESTINED TO FULFILL THE NEED 
OF THE ONE WITH THE POWER TO VANQUISH THE DARK 
LORD. SHOULD THE FRUIT FALL TO THE DARK, THE ONE 
WITH THE POWER TO VANQUISH THE DARK LORD SHALL 
FALTER AND THE NEED BE EVERMORE UNANSWERED. IT 
COMES TO PASS…” 
 
2. Prophecy and Pyrotechnics 
 
As she finished speaking, Ginny slumped forward and Molly rushed to 
her. There was silence for several moments as those around the table 
pondered possible meanings of the prophecy. Then, suddenly, 
Hermione drew in a sharp breath, just as Severus’s head came up with 
sharp snap. Black eyes met brown in horrified realization. 
 
“Fuck!” The simultaneously uttered expletives exploded from their 
mouths. Ron’s mouth gaped open at the sight of Hermione swearing.  
 
Then Hermione cried, “No, it can’t mean that … I mean,” she gasped as 
she was having trouble breathing. “I have to get out of here,” she 
panted. “Now.” She was starting to panic. “Please, please …” her eyes 
pleaded with the black ones that were still locked on her. 
 
Remus stared at Severus and then switched his focus to Hermione as he 
realized what they already understood. “Gods! Severus, Hermione …” 
his voice trailed off. Tonks bolted upright in her chair and then sat back 
with a horrified expression on her face. Others around the table were 
beginning to come to some understanding, although some looked 
confused.  
 
“Well,” Dumbledore said faintly. “That was unexpected. We will need to 
consider …”  
 
“You old fool!” stormed Severus, turning to face Albus. His face was 



contorted in rage as he glared at the elderly wizard. “Surely you can give 
Miss Granger and me the courtesy of allowing us to discuss this drivel 
privately. It’s too much to ask of her and it’s too much to ask of me,” he 
snarled. 
 
“Severus, calm down,” Albus said firmly. “It is not my intention to 
embarrass you or Miss Granger.” 
 
Severus looked at Hermione and saw that she was fast working herself 
into frenzy. “Miss Granger, get a hold of yourself,” he snapped. He then 
stood and took her outstretched hand, saying more softly, “I think we 
should go someplace more quiet to discuss this, don’t you?” She nodded 
and grasped his hand so tightly that he winced. He motioned sharply to 
Albus, “You too, Albus. The library?”  
 
Professor Dumbledore nodded and started to move around the table, 
his timeworn face creased with worry. Severus turned to Remus and 
barked, “Explain it to them. No one,” he said, as he turned a penetrating 
classroom glare on Harry and Ron, “is to disturb us. We’ll be back when 
we are finished and no sooner.” 
 
He turned back to Hermione saying, “Miss Granger, shall we?” He led 
Hermione from the room as Albus followed them. He held her tight to 
his side in an oddly protective gesture as they walked down the hall, 
trying to organize his thoughts. Hadn’t he done enough for the blasted 
Order? And she, she was a child. How could she be expected to do this? 
Severus led Hermione to a chair and then closed library door behind 
Albus. He warded the door and cast a silencing charm on the room. 
 
“Is that necessary?” asked Albus, as Severus cast a second ward. “We’re 
among friends.” 
 
Severus reigned in his temper with some difficulty. He turned to 
Hermione, who hadn’t moved, and drawled, “Well, Miss Granger, just 
so we all know that we are on the same page, why don’t you give us a 
summary of your interpretation of that fascinating little drabble?” 
 
Hermione’s eyes sparked with anger at his sarcastic tone, but it calmed 
her where soft words would have broken her. Two could play that game. 
She glared at him, flicked her wand, conjured a glass of water, and took 
a sip. Then she began her explanation as coolly as if she were factoring a 



simplistic Arithmancy equation.  
 
“One of three must mean Harry or Ron or me. I assume the ‘first battle’ 
was the fight with the troll in our first year; that incident cemented our 
friendship and led us to work together to figure out the mystery of the 
Sorcerer’s Stone. One of us is apparently destined to “be taken,” and to 
‘bear fruit’ with someone tattooed with the Dark Mark. This might mean 
that Harry or Ron will father a child with Bellatrix, but the way verb 
“bear” is used leads me to conclude that I am likely the one chosen to 
complete this task. As that the Headmaster would surely prefer a 
member of the Order of the Phoenix to take on this task, rather than a 
Death Eater—as would I, I will admit—it would seem logical that the 
complementary honour of fathering said child will fall to you.” 
 
She paused and cocked her head to one side, considering before 
continuing, “Unless, of course, Remus is unable to prevent one of my 
hot-headed friends from rushing off to pledge fealty to Lord Voldemort 
to keep me from your vile clutches. The youngest Mr. Weasley or 
perhaps Mr. Longbottom seem imminently suited to that task, don’t you 
agree? Does this match with your assessment of the situation, 
Professor?” Hermione finished with a snap in her voice as she arched an 
eyebrow and crossed her arms over her chest, imitating Snape’s best 
classroom stance. Truth be told, her heart was pounding wildly. She had 
certainly been contemplating kissing Severus Snape, and maybe more, 
but those were just fantasies and to face the reality of bearing his child 
and all that that implied—well, it was just too much to consider in any 
tangible way. 
 
Severus’s lips twitched with reluctant amusement as he took in the 
picture the young witch made. During her recitation Hermione had risen 
from the chair and now stood in front of him, the top of her curly head 
just reaching his chin. Her eyes held a mixture of defiance and sheer 
terror and her crossed arms drew attention to her round breasts. He 
knew that her flippant commentary was a defence mechanism, but it was 
much better than weeping. No doubt she’d do that later, but now he 
needed her thinking as they determined the best course of action. 
 
“Well, your summary does seem to match my interpretation in so far as 
it goes,” he acknowledged, “but do not forget the second half of the 
prophecy. The prophecy talks of the importance of the child. How does 
a baby help Potter and what is it he ‘needs’? Does the child have some 



role in defeating the Dark Lord?” 
 
“Well, it seems clear that the child has some role to play,” Albus 
Dumbledore said, entering into the conversation. “And you are correct; 
while the first half of the prophecy seems very clear, the second half is 
quite obscure. We’ll have to determine what the best timing is for the 
event and hope that the role the child is destined to play is revealed 
before the event is upon us.” 
 
Hermione shook her head in disbelief. Were they seriously considering 
this? 
 
“So, it’s been decided? No discussion? Fifteen minutes ago we hadn’t 
even heard this prophecy and now you’re just accepting that Severus 
Snape and I are going to make a baby together? No considering that this 
might not be a true prophecy or even a consideration of the validity of 
prophecies in general? Ginny has never shown signs of being a Seer. 
How do we know this isn’t one of Fred and George’s pranks?” 
Hermione’s voice rose and again took on an edge of hysteria as she 
realized that the Headmaster had already come to a decision. 
 
“Hermione, I understand your hesitation,” the Headmaster began. His 
eyes were full of sorrow and the weight of his responsibilities seemed to 
bow his frame.  
 
Hermione stared at him, dumbfounded by his understatement. 
‘Hesitation?’ she thought, ‘how about downright refusal to believe that 
such a thing would happen!’  
 
“But,” Albus continued, “While it’s true that this is Miss Weasley’s first 
manifestation of it, she is just at the age when a Seer’s gift becomes 
evident. Her birth as the only female in the Weasley line in generations, 
and the depth of her possession by Tom Riddle in her first year would 
seem to foreshadow such ability. The prophecy will be validated as 
genuine. We can be fairly certain that the other side knows nothing of 
this yet. However, very soon an orb containing the prophecy will appear 
in the collection in the Hall of Prophecy at the Department of Mysteries 
and its existence logged into the public record. As you are clearly one of 
the affected parties your name will be attached to the prophecy. I cannot 
prevent that. If we are very lucky, the other name will be listed as 
‘Unknown’. If not, the log will read ‘Hermione Granger and Unknown Bearing 



Dark Mark’. You know from Harry’s experience that only those named 
in the prophecy can read it. If the second comes to pass, then any Death 
Eater will be able to open the prophecy and hear its contents. And then, 
it will not matter whether you or I believe. Someone will believe and will 
take measures to manipulate events to their advantage. We have no 
choice but to act first. I am afraid that you will not be safe until you are 
with child.” 
 
Hermione sank down into a chair and ran her fingers through the tangle 
of her curls. It was really going to happen. She was going to have 
Severus Snape’s baby. 
 
Severus spoke up reluctantly. “There is a way to circumvent anyone else 
reading the prophecy, Albus. If we were married under a chastity rite, 
then I would be the only one capable of impregnating Miss Granger. 
The moment we are married, she and I will be the only ones able to read 
the prophecy. And, she would be safe from rape as long as I am alive.” 
 
“Married? Chastity vow? Rape?” Hermione was reduced to squeaking as 
the events of the last half hour overcame her. 
 
“A chastity rite would make it impossible for any wizard other than your 
husband to have intercourse with you. The charm prevents other 
wizards from penetrating the witch.” Severus lectured. He was trying to 
look less intimidating she knew, but he wasn’t really succeeding, he only 
looked angry and ill. She blushed at the image his words presented. 
 
“Couldn’t the charm work without the marriage?” 
 
“No.” 
 
“And then what? Marriage, a child, and then a divorce down the road?”  
 
“Legal divorce would be an option, but you must understand that the 
chastity charm is an old one, predating modern marriage practices. It will 
bind you to me alone until my death.” His words weighed heavy as 
Severus realized that he would be tied to the Gryffindor know-it-all for 
the rest of his life. What had he done to deserve such a fate? ‘Far more 
than she,’ he chastised himself immediately.  
 
“I shall not stand in your way, Miss Granger,” he said softly, his voice 



deepening. “Once this matter is taken care of and you and the child are 
safe, you will be free to pursue any career or path of study that you 
desire. I realize that the restrictions on physical activities will be a 
burden, but I really don’t see any other way. Unless…” He paused and 
brought one long finger to his pursed lips as he looked down at the 
floor, a sure sign that he was thinking something over. He nodded 
slightly, and then turned to Hermione. “There is one other option, Miss 
Granger. You could leave the Wizarding World. We could hide you as 
we’re hiding your parents. You would have to break your wand, give up 
your life as a witch and live again as a Muggle, but …” 
 
“No,” she interrupted him. “I may be Muggle-born, but I am a witch. 
We went through this when my parents were sent into hiding. And I 
couldn’t live with myself if something I did harmed our chances of 
stopping Voldemort.”  
 
Hermione took a deep, shaky breath. For all the time she spent making 
lists and weighing options, it was funny how her biggest decisions were 
made with little forethought. Like dropping down a trap door to chase a 
madman. Like riding an invisible beast from Hogwarts to London to 
descend into hell. Like marrying a former Death Eater—her teacher—
for the express purpose of bearing his child.  
 
“Severus,” she said, startling him by her use of his first name, “if we are 
going to be tied together in marriage and chastity for the next seventy-
five years or so, I think you should call me ‘Hermione’. I would find it 
very awkward if you were to call me Miss Granger while we were 
intimate.” 
 
Severus let out a startled chuckled, and said, “Awkward, indeed … 
Hermione.”  
 
He took her hand and in a formal and somewhat courtly gesture, bowed 
over it and kissed it. He looked into her eyes and she thought she saw a 
hint of admiration or approval in them. She sent a suddenly shy look 
back at him and her skin tingled where his lips had been. Severus held 
her gaze for a moment longer, then turned to Albus as the elder wizard 
spoke. 
 
“Well, then,” Dumbledore said briskly, looking appraisingly from 
Severus to Hermione, “we need to settle the details. Prudence suggests 



that you are made with child as soon as possible, Miss Granger. Saturday 
will do for the marriage ceremony. Here or Hogwarts?” 
 
Hermione thought she’d like to have word or two with ‘Prudence’. She 
looked around at the dreary room and thought of the even drearier back 
yard. She was about to speak when Severus spat angrily, “I will not be 
joined in Sirius Black’s hovel! The bonding will take place Hogwarts. She 
can stay there until term starts.” 
 
“Why would I … Oh!” Hermione blushed. Of course, she would have 
to stay near Snape. That was the whole point, wasn’t it? 
 
Severus threw a sardonic glance her way. “Any other questions, Miss … 
Hermione?” 
 
“Well, actually, yes. If we are married and I am protected from the 
Death Eaters, couldn’t we wait until next summer when I’ve graduated 
for me to become pregnant?” 
 
“I would advise against it, Miss Granger,” Professor Dumbledore said. 
“Prophecies generally become known near the time of the events they 
portend. And what if something were to happen to Severus or to you in 
the next year? We do not know what ‘need’ this child will fulfil, or when, 
and nor do we know how a delay would affect that need.” 
 
“I see your point,” Hermione replied with resignation. “What about 
living arrangements at Hogwarts? What about my role as Head Girl? 
How will we explain the pregnancy? Will we be able to hide it? Who will 
know? What about …” 
 
“Silence!” Severus cut in. “You are giving me a headache.” 
 
“They are legitimate questions,” Hermione said evenly. 
 
“I suggest that we meet again before Saturday and work out a plan once 
you’ve both had time to think things through.” Albus said soothingly. 
“Your role as Head Girl will be safe, child. After all, we will try to keep 
this secret so you must appear to be behaving normally. Keep your 
questions; we will consider them later. For now we should return to the 
others. I suspect there will be much discussion going on,” he continued, 
sudden mischief lighting his pale blue eyes. 



 
Severus snorted and Hermione tried to see his expression but his hair 
was covering his face again. ‘That is really annoying,’ she thought 
irritably. 
 
They walked back down the hallway and down the steps to the kitchen. 
When Hermione hung back, Severus made an impatient gesture and said 
mockingly, “Courage, Miss Granger, you are a Gryffindor, aren’t you? 
And they are your friends, are they not?” But he put his hand on the 
small of her suddenly straightening back as he said it, and she was 
grateful for the feeling of protection it brought. 
 
They could hear the heated discussion spilling out from the kitchen. 
 
“There has to be another way,” Ron was saying hotly, “I’ll take the Dark 
Mark …” Molly screamed, spooking a listless and wan Ginny. 
 
“How very touching, Mr. Weasley,” Severus sneered sarcastically. 
“Assuming that the Dark Lord does not kill you before he marks you, 
then what? He delves into your mind and discovers this prophecy? 
Surely you don’t believe that new initiates are trusted with tasks of this 
magnitude?”  
 
“You have to admit, bro, it’s not your best idea yet,” Fred said, as he 
grudgingly acknowledged Snape’s point. 
 
“But we can’t just stand by while she … I mean with Snape?” Ron 
shuddered. “He probably dreamed this up so that he could get laid. 
Hermione, I mean, you’ll have to … to let him touch you!” 
 
Severus sent Ron a look filled with so much dislike that it should have 
killed. His hands clenched at his side and he bristled with restrained 
energy. Hermione could feel it seeping into her as she stood at his side. 
 
Hermione had had enough. This was Ron at his most stubborn and 
most, well, Gryffindor-ish. She stepped in front of Severus and then 
turned to Ron and spat at him in a tight voice, “And what would you 
have me do, Ronald Weasley? Maybe you find the image of me spread-
eagled under Walden McNair more palatable? Or perhaps, I’ll get lucky 
and if he doesn’t kill me, Voldemort will give me to Peter Pettigrew. He 
slept with you for years—what’s he like? Once he impregnates me he 



can keep me in Voldemort’s lair until the baby is born. If it’s a boy, 
maybe we’ll name it James or Sirius after one of his best friends.” 
 
Harry yelled an outraged, “Hermione!” as Albus said firmly, “Miss 
Granger, I think that is quite enough.”  
 
Severus leaned back against the wall and crossed his arms over his chest, 
relaxing a bit as an amused smirk graced his face. He had a feeling this 
was the explosion he’d been predicting and he, for one, was going to 
enjoy it. He quietly flicked his wand to prevent anyone from casting a 
silencing charm on Hermione. Albus glared at him with a look that 
promised retribution later.  
 
“Do you?” Hermione said scathingly, ignoring the fact that she was 
speaking to one of the most powerful and respected wizards alive, not to 
mention her Headmaster. “I don’t think it’s nearly enough. I have had 
enough though: enough of people telling me to shut up and keep quiet 
because I’m only a girl, after all, and enough of half-truths and lame 
excuses. And I’ve really had enough of listening to them put down 
Professor Snape in spite of everything he’s done. How many sacrifices 
has he made only to be met with contempt and loathing? How long will 
those three,” waving at Neville, Harry and Ron, “be allowed to play 
Quidditch and polish their wands instead of being required to act like 
adults?” 
 
‘She’s a fiery little witch and fierce as a Phoenix,’ Severus thought with 
amusement, almost laughing aloud at her double entendre, which caused 
a gasp from Molly and a couple of hastily hidden chortles from Fred and 
George. He had often wondered why she had not been sorted into 
Ravenclaw, but all that erupting passion could only belong in 
Gryffindor. It was strange to hear someone defend him. Shorter in 
stature than everyone but Ginny, Hermione stood with her hands on her 
hips, her curly brown mane flying wildly behind her as her head nodded 
and bobbed to emphasize her words. Her hazel eyes were again sparking 
with green flecks. He wondered if she would bring that passion to bed. 
He pushed the thought aside hastily as Hermione regrouped and turned 
to Harry.  
 
“And you, Harry. How many times has Professor Snape saved your life? 
How about we start with first year and move right on up to our little 
jaunt to the Ministry fifth-year. And don’t forget your rendezvous with 



Bellatrix. Remember when you told me that the Cruciatus curse made you 
feel like you’d been turned inside out and then set on fire?”  
 
Harry nodded reluctantly. Hermione continued, “What do you think 
Voldemort does to Professor Snape when he turns over a potion that 
doesn’t quite work? What the hell do think happened to him after no 
fewer than six Death Eaters saw him as he Disapparated from the 
battlefield last June with you and Neville in tow? We didn’t get them all; 
a couple got away and no doubt reported back to Voldemort. And then 
what? Severus willingly goes back and makes up yet another excuse 
about how you got away from him? About how two teenagers yet again 
outwitted a powerful wizard in his prime? How the hell do think that 
went over with the lord of all evil?”  
 
Harry blanched and had the grace to look somewhat ashamed. But 
Hermione wasn’t finished. “After all that, you two have the audacity to 
question his motives?” She stopped yelling and seemed to shrink back 
into herself.  
 
“But, Hermione …” Ron started when Harry interrupted him, “Leave it 
Ron, it’s no use, didn’t you hear? She called him Severus; she’s on his 
side now,” he said petulantly. Hermione’s words made his hatred of 
Snape seem childish and he didn’t like it. “She’s probably happy about 
being noble or something.” 
 
Tears had started to run down Hermione’s face. “Happy? Happy to 
spend my last year at Hogwarts pregnant when I’m trying to study for 
N.E.W.T.s? Happy that Severus and I will have to raise a child we never 
wanted and whose future is uncertain? Happy that my friends can’t see 
that I’m doing the only thing I can?” She ended on a sob and ran from 
the room. 
 
The members of the Order of the Phoenix looked at each other 
uneasily. None but Albus and Remus looked at Severus. Then Remus 
turned a stern face to Harry and said, “Well, a bit dramatic in delivery, 
but dead on for content, I’d say. You two should be ashamed of 
yourselves.” He shook his head. “Cleverest witch of her generation, and 
she’s being asked to give up her future.” Turning to Severus, he said 
seriously, “Go after her, Snape. She needs someone, and I think you’re 
the only one who could get close right now.” 
 



Severus looked at him steadily then raised his eyes to the room. “Miss 
Granger and I will be married Saturday,” he said coldly, ignoring the 
utter shock on the faces in the room. He turned to leave the room but 
hesitated and turned back.  
 
“Third floor, second door on the right,” Remus answered to Severus’s 
unspoken question. The dark wizard nodded once again, looked at 
Albus, who nodded as well, and then swung on his heel and swept from 
the room, leaving the Headmaster to calm the Order. 
 
Severus stood outside the door to the room that Hermione shared with 
Ginny. He could hear her crying. He sighed. He hated sobbing females. 
‘And now,’ he thought wryly, ‘you have one of your very own.’ He 
knocked. 
 
“Go away,” Hermione sobbed. 
 
“Open the door Miss Granger. Please,” he added with bad grace. 
 
Hermione opened the door. Severus saw that she was holding 
something large, very orange, and furry. When it moved, he realized it 
was a cat, an overgrown, ugly cat-thing with a squashed face. Hermione 
threw herself at Severus and the cat yowled and jumped away, but not 
before it left a scratch on his hand. Hermione clutched at his jacket front 
and put her head on his chest as she continued to cry. 
 
Severus was appalled. On rare occasions he would get similar treatment 
from girls in Slytherin House, mostly homesick first-years, but with 
them he could get away with one or two quick pats on the back and a 
reminder that Slytherins were to keep a stiff upper lip, before he quickly 
handed them off to a Prefect. Somehow, he thought Albus would expect 
more effort in comforting a distraught soon-to-be wife. He led Miss 
Granger … Hermione, he reminded himself, to the narrow single bed he 
deduced was hers based on the pile of books gracing the nightstand and 
the absence of anything like the stuffed purple unicorn he saw on what 
surely must be Miss Weasley’s bed. Hermione continued to cry as they 
sat down.  
 
“I don’t understand,” she cried into his chest. “They’re supposed to be 
my friends, how can they say things like that?” 
 



“I’m sure that they are worried about you,” he replied tentatively. 
“And,” he sneered, “Mr. Weasley did offer to enslave himself to the 
Dark Lord for you.” 
 
“Ron is afraid of spiders.” Hermione offered this non-sequitor in a choked 
voice. “And he faints at the sight of blood.” 
 
“Well, then,” Severus answered blandly, “I am even more certain that 
the task is beyond him. Tap-dancing spiders entertain at all Death Eater 
gatherings.” 
 
Hermione stopped crying with a surprised hiccup. “You … you made a 
joke,” she stuttered. 
 
“Did I?” he questioned, a blank expression on his face. ‘Anything to 
stop her crying,’ he thought with relief. 
 
She giggled shakily, “Thank you.” She paused and then said, “I’m sorry. 
I’m sorry I lost my temper and yelled at everyone.” Tears were gathering 
in her eyes again and Severus decided to try the same tactic. 
 
“Well, you didn’t yell at Bill, or Arthur, or Tonks, or Lupin, and not 
many witches are, in fact, brave enough to yell at the Headmaster. I 
think you earn an Order of Merlin for that.” He summoned a linen 
handkerchief from his robes and began to wipe her face. 
 
“It’s black!” Hermione said, giggling again.  
 
“So?” he replied, an eyebrow rose quizzically. 
 
“I’ve never seen a black handkerchief before; most people have white 
ones.” Hermione’s giggles stopped as she felt his hand draw the cloth 
across her face. His touch was surprisingly soft. 
 
“I am glad that I entertain you,” he responded blandly. Then seeing that 
she was calming, he added, “Your friends are worried for you.” 
 
“I know,” she said quietly. “We can’t seem to talk to each other 
anymore. Harry is so angry and Ron is pulled between us. And now this. 
I don’t know what to do.” 
 



Severus had nothing to say. In his experience friendships didn’t last. 
Well, that wasn’t quite right; Albus had been his friend through 
everything, hadn’t he?  
 
“Friends forgive each other.” He winced. Had he said that? He sounded 
like a Hufflepuff. 
 
Hermione looked a little astonished too, but she didn’t say anything. She 
put her hand on his and leaned against his shoulder. They sat quietly for 
a few moments.  
 
“I’m frightened,” Hermione said softly. 
 
“I shall make this as easy as I can,” he replied. 
 
“It’s just …” She paused, looking up into his face earnestly, “I don’t 
know you at all; I don’t know anything about you. Do you have family? 
What books do you like to read? What’s your favourite food?”  
 
She desperately wanted to ask to him to kiss her; how could she 
contemplate marrying a man she’d never even kissed? But their enforced 
closeness was too new and she felt incredibly shy. So instead she said, “I 
don’t even know your favourite colour.” 
 
Severus snorted at the inanity of the question. Hermione misread the 
snort and let out a short laugh. “Black,” she said, “How could I miss it?” 
 
“Actually, it’s blue.” 
 
“Then why?” Her eyes ran over his ensemble and dropped to the 
handkerchief in her hand. 
 
“Habit, I suppose. To answer your other questions, I am an only child, I 
have some distant cousins, but my parents are dead; you will see my 
library and surely you will find something of interest.” Severus’s lips 
quirked with amusement at the sudden look of avarice in her eyes. “You 
know more about me than you think, Hermione. Tell me, how do I take 
my tea?” 
 
“Black tea, strong and sweet in the morning; Earl Grey, unsweetened in 
the evening—when you’re not having coffee, that is—and rarely a 



cinnamon blend, lightly sweetened,” she answered promptly. 
 
“Ah, and you drink coffee with lashings of cream in the mornings and 
tea in the evenings; mostly herbal, the varieties seem to vary with your 
whim—sometimes with milk and/or sugar and sometimes black. And 
you hate broomsticks, tolerate Quidditch, read far too much, and you 
chew on your lip when you’re thinking, but have thankfully ceased that 
disgusting habit of chewing on your hair.” He puckered his face in 
distaste at the last. 
 
Hermione started guiltily. He remembered that? She’d stopped doing 
that second-year. “Thank you,” she said. Somehow this conversation 
made her feel better. They had been living in close quarters for the last 
year. She knew he hated confined spaces, never ate green beans, and had 
the most fascinating eyes she’d ever seen. He was rude, sarcastic and at 
times brutal, but tonight he’d been kind to her. It wasn’t much, but it 
was a start. The alternatives did not bear thinking about. And it was 
surprisingly comfortable sitting here with him. She could do this—
maybe. 
 
“I must go,” he said, breaking the silence. “Molly will surely want to 
bring young Miss Weasley up soon.” 
 
Hermione clutched at his arm. “Oh, no! She’ll want to talk. I don’t want 
to see anyone.” 
 
“Feign sleep,” Severus replied as he stood. 
 
“That doesn’t work with Ginny.” Hermione let out a resigned sigh of 
experience. “She knows when you’re faking; she’ll just pester me until I 
talk. She’ll want to go over everything again and again.” Crookshanks 
jumped up next to her and she pulled him close again. “Thank you for 
coming to see me, Professor.” 
 
Severus considered her tear-streaked face and the lines of exhaustion he 
saw there. Holding her cat in her arms she looked like a first-year. 
 
“It’s Severus, remember? Come with me, you can sleep in my room.” 
Did he just say that? He shook his head mentally. What was with him 
tonight? She made him as daft as Albus. 
 



Hermione looked at him with a mixture of relief and anxiety.  
 
“Just to sleep, Hermione,” he said, and her expression cleared. She knew 
that he regretted the offer already, but for some reason she didn’t want 
to leave him. So she walked over to the dresser and pulled out some 
clean nightclothes. She gathered her robe and toothbrush and then 
picked up Crookshanks. 
 
“The cat too?” 
 
“He’ll just howl if we leave him.”  
 
Severus’s lips tightened but he didn’t say anything. After all, he had 
entered himself into this. He led Hermione downstairs to his second 
floor room.  
 
3. Reflection and Reactions 
 
Hermione opened her eyes slowly. The bed was comfortable and she 
was warm, but something seemed to be restraining her. It wasn’t an 
unpleasant feeling, just unexpected. She was lying on her stomach, and 
something was draped over her. Crookshanks? ‘No,’ she realized, 
‘Snape.’ She had slept with Severus Snape. Well, in the same bed 
anyway. The events of last night replayed in her mind. She was going to 
marry him—marry the Greasy Git, the Bat of the Dungeons. Only he 
wasn’t really that greasy. His hair was oily, yes, but somehow the feel of 
it didn’t repel her as much as the look of it once had. 
 
As she was facing away from him, Hermione couldn’t see Severus, but 
he seemed to be plastered up against her. She could feel his breath on 
her hair, the slow, even rhythm and soft snores confirming that he was 
still asleep. His left arm was under her pajama top, stretching across her 
back and his hand—his fingers were brushing the side of her breast! 
Hermione held her breath as those fingers moved softly and she 
wondered if he was waking. She let out her breath slowly as nothing else 
happened. The movement of his fingers seemed to be an unconscious 
movement on his part. His legs were tangled in hers too. Who would 
believe that Severus Snape would cling?  
 
‘It’s quite pleasant,’ she thought, stretching a bit and leaning back into 
him. Shivers went through her as his hand came in contact with her 



nipple. That was more than pleasant, that was unsettling! It seemed to 
cause a reaction in him too, she discovered, as she felt his erection press 
against her. She blushed. Should she try to slip out from under him? Or 
would that wake him? And then what? Despite her brave words last 
night when she’d told him it would be ridiculous for him to sleep on the 
floor when they would be married on Saturday, she didn’t think she was 
quite ready for ‘and then what’. She couldn’t see a clock, but judging by 
the shadows in the room it was still quite early. Hermione decided that 
discretion, or in this case, inaction, was the best course of action. She 
snuggled a little closer to him and let herself relax back into sleep. 
 
Severus opened one eye as a tickling sensation under his nose threatened 
to provoke a massive sneeze. He reached up and casually moved the 
offending curl of brown hair away from his beaky nose and sternly 
suppressed the sneeze. He felt rested and that was an unusual 
occurrence in and of itself. What was he lying on so comfortably? His 
morning erection was pressed, not into the mattress, but into the soft 
flesh of a woman … Hermione Granger? 
 
‘Yes, of course,’ he groaned inwardly. His unintended fiancée, the witch 
he would marry in four days. She’d insisted that they share the bed; that 
he not sleep on the pallet he’d planned to transfigure. For a few scant 
seconds he fantasized about how easy it would be to roll the very short 
distance he would need to in order to push aside her loose garments and 
bury himself in her. The hand he had used to brush her hair from his 
face moved back down of its own accord and continued its caress of her 
breast. ‘Stop it,’ he told himself. What kind of man thinks of taking an 
innocent—and he was sure she was a virgin—while she is sleeping? 
‘Obviously me,’ he thought, as he hardened even more at the thought. 
His hips twitched involuntarily, bucking against her.  
 
Gathering his control, Severus sighed as he rolled away from 
Hermione’s soft body and pulled himself up from the bed. He watched 
as she murmured a small protest in her sleep and rolled into the warm 
spot he’d just left. The cat moved up from the bottom of the bed and 
she reached out to cuddle it. He looked at the peaceful and enticing 
picture the young witch made with her curly brown hair all around her 
and the fabric of her tank top and shorts stretched over her soft breasts 
and rounded hips. ‘Get a hold of yourself, Snape,’ he thought, the irony 
of the thought hitting him as he realized that was exactly what he would 
do. He summoned his clothes with a quiet “Accio,” and slipped into the 



adjoining bath that he had carved out of a linen closet when 
Dumbledore first inveigled him into staying at Grimmauld Place. As he 
stepped under the warm shower he cast a silencing spell on the room so 
that Hermione wouldn’t hear his moans and mutterings as he sought to 
relieve the tension and frustration he was feeling. 
 
Hermione awoke for the second time with a feeling that something was 
missing. Oh, him. She couldn’t decide if she was relieved or 
disappointed. She pushed herself up against the headboard and scanned 
the room with sleepy eyes. His clothes were gone. Then she noticed the 
unnatural quietness coming from the bathroom. A silencing spell. 
‘That’s a disadvantage of that spell,’ she thought absently. The spell 
made it impossible to hear what was being said, but the unnatural 
stillness broadcast the caster’s desire for secrecy with all the subtlety of a 
foghorn. Hermione pulled her thoughts away from the images that were 
forming in her mind: images of water spilling down the long, hard body 
that had been sprawled over her, images of those lean fingers dragging a 
washcloth over that same body and perhaps touching the hardness that 
had been pressed into her hips earlier. She shifted restlessly. 
 
She took a look around the room that had been assigned to Severus; 
she’d been too nervous to notice anything last night. Following Sirius’s 
death, the Headmaster had been concerned about the security of 
Grimmauld Place. Remus was there full-time, but was obviously 
incapable of rational defence during the full-moon phase. Hermione 
teased him about his condition, comparing his malady to PMS. 
Werewolf Moon Swings, or WMS, she called it, much to his amusement. 
She laughingly said that he was the only man who could truly understand 
witches and how they sometimes felt at the mercy of the calendar. He 
was pleased that she treated his condition as casually as if it were merely 
a magical variant like Tonks’s morphing abilities. In any event, Aurors 
Kingsley and Tonks were often called away on business, and while Molly 
was a powerful witch, neither she nor Arthur was well versed in defence. 
So the Headmaster had instructed Severus to begin spending some 
nights at Grimmauld Place when the Hogwarts students were in 
residence. In Hermione’s opinion, assigning Sirius’s room to Severus 
showed a distinct lack of tact on the Headmaster’s part. Harry took it as 
a sign that Severus was trying to take Sirius’s place, and it became just 
one more scab for him to pick at, while Severus, she knew, was 
absolutely appalled at having to sleep in the home and bed of the man 
he had loathed more than anyone. 



 
Hermione’s thoughts were interrupted as the bathroom door opened 
and Severus walked back into the room trailed by a cloud of steam. He 
was all buttoned up, she noticed, fully dressed and ready for battle. 
 
“Good morning,” she offered cautiously. 
 
A ‘hrmpf’ was all the reply she got at first but then Severus ground out a 
reluctant, “Good morning?” 
 
‘Umm,’ Hermione thought, ‘not at all a morning person is he?’ She took 
a chance and conjured a hot cup of tea and offered it to him. He 
accepted it with a surprised, albeit brief, smile. It didn’t taste as good nor 
was it as strong as what he normally brewed, which was why he didn’t 
do this for himself, but it was thoughtful of her.  
 
“I am going back to Hogwarts this morning,” he said somewhat more 
easily after his first few sips. “Lupin or I will escort you there tomorrow 
afternoon for our discussion with the Headmaster.” 
 
Hermione nodded. She watched as he gathered up his personal 
belongings, including she noted with a smile, that black handkerchief. 
She looked at the man who would soon be her husband, and who was 
now again in full, intimidating Professor Snape dress. She shivered a 
little, but asked, “Sir … Severus, would you, umm … I mean I know it 
will be okay, but it would help to know …” she trailed off as he raised 
an eyebrow and looked at her impatiently. 
 
“Yes?” 
 
Hermione gathered what little Gryffindor courage she could find and 
said in a small voice, “Would you kiss me? I need to know …” 
 
Severus held his breath. He moved slowly towards the bed and stood 
next to it, as he looked down at her.  
 
“Perhaps you should kiss me?” he suggested huskily. 
 
Hermione looked into the dark eyes staring intently at hers. She couldn’t 
read any expression in them. She swallowed and then rose up on her 
knees at the edge of the bed. She put her hands on his shoulders and 



raised her lips to touch his. He bent his head to meet her. His lips were 
cool and soft, and slightly parted. She opened her own lips and touched 
her tongue lightly to his crooked teeth. ‘Mint,’ she filed away. Well, that 
answered another question. He did brush his teeth; the yellow stains 
must come from the amount of tea he consumed. She already had the 
answer to the question of boxers or briefs—boxers, she remembered 
from the glimpse she had gotten of his bare flank yesterday evening as 
he hastily transfigured the black silk boxers into pajama bottoms, an 
action that indicated that those items were not in his normal wardrobe. 
At the memory, a flush swept through her body and her nipples 
hardened against his chest, something he registered immediately. A deep 
growl vibrated against her mouth as his arms came around her to pull 
her closer. Her mouth opened eagerly to his seeking tongue and her 
hands tangled in his still-damp hair as she strove to pull him closer still. 
A hand moved in to caress her breast and she moaned against his 
mouth. She leaned into him and found herself once again pressed 
against his growing erection.  
 
Severus was astonished at how responsive Hermione seemed. She met 
him kiss for kiss and movement for movement. He moved his hands 
down and pulled her hips tightly into his; the feel of her belly against his 
hardness was exquisite torture. He held her close for a moment longer 
and then once again he forced himself to pull back. She whimpered as 
he lifted his mouth and released her from his embrace. 
 
As he stepped back, she sat back on her heels, looked up at him with 
glazed eyes. She let her hand trail along his coat front as it fell to her 
side. Severus’s eyes glittered and his breathing was uneven. Without 
saying a word, he tucked one of the many errant curls back behind 
Hermione’s ear and silently left the room, leaving her to stare after him. 
‘Wow!’ she thought somewhat incoherently. She stroked Crookshanks 
absently. That was nothing like the kisses she’d shared with Viktor and 
from Ron. That had been quite … breathtaking. Hermione stepped into 
the bathroom with a smile on her face as she drank in the spicy scent 
that lingered in the humid air. 
 
Severus walked down the stairs slowly, fighting the renewed arousal and 
self-loathing he was feeling in equal measures. She was a child; he had 
promised her father he would protect her, and yet all he could think 
about was how soon he could have her. ‘She’ll be your wife in four 
days,’ he reminded himself. ‘Given your task, how could you not think 



of it?’ 
 
He entered the kitchen and waved his hand to start the flame under the 
kettle. Then he noticed the other occupant of the room. Potter. Just 
what he needed. He scrutinized the boy from behind his shield of hair. 
Potter looked like he had not slept at all; his hair was even more of a 
mess than usual, and his face was blotched from crying. He looked like 
Severus felt most mornings. Another flick of his wrist and the kettle rose 
to pour the steaming water into the waiting teapot. Potter looked up; 
yes, he’d definitely been crying. 
 
“Is she okay, sir?” Harry asked bleakly. 
 
“She’s fine,” Severus replied shortly. “She’s probably bathing now.”  
 
Harry winced at the thought that Snape knew this and Severus couldn’t 
help but smirk a little. ‘Get used to it, boy,’ he thought snidely. 
 
“Professor, is what Hermione said true?” Potter continued. Severus 
started a little at that. Potter hadn’t called him ‘Professor’ in over a year. 
It was always ‘sir’ uttered with a sneer that left no doubt as to the boy’s 
real feelings. 
 
“Which part?” he asked in a carefully neutral voice. “She said quite a bit 
last night.” 
 
Harry flashed him a brief smile. “She doesn’t hold back, does she?” He 
sobered. “About Voldemort punishing you … cursing you?” 
 
“Yes,” he answered curtly, not liking to dwell on those memories. 
 
“I’m sorry,” Harry said in a choked voice. “I never thought … I mean, 
when he does that I can feel it …” He rubbed his scar. “Sometimes, 
then, it must have been you …” his voice trailed off. 
 
“I imagine so,” Severus replied dryly. He pushed a cup of tea in front of 
Harry. 
 
“So, what did you tell him? Voldemort, I mean, last spring …” Harry 
asked somewhat incoherently. 
 



“I told him I splinched,” Severus replied emotionlessly, flinching at the 
casual way Harry tossed out of the name of the Dark Lord. “I told him 
that you and Longbottom were struggling so much that I could not 
Apparate properly. He was not impressed.” Severus could have told him 
that it took a week for the pain and nausea from the resulting 
punishment to subside, but he did not want Potter’s pity or even his 
misplaced sympathy. If Hermione’s tirade caused the brat to think even 
a little about the consequences of his actions, then that would be 
enough.  
 
Harry stared at the table for a moment and then raised a resolute green 
gaze to Severus. “I don’t like you, Professor, you are a mean and 
arrogant prick, and I’m not sure I can trust you, but I don’t want to be 
the cause of him doing anything to anybody. For Hermione’s sake, I 
won’t fight you anymore,” he said quietly. 
 
“I could care less if you like me, but your respect and cooperation are 
advantageous to us all,” Severus acknowledged, holding onto his temper 
with by a thin thread and ignoring the insult. “You realize that I cannot 
afford to treat you any differently at Hogwarts but perhaps here we can 
try to reach some understanding.” Black eyes met green in silent tenuous 
agreement.  
 
Harry relaxed for a moment and then tested the new arrangement by 
addressing the issue that was uppermost in his mind. 
 
“Isn’t there any other way? Hermione, I mean,” he asked cautiously. 
 
“If there were, I would pursue it,” Severus replied, impatience returning 
to his voice. 
 
“Muggles have a way of making babies without … without contact.” 
Harry blushed at the idea of discussing sex with Snape. 
 
‘Gods,’ Severus thought in concert with him, ‘could this get any worse? 
Now I have to give Potter a lesson on reproduction?’ 
 
“That doesn’t work for wizards and witches; not unless they want to 
produce a Squib.” His voice took on a lecturing tone as he began his 
explanation. “A wizard passes on his magic during ejaculation; the 
essence of his magic flows to the witch in the emotion and the ecstasy 



of the completion of the sex act.” 
 
Harry squirmed as an image of Snape and Hermione locked together 
flashed through his mind. He discarded the thought quickly and asked in 
a puzzled voice, “But then how do Muggles have magical children?” 
 
‘Now was when Potter started showing some signs of intellectual 
curiosity? Why not during the last six years? Why not Potions or some 
other subject? Occlumency, perhaps?’ Severus thought sarcastically, as 
he let out a resigned sigh. 
 
“All women are magic,” he explained. “That’s fact, not poetry,” he 
added somewhat witheringly as he noted Potter’s startled expression. 
“In Muggle women the magic is not expressed, or it is expressed in a 
limited way, sometimes called ‘mother’s intuition’ or a ‘sixth sense’. Not 
all males acquire their mother’s magic during conception. Something 
about maleness seems less receptive to magic. There have always been 
more witches than wizards. And despite what the history books say, 
witches have always held the most powerful magic. Perhaps it is because 
women are more tied to the cycles of nature than are men,” he mused 
almost absently, before returning to his lecture. “When a Muggle male 
with sufficient latent magic mates with a Muggle female who possesses 
strong reserves of magic, the combination can produce a witch, or less 
frequently, a wizard. You have no doubt noticed that while there are 
many half-blood wizards, there are fewer wizards who have two Muggle-
born parents; that union more frequently results in the birth of a witch, 
and even among the half-bloods, it is more likely that the mother is a 
witch.” 
 
Harry hadn’t noticed, hadn’t ever really thought about it, but didn’t want 
to say so. So he kept quiet while contemplating his teacup. Some of the 
anger and remorse he’d been feeling seemed to leave him and he was 
suddenly feeling very tired. Severus noticed Harry’s yawns, and said 
firmly, but with an uncharacteristic lack of disdain, “Get some sleep, 
Potter. You can talk to Miss Granger later. She is as distressed by her 
outburst as you are.” 
 
Harry nodded and rose from the table. He paused at the doorway and 
looked back at the dour wizard he had hated for the past six years. He 
asked in what was not quite a question and yet not quite a statement 
either, “You’ll be good to her, Professor?” 



 
Severus looked back at Harry and nodded. Harry seemed satisfied and 
left the room, passing Remus with only a sleepy, “Good morning.” 
 
“You handled that well,” Remus said as he came into the kitchen and sat 
down across from Severus. He picked up Harry’s teacup and drank from 
it, grimacing at the taste of cold tea. 
 
“How much did you hear?” Severus asked.  
 
“Almost everything,” he replied, showing no guilt at eavesdropping. 
 
“You could have helped out with the last bit,” a disgruntled Severus 
returned. 
 
“What for, when you were so eloquent?” Remus quipped. “Why isn’t 
that stuff taught at Hogwarts?” 
 
“Can you image the reactions of the pureblood families if we were to 
send their precious brats home with the scientific facts? Most prefer to 
wallow in their belief that their claim to magic is somehow a divine right. 
Acknowledging that there is magic everywhere is unimaginable to most 
of them. Getting them to realize that it is witches who have the most 
power would be even more futile. It’s a battle we cannot spend time and 
energy on right now.” 
 
Remus nodded. His own parents expressed those attitudes. He asked the 
next question on his mind, “How is Hermione, really?” He had been the 
voice of reason the night before when Molly had come back down to 
the kitchen after meeting Hermione and Severus on the stair. Remus had 
pointed out that it didn’t really matter if she slept with Severus four days 
before they were to be married, and that wouldn’t it better for 
Hermione, after all, if she were at ease with Severus? Molly had agreed 
reluctantly. 
 
“Scared, brave, sorry she lost her temper, angry at her friends and 
worried about them, confused, too damned tempting …” Severus 
stopped short, horrified with himself. 
 
Remus wisely ignored the last, although he couldn’t hold back his grin, 
“She has quite a temper, doesn’t she? At least you’re forewarned,” he 



said slyly. 
 
Severus glared at him and then said bitterly, “She is a child, Lupin. She’s 
seventeen. A child and an innocent. And I will lie with her to create 
another child, my child, to become another pawn for the cause.” He hit 
his fist against the table. “When we did we decide to fight this wretched 
war with children?” 
 
“With her time-turner use her third year the Ministry considers her 
almost nineteen,” Remus offered. 
 
“Sophistry! That argument is illogical on so many different levels that it 
could only come from the Ministry. She’s a student and an adolescent. 
She should not be in this position,” Severus ground out. 
 
“She’s no younger than you were when you took the Dark Mark, she’s 
legally an adult, and she’ll be eighteen next month,” Remus reminded 
him, “Is her youth going to prevent you from …” Remus hesitated. “I 
mean is it a question of whether you’ll be able to … umm … function 
…” 
 
“Of course not,” Severus replied, his pale cheeks flushing unflatteringly. 
His hair swung down to hide his face. 
 
And that will only add to your self-hatred won’t it, friend? Remus 
thought. That Hermione, whom he considered under his protection, 
aroused him, was abhorrent to Snape and his ingrained sense of honour. 
Remus considered his next words carefully. 
 
“You are the only one of us who can do this, Severus, the only one who 
can protect her from the worst that this prophecy could bring. And 
Severus, she is attracted to you too. I can smell it and you must have 
sensed it.” 
 
Severus nodded. “She’s an intelligent witch. And were she five years 
older, perhaps I would have considered pursuing it. But she is not, and 
yet I am going to tie her to me for a lifetime.” He paused and then 
continued bitterly, “Although there’s the real probability that I will die 
sooner rather than later and that will free her.” 
 
“Why marriage? You could have the child without the marriage.” 



 
“A chastity rite will give her the most protection and perhaps hide the 
prophecy,” Severus replied shortly. He didn’t have to tell Remus that the 
charm could only be performed as part of a bonding ceremony. 
 
The two wizards were quiet for a moment. Then Severus stood. “I’ll 
take my leave. I need to get back to Hogwarts. And I could not stomach 
the combined force of Weasley questioning. Dealing with you and 
Potter is enough for one day.” 
 
Remus grinned again. Severus was such a prickly bastard but he was 
finding it harder and harder to take offence. 
 
Severus turned back to pick up his teacup. “Would you stand with me at 
the bonding?” he asked abruptly. “You are the best of the available 
options,” he added with a self-deprecating sneer. 
 
Remus ignored the sneer, and responded to the sentiments behind the 
words. “I’d be honoured.” 
 
“You know,” he continued, “I think you should consider that Hermione 
could be your friend too. You and she are well suited I suspect. She’s 
intelligent and articulate and neither of you is overly social. And I doubt 
she’ll be a fainting flower; she’ll stand up to you when you’re too 
obnoxious. If you can overlook the unusual start to your marriage you 
might find that you’ve found a helpmeet in the true sense of the word.” 
 
Severus eyed Remus for a moment, trying to determine if he was joking. 
He rinsed his teacup and had picked up the teapot to pour out the 
leftover cold tea when he heard a cheery voice behind him. 
 
“Morning, Sev,” Tonks called out as she walked into the kitchen. She 
reached for the teakettle when she noticed Remus in the room. “Re-
muss,” she stuttered. She gestured wildly and then stumbled and fell 
against Severus, knocking the teapot from his hands. It shattered as it hit 
the floor, and Severus was splattered with tea. As Tonks apologized and 
hurriedly bent to pick up the broken pieces, the water remaining in the 
kettle she was holding spilled down the front of Severus’s trousers.  
 
“Witch!” he yelled. “You are a menace!” Tonks blushed a bright red and 
mumbled an apology as she backed out of the kitchen, still holding the 



kettle. Severus turned a hostile glare on the now smirking Werewolf. 
 
“That was entirely your fault,” he accused. His dark eyes flashed. “Gods, 
Lupin! When are you going to put that witch out of her misery and bed 
her? She’s going to kill someone!” 
 
“I don’t know what …” Remus started to say diffidently. 
 
“Nonsense! If I can sense it surely you can smell it.” Severus threw 
Remus’s words back at him. “She’s so bollixed up over you she can’t 
even manage to stay upright. And don’t try to tell me that you are not 
interested.” 
 
Remus sighed and looked at Severus with a sad smile on his face. “I 
know, but I have nothing to offer her. An unemployed Werewolf. Not a 
prize catch.” 
 
“I didn’t say marry her, I said screw her,” Severus responded crudely. 
“And what have I been doing the last three years brewing Wolfsbane for 
you if not for you to lead a normal life? Besides, you might consider that 
Tonks is a bit ‘unique’ herself. How many other Metamorphmagi do you 
know?” 
 
Remus leaned back in his chair, considering Severus’s words. Severus 
muttered a quick “Reparo,” restoring the teapot to its former state. He 
then cast a drying spell on his trousers. 
 
“First Potter, then you, now Tonks. I’m leaving,” he announced. 
“Before Ronald Weasley comes in and challenges me to a duel over 
Hermione’s honour. It would be just too easy to please myself and kill 
the ruddy fool.” 
 
Severus stalked from the room with his coattails flying behind him, 
sweeping by that unfortunate’s frowning mother without as much as a 
nod. 
 

∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞ 
 
Harry slept until late in the afternoon. He had, as Severus suspected, 
spent much of the previous night crying and thinking. Hermione’s 
outburst had shocked him and her words had hit home. For the past 



year, he’d been so angry with Snape, so angry with Dumbledore, and 
well, to be honest, so angry with himself that he’d never stopped to 
consider the costs of his actions. He’d made Hermione cry. It felt just as 
bad as it had first year or third year when he’d been angry with her for 
turning his Firebolt over to McGonagall. And Snape. Harry still didn’t 
like Snape but he had spent some time last night imaging what it must 
be like for him. Harry shuddered at memories of his own encounters 
with Voldemort; Snape saw him far more frequently. That Snape went 
back again and again must mean something. Once he would have 
thought that Snape deserved anything he got, but now he wasn’t so sure. 
Harry thought again of the memory he’d seen that night in Snape’s 
Pensive. In his anger and grief at Sirius’s death, Harry had forgotten the 
disgust he’d felt at the way his father and Sirius had treated Snape. Now 
he didn’t know what to think. Snape had been almost bearable this 
morning. And Hermione was going to marry him. He shuddered again. 
Poor Hermione. Harry pulled on a clean t-shirt and ran his fingers 
through his hair hastily, having little effect on the messy strands.  
 
He found Hermione in the library with books and parchments spread 
out all around her. The familiarity of that scene was somehow 
comforting. 
 
“Whatcha doing, Hermione?” he asked casually, not ready to get to the 
heart of the issue. “School’s not for another month.” 
 
“More like three weeks,” she corrected, and then asked cautiously, 
“How are you?” 
 
“Okay, I guess. It’s weird. I talked to Snape this morning…” he trailed 
off, not sure he wanted to recount his conversation. “We’re going to try 
and work things out.”  
 
Hermione looked back at him solemnly. “I’m glad, Harry.” She was 
quiet for minute and refrained from correcting Harry about not using 
Severus’s title. 
 
“I’m sorry,” Hermione said, at the same time as Harry did. They laughed 
a little at that, and then Hermione said again, “I am sorry I yelled at you, 
Harry.” 
 
“According to Remus and Snape I deserved it,” Harry replied.  



 
“Ummm, well, I’m not sure about that.” Hermione stared at the wall 
across the room, twirling her quill in her fingers. “It’s been a rough 
couple of years, hasn’t it?” 
 
“Yeah. It’s just…it’s all my fault, Hermione. Cedric, Sirius dying, and 
now this.” 
 
“How does this get to be your fault, Harry?” Hermione asked, looking at 
him with a puzzled expression.  
 
“If you weren’t my friend, you wouldn’t be in this position.” 
 
“No, I would have been killed by a troll first year.” Hermione laughed as 
she punched him in the arm. “Drop the martyr complex, Harry. We’re 
all where we are because of the choices we make and the experiences we 
have. Sirius was fighting Voldemort before we were born. Yes, you 
should have made better decisions; we all should have. But it was his 
choice to come to you. Just as letting myself be governed by this 
prophecy is my choice, even if it seems like I don’t have much of one. 
And having Severus’s baby is slightly better than being clobbered by a 
mountain troll.”  
 
“If you say so. With luck, it won’t have Snape’s nose. Or his hair.” Harry 
grimaced. “Stupid prophecies.” 
 
“I’ll second that. I don’t even believe in Divination and yet look at me. 
And I think the poor child is out of luck in the hair department.”  
 
Harry chuckled, earning a mock-glower from Hermione. “But seriously, 
Hermione, Ron was right, you are going to have to let Snape touch you 
and …” Harry blushed as he let his words hang. 
 
Hermione blushed too. She wasn’t going to tell Harry that she thought 
that having sex with Severus might be the easiest part of the whole deal. 
What to do with him and a baby for the rest of her life—that was the 
scary part. 
 
“I know, Harry,” she said quietly, “but it’s still the best option. Professor 
Dumbledore seems to think that I will be in real danger if we don’t do 
this. I honestly don’t know what else to do.” 



 
She leaned toward Harry, the expression on her face earnest. “Harry, 
promise me something.” Harry nodded. “Promise me that you’ll be 
careful. I don’t know what this baby will have that you need, but 
promise me you won’t do anything to put my baby in danger. Promise 
me you’ll take care of him.” 
 
Harry pulled Hermione into an awkward hug. He thought of his mother 
and how her sacrifice had enabled him to stop Voldemort the first time 
and he was struck by the thought that Hermione, too, would be a 
mother. “I will Hermione, you know I will.”  
 
They broke apart self-consciously, both embarrassed by the emotions 
they had shown. Seizing on an opportunity to lighten the mood, 
Hermione, touched her wand to Harry’s glasses. 
 
“Oculus Reparo,” she said, mending his glasses yet again. “When are you 
going to remember to do that yourself, Harry?” she asked affectionately. 
 
“Why should I, when you do it so well?” he quipped.  
 
Their shared laugh over the familiar banter was familiar, and Hermione 
relaxed as she and Harry talked; renewing their friendship and beginning 
to soothe the hurts that they had inflicted on each other over the past 
year. When Ron and Neville wandered into the room, conversation 
flagged again. Ron avoided Hermione’s eyes. Molly had chastised him 
soundly him last night for his accusations about Snape and he was still 
smarting. Hermione sighed. She knew Ron thought that the two of them 
would get together after school, but she knew that was just a fantasy. 
Even when they had gone out last year she had known it wouldn’t be 
forever. It never felt quite right. She hoped they could be friends again 
one day.  
 
As the boys started talking about Quidditch, Hermione’s attention went 
back to the work she had been doing. She knew nothing about 
Wizarding marriages and marriage ceremonies. Fortunately, the Black 
library held many books on purebred etiquette and traditions, including 
titles such as, Choose Your Bonding Ceremony: Fourteen Centuries of Tradition, 
and The Young Witch’s Guide to Marriage: Proper Care and Feeding of Your 
Wizard. Some of the rituals and practices were quite beautiful, while 
others seemed quite oppressive, especially for the witches involved. 



Hermione was aghast at some of the suggestions in the last book, which 
seemed to suggest that a witch could only find happiness by sublimating 
her wishes and seeking only what would please her wizard. And, there 
was no way that she was ever going to sign over her worldly assets and 
future salary to Snape as one custom demanded. She didn’t think that 
Severus would ask for this, but it was something to clarify. When her 
parents had gone into hiding, their dental practice had been sold and 
Hermione’s father had deposited a decent sum into her Gringotts 
account. Although the Order assumed responsibility for her school fees 
and support, her father wanted her to feel independent. Hermione 
wasn’t about to lose that independence by handing responsibility for her 
money over to anyone.  
 
Hermione found the chastity rite in Olde and Forgotten Bewitchments and 
Charmes, a book she remembered reading in the Hogwarts library. She 
was dismayed to see that what Severus had said was true; if she let him 
cast this charm, she would never be able to be intimate with anyone but 
him, regardless of how their marriage turned out. Could she really do 
that? But then she looked more closely. Maybe a change of wording 
could yield a more palatable option? Hermione began writing, filling 
parchment after parchment with Arithmancy equations and other 
ruminations. She parsed version after version of the charm, analyzing 
each for hidden meanings and possible ramifications. Hermione worked 
on her project long into the night, surfacing only for a quick dinner at 
Molly’s insistence. When she retired for the evening, she found herself 
turning into Severus’s room, finding some intangible comfort in being 
among his things and smelling the lingering bergamot and sandalwood 
scent on his pillow. 
 
4. Plans and Revelations 
 
“She’s upstairs with Ginny, Severus,” Molly said in answer to Severus’s 
question about where he might find Hermione. He was back to pick her 
up for their meeting with the Headmaster. Molly hesitated and then 
asked carefully, “Is this the only way?” 
 
“Surely you know that I would not be doing it if there were another 
answer,” Severus replied irritably. 
 
“Of course not.” Molly shook her head. “Be kind to each other.” 
 



Severus headed up the stairs. He was about to knock on the door when 
he heard Ginny say, “If it was me who had to marry Snape, I’d rather 
die.” He let his hand fall and waited to hear Hermione’s reply. 
 
“Oh, come on Ginny, it’s not that bad,” Hermione protested. Ginny had 
finally managed to catch her alone and was making her pay for delaying 
the inquisition. Ginny was preening more than a little bit at her new-
found ability and was really, in Hermione’s opinion, a little too proud 
that she had been the one to deliver the words that put Hermione in the 
position she was now in. 
 
“Tell me how?” Ginny demanded. “What could be worse than marrying 
that bat? You’ll have to sleep with him, you know.” 
 
“Yes, Ginny, I do now how babies are made,” Hermione replied, 
amusement tingeing her voice, “and,” she continued, her giggles getting 
the best of her, “it could be Fred or George.” 
 
“Eew!” 
 
“My sentiments exactly.” Hermione grinned, happy that she had 
diverted Ginny for a moment. “Can’t you see one of them feeding a 
Canary Cream to the other so that he starts moulting at the most 
inopportune moment?” 
 
Ginny laughed in spite of herself. “Or Percy. He’s my brother, but can 
you imagine the pompous arse: ‘Ms. Granger, I believe it is time to for 
you to cum, your five minutes of foreplay are up’.” 
 
“Or Neville,” Hermione gasped, now laughing hysterically. “He’d 
probably need me to give him directions.” 
 
Severus winced at the thought of Neville Longbottom valiantly 
following the Gryffindor know-it-all’s instructions as they made love. 
She’d probably be following a step-by-step diagram from a book. He 
shook his head to lose that image as Ginny, less squeamish than Ron 
and Harry, continued her probing. 
 
“But seriously, Hermione, do you honestly think that an ugly git and a 
cold fish like Snape can be any good in bed? He’s going to be naked and 
he’s going to put himself inside you.” Ginny grimaced. “It makes me 



nauseous just to think of it. I suppose you can ask him for a lust potion 
beforehand, or better yet, a Draught of Living Death.”  
 
‘Well, that’s what you get for listening,’ Severus told himself as Ginny’s 
words stung through the shield of indifference he presented to the 
world. That little chit might find Potions a bit more difficult this year. 
He should just go; he didn’t need to hear Hermione agree with her. But 
some masochistic impulse made him stay. 
 
“Ginny,” Hermione rebuked, “stop that. You go too far.” Ginny 
blanched as if she expected Hermione to go off on another tirade. But 
Hermione only paused as she stopped to consider the question. In the 
hallway, Severus had to strain to hear her next words as they were 
uttered in a near whisper.  
 
“I’m not worried, Ginny. Severus is not handsome but he’s striking and 
he’s graceful. Have you ever really looked into those eyes of his? They 
are so dark and so compelling. And his hands. I’ve watched those long 
fingers caress a pomegranate before cutting it, and I know that they are 
equally soft on my bre…umm, body. Then there’s his voice. It’s like 
black velvet. He could read the Floo-Directory to me and I would be 
mesmerized.” She swallowed, her own words and the memory of him 
pressed against her yesterday morning causing her to flush. “Gods, 
Ginny, he could just whisper his first-year speech into my ears, ‘Bewitch 
the mind … ensnare the senses’, indeed. At eleven it enthralled me; just 
thinking about it now makes me shiver. And he does have a sense of 
humour,” she added. 
 
Flattened against the hallway wall, Severus Snape let loose a deep, low 
growl, and then swore softly as his body reacted to the words of his 
soon-to-be-bride. He didn’t wait to hear Ginny’s reply. His mind might 
be waging battles with his conscience about bedding someone so young, 
but his body had no such reservations. Still, he never expected he would 
feel the burning need her words evoked. He wanted to stride into that 
room, grab her and push deep inside her—right this minute. Don’t stop. 
Don’t pass Go. Forget the bloody 200 Galleons. Instead, he exercised 
his control long enough to slip down the stairs to his own room. He 
locked and warded the door and then leaned back against it as he let out 
his breath. He needed to pull himself together. Their appointment with 
Albus was in half an hour. He took in a deep breath and groaned. He 
looked at the bed and saw that her nightclothes were draped across the 



pillow. He heard a rumbling near his feet and looked down to see the 
squashed face of her Kneazle-cat, Crook-something wasn’t it? She must 
have slept in here last night. He took several steadying breaths and 
exited the room. As he climbed back up the stairs, a fleeting thought ran 
through his mind. Surely, somewhere in the Most Noble and Ancient 
House of Black he could find a Floo-Directory. 
 

∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞ 
 
Hermione was puzzled. What was the matter with Severus? Ever since 
he had picked her up from Grimmauld Place he’d been cold and distant; 
he was back in full sniping-Professor mode. Gone was the man who had 
made jokes about spiders and held her in his arms as she cried, and gone 
was the warmth she had seen in his eyes when he kissed her yesterday 
morning. What had happened since then? She realized that Professor 
Dumbledore was speaking to her and she pulled her mind back to the 
conversation at hand. 
 
“I’m sorry, sir. Would you mind repeating that, please?” she asked. 
 
Severus snorted impatiently as Albus replied; “I asked if you understood 
how the Floo arrangements will work?” 
 
“Oh, yes, of course.” They were still discussing how Hermione would 
enter Severus’s quarters. Fortunately, seventh year girls were accorded 
semi-private rooms. In Gryffindor, these rooms were located in the 
highest tower. A staircase winding up from the Gryffindor common 
room ended at the centre of a shared, circular sitting room surrounded 
by individual sleeping chambers. The trapezoidal-shaped bedrooms were 
sparsely furnished with a bed, a wardrobe, and a small desk. But more 
importantly for their purposes, each room was equipped with a small 
fireplace. Albus had increased the size of Hermione’s fireplace to allow 
for Flooing, and he had installed two Floo connections, one to the 
fireplace in Severus’s sitting room, and one to the Headmaster’s office. 
Only the three of them would be able to access the Floo. The 
Headmaster had also placed a portrait just inside Hermione’s door that 
would communicate with its twin, now hanging on Severus’s walls, if 
someone knocked on Hermione’s door while she was visiting Severus. 
The portrait was spelled to speak in Hermione’s voice and to stall the 
visitor until Hermione could return to the room. 
 



“I do have a question, though,” Hermione continued. Severus snorted 
again and she threw an impatient look at him. “What about the Floo-
log? Won’t it look suspicious that a student is Flooing in and out of a 
faculty member’s quarters?” 
 
“Hogwarts’s internal Floo network naturally does not show up on the 
logs, Ms. Granger,” Severus snapped. “Surely you’ve read about the 
strength of the wards surrounding Hogwarts, in Hogwarts, a History?” 
 
Hermione’s chin came up but she held her tongue. She’d done nothing 
to deserve his snide attitude and she would not be putting up with it for 
long. At the beginning of this meeting Severus had declined to sit and he 
was leaning against a bookcase, arms crossed over his chest and hair 
falling in front of his face, again hiding his expression. Hermione didn’t 
need to see his face to know it was twisted into his most dour look but 
that hair trick was annoying all the same. Did he charm it to do that? 
 
Albus looked from Severus to Hermione with a slight frown forming on 
his face. He turned to Hermione. “Now, my dear, you have more 
questions?” 
 
“Yes, sir,” Hermione replied as she reached into her school robe to pull 
out the parchment on which she’d jotted down her thoughts. “First, will 
the other faculty know?” 
 
“Minerva will know as she’s in the Order, and Professor Flitwick too. I 
have asked those who were there the other night not to mention the 
prophecy to others; the fewer who know the better,” Albus replied. 
Hermione thought that wise; Hagrid for instance, couldn’t keep a secret 
to save his soul. “Madam Pomphrey will have to be informed when you 
become pregnant, as she will need to attend to your medical needs, but I 
don’t see that we need to tell her who the father is,” Albus continued. 
“If for any reason, others learn of your condition or need to know, we 
will keep the father’s identity a secret.” 
 
“If the students find out, you will have to revoke my Head Girl status. 
And, pregnant women are not normally allowed to continue at 
Hogwarts,” Hermione noted quietly. 
 
“Ms. Granger, I will not allow you to be penalized for taking on this 
burden. The rule about pregnant students is ‘more honoured in the 



breach than the observance.’“ Albus leaned over and patted her arm. 
“You will not be alone in this.”  
 
Hermione glanced over at the glowering figure in the corner and 
wondered wryly if there would even be a pregnancy. She certainly had 
no intention of lying with that glowering figure. 
 
“About the chastity vow and charm…” 
 
“Really, Ms. Granger, I believe I explained that sufficiently two nights 
ago. Have you been spending too much time with Longbottom?” 
Severus sneered at her from behind the hair. 
 
‘That does it!’ Hermione thought. She flicked her wand and uttered a 
quick incantation. Severus’s hair flew back and tied itself into a tight tail 
at the back of his neck. His eyes flashed at her as he tried in vain to 
release it.  
 
“Miss Granger! Release me at once!” Severus snarled. 
 
Hermione met his glare with one of her own and said, “Be glad I didn’t 
shave you bald, Severus. I’ll take it down when we are finished here. For 
now, I prefer to see who I’m talking to.” 
 
Albus smothered a chuckle as he looked at the outraged face of his 
Potions master. “You were asking about the chastity rite, my dear?” 
 
“I researched it,” Hermione said. “In its original form it is designed as 
something that the wizard imposes on the witch. He casts the charm and 
makes her accessible to him alone in order to ensure the purity of the 
line. Quite barbaric, really.” She frowned, thinking of the witches who 
had been enslaved by that charm. “I’ve reworked it so that I will give 
Severus my fidelity and ask for his protection. My version of the charm 
is effective only so long as I will it to be; I can release myself with a 
counter-charm. Since the charm never affected the male, never forced 
his fidelity, it won’t harm Severus. I would like Professor Flitwick to 
analyze my changes and give me a determination as to its chances of 
success.” 
 
“Remarkable,” replied Albus, as he read through the parchment she 
handed him. Written in Hermione’s neat script, the parchment 



contained the revised incantation and her supporting calculations and 
suppositions. “Quite ingenious.” 
 
Severus was impressed in spite of himself. He knew he was behaving 
badly, but he couldn’t seem to help it. After hearing her conversation 
with Ginny and realizing that she’d slept in his room again, he’d had a 
brief thought that he and Hermione could at least have some mutual 
satisfaction out of this fiasco. But when she had stepped into the hallway 
wearing her school robes, he had been mortified and repulsed. He was 
confronted with an image not far removed from the eleven-year-old 
know-it-all waving her hand in the air. He had dragged her from 
Grimmauld Place and had Apparated to Hogwarts’s gate with hardly a 
word. Then, in discussing which bonding ceremony they would use, she 
seemed to insinuate that he would want her money. He was incensed. 
He wasn’t wealthy, but he had no need to marry for money. But now he 
could see the cool intellect of the young woman shining through the 
child’s dress. And she had the temerity to bind his hair! Lupin was right; 
she was no fragile flower. He was reminded again of his Phoenix 
analogy. He relaxed slightly.  
 
“I’ll have Filius look at this Miss Granger,” Albus said, “but in my 
opinion this will work splendidly. Now, there are just a few more details. 
Back to the bonding ceremony. Who will stand with you?” 
 
“I don’t know,” Hermione replied. “I’d ask Ginny, but she still hasn’t 
come to terms with this yet and I really don’t need her disapproval. 
Does it have to be a woman? If not, I’ll ask Harry.” 
 
“I am afraid a gender balance is required,” Severus said, the first words 
he’d spoken without a sneer, although he cringed at the very idea of 
Potter standing at his joining; their new truce hardly went that far. 
“Perhaps Minerva? Lupin could bring Potter and Weasley with him as 
guests,” he added grudgingly. 
 
“I’d be happy to have Professor McGonagall with me,” Hermione said 
quietly, smiling at his change in attitude. “Harry will come but I’m not 
sure about Ron. He’s still upset.” She sighed. 
 
“Then it’s his loss,” Severus said firmly. He found that he was distracted 
by Hermione’s smile. 
 



“Then, there’s just one more thing. My class schedule;” Hermione said 
reluctantly, “I will need to drop Potions.” 
 
“Drop Potions!” thundered Severus. He stood up straight and glared at 
her again. “Why on earth would you do that?” 
 
“If I am your wife then I cannot be your student,” Hermione replied 
evenly. “I’m not leaving myself in a situation where I am subordinate to 
you. I have to be an equal partner in this.” 
 
“But you will want to study beyond Hogwarts. You will need seventh-
year Potions,” he protested. 
 
“Miss Granger, I am afraid that I will have to insist that you continue 
with Potions. It would cause too much speculation if you were to drop a 
class you are so proficient in. However, I can understand that you would 
not want Severus to grade your work. I will review your work and assign 
your grades. Is that acceptable?” Albus looked from one reluctant face 
to the other.  
 
“Well,” Hermione said slowly, “I suppose that will do.”  
 
Severus knew why he was reluctant; despite what he’d told her over the 
years, he liked reading her work, but what was her reason? His question 
must have shown on his face because suddenly Albus chuckled.  
 
“I believe Miss Granger is comparing our respective Potions NEWT 
scores, Severus.”  
 
Severus smirked a little as Hermione’s blush gave truth to the statement. 
His score in Potions had been several points higher than Albus’s. 
 
“Certainly you credit me with learning something in the last 120 years, 
Hermione?” Albus teased her. “I did partner with Nicholas Flamel for 
many years. Haven’t you ever read my Chocolate Frog card?” 
 
She blushed even redder. “Of course, Headmaster. I am just used to 
Professor Snape’s markings. Your arrangement will be fine. Oh, but 
Headmaster, he can’t take house points from me. I don’t want to feel 
like any domestic disputes will affect my House. And if he must give me 
detentions for appearance’s sake, I won’t spend those cleaning caldrons; 



I’ll spend the time in his office studying.” 
 
“That sounds reasonable, my dear,” Albus said, with a sly glance at 
Severus. “What do you think? 
 
“I think that what I think has ceased to matter,” Severus said dryly. 
“Between you, you have managed to completely undermine my 
authority. As long as Hermione behaves herself in class it won’t be a 
problem. I can always take her points from Potter.” He couldn’t help 
but feel flattered at Hermione’s implied regard of his prowess for 
Potions. 
 
Hermione laughed. “Don’t forget, my dear Professor, that as Head Girl 
I can take points too. You had better watch out for your Slytherins.” 
 
“I believe we are at stalemate, Miss Granger,” Severus acknowledged 
with a glint in his eye as he made a quick bow in her direction.  
 
“Then Miss Granger, I suggest that you go up to Gryffindor Tower and 
test your Floo connection,” Albus said. He was quite pleased that they 
had seemed to resolve whatever issue had caused Severus’s sulking. 
Indeed, the two of them seemed to be on the verge of—dare he call it 
flirting? “Severus will meet you in his quarters and escort you back to 
Grimmauld Place. I shall see you on Saturday.” 
 
Hermione stood and looked at the Headmaster. He was working hard to 
make the situation the best it could be for her. The hard anger she had 
been carrying against him for a year had dissipated a little. She placed a 
quick kiss on the Headmaster’s cheek. She thought that maybe she saw 
him more clearly now. He was after all, just a man, and no matter how 
talented he was, he wasn’t omnipotent. “Thank you, sir.” 
 

∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞ 
 
Hermione stood before the portrait guarding Gryffindor Tower, 
completely winded after climbing the seven flights of stairs that led to 
her dormitory. 
 
“Sum… v…tion,” she huffed. She always forgot that it took a few days 
at the beginning of each term to get used to the climb. Really! A witch 
had no need for a Stairmaster when she lived at Hogwarts!  



 
“What, dearie?” replied the portrait. “I didn’t quite get that. You do 
seem to be having some trouble. Just a touch out of shape, are we?” 
 
Hermione glared at the picture in disbelief. This from the ‘Fat Lady’? 
She knew she wasn’t the portrait’s favourite student, but really! 
“Summer vacation,” she repeated, resisting the urge to hex the portrait. 
The portrait swung away from portal and she clambered through into 
the familiar red and gold common room. Moving to the far side of the 
room, she headed up to the seventh-year dorm. More stairs. She looked 
around the room that would be hers for the next year, appreciating the 
privacy and noting the changes that the Headmaster had made. Now 
that she was through with the meeting, she took off her school robes; 
they were too warm for the August day. Her fireplace appeared to match 
the one in the other girls’ rooms, but when she threw in a bit of the Floo 
powder it expanded to a size that would allow her to enter. She stepped 
into the green flames, dropped another handful of powder and clearly 
said, “Severus Snape’s rooms.” 
 
Hermione emerged from the fireplace in Severus’s library. She steadied 
herself on a chair next to the fireplace; Floo travel always made her 
woozy. She looked around the room, and was surprised to see how 
comfortably it was furnished. Thankfully, Severus’s austere style when it 
came to dress did not extend to his living quarters. Two brown leather 
wing chairs flanked the fireplace, and a small couch covered in a muted 
blue and rust tapestry faced them across a low table. The walls were 
covered floor to ceiling with bookshelves and Hermione’s hands itched 
to pull out one volume after another. She drew her hand along the titles. 
A massive and beautifully polished cherry desk was tucked in a corner of 
the room opposite the fireplace, while a small dining table and chairs 
occupied the other corner. The room was a mixture of warm wood and 
pleasing earth tones, though it was a bit sterile lacking photographs and 
bric-a-brac. She snickered when she saw the portrait the Headmaster 
had added to the room. The pink unicorn looked even more ridiculous 
in here than it did in her room. Severus must positively loathe it. 
Hermione noticed that two doors led from the room, one to his 
bedroom and one to his office perhaps?  
 
“Severus?” she called out softly. 
 
Severus walked through the door on Hermione’s right, the detector in 



his office alerting him that someone was in his private rooms. He glared 
at the unicorn, causing Hermione’s smile to broaden. He turned to 
Hermione and her smile faltered. They looked at each other for a 
moment, uncertain of what to say. Severus broke the silence. 
 
“Any problems with the Floo, Miss Granger?” 
 
“No, sir… I mean Severus,” Hermione replied. It was much easier to 
think of him as ‘Severus’ at Grimmauld Place. 
 
Severus noted with relief that she had taken off her student robes and 
was clad in her summer uniform of jeans and a cotton blouse. Severus 
watched her for another moment and then began tapping his wand 
against his hand almost nervously. He took a couple of quick steps to 
the centre of the room and then commanded, “Come here. I want to 
show you something.” 
 
Hermione moved to stand in front of him. Looking up at him, her eyes 
caught sight of the little scar under his chin that had fascinated her for 
months. She reached up to touch it. Severus flinched back and caught 
her wrist in his grip, holding it so tightly that she winced. He looked 
down at her with a hard, implacable stare. 
 
“I want you to understand, Hermione, understand exactly whom it is 
that you are marrying.” He lifted his wand and chanted, “Circumvestio 
letum!” 
 
Hermione held back the scream that rose in her throat as she came face 
to face with the menacing figure of a full-blown Death Eater. A silvery 
mask moulded itself to Severus’s face, hiding it and morphing it into a 
sinister blank. The robes he now wore were not black, as she’d always 
assumed Death Eater robes to be. Held close against him, closer than 
she’d ever been to a Death Eater, thank goodness, she saw that the 
robes were in fact a deep, vile red, a red so dark that it was easily 
mistaken for black. The robes resembled nothing less than a swirling 
cloak of dried blood. Hermione could almost smell the gore and she 
gagged at the thought. In this macabre garb, Severus loomed taller and 
even more intimidating than he did in his own robes. Hermione 
wondered if that was an enhancement of the vestment charm. She 
tensed and gathered her will as she fought the instinct to pull away from 
him. 



 
“This is what I am,” Severus said, a sweep of his free hand indicating his 
garb. “I want you to understand what it is that will share your bed and 
sire your child.” 
 
Hermione was frightened of this figure. It was hard and unyielding and 
it bespoke unfettered violence. But she called up other memories: 
Severus’s arm around her when she woke up yesterday morning; the 
empty, despairing look she saw in his eyes when he returned to 
Grimmauld Place after Death Eater meetings; and the many times he 
had stepped in to pull her and Harry and Ron out of danger. She 
unclenched the fist that had formed when he had first transfigured his 
robes. Her wrist still held by his, she placed her opened hand against his 
chest. His heart beat wildly under her palm. She spoke softly as she held 
his gaze with wide and slightly frightened eyes. 
 
“This is who you were,” she corrected, “and who you now pretend to 
be.”  
 
She spoke the words that allowed one member of the Order of the 
Phoenix to recognize another. At her whispered, “Phoenix Appareo,” a 
golden glow, visible only to another Order confederate, superimposed 
itself over the Death Eater’s countenance. She raised her free hand to 
the back of his neck and pulled his head down. 
 
“This is who you are,” she whispered, as she touched her lips to the cool 
silver of his masked mouth in a soft, quick kiss. “Dark and light. Silver 
and gold.” Curiously, he understood that by that she meant a synthesis 
of both spectres. 
 
Severus could do nothing but stare back at her. The little witch had 
surprised him time and again over the short span of the last few days. 
“Finite Incantatem.” Standing now in his own familiar garments, he 
released Hermione’s wrist and took her arm. “Come,” he said gruffly. 
“I’ll take you back.” 
 

 
∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞ 

 
 
A/N: The quote ‘more honoured in the breach than the observance’ is 



of course from Hamlet, Act i. Sc. 4. 
 
Circumvestio letum: to clothe in death, ruin, annihilation. (At least that’s 
what my Latin dictionary would seem to indicate.) 
 
Appareo : to become visible, to appear. 
 
I should be able to post the next chapter or two between Christmas and 
the New Year. They should include the bonding ceremony and a little of 
Severus and Hermione getting to know each other. I want to thank all of 
you that have read and given such kind reviews to this story. 
 
5. Friends(?) and Festivities 
 
AN: What follows is pure fluff. What can I say? It’s a wedding. Plot will reappear 
in the next instalment.  
 
Severus woke to the sound of a loud and persistent pounding at his 
door. He stood up slowly. When would he realize that he was too old to 
sleep in chairs? Stumbling across the room, he opened the door and 
stared out with bleary eyes, trying to identify the intruders. Red hair and 
a flashing white smile: a Weasley. Bill Weasley. And the Werewolf. “Kill 
me now,” he groaned. 
 
“Looks like it wouldn’t take much,” Bill replied, taking in Severus’s 
bloodshot eyes and haggard appearance. “Did you get called by You-
Know-Who last night or is this just your normal morning look?” He 
stepped into the room, ignoring the fact that he hadn’t been invited to 
do so. Remus followed him in, putting a guiding hand on Severus as he 
turned him around and led him back into the room.  
 
Severus shook Remus off and sent Bill a searing look, or at least it would 
have been searing if his head hadn’t hurt so much. How much 
Firewhisky had he consumed last night? He wasn’t sure, but it had been 
more than enough—his own private salute to his imminent marriage. 
“And why are you here?” he ground out. He was sure Albus was to 
blame. He pinched the bridge of his nose, hoping to ease the pain 
behind his eyes.  
 
“Mum sent us to make sure that you are ready for the bonding 
ceremony.” Bill settled into Severus’s favourite chair. 



 
“It’s ten o’clock,” Severus replied, squinting at the clock. “I do not need 
six hours of preparation.” 
 
“Debatable,” Bill countered, “You are definitely rough around the edges 
there, old man.” At Severus’s glare, he continued, “Of course, we can 
always go back and tell Mum you threw us out and that she’ll have to 
deal with you herself.” 
 
Only the idea of Molly Weasley futzing about his apartments kept 
Severus’s mouth shut. He sank down into the other chair.  
 
While Bill sparred with Severus, Remus moved quietly around the room, 
stepping briefly into Severus’s bedchamber and then making a quick trip 
into his storeroom. The ‘distract and attack’ routine was one that he and 
Bill had played out many times during the year that Sirius was captive at 
Grimmauld Place. Remus pulled a flask from his robes and poured the 
contents into a convenient glass. He added more ingredients and gave 
the concoction a quick stir. “Drink this,” he ordered, handing the glass 
to Severus. 
 
“What is it?” the Potions master asked, sniffing the contents 
suspiciously. The potion was chartreuse and smoke roiled above the rim 
of the glass. Was that a raw egg in there?  
 
“It’s a Muggle hangover remedy. I’ve added my own touches: a bezoar, 
some mandrake root, and a dollop of Wit-Sharpening Potion. Drink 
up.” 
 
Severus eyed Remus over the rim of the glass. None of what was in 
there would kill him, though he had doubts as to the potion’s 
effectiveness. He downed the contents and grimaced. “Obviously you 
did not consider taste in your brewing.” 
 
“Try Wolfsbane,” was the short retort. “Now, then. A bath is in order.” 
Remus bullied Severus into the bathroom, where he had already drawn 
the water.  
 
“Are you going to wash my back too?” Severus asked sarcastically. 
Remus laughed at the look on Severus’s face when he responded, “Be 
glad to oblige.” He left the bathroom and summoned a house elf.  



 
Severus emerged from the bath feeling much more human. Maybe 
they’d gone and left him alone. ‘No such luck,’ he groaned inwardly as 
he walked back into his sitting room. Remus and Bill were still there 
making themselves quite at home. Bill pushed a cup of tea towards him 
and then Remus held out a bowl of beef broth. “I figured you wouldn’t 
be up to eggs and bacon.” 
 
Severus shuddered at the thought. It seemed that the two men were not 
going to leave him, so he settled back into his chair and sipped the broth 
as they talked around him, while he tried not to think of the events yet 
to come that afternoon. 
 

∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞ 
 
Hermione stared at herself in the mirror. Molly and Ginny had worked 
miracles with her hair. It hadn’t looked this good since the Yule Ball in 
her fourth year. A liberal application of Sleekeasy tamed most of the 
frizz, and Molly had bundled the shining mass into a low chignon. Loose 
tendrils surrounded her face, and a ribbon, borrowed from Ginny, wove 
through the loose knot. “Something borrowed,” she murmured 
wistfully.  
 
“What’s that dear?” Molly asked, with her mouth full of hairpins.  
 
“I was thinking of an old Muggle rhyme,” Hermione replied. “It’s 
supposed to be good luck for a bride to wear something borrowed. The 
rhyme is something like: 
 
Something old, something new, 
Something borrowed, something blue, 
And a silver sixpence in your shoe.” 
 
“Well, you’ve got something borrowed,” Ginny said, indicating the hair 
ribbon. “And both your robe and the ribbon are blue.” 
 
Hermione glanced down at her new dress robes. ‘That’s quite a bit of 
cleavage showing,’ she thought again, looking down at the scooped 
neckline. But both Molly and Madam Malkin’s clerk had assured her that 
it was lovely. The robe was dusty blue, and made of silky fabric that 
draped beautifully. Hermione thought it had the look of a Regency-style 



gown with the low-cut bodice gathered snugly to her bosom by a ribbon 
tied under her breasts. A row of tiny pearl buttons ran down the back 
from neckline to the ribbon. From there, the slim skirt fell in soft 
gathers to the floor. Short puffed sleeves were gathered around her arms 
with more ribbons.  
 
Molly had taken Hermione and Ginny shopping in Diagon Alley the day 
before, with Tonks and Remus tagging along as bodyguards. The outing 
had been a nice distraction—until Molly steered Hermione into a 
lingerie store. Molly’s initial horror at the idea of a forced marriage 
between Severus and Hermione had given way to an almost frantic 
determination that the nuptials be as romantic as they could be under 
the circumstances. “It’s a special day, dear. You’ll remember it all your life,” 
she’d said. Hermione had no doubt. She did doubt that she would ever be 
comfortable wearing those bits of lace and satin. Oh, she liked the soft 
and silky garments—what witch wouldn’t—but to parade around in 
them like a lingerie model in front of Severus? And they would be totally 
impractical in draughty Gryffindor tower. The incongruities between the 
purchases in her bag were almost laughable: Potions for NEWTs, and 
Advanced Arithmancy-Grade 7, nestled next to a silky green negligee and 
new lacy bras and knickers. 
 
Ginny’s next comment brought Hermione back to the present. “And 
you’ve got on new lacy bits,” referring to Hermione’s new 
undergarments, “and you said that necklace belonged to your 
grandmother,” indicating the single pearl hanging from the gold chain 
that circled Hermione’s neck, “but what’s a ‘sixpence’?” 
 
“It’s a coin, or was,” Hermione said. “It’s no longer in use.” 
 
“Well, you can use a Knut or a Sickle,” Ginny said practically. “Though 
why you have to walk on it I don’t know. It would be pretty 
uncomfortable.” Ginny had been a little miffed that she had not been 
invited to the joining ceremony, but the shopping trip had mollified her 
and she had been allowed to purchase new dress robes too. The 
Headmaster was planning a Valentine’s dance and she knew a certain 
green-eyed wizard she’d like as an escort.  
 
“It doesn’t matter Gin,” Hermione said, a little sadly. “It’s not like 
anyone there will care anyway.” She felt a lump in her throat. Despite 
the pretty dress, it was hardly a dream wedding. She was getting married 



today, to a man who didn’t love her, and her parents wouldn’t even be 
there. Which was probably a good thing, come to think of it. They 
wouldn’t understand. 
 
Molly flicked her wand and the pins in her mouth flew across the room 
and landed in a dish on the dresser. She took Hermione’s hands and 
said, “There, child. Don’t you look lovely?” She pulled Hermione into a 
hug. “We’ll stop this right now, if you want to, dear. Just say the word.” 
 
Hermione blinked back tears but shook her head. “No, Molly. I’m 
okay.” 
 
“Well, if you’re sure.” She wiped a tear from her own eye. “Go on now, 
then. Harry and Ron and Tonks will be waiting downstairs. The 
Headmaster sent a Portkey.” 
 
Harry looked up as Hermione walked down the stairs into the foyer. He 
was wearing his old bottle-green dress robes. The robes would have 
been more than a bit too short for him had Molly not lengthened them 
magically. “You’re beautiful, Hermione,” he said. 
 
“Oh, Harry,” Hermione replied with a shaky laugh, “I’m not, and you 
know it. It’s just the dress.” She looked around and then asked 
hesitantly, “Ron?” 
 
Harry’s face fell. “He tried, Hermione, he really tried. But he said he just 
couldn’t do it.” He didn’t tell Hermione that Ron had seen her kiss 
Snape good-bye when they’d come back from Hogwarts the other day. 
“He’s bewitched her, Harry. I know he has. She’s the one who kissed him.” 
Hermione sighed. 
 
Tonks walked up to them. She too was in dress robes, bright pink to 
match her hair. “Ready to go, girl? That house-elf Dumbledore sent has 
your trunk and your pet. We’re taking this.” She held up the dinner plate 
that the Headmaster had made into a Portkey. 
 
The three of them took hold of the plate and were pulled into the 
disorienting wrenching and whirling of Portkey travel. They landed in 
the Headmaster’s office and struggled to regain their footing. Tonks lost 
the battle and fell to a heap on the floor.  
 



“Really, Miss Tonks!” Professor McGonagall’s stern voice held a slight 
hint of amusement. “Good afternoon, Miss Granger, Mr. Potter.” She 
was torn between her loyalty to Professor Dumbledore and the Order, 
and her concern for Miss Granger. Hermione was too young to be 
taking on this responsibility, not to mention marriage with Severus and 
the complications that came with that. But then again, Mr. Potter, too, 
was too young for his destined role in this war. “Miss Granger, is this 
truly your decision?” 
 
Hermione nodded. Despite her misgivings, it was still the only decision. 
Professor McGonagall sighed. “Well then, come with me.” She led them 
across the Headmaster’s office and into a small sitting room. She waved 
her hand at some chairs. “The others will be up shortly.” 
 
Severus followed his two—companions? bodyguards?—up the stairs to 
the Headmaster’s office. They had hounded him all day: Lupin calling in 
house elves to clean his rooms and to change the bed linens, and 
Weasley generally making a pest of himself with grooming tips and 
suggestions about the proper way to treat nubile witches. They’d even 
filled his bedroom with flowers. “Are you interior decorators too?” 
Severus had asked snidely. Now, as they neared their destination, Bill 
made one last comment about Severus’s good luck at being required to 
bed a young witch to aid the war effort. 
 
Severus stopped on the stair. “Since the idea is so appealing to you, be 
my guest.” 
 
“Me? Not hardly. I’ve changed enough nappies for one lifetime, thank 
you.” 
 
Severus blanched. Surely, Hermione would not expect—he looked at the 
knowing faces of his colleagues. Miss Granger, modern Muggle-born 
witch—champion of house elf rights, for pity’s sake—would certainly 
expect her husband to participate in childcare.  
 
“I modified the standard cleaning spell some years ago,” Bill said with a 
laugh. “I’ll be happy to teach you.” Severus was scowling as they entered 
the Headmaster’s office.  
 
Hermione jumped up from her seat as the three men entered the room. 
Bill whistled as he saw her, and sent her a friendly wink. “Very nice,” he 



said approvingly. 
 
“You look lovely, Hermione,” Remus said more quietly. He elbowed 
Severus, who had remained silent, then turned to greet Tonks. 
 
Severus let his eyes travel over Hermione. The simple, graceful lines of 
the robes made the most of her figure and the décolletage and upswept 
hair added a sophisticated touch. The overall picture was one of classic 
elegance. His scowl softened perceptibly. Once again, he felt his desire 
for her begin to rise. “Indeed.”  
 
A faint blush rose to Hermione’s cheeks as she looked back at him 
shyly. He had foregone the frock coat and trousers and was dressed in a 
traditional and formal robe of heavy black silk. His dark hair fell 
smoothly on either side of his face and it gleamed in the candlelight. He 
looked dangerous and dashing, and Hermione swallowed hard. A flock 
of snidgets seemed to be nesting in her stomach. She clutched at Harry’s 
hand, and looked anywhere but at her almost-husband.  
 
Albus Dumbledore soon entered into the room, dressed in silver robes 
embroidered heavily in gold and blue. Fawkes flew in behind him and 
circled the room before perching on a bookcase. Albus looked around at 
those assembled and beamed as he caught sight of Hermione. “You 
look splendid, my dear,” he said, taking her hand. “Quite enchanting. 
Are you ready?” Hermione nodded, her other hand tightening in 
Harry’s. Albus turned to Severus. “And you, my boy?” Severus nodded 
curtly. He’d had all the small talk he could stand; it was time to get this 
over with. Albus read the impatience in Severus’s face. “Well, then,” he 
said mildly, “Let’s begin.” 
 
He positioned them with Hermione on Severus’s left side and with 
Remus and Professor McGonagall standing behind them. He patted his 
robes and pulled out his wand. “Well, now. Friends and colleagues, we 
are here today to witness the joining of Hermione Granger and Severus 
Snape.” He turned to Professor McGonagall and asked her, “Do you 
stand with this witch in her choice to wed? Will you support her in the 
months and years ahead and through the days happy and sad?” 
 
With only the slightest hesitation, Minerva put her hand on Hermione’s 
shoulder and said, “I stand with Hermione.” 
 



Albus repeated the question to Remus, who answered, “I stand with 
Severus.” His voice was somewhat choked as he remembered hearing 
Sirius utter those words at James and Lily’s wedding. He turned for a 
moment and looked across the room at their son, and he prayed 
fervently that this marriage would hold as much joy and far less sorrow. 
 
The Headmaster motioned for Hermione and Severus to turn and face 
each other. “Severus, take Hermione’s hands, please.” Severus grasped 
Hermione’s hands and she felt the now familiar tingle at his touch. Her 
hands were shaking slightly, so he rubbed the backs with his thumbs. 
She looked up at him with a small smile, once again calmed by his touch.  
 
Albus cleared his throat and then asked, “Hermione Granger, will you 
join with Severus Snape and become his wife and helpmeet? Will you 
comfort him and be comforted by him, and stand beside him in times of 
grief and happiness alike?” 
 
Hermione answered in a soft voice, “I will.” 
 
“Severus Snape, will you join with Hermione, take her as your wife and 
be faithful husband to her? Comfort her and accept succour from her, 
and stand with her in times of joy and sorrow? 
 
“I will.”  
 
“By your joined hands and spoken words you commit each to the other. 
In sight of friends and witnesses, I proclaim you husband and wife. May 
your marriage be strong and your hearts be true.” As he finished 
speaking, Albus pulled a small apple from his robes, perfectly red and 
ripe; it had been plucked from the greenhouses just that morning. He 
held the apple up for all to see. “The apple is a powerful conduit for the 
magic that surrounds around us. Throughout time, the apple has been a 
talisman, offering protection to those who harness its essence. 
Hermione and Severus choose to invoke the protective properties of 
this ancient magic as they join their lives together.” He waved his wand 
over the apple as if in blessing, and then handed it to Hermione. 
 
Hermione placed the apple in Severus’s upturned palm. She touched her 
wand to the fattest part of apple, slicing it in half to reveal the white 
flesh and the seeds within. Taking one half of the apple, she traced a line 
with her wand from the point of one brown seed to the next as she 



recited the incantation that would bind her to her new husband. Her 
voice was soft but clear, and she was thankful that she had practiced this 
in her rooms. The words needed to be letter perfect for the magic to 
work. 
 
“Severus Snape, Husband, 
Whilst it be my will, 
Accept my chastity, 
And give me protection, 
That thee and thy seed alone shall I receive.” 
 
Severus found that he was trembling just a little. This was the third life-
altering vow he would make. The first had marked him forever, and 
might yet destroy him; the second gave him a chance at life; and the 
third? Where would it lead him? He looked into the soft brown eyes of 
the witch standing next to him and saw both the apprehension and the 
trust in them. For better or for worse, he would pledge his life to her. 
He drew his wand around the seeds of the remaining half of the apple, 
inscribing the ancient symbol of protection, the pentagram, into its soft 
white flesh. His voice was deep and solemn as the formal, archaic 
rhythms fell from his tongue. 
 
“Hermione Snape, Wife, 
Thy chastity freely given 
Shall I hold and protect for thee, 
Unto my death,  
Until thou the bonds forswear’st.”  
 
As Severus finished his part of the incantation, he held the charmed 
apple to Hermione’s lips, and then bit into the half she was holding out 
to him. He chewed, making sure to eat seeds and all, and he felt the 
magic of the charm take hold. Awareness of Hermione spread through 
every fibre of his being, and he had an irresistible urge to touch her. She 
seemed to be having the same experience. As Hermione lipped the last 
bite of apple from his hand, Severus slid his fingers along her cheek and 
bent his head to kiss her, tasting sweet apple and sweet witch on his 
tongue. As if on cue, Fawkes spread his large wings and began to trill, 
the golden notes a benediction filling every corner of the chamber. As 
the last echo faded, Severus and Hermione turned to face their audience, 
his hand still holding hers.  
 



Bill was the first to speak, clapping Severus on the back and offering a 
hearty “Congratulations, old man,” to him. He then turned to Hermione 
with a roughish wink and a friendly leer. “And let me be the first to kiss 
the blushing bride.”  
 
As his face moved toward her, a slightly sour taste rose in Hermione’s 
mouth and she turned her head so that the kiss would land on her cheek 
and not on her lips as Bill intended. Bill straightened quickly as he 
noticed both her reticence and the sudden stiffness in Severus’s posture. 
The curse-breaker’s grin faded and was replaced by an appraising, 
professional look. 
 
“I think I’ll shake your hand, instead,” he said softly. “That’s some 
powerful charm you’ve created there, munchkin.” He looked to 
Professor Flitwick, who nodded in assent.  
 
“Yes, indeed,” the diminutive Professor agreed. “That effect should 
dissipate once the marriage bond is consummated, but for now, I think 
we men should forego custom and leave the kissing of Mrs. Snape to the 
witches.” He smiled proudly at his pupil and her good work. For her 
part, Hermione was blushing furiously at the knowing looks on several 
faces.  
 
Professor McGonagall took pity on her (although hers had been one of 
those faces) and swept Hermione into a hug. Then she hugged Severus, 
much to his discomfort. “Take care of her,” she admonished, “or you’ll 
answer to me.” 
 
The Headmaster pushed them all into the next room, where a small 
feast was waiting. Hermione sat next to her new husband, with Harry on 
her other side. She ate very little and remembered not one word of what 
Harry said to her. All of her attention was focused on the dark wizard 
sitting next to her. She was married. To him. His thigh was pressed 
along hers and awareness flared in her. Severus too, found it difficult to 
concentrate on anything but the witch at his side. He was astonished at 
the possessive feelings that ran through him. ‘Hermione’s robes are far 
too revealing,’ he thought. He was damned well going to hex that Potter 
brat into oblivion, and the wolf, and Dumbledore too, if they kept 
eyeing her that way. His face twisted into a snarl and he reached for his 
wand. Bill laid a restraining hand on his arm. “It’s the charm, old man,” 
Bill said softly. “Take your bride and retire before you kill someone.” 



 
Severus nodded shortly. He could understand now why olden-day 
wizards locked their witches in towers and why duels had been so often 
recorded in history. He was feeling very much like a caveman. It was 
quite liberating. He leaned over to Hermione and growled deeply, 
“We’re leaving now.” 
 
Hermione’s eyes widened at the feral look in his eyes and she twisted her 
napkin nervously, but she nodded and took his outstretched hand. 
Severus pulled her to her feet and placed a firm hand on her waist. He 
bowed formally in the direction of the other guests and spat out a terse, 
“Good evening.” He pulled Hermione from the room before she could 
do more than send Harry a quick wave. 
 
Severus hurried her down the stairs. He knew they wouldn’t meet 
anyone; Albus had sent any staff not attending the ceremony away for 
the day. When they reached the main entrance hall, he turned towards 
the dungeon stairs. “Slow down,” Hermione said breathlessly. “Your 
legs are longer than mine.” He realized that these were the first words 
she’d spoken to him since they’d said their vows. Away from the 
perceived threat of the other wizards, and knowing that he would soon 
possess her, Severus felt strangely exhilarated, and his lips turned up in a 
wicked smirk. “Well, witch,” he drawled, “perhaps we can do something 
about that.” Already holding her by the waist, he swept his other arm 
under her knees and lifted her, cradling her to his chest. 
 
Hermione’s heart raced. His lean face was close to hers and his eyes 
were focused on hers with pure, male determination. He was predator 
and she was undoubtedly the prey. Her arms looped around his neck 
and she let her head fall to his shoulder. A little sigh of satisfaction 
escaped her as she realized that she was right in line with the little scar 
that had fascinated her for months. She kissed it, and then leaned back 
against him as he carried her down the stairs.  
 
A spoken password opened the door from the hallway into his office; 
another did the same for the sitting room door. As he crossed the room 
to the door leading to the bedroom, it opened before him, familiar 
magic working in tune with his wishes. “I believe this satisfies a Muggle 
custom,” he said, as he carried her into the bedroom. He dipped his 
head and captured her mouth as he took the remaining steps to the bed.  
 



Setting her down on her feet beside the bed Severus kissed Hermione 
fiercely, his hands roaming across her back and sweeping up her sides to 
cup her breasts. Hermione gasped and leaned into his hands, revelling in 
his touch. He deftly untied the ribbons on her sleeves, and then reached 
between their bodies to untie the ribbon at the front of her robe. The 
gathers that held the bodice close to her body loosened. Severus ran a 
finger along the row of buttons in the back, a whispered spell popping 
the buttons from their loops one by one, bringing a startled gasp to 
Hermione’s lips as the fabric fell away from her shoulders. With two 
quick tugs he sent the robe to the floor. His hot, dark eyes wandered 
over her slim form, now clad only in a lacy blue demi-bra and matching 
knickers. Hermione resisted the urge to cover herself with her hands and 
instead put them up on his shoulders as she reached up for another kiss. 
He turned his head, letting her kiss land on his cheek. “Step out of your 
shoes,” he commanded, lifting her by her waist. She slipped out of her 
shoes and kicked her robe away as he pushed her back onto the bed. She 
grabbed the front of his robes and pulled him down with her, wanting 
that kiss. This time he obliged her, settling himself comfortably beside 
her on the bed.  
 
Hermione’s desire rose with every thrust of his tongue and she wanted 
to feel his skin against hers. She laid her finger next to the buttons 
running down the front of his robes and repeated the spell he’d used. 
She had to say it twice to get all of the buttons undone, but it worked. 
“Know-it-all, Gryffindor,” he muttered, but there was a little bit of pride 
in his voice. ‘She’s a fast learner,’ he thought with satisfaction. Hermione 
smiled a soft, pleased smile and slipped her hands under his robes to 
slide them off. Her smile turned to a soft “oh” of surprise as she was 
confronted with the naked evidence of his desire for her. Sudden 
shyness had her head turning into his shoulder and she could feel him 
shake with silent laughter. “Not so brave, now, hmm?” he whispered in 
her ear. A dip of his tongue into the soft shell of her ear and a trail of 
kisses down her neck sent her desire soaring again. His hands moved to 
her breasts, drawing soft murmurs of satisfaction from her. A quick flick 
of his fingers and the clasp to her bra fell open; she shrugged it off 
eagerly. As his mouth followed his hands, she moaned again. He tugged 
at her nipple, sending a current of need directly to the aching spot 
between her legs. She moved her legs restlessly, wanting something 
more, but not knowing exactly what that was. “Please, Severus,” she 
begged, “please.” 
 



“Such a polite little witch,” he murmured against her chest, sending new 
shivers through her. “Is this what you want?” he asked, sliding his hands 
down her belly and pushing her knickers down. She kicked them off and 
felt the cool night air on her heated centre. Severus slid his hands back 
up her legs and slipped his fingers through her soft, damp curls. 
Hermione bucked at his touch and she closed her eyes, concentrating on 
the sensation. She knew she should be reciprocating, but inexperience 
made her hesitant. She smoothed a hand over his chest, noting his 
indrawn breath as she circled his nipples with her fingers. Then his 
fingers slipped inside of her and she thought of nothing but the 
sensations he created. Pressing against his hand, she could feel the 
tension build inside her. She opened her eyes and saw that he was 
watching her with focused concentration. She reached a hand up to 
touch his face, and sighed as he hit a particularly sensitive spot. Another 
few strokes to the same spot were enough to send her over the edge. 
She cried out as she shuddered against his hand. She pulled his head 
down for a heated kiss, tangling her fingers in his hair.  
 
Severus moved over her. She pulled her knees up instinctively, cradling 
him. “Look at me, Hermione,” he said. He wanted to watch her eyes as 
he took her. He gently pushed her knees higher. Nervousness darkened 
her eyes again as she felt him press against her. He felt a magical tingle 
and realized that it was the charm, questioning his right to be there. 
“Hermione, you have to finish the charm.” Hermione was held captive 
by his stare as she whispered, “Husband, be with me.” The magic barrier 
dissipated and Severus slid into her slowly, clenching his teeth with the 
effort to hold back. He wanted nothing more than to drive himself into 
her and sink deeply into her softness but he knew he should go slowly to 
give her time to adjust to his presence.  
 
Hermione felt him stretch and fill her with exquisite slowness. When he 
was fully sheathed he looked down at her and asked, “All right?” 
Hermione nodded. “I never expected it to feel…to be… so much.” She 
adjusted her hips slightly to take him in more deeply and he groaned. He 
began to move, slowly at first and then more rapidly. She was so tight, 
so hot, and so sweet. Hermione felt the tension begin to build within her 
again. She stroked his arms. “Try not to touch that,” he said sharply, 
indicating the Dark Mark on his forearm. “When you touch it he can 
sense me and he has no place here.” Hermione started, she hadn’t even 
noticed the mark. She kissed his shoulder to let him know that she 
understood.  



 
As he continued his thrusts, she lifted her hips to meet him, awkwardly 
at first, but soon catching and matching his rhythm. She felt his thrusts 
grow stronger and his breathing become more ragged as he neared his 
climax. Her eyes fell shut as she was overcome by the sensation of him 
moving inside her. “Open your eyes, Hermione,” he commanded, “I 
want to see you.” He grunted in satisfaction as her eyes opened and he 
saw those little green flecks spark throughout the field of brown. He 
ground his hips into hers once, and then again, causing her to shatter 
around him. Her tremors and the soft, surprised cries she made 
triggered his release. His body tensed and his head dropped to her 
shoulder as he pumped his seed into her. He collapsed onto her with a 
guttural moan, panting and shaking from the ferocity of his release.  
 
Hermione stroked his hair as his head lay against her breast. She was 
amazed that this wizard, a man who made grown men cringe with just a 
look, had brought her such pleasure and now was trembling in her arms. 
A small glow of satisfaction settled in her heart and she felt a surge of 
power run through her. He lay across her for some moments, but then 
rolled off her and onto his back beside her. 
 
Severus Snape was not inexperienced by any means. On his sixteenth 
birthday, his dorm mates had smuggled him off Hogwarts’ grounds—
Gryffindors weren’t the only ones who knew secret passages out of the 
castle—and frog-marched him into a brothel in Hogsmeade. It had not 
been a kind gesture; the young wizards had made that clear. They had 
said quite cruelly that as no ‘normal’ witch would have him, he should 
get used to witches who couldn’t say ‘no’. But Severus, with Slytherin 
cunning, had turned his humiliation to his advantage. He had applied the 
same intellect and empirical methods to that experience as he did to his 
schoolwork. He had studied the young harlot who serviced him, 
mimicking what she did to him, and experimenting with ways to make 
her react. He went back again, seeking not just physical satisfaction but 
also knowledge in the ways of providing pleasure. It proved to be a 
fruitful relationship, and one he maintained unto the present day. 
 
What he learned, he practiced. He discovered that witches would 
overlook lank hair and sallow skin when long, dexterous fingers and a 
normally lethal tongue brought them to screaming ecstasy. He had no 
lack of partners his sixth and seventh years at Hogwarts, including, he 
remembered with some satisfaction, at least two who were dating Sirius 



Black when they came to his bed. Since then, he’d had several discrete 
affairs, including some memorable moments with Madam Maxime’s 
young assistant during the year of the Tri-Wizard’s tournament. 
 
But he knew that this had been different. He didn’t know if it was the 
prophecy, the charm, the witch, or a combination of the three, but being 
with Hermione had been unlike any other experience. He’d never asked 
other witches to open their eyes; had never cared to know what they 
were thinking. The knowledge that he did care what Hermione thought 
was somewhat alarming. But there was no going back. 
 
Hermione felt bereft as Severus pulled away from her without a word. 
The warm glow faded and she shivered. She didn’t expect words of love, 
but wasn’t he going to say anything? Maybe it hadn’t been as good as it 
felt to her. Did he expect her to leave and go up to her room in 
Gryffindor? She realized suddenly that she was completely naked, 
completely exposed. She rolled onto her side, turning away from him. 
She crossed her arms over her breasts and grimaced at the sticky feeling 
between her thighs. A moment ago the evidence of their passion hadn’t 
bothered her, but now it seemed so messy. The silence was unbearable. 
“Do you want me to leave?” she asked in a small voice. 
 
Severus jumped at the sound of her voice. He swore softly; now was not 
the time for woolgathering. “Do you want to go?” he asked gruffly.  
 
“I don’t know,” she replied. He could hear the tears in her voice. He 
turned to her and touched her shoulder. “Did I hurt you? Did you find 
it unpleasant?” She shook her head, not trusting her voice. Severus 
noticed that her hair was hopelessly tangled and he started to pull out 
some of the pins. “Well then, why don’t you stay?” he suggested. He 
kept pulling hairpins and smoothing her curls. “How many of these are 
there?” 
 
Hermione let out a teary giggle. “Dozens. Molly spent hours on my 
hair.” Somehow, his attention to her hair seemed as intimate the sex 
they’d just had. 
 
“I suppose it’s one way to pass the time,” he replied dryly. “More 
productive than a day spent with a clown and a Werewolf.” 
 
Hermione laughed outright this time as she recognized the hidden 



compliment in his statement. “They’re your friends,” she said. 
 
“Mmm.” 
 
Hermione sat up, and then looked around with a startled gasp. “What?” 
he asked, eyeing the line of her spine and her rounded hips. There was 
something surprisingly pleasant about talking nonsense with a naked 
witch. He was sated, but he could feel new stirrings of arousal. He’d let 
her get some sleep and then he might wake her up again. 
 
“I don’t have anything to wear. Molly had me buy all this nightwear and 
it’s all up in Gryffindor tower.” 
 
“Lupin told me about your excursion.” Severus reached under the pillow 
and pulled out the new silk pajamas that Molly sent with Bill. He tossed 
her the top. “I’m sure it will suit you more than it does me.”  
 
Hermione pulled the shirt on and made her way to the bathroom. She 
washed up and looked at herself in the mirror. Married. She was 
married. She might even be pregnant. But she was also tired and 
couldn’t think about that now. She ran her fingers through her hair—
hopeless. And there wasn’t much she could do with it without her 
comb—also in Gryffindor tower. Severus was out of bed and wearing 
the pajama bottoms when she walked back into the room. He’d draped 
both their robes over a chair and had placed their wands on the bedside 
table. Hermione slipped under the blankets and waited for him. He 
crawled in next to her and muttered “Nox”, putting out the candles. He 
pulled Hermione close, pushed her hair away from his face, and kissed 
her forehead. “Go to sleep, witch.” She snuggled into his warmth with a 
soft sigh.  
 

∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞ 
 
Deep in the bowels of the Department of Mysteries, the parchment 
attached to a particular prophecy shimmered as the one set of words 
faded from it and new words appeared: “Hermione and Severus Snape.” 

 
 
 
AN: Using an apple seemed appropriate. Many cultures have a tradition of apple-
lore, with the fruit attributed to have mystical characteristics, including promoting 



protection, fertility, and healing. Lay an apple on its side and cut it. The seeds are 
fanned out in a 5-pointed star. Trace a line from one seed point to the other and 
you’ll see a pentagram.  
 
Chapter 6. Kisses and Curses 
 
 
AN: I never intended to take so long to update this story! However, it’s now almost 
completely written, so I expect to be posting regularly. BTW, after re-reading OOTP, 
I have edited chapter 2 to remove the reference to Ginny and Crookshanks being at 
odds. OOTP clearly indicates that they get along very well, and besides, I found that I 
need for Ginny and Hermione to be friends. 
 
Special kudos to Phedra for her very careful and thorough beta-ing. Her corrections 
and suggestions were brilliant. Any errors remaining are my sole responsibility.  
 
 
As she woke, Hermione blinked her eyes against sunlight coming into 
the room. ‘From where?’ she thought. ‘Oh, up there.’ She could just see 
slits in the walls at the top of the tall dungeon ceiling. ‘They must be 
windows at the castle’s ground level,’ she mused. She rolled over, 
wincing a little at how sore she felt. He wasn’t there—so much for all 
her worry about the morning after. She noticed a small piece of 
parchment propped against a vase of flowers. Flowers? That was 
unexpected. In Severus’s spiky handwriting the note read: 
 
 
H.- 
 
The house-elves will bring you food. Remember 
to stay either in my apartments or in your room 
in Gryffindor. 
 
S.  
 
How romantic. Well, she hadn’t expected hearts and valentines. 
Hermione grinned at the improbable image of Severus Snape holding a 
heart-shaped box of chocolates. The grin softened as she looked at the 
roses by the bed. That was a sweet gesture. She wrapped her arms 
around herself as she remembered the intense look that had been in 
Severus’s eyes as he bent over her last night and how good he had made 



her feel. In the early morning hours, she had been pulled from sleep by 
the sensation of his fingers gently stroking her face. He made love to her 
again, this time with a slow intensity that set her nerves on fire. The 
slightly smug expression on his face told her that he knew exactly what 
he was doing to her. But when he left her, he wrapped an arm around 
her and again smoothed her hair as she fell back into sleep. ‘So he 
learned something too,’ Hermione thought with a small smile. 
 
Hermione rolled out of bed, plucked a few roses from the vase, and 
wandered into the bathroom. She should go upstairs to see how 
Crookshanks was doing. But first, a bath was in order. She didn’t know 
if she could trust the mermaid in the Prefects’ bathroom to keep quiet 
about her presence at Hogwarts, and Severus’s was certainly a step up 
from the dorm facilities. After knotting her hair into a bun and securing 
it to the back of her head with her wand, she tossed in some rose petals 
and stepped into the bath. At first the water stung her tender flesh, but 
its warmth soon eased the aches in her muscles and the scent of the rose 
petals surrounded her as she bathed.  
 
That first day set the pattern for those that followed. Severus was rarely 
in his rooms during the day. Hermione spent most of her time reading 
and studying. She took full advantage of Severus’s bookshelves, noting 
with interest the comments he’d jotted in the margins of his books. With 
the exception of a few lunches in Gryffindor Tower with Professor 
McGonagall, she ate breakfast and lunch alone most days. Severus 
usually joined her for dinner and allowed her to engage him congenial 
but superficial conversation. After dinner, she would go back to her 
books and he would sit at his desk writing or in his chair reading. At 
some point during the evening, Severus would come and stand in front 
of her; his signal that he was ready for bed. 
 
Of course, they did have a few arguments. Severus complained that 
Crookshanks left cat hair everywhere, and why didn’t Hermione leave 
him up in her dorm room? Hermione stormed back that it would be 
cruel to leave Crookshanks up there all alone and that surely he knew 
simple cleaning spells, pausing before adding, “Although judging by the 
hairs you leave in the bathroom sink, perhaps not.” 
 
Looking at her mutinous face, Severus ignored the insult with what he 
thought was admirable restraint and decided not to point out that she 
could stay in her own room with the wretched monster during the day if 



she were that worried about it. It didn’t help that the Kneazle decided to 
adopt Severus and took every opportunity to jump into his lap or rub 
against him. Severus swore the creature did it solely to provoke him. 
And Hermione’s habit of kicking her shoes off and dropping them 
randomly about the room irritated him to no end. After his third nasty 
comment about her supposed slovenliness, Hermione disdainfully 
charmed her shoes to whisk across the room and land in the exact same 
spot along the wall whenever they left her feet. Severus was certain that 
she imbued the charm with a directional instruction, one that sent her 
shoes on whichever path would have them miss his head by mere 
millimetres. He would have been angry if he hadn’t felt grudging 
appreciation for both her skill and her spirit. And he did Scourgify the 
sink—even though that was the purview of house-elves. 

 
 
Hermione lowered her book and stole a glance at her husband of a little 
more than two weeks. As usual, as soon as they finished dinner, he had 
pulled out papers and now sat at his desk, writing furiously. His long 
hair was hiding his face again, but this time she suspected it was more 
the result of gravity’s pull than intention. The dark wizard who had 
become so central to her life was still a mystery to her. Oh, she had 
learned to interpret some things. The ‘I’m thinking about ravishing you’ 
look that he shot at her from under sooty lashes was one she now 
recognized easily; that one made her breath catch in her throat. And she 
had known his irritated and angry looks for years. She knew his smell, 
she knew how he tasted, and she had learned where to touch him to 
make him tremble and moan, but she still didn’t know him. She wanted 
to learn more about him—who he was and what he thought. And, she 
thought wistfully, as much as she enjoyed the passion that flared 
between them, it would be nice if he would sit with her and just talk. 
She’d always considered herself a loner, but she hadn’t realized how 
much she enjoyed conversation. She stared at Severus for a few 
moments but he was absorbed in his work and didn’t notice her. 
 
Hermione went back to her book with a sigh. She turned the page 
listlessly but then began to giggle as she saw the words ‘BUNGLING 
FOOL!’ scrawled next to a name. The giggle turned into outright 
laughter as she continued to read. 
 
Severus looked up as he heard Hermione laugh. He was becoming 
accustomed to her presence in his rooms and in his life, and he was no 



longer startled when he looked up from his work to see her sitting 
across the room. He fought the tug of an answering smile. Amusement 
quickly turned to puzzlement as he saw what she was reading. What was 
so funny about A Compendium of Modern Potion Experts? Curiosity 
overcame reticence.  
 
“I do not recall anything particularly humorous in that tome,” he 
observed. “In fact, I seem to remember that I found it rather dry.”  
 
To his surprise, Hermione blushed and avoided his eyes. “Umm, well 
…”  
 
Severus Snape had seen guilty looks on enough student faces—hers 
included—to know one when he saw one. He crossed the room with his 
best ‘stalking a troublemaker’ stride and stood in front of her. Hermione 
clutched at the book, but he deftly plucked it from her fingers. He 
snorted. “Ah, I see. Harrison Snodgrass is indeed something of a joke, 
but I find his inclusion in this volume more tragic than comedic.” He 
stood silently, letting her own discomfort lead her into confession. 
 
“It’s nothing,” she said in a small voice. This time, it was she who hid 
her expression behind a fall of hair. 
 
“Nothing?” he inquired sceptically. 
 
“It’s what you said,” muttered Hermione incoherently. 
 
Severus was also practiced at deciphering mumbles. “What I said?” He 
read aloud the notes he’d written in the margin. “Piffle! Errant 
nonsense! The man has no wit, no imagination, and very little skill.” 
 
Hermione couldn’t help it; she started laughing again. “I’m sorry, 
Severus,” she gasped. “But I’ve never heard anyone outside of a period 
mystery novel use the words ‘piffle,’ and ‘errant nonsense’—certainly 
not together. It’s just so stuffy.” 
 
Severus looked affronted for a moment, but then said quietly, “One of 
my mother’s favourite expressions was ‘you’re talking piffle.’”  
 
Hermione was surprised. This was the first remotely personal thing he’d 
said to her outside of the bedroom. “Tell me about her,” she pleaded, 



reaching up to put a hand on his arm.  
 
He hesitated, but then sat down next to her. “She was a small woman, 
not very pretty, but her face was always animated. She was very good at 
Charms. Her name was Sylvia. She was born during the summer when 
the first Muggle World War began.” 
 
“So she didn’t have you until she was in her forties,” Hermione 
murmured, doing quick calculations forward from 1914. Harry had told 
her about the childhood memories that he’d seen in Severus’s mind 
during Occlumency lessons; they hadn’t been happy ones.  
 
“My father ‘rescued’ her from spinsterhood,” he said bitterly. “I cannot 
tell you how many times I heard him say that. That, and how he had 
married beneath him, married such a ‘common’ witch. He was extremely 
disappointed that I took after her in looks. He was as blond as Lucius 
Malfoy and just as vain.” 
 
“Do you have any pictures of her?” 
 
“No,” he said shortly. His expression was closed and distant. “There 
were never many, and my father destroyed those we did have after her 
death. He said that I was reminder enough of the worst mistake of his 
life.” 
 
“How old were you when she died?” Hermione asked faintly, struggling 
to keep the dismay she was feeling from her voice. 
 
“Fourteen. She became ill and my father did not send for a Healer until 
it was too late.” 
 
“Oh, Severus, I’m so sorry.” Hermione was appalled by his story. She 
wrapped her arms around her husband, wanting to take away the hurt he 
still felt.  
 
“It was a long time ago.” Severus was surprised that he had told her so 
much. It wasn’t like him to spew out personal details like that. Only 
Minerva and Albus, and perhaps Lupin, knew the story. 
 
Hermione wasn’t sure what to say. Instinctively, she nuzzled Severus’s 
shoulder and then kissed that little scar under his chin. He turned his 



head and captured her mouth for a slow kiss. When he pulled back, 
Hermione trailed another kiss down to the scar, and he finally asked the 
question that had been mystifying him for some time. “What is it that 
you find so fascinating about that spot?” 
 
“There’s a funny little scar … right there,” she answered, touching it 
lightly. “I always see it when you lean over me to look in my caldron.” 
 
Severus let out derisive snort. “So you are admiring your own 
handiwork?” 
 
“Mine?” questioned Hermione.  
 
“Surely you remember a certain witch and her two hoodlum friends 
attacking a teacher in the Shrieking Shack some years ago?” 
 
Hermione was horrified. “It left a scar? Oh, Severus, I don’t know what 
to say. I didn’t mean to hurt you, even then.” 
 
“It was a long time ago,” he said again. Then with a hint of humour he 
added, “And I believe you were Confounded at the time?”  
 
“I never said that,” Hermione protested laughingly. She kissed the scar 
again. “Well, I’ll just have to kiss you until I make it better.” 
 
Severus pulled her to her feet. Hermione’s breath hitched; that 
‘ravishing’ look was back. “Time for bed, witch,” he whispered in her 
ear.  
 
She followed him willingly. She had mastered the spell for unbuttoning 
and was soon running her hands over the body she now knew as well as 
her own. She pulled Severus down to her, whispering, “Kiss me, 
Severus; kiss me, please.” 
 
As he kissed her, Severus realized that something had changed. There 
was something more tender and intimate about their lovemaking this 
evening. After his revelations, Severus had been afraid that she would 
pity him, but he saw only warmth and desire in her expression. 
Hermione peppered his body with light touches and kisses, and when he 
bent his head to her breasts she wove her fingers through his hair in a 
sweet caress and pressed him closer to her. Severus felt some of his 



innate reserve breaking down. Cocooned in Hermione’s arms, he found 
more than physical pleasure. For the first time in a long time, he felt 
wanted and accepted. Her name fell from his lips in a laboured whisper 
as she clung tight to him and absorbed his climax. “Hermione.” Just a 
single word, but it earned him a contented smile and a gentle kiss. As 
had become his habit, Severus spooned Hermione against him and 
hooked his arm around her waist as they sank into sleep.  
 
Waking before her the next morning, Severus stared down at Hermione 
and pondered how much his life had changed in a few short weeks. He 
was acutely aware of how precarious his position and his very life had 
become. Albus Dumbledore’s assertion of his innocence all those many 
years ago might have saved him from Azkaban, but publicly proclaiming 
him as a spy made him an enemy to both camps. Some of those aligned 
against Voldemort, including members of the Order of the Phoenix, 
never accepted that he was on their side. And while the Dark Lord had 
once trusted him—as much as he had ever trusted anyone—he now 
questioned Severus’s every move and even his very thoughts. Severus 
knew that Dark Lord would allow him to remain alive only so long as he 
remained useful. Moreover, too many people knew of his dual role. One 
slip of Ronald Weasley’s heedless tongue or one crack in Potter’s 
dubious ability to keep the Dark Lord out of his mind and he would be 
exposed. He knew too, that acting on the prophecy and taking 
Hermione as his wife without informing the Dark Lord was tantamount 
to suicide. But he could have done nothing less. 
 
Severus reached over Hermione and retrieved his wand from the 
bedside table, a wry twist shaping his lips as he noted the new vase of 
flowers. Apparently his indifferent ‘if she likes them, bring them’ 
response to an over-enthusiastic house-elf’s inquiry about refreshing the 
flowers Bill Weasley had ordered had been taken seriously. Passing his 
wand over Hermione, he quietly uttered the spell to test for pregnancy. 
Not yet. He was both frustrated and relieved. He knew that their 
situation would become much more complicated once school started. It 
would be far easier if Hermione were already pregnant by then and 
would no longer need to share his bed. But there was no denying that he 
took pleasure from having her there and he wasn’t ready to give her up. 
While Flitwick had been right in proclaiming that the feverish need he’d 
felt at the bonding ceremony would dissipate, Severus found that his 
desire for the young witch had only intensified. He warned himself not 
to become too comfortable; she would no doubt end the chastity bond 



and leave him once the prophecy was fulfilled and she and the child 
were safe. But for now, Hermione’s shy delight at their lovemaking and 
her apparent enjoyment of his company soothed his lonely spirit. 
Severus stroked the sleeping witch’s hair as he recalled her words about 
kissing him to make it all better. “If only you could, wife, if only you 
could.” 

 
 
Hermione thought about Severus throughout the day. She couldn’t get 
the picture of a lonely fourteen-year-old boy mourning his mother out 
of her mind. She wished she could tell him how sorry she was that he 
had to go through that, but she knew that he wouldn’t welcome her 
sympathy. She stared at the book she held without reading a word.  
 
She looked up quickly when Severus drew in a sharp breath and 
clutched at his left arm, pain flashing across his face. Her eyes widened 
as she realized that Voldemort was calling him. Even as she started to 
rise from the couch, Severus’s expression closed and his eyelids lowered 
to hood his eyes. He raised an imperious hand to motion her back. 
 
“Go to your dorm room after I’ve gone,” he ordered harshly. “It will 
most likely be very late when I return.” He flicked his wand. 
“Circumvestio Letum!” 
 
Hermione shivered in revulsion at the reappearance of Snape the Death 
Eater. She drew her knees up to her chest and wrapped her arms around 
them, but her eyes never left Severus as he grabbed a handful of Floo 
powder and activated the fireplace. As the green flames began to burn, 
Hermione whispered, “Come back safely.”  
 
The silver-masked face turned, and for a moment his black eyes glittered 
as he took in her worried face. Then with a sharp nod and a swirl of his 
black-red robes, Severus stepped into the fireplace and called out coldly, 
“Shrieking Shack.” From there he would Apparate. 
 
Hermione stared into the fireplace long after the green flames subsided. 
She didn’t follow Severus’s directive to go up to Gryffindor; she didn’t 
even think of doing so. She would be here when he returned. She 
couldn’t help but recall other times that she had waited and worried: the 
night that she watched Harry pass through purple flames on his way to 
what she thought was a battle with Severus, the night of the third task of 



the Tri-Wizards’ tournament when Harry and Cedric had been whisked 
away, and last year when she’d waited impatiently for the Order to 
follow Harry and the others when they went after Bellatrix Lestrange. 
Hermione had learned that waiting was often more nerve-wracking than 
being in the fight. She cuddled Crookshanks and listened to his 
rumbling purrs as she watched the fireplace and fearfully counted each 
tick of the clock. 
 
It was near dawn before a flare of green flames awakened Hermione 
from an uneasy doze. She cried out as Severus stumbled from the 
fireplace and fell to the floor, a low groan of pain escaping his lips. 
“Severus!” She scrambled off the sofa and hurried to his side, ignoring 
the sharp tingles that spiked through her frozen muscles.  
 
“Don’t touch me,” he snarled, “I do not need your assistance. I told you 
to go to your dorm room.” He struggled to stand, still clothed in his 
Death Eater robes and cradling his wand arm.  
 
Hermione stepped aside momentarily, but when he faltered again, she 
put an arm around him and said firmly, “You’re hurt. Lean on me.” He 
was shivering with shock or pain, or a combination of both. She pushed 
and pulled him toward the sofa. He stumbled and dropped down onto 
it, crying out as he fell on his injured arm and then mercifully lost 
consciousness. 
 
Hermione struggled to pull off Severus’s silver mask, but it seemed to be 
adhering to his face. She snatched up her wand and pointed it at him. 
“Finite Incantatem!” The air around Severus shimmered for a moment but 
his robes did not change. Hermione realized that the cloaking spell must 
be keyed to his wand. She gently plucked his wand from his hand and 
chanted again, “Finite Incantatem.” There was a slight hesitation and then, 
much to Hermione’s relief, Severus’s wand reluctantly responded to her 
and the mask melted away and his filthy robes shimmered and morphed 
back into the ones he’d been wearing before he left. His face was even 
more pale than normal, and Hermione noted with dismay his split lip 
and the trace of dried tears running down his cheeks. His wand arm was 
obviously broken. Hermione snatched up her own wand again and 
conjured splints to support the broken limb, sending silent thanks to 
Molly for insisting that all of her Grimmauld Place charges learn 
standard first-aid spells. She carefully pushed aside his robe and gasped 
at the sight of the angry bruises blooming across his chest. “Oh, 



Severus, what did he do to you?” She blinked impatiently; her tears 
wouldn’t help him.  
 
Without taking her eyes from the injured wizard, Hermione waved her 
wand in the direction of the bathroom and said hurriedly, “Accio Healing 
Potion.” The brown bottle flew toward her, accompanied by a loud 
crash and the sound of breaking glass. Hermione briefly wondered what 
it was that she’d knocked over but it wasn’t really important; she’d take 
care of it later. She conjured a warm, wet washcloth and cleaned 
Severus’s face and the bruises on his chest.  
 
As she gently rubbed the potion on his bruises, Severus slowly regained 
consciousness. Blurry eyes took in the sight of the concerned young 
witch kneeling next to him and he struggled to sit upright, muttering, 
““What … Hermione … what are you doing here? I told you to go to 
your room.” 
 
“Fortunately for you,” she retorted, “The marriage vows did not include 
a promise to obey. Now, sit back. You’ve got a broken arm and a mass 
of bruises and you’ve been hit with a Cruciatus Curse. You need to see 
Madam Pomfrey.” 
 
Severus glared at her weakly, but sat back. This was exactly why he had 
told her to leave; he didn’t want her to see him this way. He had 
expected to be subjected to the Cruciatus Curse as he had known he 
would have to tell the Dark Lord that he was ‘unable’ to find out where 
Dumbledore was hiding Potter for the summer. The beating Wormtail 
subjected him to while he was down had been an unexpected bonus. “I 
am not going to the hospital wing,” he said stubbornly. 
 
“But Severus …” Hermione started to protest, but he cut her off. “Just 
fix it.” 
 
“Fix it?” Hermione exclaimed. “You want me to try to heal your broken 
arm, your wand arm?” 
 
“I do not want you to ‘try’ anything,” he snapped. “Just do it. I know 
you have been studying healing spells all summer.”  
 
“But I’ve never done it … I’ve never set a broken bone.” 
 



“Well, now is your chance to put some of your book learning to 
practical use.” A faint shadow of his familiar mocking sneer curled his 
lips. 
 
Hermione hesitated, but then looked at Severus’s pain-filled face and 
drew in a deep breath. “This will hurt,” she said unnecessarily. Severus 
nodded impatiently.  
 
Hermione’s face was as white as his as she removed the splints and 
spoke the spell to align the bones. She took another deep breath before 
speaking the spell to repair them. “Innecto Bracchium.” 
 
Severus hissed as his bones shifted into place and began to knit together.  
 
Hermione bit her lip and stared at his arm anxiously. “Is it working?” 
 
“As well as anything you do,” Severus responded through gritted teeth. 
The pain of healing bones equalled the pain of breaking them.  
 
Hermione bristled at his words, but then noticed that he was flexing his 
arm and that it seemed to be mending. “You’re welcome,” she said 
tartly. She sat back on her heels and buried her head against his 
shoulder. Severus could feel her shaking.  
 
“I was worried about you,” she hiccupped. Severus brought his 
uninjured arm up to stroke her hair. Gradually, Hermione’s shaking 
subsided and she raised a tear-stained face to his. Severus bent to kiss 
her just as the fireplace again erupted in green sparks and flames. 
Hermione shrieked. 
 
Severus winced. “Stop that! It is only the headmaster.” 
 
A voice from the fireplace called out, “Sorry for startling you, my dear. 
Severus, we’re coming through.”  
 
Before Severus could sputter, “We?” Albus Dumbledore stepped from 
the fireplace followed closely by Remus Lupin.  
 
Ingrained manners compelled Severus to attempt to rise but Hermione 
held him down. “Rest. No one cares about formalities.” 
 



Remus’s warm brown eyes swept over the pair, noting Severus’s pallor 
and Hermione’s red eyes. He opted for humour. “I was going to ask 
how you two were getting along, but I can see that Hermione has taken 
to the role of nagging wife quite well,” he said with a grin. He hid it 
hastily as he encountered glares from both Severus and Hermione.  
 
The headmaster smothered his own grin. “Yes, lamentably, we are not 
here for a social visit,” Albus said with a regretful tone to his voice. 
“Still, I think perhaps some tea is in order.” He clapped his hands and a 
house-elf instantly appeared, half hidden by under a tray laden with cups 
and saucers and a steaming pot of tea. Absentminded flicks of the 
headmaster’s wand directed the teapot as it poured the fragrant liquid 
into dainty flower-patterned teacups. A quick stirring motion sent the 
cups spinning outward. “I noted your departure earlier this evening. 
Remus happened to be in my office when you returned.” 
 
As Hermione reached for the cup of tea hovering in front of her, she 
idly wondered what crisis would bring Remus Lupin to the headmaster’s 
office in the middle of the night. Remus looked tired, but that was not 
unusual.  
 
Albus continued, “What did Tom want from you this time?” 
 
“The usual. To know where Potter is,” Severus replied shortly. “And, 
with the start of term so close, to remind me of my duty to my brethren, 
especially those who are unavailable to guide their children to the ‘right’ 
decision.” 
 
“He wants you to influence them?” Hermione inquired. She interpreted 
‘unavailable’ as in Azkaban or dead.  
 
“Who else is better placed?” Severus asked sardonically. His eyes turned 
bleak. “It is no feat to persuade them—many are predisposed so.” 
 
“It is regrettable,” the headmaster sighed, “that your position, which 
makes you so valuable to the Order, also renders you unable to show the 
children of your House an alternative path.” 
 
“Well, it’s not all his responsibility,” Hermione broke in heatedly. “What 
has anyone else done?” 
 



“What would you have us do?” Remus inquired, pleased to see 
Hermione rush to Severus’s defence.  
 
“I don’t know exactly,” Hermione acknowledged. “But I do know that 
everything at Hogwarts pits Slytherin against the other Houses. One of 
the first things I heard when I came here was that all of the ‘bad’ wizards 
came from Slytherin. And we all know that’s not true. Plenty of 
Ravenclaws and Hufflepuffs were seduced by Volde –” As Severus 
flinched, Hermione hastily changed her words. “You-Know-Who. And 
everyone thought Sirius was guilty …” 
 
Severus’s snort indicated that he thought Black guilty of quite a lot.  
 
Hermione threw him an exasperated look, but continued, “And 
Pettigrew was from Gryffindor. So, not all bad wizards are Slytherins. 
But it’s assumed that all Slytherins are bad. And the enmity between 
Harry and Malfoy inflamed things long before You-Know-Who 
returned.” 
 
“They are enemies,” Remus pointed out. “Draco’s father has tried to kill 
Harry on many occasions.” 
 
“I know,” Hermione replied. Her lip curled. “And Malfoy’s a disgusting 
little twerp, and would be, regardless of his House. I’m not saying this 
well. Look at it this way: in class, Slytherins and Gryffindors never sit 
together. Never. Even in the advanced classes, where all the houses are 
mixed, the Slytherins sit together. And assuming that Malfoy or other 
Slytherins even wanted to go against their families, who would they go 
to? They can’t go to Severus; they think he’s in league with their parents. 
Would they feel welcome to go to Professor McGonagall, or Professor 
Flitwick?” She turned to Remus. “What would you have done if Draco 
had tried to talk to you when you were teaching?” 
 
Remus looked at his hands uncomfortably. “Well, I don’t know,” he said 
slowly. “I suppose I would have tried to listen …”  
 
Severus’s bark of disbelieving laughter cut him off.  
 
“All right,” Remus admitted, “I would have been suspicious. I would 
have assumed that he was just playing me. I would probably have 
brushed him off and told him to talk to you,” he finished with a sigh, 



meeting Severus’s scornful eyes. 
 
“What you say has truth, Miss Granger,” Albus admitted sadly. “We 
have been guilty of dressing the children in the garb of the parents. Well, 
Lupin, you and I will have the opportunity to mend our past 
transgressions.” Remus nodded thoughtfully. 
 
Severus snapped his head around to glare at the headmaster. “What do 
you mean by that?” 
 
“Remus has agreed to return as Defence Against the Dark Arts 
instructor,” Albus said mildly. 
 
Hermione clapped her hands together. “Harry will be so happy!” 
 
“Ah, well, we all know that Potter’s happiness is vital to the cause,” 
Severus sneered, watching Hermione’s face light up. Didn’t they realize 
how difficult they were making his situation? True, he wouldn’t have to 
worry about Lupin trying to expose him, but the Dark Lord would be 
furious and would demand that Severus uncover Lupin’s activities as 
well as Potter’s and Dumbledore’s. He suffered a slight twinge of regret 
for the hurt look that flitted across Hermione’s face at his reaction to 
her remark, but did she always have to think of Potter first? 
 
“And you, my dear,” Albus said to Hermione brightly, ignoring Severus. 
“What a splendid idea! You are perfectly positioned to be young 
Malfoy’s confidant. As Head Boy and Girl, you two will be working 
together closely. A wonderful opportunity for you to influence the lad!” 
 
“But …” Hermione sputtered, aghast. “I never said …” Be friends with 
Draco Malfoy? She’d spent half the summer trying to figure out how she 
could fulfil her duties as Head Girl while spending as little time as 
possible dealing with Malfoy. Professor Dumbledore fixed suddenly 
steely blue eyes on her. “Of course, Headmaster,” she said resignedly. “I 
will do what I can.” 
 
Severus felt a prickle of malicious enjoyment at Hermione’s discomfort. 
He leaned close to her and whispered sotto voce, “That will teach you to 
think before you speak, little know-it-all. What is the Muggle saying 
about sowing the wind and reaping a whirlwind?”  
 



Hermione laughed reluctantly. “Beast.” Whether she meant Severus or 
the headmaster, she didn’t say. She did hold Severus’s hand in hers—
despite his askance look at the public display of intimacy—as the three 
wizards turned the discussion to new topics. She soon noticed the 
exhaustion overlaying Severus’s features and frowned. He needed rest. 
She yawned visibly, catching Remus’s glance. 
 
“Are we keeping you up?” he inquired.  
 
“I am tired,” Hermione acknowledged. She looked at Remus pointedly. 
“Some of us were up all night.” 
 
Remus caught on quickly. He stood and drew his threadbare robes 
around him. “I could use some rest myself,” he admitted. “Guess I’ll be 
seeing you again soon, Severus.” He held his hand out to Severus who 
took it automatically before hissing at the pain caused by the pressure 
put on still-healing bones.  
 
“What is it?” Remus asked, concerned. “Do you need medical 
attention?” 
 
Severus shook his head. “Wormtail decided to add to the Dark Lord’s 
punishment. Hermione repaired the damage. When the time comes, that 
one is mine,” he spat viciously. 
 
“Not if I see him first,” Remus replied, his normally friendly expression 
hardening dangerously. “Sirius and I should have killed him in the 
Shrieking Shack.” The two wizards shared a rare look of complete 
accord. 
 
After the guests left, Hermione steered Severus toward the bedroom 
over his protests. “It isn’t term time,” she argued, “Whatever you were 
going to do can wait. It will take longer to heal if you don’t rest.” She 
cleaned up the broken bottle of cologne and brushed her teeth. Walking 
back into the bedroom, she found Severus standing before the 
wardrobe, gathering clean clothes. She put a hand on his arm. “Come to 
bed, Severus, just for a while,” she coaxed. He gave in and followed her, 
falling asleep almost as soon as he lay down. 
 
Later that afternoon, Severus cautiously asked Hermione if she would 
like to help him in the storeroom. “I am working on a potion and you 



could assist me by preparing the ingredients.” 
 
“You mean like detention?” she laughed. “I thought I didn’t have to do 
those any more.”  
 
He stiffened. “Never mind,” he said shortly, as he turned away from her.  
 
Hermione grabbed his arm. “I was teasing,” she said softly. “Of course 
I’ll help.” She chided herself for not seeing that this was his way of 
reaching out to her. “What are you working on?” 
 
He hesitated—it was a secret, but she would know soon enough. “It is a 
potion to reverse the one that the Dark Lord used to create his body.” 
He walked to the back of the storeroom and touched a jar of beetles 
with his wand, chanting, “Alohomora”. Hermione jumped back as a door 
opened between the shelves. “The mechanism is tied to both my voice 
and my wand,” Severus explained, “The Headmaster has access as well.” 
 
Hermione nodded and looked into the small room revealed beyond the 
open door. A simmering cauldron rested on a pristine workbench. 
Hermione noticed that Severus seemed to relax as soon as he entered 
the room. She peered inquisitively at the shelves that lined the walls. 
Runespoor eggs and venom, phoenix tears, and other exotic ingredients 
filled the space. Hermione paused as she noticed a large jar filled with 
thick, silvery liquid. “Mercury?” she guessed. 
 
“Unicorn blood,” Severus corrected. Noting her moue of distaste, he 
added crisply, “I did not kill the unicorn, Hermione. The blood was 
collected from one of that Hagrid found dead in the Forbidden Forest 
when Quirrell was here. The curse attaches itself only to the one who 
slays the creature. There is no sense in wasting what has already been 
destroyed.” 
 
“Of course,” she replied, chastised by his lecturing tone. “What should I 
do?”  
 
Severus sighed. He had thought she might enjoy getting out of his 
rooms, but now she really did look like he’d assigned her detention. He 
set her to chopping hellebore root; he knew doing it himself would put 
too much stress on his newly healed bones. Severus stirred the 
simmering cauldron and then pulled a locked box down from the top 



shelf. 
 
“What’s that?” Hermione asked curiously. 
 
“Does Alastor Moody know you do that?” he countered, casting a quick 
glance at Hermione’s hair wrapped up on the back of her head and held 
in by place by her wand.  
 
She flashed him a quick grin, her good humour restored. “He doesn’t 
approve. Now are you going to tell me what’s in the box?” 
 
“Three components critical to the original potion. Can you tell me what 
they are, Miss Granger?” he challenged her. 
 
Hermione’s brow furrowed as she thought. Then she said slowly, “Bone 
of the father, flesh of the servant, blood of the enemy—bone, flesh, and 
blood, right?” 
 
Severus pulled three jars from the box, one by one. “But not just any 
bone, flesh, and blood. Bone of Thomas Riddle, Sr.,” he said as he 
removed a jar holding several chunks of bone. “Harry Potter’s blood,” 
he continued as he removed a second jar. “And Wormtail’s flesh.” The 
third jar held a misshapen lump of grayish matter suspended in liquid. 
Hermione shuddered, much to Severus’s amusement. 
 
“How did you acquire them?” 
 
“Potter’s blood was the least trouble to obtain, of course,” he said 
derisively. “I merely stood on the Quidditch pitch holding a bucket and 
waited to catch the results of the inevitable disaster.” 
 
 
“Severus!” Hermione protested, trying not to laugh. 
 
“Garnering the bone required a bit more stealth,” he continued, 
downplaying the harrowing feat of sneaking into the Riddle family 
graveyard and dredging for bones using only Muggle tools in an effort to 
avoid detection while the Dark Lord himself prowled the courtyard not 
more than fifty feet away. 
 
“How did you get Pettigrew’s flesh?” queried Hermione. “I doubt he 



gave it willingly.” 
 
“Ah, but he did,” Severus said smugly. He brought the jar up to her face 
for closer inspection.  
 
After a short perusal, Hermione recognized the grayish lump as a finger. 
Swallowing the gorge that rose in her throat, she asked, “How on earth 
did you get that?” 
 
“Actually, it was Tonks who did the work,” he admitted. “She filched it 
from the Ministry’s storage room. Now as to the method,” he continued 
anticipating the question he could see coming, “I will embed minute 
pieces from each in a simulacrum and then test the potion to see if it can 
separate the matter back out. Today, I need only Potter’s blood.” He put 
the other jars back into the box and carefully placed it out of harm’s 
way. 
 
Hermione was struck not only by Severus’s ingenuity, but also by the 
sheer pleasure he seemed to derive from the challenge the creative 
process required. She laid a hand on his arm to get his attention. “Thank 
you,” she said seriously. “Thank you for letting me work with you.”  
 
Severus did not reply, but he did bend down to kiss her and Hermione 
was certain she saw a self-satisfied gleam in his eyes as he returned to his 
task.  
 
“What do you call it?” she asked a short time later, as she handed him 
the finely chopped hellebore root.  
 
“You do not recognize hellebore?” A thin black eyebrow rose in 
astonishment.  
 
“Of course I do!” Hermione responded indignantly before she noticed 
that he was goading her. “The potion, silly.” 
 
Severus had never been called ‘silly’ before and he wasn’t sure he liked it. 
Still, knowing he’d put that smile on her face was gratifying. “It is a 
weapon, not a pet. It has only one use; there is no need to distinguish it 
from other potions.” 
 
“That won’t do. When Professor Binns teaches about your role in You-



Know-Who’s defeat a hundred years from now, he’ll need a name for 
the potion.” 
 
“Then by all means,” he responded with amusement at her optimism. 
“What do you suggest?” 
 
Hermione considered the matter seriously. The potion was designed to 
undo what had been done—to break apart the elements that Voldemort 
had brought together. She mused out loud, “Separation Potion? No, too 
mundane. Degaussing Draught?” 
 
Severus grimaced. “Too much like delousing.”  
 
“Not so far off,” she muttered, furrowing her brow. “Dark Lord’s 
Ultimate Destruction? Ugh no,” she answered her own question. “Sounds 
like a really lousy computer game.” She ran through a list of words, 
“Separation, disintegration, nebulous, amorphous, transmogrification—
that’s it! Severus Snape’s Transmogrification Elixir!” 
 
“Well, now that that important matter is settled, shall we get back to 
work?” Severus asked, handing her a bowl of Ashwinder eggs. 
Hermione stuck her tongue out at him and began to grind the eggs. 
 
The last week before term seemed to fly by for Hermione as she 
chopped elements and mixed solutions side by side with Severus. As 
they worked, as he conversed with her and occasionally teased her, and 
as she began to feel that she was starting to know him intellectually as 
well as intimately, Hermione realized how much she was truly coming to 
care for him. 

 
 
For the first time in her life Hermione dreaded the start of school. Early 
on the morning of September 1st, she stood next to the fireplace, ready 
to Floo up to the Headmaster’s office. From there she would Portkey to 
Grimmauld Place and return to school on the Hogwarts Express with 
the rest of the students.  
 
“You should go now,” Severus said. “Professor Dumbledore will be 
waiting for you.” 
 
Hermione nodded. “It will be different now, won’t it?” Of course it 



would. She would have to pretend that he was just another Professor, 
and one she didn’t like all that well at that. She hoped she would be able 
to do it. Severus didn’t reply. Hermione picked up some Floo powder 
and then hesitated. Without warning, she flung her arms around his neck 
and kissed him fervently. 
 
“I’ll miss you tonight,” she whispered, before letting go of him and 
stepping into the Floo. They had agreed that with the feast and Sorting 
and their first-night responsibilities that she wouldn’t try to come down 
that evening. As Hermione vanished through the green flames, Severus 
brought a hand to his lips and murmured, “Me too, wife.” 

 
 
Platform nine and three quarters was even more crowded and noisy than 
normal—or at least it seemed so to Hermione after three weeks of near 
solitude. With her Head Girl’s badge pinned neatly to immaculate school 
robes, Hermione ushered first years onto the train, broke up an 
argument between third years, and reminded the prefects that they 
would meet up on the train to split the day’s duties. Remembering her 
conversation with Severus and the headmaster, she went out of her way 
to speak to Draco, congratulating him on becoming Head Boy. 
 
“Like it’s such an honour,” he sneered insolently. “Can’t say it means 
much when they let a filthy Mudblood be Head Girl.” His companions, 
Crabbe, Goyle and Pansy Parkinson all laughed. 
 
Hermione fought down her anger and inclined her head as she merely 
repeated her words. “Congratulations anyway; I know you worked hard 
for it.” She turned unhurriedly and walked back over to the Gryffindor 
group. 
 
“Say, Goyle,” Pansy asked maliciously, making sure her voice would 
carry, “how many Mudbloods does it take to …” 
 
While Pansy and the Horklump twins, as Draco had privately nicknamed 
Crabbe and Goyle, began to tell Mudblood jokes, Draco watched his 
Gryffindor classmate cross the platform. Something about her was 
different. She seemed more confident, less easily rattled. And she hadn’t 
flinched like she usually did when he deliberately ogled her breasts. He 
saw Potter put a hand on Granger’s back. Were they lovers? He’d 
noticed the strain in their friendship last year; all of Hogwarts had. They 



seemed to have healed the breech. Weasel-face was looking at Granger 
like she was poisonous, so it wasn’t him. And Longbottom—that wasn’t 
even a possibility. But Potter and Granger weren’t really acting like 
lovers. Maybe it was one of the other redheaded riffraff. 
 
Draco snorted and shook his head. He rubbed his left forearm 
reflexively. Unless he could come up with some kind of plan, this was 
his last year of freedom and he’d be damned if he was going to spend it 
speculating on who was sleeping with Hermione Granger. But it was a 
mystery. He wondered what Potter would do if he shook his hand and 
thanked him for sending his father to Azkaban. Of course, at first he’d 
been humiliated and furious, but after a year free from the constant 
harping about his duties as a Malfoy, Draco started to look at things 
differently. He liked making his own decisions, and he certainly didn’t 
miss being on the receiving end of the random punches and cuffs his 
father had been wont to inflict on him. He still wasn’t sure what he 
would decide, whether or not he would pledge himself to the Dark 
Lord, but it would be his choice and not his father’s. 
 
Pansy elbowed him and Draco hastily set his thoughts aside. He had to 
be careful. Since the prison breakout last spring, his father had been in 
hiding. You never knew where or when he would turn up. And he knew 
that his father’s peers were watching him. They all expected him to join 
their ranks. Parkinson’s father was one of the worst. He’d marked 
Draco, or more likely the Malfoy fortune, as his daughter’s property. 
Pansy was a willing accomplice to that goal and would report any odd 
behaviour to her father or his mother immediately. He chatted with 
Pansy for a moment more, and then urged her to board the train. “I’ll 
join you in a bit,” he said. “Head Boy’s duties, don’t you know,” he 
added in a fair imitation of Hermione’s voice as he mimicked the tilt of 
her head.  
 
Pansy cackled loudly and smacked his rear end possessively. “As you 
wish, milord.” Fortunately, she didn’t see the sour look that crossed his 
face. 
 
That look turned frankly lecherous as he caught sight of Ginny. That 
curvy little witch was an eyeful. He wouldn’t mind getting his hands on 
her assets. Too bad she was a Weasley. Ginny caught his look and 
turned away with a sniff and a flip of long red hair. The blond wizard 
smiled impertinently and leaned back against the train with haughty 



disregard for the hustle and bustle going on around him. As Hermione 
coaxed the last blubbering first year away from her mother and ushered 
the student onto the Express, Draco straightened up and flicked his 
fingers to her in mocking salute as he too boarded the train. 
 
Hermione wiped tears from the face of the overexcited young witch. 
The offer of a bar of Honeydukes from the food trolley and 
introductions to other first years worked like magic. Hermione left the 
now happily chattering children and hurried forward to the prefects’ 
compartment. 
 
“Granger! Finally deigned to join us, have you?” Draco taunted her as 
she entered the car. Pansy snickered.  
 
Hermione felt renewed resentment toward the headmaster. It wasn’t 
enough that she’d been pegged as the Order’s broodmare; now she was 
expected to baby sit this supercilious prat all year? But then she 
remembered the desolate look in Severus’s eyes as he had talked about 
the students they would lose to the Dark Lord. She would do it for him. 
So instead of hexing Malfoy, she merely asked mildly, “What have you 
covered so far?” 
 
After making sure that all of the prefects understood what they would 
be doing that day, and reminding of them of the seven a.m. meeting 
with the Heads of Houses the next morning, Hermione walked back 
with Ron and Ginny to the compartment that Harry and Neville were 
holding for them. 
 
“Seven a.m.!” Ron grumbled. “Whose idea was that?” 
 
“It’s been seven every year since you’ve been a prefect,” Hermione 
reminded him. “It’s not like it’s a surprise.” 
 
“It’s just sooo early,” he said with an exaggerated whine, forgetting that 
he wasn’t talking to Hermione. 
 
“I’ll make sure he gets there,” Harry laughed. “Say, did you guys see 
Lavender and Seamus on the platform? And when I walked by their 
compartment they were going at it pretty hot and heavy.” 
 
Ginny looked up and said almost absently, “SWEET LAVENDER 



WITH ERIN’S SEED FLOWERS BRIGHTLY BUT BRIEFLY. 
LAVENDER’S JOY WHILST EVERLASTING BLOOM WHEN 
ONE FROM NEW TOWN IS ROUSED WITH GENTLE BUSS. 
LOTUS BLOSSOM ERE LONG REAPS THE HARVEST OF 
ERIN’S SEED.” 
 
Ginny looked startled as she finished her pronouncement. This one 
didn’t seem to drain her energy the way her first prediction had and she 
looked around at the others as if to ask if she had really said that. 
 
“Bloody hell, Ginny!” Ron shook his head with disgust. “You’re just as 
nutters as Trelawney. What does that mean anyway?” 
 
Hermione laughed as the meaning became clear to her.  
 
“Are you going to tell us mere mortals what you’ve figured out?” Harry 
asked. 
 
“Absolutely not,” Hermione said with a grin and a sly look at Neville. 
“I’m going to conduct an empirical study. I want to see if what is 
prophesied comes to pass without interference. Are you in?” she asked 
Ginny, who grinned back and nodded. “I can say with some relief,” 
Hermione added, “that this one has absolutely nothing to do with me.” 
 
The boys started to grumble, but were interrupted by Ginny, who asked, 
“Speaking of which, are you pregnant?”  
 
“Not yet,” Hermione said, pink rising in her cheeks. 
 
“So,” Ginny continued, leaning forward toward Hermione, “How is it? I 
heard he was quite eager to get you to himself after the ceremony.” 
She’d pumped Harry for information about the wedding and she’d 
overheard Bill and Remus joking about the effect the charm had on 
Snape. Snape wasn’t her idea of a romantic lover by any means, but 
details were details. 
 
“Ginny! I’m not going to talk about that here!” Hermione cried, her face 
now bright red. She jerked her head at the boys; all three were looking as 
if they’d rather be anywhere else. Harry snickered uncomfortably—after 
all he’d seen Snape’s reaction—but Ron looked ill again, and Neville was 
frankly mortified.  



 
The boys hastily turned the conversation to a discussion of Gryffindor’s 
chances at Quidditch this year and Hermione tuned them out. The 
closer they got to Hogwarts the more tense she became.  
 
Harry eyed her with concern. He felt responsible for her situation; after 
all Hermione’s marriage to Snape came about only because her 
friendship with him had tied her to his destined role in fighting 
Voldemort. Harry resolved again to do everything he could to protect 
her. Hermione jumped when he tapped her shoulder gently and said, 
“We’re pulling into Hogsmeade.”  
 
“What if I can’t do it?” she asked somewhat incoherently. “What if I do 
something to give him away?” 
 
“As long as you don’t kiss Snape during Potions,” Ginny said pertly, 
“You’ll be fine.”  
 
Hermione giggled at the thought of that unlikely tableau. “And that’s 
Professor Snape, Ginny.” 
 
Ginny laughed back. She glanced over to make sure that the boys were 
occupied and then whispered wickedly, “Is that what you call him when 
you …”  
 
Hermione blushed again as she exclaimed, “Ginny!” But at least she 
wasn’t as nervous as she had been.  
 
She straightened her robes and put Crookshanks back into his carrier. 
She would be taken him up to her room along with the partially packed 
trunk she’d brought from Hogwarts that morning. All part of the effort 
to make things appear completely normal. 
 
The Sorting and feast over, and all her Head Girl duties fulfilled, 
Hermione left Lavender and Parvati chatting in the seventh years’ sitting 
room with a weary, “Goodnight.” She gratefully closed the door behind 
her as she stepped into her own room. All of the worry and nervousness 
of the day caught up with her and she was suddenly very tired. She spied 
the vase of roses on her bedside table and a warm glow settled in her 
heart. With all he’d had to do today, Severus had thought of that? Of 
course, she had seen him at the Sorting, scowling down at the room 



from the High Table where he sat between Professor Sprout and Remus 
Lupin. He looked so typically like ‘Professor Snape’ that Hermione 
found it hard to believe that she had kissed the little mole she knew was 
hidden under his clothing, right above his left hip bone. Thinking about 
where those kisses usually led made her blush, and she hastily turned her 
head away. 
 
“No, Crooks, we’re not going down there tonight,” she told the Kneazle 
waiting patiently by the Floo. Hermione turned to the picture hanging 
by her door and reached out to scratch little pink unicorn’s mane. He 
nickered at her. “Would you please tell him ‘thank you for the roses’ and 
‘goodnight’ for me?” The unicorn whinnied and galloped off to visit his 
twin in Severus’s room. Hermione took a deep whiff of the fragrant 
perfume wafting from the roses and climbed into bed. It was strange not 
to feel Severus’s hard, warm body next to her. After a few moments 
Crookshanks gave up his sentry post and jumped up on the bed. 
Hermione hugged and petted him and tried to pretend that she was in 
Severus’s arms. Tomorrow would bring the real test: her first Potions 
class. It was some time before she fell asleep. 
 
Chapter 7. Trials and Tribulations 
 
 
AN: Many thanks to those who have left reviews; I do appreciate them. Please 
remember that this was written before HBP was published. 
 
The door to the Potions classroom flew open with a snap and then 
slammed shut with a loud bang. The N.E.W.T.-level students didn’t 
even flinch. 
 
“Good afternoon, Professor Snape,” cooed Pansy, fluttering her 
eyelashes at him as he glided down the steps to the lectern. 
 
“Miss Parkinson,” Professor Snape acknowledged her with a sharp nod. 
He faced the class and scanned the room with his sharp eyes. “Ah, yes, 
another year begins; your N.E.W.T. year. Today’s lesson shall reveal 
who among you has prepared for the challenge ...” He tilted his head 
toward Draco before continuing, “and who frittered away the summer 
in mindless pursuits.” His cold gaze turned to rest on Harry and Ron. 
“But before we begin …” Severus paused again, and he glanced at 
Hermione for one brief moment. “The Headmaster has decreed that 



advanced students be introduced to the concept of inter-house 
cooperation. I daresay it shall prove an interesting experiment.” His lips 
curled in opposition to his words. “Take the seats I assign.” 
 
The students eyed each other warily as Professor Snape announced 
seating assignments. Hermione was relieved that he did not place Harry 
with a Slytherin; he was paired with Terry Boot, a Ravenclaw. Ron was 
quite pleased to be seated next to another Ravenclaw, pretty Padma 
Patil, and he received envious looks from several of the young wizards. 
 
“Miss Granger, join Mr. Malfoy.” Professor Snape sneered at her. 
“Perhaps the class will finally be free from your incessant whispering 
and hissing now that you are paired with a competent partner.” 
 
Hermione almost giggled with relief. She could do this. This wizard, this 
‘Professor Snape,’ with his habitual glower and his stiff posture, was so 
far removed from the ‘Severus’ with hot, dark eyes who held her every 
night that she could do it—she could keep them separate. She replied, 
“Yes, Professor Snape,” gathered her books, and moved down to sit 
beside Draco.  
 
“Just leave me alone, Mudblood,” said Draco nastily. 
 
“Not to worry, Malfoy,” Hermione retorted. She pulled out the 
ingredients she needed and began to create the day’s potion. 
 
Draco stared at her distrustfully for a moment and then started his own 
work. He followed Hermione’s progress out of the corner of his eye as 
he chopped and mixed his potion. Her actions were quick and efficient, 
and he relaxed just a bit. If Granger thought she’d had it rough sitting 
next to Longbottom all those years, she should have traded places with 
him! He’d mollycoddled both Crabbe and Goyle through their first five 
years. Of course, he’d soon discovered that he didn’t actually have to get 
them to make the right potion—just prevent explosions. Then he would 
ladle three samples from his own caldron, and Crabbe and Goyle would 
label two as theirs. Draco knew that Snape had not been fooled. 
However, as long the other students didn’t catch him at it, Snape turned 
a blind eye.  
 
Draco was so immersed in his own thoughts that he jumped sideways 
and nearly knocked his cauldron over when Hermione pulled her wand 



from her sleeve.  
 
With a disdainful sniff, Hermione pointed her wand at her cauldron and 
spoke the required incantation. Her potion shimmered into the viscous, 
sapphire blue gel that the instructions described. She nodded in self-
affirmation, and then muttered somewhat spitefully, “Still a twitchy little 
ferret, aren’t you?”  
 
Hermione knew instantly when Professor Snape turned in their 
direction. He slipped up behind them and leaned over the workstation. 
She turned her head and drew in a sharp breath as Severus’s hair 
brushed her cheek. The now-familiar scar was tantalizingly close to her 
lips, and his citrus and bergamot scent surrounded her. The room 
suddenly seemed much too warm. 
 
“Is there a problem here?” asked Professor Snape silkily, focusing on 
Draco and ignoring Hermione. 
 
“No, sir.” Hermione’s breathy voice betrayed her thoughts. Severus’s 
head snapped around and for a moment desire sparked between them.  
 
Severus clenched his teeth and ground out harshly, “Well, then, Miss 
Granger, why are you not finished? It appears that you have over-stirred 
your potion. Mr. Malfoy, excellent work.” He swept away to monitor 
other students’ progress. 
 
Outrage replaced desire as Hermione looked at her perfectly prepared 
concoction. She expected a snide remark from Draco, but he seemed 
distracted. He was nervously watching Severus—Professor Snape—
Hermione reminded herself, as he circled the room. As she bottled and 
labelled her own sample, Hermione wondered what Draco was thinking. 
 
Later that evening, after she finished her homework and spent some 
time chatting with her friends in the Gryffindor common room, 
Hermione bid goodnight to her dorm mates and rode the Floo down to 
Severus’s apartments. Crookshanks jumped from her arms and claimed 
his favourite spot on the sofa. As usual, Hermione steadied herself on 
the chair in front of the fireplace until the discomfort of Floo travel 
passed. She leaned over the back of the chair to loop her arms around 
Severus’s neck. 
 



“My potion was perfect,” she scolded. “Did you miss me last night?”  
 
Surprised at how much he really had missed her—so much so that he’d 
slept on her side of the bed—but not about to admit to it, Severus 
responded with a grunt. 
 
Hermione laughed, and kissed the top of his head. “Well, I missed you. 
It was too quiet; I’ve gotten used to your snoring. But thank you for the 
flowers.” 
 
A peculiar look crossed Severus’s face. He’d been puzzled when that 
ridiculous unicorn had charged into the room to relay Hermione’s 
message, but he soon concluded that the flowers had been the work of 
that brainless house-elf. He considered telling her the truth, but the soft 
smile he saw on her face when he looked up stopped him. He reasoned 
that she would be disappointed if she knew, and taking credit for it 
wasn’t such a big lie, was it? He reached up and pulled on Hermione’s 
arm to bring her around to face him, and then changed the subject. 
 
“Hermione, you have to be more careful, you cannot look at me like 
that during class,” he cautioned.  
 
“I … I know,” Hermione replied hesitantly. “But when you leaned over 
me, it just happened. All I could think about was kissing you. Don’t get 
so close.” 
 
Severus couldn’t help feeling a bit smug at her admission. A quick tug to 
her arm upset Hermione’s balance, and she tumbled into his lap.  
 
“Severus!” she shrieked, laughing. Her heart raced; the look she saw on 
Severus’s face reminded her of the one he’d worn when he carried her 
through the castle on their wedding day.  
 
Truth be told, Severus was himself taken aback by his actions. He only 
knew that last night—when he’d watched Hermione enter the Great 
Hall with Potter’s hand on her shoulder—he’d been blindsided by a 
wave of possessiveness as strong as the one he’d felt when he spoke the 
Bonding Charm. He’d had a primal urge to grab Hermione and whisk 
her away from Potter and Weasley and every other wizard in the room. 
And today in class, it had been no different. His intense emotions must 
surely indicate a flaw in the bonding charm. He would have to consult 



Flitwick—assuming he could bring himself to admit to such a lack of 
control. But right now there were more important things to think about: 
the tempting sight of Hermione’s mouth opening for his kiss and the 
soft press of her flesh against his body. 
 
He leaned over her, his breath caressing her ear as he whispered, “How 
close?” One hand slid under her blouse to fondle her. “Is this too 
close?”  
 
Hermione wriggled against him and sighed happily. “Not nearly close 
enough,” she demurred.  
 
“Well, wife, I shall have to do something about that,” he responded. 
Muttering a quick spell to lighten his sweet burden, Severus stood, and 
Hermione clamped her legs around his waist as he carried her into the 
bedroom. 
 
Severus sat down on the bed, ended the spell and cradled Hermione’s 
full weight against his body. He pushed against her. “Close enough?” 
 
Hermione shook her head. She pressed back, rubbing herself against his 
growing hardness. “I want to feel all of you.” She captured his mouth in 
a kiss and tugged at his clothing while he worked to free her from hers. 
Finally they were skin to skin, Hermione draped across Severus. She 
stroked the sharp features of his face, scattered kisses across his chest, 
and murmured insistently, “Closer.” 
 
Severus leaned back against the pillows. “Go ahead then,” he invited 
her. “Take what you want.” She bent down and took his mouth in a 
slow, deep kiss before sliding down his torso, planting kisses along the 
way. 
 
Hermione bit her lip as she eased herself over Severus. She let out a soft 
moan of satisfaction as she took him inside herself and nestled against 
his hips. For a long moment she held herself still, enjoying the feeling of 
him filling her. 
 
Severus’s gaze swept up from the smooth plane of Hermione’s belly, 
lingering on her breasts before finally resting on her face with its intense 
look of concentration. “Close enough?” he asked once more as he 
brushed his fingers across her stomach. 



 
“Oh, yes.” Resting her hands behind her on his thighs, Hermione began 
to move with a slow, steady rhythm.  
 
“I beg to differ,” Severus returned. While he enjoyed the sight of her 
supple body riding his, he wanted to feel more of her. 
 
Hermione sent him a slightly anxious look. Was she doing this wrong? 
 
“Lean forward for me, Hermione. I want to touch you,” he 
commanded.  
 
Hermione’s faced cleared. “Like this?” she teased. She bent forward and 
skimmed just the tips of her nipples across his chest. Her hair fell across 
her face and tickled his shoulders.  
 
“Like this,” he countered, stretching her out and reaching up to kiss her. 
 
Hermione had no complaints. She continued to move against him, 
revelling in the gentle tickle of his rough hairs against her smooth 
stomach, the touch of his hands and lips on her body and the steady rise 
of tension deep within her. Her breathing became erratic as she neared 
her peak, and she arched back upright.  
 
Severus smiled at her slyly as he took her hand and guided it between 
them, directing her fingers to stroke her most sensitive spot. “Let go, 
Hermione,” he urged. “Let go for me.” As her head fell back and her 
eyes closed, and as she cried out his name when she tightened around 
him, Severus felt a strong surge of satisfaction. He made her respond 
like this; her reaction was for him alone. Not for Potter, not for 
Weasley, not for anyone else—only for him. He gripped her hips firmly 
and brought her down to meet his fierce thrusts, burying himself deep 
inside her as he found his own release. 
 
Hermione sank back down onto Severus’s chest, and he ran his fingers 
through her hair as she lay across him. She raised her head and stroked 
his cheek with the back of her hand. “Close enough?” she asked 
mischievously, kissing the tip of his nose. 
 
Severus answered by gently pulling her hair. Hermione shifted to lie next 
to him and pillowed her head on his shoulder, while her fingers drew 



circles on his chest. 
 
“I’m glad you didn’t put Harry with a Slytherin,” she said absently, her 
thoughts returning to the afternoon Potions class.  
 
“I do have some sense of self-preservation,” he returned dryly. “And 
Mr. Boot is intelligent enough; perhaps he can prevent Potter from 
poisoning someone.” 
 
“Harry’s not stupid,” Hermione protested, stiffening a bit. 
 
“Potter is only in my class because I was forced to accept him,” Severus 
retorted sharply. “His Potions O.W.L. was not sufficient to warrant it on 
merit.” 
 
“Professor Dumbledore made you take Harry?” she asked, curiosity 
outweighing her desire to defend her friend. 
 
“No, although no doubt he would have made yet another exception for 
him.” Severus hesitated and then continued reluctantly, “The Dark Lord 
suggested that I would have more access to Potter if he remained in my 
class.” 
 
Hermione stifled her urge to giggle at Severus’s bitter tone, sobering as 
she realized how circumscribed his life was. Everything he did, including 
his marriage to her, was dictated by outside forces. “Well, you made 
Ron’s day.”  
 
Severus acknowledged her comment with a shrug.  
 
“Do you realize that I was paired with Malfoy in every class today?” she 
asked, disgust colouring her voice.  
 
Severus smirked. “It was your idea,” he reminded her. 
 
“I suppose it’s not that bad. It could have been Pansy.” Hermione 
grimaced. 
 
“Miss Parkinson takes after her mother, the original bitch of a witch.” 
Severus spoke absently; he was more focused on Hermione’s fingers 
drawing patterns on his stomach than he was on her words. Maybe she 



was up for more closeness. 
 
This time Hermione did giggle, and Severus brought himself up sharply. 
He was naked with a student—albeit his wife—talking about her 
classmates. “This conversation is inappropriate,” he said stiffly.  
 
“I won’t tell anyone,” Hermione protested. “And we have far bigger 
secrets than what you think about Pansy Parkinson and her mother.” 
 
“Nevertheless,” he said firmly, “you are a still a student, and I am a 
Professor. I have no interest in gossiping about your schoolmates. Go to 
sleep, Hermione.” He rolled away from her. 
 
Hermione looked at the back of his head in bewilderment, feeling just a 
little bit hurt. “Severus?” Everything had been fine a moment ago. He 
didn’t answer. She whispered a puzzled, “Goodnight,” shrugged into a 
nightshirt and lay back down next to his tense form.  
 
His muttered, “Nox” plunged the room into darkness. Despite her 
unease, Hermione was tired, and she soon drifted into a restless sleep. 
Severus stared into the darkness for some time. He’d been far too curt 
with her, but the reminder of her youth had dampened his passion and 
left him feeling bleak. He’d gotten used to thinking of her as his lover; 
he’d almost forgotten that her sole reason for being with him was to 
advance the fight against the Dark Lord.  
 
Hermione tossed and turned in her sleep and Severus sighed. He rolled 
back over and pulled her close. Hermione soon relaxed against him. 
Severus held her while she slept, although his own thoughts kept him 
awake for most of the night.  
 
Severus was gone when Hermione woke. She watched him at the High 
Table during breakfast, and his expression was as remote as could be. 
She shivered.  
 
“Something wrong?” Harry asked.  
 
“I’m not sure,” Hermione replied. She pushed her food around her plate 
for a while and then left the Great Hall with Harry following close 
behind her.  
 



That evening she stepped from the Floo and glanced cautiously toward 
Severus’s desk. He lifted his head momentarily but said nothing. 
Hermione stood uncertainly by the fireplace for a few uncomfortable 
seconds and then sat down. She opened her Transfiguration text and 
tried to concentrate on her studies. After a while, Severus put down his 
quill, pushed away from the desk, and came to stand in front of her. 
Hermione looked up with a hesitant expression.  
 
“Severus,” Hermione began, “about last night …” She trailed off as he 
frowned. 
 
“It is late.”  
 
“I know, but—”  
 
“But what?” he said impatiently. “There is nothing to discuss.” 
 
Hermione’s temper flared. “Don’t take that tone with me. If you don’t 
want me to talk about school, that’s fine. But I didn’t ask for this any 
more than you did. I can’t change who I am. I’m a student—which 
doesn’t seem to bother you when the lights are out.” 
 
Severus sat down on the ottoman. As much as he hated to admit it, she 
was right. It was his problem, not hers. He stared at the wall for a 
moment and then said, “Hermione, I …” He broke off and avoided her 
eyes, his hair swinging in front of his face. 
 
Hermione brushed his hair back behind his ear. “I think the words you 
want are ‘I’m sorry.’” 
 
Severus’s sideways glance held a little bit of guilt and some 
apprehension, but his mouth quirked up in a half smile. “Perhaps you 
think too much,” he returned. “Come to bed, wife.” He held out his 
hand.  
 
Hermione remained seated. “It’s only three words, Severus.” 
 
“Come to bed.” That little half smile reappeared. 
 
Hermione repressed her own smile. “Not those three.”  
 



Severus leaned over and kissed her, parting her pursed lips. “Come to 
bed.” Hermione shook her head. He kissed her again, tipping her head 
back and caressing her cheek with his thumb. “Come to bed,” he 
whispered in her ear. 
 
Hermione shook her head again, her lips tightening. “Not until you 
apologize, Severus.” 
 
Severus tensed. Hermione noticed a haunted look spring into his eyes. It 
reminded her of the expression he’d worn when he’d been forced to sit 
at the back of the room during an Order meeting. Severus didn’t even 
see her reach for him—his thoughts were far away. 
 
“So proud for such a sorry excuse for a son,” Severus heard his father’s voice sneer. 
“You will apologize to me, Severus.” 
 
The gawky teenager on the floor remained silent; he’d done nothing wrong and he 
wouldn’t grovel just to please the old bastard. He gritted his teeth, determined not to 
wince at the pain in his jaw. He clutched his wand tightly.  
 
“Apologize! Or I shall not send you back to Hogwarts. You are plenty old enough to 
support yourself. I do not have money to waste on such an insolent mongrel.” 
 
Not go back to Hogwarts? He’d just finished his O.W.L. year. “But Mother 
said—” 
 
“Silence! Do not mention that witch! She is dead and good riddance to her. Why I 
ever tied myself to such a—” 
 
“I apologize, Father. I am sorry; it will not happen again,” Severus cried. He could 
not bear to hear his father disparage his mother. 
 
His father’s fist flashed again. “I accept your apology,” he answered mockingly. “But 
you still need a lesson in humility.”  
--------------------------- 
 
“Apologize to Evans, Snivellus!” 
 
Severus looked up from the ground into James Potter’s snarling face. He spat out the 
pink soap bubbles that were still foaming from his mouth. He would not apologize for 
calling Lily ‘Mudblood,’ even though he knew his Mother would have been 



disappointed in him. She hated that epithet.  
 
“Slytherin is not synonymous with bigot, Severus. And intelligent wizards have no 
need for profanity.”  
 
Severus could hear her voice in his head and for a moment he was lost in his grief. 
That moment cost him. Potter hexed him and once again Severus found himself 
hanging upside down in mid-air. Totally humiliated and utterly alone, he eyed his 
laughing and jeering classmates with malevolence.  
 
“Dumbledore’s coming!” The students scattered at the warning. Severus picked 
himself up and slunk away. He would make Potter and Black pay for this. 
 
Later, his conscience pricking just a little, he waited in the Entrance Hall near the 
hourglasses. She was alone. “Evans,” he called, stepping out from the shadows. “I 
didn’t mean … I am sorry,” Severus stuttered. Lily wasn’t like Potter and Black; 
she, at least, had expressed condolences when his mother died. 
 
Those brilliant green eyes softened. “It’s okay, Severus,” replied Lily. She put a hand 
on his arm.  
 
Unaccustomed to such casual contact, Severus flinched.  
 
Lily misunderstood. Her eyes narrowed, and she snatched her hand away. “Don’t 
worry, Snivellus. I won’t soil you with my Mudblood touch again.” She swept away 
with a haughty toss of her head.  
----------------------------- 
 
The pain in his limbs seemed never-ending. “Forgive me, Master. I have always been 
your loyal servant.” The words were whispered painfully through cracked and bleeding 
lips. Severus lay before the newly recreated body of Lord Voldemort; the fire of the 
Cruciatus Curse burning through him. 
 
“Dumbledore has publicly proclaimed you his puppet,” Voldemort countered. “If you 
were loyal to me, why does he defend you?” 
 
“He suspected my loyalty to you. I convinced him that I was working for him in order 
to be of service to you. Did I not give you good information? Did I not help Wormtail 
escape when the werewolf and that cur Black had him cornered? Did I not provide 
Crouch the means to help Potter complete the Tournament? I am sorry, Master; sorry 
that I was not more forthcoming. Forgive me.” Severus whispered the words 



desperately. Dumbledore’s plan was failing and now he could hope only for a quick 
death. He screamed hoarsely as Voldemort cursed him again. 
 
“I do not forgive. I do not forget. You are of little worth, Severus Snape, yet I shall let 
you atone for your lapse. Get up and return to Hogwarts. You are my agent, my eyes 
and ears against Dumbledore. Do not disappoint me.” 
 
Severus rolled to his knees with difficulty. He stretched out to kiss the hem of 
Voldemort’s robes. “You are merciful, Master. I shall not fail you.” At Voldemort’s 
gesture, he rose and walked back through the graveyard with as much dignity as he 
could muster. As he passed a large, cracked gravestone, he stumbled and fell. Lying 
in the dirt retching from pain, and trying to gather the strength to Disapparate, his 
thoughts were bitter. Once again, he’d humiliated himself. Once again, he’d been 
forced to apologize, and once again, he’d been punished for it. 
 
A soft voice broke into his unhappy reverie. “Severus?” He blinked, and 
Hermione’s concerned face came into focus. She kissed his cheek and 
whispered soothingly, “Come to bed, Severus.” She held out her hand. 
Severus took it automatically and followed her into the bedroom.  
 
He undressed without saying a word and Hermione watched him 
worriedly. “Severus, what’s wrong?” She pulled on his arm. He lay down 
on the bed, but turned away from her. He felt Hermione’s arm snake 
around his waist as she snuggled into his stiff back. She whispered 
gently, “Let it go, Severus. Whatever it is—it doesn’t matter now.” 
 
But he knew it did. Apologies and remorse left one weak and vulnerable 
and open to attack. He could not afford to give this witch any more 
power over him than she already had.  

 
 
For the second morning in a row, Severus was gone when Hermione 
woke. It proved to be the beginning of a trend. Severus withdrew into 
the polite shell he’d worn during the first weeks of their marriage. It 
seemed that the only time Hermione saw any expression in his eyes was 
when they were in the bedroom. Even there, it was different. He rarely 
held her through the night, and while his touch still excited her, some of 
the tenderness and playfulness that had been central to their lovemaking 
was gone. Hermione was puzzled and frustrated. She missed the easy 
camaraderie they’d developed before school started. But she didn’t know 
how to bring it back.  



 
Hermione was also incredibly busy. She was amazed at the number of 
inane problems the other students expected the Head Girl to solve. She 
didn’t want to be perceived to be shirking her duties, and she didn’t 
want to give anyone cause to wonder where she went at night. So she 
spent hours in the Gryffindor common room, made herself visible at 
school functions, and dealt with every petty problem that was brought 
to her attention. Hermione’s homework planner became crammed so 
full of tasks, engagements, and notes that it squawked when she tried to 
make new entries.  
 
“You don’t have a Time-Turner, missy, and there are only twenty-four hours in 
day!” the prissy voice reprimanded her. 
 
The fact that many of the students refused to interact with Draco only 
increased her burden. She’d noticed how Draco avoided Severus’s 
eyes—almost as if he were deliberately trying to hide his thoughts. But 
she didn’t relay this information to Severus; he’d made it clear he didn’t 
want her to talk about students. She also didn’t tell him that she and 
Draco seemed to have reached an uneasy peace. Malfoy was still 
frequently rude to her, but for the most part they worked well together 
in class when they had to—and ignored each other when they did not. 

 
 
Hermione looked up from the rock on her desk and reread the 
instructions Professor McGonagall had written on the chalkboard. 
Today, they were to transfigure rocks into chickens. “Gives a new 
meaning to stone soup,” she murmured. 
 
“Stone soup?” Draco turned puzzled grey eyes to her. “Why would 
anyone eat soup made from stones?” 
 
“It’s a Muggle fable,” Hermione answered. Ignoring the look of distaste 
on Draco’s face, she continued, “During a time of famine a stranger 
wandered into a village looking for food. When none of the villagers 
would give him food, he set up a pot in the middle of the square and 
began to boil water. He took a stone from his pocket and dropped it 
into the pot. The villagers were curious and asked what he was making. 
He told them ‘stone soup.’ He talked about how wonderful the soup 
would taste, but how much better it would be with a little onion and 
some salt. One of the villagers remembered that he had a few onions, 



another brought salt. Then another offered carrots, another a few stalks 
of celery, and still another contributed a bit of rabbit, and so on. Soon a 
savory soup bubbled in the pot and the villagers and the stranger 
enjoyed a hot meal together.” 
 
“Fascinating,” scoffed Draco. “What’s the point?” 
 
“The story teaches children that by cooperating and by sharing, by 
working together, people can accomplish great things.” 
 
“More likely it teaches them how to gull unsuspecting fools,” Draco 
replied mockingly. 
 
Hermione eyed him with exasperated amusement. “Slytherin,” she said, 
but there was no malice in her tone. 
 
“Gryffindor,” he retorted in the same tone. He turned his attention to 
his stone. As he said the incantation he sneezed. His wand slipped from 
his wings and clattered to the desk. Wings? “What the …!” he 
exclaimed. He flapped the downy white wings helplessly. Hermione’s 
stone-turned-chicken pecked at Draco’s feathers and clucked excitedly. 
 
Hermione covered her mouth with her hands, stifling her laughter. 
“Interesting spell, Malfoy.”  
 
Professor McGonagall was busy working with Dean Thomas, and had 
not noticed that anything was amiss. Draco scowled at Hermione, but 
said nothing. 
 
“Would it kill you to tell me what you want?” asked Hermione, thinking 
as much of Severus as of Draco. She sighed, but pulled her chicken away 
from him. Then she flicked her wand and reversed the spell. Draco 
flexed his fingers and picked up his wand. Hermione waited in vain for a 
‘thank you’ while she watched Draco transfigure his rock into a black-
feathered rooster.  
 
“Very good, Mr. Malfoy. You too, Miss Granger,” Professor 
McGonagall praised them. “Five points each to Gryffindor and 
Slytherin.” She beamed at them when they thanked her.  
 
When Professor McGonagall moved to another desk, Hermione 



muttered, “See, isn’t my interpretation of the fable better than yours?”  
 
Startled, Draco considered her words. “It has some appeal,” he 
acknowledged. The slight twist of his lips had Hermione wondering if he 
wasn’t talking about more than this lesson.  
 
But if Hermione’s interactions with Draco seemed to be improving, her 
relationship with Severus was deteriorating. She didn’t understand why 
he was so distant and so tense. She seemed to be seeing a lot more of 
Professor Snape than she did of Severus, even when they were alone 
together.  
 
For his part, Severus found himself suffering from unexpected 
loneliness. He missed looking up from his work to see Hermione curled 
up in his chair, chewing on her lip as she read from one massive text or 
another. He missed the dinner conversations they’d had before school 
started, and he even missed her presence in his private lab where he 
continued work on the Transmogrification Elixir. He watched her from his 
seat at the High Table during meals and from shadows in the hallways 
between classes—watched her laughing and talking with her friends and 
schoolmates—and he felt more isolated than ever. He wanted her to 
laugh with him, and to smile at him, and he wanted to hex every wizard 
who dared to touch her—especially Potter, who seemed to be glued to 
his wife’s side with a Permanent Sticking Charm. Severus told himself 
that he was being foolish. He had always been content with his own 
company. He certainly did not require the companionship of a teenage 
witch. But that didn’t stop him from waiting for her to emerge from the 
Floo each night, or from scowling each time she left him with an 
apologetic smile when that blasted pink unicorn told her that someone 
was at her door in Gryffindor Tower.  

 
 
“Do you know how late it is?” Severus frowned at Hermione as she 
emerged from the Floo. “Curfew was more than an hour ago.” 
 
“I was in my dorm; I wasn’t breaking curfew,” she replied defensively. 
“But there was a party and I couldn’t leave.” 
 
“A party? You said nothing about a party.” 
 
“It was a surprise. I didn’t know about it. Harry—” 



 
“Potter! I do not care what Potter was doing,” he snarled. “You should 
have been here earlier.” 
 
“But Severus,” protested Hermione. She wanted to explain that she 
couldn’t have left; Ginny and Harry had arranged a surprise party for her 
birthday. “I had to stay—” 
 
“Why? So you could be with Potter? You have a responsibility and a 
duty.” Severus spat the words through clenched teeth, his face set in a 
look of antipathy that he usually reserved for Harry. “Do you expect me 
to merely bide my time while you indulge in foolishness? I assure you 
that I did not beg for the privilege of fathering your child. If you cannot 
be bothered to fulfil your obligations, say so now, and I shall turn my 
full attention to defeating the Dark Lord and stop wasting it humouring 
a silly little witch.” He glared at Hermione’s stunned face, turned on his 
heel, and slammed the door behind him as he stormed out of the room. 
 
Severus stalked down the empty hallway, his face grim. He knew that 
she would want to take part in house events—knew she had to behave 
like any other student. But she was spending less and less time with him, 
and last night she’d been called away by a whining witch crying about 
some insult or injury. When she’d returned, she had rebuffed his 
attempts at intimacy with a weary plea about an early prefects meeting. 
Yet tonight she’d gone to a party? And with Potter?  
 
Hermione stared at the door in shock. What had just happened? Why 
was he so angry? What did he want from her? An obligation—was that 
all he thought of her? Just one more check mark on his ‘To Do’ list: 1) 
get Hermione pregnant, and 2) vanquish the Dark Lord. Some birthday 
this had turned out to be. She put her head down against the back of the 
sofa and cried.  
 
Several hours later, Severus stared down at his sleeping wife. He could 
see traces of tears on her face and he sighed. It was clear that she had 
cried herself to sleep. Crookshanks’ yellow eyes watched him 
unblinkingly, while his tail swished and curled in anger. The Kneazle 
growled when Severus bent to pick up Hermione.  
 
Severus glared at him. “Try it,” he warned. “You would make a passable 
footstool.”  



 
Crookshanks glared back and followed Severus as he carried Hermione 
into the bedroom.  
 
Severus put Hermione on the bed and watched as she coiled into herself 
protectively. He lay down next to her and pulled her into his arms, 
stroking her hair and her back in soothing motions.  
 
Crookshanks eyed Severus balefully for several minutes before he curled 
up at the end of the bed, his tail still swishing and beating against the 
mattress.  
 
Severus closed his eyes, but couldn’t erase the image he had of the shock 
and hurt that had been on Hermione’s face when he’d screamed at her. 
He didn’t know why he’d been so angry. He remembered how his father 
had bullied and abused his mother—was he no better? He’d spent hours 
patrolling the castle hallways and tramping across its grounds before 
he’d been able to calm himself. He fell into an exhausted sleep 
wondering how he was going to explain his actions to Hermione when 
he didn’t understand them himself. 
 
8. Chasms and Bridges 
 
 
AN: This chapter was originally incorporated within Chapter 7, but it was too long 
to post. Please remember that this was written before HBP was published.  
 
“Hey, Hermione!” Seamus called out to her from a worktable across the 
Potions classroom. “Did we surprise you last night?” 
 
“It was a surprise all right,” she agreed dully, thinking more of Severus’s 
reaction than of the party. She had been asleep when he’d come back to 
his rooms last night. He must have carried or levitated her to bed, for 
this morning she’d woken to find her head on his shoulder, and his 
fingers tangled in her hair. She’d left before she had to face him—angry 
that he’d come to bed with her as if nothing had happened, and angry 
with herself for turning to him during the night after he’d treated her so 
poorly. 
 
“How come you left so early? You didn’t even eat any cake.”  
 



Hermione turned to face him. “I wasn’t feeling well, Seamus,” she lied. 
Of course, now it was the truth; fretting and worrying all day had given 
her both a stomach-ache and a headache.  
 
Seamus took note of her pale face and dull eyes and grimaced. “That’s 
rough … getting sick on your birthday.”  
 
Professor Snape’s hand froze on the doorknob, and his head snapped 
around as he heard Seamus’s remark as he entered the classroom. 
Yesterday had been Hermione’s birthday? Her eighteenth birthday, he 
realized. Then last night’s party had been for her. He slammed the door 
behind him and covered his consternation with a caustic remark. “Mr. 
Finnegan, surely it is not too much to ask for you to conduct your social 
life outside of class? Miss Granger, five points from Gryffindor.” 
 
Hermione stared at him resentfully. She supposed that he would want 
her to feel grateful that he’d taken points from her and not from 
Seamus—under their agreement with the headmaster, Gryffindor 
wouldn’t lose those points—but right now she really didn’t care. She 
ignored him as she set out her tools and ingredients for the day’s lesson. 
 
Severus looked up from Hermione’s workstation to meet Harry Potter’s 
indignant glare. He returned the look with a sneer and stalked over to 
the lectern, turning random pages in the text as he composed himself. 
 
Draco cocked his head and drawled, “Your birthday, Granger?”  
 
Hermione rounded on him. She’d had enough of Slytherins. “Whatever 
snide comment you were going to make, Malfoy, consider it said,” she 
hissed. 
 
“I was merely going to wish you a ‘Happy Birthday,’” he replied 
innocently. Hermione snorted. “Really,” he protested. “My birthday is 
next week; plenty of time for you to buy a gift in Hogsmeade this 
weekend.” 
 
Hermione raised an incredulous eyebrow, but her mouth quirked up 
momentarily. “I’ll give you what you gave me, Malfoy, how’s that?” To 
her surprise, he seemed to be suppressing a grin.  
 
Professor Snape began to speak, and Hermione turned to face the front 



of the room, although she heard not one word of the lecture. She steeled 
herself for her next encounter with Severus; whatever she felt, she knew 
that she would do her part to carry out the requirements of the 
prophecy. She wouldn’t put Harry at a disadvantage when it came to 
fighting Voldemort just because she was unhappy. 
 
That evening, Hermione arrived in the dungeon at exactly ten o’clock. 
She walked directly into the bedroom without even glancing at Severus. 
She unbuttoned her school robe, shrugged out of it, and laid it on a 
chair. Severus heard the ‘thunk’ her shoes made as they landed in their 
usual spot against the wall. He followed her, but stopped short in the 
doorway when he saw that she was lying naked on the bed.  
 
“Hermione?” He’d anticipated spending some time placating her, but 
here she was—spread out for him like a sumptuous feast—just like he’d 
imagined her while he waited for her last night. He felt the blood rush to 
his groin, and he moved toward her. “Hermione?” he asked again, his 
voice husky. Then he noticed her shuttered expression. “What are you 
doing?” 
 
“I’m ready, sir,” she responded in a tight voice, “ready and willing to 
fulfil my obligations.” She stared at him defiantly.  
 
Severus remembered the words he’d thrown at her last night: duty, 
responsibility, and obligation. As realization dawned in his eyes, and 
anger replaced desire, Hermione’s eyes shifted away. She focused her 
attention on a small stain on the ceiling.  
 
Severus swore. He clenched his fists by his side, determined not to lose 
his temper again. He summoned Hermione’s robe and thrust it at her. 
“Put that on,” he ordered. “And cease this childish display. You were 
not forced into this arrangement, and you are free to leave anytime.” He 
took a deep breath. “I did not know that yesterday was your birthday,” 
he said stiffly. 
 
Hermione’s eyes flashed, and all of her pent up anger and hurt boiled 
over. “And that makes everything okay?” she scorned. “What if it hadn’t 
been my birthday? Why, Severus, why did you attack me like that?” 
 
Severus avoided her gaze. “Hermione, it was a long day,” he 
prevaricated. He wasn’t willing to tell her the truth: that he’d been 



blinded by his loathing and jealousy of Harry Potter, and his need to be 
with her.  
 
“So you took it out on me?” Her voice wavered as she said, “You didn’t 
even let me explain.” Her anger was fading, leaving only the hurt. “Why, 
Severus, why wouldn’t you let me tell you what happened? I know what 
we have to do, and I came as soon as I could without causing suspicion. 
And you just shouted at me …” She blinked back her tears. She wasn’t 
going to cry. 
 
Severus sat down next to her, but not touching her, his normally agile 
mind failing him as he struggled to find the right words. “It was a long 
day,” he said again, “and it was late; I was hasty …” He trailed off as 
Hermione sniffed. 
 
“Is that supposed to be an apology?” she asked crossly. When Severus 
didn’t answer, she snapped, “Never mind.” She swiped her hands across 
her eyes and stood. “I know better than to expect one anyway, don’t I?” 
She ran into the bathroom and shut the door. Leaning against it, she 
closed her eyes as the tears threatened again. “I’m not going to cry,” she 
whispered to herself, swallowing the lump in her throat. “He’s not 
worth it.” She steadied herself against the sink and splashed cool water 
on her face.  
 
Walking back into the bedroom, she found that Severus had left. 
Sighing, she curled up in a chair. Maybe this was the prophecy’s way of 
getting back at them for trying to manipulate fate. Should she go back 
up to Gryffindor? But no, Severus was right. She hadn’t been forced 
into this marriage. They’d made the decision together. He was right, she 
had acted childishly. But then, she was right too. He owed her an 
apology for his actions last night. Hermione opened a book but didn’t 
read, wondering instead what she would say to Severus when he 
returned. 
 
It was after midnight when Severus pulled the book from Hermione’s 
slack fingers, noting dryly that carrying his sleeping wife to bed was fast 
becoming habit. A quiet “Nox” dimmed the candles. He laid Hermione 
on the bed and kissed her cheek.  
 
Hermione’s eyes fluttered open. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I shouldn’t 
have done that.”  



 
The knot in Severus’s chest softened a little. He put a finger to her lips 
and said gruffly, “It was not your fault.” That was the nearest thing to an 
apology that he could bring himself to make. 
 
Hermione searched his face, but his expression was hidden in the 
darkness. She slid her hands behind his neck and pulled him down to 
her, seeking the comfort of his kisses and his embrace. It seemed to be 
the way they communicated best.  

 
 
The first Quidditch match of the year was held on crisp and clear 
October day. Hermione bundled herself into a warm cloak and wrapped 
her Gryffindor scarf around her neck before making her way out to the 
pitch. She really should be studying, but Harry and Ginny had made her 
promise to attend. She climbed the stairs to the Gryffindor bleachers 
and took a seat near Lavender and Seamus. The hard line of Lavender’s 
mouth and the pugnacious tilt of Seamus’s jaw seemed to indicate that 
all was not well in their romance.  
 
Hermione stifled a sigh, thinking of the silly argument she and Severus 
had had this morning. She was tired: tired of fighting, tired of crying, 
and just plain tired. The unspoken truce they’d struck after her birthday 
had eased the tension, but there was still a gulf between them. She 
watched him from across the stands as he sat down in the Slytherin 
section. His features were in sharp profile, and his green and silver scarf 
brought bright relief to his usual black garb. Severus caught her staring 
and frowned at her.  
 
‘What else would he do?’ Hermione thought bitterly. ‘One smile 
wouldn’t kill him, would it?’ She took herself to task. Of course it would. 
Any hint that they were more than teacher and student would put them 
both in danger. 
 
Still, it just didn’t feel right to be over here alone. She missed him—
missed the friendship they had developed in the weeks before school 
started. She kept thinking of things she’d like to talk to him about. And 
she really wished that she could work with him on the Transmogrification 
Elixir again.  
 
Hermione idly watched Professor Flitwick struggle with a blue and silver 



scarf that was much too long for him, his wand arm becoming twisted in 
the folds. She looked back over to Severus, imagining his sarcastic voice 
saying, ‘One would think the Charms master could manage a little foolish wand 
waving.’ He frowned at her again, and she turned away, fighting all too 
familiar tears. 
 
When Remus sat next to her, she pointed out Professor Flitwick to him, 
and they watched as he charmed his scarf into an enormous bow. 
Remus commented that he looked like a Christmas package, and 
Hermione laughed with him, but it wasn’t the same. She wanted to laugh 
with Severus again. Hermione carefully avoided glancing in Severus’s 
direction for the rest of the game, but she was aware of every move that 
he made.  
 
The Quidditch match should have held her interest. Slytherin and 
Gryffindor Chasers traded goal after goal, while Draco and Harry 
dogged each other around the pitch seeking the elusive Snitch. But 
Hermione stared unseeingly at the action, engrossed in her thoughts. 
With the score tied 80-80, Harry spun into a steep, heart-stopping dive 
and captured the Snitch mere inches from the ground. Thunderous 
cheers rang out from the crowd as the Gryffindor team engulfed Harry. 
 
Remus turned to Hermione. “Excellent effort! Gryffindor will be sure to 
win the Cup again if they can keep it up,” he crowed. He sobered 
quickly as he noticed Hermione’s solemn face. “What’s wrong?” he 
asked gently. 
 
“I was just getting to know him,” said Hermione sadly, “and then school 
started, and it’s all changed.” Her eyes followed Severus as he made his 
way down the stairs. 
 
“How so?” prompted Remus.  
 
But before Hermione could continue, Harry flew out from the crowd 
surrounding him and braked in front of them.  
 
“Victory party in the common room!” he said excitedly. “You are 
coming, Hermione, aren’t you?” 
 
“Sure, Harry,” Hermione replied unenthusiastically. “Good game,” she 
added as an afterthought. Harry flashed a grin and pulled a few barrel 



rolls as he flew back to rejoin the celebration above the field. 
 
Hovering over the Quidditch pitch, Ginny hung back from her team-
mates and tried to stem the blood flowing from her broken nose—a 
memento from a Slytherin elbow. She wiped it with her sleeve and 
winced. “Thanks,” she said, flashing a grateful smile as she reached for 
the towel that was thrust at her. She looked up, astonished to see Draco 
Malfoy floating in front of her. 
 
“You’re dripping blood all over that wreck you call a broom,” was 
Draco’s only reply. He sped off before anyone could notice what he’d 
done. 
 
Ginny shook her head in confusion and flew down to find Madam 
Pomfrey. Draco watched her go, cursing himself for his stupidity. In 
front of hundreds of people, he’d been nice to a Gryffindor—a Weasley, 
no less! No smile was worth that risk. 
 
“Walk back with me,” Remus offered to Hermione as they watched 
Harry fly off, “and tell me what you meant.”  
 
Hesitantly at first, but with growing relief, Hermione poured out her 
frustrations about her relationship with Severus. “We don’t even talk 
anymore,” she complained. “And I’m so busy all of the time, and I’m 
trying to study, and everyone needs me to do things, and Malfoy is no 
help at all, and now I’ve got to go to this stupid party.” 
 
Remus was silent for a moment, but then asked, “Why, Hermione? Why 
are you doing something you don’t want to do? It’s not even three 
o’clock. If you want to, you can spend an hour or two with him this 
afternoon and no one will be the wiser.” 
 
“But won’t someone notice?” she argued. 
 
“They might notice that you aren’t at the party, but they’ll probably 
think you’re in the library. Secrets are funny things, Hermione. When 
you have one, it’s all you can think about. You think that everyone is 
looking at you—that everyone knows you are hiding something. People 
aren’t as observant as you think they are.” He paused, thinking of the 
secret he’d kept for years. “You’re trying too hard, Hermione. You 
could learn something from Malfoy.”  



 
Hermione stared at him in disbelief. 
 
“I mean it,” Remus insisted. “Despite his attitude, Draco is doing 
everything that is required of him as Head Boy.” 
 
“Exactly what is required of him and no more,” he said, responding to 
Hermione’s protest. “But what he is not doing is allowing the other 
students to take advantage of him. You don’t have to do everything 
yourself. Delegate to your prefects; let them do their jobs. What you and 
he,” he made a slight motion in Severus’s direction, “are doing—what’s 
happening between you—could have consequences far beyond anything 
you do as Head Girl.”  
 
Remus smiled slightly as he glanced down at her serious expression. He 
wondered if she realized that he meant more than the outcome of the 
prophecy; he had hopes that Severus and Hermione would find lasting 
happiness together. They reached the castle steps, and Remus turned to 
face Hermione. “Just think about it. Think about what’s really important 
to you.”  
 
Hermione nodded slowly and made her way into the castle. 
 
The victory party in the Gryffindor common room was loud and 
raucous. Hermione hovered at the edges of several different groups, 
drinking pumpkin juice and nibbling on the goodies that Dobby had 
smuggled in for ‘Harry Potter sir.’ She tried to get into the spirit of the 
party, but she was still feeling out of sorts, and Remus’s words echoed in 
her ears. She wandered around the room restlessly. 
 
“What’s up Hermione?” asked Harry. He was worried about Hermione. 
She seemed unhappy. 
 
“Nothing, Harry. I think I’ll head to the library.” She wasn’t sure what 
she wanted to do, but she was sure that she didn’t belong here. 
 
“Okay,” Harry replied. “But don’t forget; Hagrid’s expecting us at five.” 
Visiting Hagrid each week was the one thing that he and Ron and 
Hermione still did together regularly. Harry could be quite militant about 
making the others keep the date free. 
 



“I’ll meet you by the hourglasses about a quarter ‘till.” She turned to 
climb the stairs up to her room. “Oh, and make sure Colin gets a picture 
of that,” she said, waving at the spectacle of Ron, a paper crown 
emblazoned with “Weasley is Our King” hanging about his ears, cavorting 
with Dean and Seamus. 
 
Hermione closed the door to her room and greeted the unicorn portrait. 
She picked up her book bag, hesitated, but then took a handful of Floo 
powder and threw it in the fireplace. She emerged from the flames and 
smiled at Severus. Her smile faded when he frowned back. 
 
“What are you doing here?” he demanded. “It is the middle of the 
afternoon.” 
 
“So?” Hermione asked. She sat on the arm of his chair and lifted a hand 
to brush his hair back from his face. 
 
Severus shied away from her hand. “I am busy.”  
 
Stung, Hermione jumped up. “Fine,” she said, “I’ll leave you alone.” She 
curled up against the back of the sofa and turned her head away from 
him. She wondered why she had bothered to come.  
 
“Hermione …” Severus was tired. He’d spent half the night working on 
the Transmogrification Elixir. His trials had not gone well, and now he had 
a towering mound of parchments to grade. And not only had Slytherin 
lost the Quidditch match, Gryffindor and Potter had won. He’d seen 
Hermione laughing with the werewolf and hugging Potter after the 
match. And now she was sitting on his sofa with gold and maroon 
ribbons still tied around her hair. She turned back toward him, and the 
button pinned to her blouse assaulted his eyes with its flashing message: 
Potter Snagged the Snitch! Then he noticed her tears. “Why on earth are you 
crying again?” he snapped. She seemed to cry at the slightest 
provocation, and he didn’t like the helpless feeling that came over him 
each time he saw her tears. 
 
“I don’t know,” Hermione sniffed. “I don’t know who I am anymore. 
Out there I have to act like your student, and like I don’t like you at all, 
and in here … in here … sometimes I’m your lover, sometimes I think 
I’m your friend, but then sometimes it seems like I’m just an unpleasant 
chore you have to complete. I wanted to see you; wanted to be with you. 



Is that so wrong?” She finished with a hiccupped sob. 
 
Severus left his chair and sat down next to her, stretching his arm out 
behind her along the back of the sofa. His bruised spirit was soothed at 
hearing that she had missed him too. He shouldn’t have snarled at her. 
Dissembling a bit, he muttered, “Grading essays is not my favourite 
task.” 
 
Hermione blinked back her tears and shook her head in exasperation. 
The man really did not know how to apologize, did he? She let it go this 
time and turned her head into his shoulder, resting against him for a few 
moments. Then she said, “You can go back to your marking. I have 
some studying I can do.” 
 
“It can wait.” Severus stroked her hair and brushed the moisture from 
her cheek with his thumb. 
 
She was quiet for a while longer and then asked, “How are the potion 
trials going?” She knew he’d left their bed last night. She’d been worried 
that he’d been called by Voldemort, and she’d lain awake for hours. 
When he’d returned shortly before dawn, bringing with him lingering 
smells of herbs and extracts, she’d realized he’d been working on the 
potion. Only then had she relaxed back into sleep. 
 
“Not well,” Severus admitted, grimacing. “There are so many 
possibilities, so many combinations that he could have used. Without 
knowing the formulation of the original potion, it is difficult to concoct 
a counteragent.” 
 
“Perhaps …” Hermione hesitated. “Well, last year I looked at Tom 
Riddle’s school records,” she admitted. “I thought that if I knew more 
about him, I might be able to bring something useful to the Order. I 
found his library record. I’ve been reading some of the books he 
borrowed; he was, of course, very interested in potions. I learned to 
recognize his handwriting from the notes he made in the margins of the 
books he checked out.” She paused, and then said pointedly, “You’ve 
written in quite a few books too.” 
 
“Ah, yes … well, Madam Pince’s predecessor was not as vigilant as she 
is,” Severus replied wryly, showing her the small scar on his palm, 
courtesy of an anti-defacing jinx placed by that esteemed witch. He had 



been too embarrassed to seek Poppy’s assistance to heal the injury. 
 
Hermione giggled, and raised his hand to kiss the wound. His eyes 
warmed. Hermione continued, “Anyway, I started looking through the 
Restricted Section and I’ve found his handwriting in texts there too. 
Maybe I can find something he read that might be useful to you.” 
 
“You were in the Restricted Section? Unauthorized?” queried Severus.  
 
“Of course,” Hermione said absently, still thinking about her research. 
She trailed off as she noticed the arched eyebrow on Professor Snape’s 
face. She laughed suddenly and shook her finger at him playfully. “Uh-
uh, this is a wife-husband talk, not a student-teacher conversation. You 
can’t hold this against me.” 
 
Severus fixed his face into a stern look. “I see that I shall have to keep 
closer watch over you, Miss Granger.”  
 
Hermione returned his stare with a withering look of her own, her heart 
lightening at his teasing. “Oh, and I’m sure you never snuck into the 
Restricted Section when you were a student.”  
 
Severus couldn’t deny the charge so he avoided answering, and he 
suppressed his smile. He brought the conversation back to the matter at 
hand. “Obviously, I cannot be seen showing too much interest in the 
Dark Lord’s past,” he mused. “Your assistance might prove useful. 
Discovering what coagulant he might have used to bring all the elements 
into cohesion would be the most valuable piece. Focus your attention on 
that.” He paused. “But procure a pass for the Restricted Section from 
the werewolf or the headmaster. Or better yet, Flitwick. He is less 
conspicuous. And be careful,” he cautioned. “Many of those texts have 
traps or curses attached, and even more importantly, no one can learn 
what you are doing. Agreed?” 
 
Hermione nodded, remembering with revulsion a book that seeped 
warm blood when opened. She was thrilled that Severus trusted her to 
help him. 
 
“And Hermione,” said Severus quietly, tipping her chin up and holding 
her gaze, “I do not find you unpleasant at all.”  
 



Hermione was mesmerized by the intensity of his stare. Her mouth 
parted for his kiss. When he pulled away, she rested her head against his 
shoulder again and snuggled into the warmth of his body. She breathed 
in his familiar scent and made herself comfortable. This was where she’d 
wanted to be all afternoon. She didn’t question why it felt so right.  
 
“Hermione,” said Severus reluctantly, “I really must mark those essays. 
Hermione?” Severus looked down and saw that his young wife had 
fallen asleep. He drew his wand from his sleeve and summoned his quill 
and the students’ parchments. Before sheathing his wand, he aimed a 
negligent swish at Hermione’s blouse. This time, he made no attempt to 
hide the self-satisfied smile that curved his thin lips. He picked up the 
first essay and began to read.  
 
Hermione woke to find her head pillowed in Severus’s lap. He’d laid his 
marking aside, and was staring into the fire. She smiled up at him lazily. 
“How long was I asleep?” 
 
“Over an hour.” 
 
Hermione glanced at the clock, and then scrambled to her feet. “Oh, no! 
I have to run. Harry and Ron will be waiting for me. We’re going to 
Hagrid’s for tea.” She smiled at him again. “This was nice.” Severus 
pulled her back for a slow kiss. “I’ll be back as soon as I can,” said 
Hermione breathlessly, her eyes glowing.  
 
She grabbed some Floo powder and stepped into the fire. Up in her 
tower room, she quickly shook off the soot, and then rushed down the 
stairs to the Entrance Hall. Ron and Harry were waiting under the 
Gryffindor hourglass. “Sorry I’m late,” she panted. 
 
Harry shook his hair out of his eyes and threw her a baffled look. 
“Umm, Hermione … are you mad at me?” 
 
“No, of course not. Why?” 
 
Harry pointed to her. “Potter Prattles Pointlessly?” 
 
“What?” Hermione looked down and saw the altered button. What on 
earth? Severus. Had he been pouting because Slytherin lost the 
Quidditch match? Was that why he’d been so grumpy earlier? She 



laughed. “That rat! That dirty rat! He must have done that while I was 
asleep.” Even the boys recognized the affection in her tone. 
 
“You were with him?” accused Ron, his features screwing up in disgust. 
“You said you were going to the library.” 
 
“Well, I couldn’t tell you the truth with everyone else around,” 
Hermione replied defensively. 
 
“But why?” Ron persisted. “Why would you even want to spend time 
with him?” 
 
“I do a lot more than spend time with him, Ron,” Hermione retorted.  
 
Ron blanched at the allusion to her intimate relationship with Snape. 
“That doesn’t mean you have to be friends with him.” 
 
“Of all the idiotic … do you think I just lie back each night and wait for 
it to be over?” Hermione asked incredulously. “Would you really wish 
that on me?” At Ron’s obstinate look, she rephrased. “Get this, 
Ronald—I like him. I want to spend time with him.” She took a deep 
breath and continued, “You’re my friend, Ron. And I don’t like being at 
odds with you. I miss you. But things are different now and you have to 
accept it.” 
 
Ron’s chin kept its stubborn set for a moment more, but then he 
relented. “All right, Hermione, I’ll try. But I don’t have to like the greasy 
git.”  
 
Hermione sent him a quelling look in response to the insult, but smiled 
as she squeezed his hand. “I won’t look for miracles.” She laughed, and 
then asked slyly, “But maybe now you’ll tell me why you haven’t given 
Parvati’s earring back to her?” She’d seen Ron pick the earring up off 
the common room floor two weeks ago, and she’d heard Parvati 
grumbling about not being able to find it only this morning. Ron flushed 
until his flaming face matched his hair. 
 
“It’s in his pocket,” Harry supplied helpfully. “He carries it everywhere.” 
 
“Harry!” cried Ron.  
 



Hermione laughed even harder. 
 
Severus watched their interaction from a shadowy corner behind a suit 
of armour. He’d been on his way to visit the headmaster when he’d seen 
them. He advanced toward them silently. Hermione turned to greet him, 
sending him a happy smile. 
 
“Miss Granger.” He acknowledged her with a nod. “Potter. Weasley. 
What ill-advised scheme are you three plotting?” 
 
“We were just discussing today’s Quidditch match,” Hermione replied 
coyly. “Harry made a splendid catch, don’t you agree?” Her innocent 
tone belied the mirth in her eyes. Harry and Ron quickly covered their 
mouths with their hands. They disguised their laughter in coughing fits 
as Snape’s expression turned sour. But he recovered quickly. 
 
“Indeed, Miss Granger. And I see that you are showing your house 
loyalty,” Severus returned smoothly, one long finger reaching out to 
touch the flashing button. That same finger slowly drew a line across the 
soft swell of skin lying beneath the neckline of her blouse. As Hermione 
sucked in her breath, Severus smiled smugly and added, “Ten points to 
Gryffindor for your excellent taste in adornments.” 
 
To Hermione’s utter astonishment, ten bright red rubies trickled down 
into the bottom bulb of the Gryffindor hourglass. Stunned, Ron and 
Harry gaped at Professor Snape. Harry was blushing. He’d seen Snape 
slip his hand into Hermione’s blouse. From the glance sent his way, 
Harry was almost certain Snape meant for him to see it, and the picture 
that the caress and Hermione’s earlier words brought to mind was 
unsettling.  
 
Severus, who did not see the rubies drop, merely said, “I see that you are 
speechless, Miss Granger. What a priceless gift for such a small cost. Mr. 
Potter, Mr. Weasley, I suggest you close your mouths. Unless it is your 
aim to trap Billywigs?” Inclining his head, he turned and glided away. 
 
“Did you see that?” asked Ron, shaking his head in disbelief. “He gave 
you points, Hermione. That must be the first time ever that Snape gave 
Gryffindor anything. I thought you said he couldn’t do that?” 
 
“I’m surprised the glass didn’t crack from shock,” Harry added. 



 
Hermione was puzzled too, at least for a moment, but then she laughed 
again. “The headmaster,” she choked out, “he agreed that points could 
not be taken from me. He said nothing about giving me points. His idea 
of a joke, I expect.” 
 
“Brilliant!” Ron approved. “You aren’t going to tell him are you?” 
 
The three of them wrangled amicably about whether Hermione should 
tell Severus about the headmaster’s trick all the way to Hagrid’s hut. 
Hermione’s gloomy mood had faded, and she sipped Hagrid’s 
undrinkable tea and nibbled on his rock-hard cakes with a light heart. 
She and Ron were friends again, and maybe so were she and Severus. 
She tucked the flashing button into her pocket. ‘After all,’ she thought 
whimsically, ‘it is a gift from my husband.’ 
 
Chapter 9. Pumpkin Seeds and the Witching Hour 
 
 
AN: It took longer to post this than I’d planned, but I had to rewrite part of this 
chapter after I sent my thumb drive through the washing machine. Don’t do that. I’m 
still not sure if I’ve made a good transition from Chapter 8, but this chapter will push 
the plot forward. 
 
 
The Great Hall glowed with the light of a thousand hovering candles. 
Hagrid’s giant jack-o-lanterns grinned eerily, and the flames illuminating 
their features slowly steamed the orange flesh, releasing a musty, earthy 
fragrance into the air. Hermione sighed with satisfaction as she sipped 
spiced cider and munched on crisp, buttery popcorn. Autumn had 
always been her favourite time of year, and Halloween at Hogwarts was 
even more special. With characteristic honesty, she acknowledged that a 
large part of her contentment stemmed from her improved relationship 
with Severus.  
 
Following the Quidditch match, Hermione took Remus’s words to 
heart. She recognized that she wanted to spend more time with Severus. 
Now that she was doing library research to help him with the 
Transmogrification Elixir, she had an excuse to do so—and one that didn’t 
require her to examine the whys and wherefores of her desires too 
closely. She wasn’t quite ready to put a stronger name to the affection 



she admitted feeling for her husband.  
 
She was surprised at how it easy it was. As Remus had predicted, her 
fellow students did not speculate about what she was doing or where she 
was. When they did ask, her vague references to working in the library 
or studying for N.E.W.T.s in her room seemed to satisfy them. 
Hermione found a willing accomplice in Ginny, who took to the role of 
co-conspirator with zest, proving that Fred and George were not the 
only pranksters in the Weasley family. When asked if she knew where 
Hermione was, Ginny would happily misdirect her fellow students. She 
gleefully sent them on wild goose chases throughout the castle. The 
talents she’d developed over a lifetime of hoodwinking her brothers 
proved to be very helpful.  
 
‘Sometimes,’ Hermione thought wryly, glancing at her friend across the 
table, ‘a little too helpful.’  
 
On one occasion, she’d happened to overhear Ginny saying to Lavender 
Brown, “Hermione? I think she’s in the dungeons working on a 
Divination project.”  
 
Lavender looked shocked for a moment, but then broke out in a fit of 
giggles. “You’re having me on,” she laughed. Knowing Hermione’s 
disdain for all things mystical, she was certain that Ginny was joking. 
Ginny had laughed too, knowing the joke was on Lavender. Hermione, 
however, thought that keeping that close to the truth was a little too 
risky. 
 
But with Ginny’s help, Hermione discovered that she could spend 
several mostly undisturbed afternoons and evenings each week in 
Severus’s chambers. He wasn’t always there, of course. His own duties 
kept him busy, but often they could meet for conversation, a few kisses, 
and even an occasional afternoon tryst. Much of the time, they would sit 
in quiet companionship, while Hermione studied and Severus marked 
assignments. Hermione would slip up back up to Gryffindor when the 
unicorn portrait warned her that someone was waiting at her door, but 
she found herself surprisingly eager to return to the dungeon. Hermione 
began to regard Severus’s rooms as her home, and her room in 
Gryffindor tower became just a way station she passed through each 
day. 
 



Pulling her thoughts back to the present, Hermione chatted with her 
friends and gazed at the stars twinkling on the ceiling of the Great Hall. 
The Halloween feast was fun, but she was looking forward to its 
conclusion. When she’d left him earlier that afternoon, Severus had 
given her a parting kiss ripe with suggestion, and she’d been fantasizing 
about where it might lead all evening. Now, sitting under the glowing 
candlelight, stealing glimpses of her husband and lover, she felt restless. 
Her fingers twitched, and she fiddled with her wand under the table. She 
wondered if she dared. The very thought of doing it made her shiver 
with anticipation. ‘You are a Gryffindor, Hermione,’ she encouraged 
herself silently. ‘You can do it.’ Taking a deep breath she cast the spell.  

 
 
At the High Table, Severus found himself in a surprisingly agreeable 
mood. The Dark Lord had summoned him only once since the 
beginning of the school term; he could be reasonably sure that he would 
not be called again until the Christmas holidays. Severus sipped his 
coffee and idly watched a colony of bats wing their way through the 
Great Hall. Halloween was the least objectionable of the feast nights the 
headmaster organized. No garish hearts, no twinkling lights, no 
annoying cherubs or elves. Just vegetables carved into garish faces and 
sarcastic grins, and the castle’s ghostly denizens and their guests. Severus 
looked out over the sea of students, his eyes drawn to the curly head at 
the Gryffindor table. Hermione seemed to be enjoying herself.  
 
He silently admitted that he was pleased that Hermione had chosen to 
spend more time with him, and he reluctantly recognized that his 
current state of relaxation had much to do with her. He found that he 
couldn’t prevent the feeling of warmth that flowed through him each 
time he walked into his sitting room to find Hermione there. It was 
something he did not care to dwell on; just as he firmly ignored the 
implications of the conversation he’d finally forced himself to have with 
Filius Flitwick.  
 
The tiny wizard had been most patronizing, Severus considered, his 
sallow cheeks flaming at the memory of his own uncharacteristically 
halting voice questioning the continued strength of the bond. 
 
“Now, Severus, you know as well as I do that the compulsion aspect of 
a Bonding Charm lasts only until the bond is consummated,” said 
Professor Flitwick. “All that remains is the physical recognition 



necessary for the protection—or limiting, depending on your 
viewpoint—aspect that allows the witch to accept only one wizard.”  
 
The Charms master said this in a lecturing tone that set Severus’s teeth 
on edge. Or maybe it was the merry glint in the blasted pixie’s eyes as he 
continued that annoyed him. “A comely young witch rarely requires 
magic to ensnare her wizard,” Flitwick had chortled gleefully, “Perhaps 
you should consider the true source of your discomfort …” 
 
“Young Malfoy seems a bit out of sorts tonight.” Remus Lupin’s quiet 
comment mercifully broke into Severus’s thoughts, and he willed his 
burning cheeks to cool as he turned his focus to the Slytherin table. The 
Head Boy sported a decidedly disgruntled and sulky expression. Pansy 
Parkinson crowded close to him, trying to attract his attention. The 
blond wizard ignored her, his interest caught by something across the 
room. Severus followed the line of Draco’s gaze and shook his head in 
disbelief. Malfoy seemed to be watching Ginny Weasley. The pretty 
redhead was leaning across the table, plying Harry Potter with 
sweetmeats. Severus’s eyes darted back and forth between the Slytherin 
and Gryffindor tables, noting Malfoy’s growing displeasure at Miss 
Weasley’s actions. The more provocatively she flirted with Potter, the 
more petulant Malfoy’s pout became. 
 
“Now, that’s an interesting development,” said Remus, seeing the same 
thing that Severus did.  
 
“But not necessarily a welcome one,” replied Severus. “The situation is 
volatile enough without Malfoy and Potter becoming embroiled in a 
contest over a witch.” 
 
“True,” admitted Remus. “Still, you should find out what she knows 
about it.” 
 
Severus nodded, understanding Remus’s oblique reference to Hermione. 
He’d had to swallow his words about “gossiping about students,” to ask 
Hermione about Malfoy’s odd behaviour in class. Fortunately, his wife 
had been charitable enough not to take him to task for his sudden 
reversal. She merely gave him a long, pointed look before answering. 
Then, true to her nature, she’d given him a not-so-concise report of 
Draco Malfoy’s activities from the start of term, including the incident 
that occurred during Transfiguration. Severus chuckled silently, 



remembering Hermione’s description of Draco flapping his wings. 
Unfortunately, Hermione had been able to provide little beyond what he 
already knew: Draco Malfoy was acting strangely. Maybe his apparent 
infatuation with Miss Weasley was one part of it. 
 
 
Severus scowled as Potter bent near Hermione to whisper in her ear. 
She laughed at whatever stupidity it was that the young wizard uttered. 
Severus watched morosely as Hermione talked and laughed with her 
friend. His irritation diminished slightly when he caught Hermione’s eye 
and she flashed him a quick smile, a rosy flush rising in her cheeks. He 
was reminded that Hermione would be joining him, not Potter, when 
this interminable evening ended. He sent a small, mockingly superior 
smile Potter’s way. Too bad the boy was not paying attention. Severus 
glanced at Malfoy again, reflecting sardonically that the two of them 
seemed to have more than one reason in common for their mutual 
distaste for all things Potter. 
 
Severus watched Hermione covertly throughout the evening. She was 
fidgeting, he noticed, and he wondered if she too was thinking about 
picking up where they’d left off earlier that afternoon. Judging from her 
furtive glances at him, it seemed likely. He dwelt on that pleasant 
thought for a moment longer, and then forced his attention back to 
Remus Lupin and his tedious small talk. He nodded and murmured at 
appropriate junctures, although his disobedient thoughts strayed back to 
his wife and the plans he had for the remainder of the evening. 
 
Suddenly Severus flinched, startled by the feeling of an invisible hand 
brushing through his hair. He spun around to look, but there was no 
one behind him. That same soft hand stroked his cheek, and its thumb 
slowly traced the outline of his lips. He drew in a breath. What magic 
was this? Was he going crazy? Severus barely had time to form that 
thought before he felt a new sensation. This time, a sweet mouth 
pressed against his. His lip parted automatically. He was rewarded when 
the tip of a tongue seemed to sweep across his crooked teeth, and that 
invisible mouth gently sucked at his bottom lip. He drew in a deep 
breath, and then let it out with a sharp hiss. He knew that mouth. 
 
“Something wrong?” asked Lupin. 
 
Severus didn’t answer, but he bit his lip as that arousing hand and 



tantalizing mouth moved lower, saluting the scar under his chin before 
moving down to caress his chest. “Where did she learn that?” he ground 
out, as those unseen lips softly tugged at his nipple. 
 
“Learn what?” Remus asked in confusion. Nothing was happening that 
he could see. 
 
“Blanditae longinquus, the art of caress from afar,” Severus muttered. 
“Where did that little witch learn the spell for that?” 
 
“Probably on one of her forays into the Restricted Section of the 
library,” replied Remus with amusement and a little bit of envy. 
 
“The headmaster removed all references to that spell long before you 
and I were students. Cast on an unwilling witch or wizard, the spell can 
become a tool for rape,” said Severus hoarsely. His body was responding 
to Hermione’s phantom touch in predictable ways. 
 
“You don’t look unwilling.” Remus smirked. “And what is she touching 
now?” he asked with a grin as he saw Severus ball his hands into fists to 
keep from groaning.  
 
At the Gryffindor table, Hermione’s mouth parted, and she drew in 
ragged breath as she surreptitiously swished her wand and visualized her 
mouth kissing the little mole on Severus’s hipbone. She could almost 
feel his warm skin against her mouth. She squirmed restlessly, her own 
desire rising. She hadn’t realized how much the spell would affect her 
too! Should she? She hesitated, but then flicked her wand one more 
time. A small mewl escaped her as she felt the silky hard tip of Severus’s 
manhood slip between her lips. At the High Table, Severus knocked 
over his glass and sprang to his feet. This had to stop now. Right now. 
Before something very embarrassing happened. 
 
“You okay, Hermione?” asked Ron. “You look a little off.”  
 
“What?” Hermione answered, watching Severus out of the corner of her 
eye. Had she gone too far?  
 
Ginny glanced at Hermione’s flushed cheeks and glazed eyes. She 
giggled as she said, “She’s fine, Ron. It’s just a little bit hot in here.” 
 



Hermione paid her little attention as she tracked Severus’s movements. 
He’d stepped away from the High Table and was bearing down on her, 
with Remus Lupin following closely at his heels. Hermione jumped up 
and clasped her hands together tightly. She walked quickly toward the 
door, crossing in front of Severus and Remus. 
 
Remus put out a hand to stop her. “Miss Granger, aren’t you enjoying 
the Halloween feast?” he asked. His voice was tinged with barely 
suppressed mirth. 
 
“I am, Professor,” Hermione replied, glancing nervously at Severus. He 
had a stern look on his face, and she wondered if he was angry.  
 
“Then why are you leaving so soon?”  
 
Hermione stole another quick glance at Severus. He wasn’t looking at 
her, but she knew he was paying attention. Well, she was in it this far. 
She took a deep breath and borrowed Ginny’s words. “I have a 
Divination project to work on. I’m eager to get started, and I’m hoping 
that my partner is in the mood to join me.” 
 
Remus choked back his laughter, and said with some difficulty, “Run 
along then, Miss Granger. Far be it from us to keep you from your 
schoolwork.”  
 
“Ah … yes, Miss Granger. I am quite certain that you would benefit 
from additional study,” Severus added smoothly. The fiery look he sent 
her way was in stark contrast to his cool tone. 
 
“I am counting on it, Professor Snape.” Hermione forced herself to 
maintain a steady pace as she exited the Great Hall, aware that Severus 
was watching the swing of her hips with every step she took. But as 
soon as the door closed behind her, she broke into a run and dashed up 
the stairs to Gryffindor Tower. 
 
“Well, what are you waiting for?” chuckled Remus, nudging Severus 
with his elbow. The Potions master was still staring at the door. “Believe 
me; if a pretty young witch made that offer to me, I would not be 
standing around like a stone statue.” 
 
Severus swiftly surveyed the Great Hall. The only people who appeared 



to have noticed the byplay between him and Hermione were Ginny 
Weasley, who seemed to be laughing at him, and the Headmaster, who 
was beaming paternally over his half-moon spectacles. He encountered 
Pansy Parkinson’s simpering face and winced mentally, though he 
inclined his head and returned her sycophantic look with a slight nod. 
“For once, you are correct, Lupin.” A sly smile graced his face. “Please 
excuse me. I believe I have some lessons to prepare.” 
 
Hermione hurried up to her room in Gryffindor, and rummaged 
through her dresser drawers hastily. Where was it? There. She undressed 
quickly and pulled the pretty nightdress over her head. It was the one 
Mrs. Weasley had purchased for her on their excursion into Diagon 
Alley before her wedding. She’d never worn it, but since she seemed to 
be seducing her husband tonight, she might as well go all the way. The 
soft satin slid over her already sensitized skin, and she shivered as she 
imagined Severus removing it. A quick brush of her teeth, a swipe at her 
hair, and she was ready. She paused before the mirror and smiled. She 
did look nice. Not only did the cross-cut bodice with its thin spaghetti 
straps make her breasts look fuller, but the soft drape of the fabric 
outlined curves she hadn’t realized she had.  
 
The mirror added its approval. “Quite lovely, dearie. You won’t be 
wearing that for long if he’s any kind of a wizard.” Hermione grinned 
wickedly.  

 
 
Hermione stepped out of the Floo and into the dark sitting room. Her 
spirits fell. He wasn’t there; she must have misinterpreted his parting 
words. She set Crookshanks down and wandered into the middle of the 
room. Muttering a disgruntled, “Lumos,” she lit the wall sconces.  
 
A deep voice rumbled in her ear as Severus silently slipped up behind 
her. “If I were your Divination instructor, you would receive top marks 
for that costume.” He pulled her back against him and cupped her 
breasts in his hands, his voice and his touch sending frissons of 
excitement through her.  
 
Bringing his hands up to her shoulders, he turned her around and held 
her at arm’s length while he admired the way the bias-cut satin clung to 
her figure. The emerald colour of the gown complemented her brown 
hair and drew out the green flecks in her hazel eyes. He studied her 



thoroughly, and Hermione’s heart raced. Severus pulled her back into 
his arms, nuzzled her neck and murmured in her ear, “Where did you 
learn that spell, wife?” 
 
“Molly Weasley taught me last summer,” she said breathlessly, letting 
her head fall back, and inviting him to explore her throat. “She said it’s 
been passed down mother to daughter through her family for 
generations. Tonight just seemed the right time to try it.” 
 
A fleeting thought that maybe that was why Arthur looked completely 
befuddled so often ran through Severus’s mind before he pushed it away 
as irrelevant. He didn’t want to think of Molly and Arthur Weasley when 
there was a delectable young witch waiting for his attentions. 
 
“You aren’t angry are you?” Hermione asked somewhat anxiously. “I 
never intended to take it so far, but I didn’t realize that I would feel 
everything too.” She felt Severus press against her, and she leaned into 
his hardness. 
 
“It cannot happen again, Hermione,” he said seriously. “It is too 
dangerous.”  
 
Hermione nodded. Severus softened his admonishment with a long, 
searching kiss that left her feeling boneless. He pulled away from her 
lips, and her eyes closed as he brushed her hair back from her face and 
stroked her cheek. As his thumb drew a path across her lips, Hermione 
realized that Severus had turned the tables on her. He was mimicking 
the movements she’d made while using the Blanditae longinquus spell. She 
wondered if he would copy all of her movements, and anticipation made 
her tremble. Her lips parted, awaiting the kiss she knew was coming, and 
he did not disappoint her. Severus’s lips caressed hers, and he gently 
teased her bottom lip. With a soft nip, he left her lips and traced a 
pattern along her collarbone, and then bent his head to lick and suckle 
her breasts through the fabric of her gown. Hermione moaned, and she 
laced her fingers through his hair to keep him there. 
 
Severus looked up at her face, and his lips curved into a slight smile. 
Hermione’s eyes were closed, her cheeks were flushed and she had 
melted against him. Placing more kisses on the damp fabric covering her 
nipples, he slid his hands down to her hips and lightly tracing and 
squeezing her curves. Hermione gasped as he again closed his mouth 



over her breast and tugged strongly. Her back arched, and she wrapped 
one leg around him in an attempt to draw him closer. Already aroused 
by her own earlier teasing, she was ready for more intimate contact. 
 
Hermione’s fists clenched in his hair and she pulled his head up. 
“Severus,” she pleaded.  
 
“Yes?” he asked, straightening up. His hand drifted under her gown to 
grasp her upraised thigh to bring her tight against him. “Shall we move 
this to a more comfortable venue?” Hermione nodded eagerly. 
 
“As you wish.” Severus wrapped his arm around her and held her 
against his side. He bent to kiss her as he led her toward the bedroom. 
Hermione reached for her wand. There was one more thing she might 
try. 
 
With fluid grace, Severus lifted Hermione onto the bed and slipped her 
gown over her head. Disrobing, he leaned over her and asked, “Now … 
what was I doing? Was I here?” He kissed one breast and toyed with its 
dusky nipple. He then moved to do the same to its twin, laving the tip 
repeatedly before taking it in his mouth. “Was I here?” he asked again as 
he dipped his tongue into the swirl of her navel. “Or was it here?” He 
pressed a kiss onto the inside of her thigh.  
 
Squirming with need, Hermione begged, “Closer.” He answered by 
pressing an open-mouthed kiss directly on her aching centre. “There,” 
she moaned softly, “right there.”  
 
Severus allowed himself a self-satisfied smirk as he watched her from 
behind the wings of his hair. He might not know the spell to touch her 
from across the room, but she didn’t seem to be complaining. Her soft 
whimpers and her sweet smell were driving him wild. With his fingers, 
lips and tongue, he caressed and teased Hermione until she was 
quivering beneath him. Then, heeding her strangled pleas, he redoubled 
his efforts until she tumbled over the edge, her inner muscles clamping 
around his fingers, and her back arching while her hands gripped the 
bed sheets. Sparks flew from the tip of the wand she still held as her 
emotions spiralled out of control.  
 
Severus soothed her as she shuddered through her climax. He slid up 
her torso to lie against her, satisfied by her flushed and dreamy 



expression. Hermione brushed a hand through his hair, combing it back 
from his face. She smiled and kissed him thoroughly, rewarding him for 
his labours. Breaking away for just a moment, she whispered the 
caressing spell once again, and then recaptured his mouth. To Severus’s 
amazement, he felt her lips press kisses across his chest while she still 
held his mouth in a heated kiss. That illusory mouth crept steadily lower, 
nipping and licking as it moved, and Severus held his breath as it neared 
its destination. Her phantom lips slid over his arousal while Hermione 
continued to kiss him, her real tongue tangling with his in perfect unison 
with the ministrations of her magical mouth.  
 
Severus found the dual sensations incredibly erotic. He was achingly 
aroused and he could feel the explosion building within him. 
“Hermione,” he groaned, breaking away from her mouth, “stop … let 
me be in you.”  
 
Hermione glowed with pleasure as she ended the spell–but not before 
she placed a last playful kiss on his swollen tip. She opened herself to 
him and felt him press against her. She shifted her hips to bring him into 
position, trying to pull him in. He held himself above her, deliberately 
prolonging the moment. Hermione looked into the lean, harsh face and 
the dark eyes that she’d come to know so well, and entreated him, 
“Husband, be with me.”  
 
Fire flared in those same eyes as Severus drove into her, any thought of 
restraint burned away in a conflagration of need. She was hot and tight, 
and he thrust into her over and over again, harder and deeper as his 
need for release grew. Hermione met his passion with fervour of her 
own, wrapping her legs around him to bring him even closer. His harsh 
growls resonated through her. When he stiffened above her, and she felt 
his liquid warmth spill deep inside her, she continued to rock against 
him, crying out softly as she reached her own peak one more time. 
Severus sank onto her, panting from his exertions. Hermione drew him 
close and stroked his back soothingly as their heartbeats slowed. “Not 
yet,” she murmured, when he would have pulled away. “Stay with me.” 
 
They held each other for long moments and then Severus took her 
mouth in a sweet, slow kiss before he rolled back beside her. Hermione 
cuddled up against his chest, a sleepy, contented smile on her lips. ‘Not 
bad for a first seduction,’ she thought smugly. A random thought flew 
through her mind, and she laughed out loud.  



 
Severus wrapped a finger around a brown curl and yanked gently. 
“What?” he asked lazily. 
 
“Well,” she said, still smiling. “It just occurred to me that this is the only 
Divination project I have ever truly enjoyed.” 
 
Severus tightened his arms around her. “I concur,” he answered gruffly. 
He pulled the blankets up over them and kissed her forehead, brushing 
her hair away from his face. Hermione snuggled close to him and closed 
her eyes, already planning how she would wake him. Tomorrow was 
Saturday, and no one would notice if they both missed breakfast. 
 
Some hours later, Hermione’s eyes opened suddenly, and she lifted her 
head to see what might have disturbed her sleep. A lone candle cast dim 
light into the shadows of the room. Everything seemed to be in place. 
Crookshanks was curled up at the bottom of the bed, his purrs and 
Severus’s snores combining in their familiar chorus. Nothing was amiss. 
And yet, something felt different. No wait … she felt different. 
Carefully, so as not to disturb Severus, Hermione reached across him 
and picked up her wand. She whispered a spell, and watched in 
astonishment as a stork flew from the wand’s tip. The bird circled the 
room and then exploded in a shower of creamy white feathers.  
 
Hermione stared at the spot where the stork had been, its bright white 
afterimage firing against her retinas. It had happened. She was pregnant. 
She let her wand hand fall back to her side, but then raised it again and 
recast the spell. Another stork hovered above the bed. This one eyed her 
pointedly, as if to say, “Believe it or not, witch, it’s true,” When it 
vanished, a single feather remained, drifting down to land in Hermione’s 
outstretched hand.  
 
Hermione’s initial feeling of relief at fulfilling the first part of the 
prophecy quickly fled, leaving blind panic in its place. She really was 
going to have a baby. A hysterical giggle bubbled up from her throat. 
 
Severus woke at the sound. He rolled over and found his nose buried in 
his wife’s thigh. She was propped up against the headboard, her arms 
wrapped around her legs, and her head resting on her drawn up knees. 
“Hermione? Is something wrong?” 
 



She turned to him, a peculiar combination of wonder and fear flashing 
across her face. She held up the feather. “It’s happened, Severus. I’m 
pregnant.” 
 
Severus snatched up his wand and cast the spell. His eyes followed the 
stork’s brief flight, and then met his wife’s bewildered expression. He 
cast the spell again. 
 
“I did that too,” Hermione said with a shaky laugh. “I’m not sure I 
believed it.” She paused and then said, “Do you know what this means, 
Severus?” 
 
Severus wasn’t sure what he should say. He couldn’t stop the sinking 
feeling that this was it; she had no reason to be with him anymore, and 
now she would tell him so. He pulled himself up to sit next to her. 
 
“It’s October 31st … well November 1st now,” she amended. “That 
means that the baby will be born around Harry’s birthday at the end of 
July. Do you think it’s a coincidence?” 
 
He did not. He couldn’t help but think of the other prophecy: “BORN 
TO THOSE WHO HAVE THRICE DEFIED HIM … BORN AS 
THE SEVENTH MONTH DIES.” Did that prophecy speak of this 
child? ‘But no,’ he reminded himself, ‘Potter’s name is on that prophecy. 
Still …’ 
 
“It would seem likely that there is some connection,” Severus responded 
matter-of-factly. He felt Hermione shiver against him, and he put his 
arm around her shoulders adding, “We will protect the child, Hermione. 
No harm will come to it.”  
 
“I wish we knew how the baby is supposed to help Harry.” Hermione 
burrowed into his chest and wrapped her arms around him. “Hold me, 
Severus,” she pleaded. “Just hold me.”  
 
Severus held her tight as each of them stared into the night and 
wondered what the future would hold.  

 
 
AN: Many thanks to Aeryn, who supplied a name for the caressing charm, 



Blanditae longinquus, when I posted a plea on the Sycophant Hex listserv for a 
term that might describe a remote caress. 
 
Chapter 10. Conversations and Quandaries 
 
 
Severus stared into the fireplace and then looked at the clock one more 
time. It was after eleven-thirty. Hermione had not been down to their 
rooms at all today, and now it was clear she wasn’t coming. He crushed 
a piece of parchment hurled it into the flames. Surging to his feet, he 
paced the room restlessly.  
 
‘Did you really expect anything different?’ he thought bitterly. Hermione 
was pregnant; she didn’t need him anymore. They were well on their 
way to fulfilling the prophecy, and Potter would get whatever it was he 
needed to defeat the Dark Lord. Was that where she was? With Potter? 
Had last night’s seduction come only under the geas of prophecy? 
Hermione had hugged him tightly this morning before she’d left, but 
obviously it had meant nothing—or maybe it had been only “goodbye.” 
Severus snarled, “Nox!” plunging the room into darkness. He spun 
around and stalked into the bedroom. 
 
He stopped short as he saw the bed and memories from the previous 
evening surrounded him. How dare she show him such delight and then 
leave him? He couldn’t stay in here. He caught sight of the now 
ubiquitous vase of flowers resting on Hermione’s nightstand, and his 
temper flared. With marked precision, he snapped each flower from its 
stalk, obliterating the blooms one after another. Surveying the smoking, 
headless stems with perverse satisfaction, his anger ebbed. It was over. 
He took one last look at the bed that had been the scene of so much 
pleasure and backed out of the room.  

 
 
 
Hermione shut the door to her dorm room and closed her eyes. Finally, 
they were gone. She’d thought she’d never get rid of them. First 
Lavender, and then Parvati. Why did they think she could solve their 
problems? Crookshanks meowed anxiously, pacing back and forth in 
front of the fireplace.  
 
“I know, Crooks,” Hermione soothed. “We’re going. Just give me a 



minute.” She quickly straightened the room and stepped up to the 
fireplace. She sprinkled a bit of Floo powder onto the flames and waited 
for the opening to expand. Crookshanks jumped up into her arms, still 
crying, and Hermione walked into the Floo.  
 
She emerged in Severus’s darkened sitting room, where the fire cast the 
only light. “Severus?” she called out softly. Maybe he’d gone to bed. 
Hermione looked in the bedroom, but Severus wasn’t there either. 
Crookshanks leapt up onto the bed and nudged the ruined flowers with 
his paw. Hermione picked up a beheaded chrysanthemum and sighed. 
With both Parvati and Lavender in her room all evening, she hadn’t 
been able to send word to Severus when it got late. Was he angry with 
her again? 
 
Two hours later, an exhausted Severus returned to his apartment. 
Without bothering to light the candles, he poured out a large measure of 
Firewhisky for himself and sank wearily into a chair. Raising his glass, he 
saluted the dark and empty room. “Prophecy,” he toasted bitterly. He 
tossed back a large gulp of the liquor and felt its false warmth spread 
through him. Another glass or two and he might be able to face the 
bedroom. 
 
“Severus? Is that you?”  
 
Severus’s head snapped up, and his heart began to race as he saw 
Hermione standing at the bedroom door, backlit by the glow of a single 
candle. She was dressed in her favourite nightwear—the silk pajama top 
that had been Molly’s wedding gift to him—and her hair was tousled 
and mussed. Crookshanks sat in front of her, watching Severus 
suspiciously. 
 
“I was starting to get worried about you,” Hermione continued, walking 
toward him, “I was afraid that you’d been called away ...” Her voice 
trailed off as she neared him, and she noticed the water dripping from 
his hair. “You’re all wet!” she exclaimed. 
 
“I was out walking,” replied Severus gruffly. He reached out a cold hand 
to touch her face, just to confirm that she was real. At Hermione’s feet, 
Crookshanks relaxed and began to purr. 
 
“But it’s pouring rain. And it’s freezing! You didn’t even wear a cloak,” 



she scolded. “Let’s get you out of these damp things.” She began 
unbuttoning his clothes as she pulled him towards the bedroom. 
 
“I have been undressing myself for more than thirty years,” he protested 
half-heartedly, enjoying her ministrations, but feeling the need to 
maintain his self-sufficient facade. 
 
Hermione ignored him. She tugged at the wet jacket and unbuttoned the 
soaked shirt clinging to his chest. He was shivering, and goose bumps 
pimpled his lean chest. She pushed him onto the bed and pulled off his 
boots, tsking at their sodden state. “I was worried,” she said again. “I 
thought that maybe you’d been called by You-Know-Who.” 
 
“No,” answered Severus again, still a bit bemused. “Not tonight.” He 
peeled off his trousers and pulled the clean nightshirt Hermione handed 
him over his head. The warming charm she applied to the soft flannel 
eased the chill in his muscles. Hermione summoned a towel from the 
bathroom and cast the same warming spell to it. She knelt on the bed 
behind him and rubbed his wet hair. 
 
“There is a charm for that, you know,” he said, even as he closed his 
eyes with pleasure at her touch. Crookshanks jumped up and collapsed 
against him with a rumbling purr, and Severus petted him absently. 
 
“I do know,” said Hermione. “But I want to do it this way.” She 
finished drying his hair and combed her fingers through it. “It’s been a 
long day,” she sighed, resting her cheek against his back. “Seamus and 
Lavender broke up this afternoon, and everybody was taking sides and 
making such a big deal out of it … and I couldn’t get away. It’s all so 
stupid,” she said vehemently. “Lavender was screeching at Parvati that 
she’d seen her flirting with Seamus at the Halloween feast, and how 
could she do that to her when she was her best friend, and Parvati was 
crying and saying she would never do that, and she didn’t like Seamus 
that way anyway.” 
 
Hermione paused to take a breath, and then continued, “And then they 
each came to me and wanted to talk, and I didn’t know what to say. I 
tried to tell Lavender that this wasn’t the end of the world, that surely 
there was another wizard out there somewhere who would appreciate 
her, and then Parvati burst into the room crying … and it was a big, 
sloppy mess. And you don’t want to hear any of it,” Hermione guessed, 



leaning around him and noticing his blank expression. 
 
“Oh, not at all,” Severus returned smoothly. “I find it most fascinating.” 
He really had not been paying attention to the words Hermione was 
saying. Mostly he’d been listening to the sound of her voice, while trying 
in vain to tamp down the relief he felt at her presence.  
 
Hermione laughed softly at his response. “Liar.” She yawned. “Let’s get 
some sleep, Severus.” She was tired. They hadn’t slept much last night, 
and the day’s dramas had been emotionally exhausting. She hadn’t even 
had a chance to think about her pregnancy and how she felt about it. 
She sighed. 
 
Severus nodded, and then slipped under the bed covers, drawing 
Hermione back against his chest and tucking her head under his chin. 
Curiosity drove him to ask, “Was Miss Patil indeed poaching on Miss 
Brown’s territory?” 
 
“Well, Miss Patil was, but not Parvati. Honestly, how could either of 
them forget that Parvati has an identical twin sister? It was the only 
explanation.” Hermione huffed with exasperation. 
 
“Teenagers in the throes of hormonal angst are rarely logical,” replied 
Severus in what would have been a sarcastic tone had he not been so 
drowsy and content. 
 
“I know, but I swore I wouldn’t get involved in another prophecy.”  
 
“Another prophecy?” asked Severus sleepily. Hermione had suddenly 
tensed up; she was stiff as a bolster, so he stroked her soothingly. 
 
Hermione launched into an explanation of the declaration Ginny had 
made on the Hogwarts Express, the annoyance in her voice evident as 
she said, “And of course, lotus blossom, could only be Padma, so it was 
clear that at some point Seamus and Padma would end up together, but 
I refused to be a part of it all.”  
 
“But once you heard the prophecy, you were inevitably influenced by 
it,” said Severus logically, rousing himself for a moment. “Had you not 
known of the prophecy, you might have assumed that Miss Parvati Patil 
was indeed guilty, and you would have responded in a completely 



different manner to Miss Brown.” 
 
Hermione conceded his point. She rolled over to face him. Severus took 
advantage of her nearness and kissed her. Hermione relaxed against him 
and closed her eyes. “Prophecy is such a bother, isn’t it?” she 
murmured, yawning. “It’s all so fuzzy and nebulous, and there’s no way 
to know what’s significant and what’s not.”  
 
“Go to sleep,” was Severus’s reply. He repressed a mental shudder at the 
thought of the other pairing suggested by Ginny Weasley’s prediction. 
He smoothed Hermione’s hair rhythmically, lulling both of them with 
his motions. If he had not been so physically and emotionally exhausted, 
he might never have allowed himself to even think his next thought. 
Had he known that she was still awake, he certainly would not have 
spoken the words aloud. But because his defences were lowered, and 
because it felt so right to have her there in his arms, he did speak, 
whispering, “Not such a bother, little phoenix. After all, prophecy gave 
me you. Prophecy brought me you.” 
 
Hermione was nearly asleep, and in the morning she would wonder if 
she had only imagined the impassioned declaration. But in that moment, 
those words fed hope to the part of her heart that finally acknowledged 
that she was in love with her husband.  

 
 
 
Draco Malfoy pressed back against the stone wall, hiding behind a 
column protruding into the corridor. His anger and fear grew with each 
word he overheard. 
 
“It’s all planned,” said the witch, in a shrill, instantly recognizable voice. 
“We’ve been invited for Christmas, and over the holidays, an 
understanding will be reached.” Her two male companions nodded 
approvingly, although each felt relief that it was not his future they were 
discussing.  
 
“Oh no, not an actual engagement,” she denied, responding to a query 
from one of her listeners. “Although I would have no objections,” she 
added coyly. “But my father feels I am too young. So it will be a promise 
… a pledge. But it will bring our families closer together, and naturally, 
seeing as how his father is …” Here, she pursed her lips before 



continuing. “Unavailable … shall we say? My father can more easily 
guide him and even be the one to introduce him to our special friend.”  
 
Theodore Nott and Vincent Crabbe exchanged significant and 
somewhat apprehensive glances. They too, were expected to one day 
meet the Dark Lord and pledge their fealty to him. They did not, 
however, have to contend with Mr. Parkinson and his plans to capitalize 
on the Malfoys’ misfortunes and secure the wealthy heir for his 
daughter. They spared a fleeting thought of compassion for their 
childhood friend. 
 
Draco clenched his teeth, and his hand tightened on his wand. This 
couldn’t be happening now—he was supposed to have until the end of 
the school year to decide what to do. Damn Pansy and her interfering 
father! He didn’t want to tie himself to Pansy, at least not yet. But he 
knew that his mother was worried about her position, both with the 
Dark Lord and in Wizarding society in general. The Dark Lord had been 
extremely displeased that Lucius Malfoy had lost his position of 
influence at the Ministry of Magic. As a fugitive, always on the run from 
the Aurors, the senior Malfoy was of limited use to the Dark Lord. This 
then, was what his father had hinted at when he’d surprised him during 
the Hogsmeade outing the last weekend. Lucius Malfoy had Apparated 
in and out very quickly, but had told Draco that he’d soon be in a 
position to do something very important for the family. 
 
“Why are you skulking about, Malfoy?”  
 
Draco snarled, and his hand flew for his wand, belatedly recognizing 
Hermione and the rapidly fading look of amusement on her face. 
 
Hermione warily held her own wand at her side, not wanting to curse 
him, but equally unwilling to be hexed. “Are you okay?” she asked more 
seriously. 
 
“Quiet!” he hissed, glancing over her shoulder to see if his classmates 
had discovered him. He relaxed slightly when he saw that they were 
walking away. Hermione craned her neck and saw the backs of the three 
Slytherins. “Well,” she teased, “I can understand why you don’t want to 
spend time with them, but I think you can come up with a better 
solution than playing hide and seek.” 
 



“Granger,” said Draco warningly. “Oh, never mind.” He turned to 
leave. 
 
“Wait,” said Hermione, more gently, “something is wrong, isn’t it?” 
She’d noticed the wild expression in his eyes. She grabbed his hand. 
“Come with me.”  
 
Hermione pulled Draco along the hallway and dragged him down a set 
of stone steps, stopping before a picture of the giant fruit bowl. She 
tickled a tempting-looking green pear until it wriggled and giggled itself 
into a door handle. Hermione checked to make sure that no one was 
watching and then opened the door. “Come on,” she urged Draco, “we 
can talk in here.” 
 
Draco hardly noticed the enormous kitchen, nor did he seem to see the 
many house-elves scampering about as they prepared dinner. He glared 
at Hermione. “Why did you bring me here, Granger?” 
 
“Tell me what’s got you so bothered,” Hermione offered. “Maybe I can 
help.” 
 
“You, help? You’re no use, Mudblood,” spat Draco angrily. 
 
“Probably not, ferret-face,” retorted Hermione, stung by his use of the 
epithet. She thought they’d at least progressed beyond that. “My 
mistake.” She turned away dismissively, and greeted the house-elf who 
approached her. At least she would get a cup of tea for her trouble. 
 
Draco stared at her stiff back, but made no move to leave. He didn’t 
really have anywhere to go at the moment. He certainly wasn’t ready to 
face his friends. His anger faded as he watched Hermione sip her tea. It 
suddenly occurred to him that she might be the one person in the castle 
that he could confide in. It was extremely unlikely that she would blab to 
any of his Slytherin classmates. He flagged down the nearest house-elf.  
 
“Bring me tea,” he said imperiously. “Real tea—none of that herbal 
swill.” Draco eyed Hermione’s chamomile brew with distaste. “And 
biscuits—those ginger and lemon ones.”  
 
The elf’s bat-like ears quivered, and a look of annoyance briefly crossed 
its face, but it bowed automatically and hurried to do Draco’s bidding. 



Hermione’s eyes flashed, but she held her tongue. Draco noticed 
anyway. 
 
“Don’t start with me, Granger. I’m not interested in hearing about 
S.P.U.T.T.E.R., or S.E.W.A.G.E., or whatever your misguided 
revolution plan is. I’ve got bigger things to worry about.” He looked 
down at his mug of tea, absently crushing a biscuit in his finger. What 
was he going to do? 
 
“It is the Society for the Promotion of Elvish Welfare,” said Hermione 
primly.  
 
Draco sniffed mockingly. “That’s right. S.P.E.W.? Good choice, 
Granger. Put a lot of thought into that one, did you?” 
 
“It is not the best acronym, I agree. But the name does not diminish the 
value …” Hermione paused. Was Malfoy trying to distract her? The 
blond wizard was slumping in his seat. She put a hand on his arm. 
“What is it, Draco? What were they saying?” 
 
“Pansy’s father and my mother,” said Draco. “I thought I had more 
time.” There was a trace of panic in his eyes as he met Hermione’s 
concerned look. 
 
“More time for what?” 
 
“I am expected to make certain … commitments,” he said carefully. “I 
did not expect to be required to do so until the end of the school year.” 
 
“Your mother wants you to take the Dark Mark over Christmas?” 
Hermione exclaimed, aghast. “To join Voldemort?” 
 
Draco winced. “Don’t say his name!”  
 
“Sorry.” Hermione chastised herself; she knew how sensitive Severus 
was to hearing Voldemort’s name, it stood to reason that Draco would 
have the same reaction.  
 
“No, not that … not yet. They want me to formalize my relationship 
with Pansy,” he said stiffly. 
 



Hermione stifled a giggle. It sounded so Victorian. But she caught on 
quickly. “Thereby allowing her father to act somewhat in loco parentis on 
your behalf, and bolstering your mother’s position within your … social 
set.” 
 
“Five points to Gryffindor,” said Draco mockingly.  
 
Hermione ignored him. She took a sip of her tea, and then said, “So, 
don’t go home.” 
 
“What?”  
 
“Christmas,” said Hermione slowly, as if talking to a child. “Stay here. 
You’re of age. No one can make you go home, and Professor 
Dumbledore will let you stay.” 
 
Draco nearly groaned. Why hadn’t he thought of that? Could it be so 
simple? His mother didn’t know that he knew of her plans, so if he 
timed it well, and if he could come up with a plausible reason for staying 
at Hogwarts, he might get away with it.  
 
Hermione sipped her tea quietly, letting her companion think things 
through. She’d been surprised to find that she’d come to like Draco—at 
least when he wasn’t insulting her. He was smart, and sometimes witty, 
and not much different from Harry or Ron once he dropped the stuck-
up prince act. He’d seemed genuinely anxious back in the hallway. “Are 
you really going to do it?” she asked softly, leaning toward him and 
putting a hand on his arm. 
 
“Stay here over the holidays?” he asked puzzled, noting the concern in 
her expression.  
 
“Not that. Although I’ll be staying too, so maybe we can find time to 
work on our Charms project.” 
 
Draco’s mouth lifted in a small smile. Typical Granger; always thinking 
of schoolwork. 
 
“No,” Hermione continued, “I meant … well, the Dark Lord. Do you 
really want to join him?” 
 



No one had ever asked him that. Everyone, both his friends and 
enemies alike, just assumed that he would. It had seemed so simple 
before the Dark Lord had actually returned. Hating Mudbloods was 
easy; they were so ignorant about the magical gifts they’d stolen. And yet 
… he’d seen that that wasn’t quite true. The Mud—Muggleborns were 
just as skilled as the pure-bloods. They didn’t know Wizarding history, 
and they had some bizarre customs—what was a googly anyway?—but 
magically, they were just as powerful as those born into magical families. 
Look at Hermione, look at Potter. The argument about pure-blood 
superiority seemed weak. And the Dark Lord was a half-blood himself. 
The real issue appeared to be power, or at least it used to be. Power and 
wealth and position. But now that the Dark Lord had returned, 
everything seemed to be about him, and his vendetta against Potter and 
Dumbledore. And Draco wasn’t sure he wanted to do any wizard’s dirty 
work. Look where it got his father. But he couldn’t voice those 
thoughts; shouldn’t even think them. Too many people were watching 
and listening. 
 
“It’s not that easy,” replied Draco, some moments later. “I may not have 
a choice. And, where would I be if I didn’t? My parents would disown 
me, my friends …” He stopped suddenly. He’d said too much; she’d get 
the idea that he’d already decided. 
 
“Professor Dumbledore would help you,” answered Hermione. “And 
you might find friends in places you don’t expect.” 
 
Draco was silent. He pictured Ginny’s face, and that tentative, almost 
shy, smile she’d been giving him since the Quidditch match. It was a 
welcome contrast to the predatory and complacent look he’d seen on 
Pansy’s face lately. Well, now he knew why. 
 
A loud, clanging noise interrupted his train of thought. “Dinner,” he 
said unnecessarily, since Hermione recognized the sound too. “We’d 
better go.” 
 
Hermione nodded. As they stood, a house-elf swept away the dirty tea 
things, while another gently urged them toward the door. It was 
dinnertime, and they had work to do. 
 
Hermione opened the door cautiously, and peered into the hallway. It 
was clear. She stepped out of the kitchen, with Draco following behind 



her. 
 
“Miss Granger, Mr. Malfoy. What possible reason do the Head Boy and 
Girl have for creeping about the school, hiding in dark corners?” 
 
Hermione whirled around as she heard Severus’s voice behind her. How 
did he do that? He must have been lurking behind the door, concealed 
from view.  
 
Identical looks of guilt crossed Draco and Hermione’s faces as they 
faced the stern wizard. ‘How does he do that,” Hermione thought again, 
even as she blurted out, “We weren’t doing anything wrong, Professor,” 
while Draco stammered, “Hermione and I were just …” 
 
Severus stared at Draco piercingly. “The reasons for your … tryst are 
unimportant, Mr. Malfoy.” 
 
‘Beast,’ thought Hermione with exasperated affection. ‘Trust him to 
insinuate something unsavoury.’ She repressed a smile, but couldn’t stop 
the amusement that lit her eyes. Clasping her hands behind her back, she 
flicked her wand and silently invoked the Blanditae longinquus charm.  
 
Severus jumped slightly as he felt her teeth nip his ear. He started to 
frown at her, but was distracted by the sight of her robes stretched 
across her breasts. Malfoy was looking too, Severus noted with some 
irritation. “Mr. Malfoy, a word with you. Miss Granger, I believe the 
dinner bell has rung. You should be on your way.”  
 
Hermione hesitated, sliding a look at Draco. Severus sneered, “Your 
concern is touching, Miss Granger, but do not try my patience.” Trust 
me, he urged her silently.  
 
Hermione acknowledged his plea with a slight nod, and turned to leave. 
“Of course, Professor. See you later, Malfoy.” She turned and walked up 
the stairs towards the Entrance Hall, while both wizards watched her 
leave. She couldn’t resist flicking her wand a second time, this time 
soothing the sting of her teeth with a soft kiss. 
 
“Now, Mr. Malfoy,” said Severus menacingly, ignoring the impulse to 
run after his wife and kiss her senseless. “Perhaps you would explain 
yourself?”  



 
The young wizard stared back at him with a mixture of apprehension 
and defiance. “Hermione and I just wanted to talk, Professor,” said 
Draco. “This seemed like a quiet place.” He knew that if he made up a 
story about suspecting Hermione of some misdeed and following her, 
Snape would believe it, or pretend to believe it, but for some reason, he 
did not want to repay her that way. Just talking to her had really helped. 
And he knew that she’d been truly interested in him and his problems. 
 
“I see. And since any school issue could be discussed openly between 
the Head Boy and Head Girl, I assume that this clandestine talk was of a 
personal nature?” Severus pinned his student with a stern look. Draco 
didn’t answer, but his own gaze did not falter, Severus noted 
approvingly. Maybe there was hope for him. He’d had some doubts 
about Albus’s scheme, but perhaps it was paying off. He considered 
how he might encourage Draco without giving himself away. 
 
“I suggest, Mr. Malfoy, that you find a more suitable location for future 
discussions with Miss Granger. Every fourth year knows the path to the 
kitchens.”  
 
Draco flushed, catching Snape’s emphasis on Hermione’s … Granger’s 
name. Of course, Snape had picked up on his use of her first name. It 
would not do for his fellow Slytherins to believe that he was on intimate 
terms with her. Still, Snape seemed almost to be encouraging his 
friendship with Granger. Curious. Draco snorted and tossed his head. 
Friendship? If anyone had told him he would come to trust a Mudblood 
Gryffindor, and perhaps even consider her his friend, he would have 
suspected they’d taken the Silencing Charm off their Fwoopers. And 
what had Hermione meant by finding allies in unlikely places? Professor 
Snape’s voice broke into his musings. 
 
“I believe that there is roast chicken for dinner. But no doubt you are 
aware of this. Shall we?” He and Draco walked side by side towards the 
Great Hall, each lost in their own thoughts.  

 
 
 
Draco would have been astonished to learn that his Head of House was 
thinking along similar lines about the Head Girl. Later that evening, 
Severus looked up from the papers he was grading to watch Hermione. 



Sitting on the sofa with her legs curled up under her, and twirling a curl 
in her fingers, she frowned in concentration as she read the text in her 
lap. She was working her way through all of the Potions texts in the 
Restricted Section, determined to find something that would help him 
find the right combination of ingredients to make the Transmogrification 
Elixir work. So far, neither of them had been successful, but Severus 
knew Hermione would not give up until she’d searched through every 
book in the library. It was very pleasant to have someone to talk to, 
someone he could be almost completely open with. It was not 
something he’d expected to find in this temporary marriage. And, as 
surprising as that was to him, she too seemed to find pleasure in his 
company. It was gratifying to see the warmth in her eyes when he held 
her, and to feel the sensation of her small hand nestling into his during 
meals. While Hermione had heeded his warning about using the Blanditae 
longinquus charm, she had not given it up altogether. Mealtime rarely 
passed without him receiving a brief peck on the cheek, or feeling her 
hand press into his. And then there was this afternoon. 
 
Hermione felt his eyes on her, and she looked up. “What?” she asked, 
smiling at the intense expression he wore. “Do I have spinach in my 
teeth?” 
 
“What were you and Malfoy discussing so earnestly? Miss Weasley?” 
Severus had heard their voices through the kitchen door, but the clatter 
and clang of banging pots had effectively negated the effects of the 
Extendable Ears he’d conjured. 
 
“Who said we talked at all?” teased Hermione. Severus glared at her, and 
she laughed. “I’m not really sure, Severus. We didn’t talk about Ginny, 
although I have noticed what you and Remus saw at Halloween. He 
definitely likes her.” She moved some books to make room for him on 
the sofa. “He said that his mother wants him to do something over 
Christmas, and he doesn’t want to do it. He didn’t say what it was—
although Crabbe, and Pansy, and Nott seem to know.” 
 
Severus’s expression darkened. “Three students who are almost certainly 
working to further the Dark Lord’s aims. Malfoy could find himself 
trapped before he knows it.” 
 
“That’s what he meant then.” Hermione thought of how much she 
missed her parents and how hard it would be to go against their wishes. 



“Anyway, he’s going to find a way to stay here over the Christmas 
holidays.” 
 
“Be careful, Hermione,” cautioned Severus. “It is not wise for you to be 
alone with Malfoy.” 
 
“Draco’s not going to hurt me,” she protested. 
 
“But what if Miss Parkinson or Mr. Nott saw you together? What would 
they conclude? And if they confronted you, are you certain what Draco 
would choose? Would he side with you, or align himself with them to 
protect his own position?” Severus rubbed her hands as he watched 
conflicting expressions of mutiny and acknowledgment cross her face. 
Finally, she sighed, accepting his words. Severus continued, “I am only 
asking you to be careful. Malfoy is in a complicated situation. You need 
to consider your own safety, and the safety of the child. There is much 
at stake here.”  
 
Hermione nodded, and her hand drifted down to cup her stomach. 
Severus brushed his hand through her hair, and he bent close to her ear. 
“Now, wife …” He bit the soft flesh of her earlobe. At her yelp, he 
pulled the tender flesh into his mouth, sucking the pain away. “I 
believe,” he mouthed, briefly dipping his tongue into her ear, sending 
shivers down her spine, “that we have spent more than enough time 
talking about Mr. Malfoy and his concerns.” He kissed his way down 
from her ear to the soft hollow of her neck. 
 
“Talking is definitely overrated.” Hermione sighed softly as Severus 
nudged her blouse aside and turned his attention to the breasts that had 
distracted him earlier. After a few blissful moments of foraging, he 
stood and offered Hermione his hand, “Shall we?” he asked. Hermione 
nodded, and he pulled her to her feet. As she followed him into the 
bedroom, Hermione wondered if tonight was the night she should tell 
him that she loved him. She’d tried to show him, but she longed to say it 
aloud. She just wasn’t sure how he would react. Maybe she’d wait. 
Christmas holidays were coming soon; they’d have more time together 
then. Hermione melted into her husband’s embrace, thinking that she’d 
never been so eager for term to end.  
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Chapter 11. Heart and Soul 
 
Severus paused in the doorway to study his young wife. Hermione was 
completely engrossed in her homework and seemed unaware that he had 
entered the room. She’d taken over his desk and her books and 
parchments were spread across the entire surface. As Christmas holidays 
would begin the day after tomorrow, those were probably assignments 
not due until after the break.  
 
Hermione’s feet were tucked up under her, and one hand absent-
mindedly stroked the tiny life in her stomach. ‘I need to tell her to stop 
that,’ thought Severus regretfully, ‘someone will notice and speculate.’ A 
fierce surge of protectiveness ran through him. No one would hurt 
them; he would not let anyone hurt his child and the witch he … 
Severus stopped his train of thought abruptly. The witch he what? 
Protected? Cared for? Loved? He loved her? ‘No,’ he thought in panic, 
‘I do not. It is the bonding charm. It is only propinquity. If I spent this 
much time with any witch it would elicit the same response.’ He drew in 
a shaky breath. Loving her would only make her inevitable leaving 
harder to bear. He could not. He would not. Hermione chose that 
moment to raise her head and send him an abstracted smile before 
returning to her writing. He felt himself respond with a faint smile of his 
own, and he hastily swung his hair over his face to hide his expression. 
‘No,’ he thought again. ‘No, it cannot be.’ 
 
Severus left the room; he was too agitated to face her. He needed to 
think. He made his way through the castle and out onto the grounds. 
Walking restlessly towards the Quidditch pitch, he tried to organize his 
thoughts. He knew he’d become accustomed to Hermione’s 
companionship, but love her? It was impossible. He kept walking. He 
found himself at the front gates of Hogwarts grounds. He looked back 
to the lit castle, seeking out the windows above his dungeon apartments. 
He stared at them for some time, trying to control his roiling emotions. 



The chill night air fanned his hot cheeks and his hands stilled. He did 
not love Hermione; that was a ridiculous notion. Brushing away the 
image of her soft smile, he made up his mind. He needed some time 
away—a distraction—something to prove to himself that all that was 
between them was surprisingly good sex and obligation to the Order and 
its mission.  
 
After one haunted glance back at his windows, he Disapparated, 
reappearing in the dimly lit foyer of a discrete building just inside 
Knockturn Alley. The familiar décor of faded damask-covered furniture 
and muted striped wallpaper began to calm his rattled nerves. A house-
elf in an impeccably ironed and monogrammed pillowcase greeted him 
politely, “Good-evening, sir. And who will you be visiting this evening?” 
 
“Lana,” he answered as he handed the elf several Galleons. The elf 
nodded and tugged one of several old-fashioned bell pulls mounted on 
the wall. When a small bell answered with a melodic jingle, the elf 
handed Severus a rolled parchment. Severus unrolled the contract, 
scanned it quickly, and then touched his wand to a wax seal at the 
bottom, turning it from red to green. He hesitated briefly, but then 
placed his thumb over the seal. The Portkey grabbed hold and tugged at 
him behind his stomach, whisking him to an upstairs room. 
 
“Severus! It’s been a long time. The future of the Wizarding World too 
much for you to handle tonight?” Severus turned at the sound of the 
familiar voice. He thought he heard relief in the welcome, but surely that 
was just his imagination. The smiling woman who greeted him had 
become his sometime companion and occasional confidant following 
their first encounter in that brothel in Hogsmeade his fifth year at 
Hogwarts. She’d been someone to turn to when he felt too much alone. 
He knew that Lana was several years older than him, but judicious 
applications of beautification spells and potions kept her looking as 
fresh and young as she had when he was sixteen. She wore her red curls 
piled high on her head, and a green silk negligee displayed her 
voluptuous curves to full advantage. He had not visited her since early 
last summer. 
 
‘Since the day Hermione fell into your arms in the library at Grimmauld 
Place,’ his traitorous heart spoke, reminding him of the arousal he’d felt 
that day. An image of Hermione’s slim thighs peeking out from under 
the black pajama top and her unruly hair rioting loose about her 



shoulders flew into Severus’s mind, but he pushed it away ruthlessly. He 
was here to prove that she was not the only witch for him. 
 
When Severus did not respond to her greeting, Lana glided toward him 
seductively, saying, “What’s the matter? Kneazle got your tongue?” This 
didn’t help Severus, as he immediately imagined Crookshanks’ accusing 
stare. He shook his head to clear his mind. 
 
“Lana,” he muttered into her hair, breathing in her flowery perfume. 
Lana skillfully untied his cravat, removed his jacket, and unbuttoned his 
shirt. She trailed kisses along his collarbone and slid his shirt from his 
shoulders. She guided him to the edge of the bed, pushing him down 
before kneeling in front of him. 
 
“What’s the matter, Severus?” she asked again. “You’re awfully quiet 
tonight, even for you.” She picked up his hand and slid it inside her 
negligee to cup an ample breast. His thumb stretched out automatically 
to rub her nipple and she sighed. “No one does that like you, lover.” She 
kissed her way down his lean chest while her hands went to his trousers. 
 
As Lana’s lips followed her hands, Severus felt his earlier dread return. It 
wasn’t working. He didn’t want this. He didn’t want her. Oh, his body 
was responding, but that was all. He didn’t want to be here. His heart 
wasn’t in it. Whether he liked it or not, that wilful organ had decided 
that it belonged to Hermione. It wanted to be curled up next to its 
brown-haired phoenix. Severus put his hands on Lana’s shoulders and 
pushed back gently. “Stop.”  
 
She sat back on her heels and looked up at him teasingly. “Oh, it’s like 
that is it? Ready for the main course already?” 
 
He shook his head. “I must go.” He buttoned his trousers and tried to 
stand, but Lana moved between his knees and put her hands on his 
shoulders to restrain him. “Did I do something wrong?” she asked, 
puzzled. She nuzzled his neck. 
 
“No,” he replied. “But I cannot do this tonight. I must go.” For a 
moment, Lana’s hands tightened and he could feel her nails dig into his 
flesh. He winced, but did not say anything. He avoided her questioning 
eyes. 
 



“I don’t understand why you came if you didn’t have the time …” 
Lana’s voice faded away and, and a calculating look came into her eyes. 
“You’ve met someone!” she guessed. When he didn’t deny her claim, 
she knew that she was correct. Her heart sank. She scrambled to her feet 
and watched as he pulled on his shirt and jacket. He didn’t bother to 
button them. “Who is she, Severus? Is she a teacher?”  
 
Severus reached for his wand and dodged her questions. “I really must 
get back. It was good to see you again,” he added awkwardly. He would 
not return. It had been a mistake to come, but now he knew. For as long 
as Hermione would have him, he would be hers. Severus laid several 
Galleons on a small table. “Good-bye, Lana,” he said, almost tenderly. 
He flicked his wand and Disapparated. 
 
Lana stood immobilized for a long moment, staring at the empty room. 
Then she snatched up the Galleons and threw them at the wall 
shrieking, “Don’t do this, Severus! You don’t know what you’re doing!” 
She sank to the floor, sobbing.  
 

 
 
“He had that look again, baby,” said Hermione happily, her hand again 
rubbing across her still-flat stomach. Hermione had noticed the new 
light that had been sneaking into Severus’s eyes over the past few weeks. 
It was warm and affectionate, and it gave her hope—hope that her own 
feelings just might be reciprocated. “I wonder where he went, Snip?” 
she continued. Ginny had coined that nickname when Hermione told 
her about her pregnancy, saying impishly Hermione was carrying a little 
“Snip o’ Snape” everywhere she went. Maybe Severus had gone to work 
out a problem in Slytherin. Hermione settled onto the couch to wait for 
his return.  
 

 
 
Returning from London, Severus stood outside of Hogwarts’ gates for 
some time, marshalling his erratic thoughts and calming himself. He 
pulled his jacket tight around him to ward off the cold. Knowing that he 
loved Hermione changed nothing. Hermione had married him for 
protection, not because she chose him, and he had promised her she 
would be free when it was safe. His emotions notwithstanding, they 
would continue as before. He would be content with that. He wouldn’t 



burden her with his feelings. 
 
For the second time that evening, Severus watched Hermione from the 
doorway. Her head was buried in a book. She looked up, smiling as she 
saw him.  
 
“Hello, wife,” he said quietly, leaning over to kiss her.  
 
Hermione reached up eagerly to meet him. But even as she wrapped her 
arms around his neck and opened her mouth to return his kiss, her brain 
was trying to work out a puzzle. Something wasn’t right. His scent … it 
was his scent. Overlaying the spicy citrus scent she knew so well was a 
cloyingly sweet smell. ‘Gardenia,’ she realized. ‘Why would Severus smell 
of gardenia?’ Her own perfume was a more feminine version of his; she 
never wore floral scents. She tried to brush away her unease as he 
deepened the kiss. He sat beside her and she pushed his shirt from his 
shoulders. Then she saw the half-moon indentations that had not been 
there that morning and that she knew she had not made. Nail marks. 
And strands of red hair. He’d been with another woman. Hermione’s 
imagination conjured a picture of Severus moving over a red-headed 
witch, her nails biting into his shoulders as she clung to him 
passionately. Stunned, she pulled away from him. She felt sick. “No … 
no …” she stammered. “No. How could you?” she accused, tears 
gathering in her eyes.  
 
“Hermione?” Severus looked confused. “What is it?” 
 
Hermione wrenched herself from his arms and huddled at the end of 
the sofa, arms braced on the cushions and her head hanging down as 
she fought off a wave of nausea. 
 
“What is it?” she returned, disbelief colouring her voice. “What is it? 
You come from her to me, reeking of her scent, with her claw marks on 
your shoulders, and you ask, what is it?” Her earlier hopes splintered as 
anger and hurt filled the cracks.  
 
Severus swore. He’d been so eager to get back to her that he’d forgotten 
that the scent of Lana’s perfume would linger on him for hours. He had 
not even considered what Hermione might think. He reached out to pull 
Hermione to him. “Hermione, it’s nothing. I can explain—” 
 



“Don’t touch me! It’s nothing?” she cried. She had been so hopeful, but 
it was obvious that she meant nothing to him. “How could you?” she 
accused again. 
 
“Hermione …” Severus’s guilt silenced him. He wanted to tell her that 
he hadn’t betrayed her, but he knew had. He reached for her again, and 
she turned away. Perversely, anger started to build. She was his wife; she 
should believe him. 
 
“Stop that ridiculous crying this instant and listen to me,” he said 
roughly. “Pull yourself together.” 
 
Hermione stood and backed away from him. “Don’t tell me what to do! 
I’m not a child.” 
 
“Then stop acting like one.” 
 
Hermione’s head snapped back as if she’d been slapped. “I am not 
acting like a child! I’m magically bonded to you. How could you do this 
to me?” 
 
“I have already told you that it was nothing,” Severus replied stiffly.  
 
“Nothing? Tell me that you weren’t with another witch. Tell me that she 
did not undress you and leave those marks. Or perhaps,” she said 
scathing, “you tripped and fell into a carnivorous gardenia. Was that it?” 
 
Severus clenched his hands by his side. “I am trying to be reasonable. 
But I will not answer to a hysterical teenager.” His voice was cold, and 
his face a remote mask. How could everything have gone so wrong in 
such a short time? 
 
Hermione stared at him for a long moment, looking for any sign that he 
cared. She had been mistaken then. Her shoulders sagged. “You don’t 
have to.” Then she walked to the fireplace. 
 
“Where are going?” asked Severus, his voice still distant. 
 
“Away from you,” replied Hermione, swallowing the growing lump in 
her throat. “As far away as I can get.” She grabbed a handful of Floo 
powder and choked back a sob as she threw it into the fire. “Head Girl’s 



room,” she managed to say, not seeing how he stepped forward to reach 
for her one last time. 
 
Hermione curled up on her narrow student bed. Her heart hurt so much 
that she could hardly breathe. She wrapped her arms around herself. She 
wished Crookshanks was there to comfort her, but she’d left him down 
in the dungeon. 
 
“Stupid, stupid,” she berated herself. “How could you think that he 
really wanted you? He’s never said anything to make you think this was 
forever. He was forced into this, remember? You’re just a silly little girl 
to him.” She cried herself to sleep, while the pink unicorn scraped his 
hoof on the ground and watched sorrowfully.  
 

 
 
At the brothel in Knockturn Alley, the red-haired witch sat in front of 
her vanity mirror. “Severus, why did you come?” she whispered 
sorrowfully. “Why didn’t you just stay with her? Now,” she stifled a sob, 
“Now, I must betray you; give him the means to destroy you.” She dried 
her tears and stared at her reflection in the mirror: even beauty spells 
could not hide her grief and fear. She knew that she could not defy her 
Master; she would obey. She pulled up her left sleeve and pointed her 
wand at her arm. “Finite Incantatem.” Shrinking in revulsion at the sight of 
the black skull and snake tattoo that re-emerged there, she nonetheless 
pressed her hand to the Dark Mark, and closed her eyes as she 
Disapparated. 
 
Lana stood with bowed head as she waited for the Dark Lord to 
acknowledge her presence. The silk robes she wore did nothing to 
protect her from the cold and damp of the musty basement, and she 
shivered. She ignored the lascivious looks that Wormtail threw her way 
as he led her to the centre of the room. “Mmmmaster,” he stuttered, 
“Snape’s whore is here to see you.” He twisted his hands nervously. A 
tall, skeletal figure separated itself from the shadows. It glided forward 
slowly, a large snake slithering at his feet. 
 
Lana’s mouth tightened at Pettigrew’s words, but she did not move until 
she felt the Dark Lord’s dry, boney fingers raise her chin. She stifled the 
nausea that rose in her throat as Voldemort’s evil surrounded her, and 
shuddered as Nagini’s dry scales slid across her feet. “Master,” she 



intoned softly. 
 
“You bring me news? It has been some time since your last visit,” 
accused Voldemort. “I would almost suspect your loyalty.” 
 
“No, Master,” she replied nervously. “I came as soon as he left. He has 
not been to see me since I last reported to you.” 
 
“And now?” Voldemort questioned sharply. “What have you to tell me 
tonight?” 
 
Lana took in a deep breath. ‘I’m sorry, Severus,’ she thought. ‘Forgive 
me.’ Voldemort’s eyes narrowed as he sensed her thoughts and read her 
reluctance to inform on the younger wizard. He leaned forward in 
anticipation and touched her Dark Mark. “Speak, witch!” he 
commanded.  
 
“He came to see me tonight,” she said quickly, fiery pain searing her arm 
and bringing tears to her eyes. “He was upset and confused. He didn’t 
stay; did not even …” She took a deep breath. “I believe that Severus 
Snape is in love.” Lana lowered her head, a single tear trailing down her 
cheek. 
 
“Ah, so,” exclaimed Voldemort softly. “Dumbledore’s puppet is in love.” 
His skeletal features twisted in distaste as he spat the word. “And I 
thought him inured against such tawdry concerns. Still, toying with his 
paramour could prove fruitful.” His red eyes bored into Lana’s. In a 
mocking tone, he inquired, “And who is the fortunate object of my 
wayward servant’s affections?”  
 
Lana shrank back from his gaze. “I don’t know,” she whispered 
fearfully. “He left in a hurry. He did not mention her name. But,” she 
continued hastily, “I think she’s at Hogwarts. And next time … next 
time I will get that information.” She averted her eyes. 
 
“You think he will return to you?” Voldemort hissed sceptically. 
 
“Yes,” she lied, nodding her head while anxiety choked her. 
 
Voldemort smelled the fear emanating from her. “You lie, whore,” he 
countered cruelly. “He will not seek you out again. You have failed me. 



You bring me only useless crumbs.” He pulled his wand from his sleeve. 
 
Lana stumbled as she backed away. “Master,” she pleaded, “Master, 
please.” She watched in horror as he raised his wand. “I beg you, Master. 
I will do better.” On her knees, her robes in disarray, she flung in her 
hand up in front of her face. “Master, no,” she sobbed. Despair flowed 
through her as she realized that she had condemned not only Severus 
Snape but herself as well. 
 
A flash of green light filled the dank chamber as the cold and 
dispassionate voice chanted, “Avada Kedavra!”  
 

 
 
When Hermione walked into the common room the following morning, 
Harry saw that she’d been crying. “What’s wrong, Hermione?” he asked 
anxiously. 
 
“Not now, Harry. I don’t want to talk about it.” 
 
“Is it Snip?” he asked. Hermione shook her head. “Snape?” 
 
“Please, Harry.” Hermione felt her tears returning. “Let it be. We’re 
going to be late to breakfast.”  
 
Harry let it go, though he was certain that something was very wrong. 
He, too, was feeling a bit rough this morning. Voldemort had killed 
someone last night. Though he’d learned to keep Voldemort at bay most 
of the time, he still felt the evil wizard’s strongest emotions. He slipped 
his arm around Hermione’s shoulders as they walked down the stairs. 
Ron followed close behind, muttering invectives under his breath. It was 
obvious to both of them that Snape had done something to upset 
Hermione. 
 
Severus watched balefully from the High Table as the three Gryffindors 
entered the Great Hall. He’d spent a sleepless night alternately 
castigating himself for his actions and cursing Hermione for not 
listening to him. He saw Harry’s arm around Hermione, and a slow and 
jealous anger started to simmer within him. He stared at Potter until he 
raised his head, and met a glare to rival his own. Hermione didn’t look 
up at all. Severus pinched the bridge of his nose. The day was shaping 



up to be as long as the night had been. 
 
Hermione walked into Potions that afternoon with a feeling of 
trepidation greater than she’d had on the first day of school. How would 
she react to seeing him? How would he act? She gathered her 
ingredients and set about creating the assigned potion without saying a 
word to anyone, and without looking at Severus even once. But it 
seemed he wasn’t content to leave her be. He badgered her the entire 
period, criticizing the way she chopped her ingredients, the speed at 
which she was stirring, and the strength of the flames under her 
cauldron until she thought she would scream. But she kept her head 
down and just mumbled “Yes, sir,” and “No, sir,” while tears of 
heartbreak and frustration threatened again. Hermione’s classmates 
exchanged puzzled looks. Professor Snape had ignored Hermione all 
year. They wondered what she had done to draw his attention in such a 
negative way. 
 
Finally, her potion was almost finished. All that was left to do was to 
take it off the fire, let it cool for a few minutes, and then add the 
porcupine quills. 
 
Severus’s irrational anger continued to build throughout the lesson. 
Hermione’s red-rimmed eyes mocked him, but no matter how much he 
tried to make her, she wouldn’t look at him. He wanted Hermione to 
pay attention to him, to listen to him—even if it was only in Potions 
class. And most of all, he wanted to hex both the Potter prat who was 
still glaring at him, and the Malfoy twit who had been inching closer and 
closer to her throughout the class. Hermione was his wife, and she didn’t 
need them. He would protect her; he would comfort her. That she 
needed protection and comfort because of his actions was an irony that 
escaped him for the moment. 
 
He turned to Hermione’s workstation to check on her progress. 
Hermione had placed the unstable porcupine quills atop a stack of 
books next to her cauldron. Away from the other ingredients, he noted 
with abstract approval even as, with a seemingly casual swipe of his 
hand, he knocked one quill into the boiling potion. Not sufficient 
quantity to trigger an explosion, but quite enough to cause the potion to 
boil over. Hermione’s outraged hazel eyes flashed green sparks at him 
before they dropped again. ‘Finally,’ he thought with satisfaction. 
 



“How … frustrating, Miss Granger,” he purred in his most silky voice. 
“And how clumsy of me. Still, you should know better than to leave 
volatile ingredients in such a precarious position. I am afraid that I shall 
have to record a zero for you this lesson.” 
 
Several students gasped. Hermione’s head snapped up, and her temper 
exploded. He had deliberately sabotaged her potion!  
 
“How dare you?” she said, in a low voice that rose with each word. 
“How dare you taunt me all period, when I’ve done nothing wrong? 
Don’t take your guilt out on me, sir!” She caught herself from saying his 
first name just in time. “My potion was fine until you ruined it. I won’t 
let you abuse me this way when you’re the one—” 
 
“Miss Granger! Hold your tongue!” Severus snarled, finally aware of 
how much attention they were attracting. 
 
His scathing tone cut right through her. She dropped her eyes and 
turned her head. The rest of the class had stopped working. The sight of 
the Head Girl and the Potions master screaming at each other captivated 
them.  
 
“All of you get back to work! And you,” he commanded, rounding on 
Hermione again and pointing to the potion roiling over side of the 
cauldron and spilling onto the table, “clean up that mess!”  
 
When Hermione’s head remained down, he glared at her, and then 
turned sharply—too sharply—for he bumped his hip hard against the 
worktable. Hermione’s cauldron rocked and scalding potion sloshed out, 
spattering the front of her robes and splashing her hands. She screamed 
in pain.  
 
Severus spun back around quickly and cried out, “Hermione!”  
 
Hermione moved away from his outstretched hand and shrank back 
against Draco. Although stunned by Professor Snape’s loss of control, 
he reacted swiftly. With a quickly spoken “Diffindo,” he ripped 
Hermione’s robe from her before much of the potion could soak 
through to her skin.  
 
Harry sprang down the stairs and stepped in front of Severus. “Leave 



her alone,” he said quietly. His wand was at his side, but no one in the 
class doubted that he would use it.  
 
Severus hesitated, but turned around to face the blackboard. “Ten 
points from Gryffindor for your disrespect, Mr. Potter. Class dismissed. 
All of you—leave now!” His voice was harsh and dry. 
 
Draco held Hermione while he tried to figure out how badly she had 
been burned.  
 
“I’ll take it from here, Malfoy. She needs to go to the hospital wing,” 
said Harry.  
 
Draco nodded. “I’ll collect your stuff, Granger. Just go with Potter.” 
 
Hermione nodded tearfully. Harry led her up the stairs, following behind 
the rapidly exiting students. At the top of the stairs, Hermione stopped 
and looked back at Severus. He seemed to feel her stare for he turned 
around to face her. She held his gaze for a seemingly endless moment, 
until his eyes dropped, and he turned away again. Tears slipped down 
Hermione’s cheeks as Harry took her arm and pulled her from the 
room. 
 
Severus gazed unseeingly at the blackboard. What had he done? Once 
again, he’d let his temper get the better of him. He hadn’t meant to hurt 
her; he’d just been so angry. Angry at her for not listening to him. Angry 
that Potter had been holding his wife at breakfast. Angry at himself for 
causing her pain in the first place. And yet what had he done? He’d hurt 
her. Just like his father hurt his mother. And what if he had harmed the 
child? He thought back to the night it had been conceived and 
remembered the seductive, beckoning look on Hermione’s face as she’d 
enticed him away from the Halloween feast. It contrasted sharply with 
the raw hurt and sorrow he’d seen moments ago. She would never 
forgive him now, and how could he blame her?  
 
Draco cleaned up the spilled potion and stuffed Hermione’s books and 
quills into her book bag. He looked over to the silent, stern figure of his 
Head of House staring at the wall. He swallowed nervously, but then 
said, “She didn’t deserve that, sir.” There was no response. 
 
At dinner that evening, Severus glanced over at the Gryffindor table 



again, relieved to see that Hermione was present. She hadn’t been 
injured too badly then. She didn’t look at him, but he hadn’t expected 
her to. Potter and the two Weasleys hovered around her. He watched 
Malfoy walk up the length of the Gryffindor table, ignoring the hisses 
that followed him. He handed Hermione her book bag and leaned down 
to say something to her. Hermione gave him a wan smile and patted his 
hand as she replied. Whatever she said caused both Potter and Malfoy to 
look up at him with identical expressions of dislike. Severus let out a 
self-derisive snort as he returned their stares. He pushed back his chair 
with a noisy scrape and left the Great Hall. He’d accomplished 
something with his histrionic display; now Potter and Malfoy were in 
agreement on at least one subject. There was nothing like a common 
enemy to bring wizards together.  
 

 
 
Hermione visited Professor McGonagall’s office after dinner. Her 
bandaged right hand was still coated with a heavy application of burn-
healing paste, but the other physical wounds had been healed.  
 
“Come in,” Professor McGonagall motioned. She closed the door 
behind Hermione asked worriedly, “How are you, child?” 
 
“The burns are healing.” Hermione paused and then said quietly, “I’m 
taking my name off of the list of those staying over Christmas. I’m going 
back to London with Harry.” 
 
Professor McGonagall sighed. She had, of course, heard about what had 
occurred during Potions, and had spoken sharply with Severus earlier 
that afternoon. It bothered her that he had not even seemed to register 
what she said, in fact had not said anything in response to her 
chastisement. She had finally left in frustration. 
 
“I understand. Have you talked to Severus at all?” 
 
“No, but this is my decision, not his,” said Hermione stridently.  
 
“Of course it is. Is there anything I can do?” 
 
“This is between Severus and me,” Hermione replied firmly, loathe for 
Professor McGonagall to know exactly what had happened. 



 
“I don’t want to interfere with a married couple, but you know that 
there is much at stake. You cannot allow your domestic differences to 
become public and expose the Order’s work.” Professor McGonagall 
echoed words she had spoken to Severus earlier in the evening. She 
continued softly, “Child, if something is the matter, if this is more than a 
simple quarrel …” 
 
“Thank you, Professor, but it is not necessary.” said Hermione, glancing 
down at her injured hand. “I will talk to him. But I need some time.”  
 
At that moment, Remus and Severus were engaged in a similar 
conversation. “Whatever you did, Severus, tell her you’re sorry and that 
it won’t happen again.” 
 
“Why do you assume I am in the wrong?” asked Severus coldly. His 
schooled his features into a blank mask. 
 
“You are the one who lost his temper in class,” Remus pointed out. 
“And Harry said that Hermione spent all night crying.” 
 
Severus resentfully wondered how Potter knew that. Had Hermione 
gone straight to him after leaving last night? 
 
Remus continued, “Severus, what happened? Hermione seemed fine 
during Defence class yesterday.”  
 
“We had an argument,” said Severus dismissively. “It was not 
important.” 
 
Remus looked at him sternly. “Not important? You rant at Hermione in 
class—almost expose your relationship—she ends up in the hospital 
wing, and you say it’s not important? Do you take me for an idiot?” 
 
Severus sighed. He’d already heard this from Minerva. “It is none of 
your business,” he replied shortly. He was not about to humiliate 
himself by explaining what had happened. 
 
“It is when it affects the Order,” snapped Remus. “You very nearly 
jeopardized everything today. You married Hermione to protect her. 
She’s pregnant with your child; a child that is somehow important in the 



fight against Voldemort. If you don’t care about your marriage, that’s 
your business. But when you put Hermione and the baby in peril, it is 
my concern.” 
 
Severus bristled at the werewolf’s tone, but he could not deny the truth 
of his words. He measured his response carefully. “The holidays begin 
tomorrow; I am sure that by the time classes begin again Hermione and 
I will be able come to some understanding.” 
 
“Hermione is leaving for Grimmauld Place in the morning,” said 
Remus. His quick eyes caught the fleeting look of disappointment that 
crossed Severus’s face before he arranged his features into a blank mask. 
Remus smothered a smile. So the great bat wasn’t as indifferent as he 
tried to appear. He stood. “It’s late, and I am riding the train back to 
London with the students in the morning. I’ll take my leave.” Severus 
stood too and silently ushered him to the door. Remus put his hand on 
Severus’s arm. “She does care for you, Severus; make it up with her—
for your sake and hers, not just for the Order.” Severus said nothing, 
but his tense posture relaxed just a fraction.  
 

 
 
Severus watched from a shadowy alcove in the Entrance Hall as the 
students left Hogwarts for the Christmas break. He kept an eye on the 
staircase that was the most direct route from Gryffindor tower, feeling 
like a damn fool for wanting to catch a glimpse of Hermione before she 
left. She hadn’t come down for breakfast. He caught sight of her when 
she stepped onto the second floor landing. She trailed Weasley as he 
chatted up one of the Patil twins, Parvati, maybe. When Hermione 
reached the bottom of the staircase, she paused, and her eyes scanned 
the hall. Severus’s heart sped up as he considered that she might be 
looking for him, but he stayed hidden. Then, ever-present Potter called 
out to Hermione, and she turned around and walked out the door. 
Severus pivoted and headed toward the dungeons with a purposeful 
stride. If he couldn’t be with his wife, perhaps he could discover why it 
was that young Malfoy had gone to such trouble to remain at Hogwarts. 
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Chapter 12: Mistletoe and Folly 
 
Hermione rolled over in bed and pulled the blankets over her head. 
What was that noise? Oh. Someone was pounding on the door. She 
groaned, and then opened her eyes to find a pile of brightly coloured 
packages decorating the end of her bed. At Hermione’s sleepy, “Come 
in,” Ginny flung open the door and bounced onto the bed.  
 
“Wake up, sleepyhead,” she called out cheerily. “Happy Christmas!” 
Ginny had obviously opened her presents; she was wearing a new sky-
blue Weasley sweater and fingering a necklace adorned with a charm in 
the shape of a Quidditch player. 
 
“See what Harry got me?” She touched the necklace and the little figure 
on a broomstick took to the air and performed a perfect Starfish and Stick 
manoeuvre before returning to its roost on the silver chain. 
 
Hermione mumbled, “Happy Christmas,” and then motioned toward 
the bathroom. “I’ll be right back.” When she returned, she found Ginny 
rummaging inquisitively through her presents and teasing Crookshanks 
by dangling the ribbons in front of him. Hermione’s eyes were drawn to 
a package wrapped in silver paper and tied with red ribbons.  
 
“This one’s from Harry,” said Ginny, shaking a box wrapped in bright 
red paper. “It’s the same wrapping he used on mine.” Hermione 
dutifully opened the package and smiled when she saw a pocket edition 
of Hogwarts, A History. Ginny’s present to her was a small, grinning jack-
o-lantern. Magically preserved, the miniature pumpkin’s charmed 
features randomly contorted from one gruesome expression to another. 
Tears prickled Hermione’s eyes as she remembered how she’d told 
Ginny that Halloween would be her favourite holiday from now on. 
 
“Oh, Hermione,” said Ginny, “I’m sorry. I bought that before you and 
Snape …”  
 
“It’s okay, Ginny.” She put a hand to her still-flat stomach. “Halloween 
is still Snip’s holiday.” She knew that she was going to have to talk to 
Severus at some point. She’d seen the horror and self-loathing in his 
eyes after the incident in the Potions classroom, and while she wouldn’t 
let him get away with treating her like that, she didn’t want to be at such 



odds with him either. At the very least, he was her baby’s father. She just 
had to figure out how to approach him. 
 
After opening her own Weasley sweater—moss green with purple 
stripes this year—Hermione picked up the silver package. She peeled the 
paper back slowly and smoothed it with her fingers as she stared at the 
black velvet case inside. 
 
“Go on,” urged Ginny gently. “Open it.” 
 
Hermione lifted the lid of the jewellery box. Nestled inside was the 
figure of a small phoenix cast in gold filigree. His wings were spread as if 
ready for flight, and his claws clutched a sealed crystal tube filled with a 
luminescent liquid. The piece was suspended from a silky black cord. 
Hermione picked up the note wedged into the top of the box and read: 
 
H.- 
The phoenix is a fierce warrior, yet a gentle  
and loyal companion. Keep this one close.  
Tap the crystal with your wand to release  
the phoenix tears and Healing Potion from the  
crystal should you ever need it. 
S. 
 
Hermione lifted the piece from the box and held it up. The gold 
gleamed softly, and the potion shimmered in the light. She recalled that 
Severus had once called her ‘little phoenix.’ Was there a message here? 
 
Ginny let out a drawn out, “Ooooo,” and exclaimed, “That’s beautiful!” 
She then asked, “Hermione, what happened?” 
 
Hermione bit her lip, trying to decide if she should trust her. She really 
did want to talk to someone. 
 
“Come on,” coaxed Ginny. “I didn’t tell Ron when you kissed Terry 
Boot last year, did I?” 
 
Hermione gave her a quick grin. That had been a sloppy and dreadful 
mistake. “All right—but I really don’t want the boys to know.” She told 
Ginny what happened that night. She didn’t have to tell her about what 
happened in Potions class; that story had made the rounds of 



Gryffindor before dinner. 
 
Ginny was quiet for moment after she finished. “So, you don’t really 
know what happened with him, do you?” 
 
“I know that some woman who smelled like gardenias slept with my 
husband.”  
 
“But you don’t know why.” 
 
Hermione snorted.  
 
“Look,” Ginny continued persistently, “you said he told you that he 
could explain. I mean, maybe he was on a Death Eater mission, or it 
could have been a spy thing.” 
 
“You don’t really believe that, do you?” asked Hermione dryly. 
 
“No,” she admitted, “But I guess what I’m saying is: what’s worse? 
Knowing or not knowing? How can you decide what you want to do if 
you don’t know the facts? How can you decide whether or not to 
forgive him if you don’t know why he did what he did?” 
 
Hermione was startled. That sounded like something she would say.  
 
“What do you have to lose by listening to him?” asked Ginny. Then she 
grinned. “I cannot believe that I’m sitting here telling you to make it up 
with Snape. But you seemed to be happy before.” 
 
“I’ll think about it Gin,” said Hermione softly. ‘Of course, he would 
actually have to speak before I could listen,’ she thought wryly. She 
reread the note from Severus and then folded it up and slipped it into 
her new book, uttering a spell to hide it among the pages. She let Ginny 
tie the phoenix pendant around her neck and brought her fingers up to 
touch the cool metal. Feeling more hopeful than she had in days, she 
followed Ginny down to breakfast.  
 

 
 
“Surely you didn’t expect happily-ever-after, old man,” sneered Severus. 
The headmaster had dropped in on him Christmas afternoon, and had 



proceeded to prod him mercilessly about his relationship with 
Hermione. Severus suspected that Dumbledore had guessed how he felt 
about her.  
 
“Expect? Perhaps not,” admitted Albus, “but hope … I did and do still 
hope, my friend. Go to your wife, Severus. Whatever is wrong between 
you, she doesn’t hate you; she was wearing your gift when I visited 
Grimmauld Place earlier today. Did she send you a present?”  
 
Severus nodded, but did not enlighten the headmaster. He had been 
overwhelmed when he’d unwrapped the package he’d found resting on 
Hermione’s pillow. Gold paper tied with silver ribbon had fallen away to 
reveal a framed picture—a picture of a young witch with straight dark 
hair and solemn black eyes posing in front of Hogwarts’ entrance. 
Severus had blinked back tears as he stroked the frame and whispered in 
disbelief, “Mother?” The young witch’s eyes widened as she recognized 
herself in the stern features looking back at her, and her mouth turned 
up in a shy smile. 
 
“Well, then,” continued Albus, “she cannot be too angry with you.” He 
rummaged through his robes, retrieving several odd bits and pieces 
before finally coming up with the object he was searching for. He thrust 
the small silver box at Severus. “Now then, young Harry came up with 
an ingenious idea. This little Muggle device is used to communicate 
between two points. Take your wife out and let her talk to her parents.”  
 
Severus glanced at the mobile phone, contemplated his hands for a 
moment, and then said, “The Werewolf is at Grimmauld Place; he can 
protect her adequately. The full moon is weeks away.” He couldn’t go; 
he couldn’t be trusted to protect her, he’d only hurt her again. 
 
“She is your wife, Severus,” replied Albus impatiently. “And she is 
carrying your child. Are you planning to ignore her forever? Ignore the 
child? You two must come to some sort of understanding. Both of you 
are in danger with things as they are. Do you want to see the prophecy 
manifest in the worst possible way?” Severus remained silent. Albus’s 
voice became stern. “This is your responsibility. You will go to see her, 
and you will fix this.”  
 
Severus sighed and relented. He took the phone from Albus and steeled 



himself to face the dismay and dislike he expected to find in the face of 
the young witch who had come to mean so much to him.  
 

 
 
Hermione frowned as a shadow fell across the page of the book she was 
reading. She looked up. “Severus! I wasn’t expecting you,” she said 
guardedly, her hand going to the pendant around her neck. She added 
softly, “Happy Christmas.” She noticed with amazement that he was 
wearing Muggle clothes: dark denim jeans and a turtleneck jumper—
black, of course—and a leather trench coat. She stared at him 
questioningly. 
 
Severus fumbled with the unfamiliar coat, and pulled the mobile phone 
from his pocket. “Get your cloak,” he said stiffly. “There is a cafe a 
short distance from here. The headmaster has arranged for you to speak 
with your parents. One of these was delivered to them earlier today.” 
 
A wide smile blossomed on Hermione’s face. “Hold on. I’ll be right 
back.” She flew up the stairs and then clattered back down almost 
immediately, struggling to pull on her cloak. She stumbled on the last 
stair and would have fallen if Severus had not caught her. She felt a 
familiar tingle of awareness as his hands grasped her arms, but he let her 
go as soon as he set her upright. 
 
They walked through the quiet streets in silence. Hermione glanced up 
at the lean, shuttered face of the man next to her several times, 
wondering what to say to him. She missed him.  
 
Owing to the holiday and the late hour, the cafe was almost deserted, 
hosting only a lone customer nursing a cappuccino, and two disgruntled 
employees. Severus directed Hermione to a booth at the back of the 
shop near the service door. He pointed to the side facing the street door. 
 
“Sit,” he commanded. “I will order coffee. Would you like a pastry?” 
 
“Make mine decaf,” Hermione reminded him, nodding that, yes; she 
would like something to eat. She hadn’t eaten much of the sumptuous 
Christmas dinner that Molly had prepared.  
 
When Severus returned with their coffee, he slid into the booth next to 



her. Handing her the mobile phone, he put one arm along the bench 
behind her and held his wand under the table in his other hand. 
Hermione turned the phone on and dialled the number that Severus 
recited to her. The phone at the other end was answered on the first 
ring. “Mum,” cried Hermione, tears of happiness in her voice. “Daddy. 
Can you hear me?” 
 
With that, Hermione found herself comfortably ensconced in the booth, 
with her estranged husband’s arm around her, sipping her drink and 
talking to her mother and father for the first time in over a year. She told 
them that she was safe, she told them that they were all still safe, and she 
talked to them about what was happening at school and her thoughts on 
what she might like to do at the end of her last year. She asked how they 
liked their new home and the new dental practice, and she asked how 
they were doing. At some point, she shuffled her position and tucked 
her legs up on the bench, leaning against Severus. She didn’t tell her 
parents about her marriage, and she didn’t tell them about the baby, 
although she longed to share her feelings about the new life with her 
mother. 
 
Severus sat quietly and watchfully, scanning the room repeatedly for 
signs of trouble. He listened to the lilt in her voice, and he felt a flash of 
bitterness that it was Potter who had made it possible for her to be so 
happy. Always Potter. He cleared his thoughts as he heard Hermione 
say, “The Professor? He’s fine, he’s with me now. Yes, Daddy, he’s 
taking care of me like he said he would.” She rubbed her face against 
Severus’s shoulder and looked up at him, rolling her eyes. He wondered 
if her father would agree, given all that had transpired over the past few 
months. 
 
Hermione talked and listened until the phone began to beep at her, and 
then she said tearfully, “I have to go. The battery is dead. I love you, 
Mum. I love you, Dad. Take care.” She turned the phone off and placed 
it on the table, taking a moment to compose herself.  
 
“Thank you,” she said quietly. “We can go now.” 
 
“You should thank Potter,” he replied grudgingly. “It was his idea. He 
said that these were prepaid phones, whatever that means. He and Lupin 
purchased them in two different Muggle cities to be safe. We will 
dispose of this one on the way back to the house.” 



 
“I will thank Harry and Remus. But thank you for coming with me, 
Severus.” This time she looped her arm through his as they walked 
down the street. A cold wind swirled her hair around her face. “Brrrrr.” 
She laughed, her spirits soaring. She looked up at her husband again and 
laughed once more. 
 
“What?” he questioned gruffly. He was inordinately pleased to see a 
sparkle in her eyes. 
 
“You look like a professor even in Muggle clothes. With your hair tied 
back, and those jeans and that jumper, you look like a literature or a 
music professor.”  
 
“Not a chemistry professor?” he inquired with a quick arch of an 
eyebrow. 
 
“Oh, no,” she replied. “Too lean, too dark, too pressed. Chemistry 
teachers are more rumpled.” She burrowed closer to him. She knew that 
they had many issues to resolve, but for now, this was where she wanted 
to be. 
 
When they got back to Grimmauld Place, Severus stepped into the front 
hall with her. Careful not to disturb Mrs. Black’s portrait, he closed the 
door behind them quietly. He looked down at his wife, who was staring 
back at him nervously.  
 
“Hermione …” He wanted to tell her how much he appreciated her gift. 
He wanted to apologize to her, but the words wouldn’t come. “I want to 
… I should … goodnight.” He turned back to the door. 
 
Hermione touched his shoulder. “Severus, I know it’s late, but would 
you stay for a while? I’m sorry I didn’t listen to you before. You said 
that you would tell me what happened, and … and I need to know.” 
 
He turned back to her; humbled that she could demonstrate the courage 
that had failed him. He swallowed against the lump that suddenly 
appeared in his throat and nodded. Hermione took his hand and led him 
up the stairs to their room. Closing the door behind her, she skirted the 
bed nervously. As much as she wanted that, she knew it wouldn’t be a 
good idea. She quickly conjured two chairs and sat down in one, 



dreading what he might say. 
 
Severus had never before realized how open and unguarded her 
response to him had been. Looking at the wary expression she wore, he 
felt a stab of regret for what was lost. He paced back and forth in the 
too small room and then began to speak, words tumbling out of his 
mouth in rush. “Hermione, you have to believe me, I did not break our 
vows. I went to visit an old friend, and … well, I … we started to, but it 
did not happen.” He felt like a tongue-tied teenager pleading with her.  
 
Hermione’s gaze followed the agitated wizard. She smiled briefly as he 
pulled the band from his hair and it swung forward to hide his face. She 
didn’t think that he’d appreciate the comparison, but he looked just like 
the boys did when they’d been caught doing something stupid. She was 
relieved to know that he hadn’t slept with another woman, but that still 
didn’t explain things. “Severus, why?” 
 
“It is not important,” replied Severus in a clipped voice. He stopped 
pacing, and turned to her. “It will not happen again.”  
 
Old friend? Hermione had a sudden thought. “Severus, was this 
someone … I mean, were you already involved with someone when we 
heard the prophecy?”  
 
“No.” How much more of this would he have to endure? He couldn’t 
tell her the truth, she’d be disgusted and hurt if she knew he’d left her to 
visit a prostitute.  
 
“Was it me?” she asked hesitantly. She wondered if he’d grown tired of 
her. “We never talked about what would happen after I was pregnant. If 
you didn’t want me to stay, you could have just told me to go. You did 
what you had to do for the prophecy.” 
 
“Hermione … I cannot explain. But it was not you or anything you did. 
You did nothing wrong.” He reached out to stroke her hair. “It was me. 
I was the one at fault.” 
 
Hermione turned her cheek into his hand. Severus felt her tears spill 
onto his fingers. “Why are you crying?” He stepped closer to her, and 
Hermione buried her face against him. 
 



“I don’t know,” she sniffed. “Hormones maybe. Molly said it would 
happen. It’s silly.” She cried for some moments and then hiccupped, 
smiling as she saw the familiar black handkerchief he held out. “I almost 
got you some white ones last Hogsmeade weekend.” 
 
“I much prefer the gift you gave me,” he replied. “Where did you find 
it?” 
 
Hermione shifted uncomfortably and twisted the handkerchief in her 
hands. “Um, well … I found it in a drawer full of pictures in a back 
room of the library. It’s sort of borrowed.” 
 
“Borrowed? Do you mean to tell me, Miss Granger, that once again you 
have stolen Hogwarts’ property?” She felt his chuckle rumble against her 
cheek. “A bad habit you have acquired, wife.” He tilted her chin up and 
held her gaze. “Thank you.” 
 
“And thank you,” she said softly, her hand going to the phoenix at her 
neck. “This is beautiful.” 
 
“I had it made before the accident,” said Severus. “And it was an 
accident, Hermione; it was not my intention to harm you.” 
 
“No, I know that.” She didn’t tell him that the betrayal and his 
subsequent attack of temper hurt far more than the burns had. She was 
still so confused. She wanted to forgive him, and she wanted to be with 
him, but she was afraid. Afraid that he really didn’t want her, and afraid 
of how much it would hurt if he were to be untrue to her again.  
 
“What now, Hermione?”  
 
“I don’t know, Severus,” she answered slowly, reluctantly pulling away 
from him. “You didn’t mean to hurt me, but you did. I’m not sure that I 
can forget so soon. And you deliberately pushed that quill into my 
cauldron. You did exactly what I was trying to avoid when I asked to 
drop Potions. You used your position as a teacher against me, when I 
couldn’t defend myself. I’m not sure that I can be both your student and 
your wife anymore. I need more time.” 
 
“As you wish.” Severus’s hands dropped from her shoulders. There was 
a ragged note in his voice. She really was leaving him. He’d expected 



nothing less, but to have it confirmed was devastating. “You need not 
fear that I will lash out at you again; you have my pledge.” Suddenly, he 
felt he had to get away—he couldn’t stay here with her. “I must go.”  
 
Hermione nodded, and swallowed the tears that were welling again. She 
followed him down the stairs. Despite what she said, she didn’t want to 
leave things as they were, she didn’t want it to be over. “Severus, what 
do you want?” 
 
Severus stopped before the front door. His face was set in grim lines, 
but his eyes glowed with an intense emotion that Hermione couldn’t 
name, though it set her heart pounding. “The Floo is open for you, 
Hermione. It will remain so.” He bent his head and took her mouth in a 
fierce kiss. “Happy Christmas, Hermione,” he said, that rough catch still 
evident in his voice. He tucked her hair back behind her ear and 
Disapparated, leaving her standing in the hallway, staring blindly at the 
spot he’d just left and holding her hand to her lips.  
 
“Sent him away did you?” a disembodied voice remarked, startling 
Hermione. She turned to see the picture of Phineas Nigellus, Sirius’s 
great-great-grandfather, reclining in the corner of a portrait of another 
Black ancestor. He’d been watching the byplay with interest. “Not as 
smart as they say you are, are you, girlie?” 
 
“What do you mean?” asked Hermione, wondering what he was talking 
about.  
 
“He’s a proud wizard. He won’t grovel, and he won’t make up your 
mind for you.” 
 
“I don’t understand,” said Hermione. “What do you mean?” 
 
“Ah, well, that is something you must find out for yourself.” Phineas 
smirked superiorly.  
 
Hermione glared at him. Another blasted tight-lipped Slytherin! She 
stalked back up the stairs to her room. It was some time before she fell 
asleep, her fingers held to lips that could still feel the fire of Severus’s 
kiss.  
 

 



 
“Miss Granger, be in my office at 7 o’clock.” Professor Snape did not 
break stride as he passed the Gryffindor table and continued on to the 
High Table. 
 
“Yes, Professor Snape,” Hermione replied. She watched him for a 
moment, wondering what he wanted.  
 
“What’s up with him, Hermione?” Neville looked puzzled. “We just got 
off the train. What does he think you’ve done?” 
 
“Maybe he wants to apologize to her,” Dean chimed in.  
 
Seamus frowned. “Not likely.” Ginny punched him, and they began to 
bicker happily.  
 
Hermione ignored them. She was too busy following her husband’s 
progress. She’d only seen him once since Christmas. Professor 
Dumbledore had called a meeting of the Order of the Phoenix the day 
after New Year’s. Severus sat in his usual seat, across from her. He 
seemed to pay little attention to the headmaster. Instead, he’d seemed 
lost in his own thoughts, although every so often he would meet her 
gaze. Sometimes he looked sad and sometimes that intense, fiery 
expression lit his eyes. Halfway through the meeting, Severus had 
suddenly straightened in his chair, and then had left the table. 
Instinctively, Hermione had followed him into the hall. 
 
“Severus?”  
 
“Not now, Hermione. I must go.” The Dark Lord was waiting for him. 
 
“I know. I just wanted …” Hermione had paused. She wasn’t really his 
wife anymore, was she? Should she say anything? “I just … be careful, 
Severus. Be safe.” 
 
Severus was comforted by her concern for him. “I will.” He bent down 
and kissed her. His lips quirked up in response to her startled 
expression. “Mistletoe, Hermione. You are under the mistletoe.” As 
Hermione looked up to verify his claim, he Disapparated.  
 
Hermione shook her head to bring her thoughts back to the present. 



Severus was watching the Gryffindor table, where her classmates were 
still squabbling, trying to figure out why he’d want Hermione to come to 
his office their first night back at school. 
 
“He probably wants to go over hall patrol schedules,” said Hermione 
mildly, stopping the debate. 
 
After dinner, Hermione walked down to the Potions classroom. She 
opened the door slowly, remembering the last time she’d been there. She 
walked down the steps and knocked on the door leading to Severus’s 
office.  
 
“He’s not there.” 
 
Hermione shrieked.  
 
“Oww! Are you trying to deafen me?” Draco winced and put his hands 
to his ears. 
 
“Malfoy! What are you doing here?” 
 
“Same thing I’ve been doing for the last three weeks,” he replied 
disgustedly. He waved his knife at the pile of herbs in on the table in 
front of him. “Snape seemed to think I stayed at Hogwarts to be his 
personal servant. He’s had me working like a house-elf.” 
 
Draco’s disgruntled expression had Hermione smothering a grin. She 
perched herself on the edge of Severus’s desk and leaned back on her 
hands. 
 
“Where’d you go?” he asked. “I thought you were staying here too.” 
 
“I needed some time away,” she said quietly. “I spent Christmas with 
the Weasleys.” Draco merely nodded, and for a few minutes the only 
sound was the rhythmic tap of the knife against the cutting board. 
 
Breaking the silence, Hermione asked, “How did your mother react to 
your staying here?” 
 
“She sent a Howler. Two of them, in fact. There was one with my 
Christmas present.” 



 
“At least she sent you a present,” Hermione reasoned. 
 
“It was a Portkey,” replied Draco wryly. “It came during Christmas 
dinner. Professor Dumbledore grabbed it before I touched it. 
Otherwise, I’d have been on my way home, arse over broomstick.” 
 
Hermione laughed. She couldn’t help it. Draco looked at her sourly. 
“I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m just imagining the look on your mother’s face 
when Albus Dumbledore showed up in her living room instead of you.”  
 
“He said that she offered him tea.”  
 
“One or two lumps of poison?” asked Hermione, still snickering.  
 
Draco tried to frown, but couldn’t contain his own laughter. It had been 
a quiet three weeks, giving him much time to worry about his situation 
and his future. Hermione’s teasing was welcome relief from his own 
thoughts. And it gave him something to do other than thinking of the 
way Pansy had acted when she’d returned that afternoon. She’d greeted 
him coolly in the common room—no recriminations, no hysterics—and 
then had pulled Crabbe and Goyle into a huddle at one end of the 
Slytherin table during dinner. He’d heard the words, “mission” and 
“super-secret” but couldn’t figure out what they were talking about. 
They didn’t look at him, so it didn’t seem to be about him, but they did 
glance up at the High Table several times. Something was up. He wasn’t 
sure he wanted to know what it was. 
 
“Miss Granger, get down from there.” Hermione turned at the sound of 
Severus’s voice. He stood at the top of the stairs, arms crossed over his 
chest, regarding her with a cool stare. “That is a desk, not a lounge 
chair.”  
 
Hermione hopped down. “Of course, Professor Snape. You wanted to 
see me?” 
 
“I required your presence, Miss Granger. One does not imply the 
other.” 
 
Draco sniggered at Hermione’s outraged expression. Even her hair was 
bristling.  



 
Severus knew that he should not goad his wife, but the opportunity was 
too good to miss. And she did turn her attention away from Malfoy and 
focus on him, indignation and amusement juxtaposed on her features. 
He walked down the steps and stood beside her. “As it happens, I have 
already resolved the issue in question. You may go. Unless …” he 
paused and brought his finger to his lips as if considering something, 
“you wish to stay and assist Mr. Malfoy. No doubt your chattering has 
hindered his progress, and I need those ingredients by morning.” 
 
Hermione nodded, realizing that he had orchestrated the entire incident 
in order to give Draco an opportunity to talk to her. Sending Severus a 
pleased smile that she hid from Draco, she said, “Of course, Professor 
Snape.” She reached for a mortar and pestle and began to grind flaxseed 
into a smooth paste. 
 
As she and Draco worked, they continued to talk quietly. Hermione 
casually spoke about things that she and Ginny had done over the 
holidays, pretending not to notice her partner’s ill-disguised interest in 
the subject. She frequently looked over at Severus, who was reading a 
Potions textbook and taking notes. If it weren’t for Draco’s inclusion in 
the scene, this might almost be a repeat of the many nights she and 
Severus had spent in quiet companionship in his sitting room. The 
realization that tonight he wouldn’t be reaching his hand out to lead her 
to their bedroom troubled Hermione. Had she made the right decision? 
Wouldn’t she be happier if she’d just accepted Severus’s apology? When 
she and Draco had finished cleaning up after themselves, she stopped in 
front of Severus’s desk and waited until he looked up from his 
parchments. Her hand itched to push the hair away from his face. 
“Goodnight, Professor,” she said quietly. 
 
“Goodnight, Miss Granger.” He held her gaze for a moment, and then 
turned back to his papers, his hand gripping his quill tightly. Hermione 
made her way back to her room in Gryffindor tower. She cuddled 
Crookshanks and whispered reassurances to Snip, wondering if Severus 
missed her as much as she missed him.  
 

 
 
 



Author’s notes: I know that prepaid cell phones weren’t as readily available in JKR’s 
timeline as they are now, but I liked the idea so I went for it. 
 
Chapter 12. Truths and Consequences 
 
Severus leaned back against the wall, a sour expression crossing his face 
as he stirred the fruity drink in his hand. Red and pink heart-shaped 
glitter drifted from the ceiling of the Great Hall; he cast a Repelling 
Charm to prevent any from landing on him. Dumbledore’s ball was in 
full swing. He hated these functions, had since he was a boy in school. 
They always found him skulking around at the fringes while the Potters 
and the Blacks of the world took centre stage. Valentine’s Day was the 
worst—overblown emotions and sentimental idiocy so vibrantly on 
display. He’d never celebrated with anyone special, and even this year—
despite having a wife—he was alone. He wondered how long he would 
have to stay before he could leave to make his customary rounds of the 
castle and its grounds. Rousting amorous students somehow satisfied 
the bitterness he felt on these occasions. He raised his head, glaring out 
at the room and its happy revellers. A flash of curly brown hair caught 
his eye and he turned towards the door. He caught his breath as 
Hermione walked into the room, wearing the blue robes she’d worn at 
their bonding ceremony. Her hair was pinned up loosely and curls 
spilling over her shoulders. He remembered pulling those pins from her 
hair on their wedding night. But now she clung to Ronald Weasley’s 
arm, and Severus felt jealousy tear at his gut. To make matters worse, 
Potter hovered at Hermione’s other side, seemingly more concerned 
with her than he was for his own date. 
 
Hermione let Ron lead her into the Great Hall, smiling at the sight of 
the decorations. As always, she searched for Severus. She caught his eye, 
and the fiery look she saw made her catch her breath. For a moment, the 
noise of the crowd faded and it seemed as if they were the only the ones 
in the room. Then, Severus’s eyes dropped to where her hand rested on 
Ron’s arm and he frowned. Hermione blinked. 
 
Ron followed Hermione’s gaze and winced. “If looks could kill, I’d be 
dead right now,” he quipped, only partially joking. “In fact, since I know 
he can throw a spell this far, I think we should get me out of direct line 
of sight.” He steered Hermione to the other side of the room.  
 
“You don’t have to stay with me, Ron.” Hermione sat down at the table 



Ron found for them. “Go find Parvati. I’m fine.” Hermione was 
relieved that Ron seemed to have found a new romantic interest. 
 
“She’s not talking to me at the moment.” Ron’s grin was sheepish. “I 
didn’t ask her to come to the ball with me soon enough, I guess.” 
 
“Oh, Ron,” laughed Hermione despairingly, “you’re hopeless. Well, go 
on. Go make it up to her—ask her to dance.” She shook her head as 
Ron moved away.  
 
Hermione chatted with Ginny and talked with other friends as they 
passed by. She left the table for a few dances—but only with Ron, Harry 
or Neville as partners. She was using a Concealing Charm to camouflage 
her pregnancy, but its protection was limited. If by chance someone 
were to feel the growing bump of her belly the charm might not fool 
them. She had to be careful. So she sat quietly, enjoying the music 
surreptitiously watching her husband’s movements. When he stationed 
himself near the punch bowl, she made up her mind. She needed to talk 
to him, needed to find out if he’d really meant it. 
 
Excusing herself to Ginny and Harry, Hermione walked up to the 
refreshments table. Bypassing the gooey cakes and candies, she stopped 
in front of the punch bowl. She looked across the table into Severus’s 
dark, shuttered eyes. 
 
“Severus—” Hermione began, clasping her hands in front of her. 
 
“You have something to say, Miss Granger?” His voice was cold and his 
stare sharp and pointed. Hermione blushed at the rebuke and looked 
around to see if anyone had noticed her slip.  
 
“I just wanted to thank you for the roses,” she said softly, moving a step 
closer to the table to avoid being overheard. “I don’t think I’ve ever 
seen anything more beautiful.” Her hand stroked the deep red blossom 
pinned to shoulder. She had not been able to resist pulling one from the 
bouquet that had appeared in her Gryffindor room this morning. 
Flowers had appeared at her beside the morning after she’d returned to 
Hogwarts after the holidays, and when one bouquet faded, another 
replaced it, just as they had done when she’d been spending her nights 
with Severus. 
 



Severus’s temper rose. Roses? He had not given her flowers. Maybe he 
should have, but he hadn’t. Anger rose quickly, and he again glared out 
across the Great Hall. Which one of these idiotic children was trying to 
seduce his wife? Potter? Malfoy? Weasley? 
 
“Did you mean it?” Severus brought his attention back to Hermione as 
she asked the question. When he didn’t respond, she asked again, “Did 
you mean what you said in the note?” Her voice was tremulous, and 
there was a hopeful look in her hazel eyes.  
 
Severus had no idea what the letter might have said, but it was clearly 
something that pleased Hermione. He would not waste this opportunity 
to atone for past mistakes. “I would not write what I did not mean,” he 
replied cunningly. 
 
A shy smile lit Hermione’s face. Then her expression turned wary. “You 
said, Be Mine?” There was a question in her tone. 
 
Severus winced. Surely she did not believe he could have written 
something so trite? He strained to hear the words Hermione whispered 
next. 
 
“Only me? Not anyone else?” 
 
Severus swallowed hard and nodded. He held Hermione’s gaze as he 
answered, “Until thou the bonds forswear’st.” Hermione’s eyes widened 
and she began to tremble.  
 
“Hermione, need help with those drinks?” 
 
Reluctantly, Hermione twisted around to address Harry. “I’m coming, 
Harry. I was just asking Professor Snape a question.” She turned back 
towards Severus, but he had already slipped away. 
 
Severus gripped his wand tightly. He’d forced himself to walk away 
before he succumbed to the urge to hex that interfering Potter brat right 
there and then, right in the middle of the Great Hall. What reason did he 
have for intruding on them? He’d noticed how solicitous Potter had 
become towards Hermione; he was always at her side these days. No 
doubt he’d been the one to send the roses. Severus retreated to a dark 
corner and stewed silently.  



 
Across the room, Ginny watched as Harry put a hand on Hermione’s 
shoulder. She drummed her fingers on the table and frowned. On the 
surface, she’d gotten what she wanted—she was wearing the pretty 
robes she’d purchased last summer, and she was Harry Potter’s date for 
the Valentine’s Ball. But nothing else was right. She’d thought that he’d 
finally seen her as something more than Ron’s little sister, more than a 
Chaser, more than just a pal. But now, after only a couple of dances, 
Harry had abandoned her for Hermione. Oh, she knew how responsible 
Harry felt for Hermione, his belief that the prophecy had chosen 
Hermione only because she was his friend, but still ... it just wasn’t fair! 
Snape’s eyes had blazed when he’d first seen Hermione tonight. Ginny 
knew that Harry never looked at her like that. She jumped up from the 
table, suddenly impatient with herself. She grabbed Dean Thomas and 
pulled him, protesting, onto the dance floor. She wasn’t going to sit 
around and pine away like some lovesick fool. Not anymore. If Harry 
Potter couldn’t see what was right in front of him, well then, that was 
his loss!  
 
Ginny persuaded Dean to stay on the dance floor for several songs. 
Laughing, she spun away from him for a moment, and found herself 
face to face with Draco Malfoy. His eyes swept over her flushed face 
and the long red hair flowing loose about her shoulders. Murmuring 
appreciatively, he winked at her. Ginny crossed her arms in front of her 
chest and tossed her head. What cheek! Her movements drew his stare 
at her pert breasts straining against the emerald green robes. Suddenly 
breathless, Ginny felt warmth spreading through her. Who knew that 
cool grey eyes could turn so hot? At that moment, another student, 
gyrating with more exuberance than grace, bumped into Ginny. She 
pitched forward, and Draco reached out to break her fall. 
 
“Slytherin green is most definitely your colour, Ginevra,” he whispered 
suggestively. “Your charms are wasted on Potter.” For a moment his 
hands rested on the curve of her hip as he steadied her. Ginny could feel 
their impression there long after he’d dropped them to his side. Dean 
stepped up, spoiling for a fight, so Ginny was forced to lead him back 
across to their table, but she couldn’t resist looking back at the blond 
wizard who flustered her so. He was watching her still, and she blushed 
rosily. What was the matter with her that Draco Malfoy could make her 
feel this way?  
 



 
 
Severus set the smoking goblet down on Remus’s desk. Remus, 
engrossed in the Daily Prophet, replied absently, “Thank you, Severus.”  
 
“Not at all,” replied Severus coolly. “Brewing your potion is the 
highlight of my month. You had best drink it while it is fresh.”  
 
Remus lowered the newspaper. Severus’s eyebrow rose. “Trouble 
disciplining your classes, Lupin?” He eyed the purple and green bruises 
surrounding Lupin’s swollen left eye with some amusement. 
 
Remus glared at him, but the look did not have the intended impact as 
he winced in pain. “It wasn’t a student, it was an accident. And it’s your 
fault,” he added grouchily. 
 
The eyebrow rose even higher. “I fail to see how that is possible. I am 
certain that I would recall hitting you. With relish, in fact.” 
 
“It is your wife who is rapidly outgrowing her clothing,” said Remus in a 
disgruntled tone. “Haven’t you noticed?” He’d continually glossed over 
the estrangement between Hermione and Severus, certain that they 
would work things out. He waved his friend to a chair, and told him 
how he and Tonks had gone to purchase maternity wear for Hermione. 
“We thought it best not to cause speculation by going to a Wizarding 
store, so ‘Dora morphed herself to mimic Hermione’s shape, and we 
ventured into one of those big Muggle stores. The Muggle clerk insisted 
that she model every garment for me.” Remus smiled, remembering. He 
continued, “There was one garment in particular … a lavender robe that 
matches ‘Dora’s favourite hair colour.” He’d whispered that she should 
buy that one and keep it for herself. ‘For when you carry our child,’ he’d 
said, nuzzling the back of her neck. 
 
Remus brought himself back to the present, reddening under Severus’s 
inquisitive stare. “I said something that startled ‘Dora, and she swung 
around and lost her balance. She caught me with an elbow as she tried to 
regain her footing.” He grinned sheepishly.  
 
Severus suppressed his rising laughter by curling his lip. “So I was in 
error. Bedding her has not cured her of her more explosive tendencies. 
Perhaps you should pay more attention during your own Defence 



lessons.” 
 
“Now, really, Severus—” Remus protested.  
 
“Why have you not seen Pomfrey?” Severus interrupted Remus before 
he could defend Tonks. 
 
“She is away, and I am all out of bruise-healing paste.”  
 
Severus sighed and stood. “I shall return.”  
 
A few minutes later, he came back with a small jar of yellow paste. He 
approached Remus, and with quick efficiency, smeared the goop around 
his eye. He watched clinically as the bruises began to fade. After wiping 
his hands on Remus’s newspaper, he screwed the lid back onto the jar 
and thrust it at him. “Keep this. It will save me the trouble of fetching it 
for you after your next romantic encounter.” He returned to his seat. 
 
Remus blinked rapidly and then touched his already healing eye. “Thank 
you. You have a gentle touch. You would make a good Healer.” 
 
Severus snorted. 
 
Remus chuckled. “Then again, your bedside manner leaves much to be 
desired.”  
 
“The Wolfsbane awaits, Lupin.”  
 
Remus turned his attention to the concoction with resigned distaste. He 
grimaced as he raised the goblet and drained it. Shuddering at the 
lingering aftertaste, he frowned at the Potions master. “There really is no 
need to watch me drink, Severus. I am unlikely to forget, and I think you 
enjoy my discomfort far too much.” 
 
Severus smirked. He was spending far more time in Lupin’s chambers 
than he normally did, but he was reluctant to return to his cold and 
empty rooms. ‘Pathetic,’ he thought. Once he’d been content with his 
own company, but his time with Hermione had changed that. He had 
hoped that their exchange at the Valentine’s ball might have convinced 
her to return to him, but although he would catch her watching him in 
class and at meals, she had made no other move. So he was reduced to 



seeking out any diversion to relieve his loneliness—even a chat with his 
old nemesis. There was also the possibility that Remus would say more 
about his wife. “Anything interesting in the paper?” he asked with 
seeming idleness.  
 
“Only a botched body dump. Muggles found a partially transfigured 
corpse near Greater Hangleton. Scared the poor things to death no 
doubt, seeing a woman mysteriously embedded in a log. The woman 
was a Death Eater; they found the Mark on her left arm. Know her?” 
Remus handed the paper to Severus. 
 
Severus stared at the picture in disbelief. It couldn’t be. 
 
Remus continued, “Must have been Pettigrew’s work. He never could 
transfigure worth a damn, the little—Severus?”  
 
“It cannot be.” 
 
“You knew her?”  
 
Severus nodded. He touched his wand to the picture, causing the 
corpse’s Dark Mark to glow. “How could I not have realized …” 
 
“You didn’t know that she was a Death Eater?” 
 
Severus shook his head. “No, I did not.” He stared at the picture, and 
sudden realization brought a new look of horror to his face. “She knew 
about Hermione. Not who she is,” he added hastily, as Remus sat up in 
alarm, “but that there is someone I … care for.”  
 
“You told her?” asked Remus sharply. 
 
“She guessed. I thought she was a friend,” he added, more to himself 
than to Remus. His thoughts were bleak. How long had Lana been in 
the Dark Lord’s service? How long had she been spying on him? Had 
her kindness and her interest in him always been a ruse?  
 
“Do you think she told him?”  
 
Severus took another look at the gruesome picture. “Those are the 
garments she wore when I last saw her, so we must assume so. She must 



have Apparated to him soon after my departure.” 
 
“And that was when?” queried Remus, giving Severus a pointed look. 
The article said that death had occurred approximately three months 
ago. It was too much of a coincidence.  
 
“Two nights before the end of term,” he replied. “And yes, it was that 
night,” referring to his quarrel with Hermione. He was silent for a 
moment, mentally tying recent events to this new knowledge. “The Dark 
Lord knows. There is no question. He has been probing my mind more 
frequently, asking more questions. I had not realized what he was 
seeking, but now it is clear. Perhaps he suspects my loyalty, or he may be 
seeking additional leverage against me—it would not be the first time he 
used personal connections to ensure commitment—but there is no 
doubt that he is aware that there is … was ... a witch in my life.” 
 
Remus’s expression was grave and a little disappointed as he said, “We 
must tell Albus. And Hermione will have to be told, Severus. It is likely 
that some of the students loyal to Voldemort also know. If they should 
somehow find out about the baby, Hermione will be in great danger.” 
Remus hated to think what this knowledge would do to Hermione. 
 
Severus nodded sharply. “I shall inform her.” He cringed at the thought 
of humiliating himself even further, but it was his mistake, and his 
responsibility. He picked up the empty goblet and walked towards the 
door. “I will bring another dose to you before breakfast,” he said as he 
swept out of the room. 
 
“Imagine my delight,” answered Remus sourly. 
 
Not even the werewolf’s discomfort could raise Severus’s spirits.  
 

 
 
As his seventh year students began to climb the stairs to exit the Potions 
classroom, Severus spoke up. “Miss Granger, a word with you.” 
 
Hermione was startled. Severus had hardly acknowledged her in weeks, 
not since the ball. New flowers had appeared in her room when the 
Valentine roses had faded, but there had been no more notes.  
 



Harry, waiting for her by the door, looked at her questioningly. 
Hermione gestured for him to go on ahead. Harry nodded, but threw a 
hard, silent warning Severus’s way before he turned and left. 
 
Severus watched the students leave, absentmindedly stacking their 
parchments and rearranging items on his desk. Hermione waited for 
Severus to speak, taking the opportunity to study him. He was thinner, 
and there were dark circles under his eyes. She knew that Voldemort had 
been sending for him more and more frequently and that he wasn’t 
sleeping well. She often questioned the unicorn portraits that served as a 
mechanism for communication between her Gryffindor tower room and 
his dungeon quarters. She felt somewhat guilty for spying on him, but 
she couldn’t help herself. Many times Hermione found herself standing 
by the fireplace in her room, longing to step through the Floo, but not 
quite sure what she would do if she did. It was less complicated and less 
confusing to leave things as they were, no matter how much she wanted 
to be with Severus.  
 
Severus also examined Hermione hungrily, noting the changes to her 
physique. He’d kept his thoughts and feelings locked away so tightly that 
he was at times fooled by the charm masking Hermione’s pregnancy, but 
now he saw every detail—her full breasts, the slight softening in her 
face, and the rising mound that cradled the child.  
 
“You are well?” he asked, postponing the moment when he would have 
to tell her the truth. 
 
Hermione noted his gaze drift to her rounded stomach. “We’re fine,” 
she said softly. “Snip is growing. As am I,” she added dryly, stroking her 
five-month’s pregnant belly. “I’ve had to get all new clothes.” She 
laughed. “Poor Remus.” 
 
Severus snorted. “I saw him after his misadventure with Nymphadora.” 
Their eyes met with shared amusement as each pictured a flustered 
Tonks flailing about and clobbering Remus in the middle of a busy 
store. They stared at each other, mirth changing to something 
indefinable, until Severus’s eyes dropped. He traced the edge of a 
cauldron with his fingers. “I have news,” he said gruffly.  
 
Hermione jerked her eyes from his hands as she willed her cheeks to 
cool. Now was not the time to be thinking about what else those hands 



could do. Hormones! 
 
“Did you read the report in the Prophet regarding the discovery of a 
partially transfigured body?” 
 
Hermione nodded, shivering as she recalled the grisly facts. The Ministry 
had been obliged to Obliviate several Muggles who had seen the corpse, 
although they had not been fast enough to prevent the news from 
spreading to the Muggle press, the article had said. She wondered how 
the story was being handled.  
 
“The woman … she … she was an acquaintance of mine,” said Severus, 
still stalling. 
 
“I am so sorry, Severus!” Hermione was appalled. She moved closer to 
Severus and put her hand on his arm. “Did you know her well?” 
 
Severus found that he couldn’t say the words. His voice low, he said 
instead, “She was killed two nights before the Christmas holidays 
began.” 
 
Hermione’s mind raced as she matched the significance of the day to the 
details revealed in the Prophet’s article. The red-headed woman’s 
malformed body had been clothed in a silky green robe. The writer had 
delicately described the woman’s profession as that of a courtesan. The 
hair she’d seen on Severus’s robes had been red. The woman Severus 
had gone to visit had been a prostitute! He’d been to see a prostitute 
that night and had then come back and expected to be with her too? 
How could he? She dropped her hand from his arm and hugged herself 
to hide her sudden trembling. “Why are you telling me?” she asked 
stiffly, holding back sudden tears. She wasn’t sure whether she wanted 
to scream at him or run away and cry. 
 
“I met her while I was a student,” said Severus, not looking at 
Hermione. A dark flush burned in his cheeks, and his voice was 
uncharacteristically halting. “We formed a friendship, or so I thought. 
She … she helped me through some difficult times over the years. But I 
did not know that she wore the Dark Mark, Hermione. You must 
believe me. I am now certain that she told the Dark Lord about you. 
Not your name, but the knowledge that I have a … partner.” He felt 
that he didn’t have the right to say the words ‘lover,’ or ‘wife.’  



 
Hermione was silent. She heard the anguish in Severus’s voice. That 
woman, his lover, had betrayed him. Did it matter what she was? It 
didn’t really change anything. He’d told her that nothing had happened 
that night and she believed him.  
 
“I’m so sorry, Severus.” She put her hand back on his arm and squeezed 
gently. “It is not your fault.” 
 
Severus looked down at his wife. The concern in her eyes was evident. 
He wanted to hold her, but wasn’t sure she would accept that. He said, 
“You must be even more careful, Hermione. Do not be alone anymore 
than necessary. He is trying to learn who you are. If something should 
happen to me—”  
 
“Don’t say that,” she pleaded. She shivered. Hermione had never been 
face to face with Voldemort. She didn’t know how Severus could go 
back again and again, knowing that each time there was a very real 
chance that he would not come back. “I’m still looking,” she said 
quietly, “still hoping I’ll find something that will help you with the 
Transmogrification Elixir.” She knew that, despite many hours of hard 
work, he’d not yet found the right combination of ingredients to 
counteract Voldemort’s magic.  
 
Severus nodded. “You should go now.” As much as he wanted to 
prolong his time with her, it was not safe to do it in the Potions 
classroom. “Be careful.” 
 
“And you be careful, Severus.” She blinked away tears as she turned 
away. Even though the subject had been grim, it felt good to be talking 
to him again. She missed him. She walked halfway up the stairs and then 
hesitated, looking back.  
 
Severus cocked an eyebrow at her, wanting to wipe the solemn look off 
her face. “Two points from Gryffindor, Miss Granger. I believe I told 
you to leave.”  
 
He felt the soft brush of Hermione’s hand against his cheek. Surely it 
was only his imagination? She would not have cast the Blanditae 
longinquus Charm, would she? She reached the top of the stairs and 
opened the door. He started to call out to her, but stopped when he 



realized what she was saying.  
 
“Honestly, Harry—you didn’t have to wait for me. Of course I’m all 
right.” 
 
Severus smiled bitterly. Of course she was fine. Potter was there to take 
care of her. Wasn’t he always?  
 

 
 
Hermione tumbled out of the Floo, grabbing for the back of the chair as 
a wave of dizziness overtook her. “Severus!” she called. “Oh, Severus, 
hurry.” 
 
Severus sprang from his bed, abandoning his fitful sleep. He rushed into 
the sitting room with his wand held ready. “Hermione? It’s past 
midnight. What is it? Are you hurt?” He waved his hand and lit the 
sconces.  
 
Hermione stood in front of the fireplace, clinging to the chair with one 
hand and clutching a battered text in the other. Severus sprang to her 
side and put an arm around her waist for support. “Sit,” he said, pulling 
her close and leading her to the sofa. “Is it the child? Are you ill?” 
 
“No, no,” replied Hermione. “I just haven’t been through a Floo in a 
while. I’m a bit woozy. I’ll be okay.” She let her head rest against his 
chest for a moment, but then pulled away and quickly flipped through 
the pages of the book she carried. “I found it, Severus, I found it!” In 
her haste she tore one of the brittle, yellowed sheets.  
 
“Careful,” cautioned Severus. He read the title of the book and his initial 
hope faded. Common Plants and Their Many Uses was a standard text. He 
had copy on his shelf. “Hermione, I seriously doubt—” 
 
Hermione finally found the scrap of parchment she’d used to mark her 
place. “No, look,” she said excitedly. “There.” She pointed to a note 
scrawled untidily in the margins. 
 
Severus took the book from her and felt the Mark on his left arm tingle. 
There was no doubt that the words he was looking at had been written 
by the Dark Lord. He read quickly. “Hermione,” he breathed, “this 



could be it.” He couldn’t believe it. After all this time, he hadn’t dared to 
consider that Hermione might find something. That the Dark Lord had 
used Devil’s Nettle as the base for his Resurrection potion was no 
surprise—the herb the Muggles called yarrow was an essential 
component in both medicinal and Dark Arts brews. But there, next to 
the descriptive entry for Devil’s Nettle, were the missing pieces that 
would make his search for a potion to reverse the one Dark Lord had 
used to reanimate himself feasible. Severus found that he was quivering. 
 
“Where did you find the book?” he asked.  
 
“It was wedged between two books in the Charms section. I was 
researching my Charms project—a variation on the Silencing Charm—
and I found it. Or rather, I didn’t … not right away. Every time I tried 
to pull out one of the books, I felt a compulsion to move away. When I 
finally overcame the Repulsion Charm, this book fell to the floor and I 
knew there had to be something in there. Why didn’t he just destroy it 
or take it away?” 
 
“Most likely he did. But everything belonging to Hogwarts has a 
powerful homing spell on it. It doesn’t prevent items from being 
removed from the grounds, but after a time they will make their way 
back. The Dark Lord may have been able to overcome the charm while 
he was corporeal … but after his disastrous encounter with Potter, he 
would not have been able to sustain the magic, of course. The book 
would find some way to return to Hogwarts—perhaps by falling into the 
hands of someone heading to Diagon Alley—and then on to Hogwarts 
by way of slipping itself into a student’s book bag, or something. The 
Repulsion Charm was a precaution against detection should that happen, 
no doubt.” Severus’s response was automatic. He’d summoned a piece 
of parchment and a quill and he was scribbling hastily, working out the 
changes he would need to make to add potency to his Transmogrification 
Elixir. 
 
Hermione drew her bare feet up under her and sat quietly, watching the 
flickering expressions of concentration cross his face. After several 
minutes, he looked up from his work and grabbed her hands tightly. “I 
can do it, Hermione. With this information, I know how to make it 
work.”  
 
He bent his head and kissed her, a warm, hungry kiss that she responded 



to readily. When they broke apart, he kept his hands on her, as if he 
were afraid she’d disappear. Hermione leaned into him—it was so good 
to be in his arms again after so many weeks apart. But she also noticed 
that he kept glancing at his scrawl-covered parchment. 
 
“Go,” she said, smiling up at him. “I know you’re dying to get to work.” 
 
Severus took up his notes, summoned a robe to cover his night shirt, 
and hurried towards the door to his office. He hesitated in front of it 
and then asked, “And you?” 
 
“I’ll wait here for you,” she said softly. “If you want me to.” 
 
Severus nodded. “I do.”  
 
Hermione curled up on the sofa, tugging on the hem of her nightgown 
to cover her toes. Even with the fire going, it was chilly. The late hour 
and the excitement of the evening began to wear on her, and the open 
door to the bedroom beckoned her. It wouldn’t hurt to lie down for a 
while, would it? Severus would probably be closeted in his lab for the 
remainder of the night.  
 
The clock had just struck four when Severus closed the door behind him 
and let out a sigh. He was tired, but for the first time in long time, he 
was hopeful. It was remarkable how just one detail could change 
everything. He’d been working on the Transmogrification Elixir for 
months with little success, but now he knew he could do it. It would 
take more work, and there was one aspect of its creation that would be 
particularly distasteful, but it could be endured. The Dark Lord might no 
longer be invincible.  
 
It was a moment before Severus realized that Hermione was gone; she 
hadn’t waited for him like she’d said she would. He felt emptiness clutch 
at him again, but then he noticed that a sconce was burning in his bed 
chamber. Hardly daring to hope, he walked into the room and saw 
Hermione lying on the bed, curled on her side. With only the slightest 
hesitation, he crawled up next to her and wrapped an arm around her 
waist. Breathing in the sweet, familiar scent of her hair, he fell into the 
first peaceful sleep he’d had in weeks. 
 
Hermione didn’t want to wake up; she wanted nothing more than to 



snuggle more deeply into Severus’s arms, but the insistent pressure on 
her bladder forced her to open her eyes. There was certainly nothing 
glamorous about pregnancy! She hurried to the bathroom, shivering as 
her bare feet met the cold stone floor. Now that she was here, what 
would she do? She’d had time to think during the past few weeks and 
had come to realize that she was punishing not only Severus, but herself 
as well. She wasn’t happy being away from him. And, although he’d 
never said the words, ‘I’m sorry,’ he had shown that he regretted how 
his actions had affected her. And it felt right to be here, to be held by 
him again. If he wanted her, she would stay. 
 
When she emerged from the bathroom, she found a pair of wary black 
eyes watching her. She stopped, uncertain of her welcome. Severus lifted 
the blankets in a silent invitation. Hermione held his eyes as she slid in 
beside him. He watched her closely, but did not reach out to touch her, 
and Hermione could feel the tension emanating from him. “Did it work, 
Severus? The potion?” 
 
Severus allowed himself a smile. While he waited anxiously to learn why 
she had returned to his bed, trust his studious wife to inquire about the 
potion first. “I believe it will. There is more testing to be done, and the 
preparation will be onerous …” Severus grimaced as he considered how 
distasteful it would be, “but there is hope.” 
 
“Truly? Oh, Severus!” Hermione launched herself at him, pushing him 
back against the bed. In her joy it seemed natural to kiss him.  
 
Severus kissed her back, savouring the feel of her. He wrapped his arms 
around her and held her tight. He could feel her nipples pearl against his 
chest and he growled. Quickly stripping them of their clothes, he lay 
beside her, relishing the feeling of her naked body pressing against his. 
He began to explore every inch of her with fervent lips and hands, 
reacquainting himself with her soft skin and discovering the contours of 
her new, more lushly defined curves. Hermione answered by kissing and 
stroking every part of him that she could reach.  
 
Not quite believing that this was happening, Severus pulled back, leaning 
over her and watching her intently as he asked, “Are you certain, 
Hermione? Is this what you want?”  
 
Hermione smiled back at him, and brushed his hair back from his face. 



“I love you, Severus,” she said softly.  
 
The impassioned, “Hermione!” that escaped him before he took her 
mouth in a hungry kiss was not quite the reciprocal declaration she’d 
hoped to hear, but it would do to go on with. She met him eagerly, 
wrapping a leg around his thigh to bring him closer. She felt his arousal 
press against her. How many nights had she lain awake wishing for this? 
Unwilling to wait any longer, she pleaded, “Now, Severus, I need you.” 
 
Severus needed no urging. He pushed inside her in a smooth motion, 
holding tight to his waning control. He didn’t want to hurt her. But 
when Hermione moved restlessly, drawing him in even deeper, he gave 
into his passion. It had been so long since he’d been with her like this. 
Hermione met his almost frantic strokes with a desperate heat of her 
own. In no time at all, she convulsed around him, and he soon followed 
with his own explosive release. Breathing heavily, he rolled beside her, 
hooking one leg over hers to keep her locked against him. Hermione 
tucked her head into his shoulder and her tangled hair fell across him.  
 
Stroking his chest slowly, she said, “I’ve missed this, Severus. I’ve 
missed you.” 
 
“As have I.” Severus pulled her just a little bit closer, supporting the 
bulk of the baby against his stomach. He let his hand rest on her, 
surprised at how taut and firm her belly was. He felt something ripple 
under her skin and snatched his hand away, startled by the movement. 
“Is it painful?” he asked tentatively. 
 
“It’s uncomfortable sometimes,” she replied, bringing his hand back 
down so that he would feel Snip’s movements. “And morning sickness 
wasn’t fun. Mrs. Weasley’s potion didn’t always stop it.” Someday, she 
would share with him how lonely she’d felt those mornings when she’d 
been forced to hunch over a self-cleaning chamber pot on the floor of 
her Gryffindor room, but not now. She didn’t want to spoil this 
moment. “But I’m over that.” They were quiet for some moments, each 
content to be near the other. 
 
Hermione went back to her original question. “So you made progress 
last night?”  
 
“Yes,” replied Severus, his fingers still playing with her hair. “I found a 



combination of ingredients that should work.” Severus became 
introspective, reviewing his night’s work. Hermione’s find had been 
crucial. With Filius Flitwick’s assistance, they should be able to loosen 
the magical bonds of cohesion of the Dark Lord’s revivified form. But 
there was that one complication …  
 
Hermione saw his frown and reached out to smooth it away. Keeping 
her hand on his cheek, she asked, “What is it?” 
 
“There is one impediment,” said Severus, reluctantly.  
 
“What?” 
 
Severus shifted, and sighed heavily. “As Potter will be the one saying the 
incantation and administering the potion, it will have far more potency if 
he creates it—if his wand is used as the elements coalesce.” His voice 
conveyed his complete disgust at the thought. 
 
“Is it a difficult potion?” asked Hermione. She struggled to keep a 
straight face, but the giggles were rising quickly. 
 
“Only for someone of Potter’s limited ability. But it has to be done in 
stages, and it will take a month to brew. A month I must spend in the 
company of Harry Potter.”  
 
Hermione tried valiantly, but the petulant expression on his face was too 
much for her. Harry would be none too happy either. Her mouth 
crumbled and her laughter rang out. Severus let go of his irritation and 
pulled her close, thinking that he might be able to bear even Potter’s 
presence if it meant he would continue to hear that sound.  
 

 
 
Author’s note: Don’t kill the author! A few unplanned family crises (can 
crises ever be planned?), the end of the semester, the holidays, and a 
severe case of writer’s block all ganged up on me and kept me from 
posting this sooner. My apologies. I still have to finish the next chapter, 
but then the following three are ready to post. Weird, I know, but I 
never can seem to do things in order. 
 
The idea for a homing spell on Hogwarts property was adapted from a 



favourite fantasy novel of my youth, Too Many Magicians, by Randall 
Garrett. I think it’s out of print, but if you find it in used bookstore, give 
it a whirl. 
 
Chapter 14. Draughts and Dragons 
 
Hermione lowered her book and stared into the fire. It was late, and 
Severus still wasn’t home. She chewed on her lip nervously. Voldemort 
had been calling for him with increasing frequency. Snip squirmed, and 
Hermione patted her stomach. “Are you waiting for him too, baby?” 
 
Curled up at the end of the sofa, Crookshanks raised his head at the 
sound of Hermione’s voice. After verifying that there was no food in the 
offing, he tucked his head under his paw and went back to sleep, purring 
softly. Hermione thought that he might be even happier than she was 
about her reconciliation with Severus and their return to his quarters. 
 
A sudden flare of green in the fireplace had Hermione reaching for her 
wand. Her grip on it relaxed when she recognized Severus stepping 
through. She waited anxiously as he ended the charm that kept him 
garbed in Death Eater attire. She’d learned not to approach him until he 
was ready. 
 
“I told you not to wait up,” Severus greeted her wearily. 
 
“I was studying.” Hermione raised the book that she held. 
 
Severus waved his hand and rotated the book one hundred and eighty 
degrees. “It is easier to read the right way up,” he said dryly. 
 
Hermione smiled guiltily. “I just couldn’t sleep knowing you were out 
there.” 
 
“I am fine, Hermione. He only probed my mind.” Severus poured 
himself a measure of Firewhisky and threw it back in his throat, 
welcoming its warmth. As usual when he returned from these visits, he 
was chilled to the bone. It was beyond him how the Dark Lord could 
stand to live in such a cold and damp house. You would think that a 
wizard with such an affinity for reptiles would cast a few Warming 
Charms. Severus tugged at his robes, impatiently pulling on a button 
caught in its hole. 



 
Hermione rose to help him. He waved her back. “I need to wash.” It 
was the next step in the routine he’d established when the Dark Lord 
had returned and he’d been forced to resume his double life. He always 
imagined that some of the fetid atmosphere of the Riddle house clung to 
him each time he left there. Firewhisky dulled the pain, water washed 
away the grime, and while he cleansed his body he had time to gather his 
thoughts and distance himself from the horror.  
 
Hermione watched him walk into the bathroom, undressing as he went. 
He stopped in the doorway and met her eyes over his shoulder. “Go to 
bed, Hermione. I will be along shortly.” 
 
Hermione frowned. Severus was tense and exhausted, as he always was 
after these meetings. Maybe she could do something about that. She 
could join him. But he really did seem to need time to be alone after his 
encounters with Voldemort. She smiled. There was another way. With a 
quick flick of her wand, she spoke the words to activate the Blanditae 
longinquus Charm. In her mind, she visualized soaping Severus, watching 
her hands glide across his sharply defined shoulder blades to slip over 
the firm muscles of his back, and then dip lower to skim his waist and 
fan out across the swell of his buttocks. Imagining herself reversing 
course, she brought her hands back up to his shoulders. She began to 
knead his muscles. She smiled again as she heard Severus’s groan of 
pleasure. 
 
“Lower.” The command, grunted from the depths of the bathroom, was 
followed by a belated, “Please.” 
 
Hermione complied, moving her hands slowly until she heard Severus 
sigh, “There, just there.” 
 
She worked that spot until she sensed it relax under her phantom touch. 
She repeated the motions, working her way around his strong back. 
Then, she imagined moving to stand in front of him. She leaned back 
against the sofa, closed her eyes and relied on the charm and her 
memory to conjure an image of Severus’s lean form standing under the 
shower, picturing the water flowing down his back and streaming from 
his hair. She had no doubt that by now he was fully aroused. She 
sketched in the hard jut of his erection, but deliberately ignored it, 
saving that pleasure for later. Instead, she reached her hands around his 



head and worked her fingers through his hair, gently massaging his 
scalp. Licking her fingers, she slipped them under her nightshirt, 
fondling her puckered nipples while her imaginary hands stroked 
Severus’s spare chest and flat stomach. With the charm and her physical 
motions moving in tandem, she curled magical fingers around Severus’s 
hard erection, allowing her hands to drift down between her thighs to 
minister to herself. 
 
“Her … mi ... one.” The drawn out syllables from the bathroom, half 
plea, half benediction, punctuated Hermione’s own panting release. With 
her eyes still shut, Hermione gradually ended the charm, a slightly smug 
smile on her face. She was becoming quite proficient with that spell. 
 
She heard the water tap squeal as Severus shut it off and the rasp of 
towelling against skin as he dried himself, but she was too relaxed to 
move. She kept her hand between her legs, gently caressing herself and 
prolonging her own pleasure. The sound of an indrawn breath caught 
her ear. Hermione eyes flickered open. She saw Severus standing beside 
her: clean, dry, and unabashedly naked. He held out his hand. 
 
“Come,” he said, drawing her to her feet and leading her to their bed. 
Lying back, he helped her to straddle him, and groaned again as she took 
him inside herself. He let Hermione find a rhythm that was comfortable 
for her, resting his hands on her waist to steady her.  
 
Hermione moved languidly and slowly. She savoured each and every 
sensation that her deliberate pace allowed her to explore. She could feel 
Severus tensing and bunching beneath her, and she responded to every 
adjustment that he made. She rocked forward, pressing the weight of the 
baby into him, and then settled back, shuddering as he filled her again. 
 
Severus felt his world narrow. All of his thoughts and feelings were 
focused on the witch rising and falling above him. Nothing could 
penetrate the cloud of pleasure he felt in the exquisite friction generated 
by their joined bodies. Sensing that Hermione was nearing her peak, he 
slipped his fingers between them, finding her most intimate spot and 
stroking it gently. 
 
At his touch, Hermione moaned. Her body clamped around his, and her 
orgasm rippled through her. Severus surged back against her, the tension 
that had been building in him releasing in a warm, bright explosion. 



 
Completely sated and a little bit breathless, Hermione cuddled close to 
Severus. He helped her find a comfortable position against him. 
Hermione tilted her head to look at him and whispered, “Better now?” 
 
Severus answered with a kiss. “My phoenix,” he said possessively, 
wrapping his arms around her. Soothed by her gentle lovemaking, his 
earlier ordeal fading from his memory, he soon fell into a peaceful sleep.  
 

 
 
All too quickly, Hermione’s alarm sounded. Severus watched from bed 
while she gathered the books she would need for the day and prepared 
to return to her room in Gryffindor. 
 
“Tell Potter to do something that will require me to give him detention 
today. I have already told Mr. Malfoy that I have no need of his services 
this evening. It’s time to begin work on the Transmogrification Elixir.” 
Severus had spent the last few weeks perfecting his formula, and he’d 
accounted for as many variables as he could. The only thing left to do 
was to create the potion and pray that it would work. His visit with the 
Dark Lord last night had been troubling. Something was brewing, and 
the Order of the Phoenix needed every advantage it could find. 
 
Hermione leaned over and kissed him. “Okay. I’ll study through lunch 
so that I can be there to referee.” 
 
Severus grimaced. As Hermione activated the Floo he called out to her, 
“Try to prevent him from doing something destructive.” He was sure 
the warning would not be heeded. 
 
“Today? Snape wants me to start the potion today?” whispered Harry 
incredulously. He threw down his fork and stared at her. 
 
“You have something more important to do?”  
 
Ron leaned in front of Harry and frowned at Hermione. “It’s Quidditch 
practice tonight. Our last practice before the game. Bet Snape’s trying to 
sabotage us.” Harry nodded in agreement. 
 
“Don’t be ridiculous!” Hermione’s voice was louder than she intended. 



A few students looked their way, but as an argument among those three 
wasn’t exactly news, they quickly returned their attention to their 
breakfasts. 
 
“It’s not ridiculous,” insisted Ron. “It’s the last game. We lose to 
Ravenclaw this weekend and Slytherin will win the Cup. Snape knows 
that.”  
 
“Really. If that’s more important than defeating—” 
 
“It’s not.” Harry put a hand on Hermione’s arm. “I’ll reschedule 
practice. It won’t hurt. We’re better than Ravenclaw,” he said 
confidently. He brought his fingers up to his mouth to whistle for his 
team. 
 
Hermione grabbed him. “Harry! You can’t do that until after you’ve 
been given the detention,” she whispered frantically.  
 
Harry grinned sheepishly and picked up his fork. Ron poked him in the 
ribs and Hermione giggled. Some things never changed.  
 

 
 
“Habañero peppers?” Harry read from the parchment Snape had 
handed him. “What are they for?” 
 
“Capsaicin,” replied Hermione promptly. “It’s in the peppers. In Muggle 
remedies it’s used in muscle ache crèmes and for arthritis relief. It’s in 
medicinal potions too.” She pointed to the list. “But at this 
concentration, magic will cause it to burn through flesh and weaken 
tendons.” 
 
Severus murmured in her ear, “At least someone pays attention to my 
lectures.”  
 
Hermione smiled at him and gave him a quick kiss, much to Ron and 
Harry’s discomfort.  
 
Harry continued reading. “Erumpent Exploding Fluid? Bubotuber pus?” 
 
Ron looked over his shoulder and whistled. “Lye, aconite, and foxglove. 



That’s some wicked stuff.” 
 
“We are creating a weapon,” Severus replied through clenched teeth. 
“You do understand that, do you not, Mr. Potter?” 
 
Harry nodded, his hands trembling just a bit. It was one thing to throw a 
punch or a curse in the heat of battle, but this—the cold-blooded 
premeditation required to brew a potion for the sole purpose of taking a 
life—this was a different thing altogether. He wasn’t sure he could do it. 
But then, the images of all those he’d lost cycled through his mind: his 
parents, Sirius, and Cedric. And he looked at Hermione and imagined 
the fate that awaited her if Voldemort learned of the unborn child 
prophesied to play a role in his downfall. He must be stopped. Harry 
straightened his shoulders and set his jaw in determination. “Where do I 
start?”  
 
After cautioning him not to touch his skin or rub his eyes while handling 
them, Severus tasked Harry with dicing the peppers. He put Ron to 
work disembowelling horned toads. The job was messy and had nothing 
to with the potion, but Mr. Weasley did not need to know that. He’d 
insisted on being included in the proceedings, so he would do as he was 
told. 
 
Severus examined Harry’s progress with thinly veiled annoyance. He 
flicked his hand and the chunks of pepper disappeared. “Try again, Mr. 
Potter. I said minced, not chopped. The pieces must be extremely fine 
to incorporate properly with the other elements.”  
 
Harry grunted, but picked up a new pepper and concentrated more 
closely on the movements of his knife. 
 
Severus silently acknowledged the signs of growing maturity in the boy. 
A year ago, his action would have earned him a glare from Potter, or 
even outright defiance. And his method of earning detention had been 
somewhat intelligent. Staging a fight about Quidditch outside of the 
Potions classroom was almost clever. It gave Harry a way to voice his 
suspicions about the timing of tonight’s session without risking 
Hermione’s anger over an open confrontation. 
 
And although his wife’s defence of his motives was indeed touching, he 
had, of course, known that his timetable would interfere with 



Gryffindor’s practice session. The entire Gryffindor table had glowered 
at him all through dinner. Severus knew that Potter had been unable to 
find a new practice time that could accommodate the schedules of the 
entire team. The Slytherins could barely contain their glee. If only he 
could go so far as to ban Potter from playing this weekend! It galled him 
that it had been that toad Umbridge who had achieved such a 
satisfactory victory. But, grudgingly giving credit where it was due, the 
boy had come tonight without protest, and was doing a credible job of 
following instructions. This might not be a total disaster after all. 
 
Hermione sat on a stool, ostensibly studying, but actually more 
interested in watching the byplay between Severus and her friends. She 
wondered how long it would be before Ron realized that he had been 
assigned busywork. Ron had deliberately involved himself in the hallway 
fight, forcing Severus to give him detention along with Harry. Severus 
was retaliating.  
 
Severus watched Harry closely as he chopped, mashed, and measured 
the ingredients that would be combined for this first stage the potion. 
Harry gently folded all of the ingredients together. The resulting mixture 
resembled colourful chutney. Without handling it, Severus inspected 
Harry’s handiwork, and then called a halt to the evening. He instructed 
Harry to cover the caldron. 
 
“It is ten o’clock. This must ferment for sixty-six hours before we 
proceed,” said Severus. He carefully placed the caldron into a cabinet 
and locked the doors. 
 
“Don’t you need these?” asked Ron, pointing to the large jar of toad 
guts that he’d spent the evening preparing. 
 
“Ah, yes.” Severus spoke a casual, “Evanesco,” quickly clearing away the 
pile of frog carcasses. “The third-year Hufflepuffs will be most indebted 
to you, Weasley. They detest that chore. Place the jar in the storeroom as 
we pass through.” 
 
Ron sputtered for a moment, but well-conditioned by Fred and 
George’s proclivity for playing pranks, he merely shrugged his shoulders 
and shook his head ruefully. Hermione patted his arm sympathetically, 
but Harry laughed. 
 



Severus led the way back through storeroom and into the classroom. He 
waited until the three students were at the doorway and then said, “I 
shall see you on Sunday at two, Mr. Potter.”  
 
Ron bristled. “Two o’clock! But that’s—” 
 
“He means on the Quidditch pitch, Ron.” Harry turned to face Severus. 
“Another detention at six o’clock on Sunday then, Professor?”  
 
Severus’s left eyebrow rose quizzically. “It appears that there is yet hope, 
Mr. Potter,” he murmured, acknowledging that Harry had correctly 
counted the hours the potion would need to rest.  
 
His face blank, he turned to Ron and said, “Mr. Weasley, I am certain I 
can find some entertainment for you … should you choose to make an 
appearance.”  
 
Ron wasn’t sure if that was an invitation or a warning. 
 
“And Miss Granger?” Severus left the question unspoken; Harry had 
just opened the door to the castle’s corridors and anyone could be 
listening. 
 
“Half an hour,” she mouthed, telling him when she expected to be back 
in their rooms. She flashed him a smile. All of her boys had played 
together nicely tonight.  
 

 
 
Draco blinked and glanced away from the Transfiguration text hovering 
in front of him, barely containing his sigh. He took careful note of 
which students were lounging in Slytherin common room. Pansy 
Parkinson lay with her head in his lap, trying to distract him by rubbing 
her cheek against him. “Pansy, I’m studying.” 
 
“You’re always studying,” she pouted. “That is, when you’re not with 
Snape.” She sat up suddenly. “You don’t have something going with 
him, do you?” A calculating gleam came into her eyes. Maybe that 
explained Draco’s disinterest in her. 
 
Draco laughed scornfully. “With Snape? Of course not!” 



 
“Well, you do seem to spend an awful lot of time with him.” 
 
“He’s helping me study for N.E.W.T.s. He wants Slytherin to have a 
good showing.”  
 
Pansy seemed to accept that answer. Draco had been afraid that she’d 
ask why he wasn’t including the rest of them in the study sessions. In 
truth, Draco didn’t know why Snape let him hang around so much, he 
certainly never seemed to care one way or another when Draco showed 
up uninvited in the Potions classroom after dinner. Sometimes Snape 
would give him some work to do, but more often than not he’d ignore 
him. On those occasions, Draco would sit at his desk, pull out his books 
and spend the time studying. It kept him away from the Slytherin 
common room and conversations like this one. 
 
“What does he do?” Pansy persisted.  
 
“Snape? I don’t know … grades papers, fusses with potions … who 
knows?” 
 
“Does he leave you alone a lot? Does anyone come to see him? 
Teachers, perhaps? Does he talk to anyone?” 
 
“Why all the questions about Snape?” Draco’s skin prickled. Pansy was 
too interested in their Head of House. Did this have something to do 
with what she and Crabbe and Goyle had been whispering about all 
term? Draco knew their orders came from the Dark Lord, but he hadn’t 
been able to determine exactly what they were doing. 
 
“Just curious,” replied Pansy with false nonchalance. “I mean, he’s been 
at Hogwarts forever, but he’s not that old. Don’t you ever wonder if he 
has other interests … a lover, maybe?” 
 
The Dark Lord was interested in Snape’s girlfriend? Draco almost 
laughed at the absurdity of the thought. Then again, lately there’d been 
nights when he’d told Draco that the Potions classroom wouldn’t be 
available. And there was that time last week, when Snape left while 
Draco was chopping valerian root for him. When Snape had come back 
after a half hour or so, his robes had been slightly askew, his face was 
slightly sweaty, and there’d been a red mark on his neck. Had Snape 



gone out for quick grope? Ick! Damn Pansy for putting that image in his 
head.  
 
He asked as casually as she had, “Why? You want to get into his robes?” 
 
“Of course not!” said Pansy, her tone a bit too defensive. There was 
something compelling about Snape and that dark stare of his. But first 
things first. She leaned into Draco. “His aren’t the robes I care about.” 
She kissed his cheek and slipped her hand under his waistband.  
 
Draco stood up abruptly. “Sorry, Pans’. I’ve got to patrol the corridors, 
make sure all the ‘ickle Firsties’ are tucked up in bed.” His mimicry of 
Peeves the Poltergeist made Pansy giggle. 
 
“I’ll go with you,” she said eagerly. 
 
“Thanks, but I’ve got it.” Draco stepped into the hallway and shut the 
door, leaving the disgruntled witch behind. 
 
Draco walked through the corridors lost in thought. Why would the 
Dark Lord care who Snape was seeing? It didn’t make sense. He must 
be misreading the situation. Maybe Pansy really was interested for 
herself. Snape held a unique position in the Dark Lord’s circle. Maybe 
Pansy thought there’d be some advantage to being close to him. Should 
he warn Snape? But where would that put him? Time was getting short 
and he had to look out for himself. Hermione said that Dumbledore 
would protect him if he decided not to go home after N.E.W.T.s. Was 
Snape really working for the Dark Lord or for Dumbledore? There was 
no way to know. He would keep his own counsel for now; it was safer 
that way. 
 
 
Draco rounded a corner and stopped as he saw the redhead down the 
corridor. His mouth curved into a self-satisfied smile. He’d planned his 
route so that he’d meet her on her own rounds. He leaned against a 
doorjamb and waited for her to notice him. She turned, saw him and 
faltered, but then raised her chin and walked towards him. 
 
“Evening, Malfoy.” Ginny’s voice was just a bit throaty. 
 
“Fancy meeting you here, Ginevra.” 



 
“What do you want, Malfoy?” 
 
“To talk with you, of course. Why else would I be waiting for you?” 
 
Ginny looked at Draco with mistrust. There was mischief in those grey 
eyes. “I don’t believe that.” 
 
“What’s not to believe? You’re a very pretty witch, and I’m a discerning 
wizard.” Draco’s eyes swept over Ginny appreciatively, bringing a rosy 
blush to her cheeks. 
 
“You’re a Malfoy. I’m a Weasley. You’re just using me to get one up on 
Harry.” It was the explanation she’d settled on for his attentions at the 
Valentine’s dance and the looks he’d sent her way at dinner and in the 
hallway in the weeks since then. “Now, if you’ll excuse me …” Ginny 
tried to step around Draco, but he grabbed her arm. 
 
He chuckled. “Oh, I’m up all right. But it has nothing to do with the 
Boy Wonder.”  
 
He pulled her close so that she could feel that what he said was true. 
And in spite of his chauvinistic tactics, her heart started to pound. 
 
“Don’t be such a prat, Malfoy. Let me go.” Before she melted into a 
puddle. She stared at his shirt front. 
 
“I just want to talk, Ginny,” he said plaintively. “Hermione likes me. 
Why don’t you? You can say my name can’t you?” 
 
“I …” Ginny lifted her head and found that her lips were just a hair’s 
breadth away from his. “Draco.” 
 
“That didn’t hurt, did it?” Draco leaned over and caught her mouth in 
kiss.  
 
He’d intended it to be a teasing peck, but found that he couldn’t make 
himself pull away. All year long he’d been haunted by those red lips and 
those soft curves. Ginny’s mouth opened in a sigh, and his tongue 
delved inside. Her arms wrapped around his neck and she leaned into 
him. Draco pulled her closer, his hands cupping her bottom. Ginny 



murmured her approval.  
 
Encouraged, Draco slipped a hand under her shirt, sliding it up along 
warm skin of her back. His breath caught as he brushed his hand against 
the side of her breast, pleased to find bare flesh. Pushing her shirt out of 
the way, he spread his palm over her breast and rolled her pert, pink 
nipple in his fingers. The sight of pale brown freckles peppering the soft 
skin enflamed him. He urged Ginny backwards, lifting her and pressing 
her up against a low-hanging portrait. The painting’s occupants yelled as 
they fled into surrounding frames. Neither student paid them any 
attention. 
 
Ginny wrapped her legs around Draco’s waist. His touch was driving 
her wild. She could feel how excited he was and it echoed her own 
feelings. Draco pushed against her, and Ginny responding by arching 
into him, loving the feeling of his hardness rubbing against her. Her 
hands clutched at his hair, and she recaptured his mouth and kissed him 
hungrily.  
 
Draco drew his mouth from hers to explore her face. “So sweet,” he 
whispered. He lifted her just a little higher so that he could capture that 
perfect breast in his mouth.  
 
Ginny whimpered at the sensation. She bent forward and kissed his 
arched neck, pushing his hair out of her way. Then she caught the 
shocked stare of the mob-capped witch sweeping the floor in painting 
hanging on the opposite wall. Some sanity returned. “Draco … we can’t 
… we can’t do this,” she said breathlessly. “Not here … not now. 
Please, Draco …” 
 
Draco reluctantly pulled away from her breast, fascinated by the way it 
followed the suction created by his mouth. He watched the nipple 
stretch and quiver before it fell back against her chest, still wet and 
glistening. He threaded a hand through her bright hair, and leaned his 
forehead against hers, breathing heavily. “Ginny … I know … but …” 
He kissed her forehead and set her on her feet. “I want this, Ginny. I 
want you.”  
 
Tears gathered in Ginny’s eyes. “Me too.” She cupped his face in her 
hands. “Me too.”  
 



He kissed her again. This time it was a slow, searching kiss that held 
more than a hint of desperation. He stepped back. 
 
Ginny pulled her shirt down, her brown eyes never leaving his. “Do you 
remember the first time we met?” 
 
“The annual Ministry picnic.” Draco stared off into space for a moment. 
It had been a bright day in mid-summer. He must have been seven or 
eight. “You were crying. You’d torn your robes.” 
 
“I was mad, not sad,” Ginny corrected. “Fred and George ripped my 
robes. I tried to jinx them, but they ran away.”  
 
“I repaired your robes and took you on the carousel.” 
 
“You insisted that we ride the dragon. I thought you were a prince.” 
Ginny smiled, remembering his dark green robes embroidered with 
silver constellations. Later, she’d heard Charlie scorn that the 
decorations were there to remind the Malfoy heir what his name was. 
Her smile dimmed. “But then your father saw us.” 
 
Draco remembered that too. As soon as the carousel stopped his father 
had yanked him off of the animated Chinese Fireball he and Ginny had 
been riding. Lucius Malfoy had dragged him away, scolding him for 
playing with the ‘wrong sort’ of wizards. He’d lost broom privileges for 
a week. The next time he’d seen Ginny, she’d been in Diagon Alley with 
Molly Weasley. Ginny had run to greet him, but he’d turned away. He 
could still recall the wounded look on her face. He looked down at her 
now. “I didn’t want to hurt you. I only wanted to please my father.” 
 
“And now, Draco?” 
 
He didn’t pretend to misunderstand her. “I don’t know. I just don’t 
know if I’m strong enough.” 
 
“Then I can’t do this,” she said. “I can’t be with you when you might 
still join You-Know-Who.”  
 
“And if I don’t?” 
 
Ginny’s suddenly impish expression rivalled any Fred or George had 



ever worn. She put her hands on his shoulders and stood on tiptoe. 
Since he seemed to like them so much, she made sure that her breasts 
brushed against him. She whispered in his ear, “Maybe you’ll get to take 
me for a ride on another dragon.”  
 
After delivering that parting shot, Ginny patted the stunned wizard on 
the cheek and walked away.  
 
Draco followed slowly. He might have gotten more than he’d bargained 
for when he plotted to waylay the feisty witch. 
 
Behind him, two farmers leapt back into their pastoral scene, shaking 
upraised fists and yelling curses. Grumbling about the irresponsibility of 
wizards these days, they rolled up their sleeves and began the tedious 
task of restacking the hay Draco and Ginny had scattered while writhing 
against their bucolic home. The witch across the hall fanned herself, 
watching their muscles bulge as they laboured. She adjusted her neckline 
and conjured a pitcher of lemonade. The sun shone brightly in that 
landscape; perhaps the wizards would welcome a cool drink. The 
haystack could wait until later—much later.  
 

 
 
Hermione checked to be sure that her Concealing Charm was in place 
and left infirmary with a little frown on her face. Snip was growing 
nicely. That was good news, of course. But Madam Pomfrey’s inquiry 
about her baby’s father had caused her to consider unresolved issues. 
 
The nurse had taken the news of Hermione’s pregnancy with surprising 
equanimity—she’d seen it all during her many years in medicine—but 
even months later she could not understand why Hermione refused to 
tell her who the father was, nor why the headmaster supported that 
decision. Given the timing of Hermione’s pregnancy, the father must be 
a student.  
 
“He should be here,” the matron had insisted. “He should be learning 
how to assist you during the delivery. He will be there, won’t he?”  
 
When Hermione had replied, that no, her baby’s father would not be 
there, Madam Pomfrey’s lips had tightened in disapproval. 
 



But it had to be. Severus certainly couldn’t acknowledge the baby as his, 
not while he was the Dark Lord’s agent as well as Dumbledore’s. But 
what was she going to do? How long would she need to keep the child 
hidden? No one had found a plausible explanation for the prophecy and 
its assertion that the baby would bring Harry something he needed. The 
only thing that was certain was the need to protect the child from the 
Dark Lord. ‘I’ll keep you safe, Snip,’ she promised silently. 
 
She was so immersed in her own thoughts that Charms was half over 
before she realized that her seat mate was equally self-absorbed. She 
nudged him. “Why so quiet?” 
 
Draco shrugged. 
 
“Come on, tell me.” Hermione leaned closer to him. “Dreaming of 
Ginny?” 
 
“Granger!” Draco’s exclamation drew curious stares from the students 
near them. She was far too close to the truth. Ginny’s promise had 
provoked many tantalizing fantasies. He wondered what Ginny had told 
her. Hermione’s smirk told him that she knew everything. 
 
Professor Flitwick cleared his throat and frowned at them, and they 
hastily turned their attention to their assignment. At the end of the class, 
he held them back. “Miss Granger, Mr. Malfoy. Please report to the 
headmaster.”  
 
Hermione and Draco exchanged startled glances.  
 
“Not for your disruptive behaviour,” the Charms master added with a 
smile. “Though I do expect better of you. I’m merely relaying a request 
from Headmaster Dumbledore.” The cheerful teacher motioned them 
on their way with a fluttering wave of his tiny hands. 
 
“Pick it up, Granger,” commanded Draco, several treads above her on 
the staircase, “I haven’t got all day.” 
 
Hermione glared at him, and thought of several quick-acting hexes she 
could cast. Let him see how fast he could move with a Bludger lodged in 
his waist!  
 



Draco waited for her by the ugly stone gargoyle guarding the entrance to 
the headmaster’s office. “What’s the password this week?”  
 
“Licorice whips.” As Hermione spoke the words, the gargoyle leapt out 
of the way to reveal the spiral staircase it protected. Hermione stepped 
on it, grateful for the magic that spun the stairs upwards.  
 
“He’s not even here,” Draco said with some impatience as they stepped 
through the door into the room. 
 
Hermione ignored him. She loved the headmaster’s office. She never 
tired of examining the many magical tools and trinkets scattered around 
the room. The faint musty smell given off by shelves and shelves of 
ancient manuscripts reminded her of her favourite used bookstore. Her 
fingers itched to touch those marvellous objects, so she clasped them 
behind her back like a child to keep from reaching for something she 
shouldn’t. When she walked in front of the Sorting Hat, the baby rolled. 
 
The point of the ratty hat flicked towards Snip, and Hermione heard its 
low chuckle. “Patience, little one; your time will come.” 
 
Behind them, Draco stared at Fawkes, perched on his stand and 
resplendent in his gold and crimson plumage. “What did you say?” 
 
“Nothing,” Hermione said quickly, sending the Sorting Hat a reproving 
look. She stepped up beside Draco, and teased, “Don’t get bitten.” 
 
Draco jerked his hand away, but Fawkes surprised him, stretching his 
neck out and butting Draco’s palm. “I think he likes me,” Draco said 
smugly. 
 
Hermione laughed. She took a step sideways. Suddenly her foot shot out 
from underneath her. Out of the corner of her eye she saw a Fizzing 
Whizzbee skitter into a corner. 
 
Draco lunged and caught her before she hit the floor, his arms wrapping 
around her waist as he set her upright.  
 
“Thanks,” she said shakily, not noticing that he was staring at her. “Just 
like the headmaster … oh, no!”  
 



Draco looked down at his hands and then back at Hermione, the reality 
of what he’d touched when he caught her overriding the distractive 
power of the Concealing Charm. “Granger … Hermione … you’re 
pregnant?”  
 
He couldn’t believe his eyes. He blinked. But she was still there. 
Hermione Granger, Hogwarts’ Head Girl, stood in front of him with 
her school robe stretched taut over her protruding stomach. 
 
“I … oh, my God.” Hermione panicked. He couldn’t know. No one 
could know. She had to protect her baby. Without conscious thought, 
she raised her wand. The curse hovered on her lips. Colour drained 
from Draco’s face. 
 
Hermione’s wand flew from her hand and sailed across the room.  
 
“Now then, Miss Granger, that would not be very wise, would it?” 
Professor Dumbledore’s blue eyes were sombre as he caught 
Hermione’s wand. The two students swivelled to face him, one in relief 
and the other with fear in her eyes. 
 
“I … I … he knows,” she said. “How can I protect—” 
 
“Mr. Malfoy will remain silent.” Albus turned to watch Draco, who was 
still having trouble accepting the evidence of his eyes. He couldn’t stop 
staring at Hermione’s stomach. 
 
“A baby. She’s having a baby. Is it Potter’s? Weasley’s?”  
 
“No, no.” Hermione struggled to gather her wits. 
 
“Sit down, both of you,” the headmaster ordered.  
 
Hermione and Draco had no choice in the matter as two chairs slid up 
behind them and hit them at the back of their knees. The headmaster 
took a seat himself. Hermione found that she was gripping a mug of 
steaming herbal tea. She took a sip, and the warmth of the liquid 
steadied her. 
 
Draco cradled the mug of tea that appeared in his hands. Fawkes 
hopped over to perch on the arm of his chair. Draco petted him, finding 



the action curiously soothing. 
 
“Fawkes likes him,” said Hermione, looking to the headmaster for 
reassurance. 
 
“So it would seem. Fascinating creature, the phoenix.” he replied calmly. 
He did not miss Hermione’s hand creeping up to clasp the little phoenix 
pendant Severus had given her for Christmas. Albus sat silently for a 
moment, watching Draco and Hermione carefully. Then he stood, 
waving them back into their chairs as they began to rise. “Clearly, my 
presence is not required. You have much to discuss, I think. Stay as long 
as you like. Miss Granger, your wand.” He held Hermione’s wand out to 
her and swept from the room, leaving Hermione and Draco staring after 
him. 
 
“He’s completely batty!” exclaimed Draco. “Isn’t he the one who 
wanted to see us? Why would he leave? Unless …” A horrified 
expression crossed his face. “He doesn’t think that’s my doing, does he? 
He doesn’t think that we—”  
 
“No.” Hermione giggled nervously. He looked positively green—
Slytherin green perhaps. “He knows you’re not the father.” 
 
They both fell silent, not quite sure what to say. Fawkes’ gentle trill 
calmed Hermione, and she let herself sink back into the soft chair. As if 
in response to her thoughts, the chair widened to give her room to pull 
her feet up next to her. Leaning against its arm, she relaxed, beginning to 
believe that this might not end badly. “Will you … keep this secret, I 
mean?” 
 
Draco thought about the secrets he and Hermione already shared. 
They’d kept their growing friendship hidden under a cloak of sharp jibes 
and taunts, dropping their guard only when they were alone together. 
Hermione had authored the plan that had kept him out of Pansy 
Parkinson’s clutches at Christmas. Then there was her knowledge of his 
infatuation with Ginny Weasley. Hermione could really hurt him if she 
let that titbit be known.  
 
Draco was silent long enough for Hermione to become tense again. She 
made sure that her wand was close by. 
 



Draco’s eyes followed her hand as it encircled her wand. “What spell 
were you going to use before Dumbledore stopped you?” 
 
“Memory Charm,” she replied grimily. 
 
Draco blanched. He’d seen his father cast that spell and knew how 
damaging it was. It frequently erased much more than a single memory; 
the loss could be extensive. “You don’t fool around, do you?” 
 
“I’ll protect my baby, Draco.” And its father, she added silently.  
 
“I won’t say anything,” he said. “Not because you’re threatening me. 
But, well … just because. It’s really not Potter or Weasley?” 
 
“No. And I’m not going to tell you.” 
 
“I’ll just have to guess, then.” Draco propped his elbow on the arm of 
his chair and rested his chin in his hand. “Finnigan?” 
 
“No.” 
 
“Good thing too. Lavender would kill you. She’s still not speaking to 
Padma after that little tiff at the Halloween feast. Thomas?”  
 
Hermione sniffed. 
 
“Couldn’t possible be Macmillan; Susan Bones keeps him on a very 
short string. Nott wouldn’t look at you—” 
 
“Nor I him,” said Hermione emphatically. 
 
“I can’t imagine you being swayed by a bore like Finch-Fletchley, even if 
he makes the Hufflepuff witches swoon. Zabini? He has a crush on you, 
you know—despite the fact that you’re a Mud … Muggle-born and a 
Gryffindor—though which he finds more of a barrier I couldn’t say. But 
I’d know if he were the one; he tells me everything. Terry Boot’s got 
brains, but he still sends Lockhart Valentines, so his interests most likely 
lie elsewhere—” 
 
“Are you quite finished?” Hermione laughed at his clownish behaviour.  
 



“Are you going to tell me? Still no? Okay, but you must set my mind at 
ease. Just tell me it isn’t Longbottom,” he pleaded.  
 
Hermione kept silent.  
 
“Hermione! You can’t be serious! Were you bewitched? Poisoned?” 
 
The horrified expression on Draco’s face was too much for Hermione. 
“Gotcha,” she giggled. “And for your information, Lavender is over 
Seamus. She has other interests now.” 
 
“Do tell.” 
 
“Of course I won’t.” She sobered. “I’m counting on you, Draco.”  
 
He nodded. They sat silently again from some minutes, each lost in their 
own thoughts. A clock chimed, and Hermione looked up. 
 
“I have to go. It’s almost dinner time.” And tonight, Harry and Severus 
would complete the final step in the making of the Transmogrification 
Elixir. She pushed herself up from her chair and walked towards the 
door. “I don’t think the headmaster is coming back.” 
 
“It’s odd, isn’t it?” Draco said as moved ahead of her to open the door. 
“He brought us here and then doesn’t even say why.” His eyes 
narrowed. “Do you think he planned this?” 
 
Hermione met his gaze, comprehension dawning. “Of course he did.” 
She was furious. How could Professor Dumbledore expose her, and put 
the baby and Severus into danger like this? What was he thinking?  
 
“But why?” 
 
“To show you he trusts you,” replied Hermione. She didn’t agree with 
the headmaster’s decision, but she could follow his thought process.  
 
Draco swallowed. “But why? I’m not Potter.” 
 
“Professor Dumbledore cares about all of his students, Draco. He’d like 
to keep everyone safe. Have you decided what you’ll do after 
N.E.W.T.s?” 



 
“I don’t want to take the Dark Mark, Hermione,” he finally admitted. It 
felt good to say it aloud. “But I don’t know if I can openly oppose my 
family and their friends.” 
 
“I don’t think that staying neutral will be an option,” she said gently. 
“You may be forced to make a choice. I hope you choose our side. I 
hear we’re offering carousel rides,” she added slyly. 
 
Draco blushed deep red. “How did I get so mixed up with 
Gryffindors?”  
 
Hermione laughed. She couldn’t help it. She’d heard the almost the 
exact question, uttered with even more disgust, from Severus just last 
week after Remus visited. The answer she gave now was the same one 
she’d given to Severus. “You must be blessed.” She stepped onto the 
stairs. 
 
Blessed or cursed—Draco wasn’t sure.  

 
 
Harry looked at the mess he’d made with dismay. He was sure he’d 
followed Snape’s instructions, but the mixture in his cauldron was thick 
and goopy. It looked like the wallpaper paste his Aunt Petunia had used 
when she’d been struck by a redecorating fit one summer. Had he 
ruined it? 
 
Severus peered over Harry’s shoulder. Unperturbed, he said, “That will 
do, Mr. Potter. We are almost finished.”  
 
Severus let his thoughts drift for just a moment. Over the past few 
weeks, he had been forced to allow Harry Potter to invade his private 
space while they created the Transmogrification Elixir. Harry had made 
several trips to the dungeon, sometimes under the pretence of 
detentions, and sometimes hidden under his father’s Invisibility Cloak. 
Outside of his inherently annoying personality, he’d been a model pupil, 
and had gloated only a little about Gryffindor’s victory in Quidditch. 
Tonight would bring the culmination of the work that might determine 
the fate of the Wizarding World. Severus wondered if the responsibility 
weighed as heavily upon Potter as it did on him. 
 



A concerned frown crossed Severus’s face as he met his wife’s eyes. 
Hermione looked tired and strained, as she had when she’d met him in 
their rooms after dinner. She’d insisted it was nothing, that she would 
tell him later, and that of course she would be joining him tonight. She’d 
been fidgeting all evening. He wondered what was troubling her. But it 
would have to wait. He reached up to the highest shelf and pulled down 
two jars. “Now, the final ingredients are the most critical.” 
 
Harry blanched when he saw what Snape held. He’d become 
accustomed to working with strange and creepy things during his seven 
years in Potions, but this was enough to turn his stomach. 
 
Severus set the jars down on the bench and pulled down two clean 
porcelain bowls. “You will need to pull these from the stabilizer and 
clean them before adding them to the potion.”  
 
Harry reached for a pair of tongs.  
 
“Fingers only, Mr. Potter.” 
 
Harry swallowed, but picked up the first jar and unscrewed the lid. 
Reaching into the jar, he pulled out Peter Pettigrew’s finger and laid it in 
one of the bowls. He waved his wand over the bowl, cleaning the 
preservative from the shrivelled digit. He infused it with a solution he’d 
prepared earlier, and the finger swelled and plumped until it looked as 
though it were newly severed. Harry repeated his actions with the bone 
fragments that Severus had retrieved from Tom Riddle, Sr.’s grave.  
 
“What about my blood?” 
 
“I do have some stored, but fresh drops will be more potent. With your 
permission, I will add them at the appropriate time.” Severus had a 
sharp needle waiting for just that purpose. 
 
Harry nodded and waited for Severus’s instructions.  
 
“As you add these elements in the proper order—reverse to your 
original experience—think of the incantation Professor Flitwick has 
devised. Do not say it aloud—that is important. If the potion is to work, 
it must not be fully activated until it is in contact with its intended 
target.” Severus dared not say the Dark Lord’s name under these 



circumstances. What they were doing was so intimately tied to Lord 
Voldemort’s essence that he might be able to sense it in Severus’s mind 
in spite of his expert use of Occlumency.  
 
Harry’s awareness of his surroundings faded as he picked up the first 
bowl. All he could hear was the pounding of his heart and the roaring in 
his ears. He pushed memories of the night of Voldemort’s resurrection 
away and concentrated on the incantation he’d imprinted in his mind. 
He added the pulverized bone fragments to the caldron, and watched 
them dissolve into the potion. His scar began to burn. Gritting his teeth, 
he reached for the second bowl. Wormtail’s finger, the ultimate symbol 
of his perfidy, sank slowly, liquefying as it came into contact with the 
caustic concoction.  
 
Almost blinded by pain, Harry held his hand over the cauldron. Severus 
pricked Harry’s middle finger and blood welled up on his skin. Severus 
squeezed the finger, releasing ten drops of blood. Stars exploded behind 
his eyes, but Harry doggedly repeated the incantation in his mind. As 
each drop of blood fell, the congealed potion shuddered. When the final 
drop fell, it collapsed in on itself, rings rippling out from the centre. 
 
When Harry’s vision cleared, he stared at the result. The thick, lumpy 
brew had metamorphosed into a clear, almost iridescent liquid that 
sparkled in the flickering light emitted by the candles illuminating the 
room.  
 
“It’s beautiful,” he whispered. He held his hand over the potion, noting 
how it responded to him. It seemed to track his motions, answering to 
his will and following his intent. It was almost as if it were alive. 
 
Severus gazed at the elixir with fierce triumph. This was truly his finest 
work. Potter would never understand the complex variables and intricate 
reactions that were required to produce such a perfect result. But he 
merely said, “The proof will come when it is put to use, Potter.” 
 
“Of course.” Harry’s euphoria dimmed, tempered by the knowledge that 
he must be the one to wield the weapon they’d just created. 
 
He turned to Hermione and Ron, and motioned them forward to see 
the finished product. Snape had insisted that the two of them stay out of 
the way while he and Harry worked tonight. 



 
“Brilliant, Harry, absolutely brilliant!” exclaimed Ron. “And you too, 
Professor. Bloody brilliant.” 
 
Severus acknowledged the compliment with nod. While Mr. Weasley 
had reluctantly agreed that it was not necessary for him to be present 
during every stage of the brewing, he had insisted on being here tonight. 
Severus supposed he should be grateful that Ginny Weasley and Neville 
Longbottom were not involved as well. 
 
“I knew you could do it, Harry.” Hermione’s confident assertion 
brought a flush to Harry’s cheeks.  
 
Severus felt jealousy flare as Hermione hugged Harry. Potter could have 
accomplished nothing without him. Hermione turned to him next, and 
her touch tamed his ire. The smile she gave him was full of praise, but 
Severus sensed that her she was still fretting over something. It was time 
to finish here. 
 
He told Harry to pour the potion into a flask and then locked it away in 
the cabinet. Once exams were over and Harry left Hogwarts, the elixir 
would be moved to Grimmauld Place. 
 
Severus waited until they were in bed to ask Hermione what was 
bothering her. She told him about her meeting with Draco that 
afternoon and their suspicion that the headmaster had planned for him 
to find out about her pregnancy.  
 
“Why would he do that?” she asked Severus. “He knows it will put you 
in even more danger.”  
 
“It is probably as you surmised; he wants to show young Malfoy that he 
is trusted.” He watched her closely. She had set this in motion with her 
insistence last summer that Malfoy was worth saving. “Do you trust 
him?” 
 
Hermione looked up into Severus’s lean face. She took comfort from his 
calm expression and matter-of-fact tone. “I think I do. He’s my friend.” 
 
Severus did not remind Hermione that friends had betrayed each other 
all throughout history; Harry Potter was an orphan for that very reason. 



He did not tell her that he feared the situation was far more grave than 
she realized. Albus Dumbledore would not have revealed Hermione’s 
secret if he thought there was a chance that the other side would gain 
advantage from it. He must believe that the Dark Lord already had that 
knowledge. 
 
“Do you trust him?” 
 
“Draco or Albus?” Severus asked wryly. He didn’t wait for her to 
answer. “I do not understand everything the headmaster does, 
Hermione. And what he asks of me is not always easy. Trust … it is 
difficult. But he is the only one who can match the Dark Lord. And the 
alternative is unthinkable.”  
 
Hermione’s eyes filled with tears. She didn’t know why she was crying, 
but she couldn’t help herself. She clung to Severus, certain of only one 
thing. Over the past few months Severus had become her lodestar. She 
would follow him.  

 
 
Author’s notes: Don’t cook up this potion at home—not without a ready supply of 
Pettigrew fingers and Riddle bones (not to mention a personal Potions master to guide 
you). Habañero peppers are “top dog” on the Scoville heat unit scale, the method for 
determining a pepper’s “wow” factor—eat the seeds at your own risk. ;) 
 
Chapter 15. Heroes and Villains 
 
N.E.W.T.s were over, and Hermione put away her books with a little 
sigh of regret. There were only a few days of term left, and then she 
would no longer be a student. She still wasn’t sure where she would be 
next week, and Severus seemed to change the subject every time she 
brought it up. She didn’t think she could remain at Hogwarts if she had 
to stay hidden all of the time, but nor did she want to go back to 
Grimmauld Place without him. The headmaster had told her not to 
worry about it, that everything would work out, but that was little 
comfort. Hermione closed the lid to her trunk and leaned against it as 
she hauled herself to her feet. She knew one thing: even though there 
were weeks to go, she was more than ready for the baby to be born. She 
winced as the child moved. It felt like Snip had wedged a foot between 
her ribs. 
 



“Stop that, Snip,” she admonished, pushing on her stomach in a vain 
attempt to persuade the baby to change positions. “It’s not nice to hurt 
your mother.” Hermione stretched and twisted. Finally, the baby shifted, 
and Hermione breathed a sigh of relief. 
 
She scanned her room, satisfied that everything was in its place. She 
called out to the unicorn portrait, “You know where I’ll be if someone 
needs me,” as she stepped into the Floo.  
 
Hermione shrieked as she emerged from the fireplace and fell into the 
arms of a Death Eater. She struggled against him until she recognized 
Severus’s dark eyes behind the smooth silver mask. Her fear turned 
instantly to worry. 
 
“I must go,” he said in a clipped voice. “I cannot keep him waiting.” 
Severus bent his head and kissed Hermione with cool metallic lips, one 
hand moving to stroke her stomach. “Do not worry,” he added. “I will 
return as soon as I can.”  
 
Hermione nodded and whispered as she always did, “Be safe. Be safe, 
love.” With a last nod of his head, he vanished in a flare of green flames, 
on his way to the Shrieking Shack. From there he would Apparate. 
 
When Severus entered the dimly lit parlour of the Riddle house, the hair 
on the back of his neck rose. Something was amiss. There were no other 
Death Eaters present, and Wormtail was wriggling nervously; he seemed 
near to wetting himself from excitement. The Dark Lord’s face held a 
look of anticipation that Severus found very disquieting. He steeled 
himself for what he knew would soon come. 
 
“Master,” he greeted Voldemort. “I heed your call.” 
 
“Ah, yes, Severus, my loyal servant,” hissed Voldemort. “So good of you 
to come.” Severus stood silently, waiting for Voldemort’s next words. 
“It has come to my attention that you have been keeping something 
very important from me, my friend.” 
 
Severus said nothing.  
 
“It seems,” Voldemort continued, his red eyes glowing maliciously, “that 
you have found a special friend at Hogwarts … a young witch.”  



 
Severus’s heart raced, but he forced himself to appear calm. He had to 
protect Hermione and the baby. “I have nothing to hide, Master,” he 
said in a calm voice. 
 
“No?” Voldemort countered coldly. “We shall see.”  
 
Severus cleared his thoughts as Voldemort’s mind touched his. He 
fought to stay centered and to keep his mental barriers firmly in place. 
As the assault continued, Severus thought of anything but Hermione. 
Random images drifted through his head: a sea of disinterested faces 
listening to his lecture … Potter catching the Snitch … Sirius Black 
confronting him in the Shrieking Shack … his mother crying after his 
father hit her yet one more time … Lily Evans turning away when he 
called her Mudblood … Dumbledore telling him that his mother was 
dead …. He took in a careful breath as Voldemort broke the connection 
between them. 
 
“You are strong,” acknowledged Voldemort with almost anticipatory 
glee. He flicked his wand, and Severus’s mask melted and slid from his 
face. “But I am stronger. Crucio!”  
 
Severus dropped to his knees, his hands curling around his stomach, 
succumbing to overwhelming pain that seared through him. He knew it 
was useless to fight the curse, and he tried to relax his muscles and let 
the pain flow at will. The agony continued for far longer than he’d ever 
suffered before. Just as he could feel himself beginning to lose 
consciousness, Voldemort broke the curse. Severus lay on the ground 
panting, his hair damp with sweat and blood dripping from his nose. He 
fingered his wand, waiting for a chance to act. He knew he would not 
live, but he would do what damage he could. He felt an overwhelming 
sense of regret that he would never hold Hermione again, but he pushed 
the thought away ruthlessly. He would not betray her. As Voldemort 
again invaded his mind, he thought only of the pain surging through his 
muscles and joints, willing it to become a weapon against his enemy. 
 
“Clever, very clever.” Voldemort’s skeletal hand trembled as he drew 
away from Severus’s mind. “But I do not need your cooperation. I 
merely wanted to test your loyalty. I already know who your paramour 
is, and I will deal with her soon.” 
 



“Your informant is mistaken, I fear,” said Severus calmly, rising 
painfully to his knees and stalling for time. He ignored the blood 
trickling from his nose. “There is no such witch.” 
 
“No?” Voldemort mocked. “Then how do you explain this?” He shoved 
a small Pensive in front of Severus’s face. Severus was drawn into the 
silvery strands of thought that swirled around the bowl.  
 
He saw Professor Snape push the cauldron and watched as waves of boiling potion 
splashed on the Mudblood. She screamed, and Snape whirled around, his voice frantic 
as he cried out, “Hermione!” He reached for her, but she shrank back, tears running 
down her face. For one unguarded moment, Snape stared at her with a stricken 
expression on his face, and then he turned away… 
 
He swept his bored gaze around the Great Hall. The room glowed with an excess of 
red and pink Valentine’s decorations. He caught sight of the Granger bitch entering 
the room. Her bushy hair was tied up messily atop her head, and her blue dress robe 
stretched over surprisingly full breasts. Her lips were parted, and her cheeks were 
pink. Her eyes kept flickering across the room. She looked like she was completely 
besotted. He followed her gaze and stared with disbelief at the object of her 
attention—it was Professor Snape! Snape returned Granger’s stare with a frown. 
Granger blushed guiltily and dropped her head. But when he looked back up at 
Snape, he was surprised to see that Snape was still watching Granger… 
 
He skulked outside of the Potions classroom, unable to believe what he was seeing. 
Professor Snape and Granger were standing close together—too close. Snape leaned 
over and kissed her. “Go now,” said Snape in a soft, seductive voice, “you should not 
be here alone with me.”  
 
The Mudblood nodded and turned away. He ducked back behind the door so that 
she wouldn’t see him. She walked to the top of the stairs and turned to face Snape. 
Granger’s wand swished, and Snape’s eyes closed. After a moment, Snape opened his 
eyes, looking at Granger with an affectionate, exasperated expression.  
 
“Something to think about,” she said mischievously.  
 
To his utter surprised and dismay, Snape let out a deep, rumbling chuckle as he 
replied, “You do have flair, little know-it-all. I shall hold you to that.”  
 
The Mudblood responded with an annoyingly self-satisfied laugh and answered, “You 
do that, Severus. You do that. I’ll meet you later.”  



 
Still hidden behind the door, his stomach clenched as he realized he’d found what he’d 
been looking for. Professor Snape’s lover was Hermione Granger. He’d indeed 
betrayed them—and for what? Harry Potter’s Mudblood slut? Snape would pay for 
this. 
 
Severus drew in a shaky breath as Voldemort pulled the Pensive away. 
He tried again. “This is nothing. Why should I not take advantage of a 
young witch’s infatuation? That she is Potter’s friend is only of benefit 
to us—” 
 
“Silence!” cried Voldemort. “Do you take me for a fool? You told me 
nothing of this! You have deceived me! With Dumbledore’s Head Girl! 
But,” he continued more calmly, “I believe that I will take advantage of 
her feelings for you before I kill her.” 
 
“No!” shouted Severus, drawing his wand and launching himself at 
Voldemort, “You will not hurt her. Avada Kedavra!”  
 
The curse streaked towards Voldemort. A nearby vase leapt in front of 
him, shattering as it intercepted the curse. Voldemort raised a hand, and 
Severus’s wand flew to it. Severus fell to the ground again as Wormtail 
hexed him. “Fool! You think you can best me?” Voldemort spat 
contemptuously. 
 
“Let me kill him, Master,” whined Wormtail. “Let me kill Snivellus.” 
 
“Not yet,” Voldemort returned cruelly. “He is still useful to us. But your 
time will come. Bind him.”  
 
Severus lay helplessly as Wormtail immobilized him. He had failed, and 
now Hermione was in danger. Voldemort called for his other Death 
Eaters, and Severus watched as they swept into a circle around him. 
They stared at the bound figure on the floor; some in disbelief, and 
some with pure spite. 
 
“Yes, indeed,” Voldemort said to his followers, “we have a deceiver in 
our midst.” 
 
“He will be dealt with,” he continued in answer to the indignant cries 
that rang out across the room. “But first, we must see to the defeat of 



that fool Dumbledore and young Harry Potter.”  
 
The Death Eaters drew close as Voldemort outlined his plan and gave 
them assignments. At his feet, Severus listened too, and waited stoically 
for his death. He only hoped that Dumbledore and Potter would be able 
to save his wife.  

 
 
Hermione watched the Floo anxiously all through the night, but Severus 
did not return. He had never been gone this long. At sunrise, she could 
wait no longer. Kneeling awkwardly in front the fireplace, she threw in 
some Floo powder and called for the headmaster’s office. She stuck her 
head in and called out, “Headmaster? Professor Dumbledore? Please sir, 
it’s Hermione Granger. It’s important.” 
 
“He’s not here,” replied a voice that Hermione thought she knew. She 
craned her neck to look for the source.  
 
“Phineas,” she pleaded, recognizing the portrait whose twin held court 
at Grimmauld Place. “Where is Professor Dumbledore?” 
 
“What business is it of yours, girlie?” asked the portrait imperiously. 
“The headmaster does not inform students of his whereabouts.” 
 
“Please, it’s important. I must speak to him. It’s Severus. He went to 
Voldemort last night, and he’s not back yet. Now, please, tell me where 
the headmaster is. I don’t have time to argue with you!” Hermione’s 
voice shook with irritation and fear. 
 
“Such manners!” Phineas chastised her. “The headmaster is on his way 
to London, to the Ministry.” 
 
Hermione wrung her hands worriedly. “Oh, no! Can you reach him? 
Please. I have to find someone—I have to call the Order—Severus is in 
danger. I can feel it.”  
 
Phineas assured her that another portrait would be sent after the 
headmaster. “Alert that sour-faced witch who is your Head of House,” 
he ordered her, “and that other one—that insolent pup my great-
grandson doted on.” 
 



Hermione nodded. She’d already planned to get Harry.  
 
“Are you certain you want him back?” asked Phineas snidely. “He’s an 
ugly one and cross as sticks too. It would not seem to be much of a 
loss.” 
 
“Stop that!” cried Hermione. “He’s my husband, and he’s worth more 
than you ever were. Just go after the headmaster, and keep your 
opinions to yourself.” 
 
She pulled her head out of the fireplace and stood. This time, she 
stepped through the Floo and travelled up to her room in Gryffindor. 
Pausing only long enough to tug her school robe over her nightgown, 
she flew down the stairs to the boy’s side of the dorm and pounded on 
the door. When it wasn’t answered immediately, she pointed her wand at 
the knob and chanted, “Alohomora!” 
 
The door burst open and she stumbled in, surprising the young wizards 
rubbing sleep from their eyes.  
 
“Hermione!” exclaimed Harry. “What’s the matter? Is it Snip?”  
 
“No.” Hermione shook her head. “It’s him. He was called away last 
night, and he hasn’t returned. The headmaster isn’t here—he’s in 
London. Oh, Harry, something is wrong. I just know it.” Her words 
ended on a sob as the stress of the night caught up with her. 
 
“It’s okay, Hermione,” said Harry soothingly, putting an arm around her 
shoulders. His face was pale and he was worried too—he’d had some 
strange dreams last night—dreams that he couldn’t quite recall, although 
they seemed to involve pain and a struggle of some kind. He rubbed the 
scar on his forehead reflexively. It was aching again. “You go get 
Professor McGonagall. Ron and I will get Remus and meet you in the 
Charms classroom. We’ll find him, Hermione.” He squeezed her and 
watched as she flew out the door.  
 
“What was that all about, Harry?” asked Dean Thomas sleepily. “Who 
was she talking about?” 
 
“I can’t tell you, Dean,” said Harry, exchanging a significant look with 
Ron. “But you can help. Get the DA together. We should be ready for 



whatever happens.” As he spoke, he pulled on jeans and a t-shirt, and 
slipped his feet into shoes. “Ron, Neville—are you two with me?” Both 
nodded as they too dressed hurriedly and charged after Harry. 
 
Reaching for his clothes, Seamus turned to Dean and asked, “Who’s 
Snip?” 
 
Hermione ran down the stairs as fast as her heavily pregnant bulk would 
allow. When she reached the second floor landing, she was yanked 
backwards. She screamed. “What are you doing? Let me go!”  
 
A large hand clamped down over her mouth, and she kicked out at the 
unseen assailant.  
 
“Stop that, Mudblood!” Her eyes widened as she recognized Gregory 
Goyle’s voice. He held her arms behind her with one ham-fisted hand 
and pulled on them painfully when she continued to struggle. “I’ll break 
your arms,” he warned. “Get her wand,” he ordered Crabbe. “We don’t 
want her trying any tricks.”  
 
Crabbe searched Hermione’s robes until he found her wand. He passed 
it to Goyle.  
 
“Now silence her,” said Goyle.  
 
Crabbe attempted a Silencing Charm.  
 
Goyle pulled and twisted Hermione’s arms again until tears of pain 
spilled from her eyes. “You’re coming with us, Mudblood. The Master 
wants to see you. He has a surprise for you. Your lover is waiting for 
you. You’ll both get what you deserve.”  
 
Hermione sobbed out, “Severus? What have you done to him? Let go of 
me!”  
 
Her plea was muffled as Goyle gagged her with his hand again. “I 
thought I told you to silence her,” he growled. He and Crabbe pushed 
and pulled Hermione down the empty hallway and into Moaning 
Myrtle’s bathroom. 
 
Behind them, Draco followed silently. Had he really just heard what he 



thought he heard? He’d noticed Gregory and Vincent’s clumsy attempts 
at stealth when they’d left the Slytherin dorms in the early morning 
hours, and his curiosity had been piqued. He’d hidden himself behind a 
statue as the other two had taken up positions at the bottom of the 
staircase. There they sat for hours, just watching. He shook his head. 
Severus? She’d called Snape, Severus? Lover? That would make her baby—
Snape’s? It was unbelievable. But what should he do? Should he let them 
take her to almost certain death? He wondered if he could help her 
without revealing himself. He might have decided not to join the Dark 
Lord’s ranks, but he wasn’t ready to openly oppose him either. Draco 
slipped into the girls’ lavatory behind Crabbe, Goyle, and their prisoner. 
He was surprised to see a gap in the row of sinks and a gaping hole 
where the other sink should have been. The room stank with a dank and 
fetid odour, and Draco gagged. 
 
“Now, we’re going down there,” Goyle told Hermione, pulling her to 
him roughly. “Stop kicking me, or I’ll kill you.”  
 
Hermione stilled.  
 
Draco had only a split-second to weigh the prejudices of a lifetime 
against the unexpected friendship he formed with the captive witch. He 
recalled words she’d spoken to him: ‘I don’t know if it’s possible to remain 
neutral. Whatever you believe, at some point you’ll be forced to choose a side.’ 
Hermione was his friend; he couldn’t just let her die. He drew in a deep 
breath and aimed his wand at Crabbe, silently chanting, “Stupefy!”  
 
Crabbe dropped to the ground, and Draco took aim at Goyle.  
 
Goyle caught sight of Draco’s reflection in the mirrors above the sinks, 
and he turned with surprising speed to face his one-time friend. His 
wand was pointed at Hermione’s neck. “Malfoy! Try anything and I’ll kill 
her,” he warned. “You traitor! Who are you to interfere with the 
Master’s orders?” 
 
“He’s not my master,” Draco sneered. “I am my own master. Let her 
go, and I could be persuaded to forget about all this.” 
 
“Nice try, Malfoy. But you’ll pay for this too, don’t you worry.” Goyle 
pointed his wand at Draco and began to chant, “Avada—”  
 



“No!” Eyes widening with fear, Hermione threw her weight against his 
arm, pushing it up.  
 
“Kedavra!” Goyle finished the curse, sending a weak flash of green light 
streaking upwards. A large chunk of plaster plummeted from the ceiling, 
knocking Draco off his feet. Hermione tugged at Goyle, fighting with all 
her strength to get away. 
 
“Bitch!” snarled Goyle, punching Hermione in the jaw. He picked up 
her unconscious body and dropped down into the dark chute. 
 
Dazed, Draco pulled himself to his feet, rubbing the sore spot on the 
back of his head. He stumbled over to the row of sinks, but the opening 
had been sealed and no spell he knew would open it. Draco sent a snake 
of ropes streaming from his wand, binding the still-stunned Crabbe 
while he came to terms with what had just happened. He’d burned his 
bridges then—Goyle would surely tell the Dark Lord of his betrayal. 
The sudden feeling of freedom sent a rush of adrenaline surging through 
his veins. But what should he do next? How could he help Hermione?  
 
A torrent of water suddenly gushed up with a loud whoosh. Draco spun 
around, ready to hurl a hex, but relaxed when he saw only the squat 
form of a female ghost rising from a toilet. 
 
“Who are you?” she asked coyly, fluttering her eyelashes at him from 
behind thick-rimmed glasses. “No one visits Myrtle anymore.”  
 
“Do you know how to open the Chamber, Myrtle?” asked Draco 
hopefully. He was unprepared for the reaction to his words. 
 
“Why would I know that?” Myrtle screeched, swooping close to his face. 
“That’s what killed me. Ask Harry if you want to know. Harry likes me.” 
Her expression became brazenly flirtatious for moment, but then 
darkened. “But you, you probably think it’s funny to taunt me, you 
horrible boy!” She swirled away in streak of silver fog and dove head-
first into the toilet, splashing Draco and sending another rush of water 
streaming across the floor.  
 
Draco shook his head, wincing at the pain the movement caused, and 
ran back down the hallway. He saw Harry pelting down the stairs, 
followed closely by Weasley, Longbottom and Ginny. He called out, 



“Potter! Wait!”  
 
Harry turned with his wand drawn.  
 
“Hold off,” cried Draco. “Granger’s in trouble. Goyle’s got her. He took 
her down to the Chamber of Secrets. I can’t get it open. We have to find 
the headmaster.” 
 
“Dumbledore isn’t here,” replied Harry, sizing up the blond wizard’s 
plaster-dusted hair and dishevelled appearance. “Hermione was on her 
way to McGonagall.” 
 
“She never got there. Crabbe and Goyle attacked her. I tried to stop 
them, but Goyle pulled her into a pipe in the bathroom. He said the 
Dark Lord was waiting for them—with Snape.” 
 
Harry’s face whitened, and Ron banged a fist against the wall.  
 
Draco spoke hesitantly. “Granger’s baby?”  
 
“You know about the baby?” asked Ginny incredulously.  
 
He nodded. “It can’t be …” Draco shook his head and tried again. 
“Snape?”  
 
Harry nodded impatiently. “The baby is Hermione and Snape’s. I can’t 
explain now. Snape’s working for Dumbledore. We have to get to 
Hermione. Ron, you and Ginny go get Remus. Neville, get McGonagall. 
Bring them here. Malfoy and I will go open the Chamber and follow 
them. Hurry.” He stared at Draco suspiciously. “This better not be a 
trick, Malfoy. Hermione says you’re her friend, but I’m not sure I believe 
it.”  
 
“Believe it or not, Potter.” Draco pulled up his left sleeve. “See … no 
Mark. And we’re wasting time.”  
 
Harry sent him a measured look and then ran into the girl’s bathroom. 
He stopped before a sink, checking the fixtures for the snake that 
marked the Chamber’s entrance while carelessly kicking Crabbe out of 
his way. He took a deep breath and concentrated. Strange, hissing noises 
came from his mouth; sounds that Draco recognized as Parseltongue. 



The engraved snake glowed brightly, and the sink shook on its pedestal, 
but it didn’t move. Harry tried again and again with the same result. He 
rested his hands on the edge of the sink and hung his head. “He’s 
blocked it somehow,” he said despairingly. “It won’t answer to me.” 
 
Remus burst into the bathroom, a teaching robe hanging open over his 
nightshirt, and his head still garbed in a purple nightcap with a long, 
pointed tail. Ron and Ginny followed close behind. “Harry, what’s going 
on?” 
 
“I can’t open it,” said Harry. “Voldemort must have blocked the 
entrance.” He kicked the sink in frustration. 
 
Remus paced back and forth. “And you said Voldemort has Severus and 
Hermione?” he asked, rounding on Draco. 
 
“Yes, sir,” replied Draco, cringing at the way they were speaking the 
Dark Lord’s name without care. “Goyle said that the Dark Lord was 
waiting for him in the Chamber of Secrets and that Professor Snape was 
with him.” 
 
“There must be another way in,” muttered Remus. “It is unlikely that 
Voldemort would risk walking up to the front entrance of Hogwarts. 
Harry, do you have the map?” 
 
Harry nodded and drew Marauder’s Map from his pocket. Remus took it 
from him and gave it a quick tap. The map unfolded as he said, “I 
solemnly swear that I am up to no good.” He could see Minerva and 
Neville rushing towards them, but couldn’t find Severus or Hermione 
on the map. He flipped the map to the section depicting Myrtle’s 
bathroom and spoke an incantation.  
 
Remus handed the map back to Harry, saying, “Harry, think about the 
Chamber of Secrets. Think about what it looked like and how you 
travelled to get there. Then concentrate on the map and imagine moving 
from here to there. Do you understand?”  
 
Harry nodded. He focused on his memories of the Chamber of Secrets: 
the long, steep chute plunging underground, the huge cavern with its 
hanging stalactites, and the damp, glistening floors of the chamber. He 
remembered the towering stone columns carved with serpents and the 



enormous statue of Salazar Slytherin jutting from the cavern walls. As he 
concentrated, thin, dark lines began to appear on a new section of the 
map.  
 
“Good, Harry.” Remus encouraged him while motioning for Professor 
McGonagall to be quiet as she and Neville entered the bathroom. “Just a 
bit more.”  
 
Harry stared intently at the map for a moment longer and then said, 
“That’s it. That’s all I remember.” 
 
“It was enough,” replied Remus, pointing to the section of the map. 
Within the outline of the large room, several names were moving: P. 
Pettigrew, T. Riddle, G. Goyle, Sr., and V. Crabbe, Sr. Harry searched for the 
ones he cared about. The S. Snape moniker lay in close proximity to T. 
Riddle, but it wasn’t moving.  
 
“He’s alive at least,” said Harry, “but where’s Hermione?”  
 
Remus pointed to a cluster of names moving along the tunnel leading 
into the chamber. G. Goyle, Jr. moved slowly, and crowded on top of it 
was the name, H. Snape/?Snape. “There,” he said, “he’s carrying her.”  
 
They watched as Goyle entered the chamber and moved towards 
Voldemort. Then his name moved away from the H. Snape/?Snape 
figure, which appeared to wobble sluggishly from side to side.  
 
“That’s all well and good,” said Professor McGonagall with some relief, 
seeing that Hermione was still alive for the moment. “But what do we 
do next? We still have no idea how to get from here to there to rescue 
them.” 
 
“Maybe we do,” said Harry slowly. “Voldemort has been trying to break 
into my mind all night. I’ve been able to rebuff him so far, but maybe I 
shouldn’t. Maybe I can find out how he got in.” 
 
“It’s too dangerous,” Professor McGonagall argued. “He could plant 
false images; you know he’s done that before.”  
 
“It’s our only option,” replied Harry, shaking his head impatiently. 
“Besides, you can always stun me if I do something stupid. That’s what 



Hermione would do.” 
 
“How will we tell the difference?” asked Draco sarcastically.  
 
To his surprise, Harry grinned at him. “Nice to know you care, Malfoy.” 
He was relieved that Malfoy was his normal, grating self. That made it 
likely that he was trustworthy—more so than if he’d been all chummy. 
Harry and Remus shared a look of understanding. 
 
“Careful, Harry,” cautioned Remus. “Try not to let him know what we 
know.”  
 
Harry’s face stilled as he called upon his Occlumency training and 
carefully lowered a few of the barriers keeping Voldemort from his 
mind. He clutched at his scar as the pain returned. “Snape’s in trouble,” 
he said. “Somehow I can feel him too, and he’s weak.”  
 
He sifted through the images he saw, trying to make sense of them. A 
long dark tunnel … a rain drenched night and a tall ramshackle house he 
recognized as the one at the top of the hill overlooking the Riddle 
graveyard … Hermione reaching up to kiss him, a smile on her face … 
the Forbidden Forest … a twisted tree … a woman in a green robe 
shrinking away from him in terror … Hermione astride him with her 
head thrown back in ecstasy, her dusky nipples bobbing above her 
swollen belly …  
 
Harry pulled his mind back hastily, his face turning bright red. “I don’t 
understand it,” he said. “Voldemort and Snape’s minds are linked 
somehow. Snape’s thoughts kept blending with Voldemort’s. It was 
weird.” 
 
“Are you sure, Harry?” asked Remus.  
 
Harry nodded. “Pretty sure. There were a lot of images of Hermione 
and Snape together.” He blushed again. “But I think I know how to find 
them.”  
 
He took the map and turned to it again. Concentrating on the Chamber 
of Secrets he followed his borrowed memories backwards through a 
narrow, winding tunnel and out into the Forbidden Forrest to a spot a 
few hundred yards or so beyond the Quidditch pitch. When he finished, 



another section had appeared on the Marauder’s Map. “There,” he said 
excitedly, “we can get in from there.” He pointed to an opening next to 
a gnarled old tree. “It’s a tunnel leading into the back of the Chamber.” 
 
“It’s got to be a trap,” said Ron. “He’ll be ready for you.” 
 
“I know. But what choice do we have? We can’t let him kill Hermione. 
We have to protect her—and the baby. We still don’t know what the 
baby’s supposed to do.” 
 
Ron and Ginny nodded, while Draco looked confused.  
 
“I’m going,” Harry declared. “Who’s going with me?”  
 
“I am,” said Remus firmly. “Prophecy aside, Harry, this could be our 
chance. But we need Severus’s potion.”  
 
“Only Snape and the headmaster can get into Snape’s laboratory,” 
argued Harry. “We can’t just wait for the headmaster to return. I’ve got 
to go now.” 
 
“All right,” Remus agreed reluctantly. “Let’s go.” 
 
“Hold on. Brooms will be faster.” He looked at Ron, who grinned and 
nodded, and then they both swished their wands.  
 
“Accio Firebolt!”  
 
“Accio Cleansweep!” 
 
The others quickly followed suit, and within moments a phalanx of 
broomsticks sped into the room. Neville reached for his, but it slipped 
through his fingers and spun away from him, catching Professor 
McGonagall on the head. “Sorry, Professor,” he apologized. 
 
“Never mind,” answered his long-suffering Head of House, rubbing her 
new bruise and handing him his broom. “Just be careful. All of you.”  
 
“Wait! Albus has returned.” Remus pointed to a figure just entering 
Hogwarts’ gates. “Ron, go after him and tell him what’s happening. Get 
the potion and follow us.”  



 
Draco thrust his broom at Ron. “Trade, Weasley. Mine is faster; you’ll 
catch up to us more quickly.”  
 
Ginny beamed at him. Her concern for Hermione could not stamp out 
the joy she felt at Draco’s choice to join them. Draco smiled back at her, 
strangely exhilarated. Ron frowned at them both, but grudgingly took 
Draco’s Nimbus. 
 
“Oh, dear,” cried Professor McGonagall, as she too looked at the map. 
“We have more trouble.” More than a dozen new figures appeared at 
the castle gates. Death Eaters. 
 
Draco blanched as he saw that his father was among them.  
 
“I’ll alert the other staff and hold them off until the members of the 
Order arrive,” Minerva said determinedly. “But what of the students? 
Miss Weasley, you must stay to warn them. Get them to their common 
rooms.”  
 
Ginny looked somewhat disappointed, but she nodded obediently. 
 
Draco said, “I’m staying with her. She’ll need help. Some of them may 
be hostile.” 
 
“Dumbledore’s Army is assembling in the Great Hall,” Harry told 
Professor McGonagall. He gestured impatiently at the map. “We have to 
go. We don’t know what Voldemort is doing to Hermione.” The rescue 
party flew down the staircase and out into the Entrance Hall, much to 
the astonishment of the students gathering for breakfast.  
 
Ginny called out to Draco, “Come on!” She flew toward the Great Hall, 
yelling for Dean and Seamus, who ran from the room, mouths gaping in 
surprise. Ginny landed in front of them, ordering, “Take my broom and 
follow Harry. Voldemort has Hermione.”  
 
Draco thrust Ron’s broom at Seamus. “Go—or you’ll never catch him. 
Towards the Quidditch pitch.” The two wizards paled, but quickly took 
off after their friend. 
 
Harry looked back at the two wizards behind him. Neville was hanging 



onto his broom for dear life, and Remus wasn’t flying much better. 
They’d be lucky if they even got there! “Hurry!” he cried. He zoomed 
ahead, streaking into the Forbidden Forest.  
 
Seamus and Dean caught up to the trailing flyers. Remus looked at them 
approvingly. “This isn’t practice,” he warned, shouting to be heard. 
“You could be hurt or even killed.”  
 
They nodded curtly, though Seamus couldn’t help but grin as he 
watched Remus’s nightcap stream out like a banner behind him. A low-
hanging branch caught at the tassel, and the nightcap was ripped from 
the Professor’s head.  
 
Up ahead, Harry called out, “Over here!” He pivoted back and dived 
expertly and fearlessly into a large opening in a rock face that was half-
hidden behind the branches of a twisted pine. The others followed more 
cautiously, but with no less determination.  
 

 
 
Hermione winced as she felt the pain in her face, and her eyes opened 
slowly. She was looking at the ground? Oh. She appeared to be slung 
over someone’s shoulder—Goyle’s, she remembered. The position put 
unbearable pressure on her abdomen. She tried to shift her weight and 
struggled against her captor.  
 
“Stop that Mudblood,” Goyle ordered, tightening his hands on her legs. 
“You’re awfully heavy, you know. You don’t look that fat.”  
 
Hermione noticed that they were traveling through some kind of tunnel. 
“Put me down,” she croaked. She breathed in deeply and wished she 
hadn’t. The stench was overwhelming.  
 
Goyle took a deep, steadying breath and entered the cavern. Hermione 
tried to twist around to see what was happening. Goyle hit her again. He 
clomped into the middle of the room and dropped her without care, 
then knelt in front of the Dark Lord. 
 
Hermione fell to the floor with a scream, landing hard on her shoulder 
as she tried to protect her baby. She rolled to her knees awkwardly, 
retching uncontrollably, overwhelmed by the motion of being carried 



and the stench emanating from the decaying carcass of an enormous 
animal. 
 
“So this is the witch who has caused me so much trouble. Harry Potter’s 
filthy Mudblood friend.”  
 
Hermione looked up defiantly at the terrifying aspect of Lord 
Voldemort. She wrapped her arms protectively around her stomach.  
 
“The witch …” Voldemort eyed her tangled hair and bruised face with 
disdain. His red eyes flicked away for a moment before he continued 
mockingly, “For whom my traitorous servant fought so valiantly.”  
 
Hermione followed his gaze, and for the first time she saw Severus. He 
was kneeling on the ground, his hands tied behind him, with his head 
hanging down on his chest. “Severus!” she cried, scrambling to her feet 
and lurching towards him.  
 
Goyle reached for her, but she grabbed his wand and hexed him. The 
she cried out as a sharp pain sent her crashing to the floor again, her legs 
stiffening in reaction to the curse Voldemort cast. Goyle’s wand 
snapped as she used it to brace her fall. She reached out, calling again, 
“Severus!”  
 
Severus slowly raised his head, and Hermione choked back a sob as she 
saw the blood on his face and the lifeless look in black eyes dulled with 
pain. 
 
“Do not defy me, witch!” The Dark Lord shrieked. “Perhaps you 
require a lesson in manners. Crucio!” 
 
Hermione screamed as the pain ripped through her. Every muscle, every 
nerve, and even her hair seemed to be on fire. Her one semi-coherent 
thought was of Snip. She could feel the baby’s distress. She had to 
protect Snip. Somehow, and she had no idea why, the more she 
concentrated on Snip, and how much she loved the scrap of life she was 
carrying, the less intense the pain around her abdomen seemed.  
 
Voldemort’s eyes narrowed as he watched Hermione fight the curse. 
Comprehension dawned, and he saw what Pansy had never suspected, 
and what Goyle hadn’t recognized even as he’d carried her. 



 
“Finite Incantatem,” he murmured, gliding closer to her and ending both 
the Cruciatus Curse and the Concealing Charm.  
 
The assembled Death Eaters gasped as Hermione’s pregnancy was 
revealed.  
 
“So,” whispered Voldemort menacingly, “the treachery goes further 
than I suspected. Why would Dumbledore allow his precious Potions 
master to impregnate a child, and then hide the pregnancy? There is 
something more here than merely an illicit romance. Voldemort grasped 
Hermione’s chin with thin, cruel fingers and forced her to look at him. 
“Legilimens!”  
 
Hermione was helpless as Voldemort held her gaze and plundered her 
mind. Weak from her ordeal, and with no practical training in 
Occlumency, she could not stop him. Image after image was pulled from 
her: a teddy bear she’d had as a child … her first wondrous view of 
Diagon Alley … Severus’s dark eyes burning into hers as he pushed 
inside her … Moaning Myrtle mocking her as she cried in the bathroom 
… Dolohov’s wand swishing as he cursed her in the Department of 
Mysteries … Ginny’s voice as she recited the prophecy … the stork 
flying from her wand as she confirmed her pregnancy … her Charms 
N.E.W.T. exam … Severus stroking her hair … the intense look of 
concentration on Severus’s face as he spilled his seed deep inside her … 
Harry and Ron flying around the Quidditch pitch … the sorrow she felt 
at Sirius’s death … a pentagram traced in the white flesh of an apple …  
 
“Enough!” Hermione yelled. Tears streamed down her face as the 
emotions from her memories overwhelmed her. Her head felt like it had 
been split open and dissected.  
 
“So you are his wife,” said Voldemort thoughtfully, one boney finger 
tracing his thin, stretched lips. His mouth opened in a dry cackle devoid 
of all genuine humor. “That prophecy! My old nemesis is slipping. I 
cannot believe he did not understand the meaning of that drivel: the fruit 
shall fulfill the need of the one destined to destroy the Dark Lord. Bah! Well, I 
shall take great pleasure in depriving Harry Potter of what he needs.”  
 
He scrutinized Hermione’s still-defiant face and continued 
contemplatively, “But I will not make the same mistake twice. The love 



you have for that child is dangerous magic. I shall leave the task of 
destroying you to your faithful husband.” He turned to Wormtail and 
ordered, “Untie his hands, and return his wand to him.”  
 
Wormtail scampered to obey. 
 
Voldemort flicked his wand at Severus. “Imperio!”  
 
Severus stilled as the Imperius Curse took hold. His legs moved of their 
own volition, and he stood as he was told to do. The dreamy, drifting 
feeling as his mind let go was a welcome relief from the physical pain 
and self-recriminations he’d been experiencing. But it wasn’t quite 
strong enough to overwhelm the screaming in the back of his mind, nor 
could it stifle the horror he felt as he saw his wand point at Hermione. 
The words she cried penetrated the fog in his mind.  
 
“Don’t do that to him! Please … he’ll never forgive himself. Severus, it’s 
not your fault, remember that. I love you. This is him, not you. It’s not 
you …” She reached out for Severus. Goyle stepped towards her, intent 
on restraining her. 
 
“Kill her.”  
 
Severus struggled against the implacable voice compelling him to act. 
His wand-hand wavered. He could not, would not do this. He gripped 
his wand and spoke the incantation as Hermione closed her eyes.  
 
Hermione felt the magic sizzle as a Banishing Charm whizzed by her ear 
and hit Goyle, propelling him towards a stone column. Her eyes flew 
open and met the tormented look on Severus’s face. Freed from the 
Imperius Curse, he spun around and pointed his wand at the Dark Lord, 
shouting, “Expelliarmus!” 
 
Voldemort’s wand flew from his hand and smashed into the cavern wall, 
shattering on impact.  
 
Before the startled Death Eaters could react, Severus quickly chanted, 
“Incarceramens!”  
 
Holding the Dark Lord’s mind hostage was, Severus reasoned, his only 
hope to keep Hermione alive. Even if he could kill the Dark Lord, the 



two of them would never make it out of the Chamber of Secrets. There 
were too many Death Eaters. But if he could stall, if he could distract 
him, maybe a miracle would happen. Of course, he didn’t believe in 
miracles. But Hermione did. 
 
Voldemort shuddered as Severus bound his mind to his.  
 
Goyle lay motionless on the ground. His father ran to his son’s side, but 
there was nothing he could do. He’d hit the column with all of the force 
of Severus’s pent up rage, and had died on impact. Goyle, Sr.’s 
anguished cry echoed throughout the chamber. “Die, Snape!” he yelled. 
He raised his wand.  
 
“Do nothing!” Voldemort spat out. “The psychic shock of his death 
might injure me. I shall soon free myself. Wait for my command.” He 
fought to release himself from Severus’s mental hold, while his Death 
Eaters shuffled their feet nervously.  
 
Severus held his grip on Voldemort’s mind as the Dark Lord struggled. 
He tried to ignore the horrifying visions that were transferred from 
Voldemort’s mind to his. One thought did catch his attention: the Dark 
Lord had been trying to break through Potter’s mental defenses. Severus 
spared time for a brief moment of wry regret that Potter had finally 
mastered his Occlumency lessons. He could have used the connection 
to his advantage.  
 
Hermione rolled her hips and pulled herself upright on the floor. She 
started to inch closer to Severus, dragging her deadened legs behind her, 
but stopped when she heard Bellatrix Lestrange sneer, “Don’t try 
anything, Mudblood. The Master did not say not to kill you.” 
 
“Try it, Bella, and I will kill myself and Riddle,” Severus ground out 
through clenched teeth. He sweated profusely as he fought off the Dark 
Lord’s mental attacks on his mind hold. 
 
“You are weakening.” Although Voldemort taunted him, he too was 
trembling. “I will defeat you, Snape. I will let you watch while Goyle and 
Bella kill your precious witch, and then I shall take great pleasure in 
killing you myself.” 
 
Severus said nothing, determined to hold on as long as he could. He’d 



felt something in the Dark Lord’s mind that gave him hope, however 
faint. Soon after he’d cast the spell, Harry Potter had stomped through 
their linked thoughts and maybe, just maybe, he had figured out what 
was happening. Severus only hoped he could reach them in time to save 
Hermione.  

 
 
Author’s notes: The next chapter will be submitted as soon as this one is validated. 
The two chapters combined were too long to post as one. 
 
Valor and Sacrifice 
 
Following Professor McGonagall’s instructions, Draco and Ginny ran 
through the hallways and up and down the staircases, ordering everyone 
they saw to return to their dorms and lock themselves in. 
 
“There are Death Eaters in the castle,” Ginny said to a Hufflepuff 
prefect. 
 
The young witch screamed. 
 
Ginny grabbed her arms. “Calm down. Get the younger kids together, 
go to your common rooms, and stay out of the corridors.” 
 
The witch gave Ginny a frightened nod, but headed back towards 
Hufflepuff, gathering up her younger housemates and shepherding them 
in front of her. 
 
As Ginny and Draco pressed forward, the portraits picked up their cry, 
and soon the whole castle seemed to be whispering the warning. “Death 
Eaters … in the castle … Death Eaters … He-Who-Must-Not-Be-
Named in the Great Hall … Hide … Go to your rooms … Death 
Eaters are here … the Death Eaters are coming … the Death Eaters are 
coming.” 
 
As they turned towards Ravenclaw Tower, they met resistance. Two 
students set themselves up to ambush the pair. Again, the portraits 
sounded the alarm. Crazy, quixotic Sir Cadogan flew down the hallway, 
his lance lowered and his fat pony galloping at full charge as they leapt 
from portrait to portrait. 
 



“Traitors ahead! Cowardly knaves!” he cried. “A dastardly duo! Beware! 
Hiding behind Rowena. Traitors—Ahhhh!” 
 
His voice broke off with an agonized scream as one of the Ravenclaw 
students hit the pony with a Slicing Hex. The gallant team crumpled into 
a heap in the corner of an idyllic country scene. Two scantily clad 
shepherdesses ran to aid Sir Cadogan as Ginny and Draco continued 
cautiously down the hall. Draco motioned to Ginny to hang back. He 
stepped forward. 
 
“What do you fools think you are doing?” he sneered, setting his face 
into its most haughty expression. 
 
“Oh, it’s you, Malfoy.” The young Ravenclaw let out a sigh of relief, and 
he stepped from behind the statue of his House’s founder. “We thought 
it was someone from Potter’s fan club. We figured we’d hold this 
corridor until reinforcements arrive. Have you heard anything?” 
 
“Only that the Master has neutralized the Granger Mudblood and is 
destroying Potter as we speak,” replied Draco, hoping that what he said 
was not true. 
 
The Ravenclaw students lowered their wands and exchanged pleased 
glances. 
 
“Carry on here,” commanded Draco. He turned as if to leave. He raised 
his wand, flicked his eyes towards Ginny, and whirled back around and 
felled one of the students, crying, “Stupefy!” 
 
Ginny’s twin “Stupefy!” sent the other to the floor. 
 
“Good work, partner,” quipped Draco, giving the redhead a quick one-
armed hug. 
 
She flashed him a cocky grin as she cast a Mobilicorpus on the stunned 
students. Draco opened a nearby storage closet, and they levitated their 
two classmates inside. Ginny locked the door. As an afterthought, she 
marked the door with a small glowing ‘X.’ 
 
“So we can find them later,” she explained. 
 



Draco shrugged. “If you must.” 
 
They continued on towards Slytherin. Draco motioned for Ginny to stay 
behind him. “I think I know who’s friendly and who is not, but I can’t 
be certain.” He rounded the corner cautiously, and came face to face 
with Theodore Nott and Graham Pritchard. 
 
“Parkinson’s been looking for you,” Nott said by way of greeting. He 
didn’t see Malfoy’s lip curl. “She told us that Snape’s turned traitor. He’s 
been fucking the Granger bitch, if you can believe it. I mean, you’d think 
even Snape could do better than that buck-toothed hag. Though I 
suppose shoving a dick down her throat would be one way to shut 
her—” He choked on the large sausage that suddenly filled his mouth. 
Ginny grabbed his wand. 
 
“What are you doing here?” cried Pritchard. 
 
He raised his wand, but then screamed and clutched at his face as Draco 
shouted, “Furnunculus!” 
 
Pritchard whimpered in pain as boils broke out all over his face, and 
Draco quickly disarmed him. He then bound his two housemates 
together. 
 
“A little warning before you fire,” he said, turning his head to look at 
Ginny. He restored Nott’s tongue before he asphyxiated, and then 
silenced him with a quickly muttered, “Silencio.” He grinned. “Remind 
me never to cross you.” 
 
Ginny’s eyes blazed. “He just made me mad, talking about Hermione 
that way.” She stumbled as Draco pitched back into her and then fell to 
the floor. Ginny looked beyond him and tightened her grip on her wand 
as she saw Pansy Parkinson standing at the top of the stairs leading 
down to the Slytherin common room. 
 
“So,” sneered Pansy, looking at Draco with fanatical hate-filled eyes, 
“we have another cuckoo in our nest.” 
 
Draco stared back at her with an arrogant expression, seemingly 
unaware of the blood dripping from the wound on his shoulder. 
 



“You bastard,” she continued in a low voice. “You betray me, betray 
your family, and for what? A Weasley?” Pansy’s pug face turned purple 
with rage. As she raised her wand, her sleeve drew back, exposing the 
skull and snake burned into her arm. 
 
Ginny snorted in disgust and cast a Bat-Bogey Hex. 
 
Pansy screeched as the foul, winged creatures attacked her face. She 
shrieked, “Diffindo!” 
 
Ginny turned away, but the spell found its mark, and blood began to 
gush from the cut in her side. 
 
“Ginny!” Draco scrambled to his feet. 
 
Ginny gritted her teeth and flashed her wand, casting a Jelly-Legs Jinx. 
 
Pansy’s legs crumpled beneath her, and her arms flailed. Windmilling 
wildly, she screamed again as she lost her balance and fell back, tumbling 
end over end before coming to rest at the bottom of the staircase. Ginny 
held one hand to her bleeding side and the other to her mouth, horrified 
by the unnatural angle of Pansy’s head. Draco charged down the steps 
and knelt next to her. He looked back up at Ginny and shook his head. 
 
Ginny whimpered and sagged against the wall. Draco left Pansy’s body 
lying on the floor and sprinted back up the stairs. He put his arms 
around Ginny. 
 
“I didn’t mean to kill her,” she cried, her tears mixing with the blood on 
Draco’s shirt. “I didn’t.” 
 
“I know, I know,” Draco soothed her. “It was an accident. Let’s go. 
You’re hurt. And others will come if they heard her scream. We have to 
get you to the hospital wing.” He led Ginny back down the hallway 
towards the main staircase.  

 
 
Ron hovered outside the main door of the castle and watched for a 
moment as Harry, Neville, and Remus flew towards the Forbidden 
Forest to aid Hermione and Snape. Then he shook his head and flew 
down the drive. The sooner he found the headmaster, the sooner he 



could follow them. He pulled up and dove for the ground, tumbling off 
his broom in front of Professor Dumbledore. 
 
“Headmaster,” he panted, “Come quickly. Voldemort has Snape and 
Hermione. Harry’s gone after them.” 
 
“Alone?” Albus questioned sharply. 
 
Ron shook his head. He told him how Hermione had been kidnapped, 
and how Harry and Remus had found another entrance to the Chamber 
of Secrets. 
 
Professor Dumbledore’s eyes blazed bright blue, and he grasped Ron by 
the forearm. “We must hurry. Severus will do what he can, but Harry 
will need that potion. The Order has been called?” 
 
Ron nodded, but then cried out, “Behind you!” as he saw several 
masked Death Eaters round a bend in the drive. 
 
Albus’s wand flashed, and two Death Eaters fell into a tangled heap on 
the ground. Climbing on the broom behind Ron, the headmaster urged 
him to take off. “Quickly now, Mr. Weasley. There is no time to waste.” 
 
They flew up the drive towards the castle, meeting Professors 
McGonagall and Flitwick on the front steps. 
 
“Hold them off,” ordered the headmaster. “I will return shortly.” He 
and Ron ran down the stairs and through Potions classroom into the 
storeroom. 
 
Albus threw open the hidden door to Severus’s secret workshop and 
summoned the Transmogrification Elixir from the cabinet. Rushing back 
up the stairs, he and Ron soon heard the commotion caused by the 
Death Eaters attacking the castle. Ron drew his wand. 
 
“No,” said Albus firmly, grabbing his arm. “Your task is to get that 
potion to Harry. Do not let anyone stop you. And remember, Harry 
must say the incantation; the potion alone will not work.” 
 
Ron’s freckles shone like beacons against his white face. He mounted his 
broom. Clutching the potion tightly, he flew down the hall and out the 



back exit, crouching low over his broom handle as he streaked toward 
the Forbidden Forest.  

 
 
Hermione lay on the cold, wet floor of the Chamber of Secrets, cursing 
her useless legs. Without her wand she could do nothing to help 
Severus. She wondered what Harry was doing, or if he even realized 
their predicament. Did Draco get away? Surely, he would have gone 
straight to Harry or Professor McGonagall. Had he managed to tell 
them what was happening before Harry hexed him? She watched 
Severus anxiously. He was weakening; she could see the effort it cost 
him to keep Voldemort’s mind trapped in his. 
 
Hermione turned her head around as she heard shouting at the back of 
the Chamber, hope blossoming. She recognized the voices calling out 
twin cries of “Impedimenta!” The Death Eaters guarding the entrance fell 
to the ground as Harry and Remus bombarded them with curses and 
hexes. 
 
“It’s a trap, Harry!” she yelled. 
 
Bellatrix slapped her.  
 
“Shut up, Mudblood,” the Dark Lord’s servant threatened. 
 
The Death Eaters surrounding the Dark Lord prepared to meet the 
flyers, moving away from Severus and Voldemort as they faced the new 
threat. Harry and Remus fought their way to the center of the cavern, 
flanked by Seamus, Dean and Neville. The flyers had the advantage of 
maneuverability as they swooped away from the curses being thrown 
from the ground. 
 
Harry focused his attention on reaching Hermione; he could see that she 
was injured. Snape seemed to be engaged with Voldemort in some way, 
although he looked like he was about to collapse. Harry barely flinched 
as he deflected a jinx and leaned forward on his broom, plunging 
towards the ground. He knocked a Death Eater off his feet as he raced 
along the cavern floor. Ignoring the curses flying around him, he landed 
by Hermione, intent on shielding her. 
 
 



“Potter! He is mine!” shrieked Voldemort, while Hermione said, “Harry, 
hurry. Severus cast a mind-locking spell, and he and Voldemort are 
linked together.” 
 
Severus thought that he’d never in his life been so glad to see a Potter. 
His wand arm trembled as the magic flowed between him and the Dark 
Lord. Voldemort, wandless but far from helpless, was struggling like a 
trapped animal, not caring what harm he might inflict upon himself in 
his efforts to break free. Severus felt the full weight of his Master’s 
madness thrown at his mind. 
 
“Ron is bringing the potion,” replied Harry. “Come on, we have to get 
you under cover.” 
 
“I can’t move; my legs are paralyzed. But we have to do something.” 
Hermione huddled over her baby protectively, watching anxiously as her 
friends battled Voldemort’s followers. Her eyes rested on the skeleton of 
the basilisk and an idea popped into her head. 
 
“Harry! The fangs! Use a fang, Harry. Remember the diary.” 
 
Harry nodded as he grasped her meaning. He summoned a fang from 
the mouth of the decomposing basilisk. It hovered next to him, and he 
could see the dried poison caked in the crevices of the cracked and 
broken tooth. He hesitated. “It might kill Snape.” 
 
Tears streamed down Hermione’s face. “I know, Harry, I know. But it’s 
what Severus would want. You know that. Hurry, Harry. Severus can’t 
hold him much longer.” 
 
“Do it, Potter,” whispered Severus. 
 
Harry nodded and flipped the fang so that it pointed towards his 
nemesis. Making a sweeping arc with his wand, he flung the poison-
filled tooth deep into Voldemort’s chest. Voldemort’s wail of pain sent 
shivers through those around him. He screamed as the venom spread 
throughout his body. 
 
Hermione cried out, “Severus!” as her husband fell to the ground with a 
scream of his own, reacting to Voldemort’s pain surging through their 
linked minds. He instinctively fought to disentangle his thoughts from 



the Dark Lord’s, even as he felt waves of blackness engulf him. 
 
Hermione used her elbows to drag herself over to him. Cradling his 
head in her lap, she repeated over and over, “Hold on, Severus. Stay 
with us, love. Snip and I need you. Please, Severus, I love you.” 
Hermione continued crooning to Severus as she cried. She couldn’t lose 
him; she just couldn’t. 
 
Voldemort fell to the floor, clawing at the fang embedded in his chest. 
Fighting in the chamber ceased momentarily as Death Eater and student 
alike watched the evil wizard writhe in anguish. 
 
Remus ran over to Harry. “Now, Harry! Now! Don’t wait for the 
potion. We have to try the incantation alone.” He stood at Harry’s back 
to protect him. 
 
Harry’s face whitened, but he gripped his wand tightly and quickly 
focused his thoughts. 
 
He heard Hermione yell, “Ron, over here!” He looked up to see Ron 
speeding into the chamber. 
 
Remus echoed her, shouting, “Ron! Here! Bring the potion.” 
 
Ron turned at the sound of their voices and flew towards them. He 
dodged a Hurling Hex and winced as it flew by him and hit Neville’s 
broom, sending the hapless wizard spinning into the cavern wall. On the 
ground, Crabbe, Sr. waved his wand and sent a large rock careening 
towards Ron. Gryffindor’s Keeper pivoted smartly, and batted the 
makeshift Bludger with his broomtail, sending it hurtling back to catch 
Crabbe square in the chest. Ron grunted in satisfaction as he flew to 
Harry and quickly jumped off his broom. 
 
Voldemort struggled to stand, waving off Bellatrix’s assistance. He 
advanced on Harry and Ron, lifting his hands and chanting. A large 
stalactite broke away from the ceiling and swooped towards them. Ron 
grabbed Harry and dove sideways, cradling the glass potion bottle 
against his chest. He cried out as he landed awkwardly. He heard his 
wrist snap. 
 
Harry rolled to his feet. “Ron!” 



 
“Don’t worry about me. Take the potion.” Ron pulled the stopper from 
the bottle with his teeth and held it out to Harry. 
 
Harry snatched the bottle and whirled around, flinging its contents at 
Voldemort, who screamed again as the caustic potion permeated his 
flesh. 
 
At the feet of the combatants, Hermione clung to her husband, worried 
that his breathing was becoming increasingly shallow. “Ron, get my 
wand!” she cried. “It’s in Goyle’s robes.” 
 
Holding his injured hand close to his body, Ron sprinted over to 
Goyle’s body and rummaged around for Hermione’s wand. He pulled it 
out and ran back to Hermione. 
 
“Untie the cord to my pendant.” 
 
Ron pushed Hermione’s hair aside and cut the knot. She grabbed the 
golden phoenix and held it close to Severus’s mouth. As she touched it 
with her wand, its claws opened to release the crystal it held. The crystal 
container in Hermione’s hand grew to the size of a walnut, and then 
cracked open. Hermione tipped it and dripped the Healing Potion onto 
Severus’s tongue. A short moment later, his eyelids fluttered as he slowly 
regained consciousness. Hermione flicked her wand again and repaired 
the broken bones in Ron’s wrist. 
 
Ron thanked her with a quick nod and joined Remus in deflecting the 
curses being thrown at Harry. 
 
Harry’s voice shook as he recited the words that had been carefully 
crafted to reverse the magic Voldemort had used to bring about his 
resurrection. “Blood of my parents … reft from my veins … heed my call … boil 
and burn!.” 
 
Voldemort snatched Severus’s wand from the floor and struggled to his 
feet. “Now you will die, Harry Potter,” he panted. His eyes burned 
bright red, and blood flowed from his nose and ears. 
 
Harry continued chanting as if he hadn’t heard. “Flesh of the servant … 
willingly given ... reject your master...” 



 
Voldemort’s skin began to droop and hang in folds from his skeletal 
frame, making his appearance even more grotesque. Desperately, he 
pointed his stolen wand at Harry. His suddenly slack lips made it 
difficult for him to form the words to the curse. “Ava … da …” 
 
Still held in Hermione’s arms, Severus cried out hoarsely, “Incendio!” 
 
The wand in Voldemort’s hand obeyed its owner’s intent and burst into 
flames. The Dark Lord dropped the flaming rod and sank to his knees. 
 
Harry’s wand threw out a brilliant golden glow as he finished the 
incantation, “Bones of the father … robbed from the grave … return to your rest!” 
 
The walls of Chamber of Secrets shuddered. Rocks and debris rattled 
down from the ceiling, and the floor shook as chunks of bone passed 
through the folds of drooping skin and slowly sank into the waiting 
earth. With a final primal scream of frustration, the wizard who once 
was Lord Voldemort vanished; his stolen body disintegrating into a 
billowing cloud of dust. 
 
Harry hung his head and took in a deep breath. The sudden silence was 
deafening. Around him, Remus and the members of Dumbledore’s 
Army quickly restrained the disheartened Death Eaters. 
 
Dean helped a battered and bloodied Neville to his feet. Neville ran over 
to help Seamus restrain Bellatrix Lestrange. Bellatrix snarled and spat. 
Neville’s fist shot out and slammed into her chin. The Dark Lord’s most 
devoted follower crumpled to the ground, and the two young wizards 
quickly bound her hands behind her back. 
 
“Bloody brilliant!” said Seamus. “You throw a good punch.” 
 
Neville shook his hand to ease the sting, and smiled briefly. He stared 
down at the unconscious witch. “I’ve been waiting a long time for this. 
You won’t escape again,” he said with determination. 
 
Remus backed Peter Pettigrew against a boulder. “I should kill you,” he 
snarled. “Right here, right now.” 
 
Pettigrew writhed against the rock and clutched the bleeding stump that 



was all that remained of his right arm. His magical limb had melted away 
at the instant of its maker’s demise. He whined, “Remus, my old friend 
… have pity. He was too strong … too powerful. You don’t know how 
hard it was. I was always too weak … I … I could not disobey.” 
 
Ron laid a hand on Remus’s arm. “Let him rot in Azkaban like Sirius 
did,” he said with disgust. “Let him live with his shame. Killing him 
would be too merciful.” 
 
“You may be right at that.” Remus eyed the sniveling wizard 
disdainfully. “Bind him before I change my mind.” 
 
Wormtail turned his rheumy eyes to Ron. “Kind master … you 
understand … it was so hard.” 
 
Remus shuddered. “Hit him with a Silencing Spell—before I change my 
mind. We don’t want the conniving rat to wriggle his way out this time.”  
 
Ron hurriedly did so, trying not see his old friend Scabbers in the 
hopeless eyes of Peter Pettigrew. 
 
Remus walked over and knelt beside Severus and Hermione. “How are 
you doing?” 
 
“I’m okay,” said Hermione, touching Severus’s cheek. “The baby is 
too.” 
 
“You should have used the phoenix tears on yourself,” said Severus 
reproachfully, his voice still hoarse. He reached for the cracked crystal, 
but it was empty. “You cannot even stand.” 
 
Remus pointed his wand at Hermione’s legs. “Finite Incantatum.” 
 
It had no effect. He started to chant another spell, but Severus knocked 
his hand away. 
 
“No more magic. He used the Cruciatus Curse on her, and he raped her 
mind. She needs to see Poppy.” 
 
Harry picked up his Firebolt and tossed it to Severus. “Take her to the 
hospital wing, Snape. We’ll clean up here, and then I’ll hitch a ride with 



Remus or Ron.” 
 
Truth be told, Harry thought that Snape needed medical attention as 
much or more than Hermione, but he didn’t say so. ‘The world really 
has changed,’ thought Harry, ‘if I’m concerned about Severus Snape’s 
welfare.’ He grinned suddenly, the heady flush of victory restoring his 
energy. “It’s over,” he laughed, “finally, it’s over.” 
 
Severus nodded wearily and mounted the broom. Harry stooped down 
and picked up Hermione, handling her injured legs carefully. With the 
Concealing Charm destroyed, Hermione’s pregnancy was prominently 
on view. Dean and Seamus stared at her in disbelief. 
 
“Wow, Hermione! Somebody got you with a weird hex,” Harry joked. 
He carried her over to Severus. His hand brushed over Hermione’s 
stomach. The baby was agitated and kicked back strongly. 
 
“Got a footballer in there?” Harry queried, his green eyes teasing her. 
 
Hermione smiled back at him, and said softly, “You did it Harry; you 
destroyed Voldemort without killing Severus. Thank you.” 
 
“Anytime,” he quipped. He laid her in Snape’s arms and stroked his 
hand across her cheek. “I’ll be up to see you soon. Wouldn’t be normal 
if one of us wasn’t in the infirmary for the Leaving Feast, would it?” 
 
Severus pulled his wife to him, and glared at Harry. Harry didn’t see the 
look, but Hermione did and wondered what caused it. She snuggled 
closer to Severus. He was alive! The baby moved again, and Severus 
looked down at Hermione with a carefully blank expression. 
 
“I think your child is telling us to get moving,” teased Hermione. 
 
“Do you have your wand?” asked Severus neutrally. He avoided looking 
into Hermione’s eyes. 
 
She nodded, now uneasy. Why was Severus being so distant? It was 
over; he should be happy. She handed her wand to him. 
 
Severus cast a spell to tether her to him. 
 



“Hold on,” he said as he kicked off. 
 
Hermione hugged him tightly: riding a broomstick was bad enough—
being carried was nightmarish. She concentrated on Severus and the 
sound of his heart beating against her cheek. They flew down the tunnel 
at breakneck speed, dodging dripping stalactites and swerving around 
rocks bulging from the walls. Hermione whimpered as they neared the 
narrow opening. She turned her face into Severus’s chest so that she 
would not see the crash that she was sure was coming. As they emerged 
from the mouth of the cave she peeped, only to shut her eyes again 
quickly as Severus dodged through the trees of the Forbidden Forest. 
She screamed as a branch slapped Severus’s face above her. This was 
worse than that ride she’d taken on Buckbeak with Harry when they’d 
rescued Sirius! She opened her eyes only when she sensed the change in 
angle as Severus gained altitude and felt the rush of fresh, warm air on 
her cheeks as they emerged from the forest and flew out into the 
meadow surrounding the castle. 
 
‘Not quite over,” murmured Severus as he dodged a curse being thrown 
at him from the ground. He couldn’t tell if it was the Auror or the Death 
Eater who’d sent the curse his way, but he directed a “Stupefy” at the 
Death Eater. Hermione’s wand was too short, and it was awkward and 
unfamiliar in his hand, but as his was in smoking pile on the floor of the 
Chamber of Secrets it would have to do. He hadn’t transfigured his 
robes, and he was still half-dressed in his Death Eater garb. As he flew 
toward the castle, he scanned the grisly scene. Aurors and Death Eaters 
were engaged in combat on the ground and in the air. Hexes and curses 
were flying furiously, while flashes of green light gave evidence to the 
ferocity of fight. 
 
He whipped his head around as he heard a call from behind his 
shoulder. 
 
“Snape! Need a hand?” It was Percy Weasley, sitting upright on his 
broom in spotless robes, flying with perfect form and looking for all the 
world as if he were on a Sunday outing. 
 
“Flatten out, Weasley!” Severus snapped. “You’re too big a target!” 
 
Percy threw him a startled look and complied. “What happened? All we 
know is that the alarm went out. Is Voldemort here? Where’s Potter?” 



 
Severus threw him an impatient glance. He had no time for questions. 
 
But Hermione answered, “It’s over, Percy. Harry killed Voldemort in 
the Chamber of Secrets. He and Remus should be along soon.” 
 
Percy let out a loud whoop of joy and spun into a quick barrel roll, the 
familial tie to his brothers now readily apparent in his happy face. He 
sobered immediately as he dodged a curse thrown from the ground. 
 
“Now is not the time for idle chit-chat,” snarled Severus. “Hermione is 
hurt. I need to get her to Poppy.” 
 
Percy nodded and leaned forward on his broom, moving to fly just 
slightly ahead of Severus and Hermione. He and Severus deflected and 
dodged curses and hexes as they sped toward the castle. 
 
They had just passed the Quidditch pitch when Hermione spotted a 
flash of green light coming up from the ground. 
 
“Look out!” she cried, as the Killing Curse struck. She screamed 
“PERCY!” in vain as his eyes widened, and his expression froze. 
 
She watched in horror as Percy’s hands released the broom handle, and 
his still, lifeless body plunged to the ground. The riderless broom 
hovered for a moment, and then spiraled down to rest on the ground 
next to its owner. 
 
Severus’s eyes narrowed, and his hand flicked decisively as he pointed 
Hermione’s wand at the Death Eater who’d cast the spell, chanting, 
“Avada Kedavra.” Hermione’s wand shook as it felt the malevolence of 
the curse surge through it. The Death Eater on the ground—’McNair,’ 
Severus noted abstractedly—fell into an untidy heap. 
 
Casting the Unforgivable Curse sapped Severus’s already weakened 
reserves of strength. But he could not let Percy’s death go unanswered. 
Another martyr for the cause. He tightened his grip around Hermione as 
he dodged yet another curse. “There was nothing you could have done,” 
he said. “We can only go forward.” 
 
She stroked his arm; the tears that clogged her throat prevented speech. 



More curses were being directed at them now; most of them from 
Aurors who assumed from his garments that Severus was a Death Eater. 
He needed to find someone from the Order of the Phoenix—and 
quickly. He pointed Hermione’s wand at a group of people near the 
front entrance and chanted, “Phoenix appareo.” Several golden auras were 
visible in that group. He dodged a Slicing Hex and brought the broom 
down near Arthur Weasley. 
 
“Severus!” cried Arthur. “We were worried about you. And Hermione. 
Is she okay?” 
 
“I’m fine, Mr. Weasley,” Hermione said somewhat faintly. All that 
dodging and diving had made her queasy; as had the swell of Dark 
Magic she’d felt when Severus cast the Killing Curse. And she kept 
seeing Percy fall again and again. 
 
Severus dismounted the broom, still holding Hermione. He staggered, 
but pulled himself upright. “She needs to get to the hospital wing, 
Weasley. She’s been hit with a paralyzing curse of some kind. It’s over 
down there. Potter destroyed the Dark Lord.” He paused to wait out the 
spontaneous cheer that erupted. “There are some injuries and some 
fatalities. Percy, Arthur, Percy is dead.” He dropped his head, and 
Hermione put a comforting hand on his cheek. 
 
Tears filled Arthur’s eyes, but he held them in. There would be time to 
mourn later. There was still much work to do. 
 
“It should be clear to the hospital wing,” he said in a choked voice. 
There is some fighting in the corridors, but we’re holding the central 
parts of the castle. Let Bill take Hermione, Severus. You look like you 
could use some attention yourself.” 
 
“No!” Severus protested. “I have her.” He moved toward the main 
staircase, Hermione’s wand still held at the ready. 
 
Arthur motioned for Bill to follow him. 
 
Severus climbed the staircase, his breathing labored. Bill tried one more 
time, “Severus, give her to me. Or conjure a stretcher and—” 
 
Severus cut him off. “My wife,” he growled, “my child.” 



 
He didn’t tell Bill that he couldn’t have cast a spell if he wanted to. His 
mental battle with Voldemort and the effort of using an unfamiliar wand 
for the Unforgivable had exhausted him. He could feel the world 
growing hazy around him, and he moved forward by sheer 
determination alone. Hermione said nothing, but she exchanged a 
worried look with Bill. 
 
Bill sighed, but let Severus have his way. He kept watch to make sure 
that they weren’t attacked from the rear and to catch Hermione if 
Severus stumbled. 
 
Severus gritted his teeth as he pulled himself up the last flight of stairs. 
Almost there. He staggered again as he stepped into the short corridor 
leading to the hospital wing. Bill steadied him with a hand on his back, 
and then moved ahead of him to open the door. 
 
Severus maneuvered Hermione through the door, calling, “Poppy, I 
need you! Hermione is hurt. Take care of my wife.” 
 
Madam Pomfrey looked up in surprise, startled by the sight of a Death 
Eater lurching through her doorway. Then she recognized a disheveled 
Severus Snape, dirty and bleeding, holding an equally filthy and smelly 
Hermione Granger. The look on Severus’s face was fiercely protective. 
 
“Your wife?!” she squeaked, but she moved forward to tend to the girl. 
“Put her down here,” she added hastily, her experienced eyes noting 
Severus’s trembling arms. 
 
Severus ended the Binding Charm and laid Hermione down gently. She 
reached up and kissed his cheek, pleading, “Severus, love. Sit down. 
We’re okay. You kept us safe.” 
 
He wouldn’t meet her eyes. He moved down to the end of the bed and 
gripped the iron bedstead. He watched anxiously as Poppy examined 
Hermione. 
 
“Granger!” Draco called out to her from across the room. He hurried 
over. “What happened? The Dark Lord?” he asked hesitantly. 
 
“He’s gone, Draco,” Hermione told him. “Harry killed him.” 



 
Relief washed over Draco’s face. He cast a nervous look at the grim 
figure of his Head of House, but Severus ignored him; he saw only 
Hermione. 
 
“Go on with you now.” Madam Pomfrey shooed Draco away. “Out! I 
need to attend to Miss Granger and the baby.” 
 
Draco retreated meekly back to a bed across the room. 
 
“Your baby is fine,” Madam Pomfrey reassured Hermione, sending a 
quick glance towards Severus. ‘The baby’s father?’ she wondered with 
astonishment. “And we’ll take care of this curse in no time.” She handed 
Hermione a foul-tasting potion, and then cast a few spells, including one 
to clean Hermione’s robes, before giving Hermione a vial of Pepper-up 
Potion. “Drink this, and then rest. I’ll keep you here until you get your 
strength back.” 
 
Hermione nodded, but dropped the potion when she noticed that 
Severus was beginning to sway erratically. “Severus!” she cried, 
scrambling to reach him. 
 
Bill caught Severus before he reached the floor, his knees buckling as he 
absorbed the weight of the unconscious wizard. He dragged Severus to 
the empty bed next to Hermione’s and heaved him up onto it. 
 
Madam Pomfrey swiftly assessed her new patient. “What has he been 
doing?” she scolded. “He’s completely done in.” 
 
Bill suddenly became aware that every eye in the room was turned 
towards them. Injured students, Aurors, and restrained Death Eaters 
alike gaped at the mind-boggling sight of Hogwarts’ very pregnant Head 
Girl crying over the still form of the reviled Potions master. Bill hastily 
erected a set of curtains to block the scene from view. 
 
“There now, child,” Poppy said soothingly, as she poured a potion rich 
with chocolate into Severus’s mouth and massaged his throat so that he 
would swallow it. “He just needs rest.” She swished her wand and 
disposed of his foul blood-colored robes, replacing them with a hospital 
gown. “Back to bed with you,” she added, putting an arm around 
Hermione’s shoulders. 



 
Hermione shook her off and crawled up next to Severus. “I’m not 
leaving my husband,” she said rebelliously. 
 
“All right, dear. But you must sleep. Is that understood?” Poppy bustled 
off to tend to other casualties. 
 
Hermione noticed the redness in Bill’s eyes. “Percy protected us,” she 
told him softly. “And he knew that we had won.” 
 
Bill swallowed and kissed her forehead, saying hoarsely, “Rest now, 
munchkin. It’s almost over.” 
 
He turned to leave the hospital wing, but stopped as a flash of long red 
hair caught his eye. He spun around just in time to see Draco Malfoy 
lean over another bed and kiss Ginny on the mouth. A glimmer of 
amusement pierced his grief as he contemplated his mother’s reaction to 
this development. He walked over to check up on his baby sister.  

 
 
Author’s notes: Ginny’s choice for how to transfigure Nott’s tongue was influenced by 
two stories: Shiv5468’s ‘Biting off more than you can chew,’ and LariLee’s, ‘A 
Match Made by Law.’ 
 
Three or four more chapters (the last still needs work and I’m not sure how long it 
will be), and an Epilogue to go. Many, many thanks for all of your kind reviews. 
 
Chapter 17. Regrets and Reunions 
 
Severus struggled to reach consciousness, aware of the familiar feeling of 
Hermione in his arms, but suddenly overwhelmed by a sense that 
something was terribly wrong. As soon as he realized that they were in 
the infirmary, the events of the previous night and day crashed in on 
him. He had failed them; he had almost killed his wife and child. 
 
‘Only Potter’s intervention saved them,’ he thought bitterly. He pulled 
his arms away from Hermione, ignoring her soft murmurs of protest. 
He couldn’t stay—couldn’t wait for her eyes to open and to see in them 
the realization that he’d betrayed her. Standing unsteadily, he picked up 
Hermione’s wand and transfigured his hospital gown into a simple black 
robe. He could see the sun rising through the infirmary window. A new 



day, one that should be full of promise, but not for him. His dark eyes 
were shuttered as he looked back down at Hermione.  
 
“You are free now, little phoenix,” he whispered brokenly. “Free and 
safe.” He placed a hand on Hermione’s stomach and felt his heart 
constrict as their child moved in response to the pressure. He bent 
down and kissed Hermione’s mouth. She smiled in her sleep. 
“Hermione … I love you, wife,” he said softly. He stroked her tangled 
hair one last time, and then he slipped away unnoticed.  

 
 
Hermione was drifting between sleep and wakefulness when she heard a 
familiar, but clearly angry voice. “He promised he would protect her,” 
the voice said loudly, “and look at her. Look at her. I trusted him.” Her 
mind struggled to make sense of what she was hearing. Was it real or a 
dream? 
 
“Hush, now.” That voice, speaking at a much lower volume, was 
familiar too. “You’ll wake her.” 
 
Hermione opened her eyes and pushed herself up. It was light; she must 
have slept completely through the night. “Mum? Dad? Are you really 
here?” she asked as she noticed their familiar but somewhat altered 
forms standing at the end of her bed. The man sounded like her father, 
but the blond hair was wrong. 
 
Hermione’s mother and father turned at the sound of her voice. Her 
mother gathered her into a tight hug. 
 
“Yes, darling, we’re here,” Rosalind Granger said tearfully. “Are you 
okay?” 
 
Hermione nodded. “We’re fine.” She noticed her father staring 
disbelievingly at her stomach, and said ruefully, “I guess I owe you an 
explanation.” Then she realized that she was alone in the bed. 
“Severus?” she asked. “Where’s Severus?” 
 
Her father’s face darkened. “I sent him away. How could he do this to 
you? He told us he would protect you.” 
 
“No, Daddy, no!” protested Hermione, suddenly afraid. “He did protect 



us. He’s my husband. I love him.” She rolled out of bed and stumbled 
towards the door. “Severus!” she called frantically. “Severus!” She had to 
find him. She remembered the defeated expression he’d worn when he’d 
carried her into the hospital wing, and she was worried.  
 
Harry caught her at the doorway. “He’s not here, Hermione. He left the 
castle. He brought your parents here, gave your mother your wand, and 
then left. No one knows where he is.” Hermione clung to him, and he 
led her back inside.  
 
“We have to find him, Harry,” said Hermione worriedly. “He thinks it’s 
his fault—thinks that he’s responsible for Voldemort taking me.”  
 
“I know, Hermione, I know. But everything’s a mess and well …” He 
paused, wondering if he should tell her, but then continued, “Snape’s 
not too well liked, even less now that this has gotten out.” He indicated 
her stomach with a wave of his hand. 
 
“What do you mean, this got out?”  
 
Harry handed her a copy of the Daily Prophet. Of course, Voldemort’s 
defeat was the top headline: 
 
“BOY WHO LIVED VICTORIOUS! HE-WHO-MUST-NOT-BE-
NAMED GONE FOREVER!”  
 
A picture of Harry with a big grin on his face, his hair falling messily 
into his eyes, and his scar prominently in view, took up most of the top 
half of the page. Picture-Harry strode into the Entrance Hall, flanked by 
Remus, Ron, and a bandage-wrapped Neville, while half of 
Dumbledore’s Army and the Order of the Phoenix followed behind. 
The caption read: “The conqueror and his cohorts march in triumph. See page 2 
for the complete, inside story of the glorious battle.”  
 
Hermione snorted. “Glorious battle. It’s a fair bet none of them were 
anywhere near the fight. If they’d smelled that stench, they wouldn’t call 
it glorious.”  
 
Harry reached over and flipped the paper to show the section below the 
fold. A smaller picture of Severus carrying an obviously pregnant 
Hermione sported the provocative heading: Death Eater Daddy? The 



story beside the picture read: 
 
This reporter has learned that Professor Severus Snape,  
Potions master at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, 
and Head of Slytherin House (alma mater of  
You-Know-Who), was a member of the  
squadron of Death Eaters who invaded Hogwarts  
early yesterday morning.  
 
What this implies we don’t know, but Professor Snape  
was later seen conversing with Arthur Weasley and  
Alastor Moody, two wizards of impeccable reputation.  
As everyone knows, Professor Snape was once accused  
of consorting with He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named,  
but was cleared by Hogwarts’ Headmaster Albus  
Dumbledore, who claimed that Severus Snape was his spy.  
Professor Snape is shown carrying Head Girl 
Hermione Granger from the battle scene.  
Miss Granger appears to be approximately eight 
months pregnant, much to the surprise of all who know her.  
 
Professor Snape later claimed that he and Miss Granger 
are married. One must ask: have Auror Moody and  
Mr. Weasley been duped? Was Hogwarts’  
Muggle-born Head Girl bewitched or drugged (or worse!) 
by a nefarious Death Eater?  
 
“Well, she weren’t [sic] pregnant yesterday,”  
stated one second year student emphatically .”And you 
know how twisted he is. I wouldn’t put anything past him.”  
 
“Leave Hermione and Snape alone,” was the response from 
Wizarding World Savior, Harry Potter, when questioned  
about the pair.  
 
Speculation runs high. Is Miss Granger really pregnant? 
And is the child Severus Snape’s? And, if so, where was 
Albus Dumbledore while one of his masters despoiled  
and impregnated an innocent student?  
This reporter would like to know.  
 



No record of a Granger-Snape marriage can be found, 
yet a search of Ministry records reveals that a prophecy naming  
‘Hermione and Severus Snape’ as principals resides in the  
Department of Mysteries, a curious fact indeed (see related story, 
page 6). Miss Granger, or Mrs. Snape, as the case may be,  
remains in Hogwarts’ hospital wing suffering from injuries  
received in the battle with You-Know-Who, while Professor Snape  
appears to have left Hogwarts under mysterious circumstances, 
and his current whereabouts are unknown. 
 
This Prophet reporter will be sure to 
keep you informed as more details are revealed.” 
 
“Really!” Hermione exclaimed. “What arrant nonsense! And Voldemort 
is dead. Surely those dunderheads can finally print his name.” She 
looked at the picture of Severus for a long moment. 
 
“We’ll have to set them straight,” she said firmly. “I won’t let them 
smear Severus. And, Harry, we have to find him. I love him, Harry.” 
 
“I know, Hermione.” Harry stroked her arm soothingly. “Ron and 
Remus are looking for him.” 
 
Hermione’s mother said firmly, “You aren’t going anywhere until 
Matron says you can, young lady. Get back in bed.” 
 
Hermione glanced at a clock on the wall and saw that it was already late 
morning. She became aware of some immediate needs. “Bathroom 
first,” she said. She slipped into the small facility. When she emerged, 
she continued, “And food. I haven’t eaten in ages.”  
 
Harry called out loudly, “Dobby!”  
 
Hermione’s parents watched wide-eyed with disbelief as the diminutive 
house-elf appeared out of nowhere. They stared at his bat-like ears and 
tennis-ball-sized green eyes. Of course, Hermione had described house-
elves to them, but the reality was still startling. 
 
“Hermione needs some food, Dobby, and the rest of us could use 
something too.”  
 



“Oh yes, Harry Potter sir, Dobby will do anything for Harry Potter sir.” 
The house-elf snapped his fingers and summoned a large tray of food 
and a steaming pot of tea. “Here Mrs. Professor Snape,” he said, as he 
handed a plate filled with her favorite foods to Hermione.  
 
Harry snickered at Dobby’s nickname for her. 
 
Dobby’s eyes swiveled to and fro. When he saw the empty table next to 
Hermione’s bed, he screeched in horror and began to quiver with fright. 
 
“Oh, no! Professor Snape sir will be very angry with Dobby! Dobby is a 
bad elf!” He grabbed a bedpan and bashed it on his head. His eyes 
bulged alarmingly, and he swayed back and forth, but he continued to 
beat himself in time to his words. “Bad Dobby! Bad Dobby!” 
 
Hermione’s mother drew in a shocked breath, and her hands flew to her 
mouth. 
 
Harry grabbed the bedpan and lobbed it across the room. “Stop that! 
How many times do I have to tell you not to hurt yourself?” 
 
Dobby’s pointy ears quivered. “Harry Potter is too kind to Dobby. 
Dobby must do as Professor Snape sir says.” He snapped his fingers and 
vanished with a loud crack. 
 
“I guess we should be thankful it was empty,” Harry said, referring to 
the bedpan.  
 
Hermione’s father snickered. “Strange creature, that one.” 
 
Dobby returned almost immediately, hidden behind a huge vase of 
flowers. “Professor Snape sir told Dobby that Mrs. Professor Snape 
must always have flowers by her bed. Dobby will not disappoint 
Professor Snape sir.”  
 
Hermione’s eyes glistened as she sniffed the flowers.  
 
“Come on, dear,” her mother said gently, “eat something. The baby 
needs nourishment.” 
 
Hermione nodded and took a spoonful of berries and yoghurt. She 



looked longingly at the slice of chocolate cake Harry was eating.  
 
“Can’t handle chocolate?” Rosalind queried laughingly. 
 
Hermione shook her head. “Snip doesn’t like it; it gives me heartburn,” 
she said regretfully.  
 
“Sweet revenge,” her mother replied. “You were the same way.”  
 
“Tired of being a brunette?” Hermione asked, after taking a few more 
bites. Her mother’s normally warm brown eyes were now a riveting 
bright blue, and her straight mousy-brown hair had been transformed 
into in soft, blonde waves. 
 
Rosalind patted her hair. “You like it? You see …”  
 
She went on to tell Hermione what she and her husband had been doing 
for the past year. Hermione was astonished to learn that her parents had 
never left their home—that they had been “hidden” in plain sight. They 
had assumed false names and their appearances had been altered in case 
the Death Eaters considered using Muggle methods to locate them, but 
they had essentially re-purchased their own dental practice and had 
continued their lives uninterrupted. A Fidelius Charm protected them: 
Professor McGonagall had been their Secret-Keeper. 
 
Hermione and her mother talked happily, glad to be reunited. Steven 
Granger sipped his tea, quietly watching mother and daughter chatter 
away as he had done so often before, while he slowly came to terms 
with the fact that his smart little baby girl was soon going to be a mother 
herself.  
 
Harry picked up the still-loaded food tray and offered snacks to the 
remaining occupants of the hospital wing. Many of the students, 
including Ginny, had already been discharged. The injured Death Eaters 
had been transferred to secure wards at St. Mungo’s or straight to 
Azkaban, depending on their condition. Madam Pomfrey was enjoying a 
well-deserved nap. Only a few Aurors and students remained in the 
common casualty area. 
 
Harry stopped at Graham Pritchard’s bed. The young Slytherin had been 
one of the ones that Draco and Ginny had fought in the corridors. 



Harry kept a neutral tone in his voice as he asked, “Want something?” 
 
Pritchard looked at him with a bitter expression, his face still sprouting 
boils from the Furnunculus Curse that Draco had cast. “I didn’t really 
believe in him, or in all that nonsense about the superiority of pure-
bloods, you know. My grandmother is a Muggle. I just didn’t believe you 
could take him down.” 
 
Harry glanced at Pritchard’s left arm, and saw that it was clean, no Dark 
Mark. 
 
“I’m not sure I believed it myself. But I didn’t have a choice.” He 
thought of Snape and of Malfoy, and he said, “I won’t let them send you 
Azkaban, Pritchard. You didn’t kill anyone, and it would be a waste.” 
 
The young teen said nothing, unable to fathom why Potter was being so 
magnanimous, but his relief showed.  
 
Then Harry gave him a measured look and warned, “I hear of you 
having anything at all to do with Dark Magic, and I’ll come after you 
myself.”  
 
Pritchard nodded sharply: that he understood. 
 
Harry walked back over to Hermione’s bed and sat at its foot. The first 
flush of happiness from seeing her parents had worn off, and she 
chewed on her lip worriedly as she wondered where Severus had gone. 
 
Hoping to distract her, Harry started talking about the end of the battle 
and the cleanup that followed. “You should have seen it,” he said, his 
green eyes sparking with humor, “when we walked into the Great Hall, 
this witch launched herself at Neville. She knocked him to the floor, and 
I almost hexed her before I recognized her and realized that she wasn’t 
trying to hurt him—she was kissing him.” 
 
Hermione laughed. “Let me guess: Lavender.” 
 
“How did you know?” asked Harry in amazement.  
 
“Ginny predicted it last fall on the train: ‘Lavender’s joy whilst everlasting 
bloom when one from new town is roused with gentle buss.’ Don’t you 



remember?” 
 
“I remember Ginny spouting gibberish,” Harry replied. “Still doesn’t 
sound like anything to me.” 
 
“The name, ‘Neville,’ means one from a new town.” Hermione and 
Steven Granger spoke simultaneously. Identical pairs of hazel eyes 
exchanged smug looks.  
 
“How on earth would either of you know that?” asked Harry.  
 
Rosalind rolled her eyes. “They read. Incessantly. Haven’t you noticed 
that Hermione’s nose is flat from too much time pressed between the 
pages of a book?” 
 
“Mum!”  
 
“Well, Ginny was wrong about one thing,” Harry said, not bothering to 
hide his leer. “There was nothing gentle about that kiss. Neville is still in 
a daze.”  
 
Hermione smile wistfully. She reached out to stroke one of the flowers 
from the bouquet next to her bed. Harry followed her movements.  
 
“I’d never have figured Snape for a romantic,” he said, somewhat 
disgruntled. He wasn’t happy that he’d had to continually reassess his 
opinion of his long-time enemy over this past year. First, there was his 
brilliance in creating the Transmogrification Elixir, then his bravery, and 
now this. He looked up at Hermione, his eyes involuntarily dropping to 
her breasts as he suddenly remembered the image he’d seen of her 
naked and writhing above Snape. His face turned fiery red, and he 
averted his eyes. Someone Oblivate him now! 
 
Hermione didn’t see Harry’s discomfort; her eyes were unfocused as she 
became lost in thought. Severus had always been somewhat cagey when 
she’d mentioned the flowers. And, though he’d quickly hidden his 
reaction, he’d been positively startled when she’d confronted him about 
the note that had been attached to her Valentine roses. Comprehension 
dawned, and she began to giggle. “That conniving …”  
 
Seeing the puzzled looks she was getting from her parents and Harry, 



she explained. “Dobby must have misunderstood, or exaggerated 
something Severus said—and Severus never corrected him. He let me 
think he was responsible for the flowers.” She’d been wooed by house-
elf, and her sly husband had taken the credit. 
 
But what he’d said at the Valentine’s dance, when he’d repeated their 
marriage vows—that had come from him. She blinked tears from her 
eyes. He did care for her. She knew that—even though he’d never said 
the words. Some of her worry lifted. Harry had vanquished Voldemort, 
and Ron and Remus would bring Severus home. 
 
But when Remus and Ron returned to the castle later that afternoon 
they were tired and dirty, and both wore beaten expressions. They’d 
been unable to find Severus. 
 
“He’s nowhere,” a frustrated Ron said. “He hasn’t been seen in 
Hogsmeade, or Diagon Alley. He hasn’t been to Grimmauld Place, and 
no one we know has seen him. He’s not in the Forbidden Forest. We’re 
stumped.” 
 
Remus patted Hermione on the back. “He’ll turn up, Hermione. Bill has 
the staff at Gringotts looking out for him; it’s likely he’ll stop there 
sooner or later.” 
 
“He doesn’t have a wand,” Hermione protested. “He’s defenseless.” 
 
“Severus Snape? Defenseless?” Remus chuckled with false heartiness. 
“Hardly. If nothing else, he can skewer a would-be attacker with his 
tongue. I’ll talk to Ollivander. Have him let us know if Snape comes by 
for a wand.”  
 
Privately, he too was worried. He suspected that Severus was in the 
middle of a full-blown session of self-loathing. He’d been through 
something similar after Lily and James had been killed, wondering how 
he could have failed to see that Sirius was a traitor. Over and over, he’d 
relived every moment leading up to the attack, trying to find where he’d 
gone wrong. He’d felt the same way after he and Sirius had let Peter 
Pettigrew escape from the Shrieking Shack. And he hadn’t locked wits 
with Voldemort! Severus was probably holed up somewhere, three 
sheets to the wind, and wallowing in self-hatred. Remus drew his shabby 



robes around him, rubbing his arms to ward off a sudden chill. He 
hoped that they found Severus soon.  

 
 
The Leaving Feast was a mixture of celebration and mourning. 
Hermione had been discharged from the hospital wing in time to attend, 
and her pregnancy and Professor Snape’s absence caused equal amounts 
of conjecture and gossip. Hermione hardly noticed the uproar. Her 
attention was focused on the empty seat at the Head Table. But then she 
noticed that there was more than one empty seat there. Come to think 
of it, she hadn’t seen him since before the battle.  
 
“Where’s the headmaster?” she asked fearfully. “Is something wrong 
with him?” 
 
Ron and Seamus burst out laughing, and Harry tried in vain to repress a 
grin.  
 
“He’s a bit under the weather,” chortled Ron, “He—”  
 
“You should have seen him, Hermione,” Colin Creevy cut in, “He was 
amazing! Really amazing! And that bird! Wish I’d had my camera …” He 
sighed at the lost opportunity. 
 
“It’s not really funny,” said Ginny. “Professor Dumbledore is in his 
rooms, recovering from his injuries.”  
 
Hermione turned to her and noticed how pale and drawn she appeared. 
Harry had told her about Pansy’s death, and it seemed that it and Percy’s 
loss were weighing heavily on the young witch. She put her hand on 
Ginny’s arm and asked gently, “What’s not funny?” 
 
“Not funny?” protested Colin. “Come on Ginny. I mean, he was 
absolutely brilliant, Hermione. He took on a dozen Death Eaters right 
there in the hallway, and bodies were flying. That big red bird was 
everywhere, swallowing curses and clawing at anything he could reach. 
They didn’t even touch him!” 
 
“And that’s when he got hurt?” Hermione asked in confusion, 
wondering what was so funny about that.  
 



Draco walked up and sat next to Ginny, picking up the story, laughing 
as he spoke. “No later. I’d taken Ginny to the hospital wing, and I’d 
seen you, and her brother and I were coming down the stairs, when 
Peeves screamed by—” 
 
“He was out of control,” Seamus continued. “Screeching like a banshee, 
throwing things, knocking portraits off the walls, breaking things, really 
making a mess on top of the mess what was already there, and then—” 
 
“I think all the excitement got to him,” said Ginny. 
 
Colin broke in, “And then, Peeves just went bonkers. Dumbledore tried 
to stop him but Peeves was too far gone. He somehow managed to pull 
over the hourglasses. All four toppled, and the headmaster was literally 
buried in rubies, and sapphires, and emeralds. He didn’t have time to 
move before a big chunk of stone fell on his head. All those Death 
Eaters—and he’s brought down by a Poltergeist. “ He shook his head. 
 
“He’ll be okay, Hermione,” said Harry soothingly, noting her still-
worried expression. “Fawkes was right there. He carried him to the 
hospital wing after we dug him out.” 
 
“Guess they won’t be able to award the House Cup,” Draco commented 
blandly. “There’s no way to know how many points each House had.”  
 
Ginny sent him a disbelieving look. Every person in that room knew to 
a gem how many points each House had earned before the hourglasses 
were broken. 
 
“Gryffindor was ahead,” Hermione reminded him with a superior smile. 
“By exactly ten points.”  
 
She exchanged a conspiratorial look with Ron and Harry, remembering 
the ten points Severus had awarded her. But then she looked around the 
room to see empty seats at every table, and she sighed. “But house 
points don’t really matter much at the moment, do they?” 
 
“Indeed they do not, Hermione.”  
 
Hermione turned at the sound of Professor Dumbledore’s voice. She 
suppressed the smile that the headmaster’s outfit elicited. He was 



wearing a very ancient red flannel bathrobe. A matching pointed 
nightcap trimmed in white was stretched over the bandages around his 
head. He looked like a singularly shabby Saint Nick. His kindly blue eyes 
met her worried look.  
 
“I am fine,” he said, answering her unspoken question. “And Poppy tells 
me that you and the young Snape have recovered nicely.”  
 
“We’re fine, Professor. Severus?” she tried to convey her worry to 
Professor Dumbledore without alerting the others that something was 
wrong. 
 
“He will return soon,” Albus replied soothingly. “In the meantime, eat 
some of the marvelous food that has been prepared for us and enjoy the 
company of your friends. Better days are ahead.” He smiled at them all, 
but then singled out Draco, who had risen at his approach. “Your 
courage does you credit, Mr. Malfoy.” He added with a characteristic 
twinkle, “Gryffindor was indeed ahead—by ten points.”  
 
He caught Hermione’s eye and winked. Hermione had been suspicious, 
but now she knew for certain. The headmaster had contrived to keep 
Gryffindor ahead in the points’ race all year by the very ten points 
Severus had bestowed on her last fall.  
 
The next day the Hogwarts Express steamed into Hogsmeade to take 
the students home. Hermione refused to leave Hogwarts. She moved all 
of her belongings from her dorm room into the Potions master’s 
dungeon apartments. “I’m staying here,” she said stubbornly when her 
father urged her to come home with them. “I’m going to be here when 
Severus comes back.” 
 
Professor Dumbledore was still not at full form, so Harry and Ron 
remained to help protect the castle against the few vengeful Death 
Eaters who remained on the loose. Draco stayed behind as well. Lucius 
Malfoy had been killed in the battle, and Narcissa arrested. Aurors were 
combing through Malfoy Manor, and Draco doubted that there would 
be anything left when they were through. He wasn’t worried about 
money; he had an inheritance of his own, a legacy from his maternal 
grandmother. But he did worry about his mother, and wondered when 
he might see her—and what he’d say when did. And he was still 
bewildered by his change of status. Former friends reviled him, and as 



his role in Hermione’s rescue and the defense of Hogwarts became 
widely known, former enemies looked on him with wary approval. He 
even found himself working side by side with Fred and George Weasley 
as they restored order to the castle. 
 
Harry and Draco stood shoulder-to-shoulder behind Hermione when 
she met with the press on the front steps of Hogwarts. With her hair 
tied with a ribbon at the nape of her neck, and wearing a powder blue 
robe that lightly skimmed her bulging belly, Hermione hid neither her 
advanced pregnancy, nor her disdain for the reporters. She refused to 
answer the questions posed by the reporter who had written the original 
story, focusing instead on the questions asked by the Quibbler’s Rita 
Skeeter.  
 
“Miss Granger, is it true that you are carrying Severus Snape’s child?” 
Rita asked coyly, her eyes glittering with anticipation behind her jewel-
rimmed glasses.  
 
“First of all,” Hermione answered, “it’s Mrs. Snape.”  
 
She brought a hand up to her hair, closing it into a fist as if trapping 
something as she pulled it away. Rita Skeeter blanched, getting the 
message. Hermione knew that she was an illegal, unregistered Animagus, 
a beetle, and she would not hesitate to reveal that knowledge if 
provoked. The Quibbler’s story would be flattering to Severus Snape.  
 
Hermione confirmed that Rita had received her unspoken message, and 
then continued speaking. “Severus and I were married last August.”  
 
She paused, tapping her foot impatiently as the reporters counted on 
their fingers and determined that it was unlikely that she had been 
pregnant at the time of her marriage. 
 
“And of course this is our baby. I am hoping he has Severus’s eyes,” she 
added, letting a dreamy look pass over her face. 
 
“But not his nose or disposition,” muttered Draco, earning a snicker 
from Harry and a sharp elbow in the ribs from Hermione. 
 
“But why, Miss … Mrs. Snape? Why get married while you were still a 
student?” asked Witch Weekly’s reporter, Mrs. Pettican. “You must know 



it calls into question both your appointment as Head Girl and your 
academic achievements.” 
 
Hermione replied evenly, “I am certain that my academic achievements 
will be validated by the results of my N.E.W.T.s, which, as you know, 
are administered and graded by independent officials from the 
Ministry.”  
 
She went on to explain about the prophecy, and how it linked her with 
one marked by the Dark Lord. She left out the part about baby and its 
foretold role. She told them how Severus had stepped forward to marry 
her and hide the prophecy from Voldemort, and she told them how he 
had saved her life in the Chamber of Secrets. Rita Skeeter and the 
reporter from Witch Weekly lapped up her story—it would make 
excellent reading.  
 
When asked by the Prophet’s more skeptical reporter (a recent and much-
aggrieved student of Professor Snape’s) if they were really expected to 
believe that a young witch like her had made a passionate love match 
with a nasty, repulsive wizard like Severus Snape, Hermione replied with 
a flush on her cheeks that the reporters took for maidenly reticence but 
that Harry immediately recognized as building anger.  
 
“Isn’t it obvious?” she said demurely, turning to give them a profile 
view, and clasping her hands on her stomach. “You don’t think we 
planned this, do you? But sometimes, you just get carried away …” 
 
At that statement, the Prophet’s reporter began to look queasy, and 
Hermione sniffed contemptuously.  
 
“I love my husband and we are both very anxious to welcome the 
flowering of that love into the world.” She ignored the gagging sounds 
coming from Harry and Draco. “I hope that satisfies your curio … 
questions,” she amended. “I am rather tired, and the baby and I would 
like to get off our feet.” She turned to leave. 
 
“Uh, just one more thing, Mrs. Snape,” the Prophet’s reporter called out, 
recovering a bit as he sneered her name. “Where is your loving husband? 
Why isn’t he here answering our questions and putting the rumors to 
rest? Why is the so-called hero hiding behind the robes of a pregnant, 
teenaged witch?” 



 
Hermione’s eyes flashed, and she flew down the steps, stopping only 
when she was toe-to-toe with the insolent reporter. “How dare you call 
my husband a coward!” she ground out through clenched teeth. “He 
was fighting Voldemort when you were a snot-nosed, puling little 
monster clinging to your mother’s robes. He’s not here because he 
cannot be. Voldemort is dead, but there are Death Eaters still on the 
loose.” She stopped before she told an outright lie, but let stand the 
implication that Severus was out hunting fugitives.  
 
“Oh, and one more thing,” she said in a deadly soft voice, raising her 
wand hand slightly from its position by her side. “Print anything else 
nasty about my husband …” she paused, leaning against her wand so 
that the tip dug into his groin, “and you won’t have to worry about the 
Herculean task of finding a witch willing to share a passionate love match 
with you.” With that, she turned on her heel and swept back up the 
steps and into the castle. 
 
“Do you have anything to add to Mrs. Snape’s comments, Harry dear?” 
asked Rita Skeeter, simpering at him after she sent a maliciously 
triumphant look towards the ashen-faced upstart who had taken her job 
at the Prophet.  
 
“Only this,” Harry said, not bothering to hide his laughter. He pointed 
to the Hogwarts’ motto carved above the door, Draco dormiens nunquam 
titillandus. “‘Bye Rita. Good day, Mrs. Pettican. Thanks for dropping by.” 
He threw one parting shot at the Daily Prophet’s reporter. “What 
Hermione said goes for me too—you can count on it.”  
 
He and Draco followed Hermione into the castle. Draco succumbed to 
his curiosity and asked Hermione about her marriage to Snape.  
 
She told him the parts of the prophecy she’d left out when she’d talked 
to the reporters. She then she said softly, “But I do love him, Draco, 
prickly bits and all. He’s a good man. What I don’t understand is how 
the prophecy fits with what happened. Snip isn’t even born yet. 
Voldemort said something about Professor Dumbledore 
misunderstanding the prophecy, but he didn’t tell us what he meant.” 
She shivered. “I don’t like not knowing. I don’t like it when things are so 
fuzzy.” 
 



Draco listened in silence, a bit bemused. Ginny was a Seer? She’d never 
told him. And that prophecy—there was something there that bothered 
him—something he should know, but couldn’t quite grasp. They had all 
missed something, he was sure of it. It would just take a little more 
probing to figure out what that was. But Harry, seeing how distressed 
Hermione was becoming, quickly turned the conversation to other 
topics. One prophecy had been fulfilled, and Voldemort was dead. They 
could worry about the other later. Draco let it go. He’d think about it 
some other time.  

 
 
Severus picked up the Quibbler, staring at the article luridly titled, “He’s 
My Death Eater, and I Love Him,” and at the picture of his wife defending 
him. The ache in his heart intensified. “Loyal little Gryffindor,” he 
sneered, not daring to believe that she really meant her words. After all, 
wasn’t the ever-present Potter standing right behind her? He was sure it 
was only a matter of time before Potter persuaded her to break the 
Bonding Charm. Look at him with his hand on Hermione’s shoulder. 
He threw back another swig from the bottle of Ogden’s Old Firewhisky 
he’d found. An image of Hermione reaching her peak in his arms ran 
through his mind. Would she look that way for Potter? Would she take 
his name? Give their child Potter’s name? Severus groaned. Why 
couldn’t he stop thinking about her? He’d nearly killed her, nearly killed 
his own child. He was too much like his father. He didn’t deserve them. 
He tamped down the feelings of longing and returned to his morose 
mental replay of the events of the past few days. 
 
The first time he’d left the infirmary, Severus had immediately gone in 
search of Minerva. He’d found her in the Great Hall, trying to prevent a 
pair of Aurors from taking the two Ravenclaw students who had 
attacked Ginny and Draco to Azkaban. “They’re children, not Death 
Eaters,” she argued in a clipped tone. “Throw them in Azkaban, and 
they will be dead before they ever come to trial.” 
 
The Aurors looked uncertain. Severus curled his lip as he looked at the 
two white-faced, cowering students. “Professor McGonagall is correct. 
These two are guilty of appallingly poor judgment, and even lesser skill, 
but they are essentially harmless. They are hardly worth your time. Send 
them home to their parents.” One of those parents was a member of the 
Order of the Phoenix who would be livid when he learned of his child’s 
actions. 



 
The Aurors dispatched, Severus asked Minerva his question.  
 
“Are you sure you can do this?” Minerva questioned. “You should still 
be in hospital.” Seeing Severus’s set face, she relented. She picked up a 
nearby teacup, murmuring, “Portus.” 
 
When the blue glow faded from the newly minted Portkey, she handed it 
to Severus and told him where to find Hermione’s parents. He 
remembered as soon as she said the location; it had, after all, been his 
idea. He walked swiftly to Hogwarts’ gate and Disapparated.  
 
Hermione’s parents had been shocked to learn that she was pregnant, 
but glad to know that she was in good health. They hesitantly took hold 
of the Portkey Severus carried and were quickly whisked to the hallway 
outside of the infirmary. Severus led them over to Hermione’s bed. She 
was still sleeping, and her parents had watched their daughter silently for 
a few moments. Then Hermione’s father had asked Severus if he knew 
who the father of the Hermione’s baby was. 
 
“I am,” he replied flatly. “She is my wife.” He offered no other 
explanation and had not defended himself when Mr. Granger’s anger 
exploded.  
 
“She’s a child,” he raged. “Is this what you call protecting her, you 
bastard? Leave us—and leave my daughter alone. Haven’t you hurt her 
enough?” 
 
Hearing his own thoughts spoken aloud only reinforced Severus’s 
conviction. Without saying a word, he had handed Hermione’s wand to 
Mrs. Granger and walked away. 
 
After he left the infirmary for the second time, Severus slipped back 
down to his rooms. For a moment there, when he’d been busy retrieving 
Hermione’s parents, he’d felt almost normal. But here in the silence of 
his rooms the guilt and despair settled over him once more, and he 
couldn’t rest. He saw Hermione everywhere he looked. Curled on the 
sofa reading a book … sitting at the desk, chewing on the end of her 
quill … in the bedroom … He turned away. He couldn’t stay here. 
Quickly grabbing his Muggle jeans and a black linen shirt, he stuffed 
them into a bag and pulled a small sack of Galleons and some Muggle 



banknotes from a drawer in his desk. He paused before the picture of 
his mother: the one that had been Hermione’s Christmas gift to him. He 
spoke brokenly. “I am sorry, Mother. Sorry that I am not worthy of 
you.”  
 
The young woman in the picture stared back beseechingly, reacting to 
the sorrow in his voice. She seemed to be pleading with him to stay.  
 
“She’ll be better off with her parents, and with Potter,” Severus 
continued. “I would only hurt her again.” He had nearly killed her; 
Potter had been the one to save her. He didn’t deserve to be near her.  
 
A quick search of Hogwarts’ battle-scarred grounds yielded a wand, a 
fallen student’s wand, Severus suspected. There was no taint of Dark 
Magic on the wand and that was the important thing. He walked quickly 
down to the gates. This time he Apparated to a location he’d visited 
occasionally during his days as a spy. A place where no one would think 
to look for him. It had worked during the war, and it would work now. 
He checked to see that the crumbling ruin of a house had not been 
disturbed since his last visit and went inside. His still-limited strength 
was fading rapidly, so he hurriedly set a few protection charms and fell 
into the nearest bed.  
 
He slept round the clock, his sleep haunted by the terrors he’d seen in 
the Dark Lord’s mind, and by the grim events that had transpired during 
the battle. He woke with gritty eyes and a growling stomach. A small 
stash of magically preserved food he’d stored during a previous visit 
took care of his hunger, and a bath had him feeling almost human. He 
couldn’t hole up here forever, but it would do for a while. He would buy 
food from a Muggle store down the street, and as long as he didn’t use 
magic they wouldn’t be able track him. And he couldn’t go back to 
Hogwarts while Hermione was still there.  
 
He’d been dozing in a chair when the tapping at the window had sent 
him surging to his feet, wand in hand. He’d soon realized that it was just 
an owl delivering his newspapers. Amazing how they always knew where 
to find you. He contemplated the irony of staring at pictures of the one 
witch he longed to be near while hiding from her in the home of the one 
who had set this entire course of events in motion.  

 



 
Author’s notes: What is up with Severus? Stay tuned. The next chapter will 
be up soon. Thank you for all the wonderful reviews for the battle 
sequences. They mean a lot to me. BTW, I completely ignored all of the 
tax implications that would surely result from the Grangers selling and 
repurchasing their dental practice. Let’s just say it was magic. ;) 
 
Chapter 18. Owls and Dementors  
 
 
More than week passed with no word from Severus. Hermione’s parents 
returned to their dental practice, but promised to come back to 
Hogwarts when the baby was born. Hermione’s friends rallied around 
her as her spirits flagged. Whatever they thought of Severus Snape, they 
would stand by her. 
 
It was Ron who figured out that Severus must have taken another wand 
from Hogwarts. “It’s the only thing that makes sense,” he said. 
“Ollivander is keeping an eye out for us, and he hasn’t been there. And 
no one has come into the shop and reported a wand missing or stolen. 
The Knight Bus didn’t pick him up, and there was no train from 
Hogsmeade that day, so he must have Apparated. And you need a wand 
for that. He probably took it from one of the bodies before they were 
removed from the grounds.” 
 
Ron took it as his personal task to figure out whose wand Severus might 
be using. He drew a diagram of Hogwarts’ environs and then 
interviewed students, teachers and Aurors by Floo to determine who 
had fallen where, and whether or not the person’s wand had been 
recovered. He searched the grounds for the missing wands, swiping at 
his eyes when he found Percy’s wand and broomstick lying in the tall 
grass near the Quidditch pitch. He finally determined that there were 
only two wands missing: Stuart Ackerly’s and a Death Eater’s. His next 
step was to visit Tonks.  
 
“I think Snape may be using a student’s wand,” Ron told her. “Have you 
had any reports of use of magic by underage wizards lately?”  
 
Tonks laughed uncontrollably, and her hair cycled from bright green to 
purple before settling on a vivid pink. “Weasley,” she said between 
giggles, “you don’t really think the Aurors keep track of all uses of magic 



by underage wizards. We’d do nothing else!” 
 
“But Harry was caught three times!” Ron protested.  
 
“Harry Potter can’t breathe without someone noticing. Besides, he used 
magic in a Muggle house. How many times were you caught?” 
 
Ron flushed guiltily. 
 
“Do you know what the makeup of the wand is?”  
 
Ron nodded.  
 
“Well,” Tonks said sobering a little, “if Snape uses that wand in a 
predominately Muggle area we can probably find him, but otherwise …” 
She shook her head.  
 
Hermione was touched by the efforts the boys were making to find 
Severus for her. For her part, she alternated between being worried sick 
about him and inventing new hexes to cast on him when he did return.  
 
She spent the time trying to keep busy. Molly and Ginny coaxed her into 
making a trip to Diagon Alley to buy some items for the small nursery 
that Professor Dumbledore had created for the baby. As they strolled 
past Eeylops Owl Emporium, Hermione suddenly thought of way to 
locate Severus. She could hardly wait to get back to Hogwarts to tell the 
others.  
 
She was so excited that she started calling for Harry and Ron as soon as 
she got back to the castle. “Harry! Ron! Harry! Oh, where are you?”  
 
Draco stopped her as she flew through the Entrance Hall. 
 
“What’s with you, Granger?” he asked. “Is it the baby? Are you having 
the baby?” 
 
“No.” Hermione laughed ruefully. “Not yet, unfortunately.” The baby 
grew heavier by the day, and Hermione was more than ready for Snip to 
make an appearance. “I think I’ve figured out a way to find Severus, but 
I need Harry and Ron.” 
 



“They were out on the Quidditch pitch.” 
 
“Of course.” Hermione sighed. She was tired, and her feet hurt. But she 
wanted to find Severus, so she would fetch them. 
 
“I’ll get them for you,” Draco said, “if you let me help. I have a bone to 
pick with my old Head of House.” 
 
“I believe I’m first in line,” Hermione replied, patting her stomach. 
 
Draco winked at her and bowed courteously. “He’s all yours. Just make 
it good.” He walked away, the sound of Hermione’s laughter following 
him. 
 
“Bring them down to the Potions classroom,” she called after him. She 
hurried downstairs to wait for them. 
 
Remus was with the boys when they came down. Hermione explained 
her plan. “It’s the owls. We’ll use the owls. I realized earlier that 
Severus’s Prophet and Quibbler have stopped coming. I doubt he took 
time to cancel his subscriptions, so the owls must be delivering to him. I 
don’t know why I didn’t think of it before.” 
 
“How do we use owls to find Snape?” asked Ron, puzzled. “Are you 
planning to put some kind of tracking spell on an owl?” 
 
“I doubt that would work,” Remus said. “Severus would either 
neutralize the tracer or run if he’s not ready to be found.” 
 
“No, no! This would be non-magical. Undetectable. We can sort of 
triangulate off of the owls to find his location. Look!” she said excitedly 
as she grabbed her wand.  
 
“Imagine this dot is London.” Hermione flicked her wand and a dot 
appeared on the chalkboard. “We’ll send an owl from London and time 
it to see how long it takes to deliver the letter and return. We know that 
owls travel at about 20 miles per hour—” 
 
“We do?” Harry queried affectionately. This was Hermione in full-out 
‘get the homework done now’ mode. He hadn’t seen her this animated 
in days. 



 
“It’s in Know Your Owl: A Guide to Enlightened Ownership,” replied 
Hermione abstractedly. Then she continued, “So we can calculate the 
distance the owl flies, using the standard d=rt formula, and then divide 
that number in half. That will give us the distance that the owl traveled 
away from London.”  
 
The pure-bred wizards looked confused, but Harry nodded.  
 
“Of course, I’ll have to change the formula somewhat because owls 
don’t fly all the time—they Apparate instinctively at regular intervals. 
But it shouldn’t be too difficult … a little Arithmancy applied here …” 
She erased the ‘r’ and replaced it with a tri-level equation that spanned 
two denominators. 
 
“Piece of cake,” commented Ron dryly. 
 
“Once we account for the Apparating, we can come up with a 
reasonable estimate of the distance,” Hermione continued. “Say the owl 
travels a total of 200 miles. We divide that number by two, and then …”  
 
She conjured a piece of string and attached one end to the dot, stretched 
it taut and used that as the radius to draw a circle around the dot to 
indicate the distance the owl would travel in any direction.  
 
“There. See, this shows a flight of 100 miles in any direction from 
London, and if another owl traveling from Hogwarts flies a total of 600 
miles …” she drew another dot approximating Hogwarts’ position 
relative to London, and used a longer piece of string to draw a larger 
circle around that dot. The two circles overlapped. 
 
“With a third starting location,” Hermione said as she placed a final dot 
randomly on the board and drew a circle around it so that it overlapped 
the other two, “we should be able to get an idea of where he is. 
Obviously we’ll need a map and we’ll have to plot the distances to 
scale—and it still won’t be totally accurate. But maybe something will 
make sense when we look at the map.” She looked at her audience 
hopefully. 
 
“Good job, Hermione,” said Remus, puzzling out the complicated 
formulas. “This just might work.” 



 
“Yeah,” Harry said. “We can use a school owl, and we can send Hedwig 
from Grimmauld Place, but what about the third location? An owl from 
Eelopys?” 
 
“No,” said Ron, “too close. The circles would be almost identical at any 
distance. How ‘bout the Burrow? We could send Pig.” 
 
Hermione hesitated. Ron was being so helpful, but Pigwidgeon was an 
unstable variable. The little owl didn’t fly in a straight line, so would 
measurements from his flight even be useful? 
 
Draco jumped in with surprising tact. “We don’t know how far away 
Snape is, so a bigger owl, one who can more easily cover distance, might 
work better. If you think your mother will have me, I can send my owl 
from your house, Weasley, and wait there for him to return.” 
 
“And mess with my sister while you’re at it,” said Ron distrustfully. 
 
“Believe me; Ginny is perfectly capable of defending herself if she wants 
to. If not, who am I to complain?” Draco shrugged and hid his grin. 
 
Ron bristled for a moment and then grimaced ruefully. “You could be 
right. Sounds like a plan.” He shook his head. Did he just agree with 
ferret-face Malfoy? “When do you want to do this, ‘Mione?” 
 
Hermione wanted to say now, right now. Remus suggested that they 
wait until morning. “As Malfoy said, we don’t know how far away he 
might be from any one location. Come on guys, let Hermione get some 
rest.” He pushed the boys out of the classroom, but stayed behind to 
talk to Hermione. “Have you thought about what you’ll do if Severus 
won’t come back, if …” He hesitated. “If for some reason he doesn’t 
want to come back?” 
 
Remus wasn’t at all certain that Severus would be receptive to being 
fetched home like a runaway schoolboy. 
 
Hermione’s lip quivered. Severus had never actually said that he loved 
her—she thought he did, but he’d never told her so. “If he doesn’t want 
us, we’ll leave,” she said sadly. “Harry will let us stay at Grimmauld Place 
for a while. But I have to know. And I won’t go until I do know. If 



something has happened to him, I don’t want him to think I gave up on 
him.” 
 
Remus hugged her. “Write your letter. I’ll write one to send with 
Hedwig, and I’ll get Albus or Minerva to write one to send with Draco’s 
owl. Okay?” 
 
Hermione nodded. She sat at Severus’s desk and wrote a letter to her 
husband, telling him how proud she was of him, how strong he’d been 
during the fight, and how scared she’d been that Harry would have to 
kill him. She ended with, “I miss you, Severus. I miss your touch, I miss sleeping 
in your arms, and I miss your voice. Snip misses you too. Come home, love.” 
 
Hermione was up early the next morning. She rummaged around in her 
trunks and found a Muggle map to stick to the blackboard in the 
Potions classroom. Magical maps were notoriously unreliable: distance 
meant little to wizards who could Apparate. Then she hurried to the 
Owlry and fastened her letter to one of the school’s owls. She smoothed 
the owl’s feathers and looked into its intelligent eyes. “Please, take this 
to Professor Snape. It’s very important. I’m counting on you.” The owl 
hooted as she scratched the feathers under his beak. “It’s up to you 
now,” she whispered as she watched it fly away. She made careful note 
of the time, transfigured a straw bale into a comfortable chair, and 
waited impatiently for the owl’s return. 
 
When the bird came back, Hermione was disappointed to see that its 
tether was empty. Severus had not written a reply. But she noted the 
time, gave the owl a treat, and hurried back to the Potions classroom to 
calculate and plot the results. She paced around the room, anxiously 
waiting for Draco and Harry to return. She rubbed her back absently.  
 
Harry and Remus arrived first, and Hermione plotted the distance that 
Hedwig had flow away from London. A short while later, Ron and 
Draco returned.  
 
‘No need to ask how Draco spent the time,’ Hermione thought with a 
wistful smile. He looked like he’d been thoroughly kissed, much to 
Ron’s evident disgust. 
 
Hermione was ready to draw the final circle when Professor 
Dumbledore entered the room. 



 
“Headmaster,” Hermione scolded, “you’re supposed to be resting.” 
 
“I want to witness you outwitting my wily Potions master. And Poppy is 
doing a fine job of smothering me, so you can save your rebukes for 
your husband,” he added with a characteristic spark of humor. 
 
“Believe me, I will,” Hermione promised. The glint in her eye had all 
three boys wincing in sympathy for the absent wizard. 
 
As Hermione drew the final circle, and the small area overlapped by the 
three circles was defined, she could hear Remus and Albus draw in their 
breaths. She whirled around. “What is it? Do you know where he is?”  
 
“He couldn’t be!” said Remus incredulously. “Could he?”  
 
Albus chuckled happily and said, “Well, now. Unexpected, but really 
quite resourceful.” 
 
“Please tell me,” Hermione begged.  
 
Harry walked over to the map. “Wait a minute,” he said slowly. He 
shook his head in disbelief. “Godric’s Hollow? He’s at Godric’s 
Hollow?” 
 
Remus nodded. “Looks like Severus is availing himself of your 
hospitality, Harry.”  
 
“I thought the house was in ruins.”  
 
“It is mostly,” Remus replied. He turned to Hermione. “I’ll go talk to 
him. Get some rest: you look tired.” 
 
Hermione nodded. Her back had been aching on and off all day. She 
stroked her stomach. Snip was surprisingly quiet. The baby had been 
squirming earlier, but now appeared to be taking a nap. “Tell Severus we 
love him,” she said quietly.  

 
 
Remus Apparated directly into the small mudroom just behind the 
kitchen. He held himself still, scanning for any magical traps Severus 



might have set. He stepped into the kitchen, and for a moment he was 
drawn back in time to the many pleasant nights he’d spent sitting around 
the worn kitchen table, enjoying the company of his friends. From 
where he stood he could even see the small heart Sirius had carved into 
the table in honor of his then-latest paramour. Lily had expressed her 
displeasure by casting a variation of the Shrinking Charm on him that 
remained undetectable until the next time Sirius tried to bed the young 
witch. Remus blinked his eyes against sudden moistness and smiled 
nostalgically. After neutralizing a charm in the hallway, he continued 
into what was left of the living room. 
 
Severus sprang to his feet and hurled a hex at the intruder. Expecting 
this, Remus deflected the spell with a Shield Charm. “You’re getting 
sloppy in your old age, Severus,” he chided. “Or maybe it’s the 
firewhisky,” he added, noting the open bottle and the full glass.  
 
Severus sat down heavily. “I am the same age as you are, Lupin,” he 
muttered in an irritated tone. He raised his glass and took another drink. 
“And you can tell that meddlesome old fool ‘bravo’ for finding me. The 
door is that way.” He waved his hand. 
 
Remus poured himself a glass of firewhisky and took another chair. 
“James always did have good taste,” he mused as he took an appreciative 
sip. In answer to Severus’s scowl, he replied, “Albus didn’t find you. 
Your clever wife figured out where you were.” 
 
“Hermione?” Severus breathed hopefully. He covered his outburst with 
a grunted, “Insufferable know-it-all.” But Remus could hear the longing 
in his voice.  
 
Remus did not elaborate on the method Hermione used to find Severus, 
but began to speak of the end of the battle and the clean-up efforts. He 
told Severus how they learned of Hermione’s kidnapping, saying, “The 
headmaster’s gamble paid off; young Malfoy alerted us and then helped 
to protect the other students.” 
 
Remus went on to tell Severus that Crabbe, Jr. had told the Aurors that 
it was Pansy Parkinson who gave Voldemort the information that led to 
the confrontation. “She somehow ferreted out your relationship with 
Hermione, and passed the information onto her father.” Remus told 
Severus about Pansy’s death adding, “Ginny is still shaken.” 



 
Severus listened quietly, keeping his face hidden so that Remus could 
not see his reactions. Remus did notice that Severus’s hands tightened 
on his glass when he spoke of Pansy’s discovery and death, and he 
hastily changed the subject, telling the story of the Peeves’ mischief with 
the headmaster. 
 
Severus responded with a malicious chuckle. “I shall have to find a way 
to reward Peeves.” But he added with some concern, “His injuries are 
not too serious, are they?” 
 
“No, he will be fine,” Remus assured him. “We were very lucky. We lost 
far fewer than we might have.” 
 
The two wizards sat silently for some time, both lost in their own 
thoughts. Remus wondered how to approach the subject of Severus’s 
relationship with Hermione, while Severus brooded over Pansy’s death. 
On one hand he couldn’t help but feel that she deserved her fate, but on 
the other he knew that if he had been stronger—if he had not failed to 
keep Hermione safe—none of this would have happened, and Pansy, 
and Percy, and Gregory Goyle, and the young wizard whose wand he 
now held, would all be alive. He poured more whisky for himself and 
silently topped off Remus’s glass too. Some of the gloom that had been 
his constant companion receded a bit in the company of his old 
classmate, but Severus still couldn’t muster the energy to move. The 
quiet stretched uncomfortably, broken only by the uneven ticking of a 
clock listing lopsidedly on the wall. Both wizards jumped up with a start 
when someone knocked on the front door.  
 
“You didn’t protect the front door?” asked Remus, his face reflecting his 
astonishment. 
 
“I did not expect anyone to knock,” Severus replied derisively. “If the 
idiot who is out there tries to open the door, or to Apparate in, it will be 
a different story.” 
 
Remus looked out. “It’s Harry. Come on, take down the defenses and 
let him in.” 
 
Severus grimaced, but flicked his borrowed wand and began to 
deactivate the spells he’d placed on the door. “His own house,” he 



grumbled, regretting the opportunity to teach Potter a lesson in caution, 
“and he knocks on the door.” 
 
Remus grinned, following Severus’s thoughts. “Harry is a polite young 
man.” 
 
Severus grunted and opened the door. “What are you doing here?” he 
asked sourly. 
 
Harry replied evenly, “Nice of you to invite me in. Hermione sent me. 
She was concerned that Remus had been gone too long and that you 
two might have wands drawn. I told her not to send me, but she was 
quite insistent.” 
 
He stepped into the room and looked around curiously. He walked over 
to the mantel and picked up a picture of a beaming Sirius holding a 
squalling black-haired baby. Next to Sirius was a witch Harry didn’t 
recognize. His parents and Remus stood behind them. The frame was 
broken and the glass cracked, but the figures in the photo smiled 
happily. 
 
“Your naming day,” remarked Remus. “That’s your mother’s best 
friend, your godmother.” He didn’t tell Harry that she’d been killed a 
week after the picture was taken. It was so long ago. 
 
Severus sat back down in the chair he’d adopted and took another gulp 
of whisky. Noting that Remus was also drinking, Harry summoned a 
glass and poured out a measure for himself. He balanced gingerly on a 
battered, three-legged sofa and took a sip, his face screwing up at the 
strong alcoholic taste. The older wizards exchanged amused glances.  
 
Harry cautiously took a second sip and then a third. As he felt the 
warmth of the whisky spread through him, he leaned back and 
contemplated the glass. “Not bad.” He stared at Severus for a few 
moments and then spoke, breaking the silence that had once again fallen 
over the room.  
 
“You look like hell,” he said bluntly. “Sirius didn’t look that bad after 
he’d been living on rats for months.” 
 
Severus snarled, “I require neither your opinion, nor your insolence, Mr. 



Potter.”  
 
“No?” Harry retorted, “Well you’re getting it anyway, Snape. I’m not 
your student any longer. But maybe you hadn’t heard—seeing as how 
you didn’t bother to attend the Leaving Feast.” 
 
He answered Severus’s frown with one of his own. “Scowl all you want, 
Snape. But you are going to tell me why you left Hermione alone to face 
all the questions and speculation about your marriage and her 
pregnancy, while you cower here like a sniveling Puffskein.” 
 
Severus rose up in his chair and then fell back, not bothering to respond 
to the insult. Harry’s eyes narrowed, and then he nodded as if affirming 
something to himself. 
 
Then, as if he couldn’t help it, Severus reached out and touched the 
rolled parchment lying on the table by his chair. Harry saw that the seal 
was unbroken; the letter had not been read. “Why haven’t you read 
Hermione’s letter?” 
 
“None of your business,” Severus replied sulkily. He resented Potter’s 
easy confidence. The boy’s already overblown sense of self seemed to 
have grown since the battle. 
 
Harry looked down at the glass in his hand. Hermione was counting on 
him. He’d hex Snape and drag him back in chains if he had to, but 
maybe there was another way. He took a deep breath.  
 
“I still hear him too, you know. Still hear that high, dry cackle and that 
cold, icy voice. There are some nights I wake up in a sweat because I’ve 
watched myself slither forward, coil tightly, and strike Arthur Weasley. I 
can taste the metallic tang of his blood in my mouth.” He swallowed 
more whisky to rid himself of the memory. “And even though I know it 
never happened, sometimes—even when my eyes are open—I see Sirius 
writhing and screaming in pain on a stone floor, and I relish his agony. 
It’s like I’m doing it.”  
 
Harry raised his glass to his lips and took another steadying sip. Remus 
reached out and touched his shoulder, offering silent support. Severus 
stared at his hands, any expression he might have had hidden behind 
strands of lank, unwashed hair. But Harry guessed that he was listening 



closely. 
 
“Your brain’s a sewer, Snape. That mind-meld thing you did with 
Voldemort injured you. He poisoned you. It’s like a Dementor’s with 
you all the time. Or that thing we studied …” Harry paused, trying to 
remember its name. “A Lethifold!” he said triumphantly. “It’s dark and 
foggy, and it creeps up on you, draining all the life from you … and … 
and you think you can’t fight it.” 
 
Severus raised his head slowly. He knew this; he’d lived this. Over and 
over, until this last time, when the effort had finally broken him. In his 
mind, he could hear Hermione’s shrill screams as she writhed under the 
Cruciatus Curse. And over and over, he saw the life leave her eyes as he 
cast the Killing Curse on her. That cold voice rang in his head, 
promising to defeat him, repeating over and over that he was not strong 
enough to resist. Nothing he’d tried could erase the false memory or 
silence the voice. The routine he’d established to deal with the aftermath 
of his visits to the Dark Lord had not been enough this time. With wry 
self-deprecation, he acknowledged that he’d never gotten beyond the 
firewhisky stage. He met the earnest green eyes waiting for his response. 
But he had none to give. 
 
Harry persisted. “We did it, Snape. We killed Voldemort. Don’t let him 
win. Fight it.” Harry fell silent.  
 
“How?”  
 
Harry knew how much the whispered entreaty cost Snape. How much 
he hated asking for help, especially from him. “Dumbledore told me—
after the fight at the Department of Mysteries—that Voldemort didn’t 
understand what’s in human hearts. So, I remember the good things.”  
 
Harry stared at his hands, an embarrassed flush covering his cheeks. He 
heard the faint snort coming from Snape’s direction.  
 
“I know, I know, it sounds weak ... ‘woolly,’ Hermione would say … but 
it helps. It’s not like Occlumency where you lock away your emotions. 
To fight this, you have feel—really let yourself feel what’s in your heart. 
Sometimes, I even summon my Patronus.” 
 
More than a bit discomfited at his admission, Harry lifted his head and 



stared at Snape, adding somewhat defiantly, “When it’s really bad, I 
relive that moment when we set Sirius free from Flitwick’s office, and he 
and Buckbeak soared up into the sky against the full moon.” 
 
Remus coughed to keep from laughing: the sour look on Severus’s face 
was priceless. But at least he wasn’t brooding. Remus suspected that the 
worst possible action Snape could have taken under these circumstances 
was the one he’d chosen—to hide himself away and try to confront his 
mental demons in solitude. 
 
“Think good thoughts?” sneered Severus. Harry Potter was going to 
teach him about his emotions? 
 
“You do have some, Snape. I’ve seen them. I’ll give them back to you if 
you can’t muster the guts to find them yourself.” 
 
Severus threw him a filthy look. “You think you can trifle with my wits, 
Potter? I dare you to try!” 
 
Remus broke in before they reverted to familiar patterns of abuse and 
pointless insults. “Read Hermione’s letter, Severus. She’s worried about 
you.” 
 
Severus toyed with the scroll he held in his hand, gathering his courage. 
What if they were wrong, what if Hermione said that she wanted to 
leave him? He had promised her she could go. Then slowly and 
cautiously, he broke the seal and unrolled the parchment. He read the 
words Hermione had written. Gradually, the clear timbre her voice 
began to crowd out the echo of Voldemort’s ranting. He swallowed a 
sudden lump in his throat when he saw that Hermione had sketched a 
picture of a small phoenix with a rounded stomach next to her signature. 
While the drawing itself was crudely done, the charm animating it 
demonstrated of his wife’s skill. One of the phoenix’s wings folded in to 
cradle its belly, while the other reached out, its tip bending and waving, 
beckoning him to come closer. Almost reverently, Severus touched the 
phoenix. He was rewarded when it closed its eyes in bliss. A memory of 
Hermione’s eyelids drifting shut while he stroked her hair surfaced. 
Hoping against hope, Severus uttered a barely audible, “Expecto 
Patronum.”  
 
The tip of Severus’s borrowed wand began to glow, and a weak silver 



cloud slowly streamed from its end. The shape that formed wasn’t well-
defined, but Harry was able recognize it. He supposed that if you had as 
many enemies as Snape did, a three-headed snake who could take on all 
comers was a logical choice for a defender.  
 
As the Runespoor slowly faded away, Severus leaned back in the chair 
and closed his eyes. He was surprised at how much the dark thoughts 
that had engulfed him had dissipated. It wasn’t a cure, but it gave him a 
starting point. He knew it would be slow work, but years of disciplining 
his mind gave him the tools he needed to begin to bring the despair and 
self-loathing he’d been feeling to heel. A sudden longing to be back in 
his rooms at Hogwarts, to be near the steadying presence of Albus 
Dumbledore, and to feel the warm comfort of his wife’s embrace swept 
over him. He opened his eyes. 
 
“Go wash up,” Harry commanded. “And shave. I wasn’t kidding about 
how ragged you look. You’ll scare Hermione if she sees you like that.” 
 
Severus sent him a quelling look—one that didn’t quite match his best 
efforts—but he nodded sharply and left the room. 
 
“Good work, Harry,” Remus said quietly.  
 
“It’s what Hermione wants,” Harry replied. “And after what I saw in his 
mind, I can honestly say I believe he cares for her too.”  
 
Unsettled by the too-emotional discussion, he returned to examining the 
house he’d been born in. Remus took him into the kitchen and showed 
him Sirius’s graffiti and described Lily’s reaction. Harry laughed, and ran 
his hands over the table. Then he sighed.  
 
“I’ve wanted to come here for years. But it’s like visiting a graveyard, 
isn’t it? Or a museum. Voldemort took this away from me—I don’t 
really belong here, do I?”  
 
Remus had no answer. He opened his mouth to say something 
comforting—and a loud bang sounded from the living room. 
 
Harry and Remus ran, wands at the ready, as they heard a scream. 
Severus beat them there, and he stood over Ron with his wand drawn 
and his robes only partially fastened, shaking his wet hair out of his eyes. 



A smug, feral smile lit his face. Ron clutched at his throat, trying in vain 
to free himself from the Devil’s Snare that had sprouted up from the 
crevices between the floorboards. 
 
“Severus! I thought you dismantled the traps,” said Remus 
disapprovingly. He waved his wand and flame shot from the end. The 
plant cringed away from the light and heat, drawing its shriveling 
tentacles away from Ron’s neck.  
 
Ron drew in several gulping breaths, coughed violently, and struggled to 
unwrap the vines tangled around him. “Blast it! Hate that stuff …” Then 
he remembered his message. “Snape! Hermione … ladder … baby,” he 
wheezed. “Go.” His voice trailed off as a coughing fit overtook him. 
 
Severus hauled Ron to his feet. “What are you saying, Weasley? Tell 
me!” He shook the red-headed wizard. 
 
“Easy, Severus. Let him get his breath.” Remus pulled Severus away. 
Severus waited impatiently while Ron gulped the water Harry conjured 
for him. 
 
“The baby’s coming,” said Ron. “Malfoy and Hermione were in the 
Potions storeroom. She slipped or something. Malfoy took her to the 
hospital wing.”  
 
Severus didn’t wait to hear any more. Without saying a single word to 
the three wizards who had come to fetch him, he Disapparated.  

 
 
“Where is she? Where is Hermione?” 
 
On hearing the demanding tones of the Potions master, Madam 
Pomfrey looked up from her work to see the frantic wizard in her 
doorway. He didn’t look much better than he had the last time he’d 
appeared there. “So you’re back,” she observed tartly. “Miss Granger is 
in her rooms.” 
 
“Is she all right? The child?” 
 
“It will be some hours before the baby is born. These things take time—
” 



 
Severus ignored her as he hurried toward the stairs. 
 
Madam Pomfrey called out after him, “Upset her again, Severus Snape, 
and you’ll answer to me!”  
 
Severus swept up the stairs to Gryffindor tower and came to a stop in 
front of the Fat Lady. He bellowed, “Let me pass. I need to see 
Hermione!” 
 
The Fat Lady, well acquainted with the gossip of the castle, replied 
frostily, “There are no students residing in Gryffindor at present, 
Professor Snape. I believe the young lady in question has chosen to 
relocate to the dungeon.” She sniffed in disapproval and turned her back 
on him. Nearby portraits watched avidly as Severus pivoted sharply and 
nearly fell down the steps in his haste to descend the staircase. 
 
Severus tore through his sitting room, stopping abruptly at the closed 
door leading to the bedroom. He tried to calm himself, but his heart was 
still pounding when he turned the handle and stepped inside. He 
approached the bed and looked down at his sleeping wife. Hermione lay 
curled on her side, covered by an afghan that could only have come 
from Molly Weasley, with Crookshanks stretched out next to her. The 
half-Kneazle opened one eye, but when he saw who it was, lazily closed 
it again. Severus walked around the room restlessly, pausing in front of 
Hermione’s open trunk. Was she packing or unpacking?  
 
He noticed that a new door had been set into the wall. He walked 
through it into a small nursery. Looking at the cradle, and at the cloth 
nappies and the small robes laid out on the dresser, he realized for the 
first time that there really was going to be a baby—an infant. Somehow, 
he’d been thinking of a child, perhaps something somewhat shorter than 
a first year. A helpless infant—tiny enough into fit these robes—was a 
totally alien concept. He’d never held an infant, had never even been 
near one. He backed out of the room and closed the door quietly. 
 
Hermione watched Severus hungrily from under her lashes as he 
prowled around the room. She hadn’t been asleep, merely dozing, and 
she’d known he was there as soon as he’d entered the room. He’d lost 
weight again, and he looked tired and gaunt. She saw the panicked look 
that flashed across his face as he left the nursery and wondered what 



caused it. She breathed deeply as another contraction hit, and then she 
pulled herself up to lean against the headboard. 
 
Severus turned around and met a wary hazel gaze.  
 
“Hello, Severus,” she said quietly. She waited for him to speak. 
 
“Hermione,” he paused, “Are you … Weasley said …” He shook his 
head and tried again. “Ron said that you fell off a ladder.” 
 
Hermione wondered if he even knew he’d called Ron by his first name. 
“I didn’t fall. I was on the ladder when my waters broke. Surprised 
Draco,” she added with a small grin. 
 
“What were you doing up on a ladder?” asked Severus angrily.  
 
“Is that what you really want to talk about?” Hermione felt surprisingly 
calm. Whether Severus stayed or left, the baby was coming and that was 
the most important thing at the moment. She’d spent quite of bit of 
time thinking about her future over the past week. She knew she could 
make a life for herself and her baby without Severus—she just hoped 
she didn’t have to.  
 
Severus sighed. Hermione noticed that his eyes kept flickering towards 
her open trunk. Was he worried that she was packing? She decided to let 
him stew. “Why did you leave?” 
 
Severus stood stiffly and stared at the wall. As he relived the worst 
moment of his life, he felt the despair creeping back. His voice was 
anguished as he replied, “I almost killed you, Hermione. I pointed my 
wand at you and almost spoke the Killing Curse.” 
 
“That wasn’t you, Severus,” she protested, “and you didn’t point your 
wand at me or I would be dead, not Goyle. You kept us alive, Severus, 
and weakened Voldemort. What you did was important.” 
 
“You would not have been in danger at all if it were not for me.” 
 
“What do you mean? Severus, look at me.”  
 
He turned around and faced her, but his still-damp hair hid his 



expression. Hermione flicked her wand and brushed it back behind his 
ears. He acknowledged her action with a slight smile. He followed her 
beckoning gesture and sat beside her. 
 
Eyes downcast and his voice low, he told her about memories he’d seen 
in Dark Lord’s Pensive. When he finished, she put a hand on his arm 
and said softly, “It sounds like we were both indiscreet, Severus. It was 
me who stayed after class that afternoon to talk to you, and me who 
teased you. But it doesn’t matter anyway. We’re all okay.” 
 
“Not Percy Weasley, not Gregory Goyle, not Stuart Ackerly,” he 
protested. 
 
“There was always going to be a fight, you know that. You don’t know 
who would have lived or died if circumstances had been different.” She 
was quiet for a moment, grimacing as she waited out another 
contraction; they were coming more closely now. Then she repeated the 
question she’d asked him at Christmas. “Severus, what do you want 
now? Do you want me to go?” 
 
His eyes blazed into hers with the same passion he’d show then, but he 
said tonelessly, “I told you that you would be free.” He would honour 
that promise. 
 
“I am free,” replied Hermione, “Free to stay or go as we decide, but I 
want to know what you want.” She asked again, “Do you want me to 
go?” She picked up her wand and conjured an apple. “I can reverse the 
Bonding Charm right now, Severus. All I have to do is say the words.” 
 
“No!” he burst out. He looked at her with all the longing he’d been 
feeling since he left her in the infirmary. Honour be damned! 
 
“Stay.” His hair fell forward again as if to hide the raw need on his face, 
and his eyes closed.  
 
Hermione reached out a hand and pulled him to her. Resting her 
forehead against his, she said, “I want to stay. I love you, Severus.”  
 
His eyes opened slowly and he looked into the encouraging hazel eyes 
so close to his. “Hermione!” he breathed. He brought his lips to hers in 
a searching kiss. He pulled away only when he felt Hermione tense up 



against him.  
 
“Just another contraction,” she panted, “They’re getting worse.” That 
peculiar, panicked look crossed Severus’s face again, but he moved 
behind her so that he could rub her back. She leaned into him with a 
sigh. 
 
“I hoped you would be here when the baby came.” She paused and then 
said, “But Severus, I can’t go through that again. If you leave me again, I 
can’t promise I’ll be here when you get back. It hurts too much. That’s 
not a threat, Severus, but I just can’t do it.”  
 
His arms tightened around her. Hermione rested against him, glad to 
have him back but needing more reassurance. 
 
“Severus,” she said hesitantly, “I need to know … I need to hear you say 
it …” 
 
“Say what?” 
 
“You’ve never said it,” she continued. “I’ve assumed that you might … 
but I need to hear it. It’s just three words, Severus.” She twisted her 
hands nervously. 
 
“I am sorry, Hermione,” he said haltingly. “Sorry I hurt you, sorry I left, 
sorry I worried you.” 
 
Hermione smiled. “I’m very glad to know those words are in your 
vocabulary, but that’s not what I meant. I need to know … why? Why 
do you want me to stay?” 
 
Severus drew in a deep breath. “I do love you, Hermione,” he said 
gruffly. He couldn’t say more, but it seemed he didn’t need to. 
Hermione leaned back in his arms and raised her face to meet his kiss. 
 
He felt her stiffen again, and he looked down at her in alarm. 
“Hermione?” This time she whimpered.  
 
“I think it’s time for me to go see Madam Pomfrey again, Severus,” she 
said faintly. She stood gingerly and started for the door. Severus put his 
arm around her and picked her up. “I can walk,” she protested, even as 



she snuggled her face into his shoulder. 
 
“I will carry you,” he responded. “I have become accustomed to doing 
so.” The hint of arrogance in his voice was as welcome to Hermione as 
it was familiar, and her happy laugh flowed over him like a soothing 
balm.  

 
 
Hermione smiled tiredly, marvelling at the precious baby girl she held in 
her arms. Even with Madam Pomfrey’s magical assistance, the labour 
and delivery had been wearing and it was now very late in the evening. 
But the results were worth it. She stroked the tiny face with her finger 
and leaned back against Severus. “Look, Severus,” she instructed him in 
a voice filled with awe. “Look at what we did.” 
 
Severus, who had just returned from a quick trip downstairs to update 
the five wizards who had been waiting anxiously, looked down at the 
mewling, red-faced infant and wondered what was wrong with him. He 
didn’t feel the connection to it that Hermione obviously did. Was he was 
too scarred, too damaged to care for his daughter? What kind of a father 
could he possibly be? The sneering voice of his old master began to 
encroach upon his thoughts once again. Then the baby fussed, and her 
little fist flailed out aimlessly. Severus reached out tentatively to catch it.  
 
As the baby’s tiny hand curled around his finger, her eyes opened wide 
and blinked at him. Though he knew it was a foolish notion, he was sure 
that she recognized him. Severus felt his heart constrict. A fierce surge 
of protectiveness ran through him. This was his child. No madman 
would ever threaten her. He would protect her, just as he would have 
died to keep her mother safe.  
 
Long after Madam Pomfrey settled the baby into a cradle next to the 
bed, and long after Hermione had drifted off to sleep, Severus kept 
watch. He sat at their bedside, impressing the peaceful image of his wife 
and child slumbering on his mind. It was one he could call upon when 
the bleak reminders of his past threatened to overwhelm him.  

 
 
Hermione’s Map 



 
This is my rendition of the map Hermione used to locate Severus. I chose the locations 
for Hogwarts and the Burrow based on common speculations from various fandoms, 
with a special nod to the Harry Potter Lexicon for its essay on the location on 
Hogwarts. You purists out there will point out that the three circles should have 
crossed at single point. Blame it on the owls, they are ,after all, animate creatures and 
do not fly at the same rate of speed at all times. Or, blame it on Hermione’s 
Arithmancy, if you choose. ;) 
 
Before the Howlers start flying, let me promise you that I will reveal the meaning of 
the prophecy in the next chapter, which is the last one before the Epilogue. Thanks so 
much for all of the positive reviews. 
 
Chapter 19. Pawns and Prophecy 
 
Author’s notes: I could go into a litany of excuses as to why it’s taken me so long to 
post this chapter. Work, life, family … but you don’t want to hear about all of that. 
This is the last chapter—though an Epilogue will follow close on its heels to tie up 
some loose ends. It’s been such fun writing this story. Thank you so much for reading.  

 



 
Severus frowned as he walked through Hogwarts’ hallways. The last few 
weeks had been frustrating, and he was looking forward to a quiet 
evening at home. He’d been very busy since his return to Hogwarts. 
He’d been called to appear before the Wizengamot on no less than three 
separate occasions to make statements: once to testify about his role in 
the Order of the Phoenix, a second time to give his account of the battle 
in the Chamber of Secrets, and finally to defend his marriage to a 
student. And today, despite his misgivings, he’d accompanied Draco to 
Azkaban on a fool’s errand to visit his mother. Severus had known that 
neither of them would be well-received by the Malfoy widow, but the 
young wizard had insisted on doing it. Severus drew his robes around 
him more closely as he recalled the chill he’d felt when they’d entered 
Azkaban—a chill that had nothing to do with temperature and 
everything to do with location. 
 
Although they were no longer in residence, the icy essence of the 
Dementors lingered in the very walls of the prison. Stern-faced Aurors 
had regarded Draco and Severus suspiciously as they approached the 
front entrance. Despite the fact that his true loyalties had been widely 
reported, Severus was certain that had the letter he carried not been 
stamped with Albus Dumbledore’s golden seal, both he and Draco 
would have immediately become inhabitants of the prison and not 
merely visitors. Surrendering his new wand to the guard ranked as one 
of the most terrifying moments of his life, falling just behind watching 
the Dark Lord torture Hermione.  
 
As the door to the prisoner’s cell closed behind them, Severus shivered involuntarily. 
The room was small and dim, and the stench of fear tainted the air. At the back of 
the room a woman sat on a rickety cot, facing the wall. Her long blond hair was dirty 
and tangled. “I do not want food,” she snarled, not bothering to look at the intruders. 
 
“Mother,” Draco said, taking a step towards her. “It’s me.” 
 
Narcissa turned around quickly. When she saw Severus, her expression froze and 
became as cold as the air in the cell. “You!” she shrieked. “Traitor! How dare you?” 
She turned towards Draco. “And you, what do you want?” 
 
“Your son wished to see you,” Severus replied. He returned her glare with a cool 
stare. 
 



“Mother,” Draco said again. “Is there anything I can get you? Do you have 
representation?” Hearings for the captured Death Eaters would begin soon. 
 
“I want nothing from you,” Narcissa spat. “You killed your father as surely as if 
you’d held the wand. You chose Severus’ Mudblood bitch over your own blood. You 
betrayed your family.” 
 
“Mother,” Draco pleaded, “I’m worried about you.” When she did not answer, he 
stretched his hand out towards her as far as the magical barrier separating them 
would allow. “I am still your son.” 
 
Narcissa turned her back on him again. “I have no son.” 
 
Draco’s outstretched hand curled back into his stomach and his head bowed. Severus 
reached out to steady him, but Draco shook him off. He squared his shoulders and 
straightened up. Severus averted his eyes as the younger wizard struggled with his 
grief. He looked back when he heard Draco say, “Good day then, Madam. I shall be 
at the hearing should you have a change of heart.” 
 
Draco bowed formally and stepped out of the room, leaving the small box of chocolates 
he’d brought with him lying on the floor. 
 
Severus turned to follow him, but stopped when he heard Narcissa’s whisper. 
 
“He is safe?” 
 
“Albus Dumbledore protects him … as do I,” Severus replied. But remembering the 
devastated look in Draco’s eyes, he could not resist taunting her. “Am I correct, that 
sending Draco to Hogwarts and not Durmstrang was your decision, not your 
husband’s?” 
 
Narcissa’s outraged howl echoed throughout the corridor. 
 
Severus shook off his lingering disquiet. Draco had left him at the castle 
gates, saying that he wanted to be alone. Severus suspected he would 
head for the Quidditch pitch to try to fly off some of his 
disappointment.  
 
Severus turned down the corridor leading to his rooms. He looked 
forward to spending a quiet evening with his wife. Madam Pomfrey had 
lifted the restriction on intimacy some days ago, and Severus was more 



than ready to, as she’d put it, ‘resume relations’ with his wife. Of course, 
that assumed that he could attract her attention. His frown returned. In 
the weeks since the birth of their child, Hermione had approached 
motherhood with the same intensity—dare he say obsession—that she 
had once given to her schoolwork. She’d devoured parenting books 
both magical and Muggle and tended to the baby with clockwork 
precision and to the exclusion of all other activities. He’d even heard her 
mutter the words, “Time-Turner,” more than once. It wasn’t that he 
begrudged his own child proper care, but he did miss having Hermione’s 
attention both in and out of the bedroom.  
 
Severus reached the door to his chambers. He stopped short as he heard 
piercing shrieks that must be coming from his daughter and gulping 
sobs he recognized as Hermione’s. Someone was torturing them! He 
raised his wand and burst through the door. He looked around wildly, 
but he saw only Hermione who was holding the hysterical infant. 
 
“Please, Sylvie, please, what’s wrong?” Hermione begged. She walked in 
small circles, holding the stiff and screaming baby against her shoulder. 
Her hair had long ago escaped the knot at the back of her head and 
hung untidily down her back. The baby’s hands were fisted and her face 
red with exertion. Hermione’s eyes were red too—it was clear that she’d 
also been crying. Her voice held an edge of panic. “Why are you crying, 
sweetheart? Oh, please … please, stop,” she pleaded. She patted the 
baby’s back helplessly. 
 
Hermione finally noticed her shell-shocked husband standing in the 
doorway and a look of relief crossed her face. “Severus, she’s been 
crying for hours. She won’t stop … she won’t eat … I’m not doing it 
right.” 
 
“Doing what right?” Severus raised his voice to be heard over the din. 
He winced as he saw the mess in the normally pristine sitting room. A 
half-dozen or so baby-care books—some Muggle, some Wizarding—lay 
scattered across his desk and on the sofa. Baby items that had originally 
been contained in the small nursery seemed to have migrated 
throughout all corners of the flat like a creeping Bundimun infestation. 
His dreams of a restful evening evaporated. 
 
As Severus stood there dumbstruck, an orange bundle of fur slunk out 
from behind the sofa and made a mad dash for the open door. 



Crookshanks let out an indignant “Merrrowww!” as he streaked from the 
room in search of a more peaceful locale. 
 
“It’s Sylvia. I don’t know what’s wrong with her.”  
 
Severus sheathed his wand and approached her cautiously. The baby’s 
cries cut through him more painfully than the Cruciatus Curse had ever 
done. “Is she ill? Have you spoken to Poppy?”  
 
“She’s on holiday. There’s no fever, no rash, no reason … but she’s 
been crying all afternoon—she just won’t stop. I’m doing it wrong. 
Maybe she doesn’t like me,” Hermione cried plaintively. She held the 
baby out to him. 
 
“Nonsense. There must be a logical explanation. Perhaps we should 
contact Molly Weasley?” He avoided taking the child, and turned 
towards the fireplace, encouraged by Hermione’s relieved nod. 
 
A loud “pop” sounded behind him, and he whirled around, drawing his 
wand again to face this new threat. A small house-elf appeared before 
him. Her hands were pressed against her bat-like ears and her tomato-
red nose was scrunched in disapproval.  
 
“Missus, give baby to Winky,” the elf pleaded. “I is helping baby.” 
 
Hermione looked at the house-elf uncertainly. The last time she’d seen 
Winky she’d been a blubbering wreck drunk on Butterbeer. 
 
“I is helping baby,” Winky insisted. “Winky is making baby be quiet.” 
She reached her hands up. 
 
Cautiously, Hermione leaned over and handed Sylvia to Winky. Perhaps 
startled by the switch, the baby blinked, and her anguished screams 
subsided into bubbly hiccups and wet snuffles. Winky conjured a damp 
cloth and cleaned the baby’s face, and while Hermione watched 
anxiously, she wrapped a thin blanket tightly around Sylvia, cocooning 
her arms and legs. The she floated the infant in front of her and gently 
bounced her from an invisible tether. Gradually, the baby’s eyes closed. 
She fell asleep hovering in mid-air. 
 
Hermione closed her own eyes and leaned into Severus, who brought 



his arms around her to comfort her. He stroked her hair, but pulled his 
hand away when he touched something sticky. He looked more closely. 
Was it possible that contents from the child’s stomach were lodged in 
Hermione’s hair? His nose crinkled in distaste, and he drew back 
slightly. “Have you bathed today?” 
 
Hermione shook her head and said defensively, “You left early, and 
Sylvia woke up, and I got busy—” 
 
“Go now. The elf will take care of Sylvia.” Hermione hesitated, but 
Severus put his hands on her shoulders and turned her towards the 
bathroom. “Go.” 
 
Severus watched as the house-elf quickly restored order to the room. 
She closed Hermione’s childcare books and sent them winging their way 
across the room to form a neat stack on a bookshelf. She levitated the 
little bits of baby clothing, toys and other paraphernalia and whisked 
them back into the nursery. All the while she crooned softly—whether 
to herself or to Sylvia, Severus wasn’t certain. She stopped briefly to tsk 
disapprovingly when she found a Kneazle-shredded bootie hidden 
under a cushion. When she was finished, she guided Sylvia down into a 
chair and erected a translucent barrier to keep her from rolling onto the 
floor. The baby slept peacefully. 
 
“Elf!” At Severus’s bark, the house-elf shrieked and spun around. 
 
“Professor wants Winky?” 
 
“Your name is Winky?” As the elf nodded, Severus continued, “You are 
clothed. Are you a free elf?” 
 
Winky flushed and looked down at her neat blouse and skirt with 
disdain. “I is not wanting to be free, Professor. Winky is a disgraced elf, 
but Winky is a good elf.” 
 
Severus remembered something about that other clothed house-elf, the 
one who continued to bring flowers to Hermione for him. “Professor 
Dumbledore pays you?” 
 
“Winky is not wanting pay!” the house-elf said angrily, her brown eyes 
flashing momentarily. “Professor Dumbledore is a good wizard. He lets 



Winky work, but I is not getting paid.” 
 
“What do you know about babies?” 
 
Winky’s face lit up. “I knows everything! Winky cares for Master Barty 
when he is a baby.” 
 
“Ah, yes …” This was Crouch’s house-elf, the one the headmaster had 
summoned the night they questioned Barty Crouch, Jr. after the 
disastrous third task of the Triwizard Tournament. He wasn’t sure that 
being that monster’s nanny was a shining reference, but the elf’s loyalty 
to her family could not be questioned. “I find that I require the services 
of a house-elf. The pay is 5 Galleons per week.” 
 
“Winky isn’t wanting pay!” the elf insisted. “Winky is wanting a family.” 
A cunning look crossed her face. “Professor needs Winky. Winky needs 
family. Winky is not needing pay.” She clasped her hands behind her 
back and scuffed her toe on the floor. 
 
Severus eyed the elf speculatively for a moment and then crossed the 
room. Scanning through the titles on his bookshelves, he grunted in 
satisfaction as he pulled out a thin text and flipped through its pages. 
“Are you certain?” 
 
Winky nodded, and hope shone from her brown eyes.  
 
Severus touched his wand to Winky’s hand. “Collofamiliae Winky!”  
 
A red light streamed from his wand and wound itself around the house-
elf, beginning at the top of her head and spiralling down to her wide, flat 
feet and gnarled toes. When the light faded, Winky seemed mesmerized 
by the immaculate tea towel she now wore, and she reverently traced the 
stamped “S” that embellished it. “Winky is family,” she said in an 
awestruck voice. “Winky is family.” 
 
“Severus! What have you done?”  
 
Severus turned. Hermione stared at him in horror. Gentle puffs of steam 
drifted up from her hair, evidence of the Drying Charm she’d just cast. 
Too late, Severus recalled that Hermione had once led a misguided 
effort to free Hogwarts’ elves.  



 
“Give her back her clothes. Now!”  
 
Winky shrieked and scurried behind Severus. Peeking out from around 
his legs, she cried, “No, Master! No clothes! Winky is a good elf.” 
 
“Silence!” The witch and house-elf both stared at Severus. Hermione’s 
expression was mutinous, while Winky’s was fearful. “Elf, leave us. I 
wish to speak with my wife.” 
 
“Severus, how could you? How can you enslave another creature?” 
 
Severus pulled Hermione over to the sofa and gently pushed her down 
onto it. Hermione allowed him to do so, but did not stop protesting. 
“Severus, I won’t have it. You have to free her.” Hermione’s hands 
twisted in distress. 
 
“Hermione,” he asked, pacing in front of her, “what are your plans for 
the next eleven years?” 
 
“What do you mean?”  
 
“You will soon begin at Gringotts, will you not?” 
 
Hermione nodded. Her job in Gringotts’ Charms division, at their 
Diagon Alley offices, would begin in September. When Sylvia was older, 
she planned to move into fieldwork. Bill Weasley was returning to 
Egypt, and he’d already told her he’d be more than happy to have her on 
his team. But the Wizarding World’s lack of either organized childcare 
or primary school systems did pose problems. 
 
“Molly is going to take care of Sylvia for us during the day,” Hermione 
said defensively. “We can pay her.” 
 
Severus snorted. Hermione would have better odds with her house-elf 
campaign than she would at convincing Molly to take money from her. 
And he’d promised Hermione at the beginning of this that she would be 
able to pursue a career. The elf was the solution to their problems—he 
just had to persuade Hermione. “The elf will be available at all times. 
She can do as much or as little as you desire. Perhaps she can assist 
Molly with her own housework. And she can mind Sylvia while Molly 



attends those infernal gossip sessions she’s always nattering on about—
the WI is it?”  
 
Hermione gave him a hard stare, but couldn’t stop a small smile from 
forming. Molly’s devotion to the Witches Institute and its committee 
work was a Weasley family joke. Thursday evening leftovers had been 
dubbed “WI —for Woefully Inadequate—Rations.” But Severus 
shouldn’t make fun. After weeks alone with a fractious baby, Hermione 
was beginning to understand the craving for female companionship. It 
would be nice to have someone else to turn to. But was it right to force 
the elf to be that someone? She remembered the first time she’d seen 
Winky and how terrified she’d been. Minister Crouch had insisted that 
she sit high up in the stands at the Quidditch World Cup, even though 
she was terrified of heights. And then she recalled how mortified Winky 
had been when Crouch dismissed her. But she’d been glowing with 
pride just moments ago when she stood next to Severus. Not a single elf 
had responded to her efforts with S.P.E.W., no matter how hard she’d 
tried. Maybe this really was what Winky truly wanted. And she could 
always keep trying to persuade her that she’d be just as happy working as 
a free elf. 
 
Severus saw the smile and knew that he was winning. “We will pay the 
elf,” he insisted gently. “The binding is merely a formality.” 
 
“No pay!” Winky popped out from behind the sofa. Apparently she had 
not taken Severus’s order to leave seriously. 
 
Severus glared at her. “Pay or clothes,” he threatened. He stalked across 
the room to his desk and yanked a drawer open. Pulling out five 
Galleons, he thrust them at Winky. “You will follow my wife’s 
instructions.” He folded his arms across his chest and stared at 
Hermione and the elf, daring either of them to say anything. 
 
“Yes, Master,” Winky said demurely. She tucked the Galleons into a 
pocket that suddenly appeared on the front of her tea towel. 
 
Hermione suppressed a giggle. Severus was in such a temper that he 
didn’t seem to notice the furtive glances Winky was directing towards 
his desk. She’d bet a lifetime supply of Honeydukes’ best chocolate that 
those Galleons would soon make their way back into the drawer. Winky 
caught Hermione’s eye and flushed guiltily. Hermione winked at her. 



The battle of wills brewing between the house-elf and her husband 
might be entertaining. But she would have to find a way to get Winky to 
accept her salary. She picked up Sylvia and beckoned the elf. “Come, 
Winky. Let’s put her in the nursery. Would you be willing to watch 
Sylvie while I go up to the Great Hall for dinner?” 
 
“No clothes, Mistress?” Winky watched Hermione distrustfully. 
 
“No clothes, Winky. But you must call me ‘Hermione’,” she said firmly. 
Winky nodded reluctantly. ‘One step at a time,’ Hermione told herself. 
 
Severus watched them go with a perplexed frown on his face. 
Something had passed between those two—something he’d missed. He 
shrugged and poured himself a short finger of Firewhisky, basking in the 
sudden quiet. 
 
After dinner, Severus watched as Hermione fed Sylvia and then settled 
behind his desk and worked to the background noise she and Winky 
made as they bathed the baby. The sounds were pleasant, much more so 
than those he’d come home to. When Hermione and Winky went to put 
the baby to sleep, he slipped into the bathroom. Perhaps his plans for 
this evening could still be salvaged. 
 
Hermione nuzzled her daughter’s neck, breathing in the sweet smell of 
clean baby. Sylvia looked back with bright and curious eyes, showing no 
traces of her earlier bad temper.  
 
“You’re a fraud, Snip,” she said affectionately. “That was just a ploy, 
wasn’t it? Wind your Mum up and drive her crazy? You think you’re 
running this show?” She laid the baby down in her cot and set the 
magical mobile to spin and twinkle as it sang a soft lullaby. She closed 
the door behind her and told Winky she wouldn’t need her for the rest 
of the evening. 
 
Hermione curled up on the couch in the sitting room, glad that she 
could relax without having to tidy the room. She pushed away the 
twinge of guilt she felt. She stared into the empty fireplace, too drowsy 
to read. When Severus walked into the room, she caught a whiff of 
bergamot and the tang of sandalwood. He’d shaved. Did that mean that 
he was going out again? She sighed. They’d had so little time together 
lately. Then she noticed that his feet were bare. Her fatigue faded and 



her pulse quickened—maybe he had something else on his mind. 
 
Severus sat next to her and draped his arm across the back of the sofa. 
Hermione responded by scooting closer. She cuddled against him for a 
few minutes, absently stroking his chest. She nuzzled his neck just as she 
had Sylvia’s, and then stroked his smooth cheeks. “Is this for me?” she 
asked huskily. 
 
“Perhaps. If you so desire.” 
 
“Oh, I do,” Hermione assured him. She lifted her mouth for a kiss. 
Meeting his open mouth eagerly, she relished the taste and feel of him. 
 
Severus laced a hand through her hair and pulled her close. His free 
hand caressed her back and traced the sides of her breasts. Hermione 
murmured her pleasure. Severus released her lips and buried his face in 
her neck. Hermione tilted her head to open herself to him. Between 
kisses, Severus asked, “Is she asleep?” 
 
When Hermione nodded, he stood and pulled her up with him. “Come, 
then. Bedtime for us too, I think.”  
 
Hermione slipped an arm around his waist and walked with him into the 
bedroom. The bedclothes had already been turned back and just a single 
candle burned. Hermione’s arm tightened around him as she realized 
that he’d planned this. She knelt on the bed and put her hands on 
Severus’ shoulders, kissing him again, while he unbuttoned her robes 
and pushed them from her shoulders. She drew back, suddenly self-
conscious. Her body sagged in places it hadn’t before her pregnancy. 
But Severus’ appreciative look soon dispelled her misgivings.  
 
Severus realized that although he and Hermione had been sharing a bed, 
he had not really seen her since before Sylvia was born. He gazed 
hungrily at her smooth skin and the dip of her re-emerging waist. He 
cupped her full breasts in his hands and stroked them gently with his 
thumbs. “I have missed you, witch,” he admitted. “Missed being with 
you like this.” 
 
“Me too,” Hermione whispered. She stretched her hand out and ran her 
finger down the front of Severus’s robes. The buttons opened easily as 
she whispered the spell she’d learned on their wedding night. Skin to 



skin, Severus leaned into Hermione, raising one knee to brace himself 
on the bed. His thigh pressed between her legs, and Hermione rubbed 
against him, excited by the rough texture of his hairs brushing against 
her. She kissed her way across his chest, pausing to give special attention 
to the new scars that were reminders of the hexes he’d endured at the 
hands of Voldemort’s Death Eaters. 
 
Severus’s erection throbbed insistently against Hermione’s stomach and 
it was driving him crazy. He pulled her in closer. He needed her—
needed her now. He leaned over her, pressing her down onto the bed, 
following right behind her. His mouth again sought out the throbbing 
pulse at her neck, and then he moved slowly downwards, nestling his 
face between her breasts. He could smell faint traces of baby powder on 
her skin, and he found the scent strangely erotic. He brushed his lips 
across her nipples, but stopped instantly when she protested. 
 
“It’s too much right now,” Hermione said regretfully. Severus looked 
down at her, his hair falling in front of his face. Hermione smiled at him 
and slid a hand though his hair, resting her palm against his cheek. She 
shifted her legs and cradled him between her thighs, moaning eagerly as 
his tip nudged against her. She rubbed herself against him suggestively. 
 
“Look at me, Hermione,” Severus commanded. She lifted her head, and 
he searched her passion-glazed hazel eyes. There, that was it. Her 
attention was focused on him and him alone. Not on Potter or Malfoy 
or the blasted house-elf—not even on Sylvia—but only on him. Those 
green flecks of desire were there for him only. The rush of satisfaction 
he felt fuelled his desire, and his erection pulsed against her, teasing her 
further.  
 
Hermione wondered what he saw when he looked into her eyes so 
deeply. Did he use Legilimency at these times? If so, he must know how 
ready she was, how much she wanted to feel him inside her. He was 
tantalizingly close to where she wanted him to be, but still much too far 
away. She moved restlessly. “Severus, I want you.”  
 
Mindful that it had been some time since they’d been together, Severus 
turned Hermione on her side and spooned himself against her. This time 
they would start slowly. Hermione drew her top leg up, opening for him 
in silent invitation. Biting his lip, Severus pushed in little by little, filling 
her from behind. Hermione gasped, and he pulled out quickly. “Am I 



hurting you?”  
 
“No, no—it feels so good. It’s been so long. Love me, Severus.” 
 
“I do, little phoenix, I do.” Severus’ husky voice rasped into Hermione’s 
ear as he entered her once again. He soon found a rhythm that 
Hermione matched, arching back against him to meet each stroke. She 
could feel the pressure building within her. Severus buried his face in 
Hermione’s neck, and she reached up to touch his cheek. He covered 
her hand with his own and drew it back down along her body, using it to 
stroke her. His pace increased. He was so close to the edge—but he 
wanted her to come with him. He slid their laced hands over her 
stomach and through her short curls, reaching between her fingers to 
fondle her with practiced ease. Responding to the exquisite sensations 
those fluttering fingers brought, Hermione cried out and tightened 
around him as waves of pleasure rolled through her. Severus thrusts 
soon became more purposeful, and he again buried his nose in her neck, 
his hair brushing her shoulders and blending with hers. He gasped out 
her name as his own release overtook him. “Her … mione … love.” He 
held her tightly, continuing to rock against her while the aftershocks of 
their lovemaking rippled through them.  
 
Hermione sighed in contentment and relaxed as her eyelids grew heavy. 
She thought that she could easily melt into the mattress. Severus lifted 
his head and brushed her hair back from her face. Hermione peered at 
the baby monitor at her bedside. The hand bearing Sylvia’s likeness was 
moving steadily through the quadrant marked “Sleeping like an angel.” All 
too soon it would slide into “Awake, wet and hungry.” Her eyes closed 
again. She hardly noticed when Severus left the bed, but she rolled over 
and snuggled against him when he slipped back in next to her. 
 
“Sleep, wife,” he whispered, waving his hand to douse the candle. That 
hand wove its way into her hair and cradled her head against his 
shoulder. He lay awake for some time, pondering the events of the day. 
He smirked in the darkness as he remembered Narcissa’s expression 
when he taunted her. That her son would avoid her fate was due to his 
wife’s kindness. 
 
His wife. It was a term he was finally becoming comfortable with. He 
knew that obtaining the house-elf for her was the right decision, despite 
her misgivings. Soon he would have to look for housing for them—it 



would not be appropriate for Hermione and Sylvia to remain at 
Hogwarts once the fall term began again. He thought of Winky’s 
declaration that she was now “family.” Severus realized that the same 
appellation could be applied to him. The Wizarding World was slowly 
returning to normal, and for the first time in long time, he was truly a 
part of it. As he slowly drifted into sleep, he thought fuzzily that he just 
might let Bill Weasley teach him that diapering spell. 

 
 
With great difficulty, Severus held back a scowl. As they had yesterday, 
baby clothes and other flotsam littered every flat surface in his sitting 
room. But today, his wife was smiling, not crying. Her friends … 
perhaps their friends … had gathered to celebrate the birth of their 
daughter. Earlier in the day, Remus Lupin and Nymphadora Tonks had 
been named as godparents. Following the ceremony, and at the 
invitation of his wife, the entire crowd of well-wishers had descended 
upon their flat and he’d been forced to participate in the opening of 
gifts. He looked at the resulting piles with some amazement: how could 
something as small as his daughter require so many things? 
 
Hermione’s parents were present, of course. Conditioned by their 
previous visit to Hogwarts, they no longer jumped when the house-elves 
appeared or when inanimate objects suddenly began to speak. Severus 
and Steven Granger had greeted each other politely, and neither had 
mentioned the confrontation that occurred during their last meeting. 
Granger was clearly enamored with his granddaughter and seemed 
resigned to accepting her father as part of his daughter’s life. Severus 
could respect that; he felt fiercely protective of Sylvia. He watched 
anxiously as the baby was passed from person to person throughout the 
afternoon. 
 
The rest of the guest list read like a roster of the Order of the Phoenix. 
Minerva McGonagall, Mad-Eye Moody and Filius Flitwick had been 
there earlier, but they had each made their excuses and departed some 
time ago. The headmaster, now fully recovered from his injuries, had 
usurped Severus’s role as host and dispensed Firewhisky and Butterbeer 
with much abandon. His blue-robed figure darted about the room, 
joining one conversation and then another as his whim demanded. 
Severus supposed he should be grateful to Albus. It was his spell that 
magically elasticized the boundaries of the room and allowed so many 
people to occupy the small space. It was certainly the only way that 



Hagrid could join the party—although Severus was not entirely sure that 
this was a good thing. The baby Hippogriff that had been Hagrid’s 
present to Sylvia had been banished to the stables over Hagrid’s 
protests. 
 
“She’s just a baby,” Hagrid had said, a frown wrinkling his giant forehead. 
“Buckbeak’s littl’ un. The little flower won’t hurt no one.” 
 
Hermione had diplomatically suggested that Hagrid remain the caretaker of his gift 
until Sylvia was old enough to appreciate it. “She’s too little to take care of a pet, 
Hagrid. You keep her, and we’ll visit her often.” 
 
Severus noticed that Fred and George Weasley were scanning his 
bookshelves, clearly hoping for an invitation to borrow—an invitation 
that would not be forthcoming. Severus shuddered to think what 
mischief they could find within some of those texts. Potter and Ronald 
Weasley occupied the couch. They were talking animatedly with 
Draco—who apparently had forgotten all manners and was currently 
sitting on the coffee table. Perhaps he’d been associating too much with 
Gryffindors. Still, there was a smile on his face. He and Potter and 
Weasley had given a joint gift to Sylvia: infant-sized Quidditch robes and 
a miniature broomstick. The young wizards had explained that the 
broom was for when Sylvia started walking—it’s never too early to start, 
Draco had explained seriously, while Ron nodded and Harry looked 
wistful. Hermione’s pained expression led Severus to think that this gift 
would be hidden in the back of the nearest cupboard as soon as their 
guests left. 
 
 
Severus’s expression softened as he looked at his wife. Hermione was 
perched on the arm of his favorite chair, watching Molly Weasley cuddle 
Sylvia. Molly’s red eyes still welled with an occasional tear. She’d been 
overwhelmed when Hermione had spoken Sylvia’s full name at the 
christening. Hermione had chosen to call their daughter “Sylvia Percy 
Snape” in honor of the wizard who had protected her.  
 
Hermione felt Severus watching her and looked up with a smile on her 
lips. She knew that having all of these people in their private rooms was 
trying for him. She flicked her wand discreetly, and Severus felt her hand 
caress his cheek as she invoked the Blanditae Longinquus Charm. The 
warm look in her eyes promised future rewards. Severus relaxed. He 



could endure this, even if it meant sharing his best Firewhisky with the 
hordes. He turned his attention to an ongoing discussion between Bill 
and Remus.  
 
“… and it still doesn’t make sense,” Bill was saying. “That prophecy had 
no bearing on Voldemort’s defeat. The munchkin wasn’t even born yet, 
so what could it be that Harry needed from her?” 
 
“I don’t know,” Remus said slowly. “Maybe it was a false prophecy. 
Maybe it had no meaning.”  
 
Severus frowned. What they were saying was very much in line with 
thoughts that had been plaguing him. Had they put Hermione through 
all of this—a marriage she didn’t ask for and a child she was too young 
to have—for nothing? He moved closer to them. 
 
“Maybe,” Bill admitted. “But it didn’t feel like a false prophecy when 
Ginny said it. It felt real.” He frowned and then called out, “Ginny!” 
 
Ginny turned towards Bill, but kept her hand on Draco’s shoulder. 
“Yes, Bill?” 
 
“That prophecy about little Sylvie, what was it again?” 
 
Ginny smiled apologetically at Draco and left him to join her brother. 
She recited the prophecy again: 
 
“ AS THE DARK LORD MARKED HIS SERVANTS, SO THE 
ONE WITH THE POWER TO VANQUISH THE DARK LORD 
CHOSE HIS COMPANIONS IN FIRST BATTLE IN FOUNDERS’ 
HALLS. ONE OF THE THREE SHALL BE TAKEN BY A 
SERVANT MARKED BY THE DARK LORD. THE ONE SHALL 
BEAR FRUIT OF THE MARKED. THE FRUIT IS DESTINED TO 
FULFILL THE NEED OF THE ONE WITH THE POWER TO 
VANQUISH THE DARK LORD. SHOULD THE FRUIT FALL TO 
THE DARK THE NEED OF THE OTHER WILL BE EVERMORE 
UNANSWERED.” 
 
“Well, little Sylvie is certainly the fruit.” Bill grinned wickedly at 
Hermione. “And proof that Harry’s companion was indeed thoroughly 
“taken.” Don’t you agree, ‘Mione?” 



 
Hermione tossed her head in mock disgust, but her cheeks reddened just 
a bit at his innuendo and at the mischievous look in Remus’s eyes—one 
that suggested he was remembering her behavior during the Halloween 
party on the night Sylvia had been conceived. 
 
Bill repeated the next part of the prophecy. “Should the fruit fall to the 
dark the need of other will be evermore unanswered. Hmm, evermore 
unanswered …” His head snapped up. “That’s it! It wasn’t that Harry 
needed Sylvia’s help with Voldemort. Don’t you see—it’s something 
he’ll need later. If Voldemort had killed Hermione, the baby would have 
died too. And then she wouldn’t be around to give him whatever he’ll 
need.” 
 
Remus nodded. “That makes sense. But it still leaves questions.” 
 
Severus agreed. But he was relieved to find that there might still be 
meaning to the prophecy. Although he worried about the task that 
awaited her. 
 
“Maybe she has to help Harry fight another evil wizard,” Fred 
suggested. At that, Molly squealed and Arthur sent his son a 
disapproving look. “It could happen,” he said defensively. 
 
“I hope not,” Harry said. He scooped Sylvia out of Molly’s arms and 
tickled her chin. The baby gurgled happily and waved her fists at him. 
“You’re much too little to be of any use in a fight,” Harry teased. Unlike 
Ron and Draco, who treated Sylvia like she might explode, Harry felt 
comfortable holding the baby. In turn, she was always on her best 
behavior around him. 
 
“Have you made any other prophecies, Ginny?” Bill was surprised to see 
his sister flush bright red at his question. 
 
“Two.” She did not elaborate. 
 
“Hmm, I guess I did hear about the one you made on the Express. That 
one was about some of your classmates and their romances, wasn’t it?” 
Ginny nodded, and Bill waved his hand dismissively. “Kid stuff. 
Probably not important. What was the other?” 
 



“It was nothing, really,” Ginny replied evasively. “It wasn’t anything to 
do with Harry and Sylvia. Just some other nonsense.” 
 
“Come on, Ginny. It could be important. Spit it out.” 
 
“Yes, Miss Weasley. Please enlighten us.”  
 
Severus turned sharply, his stare boring into the headmaster. Albus’ 
voice was just a little too smooth, and there was a gleam in his eyes that 
meant that something was up. Severus had seen that look too many 
times to be fooled. The headmaster knew something. 
 
Ginny took a deep breath and then raised her head. Almost defiantly, 
she stared at Draco while she recited her most recent prediction—one 
that she had spoken on the eve of the Hermione’s kidnapping—one that 
no one else but she had heard. 
 
“DRAGON’S FIRE ENFLAMES THE SEER … IN BATTLE 
SHALL FOES FASHION FRIENDSHIPS STEEL-TRUE, WHILST 
DRAGON AND SEER FORGE UNBREAKABLE BONDS … IN 
DRAGON’S LAIR SHALL SEER’S PASSION BURN.” 
 
As she finished, Ginny blushed beet-red and closed her eyes. Draco 
started to take a step towards her, but hesitated when he felt the glare of 
every male Weasley boring into him. Then he lifted his chin and 
continued forward, reaching out to Ginny. She burrowed into his 
shoulder, overcome with emotion. Watching the Malfoy heir stroke his 
daughter’s hair, Arthur Weasley exchanged a glance with his wife. Molly 
noted the trusting way that Ginny had turned to Draco and the 
tenderness with which he held her. She nodded imperceptibly. Arthur 
sighed. He resolved that while he would make the boy welcome, he 
would also ensure that it would be some time before he entertained 
Ginny in his lair. 
 
“Well that’s a surprise,” Tonks said, breaking the awkward silence that 
had fallen over the room. She was glad to see that Harry and Ron did 
not look too shocked by this turn of events. She was getting to know 
her young cousin, and she knew the burgeoning friendship he had with 
those two was important to him. “But not very informative.” 
 
“No, it’s not,” Harry said, absently rocking the baby in his arms. Sylvia 



yawned, and then opened her eyes widely, clearly fighting sleep. Harry 
chuckled and looked at Severus. “Hermione got her wish, Snape. She 
definitely has your … eyes ...” He trailed off, a puzzled look crossing his 
face. “Just like in my dreams,” he murmured. 
 
“Dreams, Harry?” Albus pinned him with sharp look. 
 
“I’ve been having these dreams,” Harry said reluctantly, regretting his 
slip. “Since we destroyed Voldemort.” 
 
“And you told no one?” The headmaster’s voice was full of reproof. 
 
“Well, they aren’t bad; I mean nothing to worry about. They’re just 
about me and this girl.” He looked down at Sylvia again, confusion 
evident in his face. 
 
“Harry, you should know better by now. Tell me.”  
 
“Well, it starts out that I’m holding this baby – a baby girl. And, I’m not 
any older than I am now, and I hear myself saying, ‘she’s got your eyes.’” 
Harry looked up at Severus. “Just like now.” He looked away as he met 
Severus’s piercing black stare.  
 
“Go on,” Severus said harshly. He felt a chill run through him. Why was 
Potter dreaming about his daughter? Hesitantly, Harry continued. 
 
“My next dream is of the same little girl, only she’s about three or four. 
And she’s got straight black hair and those dark eyes, and she’s holding 
her arms out and she’s saying, ‘Up, Harry, Up! I want to fly.’ And I take 
her up on my Firebolt and she squeals and giggles when we dive and 
roll.” 
 
“Is there more?” Albus asked curiously. 
 
“Well, yes … in the next dream I have the girl is about fourteen or so, 
and I’m at Hogwarts watching a Quidditch match. I’m older too. And 
she’s on the team. She gets hits by a Bludger and knocked off her 
broom. And I wave my wand and she lands in my arms, laughing, and 
her eyes are sparkling, and she says, ‘Thanks, Harry, I can always count 
on you to catch me.’ And she gives me a quick kiss on the cheek, grins, 
and says, ‘but you can’t help Gryffindor win by keeping me captive.’ 



Then she yells, ‘Accio broom!’ and flies off to rejoin the game.”  
 
He paused. “At first I thought maybe it was my child, but the other 
dream …” His face took on a far-away expression. “I’m looking down 
at the girl – she’s older now and she’s looking up at me, and her eyes are 
sad. And she says, ‘Harry, what do I have to do to get you to take me 
seriously?’ And then she closes her eyes and says, ‘I guess it’s now or 
never,’ and she kind of launches herself at me, and I have to catch her so 
she doesn’t fall, and she throws her arms around my neck and starts 
kissing me. I … I can’t tell you how it makes me feel … suddenly I’m 
kissing her back and I can’t seem to hold her close enough. She has tears 
in her eyes, they’re like a lake, and she says ‘Harry, I love you,’ and I start 
kissing her again, and it feels so right—” 
 
“We get the picture,” Bill said, a wicked smirk on his face. 
 
Harry flushed with embarrassment, and he said, “But I don’t understand 
… I mean what does this have to do with …” 
 
“I’ve got it!” George crowed triumphantly, waving his damaged arm in 
the air. “Ginny’s a Matchmaker. She must be. Look at her predictions: 
all about lovebirds. First Snape and Hermione, then Finnigan and 
Padma and Lavender and Neville—then herself and Malfoy …” Here 
George’s mouth twisted a little. “So what Harry “needs” must be Sylvia 
herself. Harry and Sylvia are destined to be together.” He settled back in 
his chair to enjoy the fireworks this bombshell would cause. He didn’t 
have long to wait. 
 
Severus stared in horror at Potter. He snatched his daughter from 
Harry’s arms and shouted, “No! Get out! Now!” 
 
Sylvia shrieked in dismay as Severus stormed into the bedroom, 
slamming the door behind him. 
 
Hermione followed him. She stopped at the doorway and turned to face 
her dumbstruck parents and her friends. “I’ll talk to him. Please don’t 
go,” she begged them. “It will be okay.” She slipped into the room and 
closed the door quietly. 
 
Severus sat on the bed, clutching Sylvia to his chest. The baby cried 
angrily. “Severus,” Hermione pleaded, “You’re holding her too tight. 



Give her to me.” She sat next to him and held her arms out. 
 
Severus released the death grip he had on Sylvia and handed her to 
Hermione. Hermione soothed the agitated baby. Sylvia gradually quieted 
and soon began rooting at her mother’s robes. Hermione laughed 
shakily. “Did all that attention make you hungry, Snip?”  
 
She unbuttoned her light summer robes and pushed her nursing bra 
aside. Fleetingly, she wondered if she’d ever wear attractive underwear 
again. The baby latched onto her nipple eagerly, and Hermione stroked 
her cheek and forced her thoughts back to the matter at hand—her 
personal vanity could wait. Hermione leaned into Severus, who was 
staring unseeingly into space. “It will be okay, Severus.” 
 
“It is ludicrous,” Severus ground out, finally speaking. “Potter will not 
take my daughter!” 
 
“Harry’s not taking her anywhere,” Hermione said. “Sylvia’s just a baby. 
Anything that might happen will happen years from now.” 
 
Severus put his arm around Hermione and pulled her closer, earning a 
protest from his daughter as the movement temporarily dislodged her 
from her dinner. “It cannot be true, Hermione,” he said miserably. 
 
Hermione repositioned the baby and considered what to say. It wasn’t 
that she was fine with the idea—it was bizarre to think of her best friend 
and her daughter as a couple. But it was too much to worry about now; 
especially after all they’d been through. “Severus … we’re alive … Sylvia 
is healthy and happy.” 
 
She summoned a thick cloth and moved the baby to her shoulder, 
patting her gently. Sylvia’s loud burp punctuated her mother’s statement. 
Severus’s mouth quirked up into a small smile. It appeared that Sylvia 
already wanted to add her voice to the discussion. 
 
“What I’m saying is—this doesn’t really matter now. It’s actually a relief 
to know that Ginny’s prophecy is nothing more serious. At least this 
way, Sylvie’s not in danger. We don’t have to worry so much what might 
happen. And you and Harry are friends now, aren’t you?” 
 
Severus snorted. He and Potter had come to an understanding of sorts, 



but they wouldn’t be hitting the Quidditch pitch or the Three 
Broomsticks together anytime soon. Nor would he be spilling his 
deepest secrets to Potter—at least not those he didn’t already know. 
Severus reached across Hermione and cupped his hand around Sylvia’s 
head. Hermione tilted her head to kiss his cheek. He turned his head to 
meet her lips. The familiar warmth of her kiss calmed him. Hermione 
was correct: it would be years before this prophecy could manifest itself 
and much could happen in that time. Potter was a lusty teenager, a hero 
who was presumably the object of many a young witch’s fantasy. It was 
unlikely he would remain unattached until Sylvia was old enough to be 
considered a suitable mate. And he would have many years to make 
certain that this part of the prophecy remained unfulfilled. 
 
“Potter can be tolerated,” he agreed reluctantly. “But I refuse to accept 
that there is no other option. As you said, much can happen in the 
future.” He spoke softly, noticing that Sylvia hovered on the edge of 
sleep. 
 
“Let me put her down,” Hermione whispered. “And then we’ll go back 
out there and talk it over. Everyone’s waiting for us.” 
 
Severus took the baby from her and walked into the nursery. He didn’t 
often hold Sylvia—she was so tiny and he felt clumsy around her—but 
right now the weight of the small body against his was reassuring. “You 
will be safe,” he whispered, laying her down in her crib. He stroked her 
stomach gently and then turned to find his wife watching him with a 
fond look on her face. It seemed natural to take her in his arms and kiss 
her again. 
 
Hermione pulled out his arms reluctantly. “Our guests … we need to go 
back.” 
 
All conversation ceased when they reentered the sitting room. 
Hermione’s parents had strained expressions, but Steven Granger spared 
Severus a sympathetic look. Harry seemed pole-axed—after all, it was 
not everyday that you learned that a child you’d diapered might one day 
be your wife—and Hermione immediately went to him and laid a hand 
on his arm. 
 
“It’s not your fault, Harry. Or yours Ginny,” she added turning to her 
friend. “Severus and I are relieved that Sylvia isn’t in any danger, and 



we’ll take this as it comes.” She paused and then poked Harry in the 
ribs. “Don’t look so scared. Severus isn’t going to challenge you to a 
duel over Sylvia’s honor—at least not yet.”  
 
The room broke into uneasy laughter. Harry grinned at her, relieved she 
wasn’t going to let this strain their friendship. It was too unbelievable 
anyway. “Fair warning. But you won’t hold it against me if I keep 
practicing?” he quipped, sending Severus a slightly nervous glance. 
Severus stared back steadily.  
 
Hermione continued, “Please, everyone. There is one thing I do want. I 
don’t want Sylvia to learn of this when she gets older. There’s no reason 
she should know. She must be allowed to make her own choices.”  
 
There were nods from all corners of the room. Hermione picked up the 
baby blanket that had been a present from Ginny and asked her about 
the spells that were attached to it. As she and Ginny began discussing 
the weak Calming and Disinfectant Charms that Ginny had chosen to 
use, the others returned to their own conversations. Bill and Remus 
waved Severus over to them. 
 
Severus joined their talk of changes in the Ministry, but had only half his 
mind on the discussion. Something teased at his mind but he couldn’t 
quite grasp the significance of it. A flutter of Albus’ blue robe was the 
catalyst for making the connection. His eyes narrowed as he 
remembered the older wizard’s earlier behavior. He excused himself, 
and crept up behind the headmaster, backing him into corner. His hands 
clenched into fists as he confronted his long-time friend. 
 
“You knew,” he said accusingly. “You knew that Miss Weasley’s talent is 
for Matchmaking. You knew that this prophecy had nothing to do with 
defeating the Dark Lord, and yet you still let Hermione and I follow its 
dictates.” 
 
“I suspected,” Albus countered. “But I was not certain until I learned of 
her second prediction.” He stroked his long beard. “And I stand by 
what I said that night. If Tom’s Death Eaters had learned of that 
prophecy, then Hermione would have been in even greater danger than 
she was.” He paused and then asked Severus, “We may have helped Fate 
along, Severus, but surely the results were worth it? Would you have 
finished the Transmogrification Elixir so quickly if not for Hermione’s 



assistance?” Then, echoing Severus’s own thoughts, he asked, “Or 
young Malfoy? What would his fate have been had we not interfered? 
Would you really have wanted to leave these matters to chance?” 
 
Severus looked across at Hermione, now in conversation with the twins. 
Fred and George had finally responded to their mother’s glare and had 
stopped teasing Harry about being a cradle-robber. Now they appeared 
to be poking fun at Hermione for changing her stance on house-elf 
ownership. He thought that the “Severus made me do it,” excuse he 
overheard was a particularly uncharitable interpretation of events, but he 
could live with it. What he found he could not entertain was the 
possibility of not having her or Sylvia in his life. “No,” he said softly, “I 
would not do anything differently.”  
 
Hermione smiled back at him. The party was winding down and soon 
they would be alone again. Severus thought of all that they had been 
through together: the revelation of the prophecy, their wedding night, 
their quarrels and his jealousy, and the success of their collaboration on 
the potion. He remembered holding her when she announced her 
pregnancy to him, and again as she gave birth to their daughter. They 
had faced the Dark Lord together; they could handle knowing the full 
implications of the prophesy and all that might follow. Hermione came 
up beside him and slipped her arm around his waist. Not yet 
accustomed to public displays of affection, he nonetheless returned her 
hug, only a little bit embarrassed by the amusement evident in Albus’s 
smiling face. 
 
Hermione looked up at the lean face that had become so dear to her. 
She reached up to brush a wayward strand of hair away from his face. “I 
love you,” she whispered.  
 
“And I you,” he returned gruffly, tightening his arm around her. He had 
much to learn about being a husband and a father, but it seemed that he 
would have a lifetime to practice. 
 
Epilogue 
 
Author’s notes: I wrote most of this epilogue soon after I finished the first 
chapter. What follows is full of clichés and syrupy situations, but it 
refused to rewrite itself. I gave Hermione more children than I would 
want myself (I’m one of a bunch, so been there, done that), but once 



conceived of, they were too cute and too stubborn to send away. (I 
think that’s the only reason most teenagers make it through puberty.) In 
any event, I hope you find it readable.  

 
 
Severus 
 
He stood in the shadows of the corridor watching the students leave, 
just as he had done for … could it really be more than thirty years? He 
looked for one face in particular. There, there she was, her eyes alight 
with a mischievous glint that was seldom seen in the equally dark eyes 
watching her. She was leaving today, leaving to start her new life away 
from Hogwarts. He’d had eighteen years to get used to the idea; it wasn’t 
nearly enough time. 
 
He’d fallen in love with her the moment he’d held her. And despite his 
reputation as a disciplinarian and taskmaster, he could deny her nothing. 
So if what she wanted was Harry-Bloody-Potter, then he would stand by 
and watch. But Lord help Potter if he hurt Severus Snape’s little girl! 
 
He’d witnessed their first real kiss. It had happened just a few months 
ago, during Potter’s annual Christmas party. He’d been standing in a 
doorway off the front hallway at Grimmauld Place, and he’d watched his 
daughter launch herself at Potter and capture his lips with her own. 
Mistletoe might have been the excuse, but certainly not the reason. 
Harry’s arms had gone around her, and they had kissed, at first 
tentatively and then with unmistakable passion. And Severus’ heart 
broke. 
 
He knew then that what had been prophesied would come true, despite 
his best efforts to prevent it. He’d pulled Potter aside later that evening 
and had made him promise to wait until Sylvia finished Hogwarts before 
he deepened their relationship. “Let her finish her childhood in a way that you 
were not permitted to,” he’d asked.  
 
And Potter, still bemused, had agreed. Owls had flown back and forth, 
and Harry had turned up in town every Hogsmeade weekend, but no 
declarations were made. But today Potter was coming to Hogwarts to 
escort Severus’s baby girl to her new flat in London. And tonight, well, 
Severus shuddered at the thought of what would probably happen 
between the two of them tonight. 



 
Sylvia craned her neck and scanned the Entrance Hall, and Severus 
realized that she might be looking for him. He stepped out of the 
shadows. Sylvia ran across the room to him, a happy smile on her face. 
 
“Five points from Slytherin, Miss Snape, for running in the halls,” he 
said, his brusque tone hiding his emotions. 
 
“Professor Snape,” she giggled, “you can’t take points; we’ve already won 
the House Cup, and I’m not a student anymore.” Then she looked into 
his serious eyes and said earnestly, “I’m not going away forever, Papa. 
I’ll come to visit you and Mum soon.” 
 
“I shall hold you to that,” he replied gruffly. And then, Severus Snape 
did something that shocked every student within viewing range. He 
leaned down and hugged his daughter, enveloping her in his black 
teaching robes. He kissed her forehead. “Sylvia,” he whispered, “you can 
always come home.”  
 
“I love you too, Papa. Don’t worry.” Sylvia Snape squeezed her father 
back just as tightly. He was rarely demonstrative, but he’d always been 
there for her—from encouraging her first steps to carrying her to the 
infirmary last fall when she’d been injured in a Quidditch match. 
 
He held her close for one more moment, wishing that he could turn 
back time and keep her from growing up. Reluctantly, he let her go, 
managing to infuse a shadow of his customary sarcasm into his voice as 
he said, “Off you go, then. Potter just burst through the doors and, as 
usual, he seems quite impatient.” 
 
He watched her as she ran from him and into the arms of the tall wizard 
with still-messy black hair and bright green eyes. Harry swung Sylvia 
around and then buried his head in her neck. Over her shoulder, he 
locked eyes with her father. Black eyes met green in question and 
answer. 
 
“Take care of her,” stern black eyes demanded.  
 
“With my life,” answered solemn green.  
 
Severus held Harry’s gaze for some moments, and then he pivoted away. 



His robes flared behind him, signalling his displeasure so plainly that it 
made Harry chuckle.  
 
Severus strode down the corridor towards his dungeon rooms. The 
sense of loss overwhelmed him. His daughter was leaving, leaving with 
Potter. He needed to get away from the crowds of happy students, he 
needed a stiff drink, but most of all, he needed his wife—he needed 
Hermione. 
 
Harry 
 
Harry Potter appeared outside the gates of Hogwarts, Apparating in 
from London. He took in a deep breath of the clean summer air. At 
thirty-six, he looked little different than he had at eighteen. He was still 
wiry and slim, and his black hair showed no hint of grey, although even 
now it resisted all attempts at styling. His green eyes were bright with 
happiness today. Today was the day he would finally be able to claim 
Sylvia as his own. 
 
The last few months had been agonizing. He understood Snape’s 
reasoning, and on one level he agreed with it, but to be in love after all 
these years and yet be forced to hold back had tested his patience 
severely. Harry’s desire to belong to a family was as strong as ever, and 
he knew now that Sylvia was the most important part of his dream. He’d 
promised Snape—and why had he done something that stupid, he now 
thought—that he would wait to marry Sylvia until she finished the three-
year training program in curse-breaking she would begin in a few weeks. 
Well, he consoled himself, he’d waited this long, he could wait a little bit 
longer. Even if it meant postponing his dreams of teaching small green-
eyed boys and girls to ride broomsticks and chase after Snitches. 
 
As he walked up the path to the castle doors, he thought back to the day 
they’d finally realized the true meaning of the prophecy. He hadn’t 
understood then, had not been able to fathom, how that tiny, chubby 
infant would one day evoke the feelings he felt for the beautiful young 
woman he was meeting today. But there’d always been a connection 
between them. Whenever he’d visited Hermione and Snape (Severus was 
still a hard mouthful for him), Sylvia had managed to find a way to be 
near him. She would sit next to him and watch him with a hint of 
laughter in her solemn black eyes—as if she knew a secret he didn’t. As 
she’d gotten older though, he’d seen less and less of her—by Snape’s 



design, he now suspected. Then she had finally let him in on her secret. 
It had happened last Christmas, when she kissed him … Harry’s heart 
pounded even now, and he halted briefly as he remembered. He had 
never before felt that combination of passion and contentment in a 
woman’s arms. The ‘home’ he’d been looking for all his life was right 
there with Sylvia. 
 
Not that he’d been living as a monk for the past eighteen years. 
Following Voldemort’s defeat, Harry had been feted and feasted for 
months. Finding willing women was almost too easy. He’d indulged 
himself for a time, but the meaningless encounters soon began to bore 
him. He’d signed on with the Chudley Cannons (Ron would have killed 
him if he’d taken any other offer) and had enjoyed the carefree life of a 
star athlete for some time. When the novelty of that faded, he’d helped 
Hermione in her campaign to build a Wizarding primary school system. 
His contribution had been to establish organized junior Quidditch 
leagues for the young witches and wizards attending the schools. That, 
along with his celebrity, led to his appointment as Head of Magical 
Games and Sports, a position he found most fulfilling. 
 
In the relative peace that had fallen over the Wizarding world, Harry had 
almost forgotten the prophecy. His life had taken a pleasant path, and if 
aching loneliness sometimes found him in the middle of the night, well, 
it could be pushed aside in the light of morning. Then a young teacher 
he’d met during one of his school visits caught his eye, and helped to 
keep that loneliness at bay. He’d been on the verge of proposing to her. 
But then Sylvia had staked her claim, and Harry had been blindsided by 
the strength of the feelings she evoked in him. In the end, he’d 
surrendered to her quite happily.  
 
Now, he smiled at the young witch he held so tightly in his arms. After 
all these years, it seemed he would finally get what he had needed for so 
long: a family of his very own. 
 
Sylvia 
 
Sylvia Snape could hardly contain her excitement. N.E.W.T.s were 
finally over, and she thought she’d performed well enough not to 
embarrass her parents. But there were more important things to worry 
about than test results. Harry would be here soon. It had been weeks 
since she’d seen him, and today was the day that they would start their 



new life together. 
 
Last summer—when she’d been so miserable—she would never have 
imagined that she could be so happy. She’d had it all planned out. Harry 
had been invited to her birthday party; he hadn’t seen her for several 
months, and it would be a perfect opportunity to show him that she was 
all grown up. She’d known since she was sixteen that she loved Harry, 
but she knew that he still saw her as a child. It was time to change that. 
She’d chosen her robes carefully—not so revealing as to be obvious, but 
not something a child would wear either.  
 
But it hadn’t gone as she’d planned. Harry brought a date to her party, a 
witch who had no qualms about putting her ample assets on display. The 
petite blonde clung to Harry possessively, and dropped hints about 
marriage and babies to everyone she met. Harry smiled at her 
indulgently and did not seem adverse to the idea. Sylvia was devastated. 
She’d fled to the garden, taking refuge in the branches of her favorite 
tree. 
 
Hidden among the leaves and wondering what to do next, she was 
dismayed to see Remus Lupin and Albus Dumbledore approaching. 
They were two of Sylvia’s favorite people, but she didn’t want company 
right now. She was relieved that they didn’t seem to notice her. Albus 
conjured two comfortable chairs, and he and Remus sat down in the 
shade right below her perch. 
 
“You can’t interfere, Albus,” Remus said. “Severus would never forgive 
you.” 
 
“I know, my boy.” The ancient wizard sighed and twiddled with his 
wand as gold and silver sparks sputtered from its tip. “But young Harry 
is about to make a big mistake. And she has the right to know.” 
 
“Hermione and Severus didn’t want her to feel pressured to fulfill the 
prophecy—you know that.” 
 
“But I want to him to be happy. You know what the prophecy says—
Sylvia is the one he needs to make him so.” Albus then repeated the 
prophecy almost absently, as if reminding himself. But his voice was 
quite loud enough for Sylvia to hear. “And then there are Harry’s 
dreams—you know as well as I do those dreams were about her. I can’t 



help but feel that if he doesn’t wait for young Sylvia, he’ll never truly be 
happy.” 
 
Sylvia was stunned. She and Harry were linked by one of Aunt Ginny’s 
prophecies? She’d known that her parents had been married before her 
mother’s seventh year at Hogwarts so that Papa could protect Mum 
from the Death Eaters, but it seemed she’d not been told the full story. 
She’d always wondered why her mother had become pregnant so soon 
into the marriage; both of her parents were quite capable of brewing a 
contraceptive potion. Sylvia had brewed one herself the minute things 
with her Ravenclaw boyfriend—well, now ex-boyfriend—had started to 
get serious last year. She grimaced as an image of her mother and father 
doing what they’d done flitted through her mind—EEEWW! 
 
Shaking off that disturbing thought, Sylvia dried her tears and lifted her 
chin. What was she doing up here crying? She looked down at her robes 
disdainfully. It was clear she couldn’t compete on femininity—that witch 
had simpering female down to an art form. She would have to fight this 
battle on her own terms. 
 
Grandpa Albus and Uncle Remus soon left, and Sylvia slipped down 
from her branch. She didn’t see the two wizards exchange conspiratorial 
winks as they watched her stride purposefully towards the house. They 
saw the plotting expression she wore, and they knew that their work was 
done for now. 
 
Sylvia ran up to her room, her plan beginning to gel. The robe she’d 
chosen so carefully was carelessly tossed in the general direction of other 
laundry heaped on the floor. In its place, Sylvia donned a pair of jeans 
and a Muggle t-shirt. It was one she probably should have stopped 
wearing about a year ago, but the scooped neck and tight cotton sent the 
right message. If Harry was captivated by exposed flesh, she could give 
him that. But she could give him more—she knew Harry’s weaknesses. 
Remembering the witch’s earlier comment that “all that Quidditch talk is 
so tiresome,” Sylvia smirked, a familiar smirk Neville Longbottom 
would have cowered from instinctively. She’d give her Quidditch! She 
grabbed her broomstick and levitated her equipment trunk—a gift from 
Harry when she’d been named the Slytherin Captain—and ran down the 
stairs. Oh good, Uncle Ron and Uncle Draco were in the room; they 
would be her best allies. 
 



“Anyone up for Quidditch?” she asked brightly, smiling at the 
assembled guests. In a room full of Weasleys, she was guaranteed a 
positive response. She carefully avoided her father’s sharp eyes. With his 
unerring nose for mischief, he’d know at once that she was scheming, 
and she didn’t need his interference. As Sylvia expected, there was a 
chorus of affirmatives from the redheads.  
 
Harry hesitated, his date did not play and wasn’t even a big fan of the 
game. He looked at her hopefully, but she shook her head, pursing her 
lips disapprovingly. “Not me,” he finally said reluctantly. 
 
Sylvia stepped in front of him, deliberately crowding him. “But Harry,” 
she said, her eyes widening coquettishly. “It’s my birthday. It won’t be 
fun without you.” 
 
Harry didn’t know where to look. This was not the child he thought he 
knew. Sylvia’s bright, dark eyes held a message that he didn’t dare 
interpret. And when he looked down, all he saw was the smooth, white 
expanse of cleavage that he hadn’t known she had. Flustered, he 
stammered, “Umm, I don’t know—” 
 
Behind Sylvia, Draco snickered. “Chicken, Potter? I guess riding a desk 
in the Ministry is more your speed these days. Afraid I’ll be too much 
for you?” 
 
Predictably, Harry rose to the bait. “Not a chance, Malfoy.” He grinned 
at Sylvia.  
“You’re on my team, Snip. We’ll wipe the floor with that bragging 
ferret.”  
 
Harry’s date protested. She shot Sylvia a malevolent glance, but quickly 
looked away when she suddenly encountered Severus Snape’s protective 
glare. Severus didn’t know what his daughter was up to, but he wasn’t 
going to let that nincompoop upset her on her birthday. 
 
Harry turned to placate his disgruntled date, telling her it would just be 
one game. Draco took advantage of his distraction, and leaned over to 
whisper in Sylvia’s ear, “Forget subtlety, sweetheart. Harry’s always been 
a bit thick.”  
 
His wife rolled her eyes, but flashed Sylvia a quick thumbs up. 



 
Sylvia grinned at Ginny, and grabbed Harry’s arm. “Come on, Harry. 
Let’s go.” As she tugged Harry away from her frowning rival, she 
laughed happily. She just knew that she’d win. She was a Snape, she was 
a Slytherin, and her friends and Albus Dumbledore were on her side. 
Harry Potter didn’t stand a chance. 
 
Remembering that day, Sylvia smiled mischievously. She’d caught her 
Snitch, and he would be here soon. But first, she wanted to find the 
other man in her life. She’d already said goodbye to Mum, but it didn’t 
seem right to leave without seeing her father. She rose up on her tiptoes 
to look for him—he had to be around here somewhere. Severus stepped 
into the light, and Sylvia ran towards him. 
 
‘Lurking again,’ she thought affectionately. She understood that her 
leaving was hard for him, and with Mum busy with the Weasley 
troublemakers, it would be up to her to make sure that he and Harry 
“played nice” together. She knew too that he’d made Harry promise not 
marry her anytime soon, but she had her own ideas. Grandpa Albus was 
becoming increasingly fragile, and she knew that he wanted to see Harry 
settled before he died. Sylvia suspected that the elderly wizard had 
known she was hiding in the tree that day last summer—as her mum 
said, Albus was a “barmy old codger who couldn’t be trusted as far as 
she could Banish him,” but Sylvia loved him and would do everything 
she could to make his wish come true. 
 
Hermione 
 
The Headmistress of Hogwarts scurried around her tower office as she 
tidied up the loose ends that would allow her to spend a peaceful week 
or two with her husband. She was running late, but what could you 
expect when Hogwarts was blessed with a reincarnation of the Weasley 
twins? Fred and George could never do anything separately, Hermione 
thought in exasperation, and their children had been born just hours 
apart. She was convinced that their first two years at Hogwarts had 
precipitated Minerva McGonagall’s cowardly announcement of 
retirement. Never mind that she had married the visiting Ancient Runes 
lecturer and was now honeymooning on Australia’s Gold Coast—quite 
happily too, if the pictures were any proof. Still, Hermione firmly 
believed that Minerva’s retreat had everything to do with the existence 
and enrolment of the two nearly identical redheaded male cousins; the 



bane of the Hogwarts’ staff. 
 
So instead saying goodbye to her eldest daughter, instead of visiting with 
her oldest friend, and more importantly keeping her husband from 
murdering said friend if he dared to kiss Sylvia in front of him, the 
Headmistress of Hogwarts had spent the morning assigning reams of 
summer work to the juvenile delinquents as punishment for plying the 
first years with Weasley’s Prince Charming Cheers. Hunting down every male 
first year turned toad and then matching each up with the appropriate 
female first year ‘Princess’ had taken hours. And while the girls had 
squealed happily when their robes were transformed into pretty princess 
costumes, many had not liked kissing the toads at all, and more than one 
had broken down in tears when her ‘Prince’ was revealed. Too bad a 
stint in Azkaban was not appropriate punishment for third-years. The 
Howlers that were winging their way to their parents at this very 
moment seemed a very feeble gesture, the Headmistress thought darkly, 
and Fred and George would be hearing from her personally at some 
point this summer. 
 
Hermione looked around her office with pleasure and awe. She still 
found it hard to believe that she was Headmistress of Hogwarts. She’d 
made a good career at Gringotts, but Hogwarts was home. She smiled 
fondly as she thought about Severus’ continued insistence that their 
marriage not interfere with her potential. Hermione knew that he’d 
continued to teach primarily because it left his summers free to follow 
her into the field or to stay at home with Winky and the children so that 
she could take on extra assignments. 
 
Her appointment as Headmistress had been a surprise, although her 
husband suggested it was a Ministry tactic— essentially banishing her to 
Scotland in an attempt to diffuse her growing political influence. After 
all, she’d hit them where it hurt the most—the treasury. Her fight to 
have the Ministry fund primary day schools had been a bitter one. But 
the idea had gained instant public popularity when Harry had proposed 
including Quidditch in the curriculum, leaving the Ministry no choice 
but to act. Hermione found it a bit galling that Quidditch seemed more 
important to parents than reading and writing, but she’d learned to take 
what she could. 
 
Severus suspected that it was Hermione’s second campaign which sent 
them scurrying to find a solution to the problem of Hermione Snape. 



Still reeling from the drain the new schools made on their secret 
vacations funds, the Ministry was disinclined to consider other new-
fangled propositions. That included the modified Binding Charm 
Hermione had developed to allow house-elves to release themselves 
from bondage if they wanted to leave their masters. She’d modelled it 
after the Bonding Charm she’d altered for her own wedding. The 
Ministry elves had seemed quite eager to learn the Charm, and the 
Ministers had nightmares of tealess and sconeless afternoons, and the 
inconvenience of casting Dry Cleaning Charms on their own. It was 
soon thereafter that Hermione’s name was mentioned as a candidate to 
become head of Hogwarts. It seemed a bit ludicrous to Hermione that 
the Ministry would conceive of letting her loose at Hogwarts, where she 
now had control over the largest population of house-elves in Britain, 
but as Severus again pointed out, the Ministry had never been known 
for acting rationally. 
 
And so, she’d been named Headmistress, the youngest ever—and 
welcome to it, her husband said. Not that he would even have been 
considered with Neville Longbottom serving as Governor of the Board. 
And not that he cared, he reminded her smugly each time she returned 
to their rooms after her monthly meeting with the Governors and 
Ministry representatives. But he always had a headache potion and a 
glass of wine waiting for her.  
 
And now that Severus and Hermione’s youngest daughter was at 
Hogwarts, domestic arrangements were much easier. One of the 
reluctant Princesses and very much inclined to seek her own revenge 
against the Weasleys, Celia Snape was the spitting image of her mother 
at age eleven, a fact which sometimes spooked her father, but amused 
her godfather Draco immensely. Not to mention that Severus’ wife 
insisted that Celia’s very existence was his fault as he brewed the 
ineffective Contraceptive Potion. He preferred to blame the unreliability 
of local potion ingredients and his wife’s wanton teasing throughout a 
boring business dinner hosted by the head of Gringotts’ Transylvanian 
branch. The wizard who’d stoically endured the Cruciatus Curse at the 
hands of the Dark Lord had found it impossible to make polite 
conversation with a stringy banker while his wife sat across the table 
from him and teased him with phantom caresses. They’d made their 
excuses very early that night. 
 
Unlike her mother, young Celia was as socially inclined as she was 



academically gifted, and had quickly fallen in with her own little gang of 
hooligans. No one was quite certain whether or not she was possession 
of the infamous Marauder’s Map. Uncle Harry denied it, but was unable 
to produce the document when Hermione made inquiries. In any event, 
with Celia at Hogwarts, Severus and Hermione were able to live in 
Severus’ dungeon apartments during the school year, although they 
occasionally spent the night in the peace and quiet of the Headmistress’ 
bedchamber, a magnificent room at the very top of the castle that was 
surrounded by glass walls with a domed glass ceiling. Sleeping there was 
like sleeping among the stars. Just thinking of the last time she and 
Severus had made use of that room made Hermione smile. 
 
Hermione hurriedly cast the Charms that would keep her office secure 
until her return. She’d have to remember to tell Remus how to bypass 
them if he needed to. Gryffindor’s Head of House had agreed to stay on 
to watch over Hogwarts until she returned. Hermione paused on her 
way out before the portrait of former Headmaster Nigel.  
 
“I’ll be at home for a few weeks Phineas,” she said. “Remus may be 
checking in from time to time.” 
 
“Gadding back to that dreary wreck you and the old bat purchased? You 
are taking all of Satan’s spawn with you, I do hope?” The portrait replied 
scathingly. 
 
“Really Phineas, our house is no drearier than Grimmauld Place is now.” 
Harry had renovated it soon after graduation. Still Unplottable, it had 
provided him refuge—first from notoriety as Voldemort’s slayer, and 
then from his Quidditch fans. And to the shock of the entire Wizarding 
world, Hermione and Severus had purchased Godric’s Hollow from 
Harry. It had sheltered Severus during the war years, and he was 
comfortable there.  
 
“And my children are spending the first part of the summer with their 
grandparents.” 
 
Hermione did wonder about her parents’ sanity in taking all three of the 
younger ones at once. Semi-retired and living in a small Muggle village 
near Hogsmeade, they seemed quite eager to spend time with their 
grandchildren. Young Severus, a carbon copy of his father in looks 
(though his mother insisted on better posture than his father had 



evidenced at his son’s age) was very interested in Muggle dental 
practices, much to his grandfather’s delight. One day he might 
revolutionize Wizarding dentistry. His twin, Steven, took after his father 
in temperament as well as looks. Possessing a scathingly sarcastic wit 
and a thirst for books, the rising fifth year was determined to surpass 
both his father and mother’s O.W.L. scores next spring. When he 
returned home, Hermione knew she’d be hard pressed to pry him away 
from the potions lab Severus had built in a workshop on their property. 
Sev and Stev, as their friends called them, were fiercely protective of 
each other and of their baby sister, much to Celia’s disgust. At least 
Albus would be looking in on them. Although age was finally catching 
up with him, the venerable wizard still commanded much respect, and 
Hermione’s children adored him. Hermione pulled her thoughts 
together as Phineas spoke again.  
 
“What about the one you are prostituting to the Potter boy?” Phineas 
asked snidely. 
 
“Phineas, you are a menace,” Hermione rebuked affectionately, knowing 
that Sylvia was his favourite and that he loved Harry like a son. “Sylvia is 
moving into her own flat in London, although I do expect that you 
might see her at Grimmauld Place from time to time.” She tapped her 
wand against the portrait’s shoulder and continued, “And if you tell her 
father what goes on there, I’ll run you out of your frame myself. She and 
Harry deserve their privacy.” 
 
“You are a hard woman, Headmistress, but more pleasant than your 
predecessor and saner than hers. I’ll keep the werewolf from destroying 
Hogwarts.” 
 
“Better turn your talents to the Weasleys, instead.” Hermione laughed as 
she shut the door and headed down the stairs. With an occasional wave 
to a Professor or two fleeing the school, she made her way through the 
halls of Hogwarts, letting the sudden quiet seep into her.  
 
She turned into the dungeon corridor and entered their apartment. 
Subtle changes made over the years spoke to the presence of a woman 
and a family—a cosy afghan was draped over the sofa, flower-filled 
vases brightened dark corners, and smiling pictures of children and 
friends added life to bookshelves and table tops. Hermione noted that 
one picture was absent from its usual spot on Severus’s desk. She 



walked across the room, kicking off her shoes as she went, and stopped 
behind Severus’s big leather chair. Leaning over, she crossed her arms 
around his neck and laid her chin on his head. “That’s one of my 
favourite pictures,” she said softly, smiling at the younger Severus and 
his baby daughter. In the picture, his expression showed none of its 
characteristic severity, but was open and unguarded as he watched the 
infant with love and awe. Sylvia, already graced with a full head of stick-
straight black hair, blinked back at him, and her chubby hand reached up 
to clutch at his nose when he stroked her cheek. 
 
Severus laid the picture on the table next to the almost empty glass of 
Firewhisky—his first or his second, Hermione wondered—and brought 
his hand up to caress his wife’s arm. “She’s gone, Hermione,” he said 
sorrowfully. “She held on to Potter like he was her anchor, and she left 
without looking back,” he added somewhat sulkily. 
 
“Oh, Severus.” Hermione was careful to keep any trace of laughter from 
her voice. “Sylvia’s not gone for good. She’ll visit often. She said she’ll 
come see us at the house in two weeks.” 
 
Severus tugged on Hermione’s arm to bring her around the chair. He 
pulled her down onto his lap and held her close. “It won’t be the same.”  
 
“No, it won’t,” Hermione admitted. “I’ll miss her too, love. But she’s 
grown up now. She has to live her own life.” 
 
“With Potter.” 
 
“It’s what she wants. We’ve given her every chance to break free from 
the prophecy, but she made her choice. Harry has always been her 
choice,” Hermione said soothingly. 
 
“I know,” he sighed. 
 
“You really should start calling him ‘Harry’, Severus,” Hermione teased 
gently. “After all, he’ll probably be calling you ‘Dad’ in a couple of 
years.” 
 
“Over my dead body!” he snarled, but Hermione could tell that the 
black cloud was lifting. She reached up and touched his whisky-
flavoured lips with hers, coaxing him into a long, slow kiss. 



 
“You realize,” she whispered conspiratorially, “that we have two whole 
weeks with no children. No Weasleys,”—he shuddered—”no Sev and 
Stev and that racket they call music. No Celia and her endless 
questions.”  
 
Severus snorted at the last. As her teacher, he’d always wished that 
Hermione would have to contend with a child as inquisitive and forward 
as she was—he’d just never dreamed that child would be his too. 
 
Hermione continued, “Just you and me. I wonder how we’ll spend the 
time,” she added wickedly. 
 
He looked down at his wife: with her torrent of soft brown curls and 
laughing hazel eyes, with her quick wit and sharp intelligence, she held 
him captive as no other could. He thanked whatever deities had brought 
her into his life. He bent to kiss her cheek, saying, “There’s always 
chess.” He drew his lips lightly over hers as they parted with a soft 
breath. “Or I could read through that stack of new journals,” he offered 
as one hand unbuttoned her robe and the other slipped inside to caress 
her breasts. “Maybe we could pick potion ingredients in the Forbidden 
Forest.” This as he unclasped her bra and sucked a rosy nipple into his 
mouth. 
 
Hermione moaned and pressed closer to that glorious mouth. She put 
her hands into his hair to hold him right there. Wriggling against him as 
she felt him grow hard, she hitched up her robe and turned so that she 
straddled his lap, legs wedged on either side of his thighs. “Maybe,” she 
suggested as she began to unbutton him too, “we could just stay in.”  
 
“Mmmm,” he mumbled. His mouth was still busy at her breasts. Time 
had not diminished his desire for his wife. But the chair really did not 
provide the most comfortable venue for what he had in mind. He lifted 
her off his lap and stood. “Come wife,” he growled, pulling her towards 
the bedroom. 
 
Hermione followed him eagerly. What with O.W.L.s and N.E.W.T.s and 
other end of term responsibilities, they’d both been too busy and too 
tired to take time for themselves recently. With practiced ease, Severus 
and Hermione undressed each other, pausing often to kiss, lick and nip, 
knowing just where to linger. Severus flicked his wand and rearranged 



the pillows against the headboard. He leaned back and pulled Hermione 
down on top of him. She squirmed against him, her wet heat sliding 
over his hard length. Feeling wicked and wanton for making love to her 
husband in the middle of the day, she moved against him slowly and 
sensuously, wanting to prolong their pleasure. 
 
Severus’s eyes closed as Hermione tormented him, sliding back and 
forth repeatedly while denying him entrance. It was stimulating and 
maddening all at once. He stroked her back, and reached out to catch a 
nipple in his mouth, tugging at it sharply. Hermione’s thighs squeezed 
him tightly. When he peered up through his eyelashes and saw the green 
flecks of passion sparking in his wife’s eyes, and his own desire flared 
hotly. “Now, wife,” he growled, repositioning her hurriedly to allow 
himself to push inside.  
 
Hermione moaned as she felt him slide into her. She would never get 
enough of this man. She captured his mouth and kissed him deeply as 
she began to rock against him, slowly at first and then faster and more 
frantically as he reached a hand down between them to massage her. 
Her head fell back, and her eyes closed, every sense concentrating on the 
friction building within her. 
 
Severus gripped her hips tightly as he matched her rhythm. The late 
morning sun streamed down through the bedroom’s slit windows, 
turning Hermione’s hair into a glowing halo. All thoughts of Potter and 
his daughter swiftly receded. At this moment, his universe comprised 
Hermione only: Hermione and her warm, welcoming heat. He slid his 
hand over the rounded curve of her belly, feeling the muscles beneath 
contract as they gripped and stroked him. Recognizing the soft, keening 
cries that signalled her peak was nearing, Severus’ fingers dipped lower, 
and he began to stroke her again, knowing that the added stimulus 
would send her sailing over the edge. 
 
Above him, Hermione continued to rise and fall even as she leaned into 
his touch. When her climax overtook her, she cried out, clenching 
around him as she came undone. As he felt her contracting around him, 
Severus thrust up frantically, succumbing to his own need. Hermione 
twitched again as she felt the warm pulse of his release. She gripped him 
tightly, wanting to prolong the moment. Only when she felt him relax 
beneath her did she sink down onto him, resting her cheek on his chest. 
 



Severus’ breathing gradually slowed, and he cradled his wife to him, 
gently stroking her hair. Hermione stretched and raised her head to meet 
his hazy, dark eyes. “Better, now?” she asked.  
 
Severus nodded. He noticed that Hermione’s eyes were drooping. She’d 
been working too hard and deserved this break. They could easily delay 
their departure to Godric’s Hollow. “Sleep, little phoenix,” he 
murmured. “Rest.” 
 
Hermione sighed and snuggled against him. A nap would be nice. 
 
Severus held her close, taking comfort in her nearness as he had done so 
many times before. He could bear it. With Hermione by his side, he 
could watch his daughter grow and leave him. She would comfort him 
on Sylvia’s wedding day, just as she had done today. He remembered 
that Potter had come to him after the Dark Lord’s demise and had 
pulled him from his despair, and he recalled the steadfast green gaze that 
had met his over Sylvia’s head earlier this morning. Severus conceded 
that Harry seemed to truly love his daughter, and he’d been protecting 
her since before she was born. For her sake, and for her mother’s, he 
and would let go of his lingering prejudices and welcome Potter to his 
family. “For you, little phoenix,” he whispered, not wanting to disturb 
his sleeping wife. 
 
“But Hermione,” he said more loudly as a thought occurred to him a 
few moments later. “If Potter tries to name any of my grandchildren 
Sirius or James, I will hex him.” 

 
 
Author’s notes: Well, this is the end. I want to thank all of you who stuck with me 
throughout the many months it has taken to complete this story. I started writing this 
almost two years ago, shortly after I discovered HP fan fiction. There are scenes and 
passages I would write differently today, but what’s done is done. Special thanks to 
those who reviewed; the praise made me blush and the critiques helped me grow. I do 
hope you enjoyed this tale, and rest assured that Harry and Sylvia, Draco and 
Ginny, Remus and Tonks, and of course, Hermione and Severus, will live happily 
ever after in my imagination. And no, Harry did not name his son James or Sirius, 
but managed to annoy Severus all the same when he christened the poor child, Albus 
Percival—ever after to be known as Percy Potter or Psquared. ;) 
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