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The east wall finally crumbled that morning as she hurried past, hands tight on the edges of her 

coat, in the dim morning light. The gray stone tumbled into the rubble below in a muted shower 

of shards and choking dust. The final remaining wall of the British Museum now seemed even 

more lonely and precarious, lowly and darkly stoic against the repressive clouds. She turned 

onto what had been Oxford Street--hardly a shortcut, but she refused to cut up her hands any 

more by crawling over tall piles of debris filled with sharp metal and rough concrete. Once in a 

while a whole silhouette of a building slashed the bleak sky, until she looked closely and found 

the hidden gaping wounds. Walls, windows, doors, all shorn off with wild curses and firebombs. 

The Russian bombers had stopped gracing the sky a few months ago, after the Prime Minister 

announced the surrender. She had been glad when the air raid siren had been destroyed. 

 

The street she followed was generally clear, except for the car wreck still sitting under the give 

way sign. There was no one to tow it away, and no one to care to tow it. Irregularly placed 

yellow placards reminded her that this area was designated “No Residence--Transport Only”; 
she crossed this place because it was faster than waiting for a seat on the Tube under the 

residence ghetto. The Underground ran only about a quarter of its former route due to collapsed 

tunnels, and the sheer number of people shuttling from the residence to the work areas would 

guarantee her an hour’s wait. So she walked, her scuffed brown boots crunching glass and 

gravel. Only twice she saw movement--a scrawny dog, whining as she strode past, and a dark 

blur in a window. Just a Wraith, guarding its territory. It--she had not registered gender--wanted 

nothing from her. 

 

Ahead, the yellow barrier arm announced the checkpoint. She slowed to a confident walk and 

ran a cold hand against the lapel of her brown trench coat. The coat was old and Muggle, a 

pleasantly surprising find in the attic of her residence building. It imitated robes well enough to 

avoid awkward questions. A man stepped out from the sandbagged booth and glared at her 

sternly. She stopped in front of him, holding out both her wand, grip-first, and a stiff parchment 

card. When the guard took her identity card and held it up to read, she kept silent. “Hermione 

Browning of Residence Area Five. Impure Level I,” he said flatly, squinting at the small black-

and-white wizarding photo glued in the corner of the card. “Destination?” 
 

“London City Headquarters,” she replied. The guard frowned, disbelieving, and she realized his 

boots were too shiny. He had never worked this gate before. “I work there.” 
 

He flipped the card over. His eyes worked in horizontal movements. “So you do. Get on with it, 

then,” he said as he passed the card back. Without replying she shoved the parchment into her 

breast pocket and stuck her wand back into her sleeve.  



 

The pavement was clear past the barrier; she felt somehow relieved to not walk in the middle of 

the road. There were just as many ruined buildings here, but the rubble had been cleared away. 

People started to appear: canvas-clad work crews dragged from the Impure Level II Residence 

Areas were rebuilding the lower levels of still-solid buildings, overseen by Impure I foremen 

wearing denim; down the street two Death Eater officers, robed but maskless, marched 

purposefully towards Headquarters. She bent her head. Small and unimportant. She did not 

need to be noticed, and she was not. The officers took the pavement to the Headquarter’s 

entrance, and she branched off to the kitchen doors. 

 

The clock, neither magical nor electric but weighted, pronounced her early. It was a nuisance, 

having to wind it and reset it every three days, but no one had the magic to spare on something 

that frivolous. The kitchen was warm and moist from the ovens, and she reveled in the rare heat 

of baking day. She wiped her boots on the dirty mat by the door then stepped onto the pristine 

white tile. Before she could fetch her apron, a wide, white-bodied figure blocked her way. “Hello, 

Hermione,” the cook said. 

 

“Hello, Georgina. What do we have today?” Hermione asked. 

 

The wide woman smiled and pointed to the long stainless steel table. Waxy wheels of cheese 

lay waiting alongside long cucumbers and whole loaves of bread. “Tea at two. You’ll have to go 

to the wine cellar and bring up ten bottles of that French white, you know, along the south wall. 

Take this apron, it’s dusty.” Georgina held out a white swath of cloth identical to her own. 

Hermione took it and slung it over her arm. 

 

“I just need to visit the loo before I start,” Hermione replied as she shrugged out of her trench 

coat and hung it on the peg by the door. She skirted around the table and hurried down the 

stairs. The lavatory stood off the first landing; Hermione pushed the door open and pulled out 

her wand. “Lumos.” 
 

The tip of her wand glowed weakly. Again, like every time she used the stubby piece of wood, 

she felt frustrated. Her own magical power pulsed within her, filling her, but the wand only 

channeled a trickle. She was forcing molasses through a hair-thin funnel. The wand was Impure 

I issue--plain ash, containing a core of a single Augurey feather. A useless piece of wood, in her 

opinion, but it was all she had. Her beautiful vine wood wand from her school days had been 

destroyed, and now wand-making implements were scarce and highly restricted by the Wand 

Control Board. She would never get her hands on anything approaching a dragon heartstring. 

Since the untimely death of Gregorovich, the only wizard in Europe still manufacturing real 

wands was Ollivander; Ollivander was watched more closely by his Death Eater customers than 

anyone in Britain.  

 

With a sigh of resignation for her subpar wand, she studied herself in the small cracked mirror. 

A gaunt face, hollowed by the widespread food rationing and pale from the lack of sunlight, was 

the only feature that stood out. She raised a hand, disbelieving even after eight months, and 



gingerly touched the soft bristles of her shorn head. One month’s growth was thankfully straight 

and surprisingly dark. With the grim unsmiling countenance, no one would ever believe 

Hermione Browning, Impure I was really Hermione Jane Granger, junior member of the defunct 

Order of the Phoenix, Hogwarts valedictorian of 1998 and a despised Impure II--Muggleborn. 

The identity card was a forgery, and a good one. A former curator of the British Museum’s 

Wizarding Collections had made the card in exchange for her second, pristine copy of 

Hogwarts: A History. He had fingered the volume like a lover; books were a top commodity in 

the ghetto black market, just behind chocolate and diluted, poorly brewed Dreamless Sleep 

Draught. 

 

Her disguise always made her smirk, as if she had somehow won over the Death Eaters by 

existing without their knowledge. Hermione Granger died over a year ago during the Battle of 

Diagon Alley, in which the entire area east of Charing Cross Road starting with the Leaky 

Cauldron had been obliterated. Hermione Browning was born in her place. 

 

She opened the tap to wash her hands and pushed up her long sleeves. As she lathered her 

fingers, she tried to ignore the tiny black lines running horizontally across her left arm. Barely 

legible, each line pronounced a name: Harry Potter, Ronald Weasley, Molly Weasley, Charlie 

Weasley, Arthur Weasley, Albus Dumbledore, Bill Weasley, Nymphadora Tonks, Minerva 

McGonagall, Remus Lupin, Severus Snape. Friends and family and Snape, laid out to rest on 

the thin blue-veined skin of her arm and shrouded in cotton. Her parents had died long before 

the Siege of Hogwarts--she had already mourned them when she drank a bottle of gin and paid 

a man with a dusty, stolen box of butterbeer from the cellar to tattoo the names onto her skin. 

She made the list in order of death, as far as she knew. 

 

The last name was hidden in the crook of her elbow. When she straightened her arm, the black 

script unfurled, glaring. Severus Snape. Neither family nor friend, but the last name worthy of 

her arm. His name had somehow appeared, and she could not remember if she had wanted it 

there. 

 

A voice interrupted her musings. “Hermione!” Georgina called from the top of the stairs. “Bring 

up a case of gherkins, too.” 
 

“Yes, Georgina,” replied Hermione loudly. Wiping her wet hands on the apron, she murmured, 

“Nox.” 
 

 

 

* 

 

 

The clock announced it was five minutes to six; Hermione was hanging up her apron and pulling 

down her trench coat in the darkening light of the kitchen. Georgina was doing the same with 

surprisingly deft grace for such a large woman. Just as Hermione raised her hand to wave 



goodbye to her coworker, the wide oak door leading upstairs banged against the wall. Plaster 

showered onto the floor. Two men in officers’ robes entered, and the two women bowed their 

heads, hands crossed over hearts. “Heart and soul I serve Lord Voldemort,” the women said 

together. 

 

Hermione peeked through her lashes to watch the taller man smirk. “Indeed,” he said. Lucius 

Malfoy, Regent of London, swept his cold gaze over the women, but did not glance at Hermione 

twice. She doubted he would have taken enough notice of a Mudblood to remember her even 

with her unruly mop of hair. “Were you planning on going somewhere?” His voice was hard and 

frosty. Brittle. 

 

Propriety demanded Georgina speak, being the woman in charge of the kitchens, but the 

stricken look of terror etched on her round face prompted Hermione to reply hastily instead. “I’m 

sorry, Regent Malfoy. We need to check in at the Residence Gate before curfew.” 
 

The Death Eater narrowed his blue eyes. “Is that so? Perhaps you would like to know if the 

punishment for laziness is greater than the punishment for breaking curfew?” 
 

Hermione forced her eyes to the tiled floor in front of her feet. You’re not a schoolgirl anymore. 

There is no one to protect you here. He can hurt you. Malfoy’s robes swirled around his creased 

black pants and shiny leather oxfords. I will not look up. 

 

Steps echoed and a gloved hand forced her chin up; Malfoy’s eyes burned. His black tunic 

shone with Death Eater medals and decorations--she recognized the blood-red braided cord 

around his left arm as the mark of the Inner Circle. His red lapels held matching silver pins in the 

shape of the Dark Mark. He opened his mouth, and his companion interrupted. 

 

Rodolphus Lestrange laid a hand on Malfoy’s arm. “We have more pressing matters, Lucius,” he 

said softly. 

 

The men exchanged curt looks, and Malfoy finally dropped Hermione’s hand as if burnt. “Go,” 
Lestrange said flatly. 

 

Hermione did not need to be told twice. With another bow, she turned on her heel and while 

pretending to be calm and unafraid, fled from the kitchen into the deepening twilight. 

 

The same guard waved her past the barrier without checking her card and wand. Along her 

Oxford route, she nearly broke into a run. The sun was setting, and she realized what Malfoy 

could have done to her. Any Impure I ghetto resident found beyond the gates after curfew was 

publicly subjected to a round of Cruciatus. Wandering Impure II were more unfortunate; they 

were executed on the spot.  

 

“Hermione, you are going to get yourself killed,” she murmured. 

 



A blur in a window caught her eye. She whirled, trying to catch a glimpse of the Wraith, but the 

figure was gone. Was it a Wraith? She could have sworn it was a man. Maybe Malfoy was 

following her. With that dire contemplation, she belted her trench coat closed and began to run. 

 

------------------------------ 
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Gasping for breath and feeling idiotic for her paranoid running, Hermione stepped in front of the 

Residence Area Five entry gate. The guard stepped away from the sandbagged and razor wired 

post and stared at her flatly. “Another minute and the gate would be closed,” he reprimanded. 

This man was one of the few decent men assigned to the gates; his voice held no tinge of 

disappointment for the lost chance to cast Cruciatus. 

 

“I was detained by Regent Malfoy, sir,” replied Hermione quietly, hoping she sounded meek. 

She had not known the value of meekness until Voldemort won. Her card and wand appeared 

from her pockets. 

 

The guard raised an eyebrow, as if disbelieving Lord Malfoy, Regent of London, Member of the 

Inner Circle, and Hero of the War would ever stoop to speak with a scruffy Impure I such as she. 

Plucking the wand from her hand, he said, “Really?” 
 

She knew better than to answer. The guard fixed his beady eyes on the stubby wand in his 

hand and said in that same flat voice, “Priori Incantatem.” The tip of the ash rod flared weakly 

before the light was snuffed out. Satisfied with the mundane nature of her spells, the guard 

returned her items and gestured to the narrow chain-link gate behind him. “Go on.” 
 

The streets of Impure I Residence Area Five, known by its inhabitants as the East Ghetto, were 

clear of rubble but littered with people. The din of children crying and people yelling from 

windows to the street made up for the eerie silence of the adjacent Oxford transport corridor. 



The people here made up for the gray skies and dusty buildings with eye-wrenching 

combinations of coloured clothing. Some days the mixture of oranges and yellows and 

aubergines made her want to laugh until she remembered the necessity of warmth over fashion. 

Spaniels ran freely with the shouting children, but cats were seldom seen except in shady alleys 

were the desperately hungry roamed. Of course, without natural predators, rodents scampered 

fearlessly underfoot. Her ground-eating pace slowed to a meander through the crowds, and she 

tried not to breathe too deeply. The salty, musky scent of unwashed bodies attacked her 

anyway. 

 

Suddenly, a hand clamped onto her shoulder, pulling her around. Hermione tensed, uselessly 

clenching her fist, until she recognized the face in front of her. “Oi, Hermione. Didn’t mean to 

scare you,” he said quietly. 

 

“You shouldn’t sneak up on people like that. I could have hurt you.” She found herself being 

dragged along with the tide of residents, and the man followed beside her. 

 

His mouth was uncomfortably close to her ear. “I’ve something you’ll want.” 
 

“How much? I’m not paying as much as last time. Don’t think I don’t know the value of things, 

Seamus Finnegan. You’re becoming a cheat.” 
 

His freckled face crumpled in indignation. “I’m no cheat. I just have to look out for myself. I have 

to start charging in the event of trouble.” He parted his hands and shrugged. “Do you want it or 

not?” 
 

She would not pass up this opportunity. “Yes,” she hissed. 

 

“I slid it under your door,” replied Seamus without looking at her. No one would know they were 

having this conversation. “I want three Galleons for it.” 
 

Hermione whirled, turning on him like a rabid dog. Her finger poked his chest hard. “What the 

hell do you think you’re doing? Since when do you take money? Do you think I suddenly found a 

way into the vaults of Gringott’s and have been robbing it on a daily basis? Fuck you, Seamus 

Finnegan.” Unbidden, her hand came up and struck the side of his head. “You can keep your 

goddamned merchandise.” 
 

Before she could storm away, his hand grabbed her arm tightly. She glared at him, and fury 

etched lines around her eyes. With a repentant stance, he said, “I’m sorry, Hermione. I shouldn’t 
have asked for money. I’ll take whatever you’ll give.” 
 

“Two bottles of red wine. Good French vintage. You’ll have them Thursday.” Without waiting for 

his response, she wrenched her arm out of his viselike grip and stalked away. 

 

She met no one else on her way home. The tiny closet she lived in stood in the highest floor of 



an old Muggle apartment building; it really was an old utility closet, but she had taken the 

cramped space over sharing a more comfortable room with ten people. The stairs were rickety 

and missing in a few places in an ominous resemblance to the stairwells of Hogwarts. She 

climbed, carefully not touching the useless banister that could collapse any day. The 

Bartholomae children were crying again, probably hungry. Their screams were only slightly 

muffled through their door. She stopped at her own door and unlocked it with a small Muggle 

key--safer than the weak locking charm she could otherwise use. Most wizards did not know 

how to pick a lock, and their wands were as useless to perform Alohomora as her own. 

 

The smell of dust and the faint odour of spoiled food somewhere in her closet met her nose as 

she entered, shut and locked the door behind her. She dropped to her knees, searching for her 

newly acquired item. A few feet from the door sat a shrunken package wrapped in butcher’s 

paper. She picked it up, examining the little postage-stamp sized square in her palm for a 

moment before moving to the threadbare stuffed armchair she had gleaned from an abandoned 

apartment down the hall. Her wand dropped to the floor, and good riddance, as she prepared 

herself for a bit of wandless magic. 

 

Wandless magic was far more difficult without the fierce emotion that generally gave it a 

channel through the witch’s or wizard’s body, but a clear and controlled mind allowed precise 

and effective results. Instead of holding the end of a hammer to beat a nail head, she tapped it 

near the head of the hammer--less powerful, yes, but power was unnecessary if she did 

everything without wasted energy. Closing her eyes, she held her free hand over the object and 

thought of ending, stopping, returning. “Finite incantatem.” Her lips and tongue moved over her 

teeth unbidden. The words were generally useless without the wand, but they helped her 

concentration. 

 

A heavy weight suddenly strained on her wrist, and her other hand flew to keep the book from 

falling to the floor. She grinned at her success. She neatly tore open the butcher’s paper--no 

use in wasting perfectly good paper--and she set the wrapping down beside her feet. Her 

fingertips stroked the faded gold leaf letters embossed on the leather cover. Moste Potente 

Potions. She examined the book fondly; she had used an older, more battered, mouldy copy for 

her foray into the world of Polyjuice in second year. True, she had read the entire volume, but 

her own memory, now rusty with disuse and preoccupation, was no longer a match for printed 

words. Besides, it was a book, and if anyone could preserve a book in this place, it was 

Hermione Gra--Browning. The leather was battered and cracked but not peeling or flaking, and 

the binding was intact. She thumbed through it, ensuring no pages were missing or ripped, and 

inhaled with satisfaction. There was a spicy scent to the leaves, not musty. Whoever owned this 

volume knew enough to keep it out of the British damp. 

 

She made a motion to close the book carefully, but an inscription on the endpaper caught her 

attention. Spiky, carefully formed handwriting tickled her memory until she read the note. 

 

This book is property of Severus Snape, Potions Master 

5 October 1996 



 

Her eyes caressed the black ink, soaking it up. She lay the book on her lap, and pushed the 

sleeve of her ragged shirt up. There, the same name it its signature colour. She had just 

enlarged Severus Snape’s personal potions text with wandless magic. 

 

“Ten points from Gryffindor for unlawfully acquiring a professor’s personal property,” she 

murmured to herself, “and one point to Gryffindor for adequate practise of something you should 

have learned three years ago.” Only Snape would have called her near-impossible feats of 

wandless magic accomplished without being detected by the dozens of wards around the ghetto 

“adequate.” And yet that word, coming from him, once would have filled her with pride. 

 

“And what would he say now?” He would take one long, derision-laden look around her closet 

and spit out some remark about finally living according to her personal worth, or a House-based 

comment about how a Slytherin would never submit to such squalor. 

 

With a smirk, she muttered, “Well, Professor, some of us don’t care for the dark and damp of the 

dungeons.” The dungeons of Hogwarts were probably exactly the same as the Order had left it. 

Dumbledore had locked down all unused areas of the school before the Death Eaters swarmed 

the building. The school was still being used to educate Pureblood children; Hogwarts itself had 

sustained very little damage during the War. 

 

Strange, though, how this whole situation had a single name. The War. Voldemort had 

forbidden any other name, not even the Voldemort Conquest, to describe the events of the past 

three years. She heard rumours that the Muggles were calling it the Third World War; the 

wizarding community had less imagination and less backbone. Even in the ghettos, where she 

would have expected some sort of resistance, people only said “the War.” 
 

She sighed and took off her shoes before crawling under the ragged blankets on her frameless 

mattress. The plastic wrapper beside her pillow was depressingly devoid of crackers. At least 

fully clothed she was not cold as well. Snuggling down, she placed Moste Potente Potions next 

to the mattress and stared at the handwriting on the endpaper. As she fell asleep, sibilants 

followed. 

 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

Hermione spent the next day exactly as the one before it. She marched past the British Museum 

with a pang in her academic heart, strode down Oxford Street alone and attracted no attention 

from the Death Eaters entering the Headquarters building. As usual, Georgina was tinkering in 

the kitchens when Hermione opened the door and replaced the trench coat with an apron. 

 



The large woman barely looked up from kneading a lump of pasty bread dough. “There’s a 

formal luncheon for the higher officers today,” she told Hermione. “I need you to bring up 

pickles, beef broth, three bottles of red wine--” 
 

Nodding, Hermione made a list in her head, secretly wearing a smile. She clattered down the 

stairs, lighting her wand and holding it out in front of her. Tracks of footprints, the oldest barely 

visible under the coating of dust and yesterday’s clearly impressed in the dust, crisscrossed the 

rough wooden floor. She followed her own tracks to the wine cellar. The lattice of wooden racks 

were filled with bottles dull with films of dirt. Occasionally the lattice held a gaping hole where 

she had removed bottles, either for the Death Eaters or for her own personal gain. She was the 

only person who ever came down here. 

 

Arms akimbo, she scanned the racks and chose her targets. The three bottles for the Death 

Eaters carefully went to the floor by her feet. Two more came off the shelves and she set them 

aside. With her wand, she managed to shrink her stolen wine small enough to fit into her 

pockets. If anyone knew about all the alcohol she filched around here, people would think she 

was a lush. Satisfied, she gathered up the remaining green glass bottles and marched back up 

the stairs. 

 

The day passed. Without excitement or terror or joy it passed, marked with the sterile ticking of 

the wound clock. The most ordinary of days in a world unordinary. Yet Hermione was glad for 

this uneventful existence. Uneventful meant she was not being tortured for the amusement of 

some party of Purebloods. Some, from her past, would question her complacency--you’re a 

Gryffindor, girl, don’t just sit there and take this--but she was courageous, not a fool. She was 

not going to single-handedly bring down Voldemort and his Death Eater power base when Albus 

Dumbledore and Harry Potter could not sway a prophecy to do so. She was not going to lead 

the sheep in the ghettos. Her crusade for the House Elves was ended forever-- 

 

The entire ghetto had been made to congregate at the large, barren square where two 

thoroughfares had once crossed. Lucius Malfoy, resplendent in his ebony and scarlet uniform 

and masked in the same colours, stood on a hastily erected wooden platform above the crowd. 

His platinum hair gleamed in the glaring sunlight and fanned down his back. An opaque, solid 

box waited at his knee. Hermione strained from the edge of the crowd to peer at the box. 

 

Malfoy pointed his wand at his throat and muttered, “Sonorus.” His toe grazed the side of the 

box before he addressed the ghetto. “Residents, today I bring you a traitor to the Dark Lord. He 

will be punished for his insolence, as an example to all his kind and to all of you.” Malfoy opened 

the top of the box with a swish of his wand and stuck his hand in. With a violence Hermione did 

not expect, Malfoy’s hand whipped up. He held what at first glance appeared to be a small child; 

Hermione looked closer and realized in horror who Malfoy was suspending by the neck. 

 

Dobby tried feebly to squirm, but he had the defeated, strained look of someone subjected to 

numerous bouts of Cruciatus. Through torture, his powerful elf magic had failed him. Malfoy 

held Dobby up to the crowd and continued his tirade. “This thing dared to challenge the 



superiority of wizards by gaining his freedom. It used his lowly powers to subvert the Dark 

Lord’s rule. And now,” he said with a feral grin, “it will be punished. Crucio.” 
 

The little house elf’s body convulsed and seized, but no cry issued from Dobby’s lips. He had 

been broken, and it took Lucius Malfoy several minutes before coming to terms with Dobby’s 

lack of screams. Irritated, Malfoy dropped Dobby to the platform and pointed his wand. “Avada 

Kedavra.” 
 

The ghetto was silent.  

 

--Hermione had later learned house elves had been executed in every ghetto in London; in fear 

the rest of the elves had vanished from the face of Britain. They did not want to be found, and 

no doubt never would be. 

 

As she hung her apron up and slipped on her trench coat, Hermione ran a hand through her 

shorn hair and heaved a sigh. If only she could vanish from the face of Britain. Anti-Apparition 

wards covered the entire island, and she would have to travel to Cornwall to even attempt to 

sneak onto a Muggle transport vessel going to unoccupied North America. But that would not 

help her; all North American governments were refusing entry to European refugees, wizarding 

or Muggle, in an attempt to slow Voldemort’s rule. So she was stuck here in London until she 

thought of a viable escape route. 

 

She waved to Georgina. “I’ll see you tomorrow,” she called. 

 

“Good night, Hermione.” 
 

The sun was not quite as low as it had been when she left Headquarters yesterday. Long 

shadows reached their fingers toward her as she crossed the transport corridor. Some dogs 

barked in the distance, but otherwise all she heard were her own footsteps. She walked 

steadily, her feet soft on the debris. A scrape of leather on stone out of step with her own 

suddenly caught her attention. Someone was following her. 

 

She did not look behind her, lest whomever was behind her decided to catch up. Just keep 

walking, Hermione. Her feet sped up unconsciously, hoping to arrive at the Residence Area Five 

gate before anything happened. A blur caught her left eye. How many are following me? Her 

feet began to pound the pavement to the rhythm of her heartbeat, and she found herself running 

into a small alley. What the hell are you doing, Hermione? Get the hell out of here! She 

continued down the alley, hoping it would open up to another adjacent street. The sun no longer 

touched this place, and the darkness was whole. 

 

She turned again and found herself not on another street, but in the foyer of some random 

building. Stairs ran up to a roofless second floor, but she could see no other doors. This was it; 

she would have to make a stand. Adrenaline rushed through her arteries. Her hands were 

shaking as she spun to face the door. A tall figure was stalking around the corner towards her, 



and Hermione fumbled with her own concentration. Without concentration she would not be able 

to practise her wandless magic. 

 

Raising her hands in a defensive posture, she caught a glimpse of platinum hair and red lapels 

before she heard him say, “Stupefy.” 
 

-------------------- 
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The room slowly started to come into focus as Hermione managed to lift her eyelids just a 

touch; at least, she thought it was in focus. Shadows pressed against her, and she could not 

identify her immediate surroundings. Possibly, she was lying on the floor of a room. She tried to 

move her arms and legs only to find them rigid and unresponsive. Petrificus Totalus? she 

mused as her brain tried to override the sense of panic rising in her throat. A whimper escaped 

from her lips and she shook her head. Her cheeks scraped against what felt like sand or small 

gravel against a smooth surface. 

 

Okay, I can move my head and I can probably speak--or scream. I guess I could bite someone, 

if he’s close enough.... Thoughts swirled around her mind, assessing her situation with barely 

acquired calm. In the silence of the room, her heart sounded unnaturally loud in her ears, but 

she realized the beats were beginning to slow. I’m not in any pain--wait, didn’t Malfoy cast 

Stupefy? 

 

Before her brain could puzzle that question to a satisfactory conclusion, the scraping of shoes 

on the floor and what sounded like rustling cloth assaulted her sensitive ears. A darker shadow 

filled her field of vision, but the lack of light made her sight useless. Inhaling softly, she could 

smell human sweat and dust, mothballs and salt. Quiet, shallow breathing filled the silence. A 

cold, dry hand bumped against her neck; Hermione let out a surprised shriek and suddenly the 

hand clamped over her mouth. 

 



A raspy voice hissed at her, “Be quiet.” She struggled under his hand but made no sound. “If 
you are quiet I will release you.” 
 

She nodded beneath him. After a moment, the unfamiliar hand disappeared, but she was still 

stuck to the ground. “You said you would release me.” 
 

“If you were quiet,” the voice coughed out. The hoarseness of the words suggested to Hermione 

that whoever this was, he had not spoken for a very long time. “Why was he chasing you, girl?” 
 

Hermione said nothing. Perhaps this was a test to follow his instructions; the longer she was 

quiet, the sooner he might let her go. The absolute darkness in this room was that of night--she 

would have to stay here until tomorrow morning lest she be caught by the curfew patrols. Lying 

here on the floor until sunrise was a more pleasant thought than being subjected to a few 

rounds of Cruciatus. Besides, while she had no idea where she was or who this man was, he 

was obviously not Lucius Malfoy. 

 

The silence continued for at least a minute. Finally, the voice managed to wrestle “Answer me” 
from his lips, followed by another bout of dry hacking. 

 

“That was Lucius Malfoy,” she told her captor. It felt strange to speak to the ceiling--the man-

shadow had disappeared from her limited sight. “I think he wanted to teach me a lesson in 

humility and obedience.” 
 

“You did not defend yourself,” replied the voice, almost a question. 

 

“I tried,” Hermione argued hotly. 

 

“You did not even take out your wand.” 
 

Hermione snorted. “My wand is a useless slab of wood. They shouldn’t have bothered to cut the 

branch from the tree.” The voice did not respond, as if knowing her answer was not complete. “If 
you must know, I was attempting to use wandless magic.” 
 

A croak came from the stranger, quiet at first before gaining strength. He was laughing at her! 

Indignant, she was about to make a cutting reply when his rusty laughter broke into a fit of 

coughs. “You don’t sound well.” 
 

“I am not well,” he said when his lungs stopped rebelling. “Your ‘wandless magic’ as you so 

deem it was pitiful. You did not even raise a defensive shield.” 
 

Hermione fell silent, angry at the assumptions this man was making, and instead of responding 

tried to make a list of what she knew. This is not Lucius Malfoy, but he is a man. He is in poor 

health. He has not spoken for a long time. He knows something about wandless magic, or else 

he is in possession of an actual wand, which would explain the spell he’s cast on me and the 



apparent absence of Malfoy. “Wait--what happened to Malfoy?” 
 

The voice did not answer immediately, but when he did, he said, “He returned to Headquarters 

under the impression that he had an urgent meeting to attend.” 
 

“You’re a Wraith, aren’t you.” Hermione bulldozed on without his reply. “You live outside the 

ghettos, and you can perform actual magic--I’ll bet you still have your own wand. Were you 

following me the other day? And today? What do you want with me? Who--” 
 

“I said be quiet!” the voice spat in her ear. The hand returned to press against her neck. “I 
should have left you to that creature.” The fingers applied pressure to her flesh; her pulse 

pounded against the unfamiliar skin. “I don’t know why I bothered with you.” The hand 

convulsed once, painfully compressing her throat, before the Wraith let go and returned to his 

mysterious corner. 

 

Taking several gasps of air, Hermione waited for the voice to speak again. The skin where his 

hand had been trembled. In the absence of his words, she said, “Thank you.” 
 

An air of surprise and bafflement seemed to assail her senses. The Wraith had moved closer to 

her. “What?” 
 

“I said ‘thank you.’ You know, for saving me from Malfoy and keeping me hidden from the 

curfew guards.” Her grandmother had always said wise, grandmotherly things about catching 

flies with honey and walking softly with sticks. There was the honey, now came the stick. “Are 

you hungry?” 
 

“What did you say?” 
 

She expelled an exasperated sigh. “Are you deaf as well as ornery? I asked if you were hungry.” 
 

A moment’s deliberation from the corner crawled by before he replied. “Yes.” 
 

“I have some bread in my pocket. I’ll share it with you if you let me up. The floor’s awfully cold, 

and there’s sand in my knickers. I’ve got some wine, too, if you’re interested.” Hopefully the 

events passed in the hole of her memory had not included the breaking of her wine bottles. Her 

coat would need cleaning, otherwise. 

 

A floorboard creaked next to her ear. “They call us ‘the resistant element.’” 
 

“What?” 
 

“Gods, pay attention, girl. Are you slow? The official name for Wraith is ‘the resistant element.’ I 
was following you. Not many people walk here, and I wanted to know where you were going.” 
He paused; his breathing was alarmingly shallow and quick. Bronchitis, maybe? thought 



Hermione. “How much bread?” 
 

Hermione tried to process the random leaps in the conversation and gave him a brief answer. 

So he was the Wraith I saw yesterday. The floorboards kept creaking incrementally, as if the 

Wraith was shifting from foot to foot. More rustling clothing, and a whisper found her ears. 

“Finite Incantatem.” 
 

The steely bonds holding her to the floor lifted and took the unfamiliar, uncomfortable pressure 

on her body with them. She flexed her joints slowly, trying to avoid the mundane agony of pins 

and needles in her stiff limbs. Satisfied her circulation was acceptable, Hermione pulled herself 

into a seated position. In the obscurity of the room, her now-adjusted eyes could make out some 

of her surroundings. Two windows, one covered with some sort of drapery, were outlined with 

faint starlight but did not admit any white moonlight. A figure stood several feet in front of her. 

His features were impossible to determine, but she did notice he was rather tall. 

 

“Well?” he said. 

 

“Well what?” replied Hermione testily. This man may have saved her life from Malfoy, but his 

mental processes certainly were aggravating. 

 

“The bread, you insufferable girl.” 
 

Even sitting down, Hermione managed to put her hands on her hips in a very put upon manner. 

“What ever happened to manners?” she murmured, thinking he would not hear her, but his ears 

were obviously very good. 

 

“Manners? You promised me bread, girl. It would be bad manners to forget.” A menacing tone 

winnowed into his voice. She did not understand why, but this Wraith’s voice brought fear to the 

pit of her stomach. 

 

“I won’t forget. But it would be easier to find if I had some light,” she told him, unable to make 

her voice as strong and commanding as it had been for their past conversation. This faceless 

man, this unstable man capable of sending off Lucius Malfoy staring at her in the darkness, was 

frightening. 

 

“Lumos.” The tip of the Wraith’s wand flared brightly, the way a wand was meant to, and 

Hermione’s eyelids slammed shut to protect her retinas. She covered her eyes with her hands 

to block out most of the new light then gradually let her lids flutter open. Through the cracks in 

her fingers, she could make out the rest of the room; the wooden floor was bare, the walls were 

showing stress cracks from either age or bombardment, and the one door was closed. Blinking 

rapidly to adjust her vision, Hermione dug through her pockets and pulled out a few slices of 

almost-stale bread Georgina had anxiously pressed on her before Hermione had left work. She 

held out the bread triumphantly and looked straight at the Wraith. 

 



He was gaunt, hollow from malnutrition, and his dark, voluminous robes could not hide his 

skeletal frame. His hand clutched a real wand. Squinting in the light, Hermione focused on his 

face. 

 

The bread fell from her hands, landing on the rough floorboards and accumulating dirt on the 

unfortunate white surfaces.  

 

“Professor Snape?” 
 

--------------------------------- 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

 

by Meggory 

 

Like a skittish raven, the man in front of her took several quick steps backward and peered 

sidelong at Hermione, who still sat on the cold floor. His lips moved silently as he stared at her 

through a curtain of long black hair. Maybe this isn’t Snape. The thought came unbidden, but 

she quickly squashed it. No one could possibly imitate him. Finally, he eased himself onto his 

haunches and directed a hard glare at her. She fought the schoolgirl urge to lower her unraised 

hand. 

 

“I haven’t heard that name--” he began, whispering, then his voice grew sharp. “How do you 

know that name?” he demanded. With yellow teeth bared, Snape missed only the raised 

hackles of a cornered dog. 

 

“Professor Snape, it’s me,” she told him. A note of puzzlement tinted her words; how could he 

not remember a girl he taught daily for seven years? “It’s me, Hermione Granger.” 
 



Strangely, Snape snorted contemptuously but shook his head almost sadly. “I killed Hermione 

Granger. A long time ago, I killed her.” 
 

Hermione pushed herself up onto her knees, and Snape flinched at her sudden movement. She 

plucked the fallen bread from the floor and brushed off the dirtied side. “You did not kill me, 

Professor. It really is me, in the flesh.” She held out the bread like a peace offering to a rabid 

dog about to pounce or a coiled cobra ready to strike. “Please, don’t you know who I am?” 
 

Slowly, Snape inched towards her. His hand came up to take the bread; his fingers brushed the 

chunky crust, hesitated, then moved up to gingerly feel the soft, straight bristles of her hair. 

“Bushy hair,” he murmured. 

 

The fingers disturbing her hair tickled, and Hermione stifled a giggle. Snape wrenched his arm 

away as if burned. “Here, Professor Snape, please eat this.” She waved the slice of bread in his 

direction. Hesitantly, he snatched the food from her and held it away from his body with two 

fingers. He glared at her, as if looking for deception, and she faced him without qualm. 

 

His eyes were dark and tight. “Legilimens.” 
 

All she could see were the depths of his black eyes, but her mind’s eye watched as he entered 

and began rifling through her memories. Despite the intrusion, she could sense a certain 

reluctance, a bit of cautiousness, in the way he wandered the paths of her mind. His presence 

was strong, though, and skilled, as he tramped up and down the corridors within her; he rapped 

on doors and checked windows and wound down stairwells. She did not fight him; instead, to 

prove her honesty and good will, she offered certain memories to him. She let the doors open 

for him, pulled back the curtains to let him see inside. 

 

He stood over her, cruelly making a remark about the size of her magically enlarged teeth in 

front of her schoolmates. 

 

He took points from Gryffindor because she helped Neville Longbottom in Potions class. 

 

The first year Hermione Granger set his robes on fire in the Quidditch stands. 

 

At the final grading of her seventh year Potions project, he said, “Were you anyone else, I could 

make you the finest Potions Mistress in Europe.” 
 

They passed on the battlefield, locking eyes and nodding to each other before vanishing into the 

carnage at Diagon Alley. 

 

Suddenly, he fled from her mind, leaving an eerie sort of vacuum that left her reeling. He caught 

her arm in a strong, wiry grasp before she toppled back to the floor. “I am sorry, but I had to 

know for certain. I truly thought you were dead, Miss Granger.” 
 



“What did you mean by that, Professor?” she blurted. 

 

He blinked several times, processing the question, then answered, “Surely you of all people 

know what I meant.” 
 

“I’m a Mudblood,” she said bitterly. The years of prejudice and months of segregation finally 

seemed to culminate for her; it did not matter if megalomaniacs thought she was a second class 

citizen, but this was a man who had shared his knowledge with her, taught her some secrets of 

his own learning. He thought she was beneath him. His name was branded on her skin, and he 

hated her for her dentist parents and unintentional ignorance and her years at school where she 

drew pictures on construction paper and learned maths. Tears welled in her eyes. 

 

A knuckle brought her chin up forcefully. She thought she heard a vertebrae pop. “I will have 

none of your nonsense, Miss Granger. Cease your caterwauling.” The lines around his mouth 

softened. “I do not hate Muggleborns, nor do I despise Muggles. But I associated with those 

who did. Voldemort would not have allowed me to take anyone but Draco Malfoy as an 

apprentice, and that boy was too stupid to stand his cauldron up properly.” 
 

“Is too stupid,” Hermione corrected as she fished her only handkerchief from her coat pocket. 

“Draco survived Diagon Alley, but even Riddle had to admit he fucked up. Banished him to go 

rule Lithuania or somewhere around there.” 
 

“Language, Miss Granger.” Snape’s voice had regained some of its former glory with all the 

talking, but she was not going to allow him to dominate her. 

 

“I am not your student any longer,” Hermione told him firmly, glaring at him defiantly over her 

handkerchief. “You will call me Hermione. Besides, my last name is Browning now. Hermione 

Granger is dead.” 
 

For a moment he considered her carefully, then ripped a piece of the crust from the bread and 

popped it into his mouth. “Browning? How--disappointing.” 
 

“I can hardly lay claim to the great names of the Wizarding world. Things would go terribly amiss 

were I to announce myself as Hermione Black, or Hermione Weasley, or--God forbid--Hermione 

Dumbledore,” she said with a little laugh. Snape said nothing, but she could have sworn she 

saw the edge of his lips move in a northerly direction. “The key to existing as an Impure I is 

anonymity.” 
 

“If that is so, why was Lucius Malfoy chasing you?” He continued to nibble at the bread in the 

manner of a bored, overgrown raven. 

 

“I answered a simple question truthfully.” Watching him methodically put tiny bits of bread 

between his lips in a display of self-control was fascinating and disturbing; she felt as if she 

were watching feeding time at a particularly cruel zoo. When he polished off the slice from the 



floor, she pulled another out of her pocket and gave it to him without comment. “Although 

maybe he didn’t like the way I made his tea yesterday. How did you get rid of Malfoy?” 
 

“So Miss Granger is no longer the know-it-all,” Snape said with a smirk. Her hand shot out in a 

weak attempt to retake the bread, and he received the message with a roll of his eyes. “I am a 

highly skilled Occlumens, Miss Granger. For all his money and power, Malfoy is barely 

adequate to meet Voldemort’s requirements--it was fairly simple to cast a small Obliviate and 

create the urgent need to return to his office for a long nap.” 
 

“I’ll bet he’s grateful for the rest; his job of sitting around ordering lackeys to bring him lunch is 

probably very stressful.” There--that had to be a Snape smile. The lips twitched. “And it’s 

Hermione. How long have you been living as a Wraith?” 
 

“This regression to your childhood status as the incessant questioner is very irritating,” he told 

her bluntly. 

 

“Well, I beg your pardon, but I thought you were dead too. After Diagon Alley--there wasn’t 
much opportunity to search for you, or anyone, for that matter.” A cramp was forming in her calf; 

she stood awkwardly, shaking the limb to regain circulation, and made her way to one of the 

windows. The frame no longer had glass, probably from bombs dropping nearby, but Hermione 

did not dare put her hands down lest she unwittingly slice them open. The windows opened up 

to the alley where Malfoy had cornered her. This late at night, the streets were eerily silent for 

such a large, formerly populous city. She could smell ash and concrete dust. 

 

“Since Diagon Alley,” Snape said from behind her. She turned to find him still hunkered on the 

floor, watching her with sharp, troubled eyes. “Over a year. Never in one place for too long. The 

Death Eaters send out patrols to catch us. Though, it’s easier now the Russian Muggles have 

stopped dropping bombs.” 
 

“The Prime Minister surrendered,” Hermione told him quietly. “He came over the wireless and 

announced that Parliament had dissolved and Britain was officially under the sole control of 

Lord Voldemort. He actually asked the Russians to stop the bombers. He sounded like a little 

boy, scared and wanting his mother to come say everything for him.” 
 

Snape looked thoughtful and stormy at the same time. “So Dolohov got his wish.” 
 

“He collaborated with dissidents in the Russian Muggle government, overthrew the legitimate 

ruling body, announced Russia was a land of Voldemort and proceeded to give Wizards 

superior citizenship over Muggles. As I hear it, he’s thinking of reclaiming the title of ‘czar,’” 
Hermione revealed wryly. “So yes, he got his wish. Was he always so megalomaniacal?” 
 

“Never where Voldemort could hear him. The Dark Lord does not like competition.” He glanced 

down at the empty fingers where bread had been. A conflict seemed to war across his face, a 

showdown between pride and starvation. Hermione’s mouth almost dropped open from shock 



when starvation beat out Severus Snape’s prickly pride. “Do you have any more bread?” he 

asked politely. His eyes did not quite meet hers. 

 

Shaking her head slightly, she replied, “No, but I can get more for you tomorrow.” From the 

window, she could not see the moon, but her brain registered a faint increase of light in the 

eastern sky. “Er, Professor Snape, do you have the time? I have to be at work at seven.” 
 

Pulling out his wand from his sleeve, he murmured, “Horam Narrate.” A small, luminescent clock 

face swirled from the tip of his wand and clearly showed a pair of hands pointing to the six and 

the twelve. “You have an hour. I will--escort you as best I can. I would rather Lucius Malfoy not 

ambush you on your way to cook him breakfast.” 
 

A sigh escaped his lips as if dragged by plodding horses. “And I am no longer your professor. 

You may address me as Severus, Mi--Hermione.” Hair swung around his jaw as he shook his 

head with resignation and unfolded himself from the floor. “Browning.” 
 

------------------------------ 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

Snape--Severus--was silent as he escorted Hermione down the long flight of stairs to the door in 

which she had last heard Malfoy’s curse before waking up in the dark to find herself ignorantly 

having a conversation with her presumably dead Potions professor. Who was alive and well, 

thank you very much, despite a deepening malnutrition and an unexpected emotional transition. 

Who had admitted he would have taken her as an apprentice barring this whole Voldemort 

thing. Who had revealed his school façade was nothing more than that. Her mind whirled so 

quickly at this new perspective, this new development in her sad state of affairs, that she did not 

register that Sna--Severus was speaking. 



 

“I’m sorry, could you repeat that?” she interrupted, feeling ashamed at the spark of irritation in 

his eyes at her rudeness. 

 

“I told you to be careful around Malfoy, but it appears you have that so well in hand you do not 

require my assistance,” he retorted coldly. Perhaps a slight emotional transition. 

 

“I’m sorry. I was thinking.” 
 

“I would be concerned the day you cease thinking, Mis--Hermione.” Snape stumbled over her 

name. It was reassuring to know he was having as much trouble with it as she was with his 

given name. “Do not ignore my warning. While I am a more powerful Occlumens than Malfoy 

could ever hope to be, it is possible someone questioned him about his brief disappearance and 

reappearance at Headquarters. With a grain of doubt in his mind, he could begin to realize his 

memories have been altered.” 
 

“Thank you,” Hermione replied. “I may be able to see you again sometime this week, as long as 

no one comes to the kitchen just before I leave.” 
 

“Very well.” He nodded his head to her, brushed a greasy lock of hair out of his eyes, and stood 

in the doorway watching her. “I will ensure you leave this place safely.” 
 

For the first time in over a year, someone wanted to protect her from the world; a gratefully 

surprised lump filled her throat and she could not speak. Instead, she returned his nod and 

walked down the alley toward the Oxford transport corridor. As she crunched the broken pieces 

of plaster and concrete under her boots, she tried her best not to glance behind her every few 

steps to ensure Sn-Severus was still there. The early sunlight was weak and colourful, waking 

the pigeons from their nests. The noisy birds, once the scourge of London, sat warily on the 

tops of the buildings as she passed. They knew very well that hungry humans had become their 

greatest predators. She caught a flash of black in one of the windows in her peripheral vision 

and suppressed a smile. 

 

As she approached the gate to Headquarters, the feeling she was being watched fell away. S-

Severus must have held back now she was so close to other humans. The guard stepped out of 

the booth and hid a yawn behind his gloved hand. “Card and wand,” he said shortly when she 

tried to smile sympathetically at him. With a statuesque face, Hermione did as she was asked, 

accepted her property back, and headed into the den of serpents. 

 

She was so early this morning that even Georgina, the perpetually early riser, was not yet 

bustling around the ovens. Hermione pulled off her coat and traded it for an apron, then set 

about lighting the ovens with her stubby little wand. Slowly, the kitchen began to warm up. As 

Hermione was pulling out a large metal tin filled with flour, the wide woman burst in the door. 

“Hermione! I didn’t expect to find you here before me,” Georgina said with a grin. “Early night, 

early morning?” 



 

“Late night that turned into morning,” replied Hermione with a laugh. 

 

A wicked gleam entered Georgina’s kindly brown eyes. “And what were you doing out late, my 

dear? Were you in the company of a lad whose name you had better tell me?” 
 

“Not a boy, Georgina.” Severus Snape was certainly no boy. “Just a--an old friend.” 
 

“Oh, well, that’s good.” The cook fished out a rolled up package from inside her coat and placed 

it on the corner of the table. “I’ve brought you the newspaper.” 
 

Hermione wiped a finger alongside her nose, leaving a trail of white flour. “Really? Oh, thanks!” 
Without cleaning her hands, she picked up the cheap parchment and unfolded it. 

 

“Read, dear. My eyes aren’t as good as they used to be.” Georgina donned her huge apron and 

took up the baking where Hermione left off. 

 

Ever since Voldemort had shut down the Daily Prophet for characteristically embellishing the 

news as he reported to them, the only newspaper in circulation in London was the Malfoy-

sanctioned London Wizarding News. It was purely propaganda, of course, but at least it did 

keep her appraised of the political situation. As she read the first page column to herself, she 

could not help herself from blurting, “That stupid cunt!” 
 

“Language, Hermione!” Georgina reprimanded, then smirked. “Who’s a stupid cunt?” 
 

“Rita Skeeter. If you ever get the chance to hold something over her for your own personal gain, 

you should know she’s an unregistered Animagus. A dung beetle, appropriately, as she does 

nothing but consume and regurgitate shite.” 
 

“Read. I want to know what’s going on.” 
 

Clearing her throat, Hermione began, “Due to the amazing and glorified efforts of the hero of the 

Battle of Diagon Alley, Draco Malfoy, Regent of Lithuania, has widened Lord Voldemort’s 

secured territory. The Wizarding governments of Estonia and Latvia have surrendered and 

promised to ensure their Muggle counterparts do the same as quickly as possible. Both Poland 

and Belarus are expected to do the same by the end of the week as the Russians continue their 

Muggle-style aerial attacks in “aeroplanes” from Kaliningrad. Regent Antonin Dolohov, ruler of 

Russia, has reported positive gains on the western border of his country and assures the 

Wizarding world that the giants will be crushed between the forces of Britain and Russia.” 
 

“Those bombings are dreadful,” Georgina muttered, and Hermione laughed. “What do you think 

is funny about buildings exploding in the middle of the night?” 
 

“Nothing. I’m laughing at Dolohov and Skeeter. She’s very effectively told us that the giants are 



still eluding Voldemort’s forces. I doubt if they’ll ever be found.” She caught Georgina’s skeptical 

look and explained, “It’s what they don’t say. Skeeter writes “will be crushed.” That means the 

Russian forces haven’t yet engaged the giants.” 
 

A loud step behind the closed door leading upstairs caught Hermione’s ear. In a whirlwind of 

trying not to panic, she hid the newspaper in a bowl under the table and positioned herself in 

front of the oven to make herself look busy. The door swung open and from the corner of her 

eye Hermione saw a Death Eater standing on the threshold. She very nearly swore. Officious 

and fussy, Percy Weasley was glancing around the room as if making a spot inspection. The 

blood red lapels of his uniform clashed with the natural orange tint of his hair. He finally decided 

Georgina was in charge and marched up to her. Hermione very nearly expected him to demand 

a salute from an inferior. 

 

He wiped a finger along the edge of the table and examined his glove. “Regent Malfoy would 

like his breakfast served to him in ten minutes. Tea and rolls with jam and butter. She is to bring 

it.” 
 

Hermione turned reluctantly, keeping her head down. Percy Weasley was the one Death Eater 

in the entire building who actually stood a chance of identifying her. His long, hard tumble into 

darkness had been very public; he had betrayed the confidences of Cornelius Fudge to a group 

with far more power--the Death Eaters. For a year he shuttled classified information to 

Voldemort’s forces, revealing Auror positions and troop movements until the Battle of 

Hogsmeade. On that day he took his place in Voldemort’s army and broke his mother’s heart, 

and had worked as a high-level assistant for Lucius Malfoy ever since as a reward for his 

actions.  

 

She took a quick glance at him through her lashes. Something struck her as odd--he wasn’t 
wearing his glasses! Percy had severe myopia and needed his lenses to see any sort of detail 

and to read anything. No doubt he’d stopped wearing the glasses to prove his own reluctant 

anti-Muggle tendencies to his Death Eater peers; there was no possibility of him stooping to 

wear Muggle contact lenses. 

 

He pointed his floured finger at her. “You are to bring the Regent’s breakfast. And take off that 

ridiculous apron when you do. If you are a second late, you will be punished.” 
 

“Yes, sir,” she said softly, trying to make her voice higher pitched than usual. 

 

He nodded imperiously, turned on his heel and marched back out of the room. “Bloody git,” she 

muttered. 

 

“Hear, hear,” replied Georgina quietly. Shaking her head to clear the traitorous Percy Weasley 

from her thoughts, Hermione rummaged around to find the silver breakfast tray. Georgina 

passed her the rolls from yesterday with a crock of marmalade. Hermione retrieved the white 

glazed teapot and the tin of English Breakfast tea. She quickly made the tea, and debated 



whether or not she should spit in it. Reluctantly, she decided against it. Once the breakfast 

things were loaded on the tray, Hermione took off her apron and picked up her burden. 

Georgina gave her a significant look. “For the love of Merlin, be careful.” 
 

“I’ll try.” 
 

The stairs leading to the upper levels of the London Headquarters were clean and polished, 

unmarked from the day’s trampling of boots. A large contingent of servants worked harder than 

house elves to make the building ready before the Death Eaters reported for duty at eight 

o’clock. She passed two young ladies of her own age as they hurried down to their own 

servant’s exit on the first floor. They nodded to her wordlessly, gave her a sympathetic look for 

the tray in her hands, and vanished down the stairwell. Malfoy’s office was on the fifth floor; not 

the top floor, as one would expect for a man so concerned with social status, but in the middle 

of the building as protection from--well, anything. Waylaid Russian bombs, she supposed. 

 

She passed no one else on the stairs before she reached the door to the fifth floor. Opening the 

door required her to turn the knob all the way around. She set the tray on the floor, pushed open 

the thin barrier between her and the second most powerful, second most evil man in Britain, 

then took up the breakfast again. Breathing deeply to calm herself, Hermione steeled her back 

and walked a bit woodenly onto the fifth floor. 

 

The fifth floor was prim and clean, admirable in its simple but elegant design. The faint smell of 

beeswax floor polish tickled her nose, and there was not a hint of dust in the air. Sunlight poured 

into the hall from evenly spaced windows, illuminating the bright white paint on the walls. 

Nothing adorned the walls; nothing indicated that this level of the building was home to anyone 

more important than a mid-ranking officer. A closed door at the end of the corridor, made of 

some dark polished wood, awaited her. As she approached, she could make out the winking 

letters engraved on a silver plaque stuck to the door: Lucius Malfoy Lord Regent of London. 

 

Balancing her tray on one hand, she raised the other and knocked firmly on the door. A sharp 

voice from within called, “Enter.” 
 

The door was not latched; she pushed it open before even touching the silver doorknob and 

stepped warily inside. Malfoy was sitting behind his expansive mahogany desk, signing proper 

scrolls of parchment with an eagle quill and stamping them with his seal in platinum coloured 

wax. He did not glance from his work when she crossed the room and waited for his instruction. 

She would be damned before putting something on Malfoy’s desk without his permission. A few 

long, sweaty moments passed before Malfoy finally said, “Just put it there.” He did not look up. 

 

Hermione set the tray down gingerly, ensuring the teapot did not rattle. As she drew her hands 

away, his gloved hands shot out and grabbed her wrists in a hard, hurtful grip. His eyes came 

up to meet hers; instinctively she raked her eyes away to protect her mind. With one fluid 

motion, Malfoy pulled her around the edge of the desk and held her barely a foot away from 

him. Seated, he matched her height. “You truly have spirit, don’t you?” he hissed, inching his 



face closer to her ear. He smelled of expensive cologne and freshly pressed wool and death. 

His left hand held her more tightly as he removed his right hand and trailed it up her arm. 

 

The leather of his glove was warm and impersonal as he tickled the base of her throat. “I was 

going to follow you home yesterday and make you show me that spirit.” Suddenly his fingers 

wrapped around her throat and began to squeeze. “But I didn’t get that chance. So I will do it 

now.” 
 

Air was becoming as foreign to her lungs as water; Hermione made whistling, gasping sounds 

as his hands flexed more tightly around her windpipe. She pulled hard away from him but his 

other hand had a steel grip. Panic rose in her, making thought and fight difficult. 

 

“Lucius, must you continue to manhandle the servants? It’s getting harder and harder to find 

good help these days.” The voice of her saviour echoed in the large office and suddenly air was 

rushing into her lungs. Hermione coughed at the glut of oxygen and stumbled away from Malfoy 

as quickly as her jellied legs could take her. In the doorway stood Rodolphus Lestrange, looking 

slightly amused at Malfoy’s “antics.” At least he didn’t let Malfoy kill me. 

 

“Rodolphus, we were simply having a spot of fun. Weren’t we, dear?” Malfoy gazed at her with a 

sweet smile and murder in his eyes. 

 

“Leave us, girl,” Rodolphus told Hermione curtly. She did not need an invitation; she slipped 

past the Death Eater in the door and broke into a dead run. 

 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

The clock announced the end of the day to Hermione’s eternal gratitude. She had existed for 

the rest of the day like a zombie, mechanically doing her job and answering Georgina with one 

word answers. Every so often she would finger her throat and wince at the pain. She would 

have dark bruises tomorrow morning. As she put on her trench coat, she crossed the kitchen 

and stopped at the bread pantry. The pile of sliced bread and whole rolls from a few days ago 

was small, but she shoved it in the pocket not holding the newspaper. Georgina was watching 

her curiously but said nothing until Hermione was halfway out the door. “Good night.” 
 

“Bye, Georgina,” said Hermione softly. 

 

The transport corridor was silent as usual as Hermione walked toward the ghetto. Once out of 

sight of the guard house, she moved to the side of the street and hurried her steps. Severus’ 
building finally appeared and she turned into the darkening alley. She did not have to go far into 

the narrow space between the tall brick buildings before the Potions Master appeared. She did 



not have time to say “hello” before he strode up to her and took her chin into his hand. 

 

“What the hell is this?” he demanded. For the first time in all the years she knew him, Hermione 

realized that this tone of his had nothing to do with her; his anger was directed elsewhere. “Who 

did this?” 
 

“Malfoy decided to break my spirit over breakfast,” Hermione spat. Severus’ eyes smoldered 

with fury. “Here.” She pulled her head out of his grip and produced the cache of bread from her 

coat. 

 

Severus’ face flickered minutely. Hermione thought it may have been the same kind of lifesaving 

gratitude and relief she had felt this morning for Rodolphus Lestrange. “Come inside.” 
 

Hermione shook her head. “I can’t. If I keep staying out during curfew, people will get 

suspicious. I have neighbours and friends in the ghetto. They’ll notice if I don’t come home.” 
 

He shrugged slightly and pocketed the bread. She sighed and asked quietly, “Severus, if I leave 

London, will you come with me?” 
 

-------------------------------------- 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

Severus blinked several times before shaking his head as if ridding himself of dust. “And how do 

you plan to leave this place? As far as I am aware, the entire city is blanketed with anti-

Apparition wards.” 
 

“It is,” Hermione agreed. “There is one main thoroughfare in and out of what is now considered 

London; it’s a checkpoint built right by the last Tube stop on the northern line--well, the only line-

-called High Barnet.” 



 

“And where will you go, Hermione?” he said quietly. “What place is safe?” 
 

Hermione refused to let her shoulders slump. “No place is safe, Severus. I’m not looking for 

safe. I’m looking for somewhere else. I need a real wand; I may hunt down Ollivander.” 
 

To her surprise, Severus snorted. “Ollivander is a pawn and has been since 382 B.C. If you get 

us both out of here with a viable plan, I’ll take you to Gregorovich and knock on his door myself.” 
 

Hermione’s eyes dropped to the ground; in her excitement and relief to finally reunite with 

someone she could trust, she had forgotten how he had traded freedom from the ghetto for 

ignorance. “I’m sorry, Severus, but Gregorovich is dead. He’s been dead for months.” She 

glanced up to watch his expression and was alarmed to find a rather Dumbledorian sparkle in 

his black eyes. 

 

“I would never say Gregorovich was dead until I had the body and cast a Killing Curse on it just 

to be sure. That man has faked his own death at least three times in my recollection. He’s really 

quite good at it. Get us out of London, Hermione, and you shall have your wand.” 
 

Hermione opened her mouth to continue arguing her point when her brain finally told her what 

he had actually said. Her jaw snapped closed and her lips twisted into a smile. “So you’ll come 

with me?” 
 

“Only if you cease to ask me questions to which you already know the answer.” He was already 

walking back into his building as he tossed back his comment. 

 

“Wait for me here tomorrow,” she called, then winced. Her voice echoed off the bare walls of the 

empty architectural boxes lining the street. Severus made no motion of hearing her; she glanced 

up at the position of the sun and started to run to the ghetto checkpoint. 

 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

The crowds pressing up against her seemed more obstructive today, or perhaps she was simply 

being more pushy. Hermione dodged and ducked her way around families and wandering 

wizards, occasionally apologizing and occasionally cursing under her breath as the oblivious 

blocked her path. She inched her way through the throng halfway down the ghetto street until 

finally she escaped the clutches of the mob. A shabbily painted door in one of the desperate 

alleys waited for her. She knocked loudly and waited, leaning against the doorjamb in a way she 

could only hope was nonchalant. Several moments and a wary looking man carrying an 

unfortunate cat passed before the door opened a crack. 



 

A shaky voice asked, “Yes?” 
 

She pulled herself upright and into the view of the crack. “It’s me, Mr. Librum. Please let me in.” 
 

“Oh.” The figure silhouetted in the door pulled back and widened the gap between the door and 

the threshold. Hermione slipped into the building and smiled at the wide-eyed, wild-haired man 

standing in front of her. “Oh, Miss Browning. I’m glad to see you again. You’re not in any 

trouble, are you?” He put a slight emphasis on ‘trouble’ and Hermione shook her head. 

 

“No, Mr. Librum, everything is fine. Although I have a spot of work for you. For tomorrow.” 
 

His eyes gleamed. “A challenge, eh? What do you have for me?” 
 

She leaned in conspiratorially and grinned. “All of my books. Except for my most recent 

acquisition; it does not belong to me. I can’t under good conscience trade it without permission.” 
 

If it were possible, Mr. Librum’s eyebrows climbed higher onto his wrinkled forehead. “All of 

them?” At her solemn nod, he gestured for her to follow him down the stairs into his domain. 

Hermione kept one hand against the rough plaster of the wall to keep her balance on the 

uneven steps. The small room at the bottom landing was shabby and unkempt, but she knew 

this was not Mr. Librum’s actual living space. The small, balding man crossed to the far wall, 

pulled out his own weak wand and poked a small crevice in the plaster. “Alohomora.” 
 

Slowly, a small door hidden in the wall began to swing out. Mr. Librum caught the edge with his 

hand and pushed it open, then motioned for Hermione to enter first. “I must lock it behind me,” 
he told her. 

 

Hermione ducked under the low lintel and found herself in a wide room lined with bookshelves. 

The smell of books--dry, dusty paper, leather covers and old binding glue--infiltrated her nostrils. 

She breathed deeply, fondly remembering her time spent in the Hogwarts library. She heard Mr. 

Librum lock the secret door behind him and watched him sit down at an enormous oak desk in 

the middle of the room. Methodically, he pulled out several sheets of stiff parchment, a bottle of 

black ink and a sharp, brightly coloured quill. From a different drawer he extracted what looked 

like a metal die punch in a perfect rectangular shape, a Muggle graphite pencil and a metric 

aluminium ruler. When all of his tools were arranged in front of him to his personal satisfaction, 

Mr. Librum looked up expectantly at Hermione. “Now,” he said, “have a seat. So whom are we 

creating today?” 
 

Hermione sat down on the high backed upholstered chair on the opposite side of the desk. “A--

friend of mine.” Mr. Librum’s fingers were deftly using the ruler to draw light lines across the 

parchment in graphite. 

 

“Physical characteristics?” 



 

“Black hair and eyes. About six feet, three inches. I’m not sure how much he weighs; he’s lost 

more than a few pounds. Maybe one hundred fifty.” Hermione tapped her finger against her lips 

as she tried to guess Severus’ measurements. A small smile appeared as she imagined 

Severus’ response to her request for his height and weight. “I suppose an estimate will have to 

suffice.” 
 

Mr. Librum scribbled in pencil as she spoke, making a guideline for the ink to come later. “Date 

of birth?” 
 

Hermione’s mind drew a blank. She had known the date of Minerva’s birthday, and had once 

sent Remus a gift for his thirty seventh birthday before Hogwarts had fallen. But Severus Snape 

had always been a mystery to her, and it was only now that she actually had a desire to know 

things like his birthday. “He’s the same age as Remus,” she mused aloud. They had been in the 

same graduating class, so.... “1960.” 
 

“I require a full date, Miss Browning. If you do not know for certain, make one up.” 
 

“Er...” Unwilling to pick a date from her brain, Hermione leapt from her chair and grabbed the 

nearest book from the closest shelf. She opened the book to the copyright page and dragged 

her finger along the page until she came across a full date. “January 9,” she said confidently, 

snapping the book closed and returning it to the shelf. 

 

“Wizarding status?” 
 

“Er--Impure I.” She could not very well make him a Pureblood; it would attract as much attention 

as an Impure II. 

 

“Name?” 
 

Oh, gods. She had to make up a name for Severus Snape, now possibly the most wanted man 

in the world. He would not be amused by anything she chose. “Asmund Slope,” she said 

suddenly. Mr. Librum looked at her strangely, shook his head, and set to writing. 

 

She waited patiently as he inked everything out on the parchment in neat, straight writing. When 

he was finished, he pressed the sharp die down into the parchment to make a perfect 

identification card. Except-- “I need a photograph. Can your friend come here so I may take 

one?” 
 

“I’m afraid not, Mr. Librum. May I borrow your camera? I’ll bring it right back.” She smiled, 

hopefully looking trustworthy and honourable. The little man shook his head. His eyes were 

wide, as if surprised she would even ask for such a thing. 

 

“No, Miss Browning. That camera is worth more than my own life. If your friend would come 



here, I can take his picture and attach it to the identification card in under a minute.” He 

shrugged helplessly and Hermione did her best to keep the smile on her face and the 

disappointment out of her expression. 

 

“I’ll have him come by tomorrow,” she assured him. The shakiness of her voice did not instill 

confidence in herself. Gathering her coat, she rose from the chair and nodded to the former 

librarian. “Thank you. I will be back tomorrow with my friend and your payment. I will show 

myself out.” 
 

With one weak alohomora and a flight of stairs later, Hermione found herself wandering the 

streets of Residence Area Five. The idea of fleeing London had seemed so simple, and now 

she was being derailed by a simple inaccessibility problem. Severus needed a card with a 

picture to enter the ghetto to board the Tube, but he could not have a picture taken until he was 

already inside the ghetto walls. The sun was nearly set when Hermione finally stopped and 

glanced around at her surroundings; she was shocked to realize she did not know where she 

was. She turned in a circle to gain her bearings and nearly shrieked aloud when Seamus 

Finnegan stepped into her view. 

 

He was looking less shifty today for some reason. “Oi, Hermione. What’s a nice girl like you 

doing over here?” Ah, that was it. Seamus looked less shifty because everything around him 

appeared shiftier and shabbier than usual. She had stumbled into the domain of the black 

marketeers and gamblers, the gophers and the traders. 

 

“I didn’t realize.” Seamus put a light hand on the small of her back and began to guide her back 

in the direction of her own part of the ghetto. “Oh, Seamus. I need you to get something for me. 

A few things, actually.” 
 

He looked at her with a mix of curiosity and suspicion. “Like what? I don’t have any more books. 

And I’m still missing part of your last payment.” 
 

“I know. But if you get these things for me, the payment will well make up a lost bottle of wine.” 
 

His eyes gleamed greedily, and Hermione would not have been surprised to see him rub his 

hands together enthusiastically. “What do you need, my friend?” 
 

“Clothing. Men’s Muggle clothing and a set of outer robes. And some shoes. And some 

blankets.” Hermione ticked off her list on her fingers. She had enough clothing to last for quite 

some time, and whatever Seamus acquired could be magically tailored to fit Severus. “Nothing 

colourful. Make it dark and warm.” 
 

Seamus said nothing as they walked toward the more lawful part of the ghetto. The only 

difference between the two areas was the number of people crowding into alleys. Finally, he 

glanced at her and said, “What is this for, Hermione?” 
 



“When have you ever asked that before, Seamus? It’s not important. Just get me the clothes.” 
 

“And what are you planning to give in return?” he asked cautiously. 

 

She gave him the same conspiratorial grin that she had given Mr. Librum earlier that evening. 

“Every stick of furniture in my closet. I won’t be needing it for a while.” 
 

For a split second Seamus appeared to be basking in joy at the prospect of trading for scarce 

items like upholstered chairs and mattresses. Then his eyes turned on her, narrowed. “Where 

are you going, Hermione?” 
 

“Away. And that’s all you need to know, Seamus Finnegan.” Hermione planted her fists on her 

hips and did her best Professor Snape glare; while she did not think she had the scowl perfectly, 

apparently it was good enough for her former classmate. He threw up his hands in defeat. 

 

“Fine.” 
 

“And I need them for tomorrow morning. Leave them inside my door.” 
 

Seamus’ eyes bulged out of his head, but he nodded slightly. “Done.” They shook hands, parted 

as friends, and Hermione hurried to her own building. 

 

Her closet was dark and empty when she unlocked the door and slipped in unnoticed by her 

neighbours. The less they saw of her before she vanished, the longer it would be before anyone 

reported her missing or began to talk amongst themselves. She lit a few candles sitting on the 

windowsill with her wand and dropped into her armchair to survey her meagre possessions. The 

clothes hung on a wire strung over her bed would all come, shrunken of course. The books she 

had left for Mr. Librum. Severus’ copy of Moste Potente Potions lay on her tidily made bed, as 

solitary and mysterious as its true owner. From under her chair Hermione dragged an old 

leather satchel she had once used to supplement her school bag’s book capacity. She wrapped 

the book in a clean tee shirt Harry had found for her in Muggle London before the War broke 

out--Captain of the Spaceship Learn-venture!--and carefully stuffed the bundle in the satchel. 

Setting the satchel aside, Hermione slid off the chair and began to prod at the worn floorboards 

around her mattress. Her fingers probed the spaces between the wooden planks until a loose 

board vibrated under her hand. With a smile, she pried the board up and stuck her hand inside 

the small crevice underneath. From the dark, musty space came a small leather billfold her 

grandfather had made for her years and years ago. She peeked inside; her amassed fortune 

consisted of two hundred pounds in small denominations and three Galleons. The money went 

into the satchel. 

 

After a grueling half hour of shrinking her clothing and packing it neatly in her travelling bag, 

Hermione checked the time on the small, wind-up bedside clock and nearly leapt into bed. She 

set the alarm to ring at four; that would give her enough time to accomplish everything that 

required accomplishing the next morning. Her head hit the hardened pillow, but it was a while 



before her mind finally settled down and let her sleep. 

 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

For the second day in a row, Hermione arrived at the Death Eaters’ London Headquarters 

before Georgina. Instead of lighting the ovens and putting on the tea, however, she stole into 

the pantry with her nondescript satchel. With difficulty, she shrank several loaves of bread and 

stuffed them into her bag. A few apples, a tin of tea, a box of plain vanilla tea biscuits, and a 

handful of bouillon cubes joined the bread. There was little else she could take that would not 

spoil, stasis charm or not; meat was simply not a good idea without refrigeration. The fruits and 

vegetables in the kitchen were closely watched by clerks, and she would not get Georgina into 

trouble for her pilfering. 

 

As she fastened the buckles on the satchel, she heard the exterior door open. The heavy 

footsteps announced Georgina’s entrance. Hermione pushed her way out of the pantry with a bit 

of shame in her eyes. Georgina whirled upon hearing her coworker behind her. “Good gods, 

Hermione, you’ll give me a heart attack.” The older woman eyed her lack of work attire and the 

satchel slung across her shoulder. “What are you doing, dear?” she asked flatly. When 

Hermione hesitated, her tone became concerned. “Are you in trouble?” 
 

Hermione nodded. “It’s Malfoy. I can’t stay here any longer, Georgina. I have to go somewhere 

else.” 
 

Georgina looked very surprised, but thankfully kept a cool head. “Of course. I understand. Do 

you have enough to eat? I have to put in an order for more supplies tomorrow; I can cover 

whatever you take.” 
 

With a grateful smile, Hermione opened her bag and showed the cook what she had taken. 

Muttering to herself, Georgina crossed to the large Muggle-style refrigerator that operated on a 

cooling charm and pulled open the steel door. She hunched over for a moment, rustled around, 

then reappeared holding a bunch of carrots and some large navel oranges. “Take these, too. 

You don’t want to get scurvy.” 
 

“What is going on here?” Both women jumped at the imperious sound of a new voice in their 

domain. Hermione turned to find Percy Weasley once again standing in the Headquarters 

kitchen. Today he held a sheaf of parchment in one hand and a pair of half-moon reading 

glasses in the other. 

 

“Er, just a spot of inventory, sir,” Georgina replied, her voice an octave higher than usual out of 

terror. 



 

Percy squinted at the cook suspiciously. Oh, gods, Percy, don’t put on your glasses. As if to 

spite her, the former Head Boy of Hogwarts lifted the lenses to his eyes and shot a hard glare 

straight at Hermione. Suddenly, his face slackened; his eyes widened and he nearly dropped 

the parchment in his hands. “Hermione? Hermione Granger, is that you?” Wonder tinged his 

voice, and for a moment she could almost believe he was the good, kind Percy she had met so 

many years ago. She offered him a smile, desperate to believe there was a sliver of mercy and 

understanding left in him. 

 

His next words were a cold dagger to her throat. “It would be better if you were dead.” Death 

Eater Percy Weasley lowered the glasses from his face and slowly placed them in his pocket. 

Incrementally, his gloved hand moved to the handle of his wand. 

 

You will not stop me, you traitorous bastard! Rivers of terror and rage flowed through her body; 

Hermione flung up her hands as if to stop a train and willed Percy to stop what he was doing. 

His wand shot out of the delicate grip of his thumb and forefinger and hit the wall, audibly 

cracking in half. Percy staggered under the force of her wandless magic, his face twisted with 

shock and anger, and collapsed against the door. 

 

The last vestiges of her power did not leave her but lingered momentarily at her fingertips, 

making them tingle. She returned her attention to Georgina, who was staring at her not with fear 

but with awe. “You’re Hermione Granger. You fought for the Order. You fought with Harry 

Potter,” she said slowly. With every word, a smile grew on her face. “I thought you died at 

Diagon Alley.” 
 

“You must not ever tell anyone anything to the contrary. For all intents and purposes, Hermione 

Granger did die at Diagon Alley,” Hermione ordered. “Perhaps you should leave too, Georgina. 

At least leave Headquarters.” 
 

Georgina waved her off. “I’ve dealt with worse. The poor boy simply fell down the stairs. The 

wax is always slippery. Go, Hermione. You need to go now.” 
 

Impulsively, Hermione threw her arms around the large woman and squeezed her with 

gratitude. 

 

“Go, before he wakes up.” 
 

Hermione hitched her satchel on her shoulder, took a deep breath, and ran faster than she had 

ever run. 

 

--------------------------------- 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

Her heart was fluttering wildly as her feet pounded the pavement. Each ground-eating stride 

brought her further away from the man who would kill her and closer to the man who would 

protect her. The wind chilled her exposed scalp and tangled the ends of her trench coat belt. 

She ran and ran down the Oxford transport corridor without hesitation or sign of stopping. 

Suddenly her feet went forward but her upper body, led by her arm, jerked backwards. A strong, 

bony hand on the small of her back stopped her from crashing to the hard ground, but she found 

herself looking up at the dark morning sky. 

 

Severus’ face came into her view, blocking out the weak light of the sun. “What the hell is going 

on, Miss Granger?” he demanded, drawing her up and setting her aright. 

 

Glancing behind her to check for signs of followers, Hermione panted, “We...have...to...go. Now, 

Severus.” She emphasized his given name as if to correct his own regression. When he made 

no move to accompany her away from the dangerous vicinity of Headquarters, she grabbed his 

thin hand and tugged him along. She ignored the indignant glare of protest. “Percy Weasley 

recognized me. I, er, managed to incapacitate him, but it won’t be long before he informs Malfoy 

of my true identity. We have to get into the ghetto, onto the Tube, and out of London before the 

owls fly. Can you walk any faster?” 
 

“Only if you desist with the handholding,” he snipped, pulling his fingers out of her clutches. With 

both arms free to swing, his pace lengthened and quickened, and Hermione found herself hard-

pressed to keep up. She had forgotten how fast a tall man could walk simply by possessing long 

legs. “So, Hermione,” he purred, “how have you decided to sneak me into this ghetto of yours?” 



 

She pretended to concentrate as she matched his speed, buying her time that would not help 

her response. “I don’t know. I have a forged identification card waiting for you inside, but it’s 

incomplete without a photograph. I don’t suppose you have any brilliant ideas?” 
 

Met with silence, Hermione sighed but kept walking. She had five blocks to come up with a 

solution, and that distance was rapidly closing. I feel like Shakespeare with writer’s block. 

 

“Then write Cymbeline,” Severus said quietly. Hermione jumped, not realizing she had spoken 

aloud. 

 

With a wry quirk of the lips, the bibliophile replied, “I’m afraid I didn’t go on a bender last night. 

But I have to do something before the audience arrives.” 
 

For the second time in less than five minutes, Hermione found herself surprised as her 

comment was met with what she would definitely classify as a Snape smile. She could have 

measured the difference with a mathematical compass, but it was there. The brief moment of 

levity distracted her enough to nearly round the corner to approach the ghetto gate, but Severus 

again stopped her with a light hand on her shoulder. “Perhaps a direct approach will suffice,” he 

said, almost to himself. “Ladies first.” 
 

With a deep, neither calming nor cleansing breath, Hermione stepped into view of the gate 

guardhouse and began to walk toward it. She glanced back surreptitiously to find Severus 

absent from view. Puzzled, she continued on. To her right, her adrenaline-enhanced hearing 

caught a breathy but firm “Reducto.” 
 

A wall near the gatehouse exploded in a shower of concrete and an avalanche of thick dust. 

Throwing her arms up, Hermione shielded her head. Chaos abounded as guards raced away 

from the gate checkpoint and out of the entrance of the ghetto to try and diffuse the situation; 

from the screams, a man was trapped under the debris. Severus’ disembodied voice hissed in 

her ear, “Go now, while they’re distracted.” 
 

She did as she was bade. Skirting around the edge of the panicked scene, Hermione 

approached the nearest guard with her card and wand and not quite pretend face of disbelief 

and fear. The guard performed the Priori Incantatem distractedly, barely glanced at her card and 

waved her through before coming to the aid of the trapped man’s rescuers. She hurried through 

the gate and did not slow down until she reached Mr. Librum’s alley. 

 

The dark passage between buildings was empty of people and cats. Hermione tapped soundly 

on the door as Severus removed his Disillusionment Charm. His figure returned to view as if 

Severus-coloured paint had been splashed in the air and left to drip down to the ground. 

“Severus, that was--” 
 

“Don’t lecture me on the dangers of curses,” he cut in, pulling his shabby robes closer to his 



body as if they were a shield. 

 

“I was going to say brilliant. Antony and Cleopatra brilliant, in fact.” 
 

He did not have the chance to reply when Mr. Librum’s head poked out of the door. “Come in, 

Miss Browning. Your friend?” 
 

“Yes, Mr. Librum.” The door opened and Hermione entered, motioning for Severus to follow her 

lead. “I can’t thank you enough for all you’ve done.” 
 

“For all you’re paying me, it’s the least I can do.” The former librarian’s voice echoed a bit 

against the bare plaster walls as they descended to his work room. 

 

From behind her, Severus muttered in her ear, “What are you paying him?” 
 

“Never mind,” she snapped. Somehow she did not want him to know she had given up her 

prized books for his sake. Somehow she thought he would be disappointed, or angry, at her 

sacrifice on his behalf. 

 

He did not reply. Instead, they watched Mr. Librum open the secret door and followed him into 

the work room in silence. The little man crossed to his desk and flitted about his desk drawers 

for a moment before gesturing for Hermione to sit in the chair. “Erm, Mr. Slope, would you kindly 

stand against the wall there? For a good picture?” The aura of cold superiority that Severus held 

about himself as physically as his robes were making the librarian nervous. Hermione met her 

former professor’s eye and shrugged at his deathly glare. 

 

“Slope?” His voice was smooth and quiet, as if he were asking a particularly hapless Neville 

Longbottom if his potion was supposed to be orange at the end of class. 

 

“Already done,” she replied with mock cheerfulness. Against the paleness of the wall, she took 

especial notice of his pasty skin and jutting bones. “Although--you still look too much like 

yourself. Can’t you do something about it?” 
 

“Facial hair is a good way to do it,” Mr. Librum piped up, overcoming his nervousness with a 

good suggestion. “A beard is quite good at changing one’s appearance.” 
 

“I cannot grow a beard in thirty seconds,” Severus protested flatly. 

 

“The Headmaster could,” replied Hermione, careful not to use Dumbledore’s name. While she 

trusted Mr. Librum to the extent of forging documents, he did not need to know more than 

necessary. “Remember what happened to Fred and George?” 
 

To both her great amusement and surprise, Severus pulled out his wand and muttered 

“Senescere.” Unlike the golden Age Line of the Triwizard Tournament, Severus’ line marked the 



floor in front of him in a silvery black sheen. With a barely repressed sigh, he took one step 

forward. Instead of being thrown backwards, he simply bounced off the floor and returned to his 

place against the wall. The white of his face jarred against the sudden thatch of black hair 

sprouting from his cheeks and chin. While the Weasley twins had sported long white 

Dumbledorian beards, Severus was now the annoyed owner of a well-trimmed, jet black beard. 

Hermione refrained from making a comparison to Sirius Black. 

 

Mr. Librum gave a short-lived round of applause for Severus’ display; he tactfully ignored the 

presence of a true wand and fiddled with his camera instead. “Er, if you would kindly look 

forward, Mr. Slope?” he said faintly. Severus turned his indignation away from Hermione and 

onto the poor librarian. “Yes, good.” Mr. Librum wiped the back of his hand across his brow to 

keep the nervous sweat out of his eyes. His finger moved, the flashbulb popped, and Mr. Librum 

hastily excused himself to develop the photograph. “There’s tea things over on the round table,” 
he called over his shoulder as he entered his darkroom. 

 

“So what else have you fabricated for me without my permission or knowledge?” Severus 

demanded as he stalked to the table and began to prepare a pot of tea for both of them. 

 

“You told me you would come with me as long as I made all the preparations. An identification 

card is necessary to wipe your arse in Britain these days, so perhaps a little gratitude that I was 

able to pull it all off would not be out of order. I even organized clothing for you and food for both 

of us. On which you’ll have to put a stasis charm, of course, unless you prefer your bread moldy 

or stale.” She refrained from making a strangled sound of frustration. “So I made up a new 

name for you. Get over it. Would you rather it said--” she lowered her voice, “--Severus Snape, 

Death Eater traitor and member of the Order of the Phoenix, here I am, kill me now?” 
 

While he did not have the grace to look abashed, his shoulders hitched minutely. “I suppose we 

would not get far.” The tip of his wand waggled and steam poured out the spout of the china tea 

pot. The librarian only had tea in bags, and he threw in one round packet before closing the lid. 

“Although you could have consulted me.” 
 

“I have neither a time-turner nor the ability to make myself invisible, Severus. Time was a 

limiting factor.” 
 

He did not reply as he set two teacups right side up and waited for the tea to steep properly. As 

if unbidden, his hand wandered to his face and stroked the new beard in disbelief. “It’s not 

terrible,” Hermione told him. 

 

“It itches,” was the curt, annoyed reply. His hand did not stray to the facial hair again. Satisfied 

with the steeping time, Severus poured two cups and handed her one. Unsurprisingly, Mr. 

Librum had no milk, but Hermione wanted for a bit of sugar. As she took her first tongue-searing 

sip, the librarian stepped out of his darkroom holding a small square. 

 

“Wonderful things, magical developers. The ingredients are nearly impossible to find, but 



somehow the gophers manage,” he spouted happily. “Shaves off hours of work.” He sat down 

behind his desk and pulled out a small brown glass jar. He twisted off the cap and pulled it off, 

revealing a thin, goopy brush covered in rubber cement. 

 

“You brew your own developer?” inquired Severus, almost politely and with a hint of interest. 

 

Mr. Librum glanced up and nodded. “Yes. It’s simpler now that I’ve brewed it so often. Practice 

makes perfect.” He carefully spread a thin layer of rubber cement on the back of the photo and 

on the waiting spot on the card. “My photos are barely noticeably different from the official ones 

because my developer is so effective. Unfortunately, my cauldron is pewter instead of iron. It 

gives the photographs a slightly yellow tint, but it passes as wear.” Once the rubber cement was 

dry, he firmly pressed the photograph onto the card. With one final inspection to his satisfaction, 

he held out the card to Severus. 

 

The Potions Master rested his tea cup on the desk and plucked his new identity out of the 

librarian’s hand. His silence was tangible as he examined the black writing, carefully scrutinizing 

every angle of this little piece of parchment that now gave him a sort of shackled freedom to 

exist in this new Wizarding order. Finally, the card vanished into an inner breast pocket and 

Severus nodded to Mr. Librum. “My thanks,” he said. Again with the almost politeness! 

Hermione nearly giggled at the idea of Severus Snape coated in honey. “Miss Browning?” 
 

“Yes.” Hermione set down her cup and shook hands with the librarian. “Thank you so much, Mr. 

Librum. I will arrange for your payment to arrive within the hour.” 
 

“You are very welcome, Miss Browning. Good luck.” Short farewells over, Hermione led Severus 

out of the secret door and back up into the ghetto streets. 

 

The sun was well into the morning sky when they emerged from the alley, and the omnipresent 

bustle of the ghetto was beginning to thicken as half-blooded witches and wizards went about 

their daily business of cueing for weekly rations or reporting for their work details or assigned 

jobs. Severus stuck closely to Hermione’s shoulder as they wove their way through the throng 

towards Hermione’s building; his presence was both calming and unnerving. His looming figure 

was protective, but his radiant attitude made her anxious to lead him to her shabby dwelling. 

She ducked out of the street and onto the strangely less crowded pavement when her 

apartment building came into view. Severus strode right behind her, face impassive but his eyes 

darting everywhere to take in this unfamiliar place. A tightening of his lips belied his cool 

expression. 

 

Hermione waved casually toward their destination. “That’s my building,” she informed him, 

hoping it would help ease his stressed state of mind. 

 

“Fine,” he replied shortly. With a badly hidden sigh, Hermione entered the building and climbed 

the stairwell in her usual careful manner. 

 



“Don’t touch the banister.” All she heard in return were footsteps on the stairs behind her. She 

reached her closet door and opened the unlocked door. Draped over the chair was a bundle of 

dark, slightly worn men’s clothes of various sizes. Severus followed her into the miniscule room 

and awkwardly closed the door behind him. His head brushed the ceiling. “These are for you.” 
She pointed at the bundle. “If you would be so kind as to shrink them, we can leave 

immediately.” 
 

With some foolish wand waving, Severus did as she asked. As she shoved the tiny bits of cloth 

into the leather scrip, he said, “I never expected this.” 
 

“What, my hovel?” she asked. Something in his voice suggested her living conditions were not 

on his mind. 

 

“That I would be able to leave.” These words left his tongue voluntarily, but as if realizing what 

he had revealed, his mouth shut with an audible click to protect the façade of the Greasy Git. 

 

“Me neither,” she said softly. Hoisting her bag onto her shoulder, she gestured towards the door. 

“Let’s go before Seamus gets here. He’ll be wanting his furniture, and I don’t feel like haggling 

with him.” 
 

A knock on the door froze Severus’ hand on its way to the door knob. Hermione’s eyes widened 

with the fear left from her run in with Percy. Calm down, it could just be Mrs. Bartholomae. “Who 

is it?” she called, her voice tremulous. 

 

“Seamus. Open up, Hermione.” Hermione inched past Severus, awkwardly sliding past him in 

the inadequate space to reach the door. Slowly, she cracked open the door enough to focus on 

the man standing at her step. “C’mon, I don’t have all day. I’ve furniture to move.” 
 

“Er, can you come back later?” she asked him. His air of impatience thickened. 

 

“No, I can’t come back later. I already have buyers, and they want their merchandise. You 

promised, Hermione. Don’t tell me you’re backing out.” The freckles began to darken as slowly 

rising anger tinted his face red. “Just let me in.” 
 

“Seamus, I--” Hermione was trying to think up a good excuse when Seamus pounded his hand 

on the door and forced it open. Caught off guard, Hermione flew backwards into the wall but 

watched with perverse interest as Seamus Finnigan was suddenly face to face with his long-

dead Potions professor. Severus held his wand out in a classic dueling position, every muscle 

tense and ready to fight this interloper. His mouth twisted, baring his teeth like a cornered jackal. 

Seamus stood completely still, too shocked and terrified to blink. 

 

“Close the door, Mr. Finnigan,” Severus hissed. That voice, so hoarse and ill-sounding just a 

day ago, now sounded precisely like the bad tempered bat of the dungeons. Smooth and 

malicious, clear and menacing, that voice brooked no argument and demanded utter and instant 



obedience. Seamus immediately closed the door with a gentle tap of his foot. “You always were 

a vulgar little boy, and I can see nothing has changed.” 
 

Seamus opened his mouth to protest, but Severus cut in, “Bite your tongue. I realize your 

pathetic brain is having difficulty processing this situation, so allow me to assist you. You are 

going to sit down in this chair. We are going to leave. You will not follow, nor will you tell anyone 

about seeing either me or Miss Granger. You will wait here for one hour, then you will go about 

your business as if this encounter never occurred.” 
 

Seamus nodded and stumbled into the chair. He folded his hands in his lap as if he were being 

hauled in front of Minerva McGonagall and looked nowhere but directly ahead. Severus nodded 

not with approval, but with finality, and turned to Hermione. “Lay on, Miss Granger.” 
 

“Erm, Seamus, if you could send that bundle to Mr. Librum, I’d be grateful.” Hermione pointed to 

her paper-wrapped package of books in the corner. She shot her old classmate an apologetic 

but thankful glance before leaving her miserable closet behind.  

 

The walk to the Tube station was short and uneventful. The wait for the train was long and 

anxious. Hermione and Severus stood against an old, yellowing concrete wall, slightly apart 

from the milling crowd but not too separate to attract the attention of the low-level Death Eater 

guards patrolling the platform. The light was dim, and Hermione did not notice that Severus had 

leaned closer to her to speak in her ear. “Why are we taking this godforsaken Muggle 

contraption?” he asked casually. If she did not know better, she would have sworn there was a 

hint of apprehension in his voice. 

 

“The Northern line is the only Tube line that still runs properly. The rest have collapsed, or travel 

to unauthorized areas of the city,” she explained quietly. “There is a checkpoint at High Barnet 

leading out of London. We’ll be able to get through. I hope.” 
 

He cast her a quizzical expression then shook his head. “No, I meant why are wizards using 

Muggle transportation?” 
 

Hermione smiled ironically. “Because the magical forms of transportation are unreliable. The city 

is blanketed with anti-Apparition wards. Airspace is patrolled constantly for broom traffic; any 

nonmilitary personnel riding brooms are immediately shot down without warning. With the 

wizarding population lacking proper wands, Malfoy needed a way to move us about to our work 

details and other menial labours without calling attention to our enforced lack of magical ability. 

The tube doesn’t run on electricity, though. I’m certain they’ve cast locomotor on the trains. Any 

half-blood who decides to join the Death Eaters are placed on spell duties; they spend all day 

casting mundane charms that the purebloods believe beneath them.” As her last word fell from 

her lips, a rush of wind and a hum announced the arrival of the train. 

 

Hermione and Severus stepped away from the wall and into the mass of elbows pushing to 

board the orange-fronted train. No curt voice warned them to mind the gap; the pair of escapees 



jumped into the crowded car just as the doors whisked shut. Hermione held onto the nearest 

pole, and Severus imitated her stance as the train jerked into motion. She swayed with the 

motion of the train, trying to wait patiently for the line to end. The Tube now only stopped at 

about half of the stations, but her patience soon wore. She began to make mental note of which 

stations they were passing: Kentish Town, Highgate, West Finchley. At this last stop, most of 

the wizards and witches disembarked, leaving Hermione and Severus alone in their car. The 

train sped to life for the last time, and the hard ball of fear clenched in Hermione’s stomach. 

Finally, the train pulled into the final station. The blue, red and white sign on the wall outside 

fadedly announced “High Barnet.” 
 

The doors did not open, however. Instead, a Death Eater boarded their car and marched 

directly to them. Hermione did her best not to cower, but she noticed Severus was hunched 

over in an attempt to detract attention from himself. The Death Eater was obviously a half-blood 

soldier; he wore no insignia of an officer but sported the thin bars of a noncommissioned 

member. He could not have been much older than Hermione. 

 

The Death Eater puffed out his chest. “What is your purpose here?” he demanded. 

 

Suddenly, Severus uncoiled. “That is not your concern. You will take us to your superior officer.” 
 

The boy looked shocked that a scruffy Impure would speak to a Death Eater guard in such a 

manner. Anger flashed across his face. He pulled out his wand and made a motion with it. “Let’s 

go, you insolent bastard. One wrong move and I’ll kill you where you stand.” Somehow, 

Hermione was not convinced by his threat. Perhaps it was the slight crack on “stand.” Curious 

as to what Severus was planning, she followed him closely off the train and onto the platform. 

 

The Death Eater directed them down the deserted platform and towards a squat, square 

building at the end of the tracks. The three of them entered through the open door, and the 

Death Eater pointed at an office with windows looking into the hall. Closed blinds blocked the 

interior view. The boy shoved his way in front of Severus and rapped smartly on the door. From 

within the office, a low voice shouted, “Come.” 
 

The Death Eater opened the door and stood on the threshold. “I have suspicious passengers, 

sir.” 
 

“Send them in, Markin.” Markin stepped into the office marginally, allowing Hermione and 

Severus to enter. 

 

A middle-aged man sat behind a small desk, shuffling papers and peering through his half-moon 

reading glasses. He had captain’s rank emblazoned on the cuffs of his well-pressed black 

uniform and a single medal bar attached to his left breast. The nametag on the right breast read 

“Rampton.” The man glanced up at the two Impures invading his office and directed a mild look 

at his underling. “That will be all, Markin. Return to your post.” 
 



Markin snapped a salute. “Yes, sir.” He turned on his heel and marched out of the office, and 

Hermione thought she saw Rampton roll his eyes. 

 

“Identification cards, please.” Rampton held out his hand over his desk, and Hermione fished 

hers out of her pocket. Severus, however, remained perfectly still. The captain gazed evenly at 

Severus, the mild look gone and replaced with a commanding, intimidating look. Intimidating for 

anyone other than Severus Snape. “Your identification card, mister, before I have to take it from 

you.” 
 

Hermione realized she had greatly underestimated her Potions professor since the day they met 

as he moved his arm with blurring speed. In a whirl of robes, Severus whipped out his wand and 

pointed it between the eyes of the unsuspecting Captain Rampton, whose hand had barely 

twitched towards his own wand. 

 

Severus’ voice was low and frozen. “You will never get your hands on my identity. Imperio.” 
 

 

 

--------------------------------------- 

Author’s Notes: 

1. Thank you to all my amazing reviewers and readers! As per my last author’s notes, I will now 

explain Severus’ new name of “Asmund Slope.” Two people guessed Slope correctly. Both 

Larilee and sophierom guessed that Slope was the character of Obadiah Slope from Anthony 

Trollope’s Barchester Towers. Alan Rickman played Slope in the BBC adaptation. As for 

Asmund, JuneW had a few good guesses. I wasn’t kidding when I said it was obscure. Asmund 

is the father of Grettir Asmundarson in the Grettisaga, an Old Norse saga, circa 1300. Grettir is 

a man who is not really bad, but who becomes an outlaw and essentially a monster through a 

lifetime of bad choices and a vile temper. Sound like anyone? 

2. While I have ridden the Tube, I have never been on the Northern Line. I apologize for any and 

all mistakes regarding the setting of Euston and High Barnet stations, but I could only find 

limited pictures. 

3. Shakespeare fans: for those of you who love Cymbeline, don’t take offense. My Shakespeare 

uni class, including the professor, unanimously agreed that Shakespeare must have written it 

the morning before opening night after drinking himself into a stupor. I chose Antony and 

Cleopatra as the brilliant play because too many people hate Hamlet because they’ve been 

forced to read it. That, and Antony and Cleopatra rocks. Sex, drugs, and rock and roll. 

4. Senescere--Latin verb “to age.” 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

Her heart was fluttering wildly as her feet pounded the pavement. Each ground-eating stride 

brought her further away from the man who would kill her and closer to the man who would 

protect her. The wind chilled her exposed scalp and tangled the ends of her trench coat belt. 

She ran and ran down the Oxford transport corridor without hesitation or sign of stopping. 

Suddenly her feet went forward but her upper body, led by her arm, jerked backwards. A strong, 

bony hand on the small of her back stopped her from crashing to the hard ground, but she found 

herself looking up at the dark morning sky. 

 

Severus’ face came into her view, blocking out the weak light of the sun. “What the hell is going 

on, Miss Granger?” he demanded, drawing her up and setting her aright. 

 

Glancing behind her to check for signs of followers, Hermione panted, “We...have...to...go. Now, 

Severus.” She emphasized his given name as if to correct his own regression. When he made 

no move to accompany her away from the dangerous vicinity of Headquarters, she grabbed his 

thin hand and tugged him along. She ignored the indignant glare of protest. “Percy Weasley 

recognized me. I, er, managed to incapacitate him, but it won’t be long before he informs Malfoy 

of my true identity. We have to get into the ghetto, onto the Tube, and out of London before the 

owls fly. Can you walk any faster?” 
 

“Only if you desist with the handholding,” he snipped, pulling his fingers out of her clutches. With 

both arms free to swing, his pace lengthened and quickened, and Hermione found herself hard-

pressed to keep up. She had forgotten how fast a tall man could walk simply by possessing long 

legs. “So, Hermione,” he purred, “how have you decided to sneak me into this ghetto of yours?” 
 

She pretended to concentrate as she matched his speed, buying her time that would not help 

her response. “I don’t know. I have a forged identification card waiting for you inside, but it’s 

incomplete without a photograph. I don’t suppose you have any brilliant ideas?” 
 

Met with silence, Hermione sighed but kept walking. She had five blocks to come up with a 

solution, and that distance was rapidly closing. I feel like Shakespeare with writer’s block. 

 

“Then write Cymbeline,” Severus said quietly. Hermione jumped, not realizing she had spoken 

aloud. 

 

With a wry quirk of the lips, the bibliophile replied, “I’m afraid I didn’t go on a bender last night. 

But I have to do something before the audience arrives.” 
 

For the second time in less than five minutes, Hermione found herself surprised as her 

comment was met with what she would definitely classify as a Snape smile. She could have 

measured the difference with a mathematical compass, but it was there. The brief moment of 

levity distracted her enough to nearly round the corner to approach the ghetto gate, but Severus 



again stopped her with a light hand on her shoulder. “Perhaps a direct approach will suffice,” he 

said, almost to himself. “Ladies first.” 
 

With a deep, neither calming nor cleansing breath, Hermione stepped into view of the gate 

guardhouse and began to walk toward it. She glanced back surreptitiously to find Severus 

absent from view. Puzzled, she continued on. To her right, her adrenaline-enhanced hearing 

caught a breathy but firm “Reducto.” 
 

A wall near the gatehouse exploded in a shower of concrete and an avalanche of thick dust. 

Throwing her arms up, Hermione shielded her head. Chaos abounded as guards raced away 

from the gate checkpoint and out of the entrance of the ghetto to try and diffuse the situation; 

from the screams, a man was trapped under the debris. Severus’ disembodied voice hissed in 

her ear, “Go now, while they’re distracted.” 
 

She did as she was bade. Skirting around the edge of the panicked scene, Hermione 

approached the nearest guard with her card and wand and not quite pretend face of disbelief 

and fear. The guard performed the Priori Incantatem distractedly, barely glanced at her card and 

waved her through before coming to the aid of the trapped man’s rescuers. She hurried through 

the gate and did not slow down until she reached Mr. Librum’s alley. 

 

The dark passage between buildings was empty of people and cats. Hermione tapped soundly 

on the door as Severus removed his Disillusionment Charm. His figure returned to view as if 

Severus-coloured paint had been splashed in the air and left to drip down to the ground. 

“Severus, that was--” 
 

“Don’t lecture me on the dangers of curses,” he cut in, pulling his shabby robes closer to his 

body as if they were a shield. 

 

“I was going to say brilliant. Antony and Cleopatra brilliant, in fact.” 
 

He did not have the chance to reply when Mr. Librum’s head poked out of the door. “Come in, 

Miss Browning. Your friend?” 
 

“Yes, Mr. Librum.” The door opened and Hermione entered, motioning for Severus to follow her 

lead. “I can’t thank you enough for all you’ve done.” 
 

“For all you’re paying me, it’s the least I can do.” The former librarian’s voice echoed a bit 

against the bare plaster walls as they descended to his work room. 

 

From behind her, Severus muttered in her ear, “What are you paying him?” 
 

“Never mind,” she snapped. Somehow she did not want him to know she had given up her 

prized books for his sake. Somehow she thought he would be disappointed, or angry, at her 

sacrifice on his behalf. 



 

He did not reply. Instead, they watched Mr. Librum open the secret door and followed him into 

the work room in silence. The little man crossed to his desk and flitted about his desk drawers 

for a moment before gesturing for Hermione to sit in the chair. “Erm, Mr. Slope, would you kindly 

stand against the wall there? For a good picture?” The aura of cold superiority that Severus held 

about himself as physically as his robes were making the librarian nervous. Hermione met her 

former professor’s eye and shrugged at his deathly glare. 

 

“Slope?” His voice was smooth and quiet, as if he were asking a particularly hapless Neville 

Longbottom if his potion was supposed to be orange at the end of class. 

 

“Already done,” she replied with mock cheerfulness. Against the paleness of the wall, she took 

especial notice of his pasty skin and jutting bones. “Although--you still look too much like 

yourself. Can’t you do something about it?” 
 

“Facial hair is a good way to do it,” Mr. Librum piped up, overcoming his nervousness with a 

good suggestion. “A beard is quite good at changing one’s appearance.” 
 

“I cannot grow a beard in thirty seconds,” Severus protested flatly. 

 

“The Headmaster could,” replied Hermione, careful not to use Dumbledore’s name. While she 

trusted Mr. Librum to the extent of forging documents, he did not need to know more than 

necessary. “Remember what happened to Fred and George?” 
 

To both her great amusement and surprise, Severus pulled out his wand and muttered 

“Senescere.” Unlike the golden Age Line of the Triwizard Tournament, Severus’ line marked the 

floor in front of him in a silvery black sheen. With a barely repressed sigh, he took one step 

forward. Instead of being thrown backwards, he simply bounced off the floor and returned to his 

place against the wall. The white of his face jarred against the sudden thatch of black hair 

sprouting from his cheeks and chin. While the Weasley twins had sported long white 

Dumbledorian beards, Severus was now the annoyed owner of a well-trimmed, jet black beard. 

Hermione refrained from making a comparison to Sirius Black. 

 

Mr. Librum gave a short-lived round of applause for Severus’ display; he tactfully ignored the 

presence of a true wand and fiddled with his camera instead. “Er, if you would kindly look 

forward, Mr. Slope?” he said faintly. Severus turned his indignation away from Hermione and 

onto the poor librarian. “Yes, good.” Mr. Librum wiped the back of his hand across his brow to 

keep the nervous sweat out of his eyes. His finger moved, the flashbulb popped, and Mr. Librum 

hastily excused himself to develop the photograph. “There’s tea things over on the round table,” 
he called over his shoulder as he entered his darkroom. 

 

“So what else have you fabricated for me without my permission or knowledge?” Severus 

demanded as he stalked to the table and began to prepare a pot of tea for both of them. 

 



“You told me you would come with me as long as I made all the preparations. An identification 

card is necessary to wipe your arse in Britain these days, so perhaps a little gratitude that I was 

able to pull it all off would not be out of order. I even organized clothing for you and food for both 

of us. On which you’ll have to put a stasis charm, of course, unless you prefer your bread moldy 

or stale.” She refrained from making a strangled sound of frustration. “So I made up a new 

name for you. Get over it. Would you rather it said--” she lowered her voice, “--Severus Snape, 

Death Eater traitor and member of the Order of the Phoenix, here I am, kill me now?” 
 

While he did not have the grace to look abashed, his shoulders hitched minutely. “I suppose we 

would not get far.” The tip of his wand waggled and steam poured out the spout of the china tea 

pot. The librarian only had tea in bags, and he threw in one round packet before closing the lid. 

“Although you could have consulted me.” 
 

“I have neither a time-turner nor the ability to make myself invisible, Severus. Time was a 

limiting factor.” 
 

He did not reply as he set two teacups right side up and waited for the tea to steep properly. As 

if unbidden, his hand wandered to his face and stroked the new beard in disbelief. “It’s not 

terrible,” Hermione told him. 

 

“It itches,” was the curt, annoyed reply. His hand did not stray to the facial hair again. Satisfied 

with the steeping time, Severus poured two cups and handed her one. Unsurprisingly, Mr. 

Librum had no milk, but Hermione wanted for a bit of sugar. As she took her first tongue-searing 

sip, the librarian stepped out of his darkroom holding a small square. 

 

“Wonderful things, magical developers. The ingredients are nearly impossible to find, but 

somehow the gophers manage,” he spouted happily. “Shaves off hours of work.” He sat down 

behind his desk and pulled out a small brown glass jar. He twisted off the cap and pulled it off, 

revealing a thin, goopy brush covered in rubber cement. 

 

“You brew your own developer?” inquired Severus, almost politely and with a hint of interest. 

 

Mr. Librum glanced up and nodded. “Yes. It’s simpler now that I’ve brewed it so often. Practice 

makes perfect.” He carefully spread a thin layer of rubber cement on the back of the photo and 

on the waiting spot on the card. “My photos are barely noticeably different from the official ones 

because my developer is so effective. Unfortunately, my cauldron is pewter instead of iron. It 

gives the photographs a slightly yellow tint, but it passes as wear.” Once the rubber cement was 

dry, he firmly pressed the photograph onto the card. With one final inspection to his satisfaction, 

he held out the card to Severus. 

 

The Potions Master rested his tea cup on the desk and plucked his new identity out of the 

librarian’s hand. His silence was tangible as he examined the black writing, carefully scrutinizing 

every angle of this little piece of parchment that now gave him a sort of shackled freedom to 

exist in this new Wizarding order. Finally, the card vanished into an inner breast pocket and 



Severus nodded to Mr. Librum. “My thanks,” he said. Again with the almost politeness! 

Hermione nearly giggled at the idea of Severus Snape coated in honey. “Miss Browning?” 
 

“Yes.” Hermione set down her cup and shook hands with the librarian. “Thank you so much, Mr. 

Librum. I will arrange for your payment to arrive within the hour.” 
 

“You are very welcome, Miss Browning. Good luck.” Short farewells over, Hermione led Severus 

out of the secret door and back up into the ghetto streets. 

 

The sun was well into the morning sky when they emerged from the alley, and the omnipresent 

bustle of the ghetto was beginning to thicken as half-blooded witches and wizards went about 

their daily business of cueing for weekly rations or reporting for their work details or assigned 

jobs. Severus stuck closely to Hermione’s shoulder as they wove their way through the throng 

towards Hermione’s building; his presence was both calming and unnerving. His looming figure 

was protective, but his radiant attitude made her anxious to lead him to her shabby dwelling. 

She ducked out of the street and onto the strangely less crowded pavement when her 

apartment building came into view. Severus strode right behind her, face impassive but his eyes 

darting everywhere to take in this unfamiliar place. A tightening of his lips belied his cool 

expression. 

 

Hermione waved casually toward their destination. “That’s my building,” she informed him, 

hoping it would help ease his stressed state of mind. 

 

“Fine,” he replied shortly. With a badly hidden sigh, Hermione entered the building and climbed 

the stairwell in her usual careful manner. 

 

“Don’t touch the banister.” All she heard in return were footsteps on the stairs behind her. She 

reached her closet door and opened the unlocked door. Draped over the chair was a bundle of 

dark, slightly worn men’s clothes of various sizes. Severus followed her into the miniscule room 

and awkwardly closed the door behind him. His head brushed the ceiling. “These are for you.” 
She pointed at the bundle. “If you would be so kind as to shrink them, we can leave 

immediately.” 
 

With some foolish wand waving, Severus did as she asked. As she shoved the tiny bits of cloth 

into the leather scrip, he said, “I never expected this.” 
 

“What, my hovel?” she asked. Something in his voice suggested her living conditions were not 

on his mind. 

 

“That I would be able to leave.” These words left his tongue voluntarily, but as if realizing what 

he had revealed, his mouth shut with an audible click to protect the façade of the Greasy Git. 

 

“Me neither,” she said softly. Hoisting her bag onto her shoulder, she gestured towards the door. 

“Let’s go before Seamus gets here. He’ll be wanting his furniture, and I don’t feel like haggling 



with him.” 
 

A knock on the door froze Severus’ hand on its way to the door knob. Hermione’s eyes widened 

with the fear left from her run in with Percy. Calm down, it could just be Mrs. Bartholomae. “Who 

is it?” she called, her voice tremulous. 

 

“Seamus. Open up, Hermione.” Hermione inched past Severus, awkwardly sliding past him in 

the inadequate space to reach the door. Slowly, she cracked open the door enough to focus on 

the man standing at her step. “C’mon, I don’t have all day. I’ve furniture to move.” 
 

“Er, can you come back later?” she asked him. His air of impatience thickened. 

 

“No, I can’t come back later. I already have buyers, and they want their merchandise. You 

promised, Hermione. Don’t tell me you’re backing out.” The freckles began to darken as slowly 

rising anger tinted his face red. “Just let me in.” 
 

“Seamus, I--” Hermione was trying to think up a good excuse when Seamus pounded his hand 

on the door and forced it open. Caught off guard, Hermione flew backwards into the wall but 

watched with perverse interest as Seamus Finnigan was suddenly face to face with his long-

dead Potions professor. Severus held his wand out in a classic dueling position, every muscle 

tense and ready to fight this interloper. His mouth twisted, baring his teeth like a cornered jackal. 

Seamus stood completely still, too shocked and terrified to blink. 

 

“Close the door, Mr. Finnigan,” Severus hissed. That voice, so hoarse and ill-sounding just a 

day ago, now sounded precisely like the bad tempered bat of the dungeons. Smooth and 

malicious, clear and menacing, that voice brooked no argument and demanded utter and instant 

obedience. Seamus immediately closed the door with a gentle tap of his foot. “You always were 

a vulgar little boy, and I can see nothing has changed.” 
 

Seamus opened his mouth to protest, but Severus cut in, “Bite your tongue. I realize your 

pathetic brain is having difficulty processing this situation, so allow me to assist you. You are 

going to sit down in this chair. We are going to leave. You will not follow, nor will you tell anyone 

about seeing either me or Miss Granger. You will wait here for one hour, then you will go about 

your business as if this encounter never occurred.” 
 

Seamus nodded and stumbled into the chair. He folded his hands in his lap as if he were being 

hauled in front of Minerva McGonagall and looked nowhere but directly ahead. Severus nodded 

not with approval, but with finality, and turned to Hermione. “Lay on, Miss Granger.” 
 

“Erm, Seamus, if you could send that bundle to Mr. Librum, I’d be grateful.” Hermione pointed to 

her paper-wrapped package of books in the corner. She shot her old classmate an apologetic 

but thankful glance before leaving her miserable closet behind.  

 

The walk to the Tube station was short and uneventful. The wait for the train was long and 



anxious. Hermione and Severus stood against an old, yellowing concrete wall, slightly apart 

from the milling crowd but not too separate to attract the attention of the low-level Death Eater 

guards patrolling the platform. The light was dim, and Hermione did not notice that Severus had 

leaned closer to her to speak in her ear. “Why are we taking this godforsaken Muggle 

contraption?” he asked casually. If she did not know better, she would have sworn there was a 

hint of apprehension in his voice. 

 

“The Northern line is the only Tube line that still runs properly. The rest have collapsed, or travel 

to unauthorized areas of the city,” she explained quietly. “There is a checkpoint at High Barnet 

leading out of London. We’ll be able to get through. I hope.” 
 

He cast her a quizzical expression then shook his head. “No, I meant why are wizards using 

Muggle transportation?” 
 

Hermione smiled ironically. “Because the magical forms of transportation are unreliable. The city 

is blanketed with anti-Apparition wards. Airspace is patrolled constantly for broom traffic; any 

nonmilitary personnel riding brooms are immediately shot down without warning. With the 

wizarding population lacking proper wands, Malfoy needed a way to move us about to our work 

details and other menial labours without calling attention to our enforced lack of magical ability. 

The tube doesn’t run on electricity, though. I’m certain they’ve cast locomotor on the trains. Any 

half-blood who decides to join the Death Eaters are placed on spell duties; they spend all day 

casting mundane charms that the purebloods believe beneath them.” As her last word fell from 

her lips, a rush of wind and a hum announced the arrival of the train. 

 

Hermione and Severus stepped away from the wall and into the mass of elbows pushing to 

board the orange-fronted train. No curt voice warned them to mind the gap; the pair of escapees 

jumped into the crowded car just as the doors whisked shut. Hermione held onto the nearest 

pole, and Severus imitated her stance as the train jerked into motion. She swayed with the 

motion of the train, trying to wait patiently for the line to end. The Tube now only stopped at 

about half of the stations, but her patience soon wore. She began to make mental note of which 

stations they were passing: Kentish Town, Highgate, West Finchley. At this last stop, most of 

the wizards and witches disembarked, leaving Hermione and Severus alone in their car. The 

train sped to life for the last time, and the hard ball of fear clenched in Hermione’s stomach. 

Finally, the train pulled into the final station. The blue, red and white sign on the wall outside 

fadedly announced “High Barnet.” 
 

The doors did not open, however. Instead, a Death Eater boarded their car and marched 

directly to them. Hermione did her best not to cower, but she noticed Severus was hunched 

over in an attempt to detract attention from himself. The Death Eater was obviously a half-blood 

soldier; he wore no insignia of an officer but sported the thin bars of a noncommissioned 

member. He could not have been much older than Hermione. 

 

The Death Eater puffed out his chest. “What is your purpose here?” he demanded. 

 



Suddenly, Severus uncoiled. “That is not your concern. You will take us to your superior officer.” 
 

The boy looked shocked that a scruffy Impure would speak to a Death Eater guard in such a 

manner. Anger flashed across his face. He pulled out his wand and made a motion with it. “Let’s 

go, you insolent bastard. One wrong move and I’ll kill you where you stand.” Somehow, 

Hermione was not convinced by his threat. Perhaps it was the slight crack on “stand.” Curious 

as to what Severus was planning, she followed him closely off the train and onto the platform. 

 

The Death Eater directed them down the deserted platform and towards a squat, square 

building at the end of the tracks. The three of them entered through the open door, and the 

Death Eater pointed at an office with windows looking into the hall. Closed blinds blocked the 

interior view. The boy shoved his way in front of Severus and rapped smartly on the door. From 

within the office, a low voice shouted, “Come.” 
 

The Death Eater opened the door and stood on the threshold. “I have suspicious passengers, 

sir.” 
 

“Send them in, Markin.” Markin stepped into the office marginally, allowing Hermione and 

Severus to enter. 

 

A middle-aged man sat behind a small desk, shuffling papers and peering through his half-moon 

reading glasses. He had captain’s rank emblazoned on the cuffs of his well-pressed black 

uniform and a single medal bar attached to his left breast. The nametag on the right breast read 

“Rampton.” The man glanced up at the two Impures invading his office and directed a mild look 

at his underling. “That will be all, Markin. Return to your post.” 
 

Markin snapped a salute. “Yes, sir.” He turned on his heel and marched out of the office, and 

Hermione thought she saw Rampton roll his eyes. 

 

“Identification cards, please.” Rampton held out his hand over his desk, and Hermione fished 

hers out of her pocket. Severus, however, remained perfectly still. The captain gazed evenly at 

Severus, the mild look gone and replaced with a commanding, intimidating look. Intimidating for 

anyone other than Severus Snape. “Your identification card, mister, before I have to take it from 

you.” 
 

Hermione realized she had greatly underestimated her Potions professor since the day they met 

as he moved his arm with blurring speed. In a whirl of robes, Severus whipped out his wand and 

pointed it between the eyes of the unsuspecting Captain Rampton, whose hand had barely 

twitched towards his own wand. 

 

Severus’ voice was low and frozen. “You will never get your hands on my identity. Imperio.” 
 

 

 



--------------------------------------- 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

As soon as the “Imperio” fell from Severus’ lips, Captain Rampton’s eyes took on a peculiar 

glazed quality, and his clean shaven face relaxed several tense muscles around his forehead 

and lips. He looked up at the Potions Master expectantly. Hermione felt a stab of disgust deep 

in her belly at the fawning appearance of this formerly intimidating man. “Severus, is this really--

” 
 

He whirled and brought his face uncomfortably close to hers. She could feel the fury radiating 

from him. “Silence.” With one word, he had fulfilled all her schoolgirl nightmares of her 

professor, a Death Eater and Dark Arts expert, focusing all his wrath upon her and her alone. 

Reflexively, she snapped her mouth shut and shuffled away from him as far as the small office 

would allow. With her obeisance in check, he returned his attention to his pet Death Eater 

captain. Hermione realized she had pressed herself against the wall and was crushing the dusty 

Venetian blinds, but she did not move a muscle. 

 

Severus’ voice had now taken on a harsh, urgent quality. “Tell me, Captain Rampton, how two 

people could leave this checkpoint and cross Britain without being harassed by the Dark Lord’s 

military?” 
 

Words spilled over Rampton’s tongue as if he were so eager to speak he would not wait to 



follow the inflectional rules of the English language. “They would need a 386-A Form, the 

Permission for Non-Purebloods to Travel Unaccompanied Form, filled out completely and 

signed by a Death Eater officer of senior rank. The bearers of such a document would be 

required to stop at every checkpoint on their journey, present the 386-A Form, their identification 

documents and their wands for inspection. They will be required to complete an itinerary, 

detailing their route and exact time of destination at the next checkpoint.” He gazed at Severus 

like a good dog waiting for his master’s pat of approval. 

 

“Good, Captain Rampton. Now, pull out one of these 386-A Forms.” Rampton’s hand fled to the 

left-hand drawer of his desk and laid a legal-sized document printed with lines and tiny text. 

From her vantage as wallpaper, Hermione could see a small Dark Mark imprinted in black and 

red in the top corner of the sheet. “Complete all the fields which are required to be filled, 

including your signature.” 
 

Rampton found an eagle quill and a pot of ink before scribbling furiously on the page. For such 

a weighty document, he took surprisingly little time to write in most of the spaces. He copied 

down information from Severus’ card, then looked expectantly at Hermione. She hesitated, 

glancing nervously at Severus, who nodded jerkily towards his victim. Insuring there was at 

least two feet of space between her and Severus, she inched her way to the desk and pushed 

her identification card at Rampton. The officer made some more notes from her card, then 

signed his name with a flourish at the bottom of the form. “Is this document now complete?” 
 

“Yes. I am a senior officer and am authorized to sign it.” Rampton waited silently for Severus’ 
next set of instructions. 

 

“Give me a map of all current military posts and checkpoints. Be quick about it.” Severus rested 

his hand on Rampton’s desk and seemed to lean heavily on the furniture. Hermione furrowed 

her brow, unable to analyze this small but odd gesture. Meanwhile, Rampton was pulling out 

folded pieces of parchment from the bottom drawers of his desk and setting them on the 

tabletop. “Which one is the most recent?” 
 

Rampton pointed to the one closest to the edge of the desk. “That one. It was issued last week. 

It is supposed to be current for another two weeks.” 
 

Severus snatched up the map and shoved it into one of his many secret pockets. “Thank you, 

Captain Rampton. You will now escort us to the checkpoint gate and ensure our safe exit.” 
 

Nodding enthusiastically, Rampton rose from his chair and pushed past Hermione to be the first 

out the door. Severus followed, and Hermione reluctantly walked behind Severus. She gave him 

a wide berth and did not speak to him. The stabbing feeling of wrongfulness twisting in her gut 

had become a sharp conscientious pain. Had she made a terrible mistake, bringing Severus 

Snape along with her? Had the time spent alone and brooding over his life and his situation 

altered him somehow? Dumbledore had trusted him, certainly, but was she now right in doing 

so? Was this the Severus she thought she knew, or was this the return of Snape?  



 

Rampton led them through a maze of sterile hallways before he opened a large red door with 

metal mesh sandwiched between the windowpanes. The sun was glaring, just past its midday 

point, and glinting off an enormous gate barricaded with razor wire and burly guards wielding 

ready wands. He made his way directly to a large guardhouse. A solemn man stood outside the 

door, holding the thick leash of a freakishly large and mean-looking Kneazle. The Kneazle, 

which bore very little resemblance to her beloved and missing Crookshanks, twitched his tail as 

they all passed but fortunately did not hiss. Hermione was well aware of the species’ ability to 

sniff out suspicious people. Perhaps her desire to leave without making any trouble was 

canceling out Snape’s Dark magic. 

 

All three managed to squish themselves into the guardhouse. Hermione stayed near the door, 

as far away from Snape and Rampton as she could be without being outside, but listened 

carefully. Rampton presented the 386-A Form to the lieutenant manning the guard station and 

motioned to Snape and Hermione. “These two are to pass immediately, Lieutenant Crane, on 

my order.” 
 

The younger officer snapped a salute. “Yes, sir.” Apparently he was used to taking orders 

without question, and Hermione was relieved that he did not glance at her twice. 

 

“And I will accompany them to the gate, Lieutenant.” Rampton turned and motioned for 

Hermione to exit back into the afternoon brilliance. She did so warily, and waited for him and 

Snape to head towards the gate before she followed. There was only one guard standing watch 

over a small door worked into the larger gate structure. Rampton dismissed him with a wave of 

his hand and turned to Snape with a look of reverence. 

 

“Open the gate then give me the form.” Rampton did so immediately with a quick Alohomora 

and a rustle of paper. “You have done very well, Captain Rampton. I am pleased.” Snape took a 

deep breath and eased his wand into the open from his sleeve. He angled himself so anyone 

looking would only see the expanse of his back. “Obliviate.” 
 

The wand disappeared back into his robes, and Snape said smoothly, “Thank you for your 

assistance, Captain Rampton. It was most appreciated. Although I do think you should get out 

of the sun; I would not want to cause you a sunburn.” Rampton nodded faintly as he held onto 

Snape’s words like a lifeline. A distinct air of confusion surrounded the poor man. The Death 

Eater turned and walked slowly back to the guard house. 

 

Hermione tried to school her face to stillness. Snape gathered his robes about him and ducked 

through the door without any excess or suspicious speed. “Come along, Miss Browning,” he 

called behind him. She found herself grinding her teeth as she followed. 

 

The pair walked for most of the day, following the northwesterly direction of Albans Road into 

the abandoned and ruined area of High Barnet. A spot on Hermione’s heel was throbbing 

angrily as a prelude to a very painful blister. The pavement was not rough here, but she had not 



walked at this distance or pace for a very long time. She was about to muster her courage to 

ask Snape if they could stop and rest when he stumbled and fell heavily onto someone’s 

formerly nicely manicured lawn. His form sank into the junglesque wilderness of the grass. 

 

Hermione hurried over to him and gingerly asked, “Are you all right?” 
 

“What do you think, Miss Granger?” The acidity in his voice corroded her newfound terror. She 

had spent an entire day brewing her anger like a true woman and was now ready to unleash it 

on the nearest man. 

 

“What do I think, Snape? I think maybe I should have left you back in the Transport Corridor. 

You used an Unforgivable on that man like you were Dumbledore offering him a lemon drop! 

Here we are, living in a regime of the most demonic and evil man in the history of Wizardkind, 

and you just go ahead and spread around the torment like you were still a Death Eater!” 
 

“And here I thought you were semi-intelligent. Granger, do you have any concept of what we are 

going to face out here? This isn’t the time for some meagre attack of conscience. I did what I 

had to do to get us out of London, and now you’re complaining that I didn’t do it the ‘good’ way. I 

have news for you, Granger. There is no such thing as ‘light’ and ‘darkness’ or ‘good’ and ‘evil.’ 
We are what we are, and we will do what we must. Do you think Dumbledore’s hands were 

clean by the end? Do you know how he coaxed information from enemy prisoners in the 

basement of Grimmauld Place while you slept soundly above? It wasn’t Veritaserum. We do not 

live in a Potteresque world of doing the right thing for the right reasons. I will not hesitate to use 

an Unforgivable on my enemy because I know he will do the same given the chance, and you 

shouldn’t either. Squash that morality tickling your brain, Granger, or you’ll be dead by the end 

of the week.” He had lost the smooth qualities of his lecturing voice in favour of vicious yelling. 

 

Hermione had to yell louder to make herself heard. “You’re horrible, Snape. Why didn’t you just 

go ahead and Obliviate Seamus while you were at it? Didn’t have the balls to hex a student?” 
 

As if to rise to the challenge, Snape whipped out his wand and pointed it straight at her. “I didn’t 
Obliviate him because I knew he was your friend,” he said quietly. It was much more effective; 

she had to strain to hear him. “I knew you would be upset if I had laid a hand on him. Besides, I 

knew I might have to do more magic later. I had to save my strength.” 
 

“What do you mean, ‘save your strength?’” 
 

He glared at her, and the wand returned to its hidey-hole. “In case you’ve forgotten, Granger, 

I’ve been starving for more than a few months. We’re lucky that Obliviate even worked.” 
 

Her mouth worked into an “O” of understanding. Colour rose in her cheeks as her 

embarrassment worked to the surface. “You still didn’t need to use an Unforgivable,” she said 

quietly. 

 



“I did.” His voice was surprisingly gentle. “Hermione.” 
 

She sat down beside him and pulled her satchel off her shoulder. Unbuckling the straps, she 

fished around and pulled out a couple of muffins she’d snitched along with the bread. She 

offered them both to him, and he picked the blueberry muffin. His fingers worked swiftly to 

dismantle the muffin and pop the bits into his mouth. She ate mechanically; her tongue enjoyed 

the bits of apple and cheese as her brain worked on other things. Her eyes wandered around 

the curve of the street onto which they had wandered. Houses her parents would have 

appreciated lined the road, most intact but exuding a feeling of abandonment. She finished the 

muffin in her hand and fought the urge to eat the waxed paper muffin liner covered with crumbs. 

Folding the liner and sticking it in her pocket for later, she rose and looked at her companion. 

“Stay here. I’ve an idea. Severus.” She offered him a small, unsure smile. 

 

He nodded and continued picking at his food as she trampled the grass on her way to the 

garden. The garden was also overgrown, but Hermione grinned as she realized this house had 

a garage. She checked around the corner to find a closed door leading into the small garage. 

Her hand twisted the knob, and to her pleasant surprise, it opened without protest. She stepped 

into the dark building; as her eyes adjusted to the lack of light, her grin widened. A car sat 

quietly in the garage. 

 

She crossed to the driver’s side door and found it, too, was unlocked. She slid into the driver’s 

seat and glanced around in the faint light of the automatic car light. The vehicle was empty as 

far as she could tell, and devoid of keys. Sn--Severus could not keep performing unnecessary 

spells. Climbing out of the car, she exited the garage and headed for the back door of the 

house. 

 

The back door opened into the abandoned kitchen of what looked like a family with older 

children. Schoolbags rested against a counter, waiting for books and lunches. The chairs 

around the table were in disarray, but no dishes or food stood on the tabletop. The counter was 

clean except for a dried out loaf of bread resting beside a toaster. A few cups filled the sink. The 

few indications of life made the dead silence of the house even more unsettling. Hermione 

decided she wanted to leave as soon as possible. She scanned the kitchen for a hook for car 

keys; finding none, she started to open drawers nearest the door. The second drawer revealed 

what seemed to be a car key and a house key attached to a ring with a dangling purple “#1 

MOM” tag. Snatching up the keys, Hermione began to systematically rummage through the 

cabinets, searching for canned food. She found a box of Jaffa cakes, a couple jars of pickled 

onions and some tins of soup. After plunking the items onto the counter, she took up the nearest 

schoolbag and pulled out its contents. A coiled notebook, a bag of pencils, and a calculator 

littered the table, and Hermione filled the bag with her newfound food. A twinge of guilt 

shuddered down her spine, but she straightened and said aloud firmly, “We need this.” 
 

She explored the house, quickly finding the linen closet. A couple of spare blankets and some 

towels joined her food in the schoolbag. Satisfied, she returned to the kitchen and said to the 

empty house, “Thank you.” 



 

Hermione returned to the garage, threw the school bag into the backseat, and found the 

automatic garage door opener behind the driver’s side sun visor. The large door opened in a 

symphony of squealing unoiled bearings. She pressed down the clutch and put the car into 

neutral before depressing the clutch again and starting the car. As she shifted to first, the car 

bucked a bit; she bit her lip and took a deep breath. Slowly, she managed to guide the car out of 

the garage and out to the front of the house. 

 

Severus was on his feet with his wand out as she drove up next to him. She let the car idle as 

she got out of the driver’s seat and held up her hands. “It’s all right, Severus. It’s just a car. A 

nice blue car. It has a full tank of petrol. Come on, let’s go!” 
 

A stormy look veiled the apprehension in his eyes. “I am not getting into one of these horrid 

Muggle contraptions.” 
 

“It’s just a car. And there’s no other traffic, so it’s not as though we’ll crash,” she said, trying to 

sound soothing. 

 

“Crash into what?” he asked. A hint of anxiety tinged his voice. He was eyeing the vehicle like 

he would a particularly interesting new pet of Hagrid’s. 

 

Perhaps an appeal to logic would overcome his fear. “Nothing. We won’t be crashing into 

anything. Now get in the car. We’ll never get to Gregorovich’s by walking.” Pausing for a 

moment, she then continued gently, “Don’t be afraid.” 
 

His eyes flashed. “I am not afraid!” he barked. “I just find Muggle inventions unreliable and 

questionable.” He hefted the satchel over his shoulder. “My feet are just fine.” 
 

That was it; there would be no more arguing. Hermione pointed at the passenger door. 

“Severus, get in the fucking car!” she snapped. He stared at her, shocked, but Hermione was 

more shocked to find him actually obeying her. He moved to the other side of the car, opened 

the door, and folded himself into the seat with a quiet huff. 

 

Hermione had been driving for more than ten minutes before Severus finally spoke. “Are you 

certain you are able to operate this vehicle?” he asked dryly as the car made a horrible grinding 

noise while she tried to shift gears. 

 

“I was practising with my dad over the summer before seventh year. We mostly covered starting 

the car. I never had the chance to take my test,” she replied a bit breathily. Speaking took too 

much from her concentration on the gear stick. “You may fiddle with the radio if the silence is 

bothering you.” 
 

“I much prefer the silence, thank you.” 
 



“So where are we going?” she asked once the gears were successfully sorted out. 

 

Severus pulled Rampton’s map out of his vast, complex system of pockets and smoothed it on 

the dash. For a moment he studied it carefully. A furrow appeared on his brow before he tapped 

a place on the map and said, “Scotland.” 
 

 

 

---------------------------------- 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

The road under the light of the headlamps was beginning to swerve and shimmer and right itself 

again. Hermione blinked and shook her head to clear the illusion; her brain and her body were 

exhausted and bored from hours of unbroken driving. No other cars dashed by and blinded her 

or provided her numbed senses with some sort of distraction. The night sky outside, obscured 

by heavy cloud cover, remained a uniform navy-black. Severus was no help, either. He had not 

spoken to her since providing sketchy directions to Gregorovich’s possible whereabouts. It was 

possible he was asleep in the passenger’s seat. His head rested against the window, facing the 

night, and his breathing was quiet. 

 

She nearly jumped out of her skin when his voice shattered the silence. “How did you know my 

birthday?” he said softly, with a hint of genuine curiosity that she had never heard from him 

before. His usual questions had always been tinged with sarcasm or sadism. 

 

Taking her eyes off the road only momentarily, she turned her head to glance at him. He was 

sitting up, now, holding his identity card in one hand and turning it over and over. “What do you 

mean?” she replied, returning her gaze to the illuminated stretch of road ahead. 

 

“The librarian wrote my birthday as January 9, 1960. He took his information from you, as your--

imaginative--name for me suggests. How did you know the correct date of my birth? Did 

Minerva tell you? I swear, that woman was always out spread joyful misery into my life.” He 

exhaled in a little huff. Hermione smiled slightly at the image of Professor McGonagall sneaking 

birthday gifts under Severus’ napkin at the head table. 



 

“She never talked about you. I think she wanted to respect your privacy,” Hermione replied. A bit 

of grief pulled at the back of her throat, swelling her tongue to stillness. She swallowed heavily 

and took a cleansing breath. “Actually, I picked the date from a book.” She shot him a shrewd 

glance. “So I was right? What are the odds?” 
 

“Rather poor, but considering our luck so far, unsurprising. Although I am rather annoyed that 

you are aware of my actual age. I always preferred the mystery.” Hermione nearly slammed the 

brake when a small chuckle escaped his lips. 

 

“It wasn’t difficult. You graduated in the same Hogwarts class as Remus, and most peers within 

a year are the same age.” 
 

He did not respond. The card disappeared into the folds of his robe. For another few moments, 

he stared out the window again, until he said, “Are you going to drive--” the word was awkward 

on his lips “--all night? You have not had any rest today. Perhaps you should sleep and allow 

me to drive.” 
 

The offer sounded so sincere that Hermione smiled at him gratefully while her rational mind 

screamed in terror at the idea of letting this wizard get behind the wheel of her newfound 

automobile. He would not get into the car back in London, and now he has decided he is 

capable of operating heavy machinery? 

 

She did not want to offend him or cause any sort of backtracking on this new development in 

Severus’ personality. “Thank you, Severus, but I’ve never been able to sleep in cars while 

someone other than my parents drive. It’s not that I don’t trust you, it’s just that my brain’s rather 

paranoid. We can stop for the night, if that’s all right, instead.” 
 

He nodded sharply. Hermione applied the brake, downshifting, as she pulled over to the side of 

the road and stopped. She twisted the key in the ignition and the car shuddered to a silence. 

They sat for an uncomfortable moment before Hermione pulled out her wand. “Lumos,” she said 

firmly, and the end of her stubby wand flared enough to light the interior of the car. “We should 

eat something.” 
 

Severus said nothing, but a gleam in his eye suggested he could devour a horse and have room 

for trifle. Hermione grabbed her leather carryall and procured a large portion of bread for both of 

them and two oranges, as well as a generous handful of digestive biscuits. Offering half of 

everything to Severus and turning to face slightly away from him, she watched him bolt his food. 

She wondered if he had chewed, and then realized he had eaten the orange peel as well. She 

was well into her bit of bread when Severus abruptly said, “I shall return momentarily,” and 

exited the vehicle. 

 

She watched him make his way into the brush lining the side of the road. When he was out of 

sight, she hurriedly stuffed her uneaten food back into the leather bag and reshrunk it with a bit 



of effort. There was no doubt in her mind that he would protest being given more of their limited 

rations, but she also was well aware that he had been living off a diet of dust and God knows 

what else for a long time. She would not let him starve; she needed him. And, that little 

Gryffindor part of her mind interjected over the logical insistence of her own desire for self-

preservation, it would be cruel to do otherwise. 

 

Reaching into the back seat, she grabbed one of the blankets and pulled it into her lap. As she 

fussed with it, tucking it around her and adjusting her seat to recline, Severus returned to the 

car. “You’re going to sleep in here?” he asked. She thought she detected a hint of incredulity. 

 

“Slightly warmer. And I don’t have a fancy wand to cast warming charms and concealment 

charms and do-not-notice spells. Close the door, Severus, you’re letting in the cold.” 
 

He did as she asked, then sat in his seat awkwardly not looking at her as she settled into her 

new bed. The silence was more annoying than someone snoring in her ear. “Severus,” she said, 

pushing herself up on her elbow and glaring at him, “are you going to sit there while I sleep?” 
 

“I will keep watch. I am not tired.” Studiously, he kept his gaze straight at the dashboard. 

 

With a sigh, she replied, “Fine.” The blanket was adequately warm, so she slipped off her 

knobbly sweater and bunched it up under her head. She tugged the blanket back over her 

shoulder, turned to face the door of the car, and closed her eyes. The silence did not bother her 

for long. 

 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

The faint light streaming in the windscreen hit Hermione’s eyelids and tickled them open. She 

yawned, blinking weakly and stretching her neck to the side with a wince. Her muscles were not 

amused at her new sleeping accommodations. As her eyes adjusted to the morning light, she 

found herself being watched by a sharp-eyed Severus Snape. Rather, he was staring at her 

arm. A quick glance told her why; the dark lines of her tattoo were visible through the worn out 

fabric of her long-sleeved shirt. Hurriedly, she pulled her sleep-wrinkled sweater over her head 

and threw the blanket into the back seat. 

 

Severus was still staring at her with his raven-like eyes. He, too, did not seem amused. “What 

was that?” he demanded in a low voice. 

 

“What was what?” she replied, suddenly feeling defensive and shy. She felt backed into a 

corner. 

 



“On your arm. There is something on your arm. Show me.” His voice brooked no argument, but 

she was ready for a fight. 

 

“None of your fucking business, Severus.” She opened the car door and stepped out, hoping he 

would calm down in the time it took her to make a visit to the bushes in the ditch. How she 

miscalculated. As she walked around the car, he emerged from the vehicle with a snarl of rage 

distorting his pale face. 

 

“Show me!” he snarled. Like a viper, his hand shot out and grabbed her arm in a vise grip. 

 

Struggling against his cemented hold, she spat, “Go to hell.” 
 

“I will see,” he hissed, but it almost sounded as if he were speaking to himself rather than to her. 

“I will not be betrayed. I will not be humiliated again by him. He will not get ahold of me ever 

again.” His low angry mantra continued as his fingers found the hem of her sleeve and slowly 

pushed it up to the crook of her elbow. The names of her dead stood out starkly against the 

white skin of her inner arm. The name secreted in her elbow was still hidden by fabric. He trailed 

his index finger along the lines of text in a confused silence. A new face, open and bemused, 

met hers. “What is this?” 
 

His grip loosened, and she twisted out of his grasp and pushed her sleeve back down. “What 

does it look like? Besides, what do you care, you heartless bastard?” Unshed tears brimmed at 

the corners of her eyes. She would not cry in front of this man. 

 

Taking one small step away from her, he stared at her for a moment before fixing his gaze firmly 

on his shoes. “I--I am sorry, Hermione. I thought--I thought it was a Dark Mark. I thought maybe-

-” 
 

“You thought I was a Death Eater?” she interrupted. Horror and accusation laced her harsh 

words. “The thought that I would ever betray my friends and family to Voldemort actually went 

through your obviously demented brain? What the hell is wrong with you? It’s one thing to be 

cautious, but I think you’re bordering on paranoia!” 
 

“How could I know otherwise? I don’t know you, Hermione. You were just one student out of 

thousands over the years. Was being in Gryffindor supposed to make you immune to ambition 

and bribery and revenge? Explain Percy Weasley. He turned the Battle of Hogsmeade into a 

massacre. Explain Neville Longbottom. He pledged his soul to Voldemort for the chance to kill 

Bellatrix Lestrange. I heard he died screaming. How could I know whether you were weak 

enough to take the Mark? You are a stranger to me.” 
 

She gave him a hard look, made harder by the unnecessary reminder of Neville. “Trust, 

Severus. The Order trusted you, and the Order trusted me. I trust you, and you have the Mark.” 
 

“I don’t,” he replied softly. Slowly, he gathered the fabric of his robes and pulled it away from his 



arm. There, where the Dark Mark must have been for so long, a large patch of shiny and 

puckered skin formed the outline of Voldemort’s sigil. The odd shape was the blotchy red of 

burst blood vessels. “He made me cut it out. Even the Imperius Curse does not make you 

immune to pain.” His voice was far away and small. Letting the robe cover him again, he lifted 

his face to look into her eyes. “We should go.” 
 

Wordlessly, Hermione nodded. Severus returned to the car, and Hermione made her way into 

the bushes, her mind troubled. 

 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

The small town of Greenblatt seemed to appear out of nowhere. One minute, Hermione was 

driving through unoccupied country, occasionally passing abandoned houses, and the next, 

buildings were lining the sides of the road. People--Muggles--were going about their business in 

a surreally normal way; women with their young children and singular men hurried about their 

midday chores as Hermione drove up the main street. “I need to stretch my legs,” she 

announced, breaking the hours-long silence between them. He did not reply, but Hermione 

pulled over and parked anyway. “I don’t suppose this is a town with any of our kind,” she said 

softly. 

 

Severus shook his head. “Just Muggle.” 
 

Hermione yanked the key out of the ignition and stuffed them in her pocket before leaving the 

car. Severus followed her out onto the pavement and glared at her as she stared at her new 

surroundings. As if to spite the ruined city of London, the town of Greenblatt was completely 

untouched. No buildings crumbled here, no broken windows left gaping holes and shattered 

glass, no scorch marks from firebombs marred walls. Like a perfect little oasis in a particularly 

harsh desert, Greenblatt was green and full of people who had been left to their lives. A surge of 

jealousy rose in Hermione’s throat. 

 

She turned to Severus, leaning in close to ensure no one overheard. “What the hell is going on 

here?” 
 

“They’re Muggles,” was his cryptic reply. 

 

“So? Why hasn’t Voldemort wiped them out? Why is this town still here when all the Wizarding 

communities are being destroyed and reordered?” Hermione’s voice hit a new octave of panic 

and confusion. She had always been the one to understand everything; suddenly not knowing 

made her nervous for the answer. 

 



“Because to the Dark Lord, Muggles are cattle,” he replied. A bit of sympathy wormed its way 

into his explanation. “Were you to have a herd of cattle who could take care of themselves for 

the most part, what would be the point in meddling with their lives before the autumn slaughter? 

These Muggles won’t stay like this forever. Once Voldemort is ready, he’ll bring his butchering 

knives and be done with them. Then Wizarding kind will be free to live under his rule without 

persecution.” 
 

“Without persecution? Christ, Severus, look what he’s already done! Muggleborns are now 

fulfilling the roles of house elves. Halfbloods are appointed to the lowest jobs, while Purebloods 

live like royalty. Only Purebloods may attend Hogwarts and Durmstrang. Muggles never 

persecuted Wizards like Wizards persecute other Wizards.” 
 

He looked at her with sad eyes. “Try to see it from millennia of history, Hermione. The entire 

history of our people’s way of hiding in plain sight and avoiding contact with Muggles does not 

come from a benevolent desire to protect Muggles’ minds and bodies. That is just a screen to 

distract our kind from our deep rooted fear of those who would kill us out of misunderstanding 

and terror, or use us for their ambition, or enslave us for our power. For all our magic, Muggles 

can do unfathomable damage to our world. In Voldemort’s mind, he is the saviour of the 

Wizarding world. The ghettos are to keep our people safe while he wages his war; when the 

Muggles have been eliminated, we will be able to live freely under his rule.” Upon seeing the 

look of horror on her face, he added, “It’s a load of shite, of course. But that is the propaganda 

he is feeding his new subjects. He spouted it for years during the first war. And for most of our 

kind, it is perfectly reasonable and acceptable.” 
 

“My parents were Muggles,” she whispered. Taking a deep breath in an attempt to calm herself, 

she faced Severus. “I have a bit of money. Let’s have something fresh to eat.” 
 

He nodded impassively and followed her into the first pub they found. Dark and smelling faintly 

of pipe smoke, the pub was rather small but surprisingly full. Hermione snatched up what looked 

like the last empty table and sat down wearily, and Severus did the same. A middle-aged 

woman wandered over and plunked two glasses of water in front of them, then meandered 

away. Hermione took a sip and leaned over the table towards her companion. “Order me 

whatever you’re having. I’ll be back in a couple of minutes.” 
 

“Very well.” 
 

Hermione wound her way through the narrow spaces between the tables until she found the 

door to the toilet. The small room was lit with dim, cold light, but it was blissfully quiet and 

unoccupied. Opening the hot water tap, she watched herself in the mirror while testing the water 

temperature with an absent finger. Dark circles marred the undersides of her eyes. Perhaps she 

did not sleep as well last night as she had thought. The water was warm, finally, and she 

ducked her head down to the basin and began to wash her face. The sound of running water 

was loud in her ears, and the pungent scent of the white liquid soap filled her nostrils as she 

slowly rinsed the dirt from her face and neck. Not as good as a bath, certainly, but it would do. 



 

Clean and rinsed, Hermione closed the tap and reached for a paper towel. She buried her face 

in the rough material and sighed. As she lowered the towel, a figure stirred behind her in the 

mirror. Before she could turn or even flinch, a hand blurred past her ear and clamped over her 

mouth. 

 

A strange, feminine voice said, “Silencio.” 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

Whipping her head from side to side, Hermione did her best to escape the hard grip of the 

stranger behind her. The panicked sounds she was trying to make vanished as if in a vacuum. 

As she flailed, she felt her elbow come into contact with what felt like ribs. The stranger exhaled 

painfully and choked out into her ear, “Hermione, calm down. I’m not going to hurt you. I just 

want to talk.” 
 

As if to prove her sincerity, the stranger let go of Hermione’s face and took a step back. 

Hermione whirled to face her attacker and found herself staring into a strangely familiar face. 

“You’re not going to scream, are you?” Hermione shook her head, and the woman pointed her 

wand--a real wand!--at her. “Finite Incantatem.” The wand disappeared into the woman’s 

sleeve. “Well, Hermione, I almost didn’t recognize you with that hair. Do you know who I am?” 
 

Studying the woman’s features, a slow recognition washed over her. She was not wearing her 

hair in pigtails, but. . . . “Hannah Abbott,” she replied. 

 

The Hufflepuff gave her a wide smile. “Yes.” 
 



“Why are you here? How did you get here? I mean--” 
 

Before Hermione could get on a roll of questions, Hannah interrupted. “I don’t have a lot of time. 

I’ve come to warn you. There is a major checkpoint less than twenty kilometres from here, and if 

you’re travelling by car you won’t be able to avoid it. All secondary roads have been blocked 

and warded. The Death Eaters will be looking for you. Your description has been owled to every 

checkpoint in Britain, with orders to arrest you on sight and hold you until Lucius Malfoy arrives 

to take you back to London. The list of charges is as long as my arm, including assaulting a 

Death Eater officer and carrying false identification.” Hannah gave her an incredulous look. 

“What on earth have you been doing? I only heard you escaped London because Malfoy was 

after you.” 
 

“Who told you that?” Hermione tapped a finger to her lips. “I only told--Georgina.” 
 

Hannah nodded. “She’s one of us.” 
 

“One of who? If you really don’t have that much time, you’re being awfully cryptic.” Hermione 

raised her eyebrow, and Hannah crossed her arms over her chest. 

 

“The URF. United Resistance Front. Or le Front de resistance uni if you’re on the mainland. 

Most people call us the Wraiths without realizing we’re an organized group. They don’t really 

know that the official name is far more appropriate--‘the resistant element.’” 
 

“What? Wait, the Wraiths are the resistance? But Severus said they weren’t organized.” 
Hermione’s brow pulled into a furrow, and Hannah looked uncomfortable. 

 

“That’s kind of what I wanted to talk to you about, apart from the warning. Be careful with 

Snape, Hermione. He’s not what you think he is. Members of the URF approached him when 

they discovered him roaming about in London, but they didn’t ask him to join. In fact, they 

stayed as far away from him as possible.” 
 

“But why?” 
 

Hannah leaned in a bit closer to her and lowered her voice. “He told them. . .disturbing things. 

Things about what happened before everything went to hell. They wouldn’t tell anyone else 

what he’d said, but they decreed his territory was off-limits to all other Wraiths. I’m not going to 

ask what you’re doing with him, but I just want you to be very cautious. He’s not the professor 

who taught us Potions. He may be more trouble for you than he’s worth.” 
 

Hermione nodded, trying to appear impassive. “Thank you, Hannah. Is there any way I can get 

in touch with members from your group?” 
 

“We’ll contact you. In the meantime, if you can get to a radio, tune it to the lowest amplitude 

modulation you can pick up and follow these instructions.” The blonde pulled a piece of 



parchment from her pocket and offered it to Hermione. “The URF was the largest purchaser of 

Fred and George Weasley’s special invisible ink, until well, you know. We’ve had to improvise 

since. Just hold the sheet up to a heat source, like a hot Muggle light bulb, and the writing will 

appear.” Her face was so serious that Hermione stifled a giggle. “What’s so funny?” 
 

“You used lemon juice, didn’t you?” she said around a smile. 

 

Hannah looked both surprised and offended. “How did you know that?” 
 

“Muggle children do it all the time. I used to conduct espionage on the neighbour children and 

write reports to myself. My mother was baffled as to where all her lemons were going.”  
 

Hannah shot her a strange and rather disappointed look before moving towards the door. Her 

hand paused on the handle. “Just listen to the radio. It’s a Muggle frequency, not the Wizarding 

Wireless Network. And watch out for Snape. Good luck, Hermione, in whatever it is you’re 

doing.” 
 

“You as well, Hannah.” The blonde disappeared into the murky depths of the pub, and 

Hermione remained in the toilet, staring at herself in the mirror. The smooth parchment in her 

hand tickled her palm and tickled her mind. What the hell was being broadcast on the radio? 

Why had she not thought that there was a resistance out there, somewhere? Why hadn’t she 

sought them out earlier? 

 

Because it was hard enough just living. The thought was both comforting and dissatisfying. 

Certainly, life in the ghetto was a difficult dance of deception, but she had had an easier time 

than others. And God knows she’d been preoccupied with her own grief. But now, free but 

requiring more caution than ever, she found herself wanting more than just to exist. The fight 

had come back into Hermione Granger, and it set her lips in a thin line. Squaring her shoulders, 

she stuffed the parchment in her pants pocket and walked back out into the pub. 

 

Severus was huddled over a Yorkshire pudding filled with stew when Hermione slipped back 

into her seat. She sighed and picked up her fork. “Have you not heard of lettuce?” she muttered 

as she speared a piece of beef onto the tines. 

 

“No, I enjoy scurvy,” he replied quietly, with a hint of a smile at the edge of his mouth. 

 

They ate in silence. Hermione could not bring herself to discuss Hannah Abbott while 

surrounded by Muggles, especially after what Hannah had said about Severus. While she was 

not about to stop trusting him as a incidental companion and useful wand arm, she was wary 

about what he had told the other Wraiths. Rather, she was wary about her lack of knowledge on 

the subject. What did Severus Snape know that she did not? 

 

The pudding had vanished from her plate, but she did not really remember eating it. She 

glanced up to find Severus watching her from under his eyelashes. “What?” she asked, shifting 



uncomfortably under his gaze. 

 

“What is the matter, Hermione? You seem. . .far away.” His questing gaze was steady, and yet 

strangely kind. “Is anything the matter?” 
 

A sardonic chuckle escaped her lips. “No, everything’s fine. We’re just on the run from every 

Death Eater in the country, and they know who I am. It wouldn’t take much for them to identify 

you, either. You don’t exactly blend into the wallpaper.” She pulled out a few Muggle notes from 

the secreted wad in her pocket and laid them on the table. “Let’s get the hell out of here. The 

car needs some petrol before we leave.” 
 

She pushed away from the table and snaked her way around the tables towards the exit. Before 

she could inch the door open, a hand laid itself against the wood above her head and swung the 

door out. Wrenching her neck up, she saw Severus looming over her, holding the door in a 

mind-bogglingly polite gesture. He appeared to be ignoring his sudden gentlemanliness. “Thank 

you,” she murmured, and was not surprised to receive a stormy look in reply. 

 

It took at least ten minutes for Hermione and Severus to find a petrol station, once she had 

explained to Severus what a petrol station looked like. She filled the tank and forked over far 

more of her Muggle money to the station attendant than she had originally intended to spend. A 

nagging feeling of desperation picked at her stomach; they were not even halfway to Scotland, 

and already she was running low on funds. Perhaps if Severus was feeling stronger, he could 

place a Movement Charm on the vehicle to save fuel. 

 

As she exited the petrol station kiosk and started in the direction of her little blue car, Hermione 

suddenly saw out of the corner of her eye someone approach her from the side. She glanced 

over her shoulder surreptitiously, only to stumble into another body in front of her. Taking a step 

back, she realized she was surrounded by three unshaven men wearing Muggle clothing and 

exuding a menacing air. She gazed directly at the man who had blocked her path. “Excuse me, 

sir,” she said mildly. “I should have been watching where I was going.” 
 

“Quite all right,” he replied in a oddly cheerful voice. The three men did not move, and Hermione 

took another step away from them. 

 

“I’ll be going now,” she told them firmly as she mentally calculated the speed and distance 

required to reach her vehicle. 

 

“No, wait, we want to ask you something.” The leader stretched out his arm as if to stop her 

from leaving. His dark blue eyes were imploring. 

 

“What?” She was still moving backwards, but the bit of genuine pleading in his voice slowed her 

feet. 

 

“We were wondering if you could give us a ride to the next town,” he said. “The name’s Colin. 



Me mum’s sick, and I have to go take care of her. The blokes,” he gestured to his companions, 

“are just along for the ride. We can pay for petrol.” He dug into his pocket and revealed a wad of 

Muggle notes thicker than Hermione’s. 

 

Before she could answer, the black cloud named Severus Snape swooped in for the kill. He 

wrapped his robes around him as he pushed his way slightly in front of her and unleashed his 

best Potions Master look on the poor men. “Leave on your own feet before you are unable,” he 

snarled, his voice cold and grating. 

 

Colin held up his hands. “We weren’t doing anything to the lady--” 
 

“Go now,” Severus hissed, moving towards the strangers like a snake uncoiling. The three 

hitchhikers glanced at each other with wide, frightened eyes before hurrying away and 

disappearing around the street corner. Satisfied the men were gone, Severus then turned to 

Hermione. “Are you all right?” he asked, sounding concerned. 

 

A frustrated growl escaped her lips. “Severus, I am not completely helpless, and I do not need 

you to come along and save me. You don’t have to guard me like I’m a particularly precious 

piece of your property!” She stalked past him towards the car, and after flinging herself into the 

driver’s seat, slammed the car door closed in a particularly satisfying way. For a moment she 

was reminded of Harry and Ron and how they had expected her to go to the Yule Ball with one 

of them simply because she was there. As if she was not capable of taking care of herself! She 

was not a child, nor his property! 

 

She started the car just as Severus slid into the passenger’s side seat. They locked eyes for a 

second; Hermione was startled to find anger in the dark pools of his irises. He spoke in his low, 

effective voice. “Very well. Since you are able to mind yourself, I will not come to your ‘rescue’ 
again.” 
 

“Fine.” The word ground through her teeth. 

 

No speech passed between them until Hermione pulled out onto the motorway and 

remembered what Hannah Abbott had said. “There is a major checkpoint up ahead,” she told 

Severus. “We can’t avoid it; the secondary routes have been blocked off and warded against 

trespassing.” 
 

Severus did not reply, nor asked her how she knew this, as he pulled an AA motorway map out 

of the glove box and unfolded the little rectangle into a large rectangle. After a long moment of 

examining the coloured lines crisscrossing the British Isles, he said, “We must take this road to 

find Gregorovich. It’s the fastest way. The less time we spend travelling, the more likely we are 

to succeed.” 
 

“Can you mark where you think Gregorovich is hiding on the map in a way only we will be able 

to find it? I do not want to drive around Britain looking for him without an idea of where I am 



going, especially if something happens to you.” She caught the sharp glance he shot her. “Not 

that I’m expecting something to happen to you.” 
 

Not expecting the wry smile twisting his lips, Hermione nearly drove off the road. As she 

concentrated on righting the vehicle in the proper lane, she heard him muttering something over 

the map. “What are you doing?” she inquired. 

 

“Exactly what you asked me to do,” he replied irritably. Seeing her waiting for an explanation, he 

continued. “I suppose Potter showed you that map he got somehow in his third year?” 
 

“The Marauder’s Map,” she replied affirmatively. “His father and his friends made it when they 

were at Hogwarts.” 
 

“Indeed. I once asked Lupin how they fashioned such an intricate tool. I thought it could be 

useful in my line of work. I placed Gregorovich’s likely whereabouts on a point on the map. It will 

appear if you say his name and disappear if you say ‘drunken Shakespeare.’” 
 

She raised her eyebrows and was met with a slightly amused look. “It is best if the incantation is 

something both unusual and unique to both of us. A Death Eater would never think of using a 

Muggle reference.” 
 

“Very wise,” she replied around a chuckle. Severus did not appear to desire further 

conversation, so Hermione reached over and flipped on the radio. She twisted the tuning knob 

to the lower modulation numbers, trying to find a clear station that fit Hannah’s description. 

Static filled the car for a few moments before what sounded like a young Welsh man’s voice 

jarred into existence. 

 

“The low temperature today, zero, so the garden therefore requires covering. Rain tomorrow, all 

day until midnight. The maximum amount of precipitation expected to fall is under five 

millimetres. Monitor the sky for Blaise, a visible comet, tonight. Do expect updates daily, but not 

hourly. Dusk will now approach nine in the evening. This is quarter radio.” The announcer’s 

voice was silent for a few heartbeats before repeating the broadcast. 

 

“The man could use a few English grammar lessons,” Severus announced darkly. 

 

Hermione nodded absently, but the cogs turned in her head. The way the transmission was 

oddly written--it was probably a code. She would just have to figure out what it meant. Maybe 

the parchment would tell her exactly what the Welsh man was trying to tell her. The thoughts in 

her head were so rampant that she did not realize Severus was speaking to her in increasingly 

anxious tones. “What?” she demanded. 

 

He pointed at something out the windscreen. His face was grim. “The checkpoint.” 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

The Central Britain Major Route Checkpoint, as the large official black sign announced in white 

block type, was a sprawling compound made up of squat concrete buildings and high chain link 

fencing. Four guards sporting the dark uniforms of Voldemort’s military exited the closest gray 

box and headed directly for the blue automobile slowly approaching the checkpoint gates. 

 

In an attempt to mollify the guards, Hermione braked and brought the vehicle to a stop, then cut 

the engine. Severus was already producing the travel documents for inspection with a flat, 

guarded expression. “For the love of Merlin, keep your answers short. No questions,” he said 

sharply. 

 

“Yes, thank you, Severus, as I am a complete imbecile,” she replied, her lips dripping with acid 

sarcasm. Not surprisingly, she did not receive an apology. “We should have practised what we 

were going to do.” 
 

“There’s no need to practise. We have the documents. Just keep your mouth shut and we 

should be fine.” 
 

The four guards surrounded the car, and the young man sporting thin lieutenant bars around his 

cuffs tapped on the driver’s side window. “Step out of the vehicle, ma’am,” he said, his voice 

slightly muffled through the glass. He glanced pointedly at Severus. “Sir.” 
 

Reluctantly, but trying to move just quickly enough to satisfy the guards’ notions of obedience, 

Hermione opened her door and stepped out into the open. The overcast sky kept most of the 

heat from the earth; a brisk wind hailing from the north held a cutting chill. Hermione shivered 

inadvertently and glanced over at Severus. He stood like a stoic statue, unblinking, as the wind 

gripped the ends of his robes and whipped them around his lanky limbs. The lieutenant gazed at 

both Hermione and Severus for a few moments with weighing eyes. Apparently he deemed 



Severus worthy of his attention, not the bald little girl, and crossed around the bonnet to face 

him directly. “Your papers?” he demanded neutrally. 

 

Severus handed the man the form signed by Captain Rampton, as well as his forged 

identification. The guard nearest Hermione stretched out his hand for her own card. She 

produced it with a cough to hide her nervousness. The guard passed it to his superior officer 

along with another folded piece of legal paper which bore the Dark Mark like the 386-A Form. 

 

The officer silently spread out the papers on the bonnet and produced an eagle quill from a 

pocket. The man beside him brought out a small, well-capped vial of blackish-green ink, and the 

lieutenant began to copy information onto the new form. The quill scratched the parchment for 

several heart-pounding minutes. When he finally reached the end of the form, he renewed the 

ink on his quill nib and raised his wrist to sign his name with a flourish. The nib just brushed the 

page before a man racing from the gray concrete cube interrupted him with a “Lieutenant 

Blackfriar, hold!” 
 

Startled, the entire party surrounding the little blue car whipped their heads in the running man’s 

direction. He held a small piece of parchment in his left hand; it fluttered as he moved. Blackfriar 

watched him approach with a tightlipped stare. “What is it, Corporal?” he asked in a hard voice. 

 

The panting man slowed and waved the slip of parchment. “Owl just arrived, sir, with a new 

arrest warrant to be checked immediately.” 
 

The lieutenant rewarded him with a glare of long-suffering impatience. “Yes, and? Read it, 

Corporal.” 
 

“Oh.” He cleared his throat. “Lucius Malfoy, Lord Regent of London, has issued a warrant for the 

arrest of one Hermione Granger, Impure II and member of the Order of the Phoenix. She is 

charged with several capital offenses, most especially treason against our Lord Voldemort and 

Britain. She is described as five feet four inches, brown eyes, shorn brown hair. She is 

considered extremely dangerous. Upon her arrest, Lord Regent Malfoy is to be informed by Floo 

immediately.” The corporal’s dark eyes were now firmly fixed on Hermione. “The Regent’s 

personal seal is on the message, Lieutenant.” 
 

The three guards inched their way closer to Hermione as Blackfriar examined her identity card 

more closely. “So, Miss Hermione Browning, you wouldn’t happen to know this Hermione 

Granger, would you?” he said quietly. 

 

“Of course not,” she replied, hoping her force would be taken for contempt. “I’m no Mudblood.” 
 

“Even so, I cannot ignore an arrest warrant for someone matching your description exactly,” 
Blackfriar said briskly. He turned his attention to Severus, who was watching Hermione with a 

considering gaze. “As for you, I have no warrant, and you have what appears to be official 

paperwork from the London checkpoint. However, you are also suspiciously in the company of 



this woman. Explain to me how this came to be, and why I should not take you into custody as 

well.” 
 

Severus’ eyes brushed over the physical situation with a minute movement. Hermione could 

almost hear his thought process; there were far too many to hit with an Obliviate, and he was 

outnumbered and lacking the element of surprise. His hands were effectively tied unless he did 

something drastic. But Hermione, despite not truly knowing this enigmatic man, did not actually 

expect something truly, wildly unexpected. 

 

His face, especially his eyes, seemed to round like an innocent schoolboy’s. “She has a warrant 

for her arrest? I had no idea!” The shock in his voice was disturbingly convincing. He directed a 

snarl at her. “You lied to me!” 
 

“What? S--Asmund, I didn’t--” Hermione flustered reply was not feigned, and the panic fluttering 

in her stomach only increased when Severus did nothing to indicate his plan. Assuming he had 

a plan. Seconds later, two guards seized her upper arms, not gently, and began to drag her 

towards the compound. Frantically, she tried to twist away from their grips and plead with the 

stony faced Potions Master. “Don’t do this. Help me!” 
 

“Farewell, sweet,” he replied flatly. He ducked his head to continue speaking to Blackfriar. 

 

“You greasy bastard!” she screamed at him. He did not even look up, but the insult made her 

feel minutely better. 

 

Eventually Hermione realized that the guards would stop bruising her arms if she stopped 

writhing against their grips. They marched her into the concrete building between them, down 

sterile and poorly lit corridors lacking windows. Her wand, useless as it was, was caught in the 

waistband of her pants, far from the reaches of her fingers. Her feet dragged on the smooth 

laminate flooring as the two men pulled her down the corridor. 

 

How was she possibly going to get out of this? Even wandless magic could not help her now; 

she needed power, and precision. The forceful outburst she had used on Percy Weasley would 

not help her here. She needed Severus, and he seemed to be taking everything lying down. 

And what was that about, calling her “sweet?” The cryptic randomness of that word grated her 

more than his newfound placidity. She sincerely hoped that was not an attempt at humour--or, 

gods forbid, affection. What did “sweet” mean? 

 

Her mind continued down its futile furrow while the guards led her through several corridors in 

foreboding silence. Finally their feet grew silent. A thick door sporting a large, industrial lock 

loomed before her. The gray paint around the edges of the door jamb was flaking, as if no effort 

had been made to maintain this part of the building. A flickering dread that they would leave her 

here to rot stabbed in her stomach. Several moments passed, until Hermione began to wonder 

if all they were going to do was stare at this incongruous door. As if to shatter this banal but 

acceptable idea, the echoing sound of another pair of boots marching towards her filled the 



corridor. Blackfriar strode up to the party waiting by the door with a grim look of satisfaction 

painted on his plain face. 

 

Blackfriar offered Hermione a chilly, polite nod. “If you’ll come with me,” he murmured. From his 

belt pouch he withdrew a large key ring. He inserted a large, brass, modern key into the lock. 

With a twist of his wrist, Blackfriar snapped open the lock with a loud click. The door swung 

inwards, surprisingly silent on well-oiled hinges, and Blackfriar stepped back to allow Hermione 

to enter to dim, stale-smelling room. The guards let their hands drop to their sides as Blackfriar 

gestured for her to step forwards. His other hand moved behind her, obviously not touching her 

back. He had very easily and effectively trapped her. 

 

Steeling herself with a deep breath, Hermione forced herself to square her shoulders and walk 

into her new prison. Blackfriar followed, indicating for her to sit at the long metal table which 

occupied the room. She did, gingerly easing herself down onto the metal mesh seat without 

taking her eyes off the Death Eater lieutenant. He, in turn, looked everywhere but at her. They 

coexisted in silence while Blackfriar paced the length of the room. He seemed to be waiting for 

something. 

 

Goose bumps rose on Hermione’s arms when anther, unfamiliar noncommissioned member 

entered. He watched Hermione out of the corner of his eye as he saluted Blackfriar and 

presented him with a scrap of paper. The officer unrolled it, scanned it, then dismissed the man 

with a neutrally curt order. 

 

Once the man was gone, Blackfriar turned to face Hermione with a smug smile. “You won’t be 

staying with us long,” he told her. 

 

“Oh?” she answered, trying to sound uninterested. 

 

“Lucius Malfoy has sent for you. He’ll be here in one hour.” 
 

Hermione could have sworn her heart stopped. 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

Concrete has the unique property of enhancing the cold, cruel sterility of any room it fabricates. 

Hermione shivered and rubbed her sweaty palms over the fabric covering her arms in a vain 

attempt to eliminate the icy feeling pervading her blood vessels. Blackfriar had left her alone, 

closing the thick gray door behind him and locking it from the outside. A part of her mind was 

not surprised to find the inside to the door a smooth slab; no door handle jutted out, nor a lock 

she might exploit. 

 

She had, perhaps from the rare forays into television during her childhood, expected a room 

often portrayed in police serials. However, this was not a domain of Muggles. The room had 

smooth, square concrete walls without any dark, clouded two way mirror engulfing one wall. All 

the room held was the metal table, a chair and Hermione. A sense of hostility seeped from the 

small box in which she was now trapped like a particularly interesting insect specimen. Her 

fingers crawled to her waistband and caressed the useless piece of wood resting there; she was 

almost angry that no one had taken it from her, as if she were a toothless old cat who needed 

no particular care during handling. 

 

Somehow she would show them her claws. 

 

The door opened with a bang as it flung out and hit the wall. Blackfriar waited on the threshold, 

holding a vial in his hand and a carefully neutral expression. Hermione’s hands flew to her lap. 

No doubt the motion did not pass unnoticed, but Blackfriar said nothing. Instead, he crossed to 

the other side of the table and unstopped the vial of clear liquid. He passed the glass container 

across the table. “Drink this,” he ordered, his voice bored yet expecting immediate and 

unquestioning obedience. 

 

Hermione merely stared at him flatly, making no move to pluck the vial from his fingers. 

 

Blackfriar’s lips twisted in a small, wry smile. It held no amusement. “You can drink it yourself, or 

I can make you drink it yourself.” 
 

The longer she could hold off that kind of compulsion, the better her situation would be. Taking 

the vial, she pursed her lips and sighed. “What is it?” she asked, expecting a certain answer. 

 

“Veritaserum,” Blackfriar replied. She wondered if he practised his lack of emotion in the mirror 

before his cuppa, or if he was actually made of wood. 

 

Suppressing a heavy, resigned sigh, she lifted the vial and upended it into her mouth. The 

slightly sweet liquid bathed her tongue and flowed insidiously down her throat. Somehow it 



seemed wrong. The Potions class had brewed Veritaserum as the final project in preparation for 

the N.E.W.T.s during seventh year. Professor Snape had made them try a sample of their own 

brewing, to demonstrate its lack of taste and water-like consistency--assuming they had brewed 

it correctly. He had then proceeded to ask them questions of his own devising. 

 

Snape loomed over her, wrapped in his billowing robes like a bat not quite hanging upside 

down. He held a clipboard and a quill to jot down their grade. The tiny class was silent, but she 

caught sight of her peers out of the corner of her eye; they were trying to watch and not watch 

her impending interrogation in horror. They seemed to be glad she was going first and not them. 

The left edge of Snape’s mouth quirked up in an unpleasant mockery of a smile. “Miss 

Granger,” he said, “what fields have you considered entering upon graduation?” 
 

The words tumbled from her lips without hesitation. “Theoretical arithmancy, Aurory, and 

experimental potions, sir,” she replied. Heat crept into cheeks. She had not intended to add that 

last item, at least not in front of him. 

 

“Indeed.” His eyes considered her with a weighty glance before he whirled and pounced on the 

next victim. 

 

Upon the bell, the entire class rose with instructions for an essay on the necessity for 

Veritaserum control. Hermione gathered her books and bag and headed for the dungeon door. 

She almost made it. “Miss Granger, a moment.” 
 

Reluctantly, she waved off the worried glances of her peers and turned to face the Potions 

Master. He sat behind his desk with his hands folded, waiting for her to approach him. Her feet 

dragged as she neared the student side of his large table and paused with a respectful face. 

“Yes, Professor Snape?” 
 

Perhaps the innocence in her voice prompted the wry look he shot her. “Miss Granger, have you 

ever stolen ingredients from my private potions stores?” 
 

“Yes, Professor.” Damnit. She had not meant to answer that, either. 

 

“What did you steal, and when?” 
 

“Boomslang skin, sir, in my second year.” She expected her ears were crimson. 

 

“For what purpose?” There was something underlying his voice, something she could not quite 

put her finger on. 

 

“To brew Polyjuice, sir.” This answer, perhaps, startled him. His eyes widened minutely, but he 

was nodding his head. “It turned Harry and Ron into Crabbe and Goyle.” He did not ask about 

her, so she was not going to say anything. 

 



“Do you ever wish you were not Muggle-born?” he asked softly. 

 

No. Of course not. “Sometimes,” she found herself saying. “There are many aspects of having 

Muggle parents that are inconvenient or hurtful. That doesn’t mean I don’t love my parents. I just 

sometimes wish I had truly the same opportunities as everyone else.” 
 

The look he bestowed upon her was neither sympathetic nor irritated. She thought it held a true 

expression of pride. “Were you anyone else, I could make you the finest Potions Mistress in 

Europe,” he said. 

 

Murmuring something incoherently sounding like thanks, Hermione backed out of the dungeons 

and ran to her next class, determined not to speak a word until the blasted Veritaserum wore 

off. 

 

It struck her brain, then, that the liquid she had just consumed should not have had any taste. 

Improperly brewed Veritaserum tasted sweet; caramelization of the sugar in the eight 

pomegranate seeds occurred if the flame under the cauldron was two degrees higher than 

specified. The brewer of this batch had ruined an entire cauldronful. Perhaps Severus had been 

trying to warn her, to remind her of what she had learned. It was all she could do to not smirk. 

 

Blackfriar was watching her intently, waiting for the Veritaserum to enter her bloodstream. He 

drew out an old pocket watch and checked the time, then tucked it back in his tunic. Satisfied 

with the passage of time, he crossed his arms over his chest. “Is your true name Hermione 

Granger?” 
 

“Yes.” He already knew the answer to that question. Hermione desperately hoped she could 

string him along long enough for her to come up with a plan. A plan--to do something. Anything. 

She may have to hit him over the head with the chair. She clamped her lips together, pretending 

to be shocked that the truth had emerged. Blackfriar did not smile, but he nodded his head 

slightly. 

 

“Do you know the man you were travelling with?” 
 

“Not really,” she replied. “We just met the other day. He offered me money for gas if I took him 

north.” 
 

“Is his name truly Asmund Slope?” Blackfriar held a hint of disbelief in his flat voice. 

 

“Yes.” His expression did not change, but she could have sworn Blackfriar blinked in surprise. 

 

“Where were you going?” 
 

“Away from London. Away from Lucius Malfoy.” The slight tremor of fear was not a well-crafted 

forgery. 



 

Slowly, Blackfriar glanced towards the door and leaned closer to her. He lowered his voice, as if 

he was afraid of being overheard. “What does Regent Malfoy want with you?” The dull edge of 

curiosity in his voice was unexpected. 

 

“I don’t know,” she replied. She tried to sound innocent. “I didn’t do anything.” 
 

His face hardened, and she knew this was the one question she had failed to properly answer. 

Her warrant had spoken of treason; Blackfriar could have garnered much attention from his 

superiors had he squeezed out her confession before Malfoy arrived. Pulling back from the 

table, he marched over to the door and rapped three times. The door opened, and he stuck his 

head into the hall. Hermione could not overhear from her vantage point, but several moments 

passed before the lieutenant returned his torso to the concrete room. He did not speak. Instead, 

he watched her with impassive eyes. 

 

It was difficult to not fidget under his scrutiny. A tendril of cold tickled her spine. This abrupt 

change in Blackfriar’s flat demeanor did not bode well for her. She could feel it. Her hands flew 

to the edge of the table when the door once again flew open; her heart was almost in her throat. 

A large man wearing a warrant officer’s insignia on his cuffs entered the room. His head was 

shaven to the skin, and the slight peak of his bare crown quite resembled an ominous egg. The 

main feature of his face was a large, thick, black handlebar moustache that covered his upper 

lip. There was a certain deportment about him that reminded Hermione chillingly of Macnair the 

executioner. 

 

He stood a pace away from Hermione, looking down at her from his great height. “What does 

Regent Malfoy want with you?” he demanded softly, his voice like gravel and rather gentle. 

 

“I don’t know.” 
 

An explosion of stars filled her vision as the back of his hand came into contact with her temple. 

The meeting of flesh on flesh sounded like a gunshot in her ears; she had to grip the table to 

keep herself perched on the chair. She blinked rapidly, trying to clear her eyes and brain. The 

side of her face was already feeling hot with burst blood vessels. The man hunkered down next 

to her and leaned in close. “You do know. I want you to tell me the truth. What do you know of 

the URF?” 
 

“What? I’ve never heard of the URF,” she spat back. 

 

Another slap; his rigid fingers hit the skin covering her orbital bone, and she thanked the gods 

he had missed gouging out her eye. Her head swam, and she thought she could feel her brain 

jarring around in her skull. The chair legs lifted. She caught herself with her feet and one arm 

before she fell to the floor completely. As she pushed herself back up, she caught sight of 

Blackfriar. He was watching the entire episode with his arms crossed and lips pursed. He could 

have been a breathing statue. 



 

“Have you ever been an associate of a member of the URF?” he asked. His voice never 

changed. He spoke calmly and quietly. 

 

“No.” With this answer, Hermione glimpsed the eyes of her interrogator. The dark eyes were 

cold, unfeeling. Darker and more cruel than Severus Snape’s eyes had ever been. This man 

was a Death Eater, and he would feast on her pain until it killed her. He possessed a brutality 

that would take him high in the eyes of his lord. 

 

Another casual swipe, and Hermione found blood dripping from her nose into her palm. The 

fluid leaked between her fingers and seeped onto the table. She brought her fingers up to gently 

probe the cartilage; the lack of excruciating pain as she touched her nose told her the man had 

not broken anything. Yet. 

 

“Take your hands off her immediately.” A new voice filled Hermione’s ears, blessed for stopping 

the violence. She glanced up to the doorway, and her stomach twisted with relief and dread. 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

Hermione could only look up through her wet lashes to see the newcomer. Her fingers gingerly 

held her nostrils together in a vain attempt to stem the flow of blood; rich red flowed down her 

arms and soaked into the edges of her sleeves as she panted through her mouth. Both 

Blackfriar and the interrogator whipped their heads towards the door, both caught off guard and 

angry at the interruption. 

 

Blackfriar took a step forward. “Who the hell do you think you are? We’re in the middle of an 

interrogation.” 



 

“You are interrogating my prisoner in a most brutal manner,” said Percy Weasley in a low, 

confident voice that Hermione had never heard come out of his thin lips. “If I am to file a report 

that shines favourably on this facility and its personnel, I expect your complete obedience.” 
 

A flat eyed stare of contempt from Blackfriar met Percy’s level gaze. “That doesn’t answer my 

question. We are expecting the Regent himself.” 
 

“There was trouble with the resistant element in the city. He has more pressing matters, and so 

sent me instead.” Percy withdrew a sealed parchment from his breast pocket and handed it to a 

stony faced Blackfriar. “Your orders, Lieutenant. You are to hand over custody of the prisoner to 

me immediately for transport to London. You are to obey me as you would Regent Malfoy.” The 

coolness of his words took Hermione aback; this was not the fussy Percy Weasley who 

inspected the kitchens with a white glove and demanded breakfast for his boss. He wore that 

uniform of death like he belonged in it, and carried himself with a confidence that demanded 

obedience and respect from those around him. Percy Weasley--no, Captain Weasley--was an 

officer of Voldemort--proud, icy--and it frightened Hermione more than the moment in which he 

had recognized her. 

 

Blackfriar, however, was the last man in the world to be intimidated by a young upstart on his 

own territory. Deliberately, he broke the seal on the parchment, fished out the message, and 

very slowly scanned the page. Even his lips moved, as if memorizing every word. Percy’s 

newfound persona slipped slightly as time wore on in silence. His lips pressed together so 

tightly they drained of blood. Hermione watched the entire exchange and tried to be 

circumspect. She wiped the blood on the sleeves of her shirt--it was mostly red, now, any ways-

-and tried to rub off the rapidly drying fluid on her hands. Her thumb and forefinger stuck 

together, and she discreetly tried to separate them by adding a bit of saliva to the mix. The 

interrogator divided his time between gawking at Percy and Blackfriar and shooting her 

disgusted looks. 

 

Finally, Blackfriar handed the letter back to Percy. “Very well, Captain Weasley,” the man said 

briskly, “you may have your prisoner. You may try to disarm her, if you wish. Her wand is 

somewhere about her person. We did not have enough time to do so upon capture.” She could 

have sworn she heard a hint of smug satisfaction in Blackfriar’s bone-dry tone. 

 

“You didn’t even try,” protested Hermione thickly. The words were a bit garbled under the 

influence of drying blood, but both men from the compound glared at her. Percy raised his 

eyebrow slightly. She had a vindictive wish to get Blackfriar sacked, no matter how juvenile it 

seemed. “And they gave me Veritaserum.” 
 

Percy’s hard gaze returned to the junior officer. “Is this true, Lieutenant?” The question cut the 

air like a whip. 

 

“Yes, sir,” Blackfriar replied. No hesitation, no remorse. Not from that man. “We hoped to have 



something to report to Regent Malfoy upon his arrival.” 
 

“Your orders were to hold her, Blackfriar, not interrogate her. Nor,” he added, “to physically 

abuse her. This will reflect poorly on you and your staff, Lieutenant Blackfriar. I suggest you 

send an owl to the Regent, explaining your actions. Perhaps he will be lenient with his 

disciplinary action for willful disobedience.” Blackfriar’s eyes widened a fraction; for another 

man, that was like his jaw dropping in disbelief. Percy offered him a wickedly cold smile. “Now 

leave us. I wish to prepare the prisoner for transport.” 
 

Blackfriar saluted him with a touch of reluctance, but saluted his superior officer just the same 

before making a deliberately slow exit from the room. The interrogator followed, much more 

quickly, without making eye contact with Percy. When the door closed, Hermione could have 

sworn the room temperature rose a few degrees. It certainly was less frigid. 

 

Percy stood by the wall for a moment with his arms crossed, studying her. She tried not to 

twitch, but her nose was itchy. As she tried to scratch it carefully, Percy suddenly came to life. 

“Allow me,” he murmured. He uttered a quick cleaning charm, banishing the flaked blood from 

her skin. The sleeves of her shirt, however, remained a dark reddish brown. His lips twisted in 

annoyance. “I never could get the hang of clothes.” As if remembering who she was and what 

he was here to do, he straightened and returned the mask of coldness to his features. “Come, 

Hermione.” 
 

She did not move from the chair. “I’m sorry, Percy,” she said sincerely. “For hurting you. I didn’t 
mean to. I just wanted to disarm you.” 
 

Perhaps he had not expected an apology; perhaps the shell of Captain Weasley was beginning 

to crack. He took a step closer to her. “I was all right. That cook of yours--Ginger? Georgia?” 
 

“Georgina,” Hermione corrected. 

 

“Georgina, she fixed me up and gave me some pie. A lovely woman, to be sure. She reminds 

me of my--” he cut off so quickly Hermione had to assure herself she had heard that last word. 

He straightened abruptly and cleared his throat awkwardly. 

 

“Of your mother,” she finished for him. Oh, gods, please let this be my way out. 

 

He coughed, and cleared his throat again. “Yes. Even though she was a member of the Order.” 
 

“Your mother loved you, Percy. Your mother and your father both. You were their son, and they 

loved you up until the moment they died.” Her voice was soft and tender. She was well aware 

she was manipulating him, but she was counting on him to ignore everything but her obvious 

Gryffindor tendencies. His fists clenched as she spoke. “Do you know how they died?” 
 

Several of his knuckles cracked from the pressure he was placing on his joints. “I was told,” he 



said stiffly. 

 

“What did they tell you, Percy?” she asked quietly. “I can tell you the truth.” 
 

“Rodolphus Lestrange told me they were caught in the act of treason and executed for their 

crimes.” His head was turned slightly away from her, now. He was trying to avoid her gaze, or 

keeping her from seeing his. “Just after the Battle of Hogsmeade.” 
 

“No, Percy,” she replied, her words gentle. “That’s not what happened at all. Do you remember 

the Battle of Hogsmeade?” 
 

“Of course,” he answered sharply. Of course he did; he had revealed his loyalties to Voldemort 

that day on the battlefield, in the streets of the village. 

 

“You remember, then, the barricade the Order put up on the main street, on the way to 

Hogwarts? The one made of bags stuffed with dirt and rocks and shielding charms. That was 

our last line of defense. Anyone unable to continue fighting was to be brought there, with the 

hope that we could retreat to the castle if all failed. We could have survived a medieval-style 

siege there.” 
 

The late October air was chilly and humid, blowing off the lake to cool off the rising, frantic heat 

of the battle. Like the battles fought on the fields of Great Britain thousands of years ago, this 

battle was hot--hot with blood and breath and sweat. Hermione held her position in the alley, 

back against the wall, and occasionally glanced at her partner, Nymphadora Tonks. Her hair 

was a dusty brown to avoid unwanted attention, and her eyes burned with adrenaline. 

 

“We were doing well until the enemy began to regroup. The first line fell at The Three 

Broomsticks.” 
 

The air crackled with nearby hexes and spells and curses. The hair lifted at the back of her neck 

and on her arms. Hermione’s hand clenched her wand more tightly until she forced herself to 

relax her grip. It could be Moody’s group, holding off the Death Eaters. Ron was in that group. 

He would be okay. She was breathing more easily for a moment until three loud, long calls on 

charmed horn filled the air. Retreat. Retreat to the barricade. Hermione and Tonks exchanged 

worried looks, but began to stalk out of the alley with hyper-alert senses. 

 

“The enemy obliterated most of the first line. One or two managed to struggle back to the 

barricade. Ron didn’t make it,” she added darkly. His face twitched, as if wanting to crumple in 

grief. “They found him surrounded by five Death Eaters. They only recognized him by the colour 

of his hair.” 
 

“He was a soldier,” Percy protested, but there was neither heat nor passion in his words. “We all 

were.” 
 



Hermione pretended to ignore the interruption and continued. “We were nearly at the barricade 

when Tonks and I spotted your parents.” 
 

The pair of women slunk through mostly empty alleyways, trying to avoid the swarms of Death 

Eaters roaming the main streets. Dumbledore had ordered that no team of the Order was to 

actively seek engagement with the enemy after the sounding of the retreat. Hermione edged 

against a wall towards the next corner; when she peeked around the wall, she found a lone man 

wearing a Death Eater’s costume standing over the body of one of his peers. Quickly, she drew 

her wand and readied it in the classic dueling stance. The action made more noise than she had 

hoped, for the man jerked upright, brandishing his own wand. A second passed before the man 

dropped his wand again. “Get to the barricade, Miss Granger,” Snape said through his mask. 

When she did not reply, he closed the distance between them with less than three large, swift 

steps. He brought his masked face close to hers. “Go now, before one of my associates 

stumbles upon us and I will be forced to kill you.” 
 

She nodded, already pulling Tonks down the alley. “Be careful, Professor,” she said in a low 

voice that she knew he would hear. He swept away, but positioned himself at the mouth of the 

alley as if to guard the passage for them. The two women jogged down the narrow street toward 

the Order’s last bastion in Hogsmeade. Only one Death Eater unwittingly stumbled upon them 

from an adjoining alley; Hermione and Tonks both cast Petrificus Totalus, and the man fell 

forward like a plank of wood. He bounced twice. 

 

The barricade was a huge, solid wall of burlap that shone faintly with transparent colour, like the 

surface of a soap bubble. The layers of protective spells enclosing it occasionally reflected the 

weak sunlight. Several Order members--the Patil sisters, Alicia Spinnet, Aberforth Dumbledore--

had their heads poked over the barricade, loudly encouraging returning members and providing 

some cover fire. Hermione heard them shouting her name and Tonks’ as they neared the secret 

entrance to the other side of the barricade. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw two flashes of 

red; turning her head, she saw Molly and Arthur Weasley darting away from the barricade, 

towards someone who had fallen. 

 

“They had gone to drag someone back to the barricade at their own personal risk. And do you 

know who, Percy?” 
 

He shook his head, looking as if he did not want to know the answer. She was getting closer. 

 

“Penelope Clearwater.” 
 

The two elder Weasleys ducked low on the battlefield as they approached the still body of 

Penny Clearwater. Molly fussed over her for a moment while Arthur stood guard, then she 

heaved the young woman to her feet and began to drag her back towards the barricade. Arthur 

walked backwards, eyes scanning sharply for approaching enemy forces. Seemingly out of 

nowhere, a line of Death Eaters appeared on the main street, no more than one hundred metres 

from the Weasleys. Tonks was urging Hermione to enter the barricade, but she could not move 



for watching. The street fell to dead silence, and Hermione had the strange feeling that they 

were all standing in a bed of dry kindling. All they needed was a spark. 

 

“The Death Eaters appeared, but your mother and father wouldn’t leave Penny. She had been 

hit with the Cruciatus, but she was alive. I thought time had stopped at that moment--no one 

moved. Your parents just stood there, determined to bring Penny back, but unwilling to set the 

Death Eaters to move. But then Charlie left the barricade.” 
 

The secret door sprung open, and Charlie Weasley emerged like a red-haired berserker. He 

streaked towards his parents, wielding his wand and firing off dragon-strength curses at the 

Death Eaters. He was the spark. And it all turned to hell. 

 

Hermione dodged hexes and returned them, all the while keeping her eye on the Weasleys. 

Molly was still struggling with Penny’s unconscious form while her husband and son defended 

against the encroaching enemy. But the two men were not a match against twenty; a Killing 

Curse streaked between them and hit Molly and Penny both. The pair crumpled in a heap 

together. Molly’s body covered Penny’s. 

 

“Your father and your brother could not ward off so many opponents. Your mother died without 

having once pulled her wand to defend herself. She was too concerned with Penny to protect 

her own person. Penny didn’t even have a chance. She died in your mother’s arms.” 
 

Percy was staring at the ceiling now. He was trying to not let tears spill from his eyes, and he 

said nothing. Hermione pressed on, not willing to weaken her leverage. 

 

“Your brother Charlie fought hard and died hard.” 
 

Upon seeing his mother’s body, Charlie sprang forward. He ducked and whirled and ran like a 

serpent striking, seeing only targets and not danger. At any other time, Hermione would have 

congratulated him on his skill as a duelist. He cast a Stupefying Charm so powerful that the 

entire street was bathed in crimson light; ten Death Eaters fell where they stood before two 

others simultaneously cast the Killing Curse on the young man. The force threw him back three 

metres, where he landed dead. 

 

“Your father refused to leave his family. He stood there for five minutes, hurling curses and 

blocking hexes just as fast as Charlie had done. When he died, he had a smile on his face. It 

was like he lay down over your mother to join her.” 
 

Tonks was pushing Hermione into the barricade door, assuring her that they would take care of 

the Weasleys as soon as they could. All Hermione could see was the three red spots and the 

black spot marking their deaths. 

 

“Do you know why they sacrificed their lives for Penelope Clearwater, Percy? Because you 

loved her. There was a part of you that they saw in Penny, and trying to save her life was like 



pulling their own son off the battlefield. They died trying to save your life, Percy.” 
 

He was crying now. Tears streamed down his cheeks in glistening rivulets; it was quite possibly 

the first time he had cried for his family since becoming a Death Eater. “I killed my family,” he 

choked out. “Oh, gods, I killed my family. How can I ever make that up?” 
 

Perfect. But the tears she had in her own eyes were real. She mourned for her surrogate family 

too. “Show them that you are the son that they raised,” she said softly. “You are the Weasley 

family now, Percy, and you have to prove to your parents and your siblings that you remember 

where you came from. Make them proud of you, Percy.” 
 

Wiping his face with a handkerchief he pulled from his pocket, Percy replaced his tears with a 

grim look of determination. “We have to get you out of here, Hermione. If I’m not back in London 

within the hour, Regent Malfoy will send someone to help me. I don’t think I can convince 

General Lestrange to let you go free.” He paused, thinking, then said, “But how am I going to 

explain your escape? You’re an unarmed prisoner.” 
 

She gave him a wry smile. “Blame it on Blackfriar.” She withdrew her stubby wand from her 

waistband and held it out to show Percy. “He didn’t bother taking my wand. All in all, I would say 

Blackfriar will be hip-deep in trouble by the time this is over. Failure to disarm a prisoner, 

unauthorized administration of Veritaserum, unauthorized use of torture, insubordination--the list 

could go on. Besides, who is Malfoy going to believe? The man he trusts every day, or the junior 

officer stationed in the middle of nowhere?” 
 

Percy tapped his finger to his lips thoughtfully. “It should work. We have to exit the compound 

anyway; the wards around the buildings prevent Portkeys from working properly.” He watched 

her sitting in her chair and gestured impatiently. “Well? Come on, we don’t have all day.” 
 

She rose and followed him to the door, where he rapped smartly three times. They stepped 

back so the door could swing open, then Percy grabbed ahold of her arm firmly. The guards 

waiting outside nodded to Percy with impassive faces. Ignoring them, Percy led Hermione down 

the corridor. They walked briskly and silently, and this time Hermione found herself on the other 

side of the concrete building. 

 

Two more unfamiliar guards met them at the door leading outside. Percy presented the senior 

man with Malfoy’s orders; the guard scanned the parchment quickly, returned it, and motioned 

for his partner to open the door for them. “Thank you, Sergeant,” Percy said politely. 

 

“Yes, sir,” replied the man respectfully. 

 

Percy still had Hermione by the arm when they emerged outside, on the other side of the large 

chain link fence blocking the road. He did not let her go, but instead murmured, “Best if we wait 

until we’re in the trees.” 
 



Hermione nodded slightly and followed beside him as he walked purposefully into the thin 

thicket of trees lining the side of the road. Once in a while she would realize she was holding her 

breath anxiously and forced herself to take in new air. Ten, maybe fifteen minutes passed 

before Percy finally stopped in a copse of elms and released her arm. “I have to get back to 

London,” was all he said. He seemed too nervous to do anything else, as if his Gryffindor 

courage was finally spent. 

 

“I understand,” she replied. “Percy?” 
 

“Yes?” He was staring at her intently. 

 

“Your family would be very proud of you. I know I am.” She raised herself on her toes and 

brushed her lips across his cheek. “Thank you.” 
 

He tugged on his tunic, trying to look everywhere at once and ignoring the heat creeping into his 

cheeks. “Er, you’re welcome. And, er, if you ever need anything, you can send me an owl. And 

it’s best if you don’t get caught again. I might not be able to do this again.” 
 

“Of course. I’ll do my best.”  
 

He walked away a few steps before turning with his arm outstretched. “Here. One of Blackfriar’s 

men gave this to me before I entered the interrogation room. It was supposed to go to London 

with you.” 
 

Hermione took the folded wad of paper from him with a small smile. “Thank you, Percy. You 

have to go now.” 
 

“Er, right.” Again he walked away from her, then stopped and pulled out a chain bearing a 

pendant in the shape of the Dark Mark. He threw the chain over his head and touched the 

pendant with both hands, and suddenly he appeared to be whisked away by some unknown 

force. 

 

With Percy safely on his way by Portkey, Hermione turned to the map she held. So Severus had 

abandoned her, but given her the map to Gregorovich’s hiding place through Blackfriar’s men? 

And, she realized as her brain relayed her recent memories, he had the car. And all their 

supplies. What was she supposed to do, walk to Scotland? Bloody greasy bastard. Whose 

fucking side was he on? 

 

Better get on with it if I’m going to use my feet. She unfolded the map and said, “Gregorovich.” 
 

The feeling of a hook catching her behind her navel overcame her. 

 

 

----------------------------------------------- 



Author’s Notes: 

1) Thank you to all my cliffie hating reviewers and readers! I love all of you! But I also like cliff 

hangers, so you’ll all just have to live with it. 

2) Thanks again to Larilee! 

3) I know most of you wanted to see Lucius or Severus, so you’re probably sadly disappointed. 

But really, would the Regent of London actually travel all that way just to pick up a prisoner? It’s 

very inefficient. Besides, Lucius wouldn’t have helped her get out. Hermione’s turning into a 

totally manipulative person.... 

4) Just a reminder that “lieutenant” is pronounced “leftenant” in Britain and its colonies, including 

Canada. 

5) As for the members of the Order, I figure they would be recruiting as actively as Voldemort. 

I’ve included members of the DA in the Order ranks. 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

Bright white light beat against Hermione’s face, illuminating the thread-fine webs of capillaries of 

her eyelids. Slowly, reluctantly, she stirred, burrowing her head into her soft white pillow. Finally 

she rolled from her stomach to her back, spitting out a mass of cotton pillowcase from her 

mouth and blinking sleepily. Through her fuzzy eyes, she could see nothing but a sea of white. 

White ceiling, white walls, white bedspread, white pillows, white curtains. And yet--there was a 

warmth in it that she did not expect, not at all like the sterility of a hospital room. 

 

Where the hell am I? 

 

The last memory she could dredge up was the unnerving feeling of being taken unawares by a 

Portkey. But to where? She sat up suddenly, clutching the feather bedspread so tightly her 

knuckles matched the decor. Had Percy betrayed her? Was she in London? Or had she finally 

arrived at Gregorovich’s hideout? 

 

“Miss?” a small voice said from next to the bed. Startled, Hermione stifled a scream and jumped 

nearly a foot away from the edge of the bed. “Miss? Please to look here?” 
 

Slowly, Hermione crawled towards the voice and peered off the bed. A small, wizened house-elf 

stood patiently, smoothing its crisp green toga fashioned from a pillow case. “Pazhaluysta, Miss, 

my name is Vovo.” The little elf spoke slowly with a heavy Russian accent. “Miss is hungry?” 
 



“Er, Vovo, where am I?” she asked. 

 

The little creature smiled slightly. “Master’s house,” he replied. She thought it was male. 

 

Her stomach flipped as she managed to say, “And who is your master?” 
 

“Vovo serves Vasiliy Gregorovich, Miss.” Vovo moved away from the bed and began 

rummaging in a white wardrobe. With a snap of his fingers, a fluffy white terry cloth dressing 

gown flew from the innards of the wardrobe and landed on the bed. “Vovo will bring Miss 

breakfast?” 
 

“Is Severus Snape here, Vovo?” she inquired as she slipped out from under the coverlet and 

pulled on the robe. As she tied the belt, she suddenly realised she was wearing light blue silk 

pyjamas. “Er, Vovo, has Mr. Gregorovich been up to see me?” 
 

“Oh, nyet, nyet, Miss. Vovo does all work himself. Master knows Miss is here. Master Snape is 

downstairs with Master Vasiliy.” He turned his large green eyes to her. “Pazhaluysta, Miss, 

would you be liking breakfast in bed?” 
 

A sudden feeling of rage was simmering inside her. “No, Vovo,” she said, trying not to sound 

unkind. “I will be joining the Masters Snape and Gregorovich. Now.” 
 

Ignoring the little elf’s protests, Hermione wrenched the door open and stormed out. The hall 

opened out into the open space of twenty-foot ceilings. She brushed her hand against the sturdy 

wooden railing lining one side of the corridor as she made her way towards the stairs. She did 

not try to muffle the angry stomps that echoed through the house as she descended the 

carpeted staircase. Through her own angry, heavy breathing, she could hear two men’s voices 

conversing nearby; prowling like a lioness, she stalked her way towards them. A room opened 

up abruptly and she found herself staring in fury at Severus Snape and a man she assumed 

was Vasiliy Gregorovich sitting at the kitchen table sipping tea. 

 

Both men looked up at her sudden appearance. Gregorovich looked blandly amused, and 

Severus wore a smirk for a split second. Then his expression wiped clean and became furrowed 

with concern. “Merlin, Hermione, what happened to you?” he asked as he set down his tea cup 

and started towards her. 

 

He barely walked three paces before she met him in the middle of the kitchen with a full armed 

slap. The sound of flesh hitting flesh was loud in her ears, and Severus’ head snapped to the 

side with shocking speed. “You fucking asshole,” she seethed. “You abandoned me. You left me 

at that checkpoint to be picked up by Lucius Malfoy.” 
 

His hand jerked towards his face, as if wanting to soothe the red hand print rising on his face, 

but it remained next to his side. “I did not abandon you. If it were not for me, you would not be 

here. I made that Portkey for you,” he replied calmly. 



 

“No, if it were up to you, I’d be awaiting execution in London. You know who saved me, 

Severus? Percy Weasley. That’s right, that bootlicking blood traitor. He smuggled me out and let 

me go, and gave me the map. I wouldn’t even have the map if it weren’t for him, so you can go 

to hell!” The volume and shrillness of her voice rose with every word. “I thought we were in this 

together!” 
 

“You said you didn’t want me to rescue you, remember?” he shouted in return. “Miss High and 

Mighty, you flat-out told me not to come to your rescue because you could take care of yourself. 

Or did you think I was just appeasing you when I agreed? Did you think I was a pushover, some 

dupe at your beck and call whenever you decided you couldn’t handle things? Well, fuck you, 

Hermione. I did what you asked me to do. More.” 
 

“Well, fuck you too, Severus! You want to know what happened to me? Blackfriar had me 

tortured for information,” she screamed. 

 

A calm, relatively quiet voice cut through their arguing with the kind of authority any Headmaster 

of Hogwarts would envy. “Severus, you have not introduced me to your charming lady friend.” 
Both turned to find Gregorovich watching them with great amusement in his dark brown eyes. 

“Please, sit down, and we will all have breakfast together this fine morning. I do not often have 

guests.” 
 

With a final glare for Severus, Hermione took the proffered chair. The small, balding man 

extended his hand. “I am Vasiliy Gregorovich.” His voice was surprisingly deep for such a slight 

man, and tinged far less with Russian inflections than his house-elf's. 

 

Hermione’s hand clasped his. “Hermione--” she glanced at Severus, who nodded slightly 

despite a heated anger smoldering in his eyes, “Granger.” 
 

“Ochen priyatno,” he said quietly. “Pleased to meet you.” Gesturing to the neat pile of evenly 

coloured toast on a china platter, Gregorovich passed a delicate porcelain container of 

marmalade to Hermione. “Please, eat something. You have been asleep for a long time.” 
 

As she plucked a triangular wedge of toast from the tower and began spreading very yellow 

butter on one side, she raised an eyebrow questioningly. “And how long would that be, Mr. 

Gregorovich?” 
 

The Russian wand-maker waved his hand. “Please, call me Vasiliy. Perhaps just under a day. 

An unfortunate effect of the wards surrounding my home. Well, unfortunate for you. Very useful 

for me, of course. Severus, have some of this bacon. You look as if you have not eaten in a 

century.” 
 

Severus shot the man a glare but took the plate of crisped meat and scraped some onto his 

plate. His whole body radiated rage; his hands shook as he speared an unlucky piece of bacon 



on the tines of his fork. Gregorovich nodded slightly in approval before returning his attention to 

Hermione. “So, Miss Granger--Hermione, if I may?” At her quick smile, he continued, 

“Hermione, Severus tells me you are in need of my services.” 
 

She nodded vigorously as she spread marmalade on a corner of her toast. “I require a wand. A 

real one, with a magical core able to do more than just Alohomora. Something that can cast 

Unforgivables,” she said starkly. 

 

A flat glance was her reply for several moments. “May I ask what a pleasant young lady like 

yourself would be doing with a wand for Dark magic?” he asked quietly. Too quietly. Severus 

was staring at her furtively over his hard-boiled egg. 

 

“I do not want a wand for Dark magic,” she replied calmly. “I simply need a wand that is capable 

of something as powerful as, say, the Killing Curse. These are dangerous times, Vasiliy, and I 

need to be able to protect myself. As our recent escapade has proven,” she added in a mutter. 

 

But the wand-maker’s stare was still uncomfortably flat. “I do not approve of Dark magic,” he 

stated. 

 

Severus finally spoke up, and harshly. “Oh, come off it, Vasya,” he snapped. He sounded 

offended. 

 

Gregorovich bit something off in Russian at Severus that sounded especially cutting before 

returning his attention to Hermione. He ignored the scraping of the chair legs on the hardwood 

floor as Severus rose and swept out of the room in what could only be described as a huff. “I am 

not in league with Dark wizardry, despite what my lineage may suggest. Dark magic could not 

save my grandfather; Grindelwald threw him to the German dogs in 1944 because my 

grandfather refused to sacrifice his youngest child for his master. So the Gregorovich family left 

Salzburg and returned to our ancestral home in Tsaritsyn. You would know it better as 

Stalingrad, or Volgograd, I would think. It was easier to live under the Communist Ruling Council 

of Wizards than the sheltering hand of the Dark wizards. I do not make wands for Dark 

wizardry.” 
 

“You made Karkaroff’s wand,” retorted Hermione. Gregorovich opened his mouth to protest, but 

she trudged along. “But that is beside the point. I simply need a powerful wand, Vasiliy. That is 

all I am asking for. Perhaps I went about it the wrong way. I meant no offense.” 
 

After a long sip of strong tea, Gregorovich nodded. “Forgive me. I am--often overly concerned 

with such matters. But, may I ask what happened to your wand that you now need another?” 
 

Her face darkened at the memory. “All entrants into the ghettos of London are required to turn 

over their true wands for disposal and are given interim replacements. For our own protection 

from the wards covering the city, or so the Death Eaters told us. I’m certain they snapped it, or 

possibly burned it.” 



 

Shaking his head, Gregorovich sighed. “Ah, such waste of fine work. Ollivander is a cowardly 

fool, but I am a big enough man to admit he is somewhat of a craftsman. What wand did you 

have, my dear? Severus tells me you are a very talented witch. Something with dragon 

heartstring, perhaps?” 
 

With a fond smile for her lost wand, Hermione nodded. “Vine wood with a dragon heartstring. It 

was particularly good for charms.” 
 

“Hmm.” Gregorovich did not say anything further as he polished off the rest of his toast and 

washed it down with the remains of his tea. Hermione took that as her cue to continue eating 

her own breakfast; the marmalade was particularly good. She had a sneaking suspicion that 

Vovo had a hand in it. As if reading her mind, the Russian man offered her a smile. “Vovo is 

quite good in the kitchen. He is my only companion here; if it were not for you and Severus, he 

would be dining with me. He is quite shy of strangers.” He noticed her eyes widen in surprise 

and explained nonchalantly, “Not all old Wizarding families treat their elves poorly. Although, I 

have noticed that British families generally treat their house-elves with disdain. No doubt why 

they left for the continent so quickly.” 
 

“That, and Malfoy executed his former house-elf as a spectacle in the ghetto,” she said faintly. 

 

“Disgusting,” Gregorovich spat. “Well, as to business. I can make you a wand, Hermione. All 

that Ollivander nonsense about the wand choosing the wizard does not apply to a custom wand. 

He merely made so many as to supply the children going to Hogwarts without having to spend 

all his time crafting each wand for each child. How many wands did you test before you arrived 

at your vine wood and dragon heartstring?” 
 

“I can’t remember exactly. Maybe eight?” 
 

“Ollivander makes wands like Muggles make pants. He simply makes many in different styles 

and sizes and hopes that something in the mix fits, or fits close enough for practical purposes. I 

shall make you a wand that will be tailored to you exactly. It will only be limited by your own 

strength and will.” 
 

An eager gleam had appeared in Hermione’s dark eyes. “That sounds wonderful.” 
 

“Yes.” A hesitation entered the man’s deep voice. “But there is one obstacle we must overcome. 

I have the wood to make the wand, but no core elements. Wand cores were rare enough before 

the war; it is now essentially impossible to obtain a unicorn hair or a phoenix feather or even a 

hippogriff crest feather. The dragons have been rounded up and shipped to Romania. The 

phoenixes are highly intelligent creatures; they’ve effectively disappeared. It is possible there 

are unicorns left in the Forbidden Forest at Hogwarts, but I cannot be certain. They are probably 

in hiding as well. If you want a wand, Hermione, you will have to obtain a core element yourself.” 
 



She nearly choked on the crust of her toast. “You expect me to catch a unicorn?” 
 

He chuckled, as if the idea were absurd. “Of course not. Just lure him or her to you and ask for 

a tail hair. If you explain the situation, I’m certain the creature will comply. They are intelligent 

beings, you know, comparable to humans. Then just come back here, and you’ll have a real 

wand in less than a day.” With his breakfast finished, he pushed away from the table and pulled 

an apologetic face. “Well, if you will excuse me, I will go and begin work on the wood for your 

new wand.” 
 

Brushing crumbs from her fingertips, Hermione took his proffered hand and shook it firmly. 

“Thank you, Vasiliy.” 
 

He winked at her. “Perhaps you should go speak with Severus. I’m certain he’s holed himself up 

in the library. The room is that way,” he said, pointing out the open kitchen doorway and down a 

corridor she had not seen on her way downstairs from her room. “Third door on the right.” 
 

Hermione sighed at his retreating back and turned to the breakfast dishes. Surely she could 

help little Vovo with the washing up? But the house-elf was already there, snapping his fingers 

to make the dishes disappear and to conjure a fresh blue tablecloth. He looked ready to shoo 

her out of the kitchen, so she ducked out towards the library. 

 

The thick white carpet was warm and plush under her bare feet as she padded towards the door 

Gregorovich had pointed out. Her hand reached out and pushed the door open, and she found 

herself standing in an enormous room decorated entirely with wall-to-wall bookshelves, all full to 

bursting. A large stone fireplace holding a small fire took up some space, but held more books 

on the mantle. Hermione moved into the room, relishing in the smell of leather and old paper 

glue so deeply that she did not notice Severus turn his head towards her. He sat on a brown 

leather love seat, and a long finger marked his page in a small closed tome. The burning anger 

in his eyes had not diminished despite the time he had had to calm down. 

 

Her defiant stare met his as his voice caught her attention. “What do you want?” he snapped. 

 

“I want to talk about what happened at the checkpoint,” she replied, trying to keep the heat out 

of her voice but failing miserably. This man, this aggravating man, kept her hackles up. He 

demanded that she fight him, and she would rise to the challenge. “I realise I told you I didn’t 
need rescuing, but--” 
 

“But what, Hermione? Am I supposed to read between the spaces of every word that comes out 

of your mouth? You told me to let you take care of yourself and I did. I helped you as much as I 

could without tipping off Blackfriar. Do you think I could have done anything if they had taken me 

into custody as well? Lucius Malfoy would have come for us then, certainly, and we would both 

be dead or under the Imperius. I gave you what you needed to help yourself. I gave you a 

Portkey to this place, to safety, and I told you about the Veritaserum.” For all the rage she could 

see within him, his voice was stunningly cool and collected. Perhaps he was trying the logical 



argument with her, but she was too angry to let him lead her into a civilized conversation. 

 

“And what about that? How did you know they would give me botched Veritaserum? They could 

have poisoned me, brewing that wrong. Knowing they had brewed it wrong did not help me 

know if I was going to die because of it!” As the words tumbled from her lips, she realised this 

argument was simply being generated now. She could not remember being afraid of poisoning 

during her time at the checkpoint. “And it certainly was cryptic! I thought you were being ironic.” 
 

His smile did not quite reach his lips. “But you understood. Do you not remember the difficulties 

of brewing Veritaserum? How could Death Eaters lacking the finesse for Potions we do possibly 

brew it correctly? I know you do not want to find yourself at fault here, Hermione, but you will 

lose this argument.” 
 

“You had the wand, Severus. You had the ability to save me, and I had to rely on reducing 

Percy Weasley to tears to escape.” With that, she spun on her heel and stormed out of the 

library, reluctantly leaving the enticing smell of books. 

 

 

 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

Hermione spent the rest of the day in her room, repeating to herself that she was not sulking, 

nor being petulant. Vovo, for all Gregorovich talked about his shyness with strangers, kept her 

company for most of it. The little wrinkled house-elf brought her two meals, assuring her that 

she was not required to descend to the dining room or the kitchen if she did not want to, and 

even brought her a few slim volumes from the library for her perusal. Also, Vovo showed her the 

small bathroom attached to her white room and where her personal effects from the blue car 

had been placed in the wardrobe, all the while describing fondly the garden of the Gregorovich 

manor in Stalingrad. 

 

Vovo pulled out the satchel from the white wardrobe and handed it to her. “I eliminated the food, 

Miss. It was beginning to turn,” he told her with a quick wrinkle of his nose. “If you wish to read 

in greenhouse, you may. It is very warm there. Not as warm as old house,” he said with a sad, 

resigned sigh. “You need to bring lamp. It is dark now.” 
 

It was dark, Hermione realised, as she peered out the large window. The rugged landscape 

painted during the day was now utterly dark. No fluorescent orange glow of a city marred the 

horizon, and no moonlight cast twisted shadows of trees and rocks. She had wasted the day 

lounging about, and yet she was tired. She had not slept properly in what seemed like years. 

Maybe it really was years. She turned her head from the window and smiled brightly at the 



house-elf. “Spasiba,” she said awkwardly, hoping her poor attempt at Russian thanks was not 

met with scorn. 

 

On the contrary, the little elf beamed at her. “Pazhalsta,” he replied politely. “I teach you well, 

Miss Hermione.” 
 

“Indeed you do, Vovo. I think I will go to bed now.” The elf nodded and disappeared with a 

crack. Setting the satchel down on the bed, Hermione stripped off her dressing gown and 

pyjamas and folded them neatly on the top of the wardrobe. She locked herself in the bathroom 

and ran herself a very hot, very deep bath in the claw-footed tub that took up most of the space 

in the green-tiled room. As she sank into the water, complete with vanilla bubbles, she let out a 

sigh of relief. This was the first real bath she had had in over a year. She thought she might feel 

like a Buddhist achieving nirvana. 

 

The water started to cool off after an hour of delightful soaking, so Hermione scrubbed her hair 

clean with wrinkled fingers and rinsed it under the shower head as the bath water drained 

around her feet. Grabbing a towel from the nearby shelf, she wrapped the long swath of terry 

cloth around her. Another towel went directly around her head to keep her hair in check--until 

she remembered that she did not have to worry about her bushy mane anymore. Feeling stupid, 

she removed the hair towel and hung it on the rack. All the necessities she had not brought with 

her were laid out thoughtfully on the marble counter, and surprisingly, some were Muggle. She 

brushed her teeth with a plain blue toothbrush, savouring the taste of mint and thinking fondly 

and sadly of her parents. 

 

Sitting on the edge of the bed, Hermione dried herself off and found another pair of pyjamas 

lying on the comforter. She slipped on the loose silk chemise and her own set of panties, but left 

the silk bottoms. The bath had left her over warm. She turned off the light and flicked on the 

reading lamp next to the bed. A moment passed as she mulled over the random thoughts flitting 

through her mind. Who the hell is Severus Snape? 

 

Even as she asked this all-encompassing question, her hands were carefully extracting his copy 

of Moste Potente Potions, still wrapped in her Spaceship Learn-venture shirt, from the satchel. 

She dropped the satchel absently. Engrossed with the volume in her palms, she slid under the 

covers and settled against the mountain of pillows fluffed against the head board. The book 

propped up nicely against her bent knees, and she carefully flipped open the cover. This copy 

was in such better condition than the one she had used that she was surprised to find Severus’ 
distinctive, angular writing in the margins of more than one brewing directive. Some were 

disparaging--Graycobb’s instructions more expedient, and Dry weights incorrect--and some 

were incomprehensible--See A.A. x.v.iii. for comp., and Unnec. wid.--but as she ran her fingers 

over the quill marks, she found herself wondering. 

 

She was going to have to ask what had happened to Severus in the time between the Battle of 

Diagon Alley and the present; what had transpired between him and the URF that had made 

Hannah Abbot warn her about it? Something inside her told her that she needed to know, not 



only for future reference but to understand Severus Snape. If she could help him, she would, 

despite her still-smoldering anger towards him. He was perhaps the only friend she had. 

 

Merlin, was Severus Snape her friend? Harry and Ron would have a conniption. 

 

Perhaps she would apologize tomorrow morning. If he did first. 

 

Stifling a yawn, Hermione carefully closed the book on her lap and placed it safely on the 

bedside table. She turned off the lamp, settled down into the warm bed, and closed her eyes. 

 

What seemed like only seconds later, a footstep nearby pulled her out of her blissful state of 

altered consciousness. She dragged her head out of the mass of pillows and turned groggily on 

her elbow to glance around the room. Shadows filled every nook, and she was ready to go back 

to sleep when the shadow standing in the door suddenly moved. Hermione sat up, stock 

straight, with her heart beating faster than an Olympic runner’s. A gasp caught in her throat, 

making a strangling sound, and the shadow drew nearer. 

 

Before she could turn on the light, a pale light bathed the room from the end of a wand. 

Hermione found herself looking into the eyes of Severus Snape, who was kneeling at the side of 

the bed. “Merlin, Severus, you scared me. You shouldn’t sneak up on people in the dark,” she 

chided. 

 

She did not think that she had spoken harshly, but his gaze fell to the floor as his face crumpled. 

“I am sorry, Hermione,” he whispered. His voice had returned to the hoarseness of his time as 

an independent Wraith. “So sorry.” 
 

The shock of this scene coupled with a deep concern for his mental well-being urged Hermione 

to do something, to say something. “For what, Severus?” she asked gently. 

 

His breath hitched before he spoke. “I left you. I left you behind. It’s unforgivable. I can’t ever 

make it up.” The words came rapidly and quietly, tortured like a mantra of a suffering soul. “I 
thought you were dead, once. I killed you, once. I nearly did it again.” 
 

Unbidden, her hand stretched out and touched his cheek. He glanced up to stare at her, and 

she found his eyes red-rimmed. “You did not kill me, Severus. I’m fine. We’re both just fine. I’m 

sorry I accused you of leaving me.” 
 

Before she could withdraw her hand, his fingers came up and grasped her tattooed forearm. He 

narrowed his eyes, squinting, and brought the wand-light closer to the flesh of her inner arm. 

“What is this?” he asked in that same rough voice. “Is that my name?” 
 

She could not extricate her arm without upsetting him. “Yes, Severus, it is.” 
 

Questioning, unbelieving eyes met hers. “Why?” A simple word demanding a complicated 



answer. It almost sounded as if he did not expect her to answer, but she did. 

 

“Because I thought you were dead. I didn’t want you to die. So I made you immortal.” 
 

He withdrew his hand from her arm slowly, as if the shock were washing over him like a tide. 

“We will speak tomorrow, I should think,” he said quietly as he rose and made his way to the 

door. “I’m sorry I woke you.” 
 

“Tomorrow.” He swept into the hall, closing the door behind him, and Hermione let out a breath 

she did not know she was holding. 

 

 

 

--------------------------------------------- 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

After the door clicked shut behind Severus, Hermione lay back on her pillows and stared up at 

the ceiling. Her eyelids were heavy, demanding closure, but her mind was racing too fast to 

even consider returning to sleep. What the hell had that been? Severus had apologized? Yet it 

had not just been a straightforward apology given in the odd hours of the morning. 

 

Severus Snape had seemed distressed. Of all the things he had been since their chance 

encounter, distressed was not one of them. Angry, cold, possessive, stubborn--but not 



distressed. Severus Snape was a bastion of logic, turning hot or cold like water taps. This new 

development was disturbing to her; could she still rely on him, with his mind in such a state? 

This new Severus was not inspiring her confidence. 

 

Would they actually speak of this encounter in the morning, or would Severus close himself off 

and refuse to discuss it? Hermione felt she could not take that chance. She had to know what 

was in that man’s head, and the hours between now and daylight would only serve to make 

Severus tightlipped and resentful of her prying. She had to speak to him now. 

 

Throwing off the comforter, Hermione slid out of bed. As her feet hit the floor, she realised she 

had no idea where he was sleeping; the day wasted sulking in her rooms had ensured that. 

Hesitantly, reluctantly, she whispered, “Vovo.” 
 

The house-elf Apparated with a crack, appearing alert and eager. “Yes, Miss Hermione? What 

can Vovo do for you?” 
 

“Vovo, I’m sorry for waking you,” she said quietly, “but do you know where Severus is right 

now?” 
 

Vovo tilted his wrinkled greenish head, like a dog listening to a far off noise, and smiled. “Master 

Severus is in kitchen. And Miss Hermione did not wake Vovo.” 
 

“Oh,” she replied. With a small hopeful smile, she asked, “Would you like a winter hat, Vovo? I 

could knit you one.” Upon seeing his suspicious, horrified face as he considered the 

repercussions of receiving clothing, her smile disappeared somewhat. “It wouldn’t be taking 

clothing. It would be a gift. I could leave it where you could pick it up yourself.” 
 

The little elf’s sigh of relief was barely audible. “Perhaps, Miss. But Miss Hermione should not 

go to trouble.” 
 

“Well, we’ll see,” she replied, standing over the house-elf. “I’m going to go join Severus.” 
 

Vovo nodded and Disapparated with another crack. Hermione made for the door, only to 

remember she was only wearing her panties as bottoms. Grabbing up the pyjama pants, she 

slipped them on. Before she could reach the doorknob again, something tugged at her mind. 

Once again she turned to face the room. Quickly, she gathered up Moste Potente Potions and 

hugged it close to her chest before heading to the kitchen. 

 

A normal, yellow fire was burning peacefully in the kitchen hearth when Hermione appeared at 

the door, leaning against the jamb. Severus sat hunched over the table, his head turned to 

watch the flames crackle and dance. A plate full of sandwiches sat at his elbow, and a tea 

service waited at the edge of the table. She watched him for several moments as he absently 

plucked a sandwich from the plate and ate it methodically, crust last. 

 



After the sandwich disappeared faster than a rabbit among starving wolves, she took a step into 

the kitchen. “Severus?” she asked quietly, slowly, giving him time to register there was someone 

else present. 

 

His head turned with uncharacteristic lethargy. “What do you want, Hermione?” he asked. The 

strain in his voice was palpable. 

 

“I thought we really should talk now,” she replied, making no movement towards him. 

 

With a deep sigh, he motioned to the chair opposite him. “Then sit down.” As she did so, he 

narrowed his red-rimmed eyes. “What is that?” 
 

“It’s for you.” 
 

“A present?” he asked, confused and sounding suspicious. 

 

“No, it belongs to you. I didn’t know it belonged to you when I bought it, I was just in the habit of 

buying any book that I came across, but I knew how valuable the book was, so I just bought it, 

and I should have given it back sooner, but I didn’t want to upset you, so I just hung onto it for a 

while and--” Hermione cut off abruptly, realising she was babbling nervously. “I bought it, but it’s 

rightfully yours. So here.” She pushed the book towards him, and he took it with a guarded 

expression. 

 

His face seemed to melt as he ran his fingers across the cover and flipped through the pages. 

Gone was the melancholy Severus, only to be replaced with an expression of sheer joy. “My 

book,” he whispered. He inhaled deeply, savouring the faint smells of potions he had brewed 

long ago in this volume’s presence. “ I never thought I would have my books again.” His voice 

was suddenly rough, as if he were trying to hold back tears. “Do you have any idea what this 

means to me?” 
 

“I think I do,” she replied. “I miss my books, too. I read before going to bed to keep my mind 

going. I think I would have died in the ghetto, without my books.” It was all she could do to keep 

her hand from slapping over her mouth. She had not meant to say that. He was never supposed 

to know about her books. 

 

But Severus Snape was not a stupid man, nor an unobservant one. “What happened to your 

books, Hermione?” he asked, his voice soft but demanding a quick and truthful answer. 

 

She could not lie to an Occlumens. “I--I traded them,” she admitted shortly, hoping he would 

accept her answer and move on. 

 

“For what, Hermione?” Again, that tone that brooked no hesitation. His years as a teacher had 

not been completely wasted. 

 



“For--for your identification card,” she said hastily. She did not give him any further explanation 

in the sincere desire for the conversation to continue in another direction. 

 

His long fingers were caressing the pages of his book absently, but his eyes were focused 

intently on her. A hint of shock appeared on his face. “You gave up your books for me?” At her 

slow nod, he said in a low voice, “I owe you a great debt, Hermione.” 
 

In his eyes was the most indecipherable look she had ever seen in her entire life. Awkwardly, 

she cleared her throat. “I would like you to teach me Legilimency,” she blurted. 

 

The unknown gleam in his eyes reflecting the fire became a flicker of surprise. “Of all the things 

you would ask of me, why that? Why not what happened to me? I know you are dying to ask 

that.” He laid the book gently in his lap and reached for another sandwich. Before he placed the 

food against his lips, he motioned for her to take one. “Eat, Hermione. You’re much too thin.” 
 

“Said the raven to the crow,” she muttered with a tiny quirk of her lips, but she did as she was 

bade. The filling between the thin slices of bread gave off the rich smell of sliced beef and 

mustard. The crusts were a bit tough, but overall the sandwich was rather tasty. Hermione 

glanced at her fingers and was taken aback to find them dotted with crumbs but otherwise quite 

empty. Her stomach rumbled contentedly. He shot her a self-satisfied look of triumph as he 

popped the rest of his snack into his mouth and began to chew slowly. “I’ve been told I am a 

rather good Occlumens. But I need more than just defensive mental abilities to protect myself. I 

cannot always count on you being right beside me.” 
 

He swallowed, and his Adam’s apple cast an odd shadow on the long column of his pale neck. 

“I am not a good teacher, Hermione. Surely you of all people know that,” he said. His gaze met 

the flames of the fire, not her eyes. 

 

Words flew from her mouth before she could check them, and her voice was hard. “You don’t 
trust me.” 
 

“I don’t trust myself,” he replied hoarsely. 

 

“I’m not afraid of you.” She sat up straighter, her posture challenging. Slowly, he turned his head 

towards her, and she nearly took her statement back. The shadows shifting on his pallid face 

gave him the appearance of an unblinking corpse; the utter quiet emanating from him filled 

Hermione with a deep sense of dread. Transfixed, she could not move a muscle as he leaned 

closer and closer to her. His breath was a stir of air that smelled of black tea doused with sugar. 

Their noses were nearly touching, and Hermione felt a flutter of butterflies in her stomach. Oh, 

gods, was he going to kiss her? 

 

“Legilimens,” he whispered tenderly. 

 

Hermione was helpless as he invaded her mind, and felt utterly content about it. She let him 



wander, pulling out memories like drawers in an armoire, caressing her intimate remembrances, 

and drawing them into the open as if they were hidden prizes. The feel of his mental fingers on 

her past was soothing 

 

A small voice, her own voice, asked a question. Why are you letting him do this? These are your 

memories, not his. 

 

Another voice answered. It was a man’s voice, and it was smooth. Because you want me to. It is 

a pleasure to show me things. 

 

It was a pleasure. Content with his rational answer, Hermione offered him her most precious 

memories in an attempt to satisfy him. Viktor Krum laid his lips upon hers, and she relayed the 

thrills of her flesh to Severus. She opened up her Hogwarts letter and read with disbelief before 

a smile cracked her face nearly in two, and she passed the joy to Severus. She stood facing 

Professor Snape as he told her she could have been a Potions Mistress, and the pride passed 

to Severus. Harry and Ron hugged her, unknowing that it would be for the last time, and her 

love and happiness flowed to Severus. 

 

The voice, again. These are not his. 

 

Show me, and you will please me. 

 

Madam Pomfrey pulled a white sheet back, displaying Ron’s pale corpse, marred with bruises 

and ash. Horror permeated the memory, but she felt only lightheartedness as she gave the 

memory to Severus. 

 

You should be crying for Ron. 

 

I am pleased. Show me more, and you will please me even more. 

 

The overwhelming desire to please Severus won over the small voice of reason. She 

approached the new headquarters for a war council meeting, only to find the building plainly 

visible. Two bodies hung in the air, suspended by magic in front of the door. Blood pooled on 

the ground where the dirt could absorb no more, and the bodies of Remus and Tonks were 

swollen and white. The Secret-Keeper and the Auror were together now in death. She was 

hopeful that Severus would approve. 

 

The little voice screamed in rage and grief, filling the space between her ears until sharp 

needles pricked the inside of her skull. Severus was like a wind, brushing against the inside of 

her head with tickling breezes. 

 

She blinked. 

 

Her palms were stuck to the table top, suctioned there with sweat and pressure. A plank 



seemed to be pressing down on her lungs, forcing her to struggle for each raspy breath. Her 

brain registered double vision, two Severuses watching her intently, before she could shake her 

head minutely to clear the effect. Even as the double image straightened into one, the man 

before her became blurry. Absently, she noted her eyes had begun tearing. 

 

Quietly, he said, “I am sorry.” A moment passed without her reply, without her moving, and he 

continued, “Do you want to learn how to do that to another human being?” 
 

“I must,” she replied hoarsely. She pried her hands free of the table with moist popping noises. 

As she rubbed them together to encourage blood flow, Severus rose from the table and strode 

for the door. Before he left, however, he paused at the threshold and glanced intently at her. 

 

“Then that is your first lesson. Pleasure is your most powerful weapon and your greatest 

weakness. Never forget that. Never forget how hard you wanted to please me, and how gratified 

you were when I praised you.” 
 

She watched him disappear into the shadows of Vasiliy’s house at night. 

 

 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

The next morning found Hermione showered, dressed, and prompt for breakfast. Despite her 

adventure the night before, she felt surprisingly rested. Severus, on the other hand, resembled 

death walking; the charcoal smudges beneath his eyes and the fine spider webs of capillaries in 

his eyes told a story of insomnia. Vasiliy was in good humour, but very tactfully avoided 

comment on Severus’ lack of sleep. Instead, he limited himself to remarks on Severus’ 
deplorable weight and vampiric dislike for bright sunlight. 

 

The wand maker waved his butter knife around his head like a school teacher’s pointer. “You 

know, Severus, if you spent a little time in the garden, you wouldn’t be so pale. It’s not healthy to 

be so white, even if you are British,” Vasiliy teased with a broad smile and a wink for Hermione, 

who hid her smile around a bite of sausage. 

 

“My skin tone is hardly appropriate breakfast conversation,” replied Severus shortly before he 

brought his teacup to his lips. Hermione had watched him make his tea and had barely covered 

her surprise at seeing him drop four sugar cubes into the dark liquid. He took no milk. 

 

“Very well. I was hoping the two of you would stay here with me for a while. I am enjoying your 

company, and you both seem incapable of foraging for food without a stocked pantry and a 

house-elf.” He gestured absently with a slice of tomato speared at the end of his fork. “Besides, 



are you really in a hurry to go anywhere?” 
 

Before Hermione could open her mouth to gracefully accept his offer of refuge, a loud klaxon 

began to sound urgently throughout the house and Vovo popped into existence at Vasiliy’s 

elbow, looking panicked. “How many, Vovo?” Vasiliy asked quickly. His dark eyes, filled with 

humour a moment ago, were now serious and focused. 

 

“Twenty, Master. They wear uniforms of Death Eaters. Two officers. They come straight here.” 
The little elf was wringing his hands in worry. 

 

Severus had risen from his chair. “You must come with us, Vasiliy. You cannot protect yourself 

now. There is not enough time. If they find you--” 
 

“I know the repercussions.” The Russian man turned to his house-elf. “Vovo, do we have 

enough time to get out?” 
 

“Go with Miss Hermione, Master! Please, go now! I will make sure Master Vasiliy has time to 

escape.” A determined, grim shadow passed over the elf’s wrinkled face before he took a step 

back from the table and Disapparated with a crack. 

 

Hermione stared at Vasiliy wildly. “You can’t just let him go! They could kill him!” 
 

“He knows that. He is doing it of his own will--a gift to us, if you will, and I will not waste it. 

Severus?” Vasiliy glanced at Severus, who nodded and grabbed Hermione’s forearm, pulling 

her from the chair. 

 

“Come on,” he told her. With his wand out in his free hand, he led her out the glass paned door 

that opened into the garden. They hurried along the twisted paths between the rows of 

pumpkins and sunflowers; Hermione nearly tripped over her own feet when Severus tugged too 

hard on her arm. He did not slow until they came upon the little blue car resting patiently in a 

grassy clearing. Severus released her and pointed to the driver’s seat. “Get in and wait for me 

and Vasiliy.” 
 

“But Severus--” she began to protest, and he hissed at her. 

 

“Do you have a wand? No. Can you stave off twenty Death Eaters alone? No. So get in the car 

and stay there until Vasiliy and I get in.” 
 

Reluctantly, she did as she was told. Severus stayed outside the car, waving his wand rapidly 

but methodically at the car. She watched him closely, trying to decipher his wand movements, 

and recognized at least one--an Invisibility Charm. He cast spells on the automobile for what 

seemed like ages before Vasiliy rushed out of the jungle-like garden. Four trunks zoomed 

behind him and settled neatly on the grass next to the boot. He wiggled his wand, a beautiful 

length of apple wood, and the trunks shrunk themselves and floated in an orderly fashion into 



the boot, which sprung open just in time to admit them. Vasiliy threw himself into the back seat 

as Severus ducked into the passenger’s side seat. 

 

Severus slammed his door shut with a loud bang. “Drive,” he said. 

 

“Aren’t we going to wait for Vovo?” she asked stubbornly. 

 

“He’ll be able to find me,” Vasiliy said soothingly just as Severus roared, “DRIVE!” 
 

Hermione flung the car into gear, and the garden view outside the windscreen began to tilt 

upwards. 

 

 

 

 

--------------------------------------- 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

The tops of the trees skewed drunkenly as Hermione tried to drive over and around them, 

frantically twisting on the steering wheel and pressing on the useless accelerator. She took her 

eyes off the scenery to glare at Severus, who was muttering angrily and steadily under his 

breath. His wand, gripped tightly in his right hand, seemed to jiggle of its own accord. His gaze 

was fixed firmly on the ground below. 

 

He did not turn to look at her as he said, “Stay as close to the tree tops as you can. Any higher 

and we may trip wards that we don’t know about. Besides, I can’t guarantee the Invisibility 

Charm. The vehicle is moving too quickly, and it’s not a permanent charm.” A deep furrow lined 



the blank space between his eyebrows. “The spells I cast are not entirely compatible,” he 

admitted darkly. “Filius could have done better. Hopefully we make it to Hogwarts before one of 

them wears off.” 
 

“Hogwarts?” Vasiliy inquired in a surprised voice from the back seat. Hermione glanced in her 

rearview mirror and saw the Russian man had creases of worry around his eyes and mouth. He 

looked older than his middle years. 

 

“It’s a logical choice. Hermione needs a wand core if she’s going to be of any use, and the 

Forbidden Forest will make a good hiding place. I couldn’t imagine any school administration 

allowing students in there, under the Dark Lord or not,” replied Severus coolly. He seemed to be 

studiously ignoring Hermione’s angry, frustrated stare. 

 

“What, am I chopped liver?” she demanded. “Of any use? Who is driving the car, Severus?” 
 

“I meant magically,” he explained, exasperated. 

 

“I’ll have you know I knocked out Percy Weasley with wandless magic the day we left London,” 
Hermione said haughtily. “I’m not utterly useless.” 
 

“Fine, you’re not useless. Closer to the trees, Hermione!” He stabbed his left index finger at the 

windscreen, where the pointy tops of the spruce trees were beginning to sink beneath the front 

of the car. Hermione managed to wrangle the car nearer to the ground, cursing breathily. She 

caught a glimpse of Vasiliy smirking with contained amusement in the mirror. “Just keep on 

going northeast, and we should arrive in about two and a half hours.” 
 

Sighing with resignation, Hermione flexed her fingers on the steering wheel. Her white knuckles 

bloomed pink with blood under the skin. It was going to be a long drive. “Vasiliy, who were those 

Death Eaters?” she asked, hoping conversation would make the trip a bit easier. 

 

“A reconnaissance team, probably. I’ve had one come by the area before, but there were only 

two men at the time. I invited them in for tea and Obliviated them and sent them on their way. 

Polite, if ignorant. I suppose I’m lucky there hasn’t been another one for such a long time. I’m a 

wand maker, not a ward setter. I am not able to create the protective wards like the ones that 

keep Muggles and Apparating wizards away Hogwarts.” He sighed deeply. “At least we had 

some warning.” He fell silent then, gazing intently out the window, possibly watching for signs of 

his house-elf. 

 

Hermione watched Severus out of the corner of her eye for a moment. He was also staring out 

the window, but his lips moved as if still casting spells and his wand moved jerkily in his hand. 

She sighed. It was going to be a very long trip. 

 

The car kept on in a northeasterly direction for most of the trip, detouring only thrice to sail wide 

around a small Muggle village. The terrain became increasingly rugged as they neared 



Hogwarts; hills became low mountains, thick forests gave way abruptly to long, narrow lakes, 

and eventually the only break in the trees was the thin clearance for the Hogwarts Express rails. 

Hermione began to duck closer to the trees when Severus suddenly piped up, “Turn left, now!” 
 

“What?” said Hermione even as her hands moved on the steering wheel. 

 

“Left! We have to avoid triggering the wards on the school grounds,” he replied sharply. “Left, 

Hermione!” 
 

“I’m trying!” she snapped back. The wheel had made its complete two and a half rotations, but 

the levitation charms Severus had placed on the vehicle made sudden corrections impossible. 

Slowly, the car began to veer sideways, but it was too little too late. The front bumper bucked up 

as if she had driven over a particularly high curb, and the car began to spin like a steel top in the 

air. Hermione hung onto the steering wheel as if it were a life preserver and made a futile 

attempt to settle the vehicle by turning right. The slow movements of their flight from Vasiliy’s 

home were gone; the car hurtled towards the trees at a steep angle while simultaneously 

rocking back and forth. Severus waved his wand wildly at the ground, and Vasiliy was firmly 

wedged between the front seat head rests, also casting spells like a champion dueler. 

 

Both of Hermione’s feet were pressing on the brake pedal as if such mundane concepts like 

mechanics or physics could stop their rapid descent to earth. Branches--evergreen, spruce, fir--

slammed into the sides of the car, brushing the windows with a deceptively gentle manner. The 

wizards’ spells were doing nothing. Hermione did the one thing that her Muggle-bred common 

sense advised her. Freeing her hands from the death grip on the steering wheel, she grabbed 

the seat belt and rammed it home into the metal buckle by her thigh. The ground rushed up at 

her from the windscreen. It was a lovely shade of black. 

 

Someone was slapping her, not gently. A pair of hands, with long slender fingers and a callous, 

tapped her cheek and probed at her forehead at the same time. The fingers on her forehead 

hurt far worse than the ones smacking her face. She turned her head to avoid the pain and 

managed to groan. The fingers leapt away from her skin, and she managed to blink a few times. 

Above her, trees and Severus Snape towered. He looked slightly concerned. She lifted a hand 

to her eyes and brushed what felt like dry evergreen needles from her eyebrows. With her vision 

clear, she tried to push herself up and failed miserably. A grunt escaped her lips as she fell back 

to the ground as surely as though Severus had shoved a hand to her shoulder. Turning her 

head sideways made it easier to breathe, and she caught a glimpse of the slightly crumpled 

steel form of her little blue automobile resting mortally against the bole of a giant tree. The tree 

had not fared so well either. It tilted dangerously towards the ground. A pang of guilt clutched 

her heart as she looked away from the car; it was as if her trusty sidekick had finally fallen in 

battle. A garbled line of words tumbled from her lips. 

 

Severus bent down and frowned. “What was that?” he asked softly. 

 

“Cars shouldn’t fly. Ever. No more flying cars. It didn’t work for Ron and Harry, and it didn’t work 



for us. Okay?” Taking a deep breath to speak made a great deep ache fill her torso, and she 

barely stifled a cry of pain. Severus watched her, brows furrowed with what could very well have 

been worry, and knelt next to her. 

 

“What hurts?” he asked her, his hands hovering at his sides, unsure of what he could do for her. 

 

“Aside from everything?” she groaned back. Her hand wandered to the hem of her shirt and 

pulled it up. She lifted her head enough to see a wide, blackening bruise running across her 

stomach and up towards her shoulder. A wince crossed his face before he glanced politely 

away from her expanse of skin. “Thank the gods for seat belts.” 
 

With a frown, Severus leaned closer to her. “What is your name?” he asked her calmly. 

 

“Er, Hermione,” she replied. 

 

“And what is my name?” 
 

“Hmm.” A sudden blank filled the space in her brain. Had she not known a moment ago? She 

had woken up, and there was a man there, and she had put a name to a face. She was sure 

she knew this man, and she knew what his name was--she knew he took his tea sweet--but 

what was it? “I’m not sure. Does it start with an ‘s?’” 
 

“What day of the week is it?” A note of worry had crept into his voice. 

 

“Er, Wednesday?” 
 

Another man appeared in her field of vision and smiled down at her. “Of course it’s Wednesday. 

Are you feeling all right, my dear Hermione?” 
 

“I think so, Vasiliy. But I can’t remember his name. It’s on the tip of my tongue.” She pointed to 

the long-haired, sallow man, whose eyes seemed unnaturally dark. His whole expression was 

dark, but he shook his head at Vasiliy. 

 

“Don’t help her, Vasya,” he said quietly. “She has a concussion. Not too serious, I think, if she 

can eventually remember my name. I can’t fix it; I’m no Mediwitch.” 
 

“She will be fine, if with a grand headache. Perhaps we can find the ingredients to make a 

potion for her. But first, we must find a hiding place.” 
 

Hermione raised her hand out of habit with an answer. Her fingers waved dangerously close to 

the unknown man’s nose. A tickle in the back of her mind reminded her that he did not like it 

when she raised her hand with the right answer. “I know! Let’s go to Hagrid’s hut. If it’s still there 

and abandoned, we can hide out there. I don’t know how far it is from here, though. We are in 

the Forbidden Forest, right?” she asked Vasiliy, who nodded. 



 

The dark man glanced up at the sky and shaded his eyes with a lean hand. “I would say it’s 

about tea time. If we are where I think we are, it could take until dusk to reach Hagrid’s. 

Although,” he looked pointedly at Hermione, “it will be slow going. She probably shouldn’t be 

moved too much.” 
 

Vasiliy nodded in agreement. “What do you suggest?” 
 

“Mobilicorpus, perhaps.” The two men exchanged thoughtful glances, and Hermione waved her 

hand under the pale one’s nose. 

 

“Excuse me? I am not a piece of baggage, thank you very much. I can walk.” To prove her 

point, she rolled over onto her stomach and pushed herself out of the layer of forest mulch. She 

was just about to straighten her knees when she promptly lost her balance and fell over. The 

man she could not name simply raised an eyebrow at her, and Vasiliy hid a smile behind his 

hand. 

 

“Perhaps we can come up with a compromise?” Vasiliy suggested innocently. 

 

After much arguing and pouting, Vasiliy Gregorovich led his companions through the depths of 

the Forbidden Forest under the keen direction of the man Hermione could not name. Hermione 

watched Vasiliy’s back with small huffs of displeasure as the pale man stumbled slightly on an 

exposed tree root. She tried not to tighten her grip around his neck like he had asked, but the 

perch on his back was so precarious that she wanted to save herself from toppling over his 

head like an unwary rider on a sly horse. The whole situation was undignified, but Severus was 

not about to allow her to walk on her own while she was still forgetful, so-- 

 

“Severus! Your name is Severus Snape,” she exclaimed gleefully. The pair of arms holding her 

up against his spine slipped down, and she found herself standing firmly on the ground. 

 

He turned to face her with a wry gleam in his eye. “I was beginning to think you were enjoying 

that,” he said dryly. 

 

“Your shoulder blades are too bony,” she rebutted. He snorted and whirled after Vasiliy, his dark 

robes billowing around him. Sometimes she wondered how he got the fabric to do that--it was 

very dramatic. With a sigh, she began to follow him when something brushed up against her 

arm. She glanced behind her and barely bit off a shriek of surprise. “Oh, dear gods,” she 

breathed. Her voice was a bit more high pitched than usual. 

 

The Thestral cocked his head at her as if wondering why she was so surprised and stretched 

out its long skeletal neck towards her. Before she could step aside, it opened its mouth and 

began to gently lick her forehead. “Erg,” she said, pitching her voice louder so her companions 

would hear her, “Severus, a little help?” 
 



She tried to shoo the Thestral’s head away from hers with little success. The dark skin beneath 

her fingers was smooth and dry, more like a snake’s skin than a large lizard’s. The gray tongue 

was soft and more than a bit wet. “Do you miss Hagrid?” she asked the creature softly. The 

Thestral snorted and backed up a few steps as Severus approached Hermione’s side. In the 

shadows of the trees, she could make out an entire herd of Thestrals, all watching her 

impassively. 

 

The former Potions professor stared sadly at the Thestral but spoke to Hermione. “I must have 

missed a bit of blood on your hairline. My apologies.” A soft sigh escaped his lips and his voice 

dropped low. “You must see them very well. Come along.” His hand grasped her elbow, and she 

found herself holding his arm as they hurried away. 

 

The sun slowly fell towards the earth as the trio wandered purposefully and wearily around the 

massive tree trunks and over the soft, thick forest floor. Hermione could have sworn that they 

had only been walking for an hour or so when a orange-gray darkness descended upon the 

forest. She glanced up to find the sun absent from the narrow expanse of sky that the foliage 

allowed her to see. Before she could open her mouth to ask Severus if they were nearly at the 

edge of the forest, he loosened his arm from her grip and pointed straight ahead. “There,” he 

said. 

 

Unexpectedly, a ramshackle building bearing an uncanny resemblance to Hagrid’s former 

residence hunkered amid a wild copse of young hazel trees and, oddly, mature oaks. Vines 

covered the outer walls, in some places caressing the wood and in others seemingly tearing the 

corners of the planks away from the hut. The forest had embraced Hagrid’s house like it had 

welcomed him when he was the groundskeeper. 

 

Severus approached the hut carefully, wand out, and slowly climbed the steps to the door. He 

tapped the doorknob with the tip of his wand, which glowed briefly. The hinges squealed as he 

pushed the heavy door open. Vasiliy took a step towards the hut. “Severus?” 
 

“Wait, Vasya.” He disappeared into the darkness of the hut. Hermione fidgeted impatiently as 

she tried to figure out what exactly Severus was doing inside; she could not hear his voice or his 

footfalls. Her breath came out in a little annoyed huff. Vasiliy turned his head towards her hand 

gave her a slight smile. 

 

“Patience, dear Hermione. We cannot stay here unprotected.” His gaze wandered up to the 

quickly darkening sky. 

 

“You’re worried about Vovo,” she stated softly. 

 

“I am not certain how far the anti-Apparition wards that protect Hogwarts extend,” he replied 

absently. “If they end at the edge of the trees, Vovo may be able to find me. If not. . . .” Vasiliy 

trailed off, but his gaze settled on the hut, clearly not wanting to talk. 

 



They waited for Severus to reappear in the doorway in an awkward, stone silence. The owls 

were beginning to rouse for the night, and Hermione caught a glimpse of a lone bat fluttering 

through the low hanging branches. Finally, Severus stuck his head out the door. “It is safe,” he 

said quickly before disappearing into the dark building once more. 

 

With a sigh of relief, Hermione climbed the steps and entered, putting her hand out to her side 

to ward off Fang out of habit. She brought the hand back to her side reluctantly when she 

remembered that neither the boarhound nor his master lived here anymore. Despite the dark of 

the windows outside, the hut glowed with the light of a fire within the hearth. Hermione took her 

usual chair--now that she was grown, it was only slightly less oversized--and watched Vasiliy 

bring forth his three trunks, shrunken, out of his pockets. He returned them to their normal size 

with a wave of his wand, opened the first, and began to dig out his tea service. 

 

Severus glanced at him disparagingly and snapped something caustic-sounding in Russian. 

Vasiliy laughed and replied, “Wanker.” The word was awkward coming from that accent. 

 

“Where did you learn Russian, Severus?” Hermione asked curiously. 

 

“From books!” Vasiliy interjected, sounding slightly scandalized. “When I met him his accent was 

terrible. He sounded like he had marbles in his mouth, and a lisp besides.” 
 

“You can learn anything from books,” defended Hermione, her tone taking the haughty tone she 

had used with Ron and Harry so many times. Severus shot her a mixed look of gratitude and 

annoyance while Vasiliy continued to make up for his missed afternoon tea. “If you’re making 

tea, Vasiliy, I will have a cuppa when it’s ready.” 
 

“How do you take it, my dear?” 
 

“Black.” The rattling of the tea things on the dusty wooden table irritated her senses. “I need 

some fresh air.” 
 

“Don’t go far,” Severus warned her sharply. She responded with a long-suffering roll of her eyes 

and slipped out the door. 

 

The Forbidden Forest lived up to its name once the sun had fled from the sky. Shadows loomed 

and shifted, hinting at monsters and revealing nothing. In any other forest, one could be 

reassured that the only monsters slinking around trees were purely fictional; the Forbidden 

Forest harboured werewolves and Acromantulas, Fluffy the three-headed dog and a feral, 

turquoise Ford Anglia. Hermione chuckled; maybe the Anglia would find a friend in the little blue 

auto. She sat down on the steps, her hands brushing over the light coating of lichen on the 

rough wood, and stared into the trees. Her gaze lingered on a supple yew, and she squinted 

when a shadow moved at the base. She told herself she was seeing things before a twig 

snapped and some dead leaves rustled by the yew tree. 

 



Her heart was going to pound out of her chest. “Hello?” she called softly as she rose, backing 

up one step towards the hut. 

 

The shadow moved towards her, hesitantly at first, but gaining momentum. Hermione’s hand 

nearly brushed the door handle when her eyes finally adjusted to the dim light and recognized 

the shape in front of her. “Fang?” she said incredulously. 

 

The boarhound trundled up the stairs, snuffling and grunting, and began to cover her hands with 

drool. Kneeling down, she rubbed Hagrid’s beloved dog behind his long, droopy ears and 

suffered him to lick her chin once. “Oh, Fang, have you been all by yourself in the forest for all 

this time?” she asked him quietly. “You’re a good dog.” 
 

Another twig snapping brought her head up; her eyes caught a human-sized shadow emerging 

from the hulking trees. A low, woman’s voice said, “He’s with me.” 
 

Hermione did not have time to push the door open before the voice said, “Stupefy.” 
 

As Hermione’s mind went blank, she thought she heard Severus shout, “Expelliarmus.” 
 

 

 

 

 

----------------------------------------------- 
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endure while my writing takes a backseat to my boring real life. I prefer the fictional one, trust 
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4) When my boyfriend suffered a concussion during a rugby game, he forgot he had two sisters 

and could not remember what the game of rugby was. He had no idea why he was wearing 

such strange clothing. 

5) It seems odd that Hermione suffered car accident injuries while Severus and Vasiliy were 

fine--she needs a wand, pronto! But it allowed for Severus piggy-back rides! Yay! 
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The Man Who Sold the World 



by Meggory 

 

 

 

For the second time that day, the feeling of fingers and hands tapping her face brought 

Hermione back to the world of consciousness. 

 

An unladylike groan escaped from between her lips as she squinted against the gentle light of 

the hut and trapped a small lean hand between her cheek and whatever surface she was 

occupying. Smooth fingers, soft and concerned, caressed her temple. “Hermione, are you quite 

all right, dear?” Vasiliy asked in a soft voice. 

 

“Is my skull intact?” she inquired, and winced to hear her awkward words. Her mouth seemed 

full of large glass marbles, weighing down her tongue. Making her own examination with her 

hands, she determined that her brains were, despite the painful evidence to the contrary, still 

contained within her head. Rapid blinking adjusted her eyes to the dim yellow light thrown by the 

fire in the hearth. All she could see were jumpy shadows flickering on the crumbling plaster 

ceiling. “Help me sit up, Vasiliy.” 
 

He glanced anxiously over his shoulder, most likely at Severus, then shrugged. “All right. 

Slowly, then.” His thin arms encircled her torso as he lifted her up and propped her against the 

arm of Hagrid’s large upholstered chair. The room spun a bit as Hermione settled against the 

fabric. “Dizzy?” 
 

“A bit. I’ll be okay.” Hermione took a deep, calming breath and began an inner mantra. I will not 

vomit. I am fine. I will not vomit. The room is not spinning. To her surprise, the foreboding sense 

of nausea slowly flittered from her stomach. “What happened?” 
 

Vasiliy moved out of her field of vision, and Hermione’s brow etched a deep furrow above her 

nose. At the other end of the hut, Severus loomed dangerously over a figure sitting defiantly in 

an oversized chair. Thick hempen ropes swathed the figure from neck to ankle, hiding its shape 

and gender. “What happened?” Hermione called again, slightly louder. “Who is that?” 
 

“I have yet to learn the truth. Polyjuice is not out of the question, ” he replied, his voice cold with 

anger that was not directed towards her. His eyes burned with rage at the stranger. “But she 

attacked you, Hermione.” 
 

The figure’s eyes snapped open, revealing a wide blue-eyed gaze sharper than knives. 

“Hermione?” the woman said. It was the same low, womanly voice which filled Hermione’s last 

cogent memory. “Hermione Granger?” 
 

“How do you know me?”  
 

“I went to the Yule Ball with the boy you turned down for Viktor Krum,” the woman replied 



quietly. She ignored Severus glowering at her and focused all her attention upon Hermione. 

 

“Neville? Oh, gods--Ginny? Ginny, is that really you?” Hermione flung the crocheted afghan 

from her knees and crossed the room despite her wobbly knees. Before she could find solid 

footing next to Severus, vertigo washed over her and she dropped to the rough floorboards, 

looking up at the youngest Weasley. Her knees cried in protest. “No one knew what happened 

to you. Charlie told me your parents had sent you to France before the war broke out, but 

George never said anything to confirm it. I figured maybe you were in hiding on the continent.” 
 

Severus’ sharp voice cut through her amazed, relieved babbling. “Perhaps it would be wise to 

ensure Miss Weasley’s true identity? You knew her better than I.” 
 

Hermione glared at the Potions Master, but upon seeing the determined look in his eyes, 

relented. Turning back to Ginny, she asked, “Who did you go out with in your third year?” 
 

“Michael Corner. He was in Ravenclaw,” Ginny replied. The sly grin that Hermione would have 

expected from her old friend never materialized, but her voice sounded slightly amused. “I 
dumped him when he sulked about Gryffindor beating Ravenclaw in the Quidditch final.” 
 

“What did we used to do at Grimmauld Place during the summer we stayed there?” 
 

“Well, I stalked Sirius. You came along to catch a glimpse of--” she glanced surreptitiously at 

Severus, “--a certain someone. And my mother made us clean quite a bit.” 
 

Hermione lowered her voice. “Why didn’t I go to Bulgaria?” 
 

Ginny leaned forward as best she could, straining against the ropes binding her to the chair. 

Hermione met her halfway despite a creaking protest from her knees, and Ginny whispered in 

her ear, “Because you didn’t want to sleep with Viktor. You told me you were too afraid to do it 

and that he would want to if you visited.” 
 

Without taking her gaze from Ginny, Hermione spoke in normal volumes to Severus. She tried 

to suppress the blush creeping up along her cheeks. “Let her go, Severus. She is undoubtedly 

Ginny Weasley.” The ropes did not disappear, and Hermione glared up at the man towering 

over her. “Severus,” she said warningly. 

 

The young woman in the chair quirked an eyebrow in surprise. “Snape? I thought you were 

dead. The beard doesn’t suit you. I suppose we have a lot to discuss, you and I.” In response, 

Severus flicked a finger against the hairs growing on his cheeks and swore under his breath. A 

troubling cloud of indescribable emotion cluttered Ginny’s gaze. It piqued Hermione’s curiosity; 

what on Earth would Ginny and Severus have to talk about? 

 

Severus made no move to dispel the ropes digging into Ginny’s skin. Instead, he began to stalk 

gracefully from one end of the hut to the other; Ginny’s eyes followed him intently, and 



Hermione used this chance to take in her friend’s appearance. The vivid red hair of her youth 

had darkened to a rather unremarkable auburn, but Hermione could make out more than 

several silver hairs running through the length of Ginny’s long mane. The unexpected strands 

glittered in the light of the crackling fire behind her. Long, fine scars crisscrossed Ginny’s stony 

face--evidence of curses, perhaps? What had she been doing all this time?--and ran across the 

long column of her neck. Pale lips seemed permanently ready to frown instead of laugh, except 

that Ginny smiled sardonically as Severus’ first question. 

 

“What I am doing here, Snape, is patrolling the edge of the Forbidden Forest. The school wards 

were triggered this afternoon, but none of the staff had time to come and survey the area. I had 

free time just before dinner, so I told my colleagues I would go out and see if we would all have 

to enter the forest,” Ginny told him evenly without taking her gaze from his restlessly moving 

body. 

 

“You’re teaching at Hogwarts, Ginny?” Hermione interjected. A tinge of jealousy rose in her 

throat and she tamped it down with a fierceness she did not expect from herself. This was 

neither the time nor the place for regrets of academia. “What subject?” 
 

The little smile grew a hair, directed at Severus, as she replied, “I am the Defense Against the 

Dark Arts professor. Although the Board of Governors made us change the name to ‘Theoretical 

and Practical Defense and Its Use on the Battlefield.’ I teach the children of Death Eaters and 

sympathizers and cowards how to become servants to the Dark Lord.” Her head shook slightly, 

and she corrected herself in a hard voice. “To Tom.” 
 

The glare Severus shot her was unmistakably filled with both envy and loathing, but his reply 

was made with forced levity. “I hope you are not unfortunately sacked at the end of the year,” he 

said, seemingly offhand. “But tell me, what is it you are actually doing here? I am unable to 

believe that Arthur and Molly’s only daughter would betray her family’s principles for a mere 

job.” A certain, strange quality entered his voice, as if he was trying to convey hidden meaning 

without letting anyone else know the details. “It would have to be something very important, 

wouldn’t it?” 
 

“Yes, it would,” Ginny replied with a smirk, and Hermione detected more than a touch of anger 

welling up in the young woman. It was not the lightning quick, flash flood anger of youth, but a 

slow, smoldering burn that could destroy trees from within and burn the ground underfoot. Ginny 

Weasley, the lively girl who loved Quidditch and Harry Potter, was undoubtedly gone. In her 

place sat this woman made of rage and bitterness. “I had no problem gaining the Defense 

position; there weren’t any takers among the Purebloods. The Board refused to hire any 

Impures.” Suddenly, Ginny’s eyes raked across the room to fix upon Vasiliy, who was watching 

the whole awkward scene furtively from the corner. “Who are you?” she demanded. 

 

“Tell her, Vasya,” Severus said abruptly. With an annoyed click of his tongue against the inside 

of his cheek, he turned from the women and leaned against the windowsill. His hawkish profile 

was illuminated against the smokey glass, but his gaze focused the forest outside. Hermione 



recognized a man deep in thought and fixed her attention on Vasiliy instead, but did not stop 

pondering the exchange between her old friend and her old professor. 

 

The Russian man unfolded himself from the edge of Hagrid’s chair and offered the woman 

bound with ropes a little ironic bow. “Vasiliy Gregorovich.” 
 

As though Christmas had come early, Ginny’s eyes widened and gleamed. “We were certain 

you were dead,” she whispered to herself; Hermione’s ears barely caught the sounds moving 

from her lips. Her voice returned to a normal volume. “My information was obviously faulty. 

Pleased to make your acquaintance, Mr. Gregorovich. Ginevra Weasley.” She glanced down at 

Hermione, who was still sitting at her feet. “I don’t go by Ginny anymore, but for you I’ll make an 

exception.” A tinny chime sounded from within Ginny’s hempen prison, and the young woman 

grimaced. “I’m due back at the castle for rounds.” 
 

“Severus, for the love of God, let her go.” Hermione’s glare could have bored holes in steel, but 

the dark man seemed locked within his own thoughts. He did not even wince at the sound of her 

voice; he stood against the wall, simply staring out the window like a particularly brooding 

statue. 

 

Vasiliy stepped closer to the women, sidestepping the large round table and brandishing his 

own wand. “Allow me,” he said quietly, waving his wand in Ginny’s direction without speaking an 

incantation. The ropes unraveled themselves and fell heavily to the floor before disappearing. 

 

“My thanks, Mr. Gregorovich.” Ginny stood slowly, brushing off her black teacher’s robes with 

long-fingered hands covered with fine scars similar to the ones brushed across her face and 

neck. Hermione rose with her and realised she was looking up at the younger woman; despite 

her small stature as a child, Ginny had grown to be taller than her twin brothers. “I’ll try to return 

after my rounds.” 
 

With a small, forced smile for Hermione, Ginny swept across the room in quick, silent strides 

and closed the door without making the hinge squeal. Hermione surveyed her companions with 

an annoyed huff. Severus was still oblivious and staring out the window, and Vasiliy was now 

pulling out a shrunken tome and his reading glasses from his breast pocket. For a moment, her 

interest piqued at the sight of a book, but she wrinkled her nose in irritation when the text on the 

cover resized in Cyrillic. All she wanted to do was talk, and no one was going to accommodate 

her! 

 

With more forceful action than was necessary, she flung herself into the oversized upholstered 

chair and wrapped herself in the afghan. Her legs tucked neatly beside her and her head rested 

comfortably on the arm of the chair. Before she could stop herself, her eyelids closed. 

 

 

 

* 



 

 

 

Her body was uncomfortably warm and slightly sweaty under the thick crocheted afghan, and 

her neck was beginning to ache from its static bend against the chair arm. Hermione awoke 

slowly, not really registering time or place, and fidgeted awkwardly in her makeshift bed. Blood 

returned to her legs with a gentle tingle, and her neck vertebrae popped softly. Distantly, she 

noted that Vasiliy was snoring on the floor next to her. She was about to return to the blissful 

world of sleep when the sound of voices brought her firmly and fully into consciousness. 

Keeping her eyes closed, she listened. 

 

“--warned about you, Snape,” Ginny was saying, her voice soft like silk over steel. “No URF 

member is to have contact with you. It’s actually in the by-laws.” 
 

“That would explain quite a bit,” Severus replied. Speaking so quietly, his words reached 

Hermione like a soothing lullaby--but she had to stay awake. She had to know what they were 

discussing without her. “I wondered at times why they simply stopped coming around. At first 

they seemed so eager to bring me into the fold.” 
 

“They didn’t know the whole truth. They only saw a member of the Order and his usefulness to 

their cause. They didn’t know what happened with Albus and Tom.” Shockingly, the latter name 

came out less bitterly than the former. “But we are the same. We were both used and betrayed 

and used again.” 
 

A moment of silence answered her before Severus asked, “So Albus had you? I wondered 

where you had learned it.” 
 

“My parents thought I was in France. I wrote them letters, pretending I was still in school at 

Beauxbatons. Albus kept me in a cottage in Ilfracombe with a Pensieve. I suppose it was worse 

for you--you actually had to face Tom in the flesh. I met him every day in my own memories. He 

was my only company, after Albus and I finished our lessons.” Ginny’s voice became hard, 

harder than anyone’s voice should me. “He threw me to the wolf to save his flock. Pity it didn’t 
work.” 
 

“I have no one to blame but myself,” Severus replied flatly. “Although I wouldn’t give up the 

chance to kill Bellatrix and Lucius with my bare hands.” 
 

Surprised, Ginny said, “You don’t blame Albus? He made you a double agent.” 
 

“Albus made me do nothing,” snarled Severus. “He was hardly a saint, but he was not 

responsible for what happened to me. What happened to all of us.” 
 

“Tom is responsible.” Ginny’s statement had a sense of finality to it, and Severus obviously did 

not feel up to arguing with her. A long stretch of silence passed before the young woman spoke 



once again. “Where did you find her?” 
 

“She was in the London ghettos and walked through my territory on her way to work at the 

Death Eater’s Headquarters. I stopped Lucius Malfoy from doing gods-know-what to her in an 

alley. I swear, she’ll be the death of me.” 
 

“If you let anything happen to her, Snape, I’ll hex your balls off,” Ginny hissed. “I never thought I 

would see a friend alive again, and I do not want to mourn her again.” The sound of chair legs 

scraping against the floorboards grated in Hermione’s ears. Ginny’s boots scuffed against the 

wood as she approached the door. The hinges, again, did not scream as she opened the door 

and left the hut. 

 

Hermione peeked carefully out of her right eye, ensuring that Severus would not notice her 

wakeful state if he happened to glance her way. He sat slumped over the table, his hand 

cradling his forehead. In the dim light of the low fire, he looked--tragic. “Neither do I, Miss 

Weasley,” he said softly. 

 

In the silence of the hut, Hermione watched him with a pity she did not know she could contain. 

His still figure lulled her back to sleep. 

 

 

 

---------------------------------------------------- 

Author’s Notes: 

1) Time to renew the old disclaimer. Not mine. Will return in good shape, if slightly used. 

2) Thanks to all my reviewers and readers! 

3) A sort of quiet chapter, to be sure, but I figured you all needed a break from the cliffhangers. 

Oh, if anyone is interested, David Lodge explains that Thomas Hardy’s novel A Pair of Blue 

Eyes (1873) contains a scene that gives us the word “cliffhanger.” He explains that “there could 

hardly be a situation more productive to suspense than that of a man clinging by his finger-tips 

to the face of a cliff, unable to climb to safety -- hence the generic term, ‘cliffhanger.’” (The Art of 

Fiction 14). 

4) Yes, we will find out what happened to Ginny. And Severus, eventually. 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

by Meggory 

 



Hermione awoke in a twisted heap of her own numb limbs and the thick wool of the afghan. 

Rubbing the fuzziness out of her eyes with a hand throbbing with the prickling sensation of 

returned blood flow, she untangled herself and set numb feet on the rough floor. Her socks did 

nothing to cut the slivers or the cold. Shivering involuntarily despite the warmth of the room, 

Hermione glanced over to the table, where Vasiliy sat sipping his breakfast tea and jotting notes 

on a scrap of parchment with a slightly bedraggled quill. A plate of cheese crumpets, enlarged 

but slightly squished from their time in one of Vasiliy’s trunks, sat at his elbow. No sign of 

Severus, not even a whisker, appeared within the hut. 

 

Vasiliy glanced up from his quill scratching and smiled. “Good morning, my dear. Sleep well?” 
He motioned for her to join him by pushing the plate of crumpets towards the empty seat across 

from him. 

 

Fingers working the tightly knotted muscles where her neck and shoulder met, Hermione 

dragged herself across the room and flopped into Hagrid’s large ladder back chair. She stifled a 

yawn by shoving a piece of crumpet into her mouth. Chewing thoughtfully, she asked, “Where’s 

Severus?” 
 

“He went to have a bath. Apparently a small stream runs into the lake due west from here. He’s 

insane to bathe in water up here. Nearly freezing.” Vasiliy shook his balding head and scratched 

absently at the golden hairs trailing along the back of his head. 

 

“I thought you were Russian,” Hermione teased. 

 

“Russian, yes, but I have more sense than my British friend. I have no wish to catch 

pneumonia.” He bent his head back to his parchment and continued scribbling notes in black 

ink. “Are you going to find your unicorn today?” 
 

Polishing off the cheese scone and brushing several crumbs from the corner of her mouth, 

Hermione shrugged. “I don’t see anything else to do. Although, I could use a bath. I can still feel 

sticky spots in my hair. Severus isn’t exactly fabulous at cleaning charms.” 
 

“He always had students to clean things for him,” Vasiliy said with a chuckle, then added, 

“without magic.” 
 

“Yes, he did.” Hermione’s lips twisted into a wry smile. 

 

“Oh,” Vasiliy exclaimed, “your satchel is in that second trunk. I knew Severus shuffled you out of 

the house so quickly that you wouldn’t have time to fetch it yourself.” 
 

With a grateful nod, Hermione bent over the enlarged trunk the wand-maker was pointing at with 

his quill. The satchel she had brought from the ghetto lay on top of some other bags bulging 

with odd shapes. Drawing out her bag, Hermione closed the trunk lid and sat down in her 

armchair. She pulled out a fresh set of clothing and a thin scrap of toweling that she had 



rescued from an abandoned laundry line, as well as a bar of soap made from slivers of old bars 

of soap precariously pressed together. Straightening, she glanced at Vasiliy. “I’m going to the 

stream.” 
 

Concerned, he peered at her. A smudge of ink marred the tip of his nose. “Would you like me to 

escort you? I’ve heard dangerous things roam the Forbidden Forest.” 
 

“It’s not just a clever name,” Hermione said, chuckling slightly. “During the day, it’s relatively 

safe. I’ll be fine. Not much can happen to me between the time I leave you and find Severus.” 
 

Shrugging and returning his attention to his notes, Vasiliy heaved a resigned sigh. Hermione 

smiled fondly at the top of his head, then let herself out of the hut without disturbing him. 

 

The forest seemed almost cheery in the bright morning light. No eerie shadows lurked around 

tree boles or behind underbrush as Hermione set out towards the stream Vasiliy had mentioned, 

but she still tried to step lightly. Though the birds were out and chirping enthusiastically, 

Hermione was not going to take the chance of attracting the attention of a large predator, 

magical or otherwise, or even a human out for a jaunty stroll. Her feet crunched softly on the 

thick bed of dead evergreen needles and loam. A gentle breeze rolled through the forest, 

pushing branches and caressing her exposed skin. Hermione shivered, rubbing the goose 

bumps rising on her flesh, and regretted not bringing a sweater. 

 

It was not long before Hermione could hear the soothing sound of running water. A low hedge 

grew parallel to the edge of the bank, fashioning a natural curtain. Not wanting to startle 

Severus into hexing her, Hermione stamped her feet a few times. “Severus? It’s just me,” she 

called, not too loudly. 

 

His lean figure popped up from behind the hedge, wand ready in one hand and a glinting 

straight razor in the other. Water dripped from the ends of his black hair and slid down the bare 

skin of his chest. The expression of readiness changed to one of annoyance as he recognized 

her. Lowering his wand, he snapped, “Didn’t anyone ever teach you not to sneak up on a 

wanted man?” 
 

“I was hardly being quiet,” she retorted. 

 

With a snort of disgust, he turned his back on her. She could not help but stare at the matched 

pair of deep furrows that scarred the smooth pale skin, and note how prominently his ribs and 

vertebrae pressed against his torso. In one swift movement, Severus tugged a dark gray shirt 

that Seamus had found for him over his head. Her view of his scarred flesh interrupted, 

Hermione fixed her gaze on his glowering face. He tucked his wand away in the waistband of 

his pants but still brandished the razor. “What is so important that you felt the need to barge in 

on my bath?” he said acridly. 

 

She waggled the soap in her hand in response. “Are you planning to shave and ruin your 



disguise?” she asked instead. 

 

“It itches. It’s driving me mad,” replied Severus. 

 

“Fine, but when someone recognizes you, don’t say I didn’t warn you.” Slipping through a thin 

spot in the hedge, Hermione watched him roll his eyes and pick up his own bar of soap. 

Whipping up a lather, he spread the soap bubbles across his chin and brought the razor to his 

face. “You’re using a razor? Why not a hair-removing charm?” 
 

The razor paused. “I assume you noted the lack of hair on my chest,” he said shortly. 

 

“Yes.” When he did not continue, she prompted, “And?” 
 

“And sometimes cosmetic charms just don’t work out properly.” The glare he shot her over the 

metal of the blade was enough to ensure she did not press him for details. She did not want to 

know about the bad blood between Severus and cosmetic charms. A silence descended 

between them as Severus began to scrape his razor against his skin, making a soft scratching 

noise. Hermione tried not to watch him, but his deft fingers pulled his neck and cheeks taut as 

the blade passed over them in a most intriguing way. He rinsed off the razor in the stream but 

did not bother to check his reflection. Amazingly, no flecks of red spotted his face after he 

shaved his last stroke and splashed water on the newly shaven skin. “Are you quite finished 

watching me?” 
 

“Sorry.” A deep flush crept up Hermione’s cheeks, and he smirked. 

 

“If you wish to bathe, I will keep watch,” he said politely as he gathered his few toiletries, which 

consisted of his bar of soap, the razor and a towel similar to the one Hermione carried. 

 

“What?” she cried, scandalized. 

 

“Not you, Hermione,” Severus said as if explaining to a particularly upset child. “I’ll ensure 

nothing comes out of the forest. You’re quite helpless without a wand.” As if to prove his 

gentlemanliness, he turned his back to the stream and leaned against a nearby tree. He made 

no move to glance in her direction. Nor did he move to leave her in peace. 

 

Muttering obscenities under her breath and checking over her shoulders every few heartbeats to 

ensure he was not peeking, Hermione knelt down at the edge of the stream. Trailing her fingers 

in the water, she hissed at the sudden iciness that attacked her nerves. Vasiliy had been right; 

the stream was freezing. Best do this fast, then. Her shirt came off and landed beside her. She 

drew a fortifying breath, then dunked her shorn head into the water. Her scalp prickled with the 

water’s cold as she pulled back out of the water and quickly soaped her hair and ears. Gritting 

her teeth, she plunged her head back in the stream and rubbed her hand over her hair to rinse 

out the soap. Pain thrummed against her skull and ears before she could get her head out of the 

water. She flailed wildly for her bit of towel and scrubbed it hard against her scalp not only to dry 



it but to warm it. 

 

Shivering with a newfound cold, Hermione reached for her shirt and promptly bit off a surprised 

yelp. 

 

From his post at the tree, Severus whirled, wand out. “Hermione?” he called anxiously. 

 

“It’s okay, Severus. It’s okay. Just stay there.” She pitched her voice low and soothing. The 

unicorn standing before her tossed his head as she spoke but did not move away. “Hello there,” 
she said to the creature. As if to reply in greeting, the unicorn nodded his head and stepped 

towards her. She could have stretched out her hand and patted his nose. “I was wondering if I 

could ask you for a favour.” No movement, but he regarded her with large, brown, intelligent 

eyes. “Voldemort had my wand destroyed and I require a core element for a new one to fight 

against him. I know the unicorns have not allied themselves with him. Will you please help me?” 
 

A tense moment passed like a century. Hermione could hear her breathing loud in her ears, and 

she could hear Severus inhaling and exhaling through his nose. The unicorn tossed his head 

and took another step closer to her. Careful of his horn, the creature extended his neck and 

rubbed his velvety nose on her bare shoulder. 

 

From the tree, Severus’ low voice said, “He’s allowing you to take a hair from his forelock.” 
 

The unicorn glanced at him and, to her shock, made an unmistakable and amused wink. He 

turned his head back to Hermione and lowered his head closer to her. Slowly, her hand moved; 

her fingers found a single shining hair, straight and strong, and plucked it in one smooth motion. 

“Thank you,” she whispered. The unicorn straightened, shook his head roguishly, and 

disappeared back into the trees. His hooves rang like little bells as he trotted away. She stared 

after him for several moments, then fixed her gaze upon her newly acquired wand core. 

Engrossed with the hair in her hand, she did not notice Severus approaching her side. 

 

His voice was insensitively amused. “I’ll assume your virtue outweighed my nearby depravity,” 
he said. 

 

“That’s none of your business, Severus, so fuck off,” snapped Hermione. Severus did not reply, 

but she had the feeling he was holding back some more inappropriate comments about how 

easily the unicorn found her. Then she realised she was still not wearing a shirt. A deep flush 

rose into her cheeks as she scrambled into her clothing awkwardly, refusing to hand the hair to 

Severus. He looked pointedly away from her. 

 

With the hair held gently and carefully in her hands, Hermione set off towards the hut where 

Vasiliy waited. Before she took more than ten steps, however, she remembered her toiletries left 

on the stream bank. Turning around impatiently, she was surprised to find Severus right behind 

her with both his property and her own in his arms. She flashed him a mildly grateful look. 

“Thanks.” 



 

He answered with a small smile of his own, possibly apologetic but devoid of wryness or 

sarcasm. When he did not say anything, Hermione returned to her path into the trees. Severus 

walked calmly beside her. The silence between them was rather amicable, and she did not want 

to break it, but she spoke anyway. “I heard you and Ginny talking last night.” 
 

He raised an eyebrow. “Did you? I thought you were sleeping.” 
 

“Your voices woke me up a bit.” She paused to step over a particularly large and obstructive 

tree root. “So Ginny’s a member of the URF?” 
 

“She claims to be,” he replied shortly. 

 

“You don’t believe her?” 
 

His pace slowed minutely, as if to accommodate his thought patterns. “I cannot be certain of the 

loyalties of Ginevra Weasley. It is true she knows things--things about Albus that no one else 

would even think possible of him--but I am not sure that she came to her knowledge. . . 

honestly.” 
 

“Ginny would have no reason to lie,” protested Hermione, feeling the need to protect her 

childhood friend. The trust she placed in the Weasley family had strengthened since Percy’s 

change of heart. She could not--would not--believe Ginny capable of deceit on such a huge 

scale. 

 

“I don’t claim to know Miss Weasley as well as you, Hermione. However, I do know three things. 

One, Miss Weasley was under the influence of Tom Riddle at an early age. Albus never 

revealed to the staff the depth of his power over her, nor the lasting effects.” 
 

“She said she blacked out when he possessed her. She said she didn’t remember any of it,” 
Hermione interrupted quickly. 

 

“That may be true. But it is possible she lied to protect herself from persecution. Two, it has 

been a long time since her schooldays, and we have no records or witnesses to attest to her 

whereabouts for the years between the beginning of the war and the present. She admits that 

she lied to her parents about attending Beauxbatons.” He shot her a look warning her not to 

interrupt. “And three,” he paused, clearly uncomfortable, “I am unable to obtain any access to 

her mind using Legilimency.” 
 

“So she’s a particularly good Occlumens,” Hermione retorted faintly, but she knew her protest 

was unfounded. She knew firsthand how good Severus’ Legilimency skills were. 

 

They walked under the canopy in awkward silence for a few moments before Severus 

continued, “There were only two people in Britain who were completely mentally obscure to me. 



I am the student of one of those people--Albus Dumbledore. I learned my skills from him to 

protect myself from the other--the Dark Lord. In all my long years as a Legilimens, I have never 

been able to penetrate the mental barriers of either of these men. It is very rare to come across 

such mentally powerful wizards, even rarer than, say, Parselmouths or Metamorphmagi. If 

Ginevra Weasley has learned this ability, it is either from Albus or the Dark Lord. But I cannot be 

certain she was Albus’ student.” 
 

Squaring her shoulders, Hermione replied, “I can find out.” 
 

“If she has infiltrated the URF for the Dark Lord--” Severus began, but she interrupted. 

 

“With this,” she held up the silver unicorn hair, “Vasiliy will make me a wand. I will be able to 

protect myself. Ginny’s a powerful witch, but I’m not too modest to say that I think I’m better--” 
 

“Have you ever cast an Unforgivable, Hermione?” he asked, his voice gentle yet probing. 

 

Gregory Goyle was standing over the crumpled, writhing form of Luna Lovegood. His wand 

danced as he cast the Cruciatus Curse over and over again, and his thick shapeless lips curled 

into a cruel smile. Hermione watched from the alley behind Florean Fortescue’s deserted shop. 

Luna’s gasping voice floated on the air to Hermione’s ears. “Please, please. Stop, please. 

Please.” 
 

Goyle chuckled and cast another round of the curse. Blood boiled under Hermione’s skin. She 

silently cast a Slicing Hex; long thin cuts welling with blood appeared on his neck and face, and 

he fell to the cobblestones with a scream of pain. “Accio Goyle’s wand,” she said quietly, and 

the long piece of wood flew to her hand. With a swift motion, she cracked the wood in half and 

tossed the pieces to the ground. He was sobbing on the ground, his hands covering the wounds 

on his face. Hermione walked over to Luna, who had become so quiet and so still. She knelt 

down and brushed back a forest of blonde locks from the other girl’s neck. There was no pulse. 

 

Hermione rose and turned her attention to Goyle, who was moaning pathetically on the ground. 

She ground her teeth with rage. Very deliberately, she kicked his hands away from his face and 

stepped oh-so-slightly on the column of his neck. He sputtered and winced and tried to blink 

blood out of his eyes. The sound of her heart beating thrummed in her ears. She pointed her 

wand at him and decided what she was going to do. Albus had ordered to attempt to take 

prisoners where it was feasible. But Gregory Goyle did not deserve to live. He had tortured 

Luna, sweet, bizarre Luna Lovegood, to her death. But Hermione Granger did not revel in pain. 

She raised her arm and hissed, “Avada Kedavra.” 
 

She glanced at Severus with hollow eyes and said, “Yes.” 
 

“Then you know the power that the Dark Arts can give to a wizard,” he replied quietly. “If you do 

this, I want your promise that you will be careful. And I will not allow you to try to ferret out Miss 

Weasley’s secrets without further lessons in Legilimency. Your Occlumency will be further 



strengthened the more you work with the mental magics.” 
 

“How did Bellatrix Lestrange and Lucius Malfoy betray you, Severus?” she asked evenly, 

knowing her voice was neither curious nor flippant. 

 

“You heard that, did you?” he answered. His eyes were troubled. 

 

“I want to know what happened to you, Severus. I want to be able to trust you completely. I 

cannot do that if this chasm exists. Terrible things happened to all of us.” 
 

He stopped. She did the same and turned to face him. Like a statue holding towels and soap, 

he stood and watched her with weighing, considering eyes. “We need to be able to trust each 

other, Severus, or we’ll never make it,” she said softly. Slowly, imperceptibly, he nodded. 

 

“If you can find it in my mind tonight, you will know.” Without another word, he fixed his eyes on 

the forest floor and continued towards the hut. Hermione followed in silence and was grateful 

when they finally tramped up the rickety stairs and into Hagrid’s hut. 

 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

Vasiliy was overjoyed when Hermione showed him the pristine silver hair in her clutches. He 

kissed her on both cheeks in the continental fashion and clapped her on the back in 

congratulations. “Good, good! You shall have your wand, my dear Hermione, and you shall 

have it before midnight. This I promise you.” After another hearty backslap for Hermione, Vasiliy 

gathered up his notes and set them neatly on the edge of the table. He enlarged his last trunk 

and began to rummage through it, at last bringing forth a velvet wrapped tree branch. Carefully, 

he laid the branch on the table and peeled away the cloth. 

 

From his brooding corner, Severus rose and examined the branch curiously. “Blackthorn?” he 

inquired. Vasiliy nodded. Casting a quick glance at Hermione, the Potions Master said 

something in Russian. Hermione glared at him. Vasiliy clucked his tongue. 

 

“It’s not polite, Severus,” he said gently. “If you wish to speak privately, we will speak privately, 

but I will not carry on an unintelligible conversation in front of Hermione.” 
 

“Thank you, Vasiliy,” Hermione said. She resisted the urge to stick out her tongue at Severus. 

 

“I merely wondered at your choice of wand wood,” explained Severus waspishly, “for such a 

woman.” With no further explanation, he retreated back to his corner and continued to stare at 

nothing. 



 

Hermione edged closer to Vasiliy. He smelled of quill ink and ginger tea. “What did he mean, for 

such a woman? What’s the importance of blackthorn?” 
 

Offering her a reassuring smile, Vasiliy replied in a low voice, “Blackthorn is a particularly 

powerful conduit, and is generally considered by the ignorant wizarding masses as unlucky, 

even related to the Dark Arts. I assure you, it is just a conduit like any other tree with magical 

resonance.” 
 

She nodded, fascinated with this new avenue of learning she had never really pursued while in 

school. “You know better than I.” He smiled at her and brought out another bundle, this one 

made of canvas buckled together with a leather strap and a steel clasp. He laid that on the 

table, unbuckled it and rolled it out. A range of steel woodworking tools that would not have 

been out of place in a Muggle carpenter’s shop gleamed in the magical lamplight that Vasiliy 

had conjured in Hermione’s and Severus’ absences. He saw her observing his tools with 

obvious fascination. 

 

“There are magical ways to fabricate a wand, but the tradition passed down in the Gregorovich 

family produces wands with superior physical strength--they won’t break as easily as 

Ollivander’s creations--and smoother magical focus. You’ll find your spells will function much 

more quickly and easily with this new wand than with the one you used during your schooldays. 

Also, anyone attempting to use your wand will find it extremely difficult. No doubt you’ve tried to 

use someone else’s wand at some time?” At her nod, he continued, “Yes, the results are not as 

good, but you still had some result. With wands constructed for a specific witch or wizard, your 

wand is attuned to your magic alone. The wand core nor the wood will ever feel my magic 

because I will not use magic to create the wand. You will be the first person to imprint magic on 

the wand, and so it will only work for you.” 
 

Eyes shining with amazement, Hermione watched the slim man as he sat down at the table and 

began to work. She pulled up another chair to examine and catalogue all of his minute 

movements and did not get up for the rest of the day. Vasiliy cut and smoothed and peeled the 

branch with his instruments. His precise movements reminded Hermione of a surgeon. Hours 

passed, and the blackthorn branch slimmed down and slowly took on a long wand shape, 

including a handle with a rampant unicorn carved in relief. A pile of wood shavings piled up on 

the table and at Vasiliy’s feet; the Russian man did not notice, only continued to bring the wand 

to the tip of his nose for inspection as he worked. At last, when Hermione’s back ached from 

sitting rapt for so long and a while after Vasiliy had asked her to fetch him one of his magical 

lanterns to better his light, he pulled out his final tool. 

 

He held it out for her inspection. Fascinated, Hermione peered at the fine strand of metal, thin 

as spider silk, and identified the tiny ridges running along it as the threads of a drill. “How can 

you drill into the wand? I read somewhere that the wand wood couldn’t be compromised. It has 

to be whole.” 
 



“If you’re making it with magic, then yes,” Vasiliy replied with an indulgent smile. “But not 

everything is taught in books, my dear. This is a Gregorovich family secret. I’ll have to Obliviate 

you after I’m done.” He laughed to assure her he was only joking and set the wand carefully in a 

tiny metal vise. Pressing the end of the drill into the bottom of the handle, he very slowly and 

painstakingly began to drill a tiny hole into the wand. For Hermione, it seemed like this process 

took longer than the rest of the wand crafting. Vasiliy’s deft hands moved incrementally, 

preventing stress on the wood. 

 

The hut was blanketed in silence, and Hermione was startled to finally realise Severus was 

standing at her shoulder, leaning closer to the table to improve his sight line. The sulky lines had 

disappeared from around his lips and had been replaced by ponderous furrows in his forehead. 

Vasiliy glanced up and grinned. Sweat had beaded on his brow from the concentrated effort he 

was exerting. “I’ve never had an audience that wasn’t my sister before,” he joked weakly. “And 

she always pointed out something I was doing wrong.” 
 

“You’re talking instead of working,” Severus quipped. 

 

“Okay, okay.” Vasiliy shook his head and returned his hands to their crippling bend around the 

drill. 

 

The backs of Hermione’s thighs were in knots of tension and inactivity by the time Vasiliy drew 

his tool out of the wood and set it back on the canvas roll at the edge of the table. Snatching up 

a particularly fine pair of silver tooled tweezers, he very carefully picked up the unicorn hair and 

began to thread it into the infinitesimal hole. As if the hair was eager to encase itself in the 

blackthorn, the silver strand slipped easily into the wand. When it had disappeared into the 

depths of the hole, Vasiliy brought his fingers up to the lantern. Hermione had to squint to see 

the tiny, round splinter he held fast between his thumb and forefinger. Again with the tweezers, 

he fitted the splinter into the hole and tapped it gently into place. The bottom of the wand 

appeared completely whole. 

 

With a tired, relieved and pleased sigh, Vasiliy turned to Hermione and pointed at a small jar 

nestled in the canvas roll along with his tools. “Would you pass me that, please?” 
 

Eager to help along the process, Hermione plucked the jar from its hiding place and offered it to 

Vasiliy. He twisted the cork stopper out of the glass, which had a little boar bristle brush on the 

inside. The enamel smelled of beeswax and silver polish; Hermione wrinkled her nose and 

leaned back away from the unusual and slightly chemical smell. The back of her head brushed 

fabric, and she glanced up at Severus. “Sorry,” she muttered, and climbed stiffly out of her chair. 

 

She walked out the kinks in her muscles as Vasiliy finished varnishing her wand and polishing it 

with a chamois cloth. Whatever mixture he used in the liquid coating, it dried instantly. When her 

steps quickened, she made herself slow down and began tapping her fingers together in 

nervous anticipation of her new wand. Like a giddy child at Christmas, all she wanted was to 

wrap her hand around that handle and play with her new toy. She was so wrapped up in her 



own excitement that she almost did not notice Vasiliy standing at the table, holding the wand 

wrapped in the cloth, handle out. 

 

A small smile, proud of his accomplishment and happy for her new freedom, graced his lips. 

“Take it, Hermione,” he said quietly. 

 

Stretching out, she touched the blackthorn unicorn almost hesitantly. Then her own magic 

seemed to take over; her hand grasped the wood lovingly and pulled it out of the golden colored 

cloth. A warm, tingling sensation suffused her, beginning on her scalp and running down to her 

extremities. There were no explosions or fireworks or birds popping into existence, only a solid, 

unflappable sense of rightness. Joy she had not expected welled up in her heart, and she flung 

her arms around Vasiliy and squeezed him. “Oh, thank you, Vasya,” she said into his ear. 

 

He made a slight choking sound, as if he were being strangled, and she released her grip 

around his neck. She placed a sound kiss on each of his cheeks and then on his lips with a 

laugh. “Thank you. Thank you.” His grin was clear evidence that he had been a very handsome 

young man. 

 

Severus’ stark voice interrupted “Perhaps you should see if it works before we have a 

celebratory orgy,” he snapped. 

 

“Oh, Severus, always the dark cloud in the sky,” Vasiliy said with a gentle smile for his friend. 

“But, you are right. Go on, my dear, do something to amaze us.” 
 

Remembering her specialty as a child, Hermione tapped Vasiliy’s half-empty tea cup and 

transfigured it into a pickling jar, then filled it with bluebell flames. The spells came to her so 

easily and so quickly that she did not even know she had obtained the correct results even as 

her wand tip flashed about. She had not even spoken the incantation. The wand had done 

exactly what she wanted, almost before she had demanded results from it. 

 

Vasiliy clapped his hands at her little display, satisfied, and began to clean up his tools. Severus 

offered her a brisk nod. “Very well, Hermione. We will have our lesson now.” 
 

 

 

--------------------------------------- 

1) Thanks to all my reviewers and readers! Banana bread for all! 

2) Hah, I’m so evil for leaving it there. Bad Meggory! Bad! But it’s not really a cliffhanger. No 

one’s in mortal peril. And it’s a pretty long chapter. 

3) I figured Snape would be dying for a shave. I figure he’s like my boyfriend, who is in the 

military; he has to shave every day and when he misses a few days it drives him crazy and he 

descends into a madness of shaving. 

4) I’ve recently had a request to start an email notification for those who want to know when the 

story is updated on Ashwinder. Anyone wishing to be on this list should go to my author page 



and send me an email through the [contact] link. I will send out a heads up when I notice the 

next chapter is updated on the site. 

5) Wow, after four months, I’ve forgotten how much Uni can suck. I hate statistics! I’m an 

English major, for God’s sake! 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

Vasiliy hastily excused himself from the gently lit room as Severus arranged a pair of chairs to 

face each other. The slim Russian man tucked his canvas-wrapped tools in one of his trunks, 

drew out a cloak and gave Hermione a wink. She was torn between concern for his safety and 

wonder at the new, gleaming foot of blackthorn resting comfortably in her fingers like an 

extension of her hand. He patted her on the shoulder fondly and directed a sidelong glance at 

an oblivious Severus. “Don’t worry about me, my dear. I am a fully grown wizard. Besides, you’ll 
learn better if I am not here to distract you. I don’t want Severus to eat you for dinner. Po’ka,” he 

said as he walked out the door with a little wave. 

 

“Otvali,” Severus snapped in reply, and Hermione could hear Vasiliy chuckling to himself. 

 

“So rude, Severus,” he called as he shut the door behind him. 

 

Hermione heaved an annoyed sigh, and Severus raised his head to peer at her. “What is it?” he 

asked dryly. 

 

“I wish you wouldn’t do that,” she complained. Severus motioned for her to take a seat, and she 

dropped onto the wooden seat ungracefully. 

 

“What?” he inquired, a bit too innocently, as he smoothly eased himself into his own chair. With 

a flourish, he extracted his own wand from the depths of his outer robe. 

 

“Speak in Russian like that. It really is rude.” She crossed her arms over her breasts in a picture 

of female irritation. 

 

A tiny smile quirked at the edge of his lips. “Very well, I will try to avoid speaking in foreign 

languages unknown to you in the future. 

 

“Did Vasiliy make your wand?” she asked suddenly, her exasperation giving ground to her 



newly kindled curiosity. From her vantage point, she could not quite see the carved handle 

beneath his long, pale fingers. 

 

In response, he gripped the wand tightly with his thumb and forefinger at the top of the handle 

and moved it closer towards Hermione. In the soft, glowing light of Vasiliy’s magical lanterns 

and her own bluebell flames, she could make out the sinuous form of a dragon twined around 

the handle of Severus’ wand. As she squinted a bit, she realised the darker lines of wings and 

scales were not simply relief shadows, but lines of inlaid darker wood. “You can tell a custom 

Gregorovich wand by the carved handles; you can tell a wand of Vasiliy's friend by the effort he 

puts into them,” he said softly. She thought his voice held a note of fondness.  

 

As if he remembered his role as the unpleasant tutor, his face hardened and he again gripped 

his wand properly. “When practising Legilimency you must know exactly what you are looking 

for. Since you are relatively untrained, it will be easier for you to find some information within my 

mind if you keep that in mind. The more accomplished you are, the more you will be able to see 

without having some kind of specific goal. I, for example, could rifle through the entire contents 

of your brain without much trouble. I could sort information and memories alphabetically or 

temporally. You will have difficulty finding the things I wish for you to see.” 
 

“Thanks for the confidence,” she grumbled, and he looked at her sharply. 

 

“This is not about a lack of confidence in your abilities, merely an accurate assessment of your 

inexperience. I expect you to learn this quickly and correctly. You were a formidable student, 

long ago. I expect you to live up to your reputation.” 
 

“Will you honour our agreement from this afternoon?” asked Hermione quietly but firmly. He 

nodded ever so slightly. 

 

“I will.” His reply was drier than she had thought possible. Suddenly he shook his head slightly 

and rested his wand in his lap. “Wand up, Miss Granger.” 
 

“Yes, Professor,” she said with a smirk. Lifting her wand, she pointed it at Severus and stared 

directly into his dark, troubled eyes. “Legilimens.” 
 

She was running her hands over rough brick walls--only there were no notches, no holes to 

make the walls rough, only their nature. She tried moving to the left, and found only more wall. 

She moved to the right, and found only more wall. The wall climbed infinitely, and spread further 

than she could see or touch. Confused and slightly distressed, she pulled away. 

 

Hermione’s heart was fluttering in her chest as she found herself back in her solid chair, facing 

Severus. He wore a small, slightly amused smile. “Take a deep breath, Hermione. Calm 

yourself, and try again.” 
 

With a calming inhalation, Hermione raised her blackthorn wand again and gazed into Severus’ 



still-black eyes. She exhaled and breathed, “Legilimens.” 
 

Again she found the brick wall. It was a dark red brick, the colour of congealed blood, with bone-

white flecks ground into it. She dragged her fingertips across the faces of the bricks and winced; 

the bricks were sharp, and her fingers ached and throbbed. She could not climb over this wall, 

and once again she tried to go around it to no avail. Frustrated, she returned to her own mind. 

 

“Are you doing this on purpose?” she bit off, angry not at her frustration but the little secret smile 

he was now wearing. 

 

“It is not my fault,” Severus replied, “but I will offer you a hint. Just remember that my mind does 

not work on the principles of three-dimensional space. Just because you can’t go up doesn’t 
mean you cannot go down.” 
 

The harsh sound of her teeth grinding together filled her ears as she said, “Legilimens.” 
 

The brick wall returned, spanning in all directions. What would have been a sigh if she had 

lungs or a mouth or a nose escaped her, and then she remembered what Severus had said. 

Glancing down where her feet would have been, she saw that the brick wall continued down. 

But perhaps it did not continue down forever. So she let go of the wall and dropped down. Her 

sensitive fingertips skimmed against the brick of Severus’ mind. An opening. That was all she 

needed--an opening, a crack in the mortar. As the image of a little spider webbed crack formed 

in her own imagination, her searching fingers caught on an edge. Peering closely at the brick, 

she found her heart’s desire. A crack, small enough to allow an ant’s passage. But she could 

not fit through that slim little space. She pounded a nonexistent fist against the rough material in 

frustration. “Open up,” she called, her voice ragged with exertion. No reply, and she leapt away. 

 

Shaking her head to clear the gentle fog settling on her brain, Hermione glared at her tutor 

accusingly. “I thought you were going to help me learn this,” she snapped. 

 

“I had much harder lessons,” Severus replied darkly, “and you will finally understand if you just 

keep working. Legilimency isn’t meant to be easy. The gods forbid the Weasley twins be able to 

ferret out your worst fear, or Minerva discover your masturbatory fantasy.” 
 

She clenched her hands, feeling several knuckles pop under the pressure, while a blush crept 

unbidden to the tips of her ears. “Then what am I doing wrong?” she demanded impatiently. 

 

“Not wrong,” Severus corrected firmly. “You’re thinking in the same way you would if you were 

running an obstacle course. Remember that when you are inside my mind, inside anyone’s 

mind, your mental image of your own physicality can easily be altered. Your fingers are not 

really fingers; they are extensions of your mind, your will. Now, try again.” His eyes, rimmed 

underneath with dark smudges from his recent lack of sleep, snapped wide open. 

 

Hermione lifted her wand and hissed, “Legilimens.” 



 

She found the crack easily now, knowing exactly where it lay. Her fingers caressed it absently 

as she mused on what Severus had told her. Her fingers were not really fingers. They were 

extensions of her mind, tendrils of thought searching for a weakness in this formidable barrier. 

She wanted to worm her way in and bring down a part of the wall for her to enter. As she 

pondered, the texture of the brick changed under the tips of her fingers. The miniscule crack 

was still there wholly, but the rough, hard brick around it now felt--supple. Malleable. Like she 

could widen the crack if she could just pry it open. 

 

Pressing her fingers against the split in the brick, she imagined a vine creeping in and gripping 

the exposed surface of the crack. She sent out tendrils, strong as steel, to edge further into the 

wall, to grab ahold of more material. Every minute particle of that crack became part of her; she 

was that break in Severus’ wall. With a firm grasp, she yanked her vine tendrils out of the wall. A 

satisfying shower of brick and dust was her reward. The dust disappeared as she glanced at it 

disparagingly, leaving only a ragged hole large enough for her to wriggle through. With a smile, 

she plunged headfirst into Severus’ mind. 

 

Her feet hit solid ground as she clambered out of the brick hole. Hermione straightened and 

found herself looking at what looked like an Escher lithograph. With the world in black and white 

and gray tones, her eyes became lost trying to determine which way was up. The lines of stairs 

and railings and landings became the lines of ceilings and doors and floors; she put a hand 

back against the brick wall for support against the rising tide of vertigo only to find the wall had 

disappeared. In its place a stairwell rose sideways. 

 

Shaking her head irritably, she muttered aloud, “Now what?” There was not an icicle’s chance in 

hell that she would go back and ask for Severus’ help now. Somehow she knew he had already 

given her all the hints she would get for this lesson. 

 

The only problem was: where to begin? 

 

She did not dare set foot on one of the stairways, lest she lose herself forever in this complex 

puzzle that defied physics and logic. “Wait,” Hermione mused. “What did Severus say about 

this?” She found that talking calmed her brain, which was jumpy from trying to follow the pattern 

of this strange place. “He said that I have to know exactly what I am looking for. Okay. So what 

exactly am I looking for?” She glanced in all directions and took a step forward, as if petitioning 

his mind for help. “I am looking for the answer to my question.” 
 

The scene blurred around her, and she felt herself shift--somehow--in space. When the world 

around her slowly came back into focus, she glanced around. She was no longer standing on 

the floor with a stairwell rising sideways behind her. Halfway up a staircase, she faced the stairs 

going up and opening to an upside-down door. With a shrug, she climbed the remaining stairs 

and wrapped her hand around the gray doorknob. It was cold under her fingers, like brass, but it 

did not budge as she attempted to turn it. She took a step back and said aloud, “I want to know 

what happened to Severus.” 



 

Again the world of stairs shifted in shades of gray. Hermione was hurtled past doors and stairs 

and landings for a few heartbeats until her feet touched a random landing. Two doors, one 

sideways and one properly upright, stood in front of her. She tried both knobs to no avail, but 

the one lying on its side had a keyhole at her eye level. Cupping her hands around the small 

hole, she pressed her eye to it. 

 

In the room beyond the door, a bleeding and emaciated Severus Snape prowled a small, 

nondescript room somewhere in the ruins of London. A rictus of rage and pain contorted his 

face as his fingers peeled the fabric of his ragged clothing from a slice on his chest. “Gods 

damn you, Severus Snape,” he spat. “Why couldn’t you have just died?” 
 

Shocked, Hermione jumped back from the keyhole. So, she was getting closer, was she? 

Squaring her shoulders in preparation for the next journey through Severus’ mind, she called, “I 
want to know what happened to Severus after the Battle of Diagon Alley.” 
 

Whirling faster than before, the stairwells looked like the inside of a monstrous tornado as 

Hermione fell. A wind came from somewhere, whipping at her face, and she squeezed her eyes 

shut to protect them. She landed hard, and the jolt forced a grunt from between her teeth. 

Rubbing her chafed eyes, she noted three stairways ahead of her, all going in different 

directions. Only one, however, led to a door. That set of stairs climbed along a ceiling. 

 

She inhaled deeply. “Don’t worry, Hermione. Gravity doesn’t exist here. It’s just all in your 

imagination. Or Severus’ imagination. Just grab the banister and walk up.” Hesitantly, she 

snaked out her hand and gripped the slender rail that ran parallel to the ceiling. Then she took 

the first step up. 

 

The scene before her eyes shifted, but not in the same way as before. As though she had been 

suspended upside down before, a sense of pressure resettled on her body. She felt like she 

was still standing properly on the landing, only she knew she was walking on the ceiling. Or was 

she? According to her eyes, everything else had now ran up or to the side with abandon. With a 

little sigh, she continued up--down?--the stairs towards the door. 

 

This door, too, had a locked handle and a keyhole, and she eagerly knelt down to glance inside. 

The bloodied but exalted Inner Circle of the Death Eaters knelt before Voldemort as Diagon 

Alley burned. Severus knelt with a fan of blood across his cheek, and Lucius Malfoy knelt beside 

him. Malfoy’s eyes were fiery. It looked like he had washed his hair in blood. On Severus’ other 

side, Bellatrix Lestrange wore a smile of ecstasy, while her husband appeared thoughtful. 

Voldemort’s featureless face seemed happy, if that were even possible, and his high cold voice 

carried a note of pleasure as he spoke to his disciples. “We have nearly won. By dawn 

tomorrow we will have the Secret Keeper and the location of the Order’s headquarters. With one 

final strike we will kill them all in their weakened state. Severus!” 
 

“Yes, my lord?” Severus bowed, his head touching the ground. 



 

“I know that Dumbledore refused to tell you the identity of the Secret Keeper. What you can tell 

me is how many of the Order we dispatched today. Wormtail, bring in those who need 

identification.” 
 

With an ingratiating smile and a deep bow, Peter Pettigrew leapt from his master’s side and 

worked his wand furiously as he faced outside the circle. Through the gap Pettigrew’s absence 

made, a jumble of unnaturally animated corpses pushed their way into the middle of the circle. 

They presently collapsed. Severus’ face was a blank mask as Pettigrew closed the gap. “Well, 

Severus? Do tell all of us who sits before us.” 
 

“Yes, my lord.” He took a silent, deep breath, and recited, “Mad-Eye Moody. Hestia Jones. 

Sturgis Podmore. Kingsley Shacklebolt. Dedalus Diggle. Mundungus Fletcher.” He paused for 

another breath and said flatly, “Albus Dumbledore.” 
 

Bellatrix Lestrange laughed softly and moved her head to say something in Severus’ ear. As 

she did, Hermione could see the withered frame of Albus Dumbledore lying on top of the pile of 

corpses. In death, he looked what he would have been had he not been the greatest wizard of 

the age. He looked like a frail old man, weary in his final rest. And yet, he did not appear glad to 

shed his body; he seemed dejected and deflated. In his death, Albus Dumbledore was just a 

bloodied heap of wrinkled flesh and obliterated hope. 

 

Voldemort began to laugh. The terrible noise forced Hermione to flee. 

 

She stood up straight with a hand feeling her heart beat staccato in her chest. “So that’s what 

happened to Albus,” she whispered. Minerva had announced the death toll immediately after the 

Order retreated to headquarters, but Hermione had been ordered to send owls to Madame 

Maxime before any details--if any--were covered. 

 

With a sense of dread that both made her tremble and spurred her on, Hermione turned to face 

the topsy-turvy representation of Severus’ mind. “I want to know what happened to Severus 

before the Headquarters of the Order of the Phoenix were discovered and destroyed.” 
 

Instead of a violent shift in any and all directions, the flat floor moved under her feet almost 

gently; she suddenly stood at the bottom of the upside down stairs. One door faced her with 

finality. She had come to her answer, and she would finally know what had essentially 

destroyed the harsh but noble man who had taught her. She would understand the fragility of 

this new Severus Snape, who offered to protect her and yet left her to Death Eater officers, who 

yelled at her as though he could never see her side of things and tearfully apologized in the 

dead of night hours later. 

 

The primal thirst for knowledge that drove Hermione Granger compelled her to cup her hand 

around the keyhole. A sense of entitlement pushed her to press her eye against it. A horrid 

fascination ensured she did not look away. 



 

It did not strike her as odd that Severus’ memories played like Muggle films, seen through the 

eyes of a third person not involved in the scene. She watched silently, raptly, like a good 

audience, as freshly drawn blood seeped from parallel, slightly ragged wounds sliced across the 

span of Severus’ bare, pale back. The bright crimson fluid ran along his spine in runnels and 

dripped from his smooth buttocks into a growing puddle on the hardwood floor. Naked, he knelt 

at the foot of a rumpled bed like an obedient slave awaiting his master’s order. His head sank 

between his shoulders; Hermione could not see his face. 

 

The faces she could see were the heavy-lidded visage of Bellatrix Lestrange and the triumphant 

profile of Lucius Malfoy. Under a gauzy, translucent slip of fabric draped over her shoulders in a 

mockery of modesty, Bellatrix was also stark naked. There was blood under her long painted 

fingernails. As she knelt, Hermione could plainly see the dark thatch of pubic hair between the 

Death Eater’s long shapely legs. One bloodied finger shot out and jerked Severus’ head up 

sharply. “You’ve been very helpful, Severus,” she said, her voice low and throaty as she 

chuckled without any mirth. “To the Dark Lord, of course. I’ve had better.” 
 

Severus was despondently silent until Lucius stepped over to him and slapped him jovially on 

his wounded back. A terse grunt escaped the Potions Master’s lips that sounded like it should 

have been a scream. Malfoy also squatted next to Severus and said quietly, “It seems your cock 

has betrayed you twice today.” Bracing his gloved hand purposely on the now-coagulating 

missing strips of flesh, Malfoy hauled himself up and glanced back down at Bellatrix. From 

Severus came another groan, this one high and keening. “I shall inform the Dark Lord of this 

new information. Dress yourself, Bella. I wouldn’t want your husband seeing you like this.” 
 

Bellatrix rose sharply, and her eyes snapped wide open. “You will not claim this for yourself, 

Lucius. I did all the work. I intend to reap the benefits as well.” From the chaotic bed sheets she 

drew a silken dressing gown. She slipped into the pale blue fabric quickly and tied the sash 

around her hips, then glared at Malfoy. “Let’s go.” 
 

His platinum eyebrows rose markedly. “You’re going to leave this wretched traitor here alone?” 
 

“He can escape, for all I care. He won’t be free for long. Besides, he’s served his usefulness.” 
With a haughty toss of dark hair over her shoulder, she strode past Malfoy and wrenched the 

oaken door open. “Are you coming or not, Lucius?” 
 

He chuckled as he followed her to the threshold. “It seems to be a dangerous pastime today,” 
he joked quietly, casting a disparaging glance at the huddling form of Severus. They left the 

room in a cloud of laughter and shut the door firmly behind them. 

 

Left to himself, Severus heaved one terrible sob in the silence of the room. A few heartbeats 

later, he struggled to his feet and pulled a sheet from the bed. He wrapped the length of cotton 

around his waist and stumbled to a tall dresser with peeling paint. His hands scrambled to grab 

ahold of his wand, but once the handle was firmly in his palm, he simply stood with his bleeding 



back to the dresser. Facing the room, he held out his wand in a shaky hand. A furrow of 

concentration appeared on his stricken face, as if he were trying to muster the focus to Apparate 

or otherwise escape this little room. The calmer he appeared, the worse the shaking in his hand; 

his eyebrows met above his prominent nose, and Hermione could make out failing muscles 

beneath his unnaturally white skin. Another few moments in this rigid posture passed before his 

knees wobbled a bit too much for his beleaguered body. He collapsed in a heap of limbs on the 

floor. 

 

Tears of agony streamed from his eyes as he threw his head back and screamed like an animal 

having its heart torn out. 

 

The horror and disgust finally clicked inside Hermione’s own thoughts, and she fled from the 

keyhole. The hole in the brick wall came to her as swiftly as though she had called it aloud, and 

she dove through it and back into her own mind. 

 

The force of wrenching away from Severus nearly threw her from her precarious seat on the 

edge of her chair. Every line, every contour of the body across from her howled despair, but he 

did not drop his eyes to the floor. Instead, he continued to fix his haunted gaze upon her. “Now 

you know,” he said hoarsely, his words stilted as his mouth worked to bring moisture to his lips. 

“I won’t blame you if you want to leave me. Or kill me, for that matter.” 
 

A lead weight had attached itself to the end of her tongue. Silent, she managed to rise from her 

chair and stare down at him. Revulsion seethed in her veins; he repulsed her as forcefully and 

as surely as two magnets of the same pole. Her knuckles cracked as she gripped her wand 

more tightly. There was nothing she could say to make him feel guiltier, and there was nothing 

she could do to him to bring back Remus and Minerva and Tonks and the last vestiges of the 

Order killed in that final raid. There was only one thing to do. 

 

Scraping her chair back on the floor, Hermione fled Hagrid’s hut for the comfort of the Forbidden 

Forest. Severus’ silence behind her was nearly tangible. 

 

The darkness outside wrapped Hermione in a blanket of comfort. Without the harsh light of the 

sun, she felt she could retreat into herself without self-reproach. Her exposed skin threw up 

scores of goose bumps as she walked slowly into the trees. Unaware of her immediate 

surroundings, she gasped aloud when a hand clasped her shoulder. Whirling, she found herself 

face to face with a cloaked Vasiliy. His face was grave. “What is wrong, my dear?” 
 

Now here was a good and kind and honourable man who would never betray his friends to 

Voldemort. With a hitched sob, Hermione threw herself into Vasiliy’s shoulder and spoke into his 

neck. “Did you know about him?” she asked, trying for her sanity’s sake to hold back the torrent 

of tears waiting to fall. “Did you know what he did to us?” 
 

His slim arms rested easily around her shoulders and squeezed slightly. “I know many things 

about Severus, my dear, and not all of them make me sleep easily at night,” he replied gently. 



His breath, smelling of tea and slightly stale Toothflossing Stringmints, tickled her ear. “We all 

make mistakes in our brief lives. Severus has made more than his fair share, but before you 

condemn him to eternal suffering, I want you to remember what he did for your Order of the 

Phoenix. He could have died dozens of times over after he forswore his allegiance to Lord 

Voldemort. I am amazed he does not have a permanent room in St. Mungo’s for all the torture 

he suffered to keep your school and its students safe. Do you really have the right to judge 

him?” 
 

Hermione released her hold on the Russian man and stepped back, her face grim. “I judge on 

behalf of those who are not here to do so,” she replied flatly. Without another word, she spun on 

her heel and returned to her furious, random stalking through the trees. 

 

Her brain in all its heightened, carefully honed power, refused to be silent. The snarling, primal 

voice in the back of her mind shrieked for vengeance, swift and vicious. He killed your friends. 

He slaughtered the Order. He ensured Voldemort would triumph over Britain. 

 

A slightly calmer, rational little voice countered, He didn’t kill them himself. It was Bellatrix and 

Lucius and the rest of the Death Eaters, not Severus. They must have tortured him to get that 

information. Don’t you remember all that blood? He still has the scars on his back. 

 

Snidely, another voice cut in. All I remember is a naked man and a naked woman and some 

rumpled bed sheets. He fucked Bellatrix Lestrange and gave her and Malfoy the Order. 

 

Her feet trampled through the underbrush as her maniacal thoughts quarreled. Beneath the 

desperate desire to kill Severus outright was the slim thread of reason. There must have been 

more coercion than she had seen, some compulsion that forced him to betray his failing 

organization. There must have been a reason, some godforsaken and unfathomable reason, for 

such a damning act. The human body and mind are neither immortal nor inviolable; perhaps 

that day Severus Snape had truly been broken. Perhaps the man she knew was not a man at 

all, but a broken figure held together with vestiges of personality and skeins of revenge. 

 

She pondered this as low tree branches scraped her arms and tangled her feet. An iota of 

sympathy rose in her throat. She tamped it down violently. There was no way she would forgive 

this man, not yet--she needed to be angry, to rage against him. Her conscience demanded it. 

The fury simmering under her skin clouded her observational skills; she was surprised when 

another shadowy figure stepped out from the trees. 

 

Hermione raised her wand in a classic duelling pose and heard a female chuckle with little 

amusement. “It’s just me, Hermione.” Ginny approached her as she pulled her cloak hood away 

from her face. “Nice wand.” 
 

“Thanks,” replied Hermione, lowering her new magical implement but not putting it into the 

waistband of her pants. 

 



“I was coming to see you,” Ginny continued. A slight furrow graced her forehead. “Where were 

you going?” 
 

Hermione shrugged, hopefully casting an image of innocence and nonchalance. “For a walk. I 

needed to clear my head.” 
 

Ginny snorted, not kindly. “I couldn’t imagine living with Snape.” She did not seem to notice 

Hermione’s lack of response when she said, “I want you to come with me. I have something 

important to show you.” 
 

Severus’ sharp warning forgotten in the jumble of her churning mind, Hermione nodded. Ginny 

turned back to the direction she had been coming from and motioned for Hermione to follow. 

Dutifully, Hermione hurried and fell into step with her school friend as they walked deeper into 

the Forbidden Forest. 

 

 

 

 

 

----------------------------------------------------- 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

Ginny walked ahead of Hermione, pushing low branches out of her path with an outstretched 

hand and climbing easily over fallen, mossy tree trunks. Only once did she glance back to 

ensure the older woman was still following her; when Hermione’s leg caught on an insidiously 



protruding root and she swore in frustration and pain, Ginny shot her a sidelong look that 

schooled her to silence. The moment Hermione righted herself and straightened, Ginny was off 

again, eating up the forest floor with quick, even strides. Trotting every few steps to ensure she 

did not lose sight of the red-haired woman, Hermione’s breaths soon came in sharp pants. With 

a final burst of speed, she caught up to Ginny and brushed her hand against Ginny’s shoulder. 

“Where are we going?” Hermione asked in a whisper. 

 

If the other woman glared at her for speaking, Hermione’s eyes missed it in the darkness. 

“There’s a briefing tonight. I informed my superiors that you were alive, and they ordered me to 

bring you with me.” 
 

“Your superiors?” Hermione inquired, feigning more innocence than she truly had a right to 

express. 

 

“Maybe Snape didn’t tell you. I work for the URF. As a professor, I’m privy to accurate war 

updates and internal political movements. The school trustees don’t want the students hearing 

possibly false information, so we get news in order to quell negative rumours.” Ginny’s 

explanation sounded slightly absent as she suddenly dropped to her knees and began brushing 

dead leaves and needles off a lichen-encrusted boulder caught between two mature beech 

trees. “The War Council pays a premium for any agent able to root out a former member of the 

Order of the Phoenix, a former Auror, or any witch or wizard holding a Master title in applied 

magic.” 
 

Hermione folded her arms over her chest haughtily. “So you’re being paid to bring me to your 

meeting?” she said flatly. Unbidden, the fingers on her right hand began to wiggle in anticipation 

of drawing her wand. 

 

“Not in money,” Ginny replied. When the top of the boulder was basically free of debris, she took 

a step back and drew her wand. With a swift tap of her wand, the rock cleaved completely in 

half and created a space where it once sat. The beech trees bent dangerously close to breaking 

as the boulder pieces pushed on the boles. Ginny marched confidently to the space, and to 

Hermione’s surprise, suddenly appeared half a foot shorter. “It’s a stairway,” she explained, 

gesturing for Hermione to follow closely. 

 

Not a small feeling of trepidation filled Hermione’s mind as she cautiously inched her foot 

forward. As her toes reached the clearing where Ginny stood, the feeling of solid earth 

disappeared from under her shoe. Carefully, she stepped down and found a wide, even stair 

waiting for her. Satisfied, Ginny turned and descended into the camouflaged passage. 

Hermione followed, and as the top of her head became level with the ground, the boulder halves 

above her slid neatly back into place. 

 

If the forest had been dark, this passage was the epitome of obscurity. Hermione’s hands fled 

outwards in terror, hoping to find security in nearby walls. Ahead of her, Ginny said softly, 

“Lumos.” As if to compensate for the utter blackness of the stairway, the sudden glow 



emanating from the tip of Ginny’s wand was dim and soothing. Hermione still had to squint for a 

few moments before she could fully examine her surroundings. 

 

The stairs ended not more than fifteen feet from the entrance and became a narrow, low tunnel 

that gently sloped up. Rough wooden beams broke the smooth dirt walls and ceilings at equal 

intervals. Two people could have barely walked abreast, and Hermione felt the ceiling was 

uncomfortably close to her head. Severus would have had to walk hunched over, if not doubled 

in half. The tunnel was dry, even surprisingly so, and the air was not as stale as she had 

expected. “Where does this tunnel lead?” Hermione asked, still not risking speech in normal 

volumes. 

 

Ginny replied without turning around. Instead, she walked more quickly. “The Chamber of 

Secrets. It’s the only entrance into Hogwarts that no Headmaster after Salazar Slytherin ever 

knew about.” 
 

The question flew from Hermione’s tongue before she could stop it. The question had to be 

asked. “How did you find out about it?” 
 

Not even pausing or missing a step, Ginny said evenly, “Tom told me.” 
 

Hermione did not need clarification. There was only one Tom that Ginny would speak of in that 

manner, and Hermione did not want details on the girl’s experience with Tom Riddle’s diary. The 

former know-it-all fell silent, and Ginny did not rush to fill the stillness. 

 

The pair climbed steadily up in the tunnel, which sloped more steeply the closer it came to the 

castle. Hermione’s breathing was hitched by the time Ginny finally stopped in front of a small, 

mouldering door carved crudely with a snake coiled around the green copper doorknob. Ginny 

knelt down to eye-level with the little serpent and hissed something in what Hermione could 

have sworn was Parseltongue. A click sounded from the lock, and Ginny placed her hand on the 

doorknob. With a sharp twist of her wrist, she opened the door and stepped through. 

 

Hermione followed with an increasing sense of dread and numbness. Where did Ginny learn 

Parseltongue? I thought it was an inborn ability--I didn’t know someone could learn it! Another 

bit of knowledge from Tom Riddle’s diary, maybe? She never did tell us what really happened. 

Her thoughts raced as her feet moved forward automatically; when Ginny glanced back at her, 

Hermione immediately schooled her mind to stillness. Severus had said she was a powerful 

Occlumens--Hermione suddenly had no doubt that she could match him in Legilimency, too. 

 

Back to Severus. He had told her to be very careful around Ginny Weasley. A silent snarl 

formed on her lips. Did he know something else he was not telling her about Ginny? After all, he 

had only come clean after she told him she had overheard their conversation. But then again, 

she had not given him the chance to tell her himself. Damn it, Severus, she howled mentally. 

Whose side are you really on? Had she been a cat, her tail would be lashing around her legs 

fiercely as she stalked after the redheaded woman. 



 

Now that the pair were deep in the bowels of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry, the 

air was chill and damp. The pungent odour of mildew and mouse droppings filled Hermione’s 

nostrils, and she nearly coughed aloud. So far as Salazar Slytherin was a clever, cunning 

architect for his impressive accomplishment of the Chamber of Secrets, his technique of 

waterproofing had not stood the test of centuries. The corridor they traversed was similar to the 

earthen one leading to the door, except this one was lined with dark bricks carved from cavern 

stone. The thin layers of mortar had crumbled away, leaving tiny, dark gaps between the bricks. 

Hermione did not dare reach out and brush her hand against this brick wall. There was certainty 

in her mind that the entire structure would collapse on her head. The bricks underfoot had also 

lost most of their mortar, but she suspected shifts in the earth below had caused patches to 

heave up unevenly. The toes of her feet caught the edges of some of these patches, causing 

her to stumble forward and nearly catching herself on the back of Ginny’s robes. 

 

As if sensing Hermione’s unease, Ginny said over her shoulder, “We’re almost there. Just a little 

further.” 
 

Hermione nodded but said nothing. Ginny had not been exaggerating; suddenly the low, narrow 

corridor widened into a high-ceilinged, circular and cavernous room. Draped over the elaborate 

sculpture dominating the centre of the room was the bleached skeleton of the basilisk. The glint 

of silver confirmed what she suspected--the bones had been wired together to create or 

continue its defeated pose. Despite the contempt for such a waste of time as assembling a 

basilisk’s final remains, a small part of her mind marveled at the size of the lizard. Harry had 

never been very specific about the size of his foe. Under the skeleton at the bottom of the 

carved marble, a small cluster of mismatched pouffes was arranged around a small school 

desk, complete with the bench for seating two students. Four or five people stood rather than 

sat on the pouffes as they chatted in low voices that did not carry throughout the enormous 

chamber. As Ginny approached, obviously with a stranger in tow, they fell silent and watched 

them. 

 

Hermione did not recognize any faces in that solemn group. Ginny waltzed into their ranks as if 

she were a queen, and Hermione followed her with a smooth, flat expression. The Hogwarts 

professor slumped down into a hot pink pouffe that clashed with her dark red hair and motioned 

for Hermione to take a seat next to her. Gingerly, but trying to affect a posture of nonchalance 

and confidence, Hermione sank into the turquoise cushion to Ginny’s right, away from the desk. 

She tried not to feel the stares of the others. 

 

Ginny, however, was completely at ease, even arrogant. “So, where is our charming leader? 

Late as always?” 
 

“I was sending out the latest broadcast,” came a hard women’s voice from behind the central 

pillar. Ginny smiled to herself as a large, broad-shouldered figure marched into view. Black hair 

cut to flatter a square jaw made Hermione nearly gape in surprise. Millicent Bulstrode, clad in 

plain blue robes worn raw at the bottom hem, stopped at the desk, tossed a manila folder onto 



the surface and glared at the gathered resistance members. “Well? Sit down.” Suddenly her 

eyes fell on Hermione. “Who’s this?” 
 

“A friend,” Ginny replied casually, but Hermione could detect a hint of challenge in her even 

voice. 

 

Millicent narrowed her wide hazel eyes, but it was at Ginny rather than at Hermione. “And does 

your friend have a name?” 
 

“Hermione Granger.” Hermione had, on some level or another, rather expected some sort of 

surprised whisper to run around the room. The others remained perfectly silent, but she could 

feel their eyes on her. She was, on some egotistical level, rather disappointed she had not 

made more of a ripple. Perhaps she would have to ask Severus for lessons on making an 

entrance. 

 

Millicent, on the other hand, slowly took her seat on the bench behind the desk. “You’ve been 

officially declared dead by the War Council, Granger,” she said in a businesslike manner. “But 

we cannot have enough former members of the Order of the Phoenix. I am certain Professor 

Weasley will vouch for your security.” With this statement came a hard look for Ginny, who did 

not even blink under that gaze and its formidable suggestion of physical force. Millicent had 

been large and strong in school, and no feminine haircut could hide the power of those 

shoulders. “I assume Professor Snape is with you? We had reports from an operative that you 

two were travelling together.” 
 

“Er, yes. But his mental state is questionable. I would rather keep him out of all this, if I may,” 
Hermione said quietly. Ginny glanced at her briefly, a cool look without betraying the thoughts 

behind her deep blue eyes, then returned her flat gaze to Millicent. 

 

“Very well. Tell him I wish him well.” A flicker of fondness softened the premature tight lines 

around the former Slytherin’s mouth before she threw back her shoulders abruptly. Her face 

became hard and her voice returned to its former crispness. “I suppose I’ll have to change the 

weather report, what with our visitor. Anything that must be transmitted?” 
 

Heads shook simultaneously at different speeds around the circle of pouffes. Ginny remained 

perfectly still as she managed to tilt her head at a perfect angle to watch both her colleagues 

and Millicent at the same time. Hermione felt as though she would pull a muscle in her neck at 

any moment the way she had to look back and forth at all the resistance fighters. They seemed 

to be schooling themselves to not watch her in return. With a shrug, Millicent flipped open the 

manila envelope on the desk and pulled out a long yellow sheet of foolscap covered with black 

writing in a neat and precise hand. “Very well, onto our main point of business. According to my 

source within London Headquarters, Regent Malfoy’s meeting with Emilian Ellery is still going 

forward as originally scheduled. Professor Weasley is in charge of coordinating our meeting with 

him. A member of the War Council will be here to initiate dialogue; we are supposed to make 

ready for her arrival by the middle of next week.” 



 

As Millicent spoke, Hermione tried to memorize the faces of the people around her. The more 

she studied them, the more certain features tickled her memory or sparked an interest. At some 

point, most of these people had attended Hogwarts, probably while she was in the younger 

years. She did not know any by name, but it made her wonder how they ended up here. None of 

them was over thirty, or even twenty-five. Carefully, she filed their faces away into her mind. 

 

A sudden, loud clatter from some adjoining chamber interrupted Millicent’s briefing. The brown-

robed woman turned a glare on Ginny, who, startlingly, flicked her eyes downwards in 

castigation and rose swiftly from her pouffe. Hermione watched, pensive, as Ginny hurried away 

from the meeting and into the darkened arch of a doorway. Millicent rolled her eyes in disgust, 

but there was a tinge of sadness around her mouth. “Is there anything new to report?” 
 

A young man with neat brown hair and haggard circles under his eyes pushed a pair of half-

moon reading glasses up his nose and brought a note card with something scribbled on one 

side to his eye level. “Everything seems pretty quiet in Hogsmeade, actually. No raids, no new 

patrols. The garrison seems to be keeping to itself. No new or unusual activity out of the 

Shrieking Shack or the barracks.” 
 

“Thank you, Hopkins,” Millicent replied with a nod of her head. A lock of hair fell into her eyes, 

and she swept it back with a practised hand. “Anyone else?” 
 

When no one replied or even moved, Millicent closed the manila envelope and stood. “Very 

well. Dismissed. Next meeting as usual.” As the last sound fell from her lips, Ginny returned. 

Her cheeks were red, but her composure was icy. Millicent shot her a pointed look asking her a 

silent question. 

 

“Everything’s fine. Just a little upset. Nothing to get excited about.” She glanced around at the 

rustling URF members, who were quietly packing up their things in silence. “We’re finished 

already?” 
 

“Just like you said, everything’s fine,” retorted Millicent. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I have a bit of 

rough waiting for me at the Hog’s Head.” A conspiratorial smile crossed her features briefly. 

“He’s just a corporal, but he has a fantastic bum.” 
 

Hermione did her best to suppress the shudder willing its way to her torso and instead offered 

Millicent what she thought was an encouraging smile. The idea of “bum” and “Millicent 

Bulstrode” could not--would not--connect in her brain. Ginny, however, flashed Millicent what 

seemed to be a genuine grin. 

 

“Have a lovely shag,” she said brightly. Once the Slytherin woman had disappeared from 

earshot, Ginny muttered under her breath, “God, I never thought I would see the day when 

Millicent Bulstrode gets fucked more than me.” 
 



Not knowing how to respond to this entire situation, Hermione awkwardly patted Ginny’s 

shoulder. When her hand made contact with Ginny’s clothing, Ginny stiffened and pulled away. 

“Come on, I’ll take you back to the hut. It’s pretty late, and I’ll bet Snape’s worried about you.” 
 

Hermione refrained from replying, “I doubt it,” and instead followed Ginny away from the circle of 

comfortable pouffes and back to the narrow, uncomfortably close-quartered hallway. She did not 

ask about Ginny’s sudden disappearance during the meeting; she knew the other woman would 

not answer her. The air of secrecy hung low and thick in this appropriately named chamber.  

 

She dogged the younger woman’s heels back through the door with the little serpent and along 

the dirt corridor. This time the floor sloped downwards. She pulled out her wand called, “Lumos.” 
The magical light cast a long, dark shadow of Ginny ahead on the floor and walls. Hermione 

tried not to dwell on the appropriateness of the image as they stepped briskly towards the forest 

entrance. Her brain demanded that her tongue ask questions, but she kept her teeth firmly 

pressed together. There was no doubt that Ginny was aware of her desire to start a new 

Inquisition; she kept utterly quiet and did not even glance over her shoulder at Hermione. Long 

years at Hogwarts had taught her at least one thing: when Hermione Granger wanted answers, 

the best way to stop her was to ignore her. She would eventually run off to the library and leave 

you alone. Hermione’s mouth twisted with discontent at the thought. There was no library for her 

to peruse anymore. Her teeth now ground with frustration. 

 

With her mind occupied, Hermione did not register that they had reached the stairs to the forest 

until Ginny suddenly stopped and whirled to face her. The youngest Weasley’s face was 

impassive and her voice smooth and cool. “I have to return to Hogwarts now. I have prepare my 

classroom for tomorrow’s lessons. Can you find your way?” 
 

Hermione nodded. “I can.” 
 

“Good.” She slipped past Hermione and began to retrace her steps up the corridor towards the 

Chamber of Secrets. After a few moments, all Hermione could see was the bobbing point of 

light at the end of Ginny’s wand in the distance. 

 

“What the hell is going on here?” she mused in a whisper. With a sigh, she climbed the steps up 

to the forest floor. Before her head could brush the closed entrance, the smooth ceiling broke in 

half and pulled itself apart. She emerged wand-first, wary of ambushes and werewolves; as she 

stepped out onto solid ground covered with moss and leaves and needles, a rustle--not of the 

wind in leaves or branches, but the definitive whisper of fabric--reached her ears. 

 

The automatic responses drilled into her mind and muscles by Kingsley Shacklebolt and 

Nymphadora Tonks took over. She ducked behind the nearest cover she could find, the large 

bole of a birch tree, and listened carefully. Nothing, nothing--there! She poked her wand around 

the tree and called authoritatively, “Expelliarmus!” 
 

And from the dark, a familiar voice replied, “Protego!” A moment passed, and when no wizard’s 



wand came flying towards her, Hermione stood but did not come out from behind her shelter. 

“It’s only me, Hermione. Please come out.” 
 

“Severus?” she replied without moving. 

 

“Yes. Vasiliy told me that you’d gone off on your own, and I followed. After what happened, I 

was. . .afraid of what you might do.” Severus’ voice sounded normal, but he seemed to be 

almost walking on eggshells for her sake. 

 

“What did you tell Vasiliy before we had our Potions lesson?” she asked innocently. 

 

A slight chuckle reached her ears. “We had a lesson in Legilimency, Hermione, and I told Vasiliy 

to fuck off in Russian.” 
 

A bit of tension eased from her shoulders, and she peeked her head out from around the tree 

trunk. Severus stood a few paces from the magic boulder, his hands at his sides and his eyes 

firmly fixed on her hiding spot. His face looked haggard and--anxious? afraid? Seeing him stand 

there, concerned for her, her earlier pondering on his allegiances dimmed to a muted knot in the 

back of her mind. Slowly, she approached him with the tip of her wand pointed unthreateningly 

at the ground. His gaze took her in from top to toe, and realising she was in the same physical 

condition she had been when she had fled, some of the lines disappeared from his pale face. 

 

She scratched her earlobe and said, “I’m fine, Severus. I had a bit of an adventure with the 

URF.” 
 

“Let’s go back to the hut, shall we?” he suggested. With her nod of assent, they began to amble 

back to their temporary home. He seemed unwilling to talk, so she described what she had seen 

and heard in detail. At first he looked surprised that she was relaying all this information after 

what had happened between them, but intrigue replaced surprise as she spoke. 

 

“Oh, and Millicent says ‘hello.’ An odd choice for a leader, I would say.” 
 

“Why, because she’s Slytherin? Because she was a bully? Or because you were unaware of 

her fondness for cats?” She glared sharply at him and found a tiny quirk of a smile on his lips. 

“Do not look so surprised, Hermione. Teachers are neither as stupid, nor as gullible, nor as 

ignorant as you gave them credit for in your youth.” 
 

Dryly, she replied, “Indeed. I was going to explain that during school Millicent had been part of 

Draco Malfoy’s clique. And look where they ended up.” 
 

“Miss Bulstrode is not a Pureblood. She is what they now call Impure I. Half-blood, like myself. 

She was unaware of this fact until she came of age, when her parents revealed that she had 

been adopted. I have strong suspicions her ‘friends’ forced her into her current line of work.” His 

voice became menacing at that point, and Hermione decided to change the subject a touch. 



 

“I didn’t know you were half-blood,” Hermione said curiously, and immediately regretted it when 

he turned his formidable gaze upon her. 

 

“But you dictated it to Librum for my false identification card,” he replied, his voice low. 

 

She offered him a wavering smile. “I wanted to avoid attention. Being Impure I will ensure you’re 

noticed less than being Pureblood or Impure II. Maybe I’m just lucky. I did pick your birthday 

correctly out of a book, remember?” 
 

“Yes, I remember.” 
 

“Anyway,” Hermione continued, “I have reason to distrust the URF after tonight. I think they 

were trying to conceal what it was they were discussing without letting me know about it. There 

was a certain lack of precision in their discussion. They’re up to something important. And you 

were right about Ginny. I do not believe we can trust her, either. In fact, the only person I can 

trust at the moment is you.” 
 

Severus stumbled a step, and she turned to face him with a calm and patient face. Shock 

altered his usually haughty features. “Why? With what you now know, how can I be the only one 

you trust?” His voice was still low, but with confusion instead of menace. 

 

“Because you’re the only one being relatively honest with me, Severus. And now that is worth 

my trust,” she replied quietly. An awkward moment of silence passed before he bowed his head 

to her and continued walking through the shadows of the trees. Soon the squat figure of the hut 

appeared, and Vasiliy unfolded himself atop the stairs. 

 

“What took you so long? I was very worried. Come, I’ve made tea.” The Russian man opened 

the door and held it as the pair filed into Hagrid’s former residence. Severus removed his cloak 

and hung it on a peg by the door; Hermione’s arms prickled painfully with the sudden heat and 

mentally berated herself for not putting on a sweater before she had fled. Severus pointed to the 

seat closest to the fire and put on his professorial face, demanding obedience. Feeling childish 

and slightly ashamed, she took the chair and rubbed her forearms briskly to warm them. 

 

Once Vasiliy had fiddled with the tea things and all three were settled around the thick wooden 

table, Hermione quickly filled Vasiliy in on what had happened. “Ginny didn’t tell them that she 

knew your whereabouts, Vasiliy.” 
 

“Suspicious, I would say, especially since she might have much to gain from that information. 

Perhaps she is not really working for this URF?” he mused as he dropped a lump of sugar into 

his teacup and stirred it with a small spoon. 

 

“I’ve considered it. But if she’s only in it for herself, it could benefit her to tell them about you. 

She said that she was being paid for bringing me to the meeting, but not in money. She said 



something vague about being paid premiums for Order members, Aurors and Masters.” 
 

“Perhaps, Hermione, we must consider the possibility that Miss Weasley is a double-agent,” 
proffered Severus. 

 

“No! I refuse to believe that. No Weasley would do such a thing,” she protested, thinking about 

the Parseltongue and her intimate appellation of Tom Riddle--things she had kept to herself. 

Deep down there was a part of her that wanted to protect her school friend.  

 

Immediately she realised her mistake. Severus pounced all over it. “May I remind you that Percy 

Weasley is a Death Eater officer who betrayed us all?” he said harshly. “The name Weasley is 

not synonymous with inviolability.” 
 

“Don’t forget that Percy saved me from Malfoy. He’s not evil.” 
 

“I’m not suggesting that Miss Weasley is evil. I’m merely suggesting that she has her own 

interests to protect in any way she sees fit. However, we may all agree that she is not to be 

trusted.” Severus took a sip of his strong, sweet tea and grimaced. “Brew it stronger next time, 

Vasya.” 
 

“I’m not trying to sear my throat, Severus,” Vasiliy replied tartly. 

 

“If we may continue?” Hermione asked, annoyed. Both Vasiliy and Severus gave her little ironic 

hand gestures to speak. “We need to find out who this Emilian Ellery figure is. Neither of you 

has heard of him?” 
 

“We already told you ‘no,’” said Vasiliy. 

 

Only the teacup cradled in her hands prevented Hermione from making a fist and pounding it on 

the table in frustration. “If only I could get into the library! I could find out who he is and what he 

does and why he’s important to Malfoy. Hell, I could find out the name of his childhood dog!” 
 

“Tomorrow night I will get you into the library,” Severus said with a slow, genuine grin. “Miss 

Granger, I’ll even write you a pass for the Restricted Section.” 
 

 

------------------------------------------------ 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

By Meggory 

 

Hermione held her chin cupped in her hand, elbow resting on the table top, as she watched 

Severus shrug into a long black frock coat that had recently been a baggy sweatshirt. He 

seemed almost happy--if that was the right adjective, and not less dour--to be fastening the 

endless row of little buttons. Suddenly he glanced at her and furrowed his dark brows in 

consternation. “Why are you watching me?” he asked, a bit bemusedly and a bit icily. 

 

“Sorry. I was wondering how in hell you’re going to sneak into Hogwarts, unless you’re privy to 

the Weasley twins’ personal repertoire of secret passages and covert corridors,” she replied. He 

quirked his eyebrow in what could be amusement or dismay at her diminished mental capacity. 

Sometimes the two looked quite similar. “No, really, Severus. How will we get in? I doubt 

Hogwarts’ security has suddenly diminished in the past few years.” 
 

“Do try to think, Hermione. What was my occupation during my time at Hogwarts?” 
 

“Potions professor.” At his second glance of disappointment, she continued cheekily, “Bane of 

students’ existences. Boggart fodder. Gothic fashion model. Head of Slytherin. Dungeon 

dweller. Oh, and there were ample rumours that you were, in succession, a vampire, a vampire 

bat Animagus, and a victim of porphyria.” At his puzzled look, she explained, “A Muggle genetic 

abnormality that has been occasionally linked with vampirism. Yes, don’t tell me. Students are 

wholly unimaginative.” 
 

“I was not asking for a list of what my petty roles may have been over the years,” he snapped as 

he closed the final buttons at his neck. 

 

“Well, you were a spy.” 
 

“Very good,” he said sarcastically. “Albus had a secret access tunnel to the dungeons dug for 

me so that after Death Eater meetings I would not be forced to wander around the castle and 

occasionally bleed all over the floors and frighten the students. Sometimes I wonder if he did it 

just to keep Filch from complaining. Albus and I were the only ones who knew about it. And the 



house-elves, I suppose.” At the mention of elves, Vasiliy’s face darkened behind his book as he 

read in the corner. “I am certain the password is the same since the last time I used it.” 
 

“What if you weren’t the last person to use it?” Hermione inquired, feeling rather like the Devil’s 

advocate. He shot her a glance that shut her mouth quite quickly. “Fine, you can deal with that 

part.” Most of her mind still disbelieved that last night’s promise of stealing into the Hogwarts 

library could actually come true. 

 

“Very well. Shall we?” He swept his arm out towards the door in an overly dramatic way. 

Hermione rose from her chair, tugged down her jumper and breezed past Severus to open the 

door. Before she stepped onto the landing, she heard Severus murmur something to Vasiliy in 

Russian. She turned to glare at him with the hope of reminding him of his manners, but he did 

not notice it as he closed the door behind him. A few moments passed as they walked away 

from Hagrid’s hut before he explained abruptly, “I was just telling Vasya not to wait up for us. I 

may have mentioned something about your mild obsession with libraries.” 
 

When she glanced at him with annoyance, she found a small grin lighting his features. She 

could not help it; she smiled back. 

 

The pair did not speak again as Severus led her to the edge of the Forbidden Forest. They kept 

to the shadows of the tree line during their long walk, and Hermione finally realised that he was 

taking her down to the lake. The moon was exceptionally bright, and its white face was reflected 

perfectly in the water’s glassy surface. She mused idly whether the squid still inhabited the 

depths of the lake with the mermaids. Almost on cue, a long, curled tentacle heaved itself out of 

the water, flicked its tip in the air, and promptly slithered back into the lake. “I guess that 

answers that,” she muttered. She elongated her stride for a few steps to catch up with Severus. 

“How much further?” 
 

“There,” he replied, stretching out a long, skinny finger to point at a low jumble of what looked 

like bricks on their side of the Forest. As they approached, Hermione could make out in the pale 

light the circular shape of a simple, low Muggle well. The stones were cut roughly and messily 

mortared together. Covering the stones was a circular metal lid with two thin handles protruding 

from the top. With deft movement, Severus knelt at the side of the well and drew the lid off the 

stones. 

 

Hermione leaned slightly to glance into the obscured depths of the well. “There isn’t water in 

there, right?” 
 

He shook his head. “It’s dry. But it’s too deep for you. I’ll go in first and help you down.” Without 

waiting for her argument or assent, he sat on the lip of the well, swung his feet around into the 

hole, and jumped in. She watched him go with a mixture of irrational fear and curious 

admiration. A scuffle of feet on dirt and some rustling of robes met her ears before the inside of 

the false well lit up with the gentle light of Severus’ wand tip. He stood at the bottom of a narrow 

shaft, looking up at her expectantly. “Come on then, Hermione,” he said. Hermione would have 



bet that he was trying to sound encouraging. It was a rather foreign tone, coming from his lips. 

 

Awkwardly, she heaved herself onto the lip of the well, clinging to the edge with tense fingers. 

Her head for heights had never developed with age. Severus was still waiting patiently for her at 

the bottom, with his arms stretched up to catch her. He wouldn’t let her fall, would he? No, of 

course not. She took a deep breath and held it as she let go of the well and slid down. 

 

She barely registered the blur of the walls speeding past her before she felt strong hands 

around her waist. Her descent slowed, her feet hit the ground relatively gently, and she 

accidentally ended up with a mouthful of black robes. Trying to discreetly remove the fabric from 

her mouth without slobbering over it, Hermione felt the hands flee from her body. Severus tried 

to step back in an attempt to regain some personal space and ended up bumping into the dirt 

wall. He cleared his throat softly and pointed to the low, dark corridor that had been hidden from 

the top of the well. “This way. And keep silent.” 
 

Hermione lit the tip of her wand and followed him closely. She became so concerned with not 

tripping on the hem of his robes that she did not notice when the voices became audible. 

Severus kept walking, but Hermione stopped and pressed her ear to the wall. The voices 

became louder, but no more clearer. She caught up to Severus, opened her mouth to ask a 

question, and snapped it shut again when he turned his head and placed a finger to his lips. 

With a silent growl of frustration, Hermione stalked after him. 

 

This corridor was nowhere near the length of the one Ginny had shown her. A small door 

appeared suddenly, rust free and rather pristine. Severus touched his wand to the knob and 

whispered, “Fizzing Whizzbees.” 
 

Hermione bit back a chuckle. Sensing her amusement, Severus glared at her before turning the 

knob and opening the door. Once both were on the other side and the door was shut and locked 

again, Severus snapped quietly, “Never let Albus Dumbledore choose your passwords.” 
 

“Where are we?” Hermione asked, her voice low. 

 

“We’re outside the Slytherin common room.” The room they were in was no bigger than a broom 

closet. Cobwebs filled the corners. “We’ll have to walk through the corridors to get to the library.” 
 

“Trade you Disillusionment Charms,” Hermione replied. The making of a smile tugged at one 

corner of his mouth as he raised his wand in tandem with her. Severus’ wand touched her scalp 

as he bent his head to allow hers to do the same. The cold feeling trickling down over her whole 

body made her think of a slimy egg, and she shivered half with cold and half with disgust. 

Before her eyes, the image of Severus blended into the background until she could not 

distinguish him from the stones of the wall. “Very nice.” 
 

“Take my hand. I’ll lead you to the library.” 
 



“I know where it is, Severus.” 
 

A pause, and then, “You don’t know the staff entrance.” She could hear the smirk, and she 

sighed. She extended her hand and after a few misses, finally found Severus’ palm. He pulled 

her gently along as he opened the door and crept out into the hall. 

 

While Hermione herself had never been down to the Slytherin area of the castle, treading upon 

the floors of Hogwarts flooded her brain with joy and sadness. Even under the lake Hogwarts 

did not smell of must or mould, but of lemon floor polish and the acrid tang of burned feathers. 

Occasionally she caught a faint whiff of candy in a corner. She stifled a sigh full of regret and 

sadness and allowed Severus to tug her along. Their feet made very little noise on the bare 

stone; they soon made no noise as they made their way deeper into the castle and carpet 

appeared on the floor. 

 

The air warmed as they twisted closer to the library through the maze of halls and circular 

stairways. Almost as if hit by a Bludger, Hermione realised that the likelihood of running into a 

professor on rounds or a ghost--gods forbid, Peeves--was increasing at an alarming rate. She 

tugged urgently on Severus’ hand, feeling foolishly like a small child. “Severus,” she whispered, 

the sound barely registering in her own ears. 

 

Before he could either shush her or stop in front of her, a blur of motion caught Hermione’s eye. 

She stifled a surprised intake of breath, and Severus pulled her by the arm back against the 

wall. Opening her mouth slightly, she inhaled and exhaled slowly and silently as she glanced up 

and down the corridor. While filled with shadows cast by the flickering wall sconce, the entire 

hall appeared completely empty. Hermione was about to count to fifty and then speak to 

Severus when she caught the low, menacing sound of a hiss. She pressed herself closer to the 

wall, and nearly jumped out of her skin when a lean, dark shape leapt out from behind a suit of 

armour and landed at her feet. 

 

A ragged, bony cat sat before them, her glittering reddish eyes staring at the Disillusioned pair 

as if she could see them clearly. A low hiss emanated from her partially opened mouth. 

Hermione squinted in the dim light and said in recognition, “Mrs. Norris!” 
 

Upon hearing her name, the cat stopped hissing and twitched her sparsely furred tail. The 

miraculously long-lived feline did not look as healthy or as menacing as she had in the past. 

Hermione slipped her hand out of Severus’ grasp and knelt down with her freed hand out to the 

cat. Beside her, Severus’ disembodied voice said warningly, “Hermione.” 
 

Mrs. Norris shot a cold-eyed glance towards him before stretching her neck to sniff Hermione's 

outstretched fingers. Apparently Hermione passed whatever test the cat was subjecting, 

because Mrs. Norris meowed softly once and trotted down the corridor. Hermione stood, 

watching the cat go, only to grunt in amazement when Mrs. Norris stopped fifteen feet down the 

hall, stopped, and turned her head to watch them. She did not move a muscle except for a 

gentle swishing of her tail. She looked like she was waiting for them to catch up. 



 

“Perhaps we ought not to argue,” Severus murmured. Hermione felt brushes against her arm, 

ranging from feather-light to more solid taps, and finally he seized her hand once more. “Come 

along.” 
 

As they closed the distance to Mrs. Norris, the cat nodded to herself and leapt forward. She kept 

about ten feet between them, and after a few turns and staircases Hermione felt nervous. The 

feline was obviously leading them closer to the library, but the headmaster’s office lay along the 

way. Could Filch’s cat betray them? Or was she taking them to Filch himself? Tugging on 

Severus’ hand, Hermione opened her mouth to whisper to him. He interrupted her with a curt, 

quiet, “Wait.” 
 

Mrs. Norris had stopped in front of a tall, narrow door flanked by two small marble statues of 

quetzals. The birds’ smooth white tails wound around their high, silver plinths. Hermione thought 

back and realised she had never seen this particular door before. Mrs. Norris sat patiently at the 

bottom of the further plinth with her tail curled restfully around her feet. Severus towed 

Hermione behind him as he moved towards the door. Hermione watched the doorknob, 

elaborately decorated in the lizard shape of a silver Moke, turn seemingly of its own accord. The 

door opened slowly without any creaks, and Hermione found herself pulled inside. 

 

For all the years Hermione had spent nosing around in the darkest corners of the library, she 

had never discovered this little room. Old leather armchairs, deep and inviting, lined the circular 

room. The floor was covered with layered Persian carpets. Reading lamps made of bronze hung 

above each chair, and mismatched book stands of various heights and woods were scattered 

around the room. As she gazed at the plush ostentatiousness of the reading room, she did not 

notice as Severus dropped her hand and said, “Finite Incantatem.” 
 

She gaped at the wizarding fresco on the ceiling, which portrayed a Chinese Fireball dragon 

flying in lazy circles in a cerulean sky. Birds of all varieties perched at the edges of the painting, 

sleeping and occasionally ruffling feathers. Every once in a while fluffy cumulous clouds 

scudded across the painting, only to disappear once they reached the other edge of the 

painting. Hermione’s amazement was broken as Severus cleared his throat loudly and 

deliberately. Flustered, she glanced around, only to find him still Disillusioned. With a flick of her 

wand, Severus reappeared. He did not look terribly amused. “Sorry,” she said with a shrug. “It’s 

not every day I get to see places like this.” 
 

“Come along,” he said with a slight gritting of his teeth. He crossed the room with the kind of 

authority he once had when he strode through his classroom. He paused at a small, well-

polished wooden door with his hand on the knob and shot Hermione a warning glare to keep up. 

Hurriedly, she joined him, and together they entered the library. 

 

In the dead of night, the Hogwarts’ library was a truly frightening place--yet Hermione felt like 

she had come home. The wonderful smell of paper and binding glue, of old, cracked leather and 

a hint of beeswax filled her nostrils. She blinked rapidly, trying to adjust to the unexpected 



darkness. In front of her, Severus pulled out his wand and flicked a small, relatively weak light 

into existence at the tip. The pale light cast dark, eerie shadows along the rows of books. 

Hermione moved away from the reading room’s door and stood against the chest-high railing 

overlooking the rest of the library. They were at least three floors up from the student’s entry; 

Hermione could see the shelves below were arranged in a snail shell pattern. 

 

Severus’ light touch on her arm brought her back to the severity of their situation. He did not 

need to say anything. With a determined hitch in her shoulders, Hermione slipped past him, lit 

her wand effortlessly, and began to descend a narrow, tightly winding set of stairs. As she 

stepped down swiftly, she mused idly how little Professor Flitwick ever made it down without 

falling most of the way. Once her foot finally hit the main floor of the library, Hermione headed 

without delay or hesitation to the huge wooden cabinet set into the north wall. 

 

She felt Severus’ eyes on her as she walked once up and down the wall, holding up her wand to 

read the scrawled letters labelled on the small closed drawers. She noted which drawer she was 

going to rummage through and with a practised manner drew the rolling ladder over to the 

appropriate spot. As she moved to climb the ladder, Severus came up behind her to hold the 

contraption steady. “Thanks,” she whispered. He nodded in return. 

 

Hermione climbed up four or five rungs and opened the drawer marked “ELK- to ELM-” in black 

ink on a little parchment square. She pulled out the drawer, making sure it was only half way 

out, and carefully stuck the handle of her wand between her teeth. With both hands free, she 

flipped through the yellowed cards made of stiff parchment in search of “Ellory.” She saw 

“Ellmorian, Herbert. A Practical Guide to Raising and Showing Miniature Hippogriffs” and 

“Elmer, Gertrude Krauss. Arithmancy and Arithmetic Theory” but nothing by Ellorian, Emilien. 

With a small grunt of annoyance, she descended one rung and opened the drawer beneath the 

one she had already searched. This one, marked “ELK- to ELM- SUBJECT” also proved 

unfruitful. She found three separate books about elm trees and a listing for what looked like an 

odd little volume about the New Zealand Bigfoot being, in actuality, an elk. 

 

“Nothing,” she hissed once she had returned to the floor and returned her wand to her hand. 

 

“Are you giving up so easily?” he asked, almost smugly. 

 

“Hardly,” she scoffed. With confident strides, she hurried through the library, weaving among the 

shelves with Severus hard on her heels. She stopped abruptly, and he nearly tripped over her. 

Reeling, he managed to steady himself and glare at her at the same time. “Sorry,” she muttered, 

not feeling sorry at all as her eyes searched for her prize. Her fingers skimmed over the many 

spines of all sizes for several moments before she pulled out an enormous volume from the 

shelf. It was dusty and the spine creaked in protest as she hefted it down. The cover read, The 

National Dictionary of Wizarding Biography, Fifteenth Edition. Hermione smiled and promptly sat 

down on the dusty carpet with the book open in her lap. Severus loomed over her with his wand 

pointing down at her as she flipped through the Bible-thin pages. On page 467, she skimmed 

her finger past Elkinbore, Janus only to find the next entry was Elm, Ulysses.  



 

She shut the book. “Fuck,” she spat. Severus raised an eyebrow. 

 

“Such language, Miss Granger.” 
 

“Oh, Severus,” she replied in annoyance as she replaced the book on the shelf. “Does Hogwarts 

have some sort of, er, listing of wizards? Like a telephone book or a wizarding community family 

tree or bloodline listing or something?” 
 

He paused, tapping his forefinger against his chin. Surprisingly, he did not even ask for an 

explanation of telephone book. “I believe I know where to look. Follow me.” 
 

Hermione followed Severus out of the stacks and out towards to the librarian’s massive desk. 

Opposite the desk awaited the menacing door of the Restricted Section. In a dramatic flair of 

fabric, he drew himself up right at the door with his wand outstretched. “Let’s hope this works,” 
Hermione heard him mutter under his breath. He tapped the door of the Restricted Section with 

his wand three times and whispered something in Wizarding Latinate Hermione did not catch. 

As he drew back, looking in all directions at once almost nervously, the wrought iron screen 

clicked open. Severus caught her eye and quirked an eyebrow triumphantly. She smiled in 

return and followed him into the depths of the Restricted Section. 

 

Hermione was very careful to not brush, or even meander near the widely spaced shelves. The 

air was chill but dry in this part of the library, no doubt to keep the books more lethargic than 

they would be naturally. Every so often she could hear one of the enchanted volumes wheeze 

or growl somewhere on the shelves, and she shivered with both thrill and fear. Their footfalls 

were silent on the thick carpet, and they kept their wand lights pale and weak to keep the books 

quiet. Severus kept walking without turning, until he slowed and turned to appraise the shelf on 

his left. In a similar gesture to Hermione’s, he moved his fingers along the spines of the books; 

however, his flesh never came into contact with these unpredictable volumes. 

 

A few moments passed before Severus carefully extracted a thin but large book from amongst 

its neighbours. Hermione noted the cover simply read, Wizards. As Severus hefted the book on 

his arm and opened it, he told her quietly, “There is a Protean Charm on all the copies of this 

book. The main copy resides somewhere within the Ministry of Magic.” The page he had 

opened was completely blank, as was the one facing it. He touched the tip of his wand to the 

paper. “Ellory comma Emilien,” he said clearly. 

 

Words blossomed on the right hand page in bold, black strokes. “Please see Ellory-Wyggs, 

Whitman,” the book replied. Severus glanced at her, shrugged, and said, “Ellory-Wyggs comma 

Whitman.” 
 

More letters appeared, but too small for Hermione to read from afar. She sidled closer to 

Severus and read over his elbow: 

 



Ellory-Wyggs, Whitman. B. 1910. D. ? Rotterman, Rolanda (Muggle) 1932. Son Joseph B. 

1934. Daughter Theresa B. 1936. Daughter Violet B. 1946. Son Emilien B. 1952. Whitman Jr. 

Head of Unspeakable Dept. of MoM, 1939-41. Family left Wizarding world 1942.  

 

Hermione furrowed her brow. “That’s it?” she hissed, surprised and disappointed. 

 

Severus shrugged, but did not peel his eyes off the page. “If the Ellory-Wyggs family left the 

Wizarding world, the Ministry would not have any more information to add to the records.” 
 

Before he even finished his sentence, Hermione cut in, “But obviously something happened to 

make them leave. Maybe we can dig through archives of the Prophet to find out what.” 
 

In response, Severus offered her a encouraging nod and snapped the book shut. 

 

“Petrificus Totalus!” Hermione’s muscles froze; she could not even roll her eyes in an attempt to 

see behind her. She could see Severus, a living statue of a man holding a book. His face was 

contorted with rage and surprise. The reedy, dusty voice behind her continued in a more normal 

tone. “I thought you knew how to care for books properly, Severus.” 
 

 

----------------------------------- 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

by Meggory 

 

The dust hanging in the chill air tickled Hermione’s nose, but she could no more lift her hand to 

scratch it than she could to duel the person standing behind her, unknown. She could hear her 

speak clearly, though she could not identify the voice. “I was told you were dead, Severus. Of all 

the people I would expect to sneak into the Restricted Section, it would not be you. You, Miss 

Granger, would be high on my list of suspected offenders.” 
 



Panic at being identified rose in Hermione’s throat. She could not swallow her fear or even clear 

her throat; instead she stood motionless as the speaker slowly moved into her line of vision. 

Even in the dim light, Hermione recognized the deep furrows and pinched, papery-skinned face 

of Irma Pince, Head Librarian of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. The recent times 

had not changed Madam Pince for the better or for the worse. In fact, she looked exactly the 

same as she had for the seven years of Hermione’s schooling. Under her robes, she sported a 

thick, flannel night-gown and a pair of worn but comfortable-looking felted slippers. Hermione 

thought they were purple. 

 

Madam Pince was shaking her head in that disapproving way which she normally used to 

discourage students from even setting foot in her precious library. “I am going to lift my curse, 

and we will discuss this as adults. In my office.” She waggled her wand towards the both of 

them and muttered, “Finite Incantatem.” 
 

As the spell lifted, Hermione blinked a dozen or so times to remoisten her eyeballs. Between 

blinks, she saw Severus doing the same while watching Pince intently. Pince, however, nodded 

to herself and motioned for them to follow her out of the Restricted Section. Hermione hurried 

after her and opened her mouth to speak, but Pince said over her shoulder, “Silence, Miss 

Granger. In my office.” 
 

Snapping her jaw shut, Hermione glared at the librarian’s back and shot a look at Severus that 

read, “Can you believe her?” Severus merely returned a quirked eyebrow and a slightly 

amused, long-suffering face. Once they had exited the Restricted Section, Pince stopped and 

waved her wand to shut the iron filigree door and lock it. Then, without speaking, she turned on 

her slippered heel and marched purposefully past the circulation desk and through the door 

behind it. Hermione and Severus crowded into the small room behind her; Severus took the 

liberty of sitting in the seat across the desk from Madam Pince, but only after shifting it so he 

could watch both the librarian and the door. Hermione leaned against the doorjamb with her 

arms crossed over her breasts, eyeing Pince suspiciously. She also wanted to know exactly 

why Severus was taking this all so calmly. 

 

Madam Pince sat herself down behind her immaculate desk, which sported nothing but an unlit 

lantern, an eagle quill and tightly capped ink jar in a small mahogany holder, and a large tape 

holder containing a clear, fancy-looking roll of tape that Hermione knew was not Spellotape but 

a special adhesive ribbon for repairing books. Not a speck of dust graced the office surfaces. 

The walls, however, showed no paint; every inch was covered by a small framed portrait of a 

former Hogwarts librarian. Most of the frames contained sleeping librarians, but a few figures 

stirred upon their arrival. Hermione noted that more than a few faces closely resembled Madam 

Pince in a familial way. 

 

The librarian tapped her wand to the lantern, and the small office bloomed in a soft, yellow light. 

She folded her hands on her desk and leaned forward in a professional manner. “Well, would 

you care to explain what you two were doing in my library at this late hour?” Her manner of 

questioning implied that she did not care that they were supposed to be dead. 



 

“Well, Irma, we were doing a bit of research. What else is there to do in a library?” Severus 

replied with such a deadpan expression that Hermione bit back a grin. 

 

Madam Pince shook her head slightly, and the loose bun of iron gray hair at the nape of her 

neck bobbed in time. “Very droll, Severus. By the way, you owe me seventeen Galleons for 

overdue books.” 
 

“What?” he cried. “Professors never pay dues. That’s one of the few perks to the job.” 
 

“You may not have noticed, but you aren’t a professor anymore. Shall I write you a balance 

slip?” Her hand moved to the left drawer of her desk until Severus laughed. 

 

“Irma, you jester.” The small smile slipped from his face as he leaned towards her. “You haven’t 
taken his side.” It was not a question. 

 

Madam Pince sighed and shook her head once. “No,” she said quietly. “Not after all those years 

working for Albus. Besides,” she said with a wry look, “the new school government, under the 

close watch of Regent Malfoy, has cut my book acquisition budget. Not to mention they’ve given 

me this.” She disappeared beneath her desk for a moment, only to return bearing a thick sheaf 

of parchment bound together with three binding rings along the side. “An exhaustive list of all 

banned books, to be removed from the shelves of the Hogwarts Library before the students 

return for the year. Of course, I only received this list a day before term started. The students 

have been back for a week, but the headmaster has had to restrict library usage until I finish 

pulling these books.” 
 

“Headmaster?” Hermione could not help herself from asking. 

 

“Colonel George Graving. One of Lord Voldemort’s most trusted officers.” Madam Pince pursed 

her lips as if she had bitten into a lemon. “He’s less of a headmaster and more of an overseer.” 
 

Hermione looked pointedly at Severus, who inched his shoulders slightly. “I do not know this 

Graving character. He was not a Death Eater from my time.”  
 

“Then he won’t know you,” replied Madam Pince. She turned her hawkish gaze to Hermione. 

“You, on the other hand, have your very own parchment posted in the teacher’s lounge. Anyone 

who recognizes you is to Floo Regent Malfoy’s office immediately.”  
 

“Do you work for the URF?” inquired Hermione quietly. Unexpectedly, a dry cackle arose from 

Madam Pince’s wrinkled throat. 

 

“Those idiotic, disorganized children? Not a chance. One of them approached me in the Three 

Broomsticks and I told him to find someone else. I will not give up the running of this library to 

someone incompetent. Besides, if I leave Hogwarts, I could very well end up in the Edinburgh 



ghetto.” Upon seeing the dark look on Hermione’s face, Madam Pince nodded. “You see why I 

would not want to give this up.” 
 

“No, of course, Irma. We both understand. However, we need your help.” Hermione shot him a 

warning look. She was not entirely certain they could trust Irma Pince. Severus, however, made 

a soothing motion with two of his fingers. “There is trouble ahead.” A few minutes was all that 

Severus needed to relay the situation with Emilien Ellory and his upcoming visit to Hogwarts. 

 

Madam Pince tapped her lips with a long, bony finger for a long time after Severus finished 

speaking. Finally, she slapped her hands on the desk triumphantly. “I have an idea that would 

keep the two of you in the castle until Ellory’s visit without suspicion. Well, without much 

suspicion. Colonel Graving would not take it amiss if I were to hire two bodies to help me pull 

the banned books from the shelves for two or three days. He made it clear in the last staff 

meeting that he does not want students involved, though Merlin knows it would only take a few 

hours if I had some detentions sent my way. The only problem is the fact that you are a wanted 

criminal, Miss Granger, whose appearance has been owled to the far corners of the British 

Isles. And as for you, Severus, I’m not the only staff member left from Dumbledore’s days. 

Vector still teaches Arithmancy. You two need new appearances.” 
 

“But Polyjuice would take too long to brew,” Hermione protested. “We don’t have that much 

time.” 
 

Severus smirked. “There are many benefits to being a Potions Master, Hermione, not the least 

of which is being privy to potions which are not published in books stocked in a library used by 

children. I will take care of our appearances. However, I require access to the Potions 

laboratory, including the stockroom.” 
 

“You mean the one in the dungeon?” Pince inquired in that crumbly dry voice of hers. 

 

“Of course, Irma. Which other classroom houses Potions?” he replied with a long suffering 

expression. 

 

“Professor Jardine has a bad leg. He moved the Potions classroom to the main floor so he 

wouldn’t have to go up and down all our bloody annoying stairs. His exact words. Since your--

er--disappearance, the dungeon classroom has been sealed off. The stores room was moved 

as well.” Madam Pince fixed her questioning gaze upon Severus, who appeared thoughtful. 

 

“Have my quarters been sealed up as well? Or have they rid the castle of my belongings?” 
Severus tapped his long fingers against the simply carved arms of the chair for several 

moments before he suddenly rose, nearly filling the tiny room with his presence. 

 

The librarian scratched at her long, fleshy earlobe. “As far as I am aware, your quarters are the 

same as they were the day you left. No one has had the time or inclination to rifle through your 

possessions.” With a long, deep sigh, she pushed herself out of her high-backed wooden chair 



and faced Severus. “I think I can get you in there. We’ll need to move quickly and quietly.” She 

spared a considering glance for Hermione. “I will give you exactly one hour to find whatever 

you’re looking for in the library. I expect to find everything in order when we return. The both of 

you will have to get out of the castle as quickly as possible.” 
 

Before Hermione could ask any of the questions on the tip of her tongue, Madam Pince swept 

past both Severus and her. Hermione glanced at Severus, who both rolled his eyes and 

motioned for her to follow the librarian back into the stacks. In the spacious darkness of the 

library, Madam Pince’s desiccated figure nearly disappeared as she made a beeline for the 

main entrance. Without warning, Hermione felt a large hand on her shoulder. She turned to find 

Severus looming over her. “We will return in one hour. I will announce my presence. If anyone 

enters before then, make certain you are not found,” he said quietly. At her nod, he squeezed 

her shoulder gently and caught up with the pyjama-clad librarian. 

 

Alone, Hermione stood at the edge of the stacks, mentally tracing her route to the Daily Prophet 

archives. Before she could take a step, however, Madam Pince’s thin voice cut through the dark 

silence. “I am locking you in the library now, Miss Granger.” 
 

“Okay,” replied Hermione, raising her voice just enough to ensure her voice carried to the door. 

The soft click of the door shutting and locking reached her ears. Setting her shoulders back and 

taking a steadying breath, Hermione hurried to the far east corner of the library. 

 

A tall, long, oaken bookshelf propped up against the wall was waiting for her. Every shelf was 

jammed full of thick leather volumes which appeared more square than rectangular. Irritatingly 

Gothic text was stamped into all the spines. All read “The Daily Prophet,” but beneath the 

vertical title a year was also present. The first volume at the top left of the shelf had faded gilt 

lettering which announced the Prophet’s annual from 1883. She scanned the shelves, taking 

more than a few steps along the length of the wall, until she found the book she was looking for. 

The annual from 1942 sat squished between 1941 Appendix and 1943 on the bottom shelf. 

Hermione knelt, her knees creaking in protest against the hardwood floor, and grasped the top 

edge of the volume. Even with a tug it would not come free. Cursing under her breath, Hermione 

reached deeper into the shelf with her other hand and grabbed ahold of the other end of the 

book. Two great heaves later, the annual finally eased out of the vice grip of too many books 

jammed onto one shelf. A cloud of dust whirled up and attacked Hermione’s nose and eyes; a 

violent fit of coughing racked her body and caused her to fall from her knees to her hip. The 

book fell from her precarious grip and landed heavily upon her wrist. 

 

Between errant coughs, Hermione groaned. “Ow. Fuck.” She tried to ignore the pains throbbing 

in counterpoint to each other as she pushed herself up off the floor and snatched up the book. 

On second thought, she sank back to the hardwood and leaned back against the shelf. 

Propping the book on her legs, Hermione drew her lit wand close to the page. She sighed at the 

daunting task before her then flipped open the heavy leather cover. 

 

The 1 January 1942 edition of the Daily Prophet met her eyes. The annual did not bind actual 



copies of the newspaper but reprinted the formatted text and wizarding pictures on thin, square 

folios. The front banner read “Minister of Magic Promises Action.” She skimmed through the 

introductory paragraph only to find the article discussed the growing atrocities of Grindelwald’s 

followers. Unlike the more modern editions of the Prophet, the wartime papers were lean; they 

did not pad out the news with gossip columns or social event listings. This lack of useless 

information enabled Hermione to search through the papers more quickly than she had 

anticipated. 

 

Time was still not working in Hermione’s favour. She flipped endlessly through the pages of the 

annual, scanning articles about missing or murdered wizards and witches, about the progress of 

the Ministry’s defensive against Grindelwald’s army, and about the growing death toll. She had 

already skimmed through four months of news when something finally caught her eye. A 

banner, smaller in text and beneath the main headline, was tucked away in the corner of the 

front page of the 4 May edition. “Junior Minister of Mysteries Questioned” was written in stark, 

bold black ink. 

 

Her eyes raced across the tiny lines of text. The Junior Minister of the Department of Mysteries, 

Whitman Ellory-Wyggs, was taken for questioning by top Aurors at the Ministry of Magic 

yesterday. According to the Auror office, Mr. Ellory-Wyggs was being asked for proof of loyalty 

to the Ministry in its fight against Grindelwald. Mr. Ellory-Wyggs has made incendiary comments 

in the past, suggesting that the Ministry was not efficiently or effectively fighting the Dark wizard. 

One Auror who reportedly administered the loyalty test told the Daily Prophet, “The official press 

release is not until tomorrow, so get out of my office and let me eat my sandwich.” The 

Department of Mysteries has not issued a statement. 

 

“Hmm,” Hermione said to herself, her interest finally piqued. Flipping to the next newspaper, she 

found exactly what she was looking for. The main banner screamed “ELLORY-WYGGS 

TRAITOR!” Underneath, in smaller but still bold type, she read the smaller script: “Jr. Minister 

flees before press release; family missing.” A large black and white wizarding photograph 

adorned the front page. A blurry image of wizards clamouring within the main foyer of the 

Ministry was juxtaposed with a small, crisp inset picture of a dour looking man. Dark circles of 

sleeplessness ringed his eyes beneath black rimmed glasses. A deep, stressed furrow marred 

his forehead, and his dark hair stuck up on one side as if he constantly ran his hand through it. 

Whitman Ellory-Wyggs looked like a desperate man. 

 

Before she could move on to read the article, a sudden creak reached Hermione’s ears. Her 

head whipped up, and the tip of her wand extinguished itself without hesitation. Severus had 

said he would announce himself. She stopped breathing for a few moments as she strained to 

hear any other movement within the library; another sound, this one of feet moving against worn 

Persian carpet, emanated from a nearby stack. Carefully, quietly, Hermione rose from the floor 

and moved toward the source of the sound. Her wand did not tremble in her outstretched hand. 

When she reached the end of the bookshelf filled with Daily Prophet annuals, she paused and 

listened hard once more. Nothing, nothing--shuffle! Someone was definitely rummaging around 

in the library, and it was no longer just Hermione. 



 

For a long moment, Hermione debated upon her actions. Should she go after the interloper, she 

could be overtaken and captured; however, should she try and hide, she might not be 

successful. Hiding in the vast Hogwarts library could mean she would never come out. Besides, 

she could not risk Severus and Madam Pince being caught upon their arrival. She steeled 

herself with a deep, silent breath, and stalked towards the source of the noise. 

 

She hunted her quarry around several rows of stacks, which curled more tightly in a circular 

pattern the closer she came to the centre of the library. Her feet touched bare wood, carpets, 

and bare wood again. With her back up against a shelf filled with practical Herbology manuals, 

Hermione paused and waited for her prey to make some tiny sound for her. It did not take long. 

Whoever it was sniffled slightly on the other side of the stack; Hermione leapt out and whispered 

forcefully, “Petrificus Totalus.” 
 

In the darkness of the library, Hermione could not make out the figure she had cursed. With a 

little flick of her wand, the narrow space between the stacks was illuminated. Hermione stifled 

an involuntary gasp and knelt down. “Vovo? Is that you?” 
 

The little house-elf could not make any motion or sound. Hastily, Hermione removed the curse 

but kept the light shining. “Oh, I’m sorry, Vovo, I didn’t know it was you!” 
 

Vovo shook his head and smiled. “Miss Hermione! I am glad to be seeing you.” With a quick 

eye, Hermione checked the creature for injuries or new scars. “Pazhalysta, Miss Hermione, 

Vovo is well.” 
 

“Vasiliy is very worried about you, Vovo. We all were. What happened at the house?” she 

inquired quietly. 

 

“Library is not safe to speak,” Vovo replied, his accent becoming thicker as his rate of speech 

increased. “Come, Miss Hermione.” He held out his spindly hand for her to grasp. She did so 

without thinking, and the library disappeared with a loud crack echoing in her ears. 

 

The room they Apparated to was brightly lit and warm. Vovo beamed up at her and did not let 

go of her hand; Hermione let him lead her further into the low ceilinged Hogwarts kitchens. The 

room was packed with diminutive house-elves, all of whom had stopped what they were doing 

to gaze at her fearfully. Vovo called out something in a language Hermione did not understand, 

but knew was not Russian. Once he shut his mouth, the house-elves sighed collectively with 

relief and went back to their tasks. One or two, however, continued to eye her warily. 

 

Hermione was astonished at her new discovery. The paper circulating in the ghettos had 

announced all house-elves had fled the British Isles after Regent Malfoy’s display of brutality 

and murder. She turned her head to look down upon Vovo. “I thought all the house-elves had 

left England,” she said questioningly. 

 



“These elves belong to castle, not to person,” he replied. “Castle needs elves, so elves do not 

leave. Vovo came here because Vovo could sense Master Vasiliy close.” 
 

“Do the people know they are here?” 
 

He pointed to one of the house-elves still watching her. The little creature sauntered up to her, 

puffing out his chest in a fair imitation of Percy Weasley upon his employment with the Ministry. 

“Headmaster does not know about us,” he said, his squeaky voice at odds with the seriousness 

of his tone. “Kitchens are locked from the inside. No wizards or witches can enter. Headmaster 

employed human servants.” He looked as if he was going to spit with contempt, but he twitched 

his large ears instead. “House-elves stay because castle asked us to. We serve the castle only 

now.” Suddenly he turned his grim gaze upon Vovo and began chattering in that unfamiliar 

language. Vovo replied somewhat vehemently. The other elf once again sized her up and down. 

“Vovo says you good. You were student?” 
 

“Yes. Gryffindor,” she replied with a smile. The elf nodded firmly and beckoned a few others with 

his long fingers. “I am Svart. You are friend of Vovo, you are friend of Svart.” 
 

“Thank you, Svart.” Before she had finished saying his name, Svart had whirled and gone back 

to supervising some chore. To fill his place, the elves he had called over were now stuffing 

Hermione’s pockets with food wrapped in clean handkerchiefs. Vovo suffered them for a few 

moments before shooing them with curt words. 

 

“We must go, Miss Hermione,” Vovo said gravely. “Master Severus is nearing library.” 
 

Once again, he did not warn her before they Disapparated together. 

 

Vovo brought her back to the spot from which they had first Disapparated. Before Hermione 

could wrench her hand free from the elf’s grip, his fingers tightened painfully around her wrist. 

“Miss Hermione must not tell Master Vasiliy about Vovo,” he said forcefully. 

 

“But he’s worried about you, Vovo.” 
 

The little house-elf sighed and shook his head. “If Master knows Vovo in castle, Master will 

come to find Vovo. Master be caught, or hurt, or killed. Vovo will return to Master when 

possible.” 
 

“All right, Vovo.” Suddenly the elf’s ears twitched and twisted towards the main entrance. 

 

“Master Severus returns with mistress of library,” he whispered. 

 

Hermione suddenly realized she still had not discovered the identity of Emilien Ellory. “Vovo, 

can you stall Master Severus and Madam Pince for a few minutes? Without letting them see 

you?” 



 

He eyed her a bit suspiciously. “Ye-es,” he replied, the answer long and drawn out. 

 

“Please go. There’s one more book I need to find, and I don’t think Madam Pince will give me 

any more time in here.” Vovo nodded once and disappeared. 

 

Hermione did not bother to think; instead she ran on instinct. First she scooped up the Daily 

Prophet annual with the article about Ellory-Wyggs and tore out the page she needed. The 

volume went back to the shelf with a flick of her wand. Her legs took her the rest of the way, 

through the narrow spaces between stacks and up a rickety ladder to reach the top of a dusty, 

disused shelf. Her fingers raced along the spines until she found the Muggle Oxford Dictionary 

of National Biography. Without thought or care for the poor volume marked “E-G” she used her 

wand to levitate the book off the shelf, open it, and rip out a section of twenty pages where the 

name Ellory should be. She shoved the tome back onto the wooden shelf and nearly fell off the 

ladder as she descended. The desecrated pages from the books she had abused folded nicely 

together and fit awkwardly but firmly under the back clasp of her bra. She prayed Madam Pince 

did not smell the old pages upon her person. 

 

She hurried to the entrance of the library, glad for the darkness to hide the flush of her cheeks, 

and tried to calm her breathing. As she approached the locked doorway, she heard Severus 

say, “Hermione, we have returned.” 
 

A sigh of relief nearly escaped her lips as the lock clicked open and Severus appeared on the 

threshold. “Come, we must get out of the castle as quickly as we can.” 
 

 

 

---------------------------- 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

by Meggory 



 

In their hurry to get back to Hagrid’s hut, Hermione and Severus made all the noise of elephants 

tiptoeing through the underbrush of the Forbidden Forest. Since leaving the library, they had not 

spoken a single word to each other, and the grim set to Severus’ mouth suggested he was not 

going to start now. The hidden pockets within his robes bulged with the curves of Erlenmeyer 

flasks and small crystal decanters. A cloth satchel stuffed with unidentifiable shapes bumped 

against his hip as he strode around the trees. Hermione practically had to jog to keep up with 

Severus’ long pace; in the darkness, the tip of her toe snagged a protruding root and she 

planted her face into the ground. 

 

Groaning, she pushed herself up and spat out several leaves. Her tongue tasted the metallic 

tang of blood from the inside of her lip. As she brushed herself off and rose to her feet, she 

squinted in the dark and realized Severus had gone at least twenty paces before noticing her 

tumble. She started towards him, rolling her eyes, just as he turned to see if she was all right. 

They closed the distance between them, and Severus bent his head towards her. “Are you--” 
 

“Fine,” she replied abruptly. “Come on.” She brushed past him and continued walking. He joined 

her wordlessly, and did not speak again until after they had found and entered Hagrid’s hut. 

 

Hermione peeled off her sweater in the warmth of the hut. Vasiliy was sitting by the fire, the light 

flickering off the reading lenses perched precariously on his nose, with a book propped up 

against his crossed knee. “It’s about time,” he said with a hint of humour. “You nearly broke your 

curfew.” 
 

Severus offered him a droll look as he set his satchel on the table and began to empty his 

pockets. Carefully, he set the flasks and bottles on the surface with exactly three finger widths in 

between each container. In the firelight, the cut quartz and glass surfaces winked and sparkled. 

Some were clear, showing the contents, but some were smoky and opaque. His forehead was 

set in a furrow of concentration, his fingers moving deftly over the wax-sealed corks. Hermione 

watched him from just inside the doorway, hypnotised by Severus’ graceful movements. 

 

As he withdrew the final bottle, he wrinkled his forehead. “If we are going to pull off this charade, 

I need a few more ingredients. I need to go to Hogsmeade.” 
 

“Tonight?” Hermione asked, both curiously and worriedly. “It’s awfully risky, Severus.” 
 

“Less risky than in broad daylight,” he replied briskly. “I should be back by dawn, but it may take 

a little longer.” 
 

Vasiliy rose from his reading chair with an eye of scrutiny for Hermione. “What is that in your 

pockets, Hermione?” he asked curiously. A thin, broad-knuckled finger held his page. 

 

Startled out of her fixed attention, Hermione patted the kerchief-wrapped morsels of food the 

house-elves had given her. Averting her gaze from Vasiliy’s in an attempt to not look guilty, 



Hermione suddenly realized her shoulders were no longer being poked by paper. “Oh, fuck!” 
she hissed. 

 

Severus’ head turned abruptly to her. “What is it?” he demanded, his eyes worried and serious. 

 

“I--I lost something on the way here. Probably when I fell. I have to go back and get it.” 
Hermione grabbed her sweater and pulled it over her head hastily. Before her hand could turn 

the doorknob, Severus seized her shoulder. 

 

“You are not going back out alone,” he said forcefully. 

 

“You have to start on whatever potion you’re going to make, and that means going to 

Hogsmeade,” she replied with equal strength. 

 

“I will go with her,” Vasiliy put in as he shrugged into a short brown cloak and drew his wand. 

 

Severus nodded shortly and returned, his mind focused once again, to the table of potions 

ingredients. Vasiliy reached past Hermione and opened the door for her. “After you, my dear,” 
he said politely. With a smile for the wandmaker, Hermione stepped out into the dark forest 

once more. 

 

As they slipped away from Hagrid’s hut, Vasiliy asked quietly, “What happened in the castle?” 
 

Hermione briefly relayed their adventure in Hogwarts up until Madam Pince and Severus locked 

her in the library. Hoping he would not ask for the kind of detail that would force her to lie to him, 

she fell silent and concentrated on retracing her steps. Between the footfalls of the pair, the 

Forbidden Forest was rife with sound; the denizens of the Hogwarts owlery were hunting, a 

werewolf and his mate were howling in the remote and wild areas, and foxes were barking 

nearby. The air was chilly this late at night, and Hermione’s breath misted gently. She ducked 

around a tree and came across the spot disturbed by her fall. There, partly covered by leaves, 

was the bundle of papers. 

 

Hermione bent down and scooped the papers up, shrinking them with her wand and tucking 

them into her back pocket. Before she straightened, a rustle of leaves to her right, away from 

where Vasiliy was standing, caught her attention. She raised her wand to point at the noise. 

From behind an elm tree, a cloaked figure stepped towards them. “It’s me, Hermione,” Ginny 

said in a low voice. 

 

Hermione swallowed what felt like her heart in her throat. “Christ, Ginny, don’t sneak up on 

decent people like that.” 
 

Ginny smiled and managed to make it look like a grimace. “What are you doing out here this 

late?” 
 



“Just out for a stroll,” Vasiliy told her casually as he held out his free hand to help Hermione to 

her feet. “The night air is very refreshing. We will be on our way now.” Hermione felt his hand 

grasping her elbow, ready to pull her away. 

 

“Wait,” Ginny said, “I wanted to talk to you.” 
 

Both Hermione and Vasiliy paused, but his hand remained and tightened around her arm. “Yes? 

Talk.” Hermione raised her eyebrows. 

 

Ginny shook her head, and a lock of dark auburn hair caught in her mouth. It looked like a line 

of blood against her scarred, pale face. She spat it out violently. “Not here. The Chamber would 

be safer.” She glanced around and gestured to the shadowed forest surrounding them. “You 

never know who may be listening. Come on.” 
 

The robed professor started back into the forest, heading towards the hidden tunnel. Hermione 

caught Vasiliy’s eye; his normally pleasant face was lined with worry and even fear. “Go back to 

the hut, Vasiliy,” she whispered. 

 

“I will not leave you alone with that woman. There is something about her that I do not like.” His 

voice was so insistent that Hermione could not help but nod her head. 

 

“Okay.” The lines of worry on his face altered to grim furrows of determination. Hermione set off 

after Ginny, who was still walking through the trees, apparently not caring that they were not 

following her. Vasiliy’s grip on Hermione’s elbow loosened to a feather light touch of thumb and 

forefinger. 

 

Hermione and Vasiliy closed the gap between Ginny and them, but allowed Ginny to lead them 

through the forest and to the paired trees with the wedged boulder. As they walked, the air 

began to smell of moisture. The sky showing through the trees was clouding over, blocking out 

the stars in rapid succession. The wizards did not speak as Ginny opened the tunnel with a tap 

of her wand and guided them through the long, dark tunnel running beneath Hogwarts’ property.  

 

When Ginny bent down and hissed at the door, Hermione watched Vasiliy’s eyebrows climb up 

his forehead. He said nothing, however. A few moments later, Hermione found herself once 

again in the Chamber of Secrets. Tonight no pouffes littered the floor beneath the basilisk 

skeleton, and the desk behind which Millicent Bulstrode had sat was resting against the far wall. 

Vasiliy was staring openly at the hanging puzzle of bones, murmuring to himself in Russian. 

 

Hermione turned to Ginny with her arms crossed over her chest. “So, what was it you wanted to 

talk about?” she asked, trying to sound more casual and less suspicious than she felt. 

 

“I--” Ginny was suddenly interrupted by a loud clatter emanating from one of the small chambers 

lining the main room. Seeing Hermione’s curious face, Ginny said hastily, “Rats, probably.” 
 



“Pretty big rats,” replied Hermione as she brushed past Ginny and made her way towards the 

source of the noise. Only one doorway of the many along the wall was lit from within, and 

Hermione had nearly reached the threshold when a hand clamped down on her shoulder. Ginny 

pulled her away from the door, her eyes ablaze with--worry. 

 

“It is not your concern,” she said intently. 

 

Before Hermione could reply, a door crashing open startled all three of them. One of the young 

men she had seen at the URF meeting dashed into the room, his face red and his neck corded 

with exertion. He skidded to a halt in front of Ginny. Gasping for breath, he wiped his sweaty 

palms on the front of his dark pants. “Professor Weasley,” he said deferentially, “sorry for 

interrupting.” 
 

“I assume you have a good reason, Wolsey.” Ginny crossed her arms over her chest and stared 

coldly at him. He shrank away from her minutely before drawing himself up with a deep, calming 

breath. 

 

“There’s to be a surprise inspection patrol in Hogsmeade at dawn. Graving has ordered sixty 

men to search the village and randomly check identification cards.” Before Ginny could reply, 

Wolsey peered inquiringly at Vasiliy. “I know you from somewhere,” he said slowly. 

 

Vasiliy turned his head away slightly and shook his head. “No, you must be mistaken,” he said 

very quietly in an attempt to hide his Russian accent. 

 

Wolsey cocked his head like a bird, trying to catch a better glimpse of Vasiliy’s face. “I’m sure 

I’ve seen you before. I don’t think we’ve met, though.” 
 

The sound of Ginny clearing her throat brought the man’s attention back to her. “Thank you, 

Wolsey. Begin the warning procedures immediately.” 
 

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied, but did not go so far as to salute. He turned on his heel and walked 

away for a few steps; Hermione watched Vasiliy relax noticeably before Wolsey whirled and 

pointed an accusatory finger at the wandmaker. “I remember now! You’re Vasiliy Gregorovich, 

the wandmaker, aren’t you? I remember seeing your picture in a textbook at school. I didn’t 
even know you were still alive!” Wolsey’s small grin vanished as Ginny cleared her throat once 

again. Like a chastised dog, the man raced out of the Chamber of Secrets the same way he had 

come. 

 

Vasiliy laid a trembling hand on Hermione’s shoulder. “We must go, Hermione,” he said in a low, 

troubled voice. She almost waved him off in favour of pursuing Ginny’s mystery, but his hand 

squeezed tightly. “We must warn Severus.” 
 

Ginny was watching them with her usual cold suspicion and a mixture of subtle apprehension. 

Hermione growled in frustration under her breath and seized Vasiliy’s hand. “Come on,” she 



ordered, pulling the balding man towards the door to the tunnel. Vasiliy followed willingly. 

Hesitating at the threshold, Hermione threw Ginny a warning glare and received a blank look in 

return. 

 

As Hermione and Vasiliy ran out the tunnel and through the Forbidden Forest, Hermione was 

hyperaware of the tiny bulge of papers in her back pocket. A part of her mind burned with the 

desire to rifle through the pages and find exactly what she was looking for, but her higher 

conscience tamped it down with concern for Severus. She hoped he had not yet left Hagrid’s 

hut, but she knew Severus would not be there. The pair dashed around trees and over roots, 

crashing through hedges and kicking up clods of dirt and leaves. Behind her, Vasiliy was 

wheezing, but he did not stop until Hermione reached the doorknob of the hut. 

 

As she expected, Severus was nowhere to be found. The bottles and phials stood peacefully on 

the table, still positioned at equidistance from each other in a rigid grid-like pattern. Vasiliy drew 

more than a few deep breaths before choking out, “What now?” 
 

Hermione paused to think for a moment. She had concentrated so deeply on not falling on her 

face in the forest that she had not considered what they should do. “Severus has to know about 

this patrol. If he’s caught by Death Eaters, I cannot imagine what he will do. Or what they will do 

to him.” Vasiliy nodded gravely, but let her continue sounding out her plan. “We have to find him 

and get him out of the village. I can only assume he is at the apothecary, but there are at least 

two other shops in Hogsmeade which sell potions ingredients. And that’s assuming the shops 

haven’t closed since the last time I was in the village. Wait, what time is it?” 
 

Vasiliy pulled an ornate pewter pocket watch in need of a careful polishing. He muttered to 

himself in Russian for a moment as he opened the lid and squinted at the clock face. “It is nearly 

four o’clock.” He glanced at her inquiringly. “Sunrise is soon. How far is the village from here?” 
 

“Twenty, thirty minutes on foot, probably longer because it’s dark. We don’t dare Apparate.” She 

tapped her finger against her bottom lip. “Once we’re in the village, we should split up. We’ll be 

able to find Severus faster that way.” Vasiliy nodded firmly in agreement. Hermione extracted 

the parchment from her pocket and left it on the table next to a red crystal phial before hurrying 

out the door. 

 

It was only due to her memories of Hogsmeade weekends that Hermione managed to lead 

Vasiliy along the edge of the Forbidden Forest and off the Hogwarts grounds. More thick clouds 

had moved in from the south, cutting off the meagre light of the moon and stars and leaving the 

earth utterly dark. Hermione wished for the sickly orange glow of Muggle street lamps to point 

their way, but between Voldemort and the ancient anti-Muggle wards around Hogsmeade, her 

wish was utterly in vain. Once they were further away from the castle, both Hermione and 

Vasiliy lit the tips of the wands to help them see more than a few feet in front of them. They 

hurried along in silence except for the odd occasion when Hermione would whisper to Vasiliy 

about a bend in their route or an obstacle in their way. 

 



Sweat was cooling on the nape of her neck when she finally spotted the diffuse, weak pinpoints 

of light from Hogsmeade’s iron street lamps. She paused at the crest of the hill overlooking the 

village and snagged Vasiliy’s cloak. They hunkered down and put out the lights from their 

wands. With her free hand, Hermione pointed to a cluster of dark buildings closest to the bottom 

of the hill. “The apothecary’s shop is down there,” she whispered, and Vasiliy nodded. 

 

“Where are the other shops?” he asked, his gaze fixed intently on the village. 

 

“There.” She pointed to another cluster of buildings further down the main thoroughfare. 

 

“I’ll take them. You go to the nearest shop. We’ll meet back at the hut at dawn whether or not 

we have Severus,” he said quickly before straightening and rushing down the hill. Hermione 

opened her mouth to shout at him in protest before snapping it shut. This was not a time to 

make any noise, or bring any attention upon them. 

 

She watched Vasiliy sneak into the edge of the village, counted to fifty, then followed. The hill 

was not terribly steep, but she descended more slowly than Vasiliy had in fear of falling and 

snapping her ankle. The apothecary shop was a two-storied building with a high, peaked roof to 

prevent collapse in the winter months. She approached the closest window, cupped her hands 

around her eye and pressed it against the glass. All she could see was blackness; not even the 

detail of furniture was visible inside. With a small sigh, she turned to move to the side of the 

building when a muffled thump caught her attention. The window was still black, but instead 

Hermione pressed her ear against the cold glass. 

 

“I cannot give that to you!” said a hoarse, insistent voice Hermione did not recognize. 

 

“I need it, Sherwood, and you’re the only man I can ask.” Severus’ voice was low and intense. 

 

“No, Severus, I absolutely cannot. My stores are inspected weekly. If they find something 

missing, they will torture my family until I tell them what they want to know.” The second man’s 

voice became higher pitched with anxious fear. “Besides, you haven’t even told me why you 

want these substances.” 
 

“It’s better you don’t know,” replied Severus. 

 

Hermione pressed her eye against the window once more in an attempt to see something within 

the shop; one of her fingernails scratched softly against the window pane, which rattled slightly 

in its frame. The voices she had been hearing continued. Sherwood was again speaking, only 

now with more nervous trembling in his voice. “My answer is final. The answer is no.” 
 

“Very well, Sherwood. I understand. I wish you well.” Hermione heard footsteps and shuffling 

chairs within, and moved away from the window. If Severus was coming outside, she would not 

have to intrude. Rubbing the cold tip of her nose, she sighed and resigned to wait for his 

appearance. A creaky door opened behind her. As she glanced over to greet Severus, she 



heard a muttered word and promptly fell to the ground. 

 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

Tapping someone’s face to wake them was such a cliché, she thought groggily. “What? Stop it,” 
she slurred, weakly batting away the offending hands. Her cheeks throbbed, and she rubbed 

them with the flats of her palms. 

 

“Hermione, are you all right?” Severus asked. He actually sounded contrite. Perhaps she was 

imagining it, but there was a little furrow between his brows that suggested otherwise. “Here, 

open your mouth.” 
 

She did so obediently, and Severus popped a small leaf onto her tongue. “Now chew and 

swallow.” 
 

“What is it?” The words came out garbled as the leaf impeded the motion of her tongue. 

 

“Just chew and swallow, for Merlin’s sake.” Now he sounded irritated. She did so, glowering at 

him. To her surprise, the taste was sweet, and she swallowed without hesitation. The pain 

throbbing inside her skull was still there, but somehow it seemed more distant than it had 

before. Blinking, she realized she was staring at the ceiling of an unfamiliar building. 

 

“Where are we? What happened?” As Hermione reconciled her headache with the tingling in 

her fingers, she pulled a face of utter annoyance. “Who Stunned me?” 
 

Above her, Severus’ expression flickered from smooth to guilty and back to smooth. Had she 

not been gazing directly into his face, she would have missed the change altogether. “I did,” he 

confessed casually. “You really shouldn’t sneak up on people like that.” 
 

“Don’t blame this on me, Severus,” she spat as she tried to push herself up. It took a few tries, 

but eventually she managed. The table underneath her had been scrubbed a rather unnatural 

bone-white. Quickly she surveyed the room; the floor-to-ceiling shelves packed with sealed 

opaque jars and mortars and pestles of varying sizes told her they were in the apothecary’s 

shop. “I was coming to get you.” 
 

He squinted at her in confusion. “Why?” 
 

Before she could reply, a tiny man with a huge moustache emerged from behind a shelf. “Fine, 

she’s awake, now go, Severus!” he cried, his green eyes wild with fear. “You have to go!” 
 



“Not until I get what I came for, Sherwood.” Severus loomed over the diminutive, weedy man in 

his most threatening Professor Snape pose. Hermione could almost see Neville Longbottom 

cowering in Sherwood’s place. 

 

“I have already said no, Severus, and that is final.” The man’s firm stance was belied by his 

shaking hands. 

 

“Very well, Sherwood. I am sorry to have to do this. Petrificus Totalus.” Hermione did not even 

seen Severus pull out his wand, he moved so quickly. His stint as Gilderoy Lockhart’s duelling 

assistant had certainly not given him justice. The apothecary stiffened in place, but did not fall 

over. Swiftly, Severus moved to the nearest shelf and plucked a jar from the row of containers. 

With his wand, he broke the wax seal, pulled out the cork and tapped a handful of the ingredient 

onto the table. Then he threw the jar to the floor with a heart-stopping crash. 

 

“Severus, what--” Her question was cut off with the deafening sound of an entire shelf of jars 

shattering against the hardwood floor. Involuntarily, Hermione flinched. Severus turned to her 

with an eerie smile of enjoyment. 

 

“How satisfying,” he said with a tiny, wicked chuckle. 

 

Hermione made a frustrated noise in her throat. “We don’t have time for this. I came to get you 

out of the village. What time is it? How long was I out?” 
 

Severus walked around the statue of Sherwood the apothecary and pointed to a small three-

handed clock next to half a dozen hourglasses. “It’s nearly six in the morning.” 
 

“Fuck, fuck, fuck. Come on, Severus, we have to get out of here.” Hermione leapt off the edge 

of the table, staunchly ignoring the pain in her head and limbs. 

 

As he stuffed the loose mystery ingredient into the pocket of his robe, he shot her an 

exasperated look. “Would you care to elaborate?” 
 

“A patrol of Death Eaters is about to carry out a surprise search of Hogsmeade. We have to get 

the hell out of here,” she reiterated fiercely. 

 

“Is Vasiliy with you?” 
 

“We split up to find you faster. He’s over at the other potions shops, down the street. We agreed 

to meet back at Hagrid’s at dawn whether or not we found you.” 
 

“I can’t risk letting him be caught. He does not know Hogsmeade like we do.” He nodded for her 

to move to the door at the back of the room. As she complied, she watched out of the corner of 

her eye as Severus reanimated poor Sherwood. 

 



“I’m terribly sorry about this, but you would thank me later if you could. Obliviate.” The 

apothecary promptly fell over, blinking wildly. Severus moved out of his field of vision and 

followed Hermione out the door silently. 

 

The sky was slowly brightening in the east. The clouds were low and thick, promising rain later 

in the day. Severus strode towards the next potions store, keeping to the narrow, still-dark alleys 

behind and between the various buildings. Hermione kept close to him, trying to watch every 

direction at once for signs or sounds of Death Eater patrols. Severus led her down a passage 

which led to the main street of Hogsmeade. He bent down to speak into her ear. “Peugeot’s 

Potions is across the street. We’ll have to make a dash for it.” 
 

Before he could straighten and break into a run, the sound of many feet marching in step and 

approaching rapidly reached their ears. “Fuck,” Severus breathed. He whirled, placing his hands 

on her shoulders, and pushing her back against the closest wall. “Just follow my lead.” 
 

The footsteps grew closer, and Severus bent his head and leaned into the nape of her neck. 

She could feel his warm breath on her skin. His hands skimmed over her body, not really 

touching her but brushing against her clothes here and there. “I said to follow my lead, 

Hermione,” he whispered urgently. “Be convincing.” 
 

She could hear muted voices now, conspiratorial and insistent. Coming closer with every 

fluttering heartbeat. Between the blood rushing in her ears and Severus inhaling and exhaling 

along the column of her neck, the voices dimmed for a moment; out of the corner of her eye she 

saw hints of Death Eater uniforms--a boot, a cuff with blood-red braid, a glint off of a silver skull 

pin--and reflexively clutched Severus’ robes. Beneath the fabric she could feel his ribs, and as 

she moved her hands towards his back, her fingers met a long column of vertebrae. He 

shivered in her arms at her touch, and had she not been so frightened for her life, she would 

have wondered if Severus Snape was ticklish. 

 

At the mouth of the alley, the voices of the Death Eaters suddenly echoed in subdued tones. 

“Ah, bloody lovebirds,” one man muttered with a mixture of jealousy and amusement. 

 

“Shall we haul them in?” At this, Severus skimmed his lips against her cheek, and Hermione 

pulled him closer into her personal space with two hands on the hollow of his back. 

 

The first man spoke again. “Oh, I don’t know. Seems an awful shame to break them up.” 
 

She moved her head a little, just to get a glimpse of the men at the mouth of the alley, but 

Severus intercepted. His mouth was so close to her earlobe that she felt his teeth graze her 

flesh. “Don’t look, for the love of Merlin.” She tightened her grip, and Severus’ fingers gently 

squeezed the back of her neck. 

 

“Ah, bugger,” one of the voices said, and the other chuckled. A scuffling of boots heralded their 

abrupt, amused departure. Hermione tried to twist out of Severus’ grip, but he held her tightly. 



She heard him counting under his breath. Once he reached fifty, he detangled himself from her 

and led her slowly to the mouth of the alley by the hand. 

 

Carefully, Severus inched the right side of his face around the corner of the building. He 

effectively blocked Hermione from peeping out as well, so she wrested her hand from his in 

protest. When he pulled back to glare at her childishness, Hermione darted into the tiny space 

between Severus’ body and the wall. In the street, about a dozen Death Eaters were walking in 

a loose knot, looking in all directions at once. Like a flock of sparrows alighting, one darted 

ahead with his wand drawn, and the others followed instantly. Their voices reached Hermione’s 

ears too slowly. 

 

“You there! Stop immediately!” 
 

“Halt in the name of the Dark Lord!” 
 

“Stupefy!” 
 

And then, the quiet voice behind her cursed. “Vasiliy.” 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

by Meggory 

 

 

The raucous noise of the alley was muffled by the blood pounding in Hermione’s ears as 

Severus grabbed hold of her forearm with an iron grip and dragged her back down the alley. 

Struggle as she would, she could not escape from the vice of his fingers. “For the love of Merlin, 

Severus, we can’t just leave him there!” she gasped as they rounded a corner. 

 



Somehow, Severus managed to round on her with a vicious grimace without slowing down or 

missing a step. “That’s exactly what we are going to do, Hermione.” Together they scrambled up 

the steep embankment leading up to the forest’s edge. “We are in no position to take on a 

squadron of Death Eaters and survive, nor do we have a plan to rescue Vasiliy.” Hermione tried 

once more to twist violently out of his clasp, but Severus pulled her close to his face. “When we 

rescue him, we will have an organised plan. That will take time. Vasya can take care of himself 

in the meantime. Now,” he hissed with finality, “will you stop fighting me so we can get the hell 

out of here?” 
 

After her reluctant nod, Hermione felt Severus’ fingers drop her arm like a hot coal. Without 

another word, he stalked over the embankment and into the still-dark trees; Hermione 

clambered after him, glancing back at the village behind her for some glimpse of Vasiliy. Her 

view of the main street was obscured by the high, peaked roofs of the shops and houses, and 

they were far enough away to block the sound of the Death Eaters’ voices. A deep, frustrated 

sigh escaped her lips before she inhaled noisily and ran after Severus. 

 

They managed to make good time through the forest with the dim halo of dawn lighting their 

way. Severus set a relentless, ruthless pace, and Hermione muttered benign, Muggle curses 

under her breath and considered throwing a Jelly-Legs Jinx at him more than once; before she 

could draw her wand she realized they had already reached Hagrid’s hut. Severus stormed up 

the steps in a most dramatic fashion but managed to hold the door open for her as she followed 

behind him. 

 

He left her to close the door behind her as he circled the interior of the hut. With a flick of his 

wand, he lit a roaring fire in the hearth at one end of the room. Then, with purposeful strides and 

quick hands, he grabbed the largest of Vasiliy’s magical trunks and began rummaging through 

it. If she held her breath, she could hear him whispering to himself while barely moving his lips. 

As she took a step towards him, he surprised her by giving a great “Aha!” He held something 

small and shiny aloft in his hands. Knowing better than to ask questions, Hermione watched as 

he returned to the fireplace, placed the object on the floor, then enlarged it. The steel cauldron 

winked and gleamed in the orange light. 

 

Hermione frowned. “We do not have time to brew Polyjuice Potion, Severus.” 
 

“Hermione,” he said, turning to her and lifting one annoyed eyebrow, “do you honestly believe 

that every potion ever brewed is written down in a book for some boarding school know-it-all to 

find?” 
 

Intrigued, she slowly and unconvincingly replied, “Of course not.” 
 

“If everyone could become a Potions Master simply by opening a textbook, there would be 

absolutely no respect left for the profession.” He added a melodramatic roll of his eyes for 

punctuation. “Every trade has its secrets, and my trade is no different.” 
 



She watched him in silence as he carefully pulled out a small waxed paper packet from his 

pocket and placed it on the table. His fingers plucked the nearest crystal decanter off the rather 

uneven wooden surface, pulled out the cork and poured the contents into the empty cauldron. 

Finally her curiosity won over her academic respect. She sidled up to him and glanced around 

his shoulder. “So, what are we brewing?” 
 

In the past, his glare would have sent her scrambling. Now, however, she merely glanced back 

at him evenly. “You haven’t answered my question.” 
 

“You haven’t answered our question,” he replied cryptically. At her blank expression, he 

prompted, “Emilien Ellory? Did you find anything in the library?” 
 

“Maybe.” Her voice was a mixture of excitement and doubt. “It’s possible I didn’t find anything at 

all.” Simultaneously, she pulled out her wand and the shrunken wad of paper from her pockets. 

 

“Please tell me you did not unceremoniously remove that from one of Irma’s precious books.” 
 

“I did not unceremoniously remove this from one of Irma’s precious books,” she replied cheekily. 

With a wiggle of her wand, the papers returned to their original sizes; she grabbed the empty 

marmalade jar from the edge of the table and filled it with bright bluebell flames for reading light. 

“You still haven’t told me what we’re brewing.” 
 

Severus stoked the fire with a poke of his wand. “It’s derived from the transformative properties 

of Polyjuice but does not require the essence of another person to alter one’s appearance. Very 

simply, this potion simulates the abilities of Metamorphmagi -- to a limited degree. One’s 

features become plastic in a way. Essentially, if one makes many very minor modifications to 

one’s face, one eventually becomes almost unrecognisable.” 
 

Wonder shone in her eyes. “That sounds absolutely. . .cool.” 
 

“What an educated choice of words,” he drawled. “Like most of the trade potions, this one is 

officially numbered. Potion 986 is more commonly and most colourfully called 

Transmogrification Tonic.” At her stifled giggle, he asked irritably, “What is so amusing?” 
 

“Wizards.” Her smile threatened to erupt. “They have a delightful grasp of nomenclature.” 
 

“Wizarding alliteration is far superior to anything produced by Muggles,” replied Severus 

haughtily without turning to face her. 

 

“Do you honestly believe that?” 
 

Her question was met with a contemptuous snort. “No.” 
 

“How long is this potion going to take?” 



 

She was met with a furrowed brow. “Ten hours.” When she opened her mouth to say 

something, he raised a hand to silence her. “I know. Vasya will have to wait until we are ready to 

rescue him. Now, are you going to find out about Ellory or not?” 
 

“Yes, yes, fine.” Severus turned his back on her and hunched over his cauldron as she picked 

up the sheet lying on the top of the pile of papers. She skimmed through the tiny, alphabetically 

organised text for several minutes. As the section of “E” appeared, her eyes slowed to examine 

each entry carefully before moving on to the next. Three pages crawled by before she finally 

spied “Ellory, Emilien” in the bold entry title. “Severus, I’ve found it.” 
 

His reaction was not what she expected. He did not even move his head to look at her; instead 

he simply spoke into his cauldron. “Well? Read it to me.” 
 

Clearing her throat nervously, she started to read. “Ellory, Emilien, (1952-present), nuclear 

scientist.” Panic seized her vocal chords. No other sound escaped her mouth. Severus had 

abandoned his cauldron; his eyes bore holes into her face. 

 

“Did you just say what I think you said? Ellory is a nuclear scientist?” His voice was low and had 

a hint of a quaver -- he could not conceal his concern in this matter. “Do not look surprised that I 

know what a nuclear scientist is. I’m hardly the kind of wizard who walks around oblivious to the 

rest of the world.” 
 

Hermione had to cough a bit before she could speak. Her tongue felt like sandpaper. “Lucius 

Malfoy is meeting with a nuclear scientist and the URF is trying to interfere.” 
 

“Keep reading.” At her surprised expression, he sighed. “We have to know everything about this 

man before we can do anything about it. Keep reading.” 
 

“It doesn’t really say much. He lived with his family in Chichester until he attended Oxford 

University, Department of Atomic and Laser Physics, and eventually began working for the 

Atomic Weapons Establishment at Aldermaston, near Reading, in Berkshire, in 1980. In 1989 

he became the head of the Warhead Design department. He’s published numerous papers with 

titles comprehensible only to those with postdoctoral degrees in physics.” 
 

“And yet he is a child of the wizarding world,” mused Severus as he grabbed an Erlenmeyer 

flask from the table and began working the cork out of the mouth, “who has chosen to live his 

life as a Muggle.” 
 

“Perhaps he was never given a choice in the matter. That first book said the Ellory-Wyggs family 

left the wizarding world before he was born. It is possible his parents never told him about it.” 
 

Severus shot her a withering glare. “It is not possible for a child who will grow up to be a wizard 

to live in such ignorance.” 



 

“I did,” she retorted. “I didn’t know until I got my Hogwarts letter.” 
 

“That’s different. You’re Muggle-born. I have never heard of wizarding parents not telling their 

children what they are.” 
 

“They were trying to hide, Severus. I would think they would try to avoid attracting any and all 

attention. Having a child who does strange things or have strange things happen to him is far 

easier to conceal than a child who performs incredible feats on purpose. I can’t think of any child 

who could hide magical ability, knowing full well they could use it. Such deception and self-

control seems -- impossible. Especially for a child.” 
 

“Perhaps Ellory-Wyggs is a Squib,” suggested Severus bluntly. 

 

“A possibility, for sure.” A fresh wave of horror washed over her as she said, “So what does 

Malfoy, and ultimately, Voldemort, want with a nuclear scientist from a wizarding background?” 
 

Her question was met by a long silence as he gently stirred the contents of the cauldron with a 

long, thin glass rod. Once he pulled the instrument out of the liquid, he tapped it gently on the 

steel wall of the cauldron. Hermione watched, intrigued and enthralled, while Severus worked 

his special brand of magic. As time wore on, the group of empty bottles outnumbered the filled 

ones; a little pile of waxy corks balanced precariously on the edge of the table. She cupped her 

chin in her hand and propped her elbow on the table top as she watched him through heavy 

eyelids. 

 

 

 

* * * 

 

 

 

A gentle hand was shaking her shoulder. “Hermione, wake up.” 
 

“Hmm?” Drowsy, she lifted her head off the table and squeezed her eyelids nearly shut. “What?” 
Two muscles in the right side of her neck twinged as she turned her head to look up at Severus. 

“How long was I asleep?” 
 

“Long enough. The potion is almost finished. Come look.” He motioned to the cauldron steaming 

on the table. She rubbed her eyes with the heels of her hands before peering over the rim of the 

cauldron. A thin, clear liquid half-filled the vessel; the rainbow whorls of an oil slick danced 

across the glassy surface. 

 

“How long will it last?” she asked him. 

 



“It depends on wind speed and humidity,” he replied quickly. She stared at him sharply, 

alarmed, and he cocked his eyebrow with a hint of mirth. “What, am I not allowed to joke?” 
 

“This is hardly the time for jokes, Severus.” 
 

“On the contrary. Humour is best reserved for dire times such as this to force some levity into 

the ambient mood.” His tone was so reminiscent of his past lectures that Hermione had to stifle 

a giggle. Severus Snape, berating another human being for not being light-hearted during a 

grave situation? Absurd was the first word to pop into her brain; disturbing was the second. He 

cleared his throat, sounding almost uncomfortable with her unblinking gaze directed firmly at 

him, and continued, “Once it has cooled to room temperature I will bottle it. It will be teatime 

soon. Would you have a glance through Vasiliy’s chests and see if he has any tea hidden 

away? Better yet, see if he has any food.” He coughed loudly suddenly, but it did not quite 

muffle the sound of his stomach growling. 

 

Hermione rummaged through the nearest of the wandmaker’s trunks as Severus cleared the 

table of his potion-making implements and empty containers. A small, incomplete, porcelain tea 

service lay neatly stacked at the bottom of the trunk, protected by a wadded cloak. Hermione 

admired the intricately painted blue and yellow roses on the teapot for a moment before 

extracting two delicate cups, matching saucers, and a small covered bowl full of sugar cubes. 

She set the service on the edge of the table and marked two place settings with the cups, then 

set Vasiliy’s iron kettle to boil over the fire. At the bottom of the trunk she found a few badly 

battered packets of Irish Breakfast and tossed them carelessly into the empty teapot. 

 

Severus said neutrally, “Anything to eat?” 
 

Vasiliy’s trunks were devoid of comestibles, but Hermione had a sudden stab of guilt as she 

remembered Vovo’s handkerchief folded up in her pocket. She pulled it out carefully, not 

wanting to spill any crumbs, and realized whatever had been in it was now flattened like a 

crepe. 

She pointedly did not look at Severus as she laid the cloth on the table and gingerly unwrapped 

it. To her shock and delight, a tall pile of cheese and pickle sandwiches lay beneath, a bit warm 

but magically not squished into oblivion. 

 

“Hermione,” Severus said in a strange way. She could not quite put her finger on it, but it 

sounded like a parent goading a child to tell him a secret. 

 

“Yes, Severus?” she replied innocently, deciding to play along for a moment. 

 

“Where did you get those?” 
 

“Er,” she hesitated, feeling guilty, before finishing quickly, “Vovo gave me the handkerchief 

when we were in the castle. He begged me not to tell Vasiliy. I forgot about it, what with the 

adventures we’ve been having.” 



 

“That creature really is wise. Had Vasya known he was up there, we would not have been able 

to stop him from rescuing his elf.” As he spoke, Severus pulled up a seat to the free space of 

the table and poked his wand at the kettle. The kettle flew over to the open teapot and poured 

its contents onto the tea bags, then returned to its perch over the fire. “So Vovo survived the 

Death Eaters.” 
 

“He’s hiding out in the Hogwarts’ kitchen. Apparently the elves there never left when their 

brethren did.” 
 

“No, I’m not surprised. The house-elves of Hogwarts have never belonged to any witch or 

wizard. Technically, they belong to the castle and are under the care of the headmaster. I 

wonder if this Graving fellow even realises they are still there.” He carefully dropped four sugar 

cubes into his empty tea cup before plucking a sandwich from the pile. Being ever polite, he did 

not talk with his mouth full, but as soon as he swallowed he glanced sharply at Hermione. “You 

had better eat now. I want to be inside the castle before dusk.” 
 

With a shrug, Hermione sat down heavily onto the bench next to Severus and grabbed a 

sandwich of her own. It was not the best elf-made food she had ever eaten -- no doubt food 

supplies were stingy even here -- but to her empty stomach it was perfect. Little time elapsed 

before the handkerchief held only crumbs and the pair were licking the ends of their fingers and 

swilling the last dregs of tea. As Hermione folded up the white cloth and returned it to her 

pocket, Severus grabbed two Erlenmeyer flasks and a ladle. He fussed over the cauldron for a 

moment, dipped the ladle in twice, and finally raised a flask in Hermione’s direction. 

 

Hermione took the glass container from him and glanced at the cooled contents. A murky purple 

liquid the consistency of milk and smelling of ripe Kalamata olives waited inside. She glanced up 

to find Severus holding his own flask out to her as if in a toast. “Cheers,” they said together, 

tapping the wide bottoms together before downing the illicitly conceived Potion 986. 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

by Meggory 

 

Potion 986 weighed heavily in Hermione’s stomach, like a dense stone sitting atop her small 

intestine. Pain was not the word she would have used to describe the sensation; there was no 

word to describe such an alien feeling. From the inside out, her body became thicker. Amazed, 

she gently pinched the skin on the back of her hand. Instead of pulling away from the bones 

beneath then returning once she let go, her skin remained in a soft, flesh-coloured peak. She 

was slightly disgusted to realise her skin was now the same consistency as modelling clay. 

Before she could turn to Severus to ask how long the process would take, a wave of tiny ripples 

moved underneath her flesh -- shifting, changing. It didn’t hurt, exactly; a tingling sensation, 

much like a foot that had fallen asleep, washed over her entire body. 

 

And suddenly her face hit the floor. 

 

Groaning, she brushed off the bits of sand which had stuck to her cheeks. Severus, around the 

other side of the table, had already risen to his knees. “Are you all right?” he asked weakly. 

 

“Er, I think so.” She grabbed the edge of the table and pulled herself up. “You could have 

warned me.” 
 

“Yes, I could have,” he replied smugly before heaving himself to his feet. When he turned his 

face towards her, she gasped. It was not the face of Severus Snape. The skin was still pale, 

unhealthy, but the hooked nose had become aquiline, the thick eyebrows had thinned, and the 

sharpness had left his features. His normally coal-black hair had lightened to a dark brown. 

Severus Snape had been replaced by another man’s features; he was rather plain, now, 

unremarkable -- Albus Dumbledore would have walked right past him without a second thought. 

 

She realized Severus was staring at her in the same way, only with a small smile on his face. 

“What?” she asked, running her fingers over her face to figure out what he was laughing at. 

 

“It worked,” he said around his smile. “It worked perfectly.” With a complicated wiggle of his 

wand, he conjured a small silver hand mirror and held it up for her to see her own reflection. The 

face staring back at her was not the one she remembered. An utterly nondescript woman with 



tight black curls covering her head had replaced the gentle features and shaved head of 

Hermione Granger. 

 

“Interesting,” she breathed. “You’ll have to teach me how to make that potion, Severus.” 
 

“When this is over,” replied the Potions Master. “For now, let’s go. Madam Pince will be waiting 

for us.” 
 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

The trek up to the castle was short but chilly. A sharp wind had risen and bit through Hermione’s 

clothes; she wished dearly for a jacket, or even a cloak. The sun had just begun its descent 

behind the mountains surrounding the castle, taking any warmth it had to offer with it. By the 

time the pair reached the front entrance of the school, Hermione was numb and rather out of 

breath. Living on the run left surprisingly little room for cardiovascular health. If Severus was 

straining to breathe, he hid it remarkably well. 

 

The entrance to the school was closed, but before Hermione could point this out, a small figure 

wrapped tightly in an oversized cloak stepped out of a niche. “About bloody time,” Madam Pince 

snapped. “If I had bollocks, they’d be frozen.” 
 

“Oh, Irma, you used to be so charming,” sighed Severus. 

 

From the folds of her cloak, the librarian produced two pieces of parchment. “I got these. Don’t 
ask me how, because I won’t tell you. If anyone in the castle asks you for your authorisation 

cards, show them these. I couldn’t get the highest clearance, but that would have aroused 

suspicion. You have the right to be anywhere a student is allowed to be -- the library, 

classrooms, the Great Hall. Try not to get caught elsewhere, or they just might hang you up by 

your toenails.” 
 

Hermione took the paper in Pince’s outstretched hand and glanced at it. A long serial number in 

red ink marched across the top and several scribbled signatures filled the rest of the card. 

Carefully, she tucked card into a pocket. Pince was tapping her foot impatiently. “Well? Come 

on then.” 
 

The librarian avoided the large double doors of the main entrance, instead leading Hermione 

and Severus to a small, hidden door of normal size to the right. She tapped the door handle with 

her wand, muttering an incantation that sounded like a password. The door opened silently on 

well-oiled hinges, letting the three pass into the castle. Behind them, the door closed and 

locked, leaving them standing in the relative warmth of Hogwarts. 



 

As sneaky as their entrance had been, they could not avoid taking the main passage past the 

Great Hall to the library. Pince led the way like a dried-out little empress, but did not hurry. 

Rushing would only bring attention upon them. The noise of the Great Hall grew louder as they 

approached; it was obviously supper time, and the entire school was making a great racket as 

they ate. Hermione smiled a bit, remembering all the meals she had eaten with her friends in 

that same room -- loud and wonderful. The sound approached a dull roar of voices, cutlery, and 

flatware as the trio drew nearer. The vast doors of the Great Hall were wide open, and 

Hermione could not help but sneak a glance inside. 

 

The students were not what she was interested in; she kept her brief focus on the head table. A 

row of unfamiliar, rather sombre faces had replaced the usual line-up of Hogwarts teachers; a 

small bald man was sitting where Hagrid’s giant chair used to be, a tall and imposing woman 

had replaced little Professor Flitwick, and Minerva McGonagall had been displaced by a young 

man wearing a tall wizard’s hat. A new, imposing face now filled the headmaster’s seat. 

Hermione did not get a good look at Colonel Graving’s face, but his ebony and scarlet Death 

Eater’s uniform stood out starkly against the white linen tablecloth. The middle-aged man had 

black hair winged with white, but he had tilted his head to speak to the man sitting next to him.  

 

That man Hermione recognized. Percy Weasley, also wearing a crisp, terrifying uniform, was 

speaking to the headmaster while stirring the food on his plate with his fork. 

 

Severus was hissing in her ear. “Stop staring, Hermione. You’ll draw attention to us.” He 

grabbed her elbow and dragged her towards the staircase up to the library. 

 

Hermione climbed the stairs in silence, deep in thought about why Percy would be at the school. 

As Malfoy’s personal assistant, he would have cause to be there -- to check on the school, or its 

headmaster, to ensure the new curriculum was progressing smoothly, to scout promising new 

entrants into the Death Eater ranks. Given recent events in Hogsmeade, however, Hermione 

could not help but feel deeply concerned about Percy’s presence in the castle. 

 

Her thoughts consumed her mind, leaving her body to climb the stairs to the fourth floor 

automatically and follow Severus and Pince to the library. Once they were within the vast 

wizarding archives, Pince spun to face them. “Severus, take the Quidditch section. Hermione, 

Arithmancy,” she ordered in a brisk yet library-quiet voice. “I’ll be sorting up here in case any 

students come in. Don’t talk to any of them, just tidy up the shelves until curfew.” 
 

“You want us to clean up the library?” Hermione said, incredulous. 

 

Madam Pince shot her a look that made Hermione want to shrink back and apologise for 

speaking out of turn. Severus looked mildly impressed. “Of course.” 
 

“Sometimes,” Severus said in low tones as he herded Hermione into the stacks and away from 

the indignant librarian, “you must actually play out your secret identity. I was a spy, but I still had 



to teach ignorant children.” 
 

“Did you have to shelve books?” she asked, annoyed. 

 

“No, but lesson plans were abominable.” 
 

Sighing with deep disappointment and shivering still from the cold outside, Hermione left 

Severus at the junction between Muggle Studies textbooks and Chinese bestiaries. She turned 

several corners and climbed one short, steep staircase with opulently carved hand rails. The 

library’s Arithmancy collection was fairly extensive, eating up three tall, free-standing book 

cases hidden in a false corner. If she had climbed a different staircase, she would have been 

standing on the opposite side of the corder, staring at books about Wizarding inventions. 

Fireproof sconces high above the shelves cast dim, wavering light upon this little nook in the 

vast maze of the library. Even in the weak light, she could see an uneven stack of books and a 

drunkenly tilted row of books waiting for her. 

 

Heaving a deep, annoyed sigh, Hermione picked up the top book on the messy pile and 

squinted to read the small engraved silver plate attached to the spine. The call numbers were 

barely visible. A frustrated growl was building in her throat, ready to be expelled, when a crack 

startled her into the bookcase. Volumes tumbled off the shelves as she twisted herself around to 

see the source of the noise. 

 

A little house-elf emerged from the shadows. “Vovo!” Hermione tried to cry; it came out a 

strangled whisper. 

 

“Miss Hermione,” he replied with a smile. He was holding something -- fabric, maybe? -- in his 

gnarled hands. 

 

“How did you know it was me?” she asked him, kneeling down to look him in the eye. 

 

He shifted his burden and laid a finger against his nose. “Miss Hermione smells same, no matter 

how she looks.” 
 

“Vovo, has anyone ever told you that smelling people is kind of creepy?” she said, grinning. 

“What’s that you have there?” 
 

“It is yours,” he replied, holding it out to her. 

 

“Mine?” she asked as she took the item from him. The feel of the fabric was instantly familiar; 

cool and silky, unfathomably light and strangely watery -- she held in her hands Harry’s 

Invisibility Cloak. “Gods, Vovo, where did you get this?” 
 

He blinked shyly. “Castle gave it to Vovo,” he whispered, almost a bit frightened. “Letter was 

with cloak.” From the depths of his crisp white tea towel, he produced a folded piece of 



parchment. Hermione grabbed it with trembling hands and held it up to the light to read the 

scribbles. 

 

Mione-- 

 

I think things are going to end badly. I am hiding my dad’s cloak in Dumbledore’s office in the 

hopes that you may be able to use it one day, whether to fight or to survive. We’re sealing the 

Headmaster’s office now; only the castle’s house-elves can get in or out.  

 

Hopefully Dobby will bring this to you when you come back to Hogwarts. 

 

Love, 

Harry 

 

He had dated the note the day after Hogwarts’ students had been evacuated, just before Harry’s 

fatal battle with Voldemort. A lump of grief blocked her throat for a moment -- grief for her dear 

Harry, for Dobby, for the whole damned mess the Wizarding world was now. Gently, she folded 

the note back up and tucked it into her bra, the most secret pocket she had. Now she turned her 

attention to the Invisibility Cloak. 

 

Her hands disappeared as she began to throw the cloak around her shoulders. “Thanks for 

bringing this to me, Vovo. Severus and I are going to be in the castle for a while, okay?” 
 

The elf nodded solemnly. “Miss Hermione and Master Severus will rescue Master Vasiliy?” 
 

“Exactly.” 
 

“If Miss Hermione need Vovo, Vovo is in kitchen with other house-elves,” the creature told her. 

“Or call for Vovo.” 
 

“I will,” she told him. She flipped the cloak over her head and disappeared completely. 

 

She was not about to let a perfectly good chance to explore the castle undetected slip away. 

Quickly yet quietly, she retraced her steps back to the library entrance. Madam Pince was 

sorting books on a small metal cart which had been magically altered to hover in place instead 

of sit on wheels. As Hermione dashed past her, the librarian did not even change her facial 

expression, let alone look up. Gleeful, Hermione left the library and headed towards the Great 

Hall. 

 

Discipline had been tightened since Hermione’s day. Supper was over, and four long lines of 

students snaked away from the Hall, each headed for a different House common room. The 

silence emanating from the group of what should have been rowdy teenagers was unsettling. 

She waited at the staircase landing for the corridor to clear before making her way to the Hall 

doors. The teachers at the head table had retired for the evening, but two men still occupied the 



dark ceilinged room. Colonel Graving and Captain Weasley were walking slowly towards the 

doors, deep in conversation. 

 

As they approached, Hermione could hear the low tones of their voices. She missed what 

Graving had said but could hear Percy say, “We ought to talk about this privately, Colonel.” 
 

“Agreed. We may speak freely in my office.” Graving held out his hand graciously to point the 

way. “Captain?” 
 

“Certainly, Colonel.” Percy and the Headmaster both passed Hermione; she noticed rather 

quickly that neither man was walking towards the gargoyles guarding Dumbledore’s old office. 

 

Taking quick, quiet steps, Hermione followed the Death Eaters to a classroom on the first floor. 

The two men were silent as they walked, upholding the cold, dignified front that officers in 

Voldemort’s army were expected to carry. A new-looking carving decorated the door, bold and 

the colour of bone. Graving bent his head to the three-dimensional Dark Mark and whispered a 

password while Percy pretended to not be listening or watching. The serpent twisted fluidly 

away from the door and curled itself back into the skull’s mouth, leaving one of the doors 

unbarred. Hermione shivered under the Invisibility Cloak. Graving pushed the door open and 

held it for Percy, who ducked into the classroom without hesitation. The older man crossed the 

threshold just slowly enough to allow Hermione a swift and daring entrance. 

 

The new headmaster’s office looked nothing like its predecessor. The desks had been hauled 

out of the room, leaving a cavernous and draughty chamber. The walls were bereft of portraits, 

sleeping or otherwise, but a single enormous painting loomed over the wide oak desk at the 

front of the room. A wizarding painting of a detailed and terrifying Dark Mark dominated the 

room. No amusing, interesting little trinkets decorated the old teacher’s desk, nor was there a 

dish of candy in sight. A single eagle feather quill in a brass holder interrupted the smooth 

surface of the desk; Hermione could not even see papers or books or even a jar of ink 

anywhere. She suppressed a shiver at the heartlessness of the room as Graving made his way 

to his plain chair. 

 

Percy took the single wooden chair on the other side of the desk. “So we seem to have a bit of a 

situation, sir,” he said mildly. The formal address was just casual enough to remind Graving that 

while he was a colonel, Percy was the Regent’s representative here at Hogwarts. 

 

Graving did not bat an eyelash. “Indeed. Has Regent Malfoy changed his travel plans?” Graving 

asked. His voice was even and firm; Hermione could imagine someone sitting up and listening 

to him even if he were reciting a grocery list. 

 

“He wants a preliminary status report on the prisoner. Captain Gerber is interrogating him as we 

speak. Should he provide any useful information, Regent Malfoy will arrive earlier than 

scheduled. He is eager to question him personally.” 
 



“So should I. Rather unusual, don’t you agree, that the last great wandmaker of the century 

should turn up in Hogsmeade of all places?” 
 

“Especially since our information had suggested he was dead,” Percy replied. Before he could 

continue, the fire flared up in the hearth. 

 

Graving glanced over at the greenish flames of the Floo. “If you’ll excuse me, Captain.” 
 

“Of course.” 
 

Hermione watched, curious, as Colonel Graving ducked his head into the six-foot fireplace. No 

voices reached her ears, so she slowly and carefully approached the desk; when she was 

standing just behind Percy she realized Graving had not yet said anything. He seemed to only 

be nodding his head curtly. A few moments passed before the headmaster finally said, “Thank 

you, Captain Gerber. I appreciate your call.” 
 

The Floo fire died down and Graving turned back to Percy. “Captain Gerber has confirmed the 

prisoner’s identity as Vasiliy Gregorovich. He is sending an owl to you as we speak for written 

permission to give Gregorovich Veritaserum.” 
 

“May I borrow a quill and parchment? I must send an owl to Regent Malfoy.” Graving nodded 

and rummaged in his desk drawer for a moment. Pulling out a roll of parchment and a bottle of 

black ink, the headmaster said, “You may use my office for as long as you like. I must ensure 

my staff has begun their patrol of the castle.” 
 

“Thank you, Colonel,” Percy said courteously. He waited until Graving left the old classroom 

before snatching up the parchment and quill from the desk. Before he could start writing, 

Hermione took a deep breath and snatched off the Invisibility Cloak. 

 

“Percy.” 
 

By the lightning fast reflexes of Captain Weasley and the sudden jab of a wand point at the base 

of her throat, Hermione decided she had miscalculated. “Who the hell are you, and how did you 

get in here?” 
 

“Percy, it’s me, Hermione. Invisibility Cloak.” She waggled the silvery fabric weakly in her right 

hand. “I know I don’t look like myself, but I assure you it’s me.” 
 

“I should kill you right now.” 
 

“Percy, don’t be such a prat. The last time I saw you was in the woods outside the checkpoint. 

You told me I could owl you if I absolutely had to.” 
 

“Oh.” He put his wand away and eyed her warily. “How did you change yourself like that? 



Polyjuice?” 
 

“A potion, yes. Percy, can you delay Malfoy from coming here?” 
 

“No.” Flat and unapologetic, Percy shook his head. “Not a chance.” He peered at her 

ponderously. “You know Gregorovich.” 
 

Taken aback at Percy’s observation, Hermione nodded slightly. “I have to help him, Percy. I 

won’t leave him to Death Eaters.” 
 

Percy sighed deeply. “I can’t stop time and I can’t prevent Regent Malfoy from coming. I can’t 
keep any officers away from Gregorovich, and I can’t let the man go free. I don’t know what you 

expect me to do, Hermione.” 
 

A slow smile spread across her face. “I don’t need any of those things, Percy. I just need to 

know one thing -- where are they keeping Vasiliy?” 
 

 

------------------------------------------------------ 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

by Meggory 

 

Hermione had never once in her life thought to see Severus Snape jump as if goosed, but it 

happened all the same when she whipped off the Invisibility Cloak in front of him in the library 

stacks. The books he held in his left hand slid to the precarious perch of his fingertips but did 

not quite fall, while the hefty tome in his right was unexpectedly launched towards her suddenly 

visible head. Unprepared, she ducked too slowly; the blunt corner of the spine struck her crown 

and caused an explosion of sharp, quick pain. Her knees hit the floor in her downward swing of 

momentum. “Jesus Christ, Severus, what is wrong with you?” 
 

“Me?” he hissed back. “I don’t go sneaking up on former spies. I could have killed you.” 



 

“Yes, with your deadly book arts,” she snapped, rubbing the rather large bump forming on her 

skull. “God, it’s amazing Harry didn’t get himself hexed while wearing this thing.” 
 

“That’s Potter’s Invisibility Cloak?” Severus queried, his part in her current headache forgotten. 

Suddenly he narrowed his eyes at her. “Have you been hiding this from me? From the 

beginning?” 
 

The accusatory tone of his voice stung more than her injury. “I most certainly have not,” she 

growled. “What the hell do you take me for, some kind of cheat?” 
 

The glare disappeared as quickly as it formed, and Severus took a conciliatory step back. He 

refused to meet her hurt look. “I--I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to say that.” Before she could reply, he 

rushed on, “Where did you find it? It couldn’t have just been laying around.” 
 

“Vovo found it in the Headmaster’s office. Dumbledore sealed it before he left--” 
 

“I know. He couldn’t take everything he wanted with him to Headquarters, not after we had to 

move out of Grimmauld Place, and sealing it shut protected the portraits. I suppose Potter left 

his Cloak there for safekeeping.” 
 

“Not exactly.” A touch of hesitation held her hand back before she pulled the note out and 

handed it to Severus. The Potions Master read the scrawling note quickly, his brows drawn, 

before passing it back to her. “Before you make a snide remark about Harry--” 
 

“I was going to comment on Potter’s apparent forethought,” he interjected. “However, I may wish 

to make a snide remark about your--” 
 

Hermione cut in rudely. “I know where they’re keeping Vasiliy.” 
 

Raking his hand through his hair, Severus shot her an exasperated glare. “Why the fuck didn’t 
you say so?” 
 

“The book must have pushed it out of my brain,” she retorted. “Vasiliy’s being held at the Death 

Eater headquarters in Hogsmeade. I guess someone converted the Shrieking Shack into a 

structurally sound building.” 
 

Severus tapped his free fingers against his lips in rhythm, as if he were playing piano keys. He 

whispered under his breath, too quiet for her to hear even in the silence of the library. The 

books never left his grip while he began to pace. Hermione watched him, a bit disturbed, and 

tentatively said, “Er, Severus?” 
 

“The dungeon,” he blurted. Wildly, he grabbed her hand and started to drag her through the 

stacks. “What we need is in the dungeon.” 



 

Too shocked to fight for several minutes, Hermione let herself be hauled to the library entrance. 

Finally, she tugged her arm away in resistance. “At least let me put on the Cloak. One person 

lurking about is slightly less suspicious than two in this situation,” she muttered. At his absent 

nod, Hermione pulled the Invisibility Cloak back over her head and shoulders, then followed 

Severus dutifully into the castle corridors. 

 

It was at once clear how Professor Snape had managed to sneak up on nearly every misdeed, 

naughty act, and rule breaking throughout his time at Hogwarts. Hermione had to step quickly to 

keep up as he stole through the maze of side halls, small, secret passageways, and narrow 

wooden stairwells. Idly she wondered how many of these unknown paths had been friends to 

Fred and George Weasley. A bit of time passed before she realized Severus was not leading 

her to his old classroom, as she had suspected. 

 

She hurried to close the short distance between them. “Severus,” she whispered, “where are we 

going?” 
 

He turned to chastise her, but before he could open his mouth, the sound of footsteps rapidly 

approaching startled both of them. Severus suddenly dashed into a crevice Hermione did not 

even see behind her; she gasped as he grabbed her from behind and pulled her into his hiding 

place. She managed to avoid making any more noise by biting her bottom lip. The dim light of 

the corridor revealed a glint of auburn from Hermione’s vantage point. 

 

Ginny, wearing her professor’s robes and looking both dangerous and anxious, strolled past 

their hiding place without looking like she was in a hurry. Hermione strained against Severus’ 
iron grip, wanting to speak to the woman, but Severus held her fast. Once Ginny disappeared 

around the corner, Hermione started counting in her head; she reached fifty the moment 

Severus let her go. Although Hermione wanted to follow her old friend, Severus waved a silent 

hand in front of her face, motioning intently for her to attend him. 

 

Severus stopped at a door Hermione did not recognise and tugged back the cuffs of his shirt. 

“Let’s see, old man, whether you were the greatest wizard of the age,” he muttered under his 

breath. Puzzled and anxious that Ginny might return, Hermione poked him in the back with an 

invisible finger. 

 

“Hurry up,” she hissed. 

 

Ignoring her completely, he pressed his palms against the door, one near the top hinge and the 

other just under the door knob. From his mouth flowed a litany of hushed Wizarding Latin, so 

rapidly that she could not pick out an eighth of the words. Suddenly, he snatched his hands 

away, fluttering them as if burnt. Hermione nearly gasped as she watched the door darken, then 

turn to mottled white ash, then disintegrate all without smelling of charred wood or leaving 

smoke in the air. Behind the demolished door sat a second, identical door, dull from a lack of 

polish. 



 

This time, Severus poked his carved wand into the keyhole and commanded it to open. 

Hermione let out a breath she did not know she was holding when the lock clicked and Severus 

pushed the door open. He waved her inside. 

 

The room he had unlocked was obviously a set of quarters, not a classroom, and Hermione 

would have bet chocolate that these rooms had belonged to Professor Snape, being so close to 

the old Potions classroom. The only thing left in the bare room was a mahogany wardrobe 

sitting across from a cold, barren fireplace. Hermione could see marks on the neutral, boring 

carpet where pieces of furniture once stood -- a chair, a table, a desk. As she pulled off Harry’s 

Invisibility Cloak, Severus headed straight to the wardrobe, pulled it open fiercely, and extracted 

a large bundle wrapped in black broadcloth. 

 

Severus untied the bundle with one hand and pulled back the folds of cheap cotton. Underneath 

lay black fabric with a silky, luxurious texture. He divided the bundle and offered her half. “Put 

this on. We’ll have to alter it.” 
 

Pressing her lips together, Hermione unfolded the garments with mounting dread. The tunic and 

pants she now held were a Death Eater’s uniform. Severus carried an exact copy in his arms 

with a blank expression. “We came all the way down here to get clothing--” a twist of hatred 

deformed her mouth, “--we could have transfigured?” 
 

He glared at her. “How well would our disguise work if someone cast a Finite Incantatem in our 

direction?” 
 

“That’s your only reason?” she snapped, angry at his carelessness. They could have easily 

been caught before anyone cast anything at them. She noticed through the haze of her anger 

that Severus had become ashen. Still clutching his old uniform, he fingered the scar tissue 

marring his flesh where his Dark Mark used to be. Hesitantly, he said, “It’s difficult to remember 

some things. Sometimes.” 
 

Upon seeing his distress, Hermione held the uniform up for closer inspection. The silver pins 

and buttons of all Death Eater officers decorated the black fabric, but red braid circled the cuffs. 

Hermione knew from her time in the London Headquarters’ kitchen that anyone wearing this 

uniform was to be obeyed instantly, never questioned or put off. Severus Snape had the uniform 

of a general, identical to that of Rodolphus Lestrange. She had not realized how important 

Severus had been among Voldemort’s followers, how far he’d fallen. She was starting to 

understand just how badly he had been treated for his betrayal. 

 

“Well, if it will help Vasiliy,” she said suddenly with a falsely genial acquiescence. Severus 

nodded and disappeared into an adjoining room, leaving her to put on this repulsive garment. 

Pretending she was dressing in a costume for a play made her hands revolt less as she 

buttoned the crimson shirt over her camisole. The plain, black silk tie went on easily as she 

imagined tying the full Windsor knot in her Gryffindor tie. The pants were comically long and too 



wide for her slender frame, but Severus Snape had never been a fat man. She secured the 

pants with a stiff leather belt decorated with a silver snake head buckle. The tunic came last, 

heavy, fine wool lined with silk. As she shrugged into it, Severus emerged fully dressed. 

 

The clothing was baggy, a reminder of his lean times living as a Wraith, but he looked every 

inch a Death Eater, down to the hard countenance and real wand tucked behind his red sash. 

His boots shone. She could only imagine how terrifying he would be with the cold face of 

Severus Snape instead of his new potion-features. As he glanced over her costume, he hid a 

snort behind his hand. 

 

She glared at him, haughty and frozen. “What is so bloody amusing?” she demanded 

dangerously. 

 

“There! Exactly. Keep that up and no one will dare question you. But we can’t both be generals.” 
He grabbed her arm and waved his wand over the red braid circling her wrist. The top cord 

disappeared; he repeated the technique on her left cuff, making her a colonel. “Better.” He 

leaned in close. “This is what we’re going to do.” 
 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

The Shrieking Shack had never looked in better shape. The building no longer appeared 

rundown or deserted. A tall chain link fence, topped with barbed wire, surrounded the perimeter, 

while rows of semi-permanent canvas tents filled the formerly empty land around the building on 

the top of the hill. Hermione tried her best not to tremble as they marched towards the two 

guards flanking the large gate. 

 

“Halt!” cried the first guard to spot them, drawing his wand. “This area is restricted to officers 

and soldiers stationed here.” 
 

Severus threw his shoulders back and drew himself up to his full height. Hermione felt dwarfed, 

but kept her face cold and flat. He marched right up to the guard, nearly touching the 

outstretched wand tip in the man’s hand. His eyes flashed with frozen anger. He opened his 

mouth, and a torrent of irate Russian spouted from his lips. The guard’s face became perplexed 

as the unfamiliar sounds went on, then his eyes pleaded helplessly to Hermione. 

 

That was her cue. “The general would like to see the prisoner taken today,” she said coolly, with 

a clipped accent a bit unlike her own. Acting was starting to come naturally to her. 

 

The guard shook his head, but his reply was polite as to not offend a far superior officer. “The 

prisoner is in isolation, sir. No one but Regent Malfoy is to speak with him, and the Regent has 



not yet arrived.” 
 

Severus pretended to be upset at the lack of obedience, which involved a rather interesting 

demonstration of eyebrow waggling and hand gestures. Hermione lifted herself onto her toes 

while he leaned down; she spoke softly in his ear, too softly for the guards to hear. “Shall I try a 

name drop now?” she asked. 

 

He nodded once to her as they regained their stiff postures. Briefly, he babbled in Russian. To 

the guard, Hermione said, “The general has been sent to question the prisoner. We have just 

spoken with Captain Weasley, Regent Malfoy’s personal attaché, and we are to speak with the 

prisoner in his native tongue. Regent Dolohov is considering making an example of the 

prisoner.” As the man hesitated, clearly torn between upholding his orders and disobeying a 

general in Lord Voldemort’s army, Hermione leaned a bit closer to him. “I would do it, should 

you value your career. The general is an impatient man, and he has a temper famous from 

Vladivostok to Saint Petersburg.” 
 

The scowl on Severus’ face deepened; even without the famous features of Professor Snape, 

the effect was intimidating. The young man gulped audibly. “Yes, ma’am,” he said shakily. A 

quick motion with his wand opened the gate, and the young man motioned them anxiously 

through. His partner at the gate watched them go in before turning his attention back to the 

empty field in front of him. 

 

Hermione had to march quickly to keep up with the brisk, impatient pace of the “general” ahead 

of her. As Severus had counselled her, she tried not to move her head from side to side while 

taking in the details of the camp. Her eyes moved constantly under her lashes, but her head 

never strayed. To her right, lines of perfectly aligned canvas tents ran at least twenty deep, 

while to her left was a perfectly flat, open field of trampled grass. The wide, packed-dirt road 

they walked led directly to the front door of the Shrieking Shack. The guard led them up a trio of 

wide wooden stairs and held the front door open for Severus and her. Hermione unconsciously 

inhaled and held her breath as she crossed over the threshold into the heart of Death Eater 

territory. She had done so every day in London, but this was a place with new dangers and new 

inhabitants. 

 

The interior of the Shrieking Shack was barely recognisable from the ruin she had witnessed as 

a child. Gone were the old and ropy spider webs strung from every surface; the mouse holes 

were gone from above the baseboards and the peeling wallpaper had been replaced with new. 

Wooden banisters leading to the upper floors gleamed with polish, reflecting the light from 

evenly spaced sconces holding magical lights. The corridors were devoid of moving bodies, 

although Hermione could hear booted footsteps creaking upstairs. 

 

The guard led them straight down the main hallway, past closed doors on both sides, until he 

stopped at the last door on the left. Another young man stood easy next to the door knob, 

leaning up against the jamb. Upon seeing the three approach, he snapped to attention. “This is 

a restricted area,” he told the guard in a tone that belied his respectful posture. 



 

“Private Mallowly, the general,” he emphasised the word slightly and nodded his head minutely 

in Severus’ direction, “wishes to speak to the prisoner. Immediately.” 
 

“But--” 
 

“I said immediately, Private,” their escort said firmly. 

 

Mallowly nodded sharply. “Yes, Corporal.” He withdrew a key from his pocket, unlocked the 

door, and stood aside. 

 

Their escort turned the knob and pushed the door open. “He’s all yours, General.” 
 

Severus thanked the man brusquely in Russian before stepping into the room. Hermione 

followed with a haughty look on her face and slammed the door closed behind her. She 

suddenly wished she had not when the stench of blood hit her nostrils. 

 

Red spatter dotted the walls, the floors, even parts of the ceiling. The small room was 

completely empty save for a plain wooden chair and a limp body draped across it. Severus 

practically leapt across the room and knelt down to check Vasiliy’s face. “Vasya? Vasya, can 

you hear me?” he whispered anxiously. 

 

His arm twitched slightly, but Vasiliy made no sound. Severus glanced up at Hermione with 

terror and worry in his eyes. “Come, help me!” he insisted. 

 

Hermione rushed over and helped Severus ease the shirtless Vasiliy into a sitting position on 

the floor. A barely audible moan escaped from Vasiliy’s pale lips. “Vasya?” Severus said gently. 

He spoke quietly in Russian, but Hermione could hear the panic in his voice. When he stopped 

talking, Vasiliy weakly raised his head and breathily whispered something. Severus put his ear 

down to Vasiliy’s mouth and smiled. “Sorry we’re late, Vasya. We couldn’t find a thing to wear.” 
 

Vasiliy’s body racked with silent, painful laughter, and Hermione took an inventory of his injuries. 

Darkening bruises were already covering his ribs, and she could only imagine the damage 

covered by his pants. Blood had fanned down his face and dried in a thin crust; she guessed the 

blood on the walls had come from the long, shallow gash on his forehead. He appeared pale 

and exhausted. 

 

“Do you think you can walk, Vasya?” Severus asked his friend in English. 

 

“I can try,” the wandmaker replied. “You’ll have to help me up.” 
 

Gently, Severus and Hermione put their arms around the Russian and pulled him into a 

standing position. Vasiliy groaned with the effort. Severus shifted, letting Hermione take the 

brunt of Vasiliy’s weight. “Go stand over there,” he directed. She nodded, and hobbled along 



with Vasiliy into the corner. 

 

Severus stood in front of the chair and drew his wand. He began to mutter strange words 

without pause or breath, then wiggled his wand in a complex pattern of circles. Long moments 

passed as the ritual continued before he silenced himself, knelt down, and drew a symbol in the 

blood on the chair with his index finger. Hermione blinked, and when she opened her eyes 

again, a human figure was draped over the chair, dripping blood on the floor. 

 

Vasiliy’s hand tightened around her hip. Hermione stared. “Severus, what did you do?” 
 

“I’ve created a dummy. A copy. A monster,” he replied quietly. “A golem. I once met a rabbi in 

Sofia who taught me how to do it.” 
 

Hermione peered at the creation closely, marvelling at the spell he had cast, when the golem 

twitched its foot. Surprised, she gasped. “It’s not alive, is it?” 
 

“Of course not. It is a very sophisticated emulation of life. It should fool these idiots long enough 

for us to escape.” 
 

“Severus,” she said hesitantly, “I don’t think Vasiliy will be able to walk that far back to the 

castle.” 
 

He thought for a moment, tapping a finger against his lips. “Then we’ll take another way. Get the 

Invisibility Cloak on him.” 
 

Hermione pulled Harry’s Cloak out of the inside pocket of her uniform and shook it out with a 

flourish. “Here, Vasiliy. Let me help you.” Carefully, she wrapped the silvery fabric around his 

shoulders, leaving only his bloodied face visible. With a smile, she pulled the hood over his face, 

leaving nothing but a soiled wall visible in front of her. She could still feel his hand around her 

hip. 

 

Severus adjusted his tunic. “Now, for an unprecedented performance by Severus Snape and 

Hermione Granger. You ready?” 
 

He stormed to the door, wrenched it open and started yelling in Russian; as he gesticulated 

wildly, Hermione started howling in English that the prisoner was dead, that the guards had 

killed Regent Malfoy’s prisoner! 

 

 

------------------------------------------------ 
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Being faced with two screaming superior officers was not something the man standing guard 

outside the door was expecting. As Severus smashed open the door, the poor boy, barely able 

to shave every day, jumped nearly a foot and awkwardly pulled his wand from behind his belt. 

Seeing an opportunity, Severus drew his wand in response and gesticulated angrily with his free 

hand at the Death Eater’s threatening pose. The harsh stream of unfamiliar words and 

inflections confused the boy further; when Hermione finally filled the doorway, he turned 

pleading eyes upon her. “What is going on, ma’am? The general -- what is he saying?”  
 

Before Hermione could answer, he turned to Severus and said loudly and slowly, “I’m sorry, sir, 

but I cannot understand you.”  
 

Hermione freed her unicorn-carved wand and deftly flicked it towards the young man, who 

suddenly found himself dragged across the floor and down to her eye level in one violent 

motion. “The prisoner is dead, Private. Would you care to explain how you failed to keep Regent 

Malfoy’s prisoner alive? Answer carefully, boy, or it may be the last reply you ever give.”  
 

“Wha--the prisoner is dead, ma’am?” The young man’s eyes widened larger than saucers and 

swam with terror. “Oh, Merlin!”  
 

The boy wrenched himself out of her grip and threw himself upon the threshold of the room, 

bracing himself with his hands on the doorjamb. His mouth dropped open, almost comically, 

upon seeing the golem draped across the sole chair in the room. Hermione edged away from 

the Death Eater and brushed up against the invisible but solid Vasiliy behind her. Severus 

caught her sleeve and nodded towards the stairwell, where a stream of Death Eaters were 

responding to the sudden cries and yells coming from the interrogation room. An unfamiliar man 

approached the guard first, hauling him back from the door and taking a look for himself.  

 

Another wave of chaos hit. The new arrival started shouting at the top of his lungs so quickly 

that Hermione could not even make out what he was trying to say; she felt Severus grab her 

wrist and pull her around the gathering crowd of Death Eaters. Next to her, she could feel the 

heat of Vasiliy’s body as he shuffled forward between them. His hand gripped her shoulder for 

support. They wove around a couple of intent-looking men who did not even glance in their 

direction.  

 

Severus pointed to a corridor around the stairwell. “This way,” he said in a low voice. Hermione 

nodded, and they both marched purposefully -- not too fast to attract attention, but certainly 

faster than they would move normally -- past the stairs and into the empty hall. Hermione’s 



stomach turned in knots of anticipation at the thought of them actually escaping. “Severus, I--” 
The sound of a door shutting cut her off. Jerking her head up, she saw a dour faced man -- a 

colonel -- walking towards them. Severus kept his gaze looking straight past the man, and 

Hermione began to hope the Death Eater would ignore them in favour of the mayhem nearby.  

 

Her hope was quickly shattered as the man slowed, eyeing their faces and their ranks. “Excuse 

me, sir,” he said, addressing himself to the apparent general, “I don’t think I have ever seen you 

before.”  
 

Severus glanced cursorily at the man and replied coldly in Russian. The colonel furrowed his 

brow, making his face look rather like a pink lemon, and turned his attention to Hermione. 

“Colonel?”  
 

“We are guests of Regent Malfoy. The general does not speak English, but he suggests you 

investigate the source of all that noise, Colonel.”  
 

The colonel squinted at her suspiciously. “I mean no disrespect, Colonel, General, but I must 

ask you for your identification cards. Trust runs thin here.”  
 

Trying not to panic, Hermione murmured nonsensical syllables under her breath, hoping 

ignorance would pass it off as Russian. Severus nodded encouragingly at her, so she slowly 

rummaged through her breast pocket while stealing glances at the colonel in front of her. Just 

as she was about to pull the fake identification card from her uniform, Severus drew his wand 

and wordlessly cast a Body-Bind Curse at the Death Eater. The man’s eyes glared terribly at 

both of them as Severus flicked his wand again, moving the man up against the wall. Severus 

checked the hallway for prying eyes in both directions before casting, in blindingly fast 

succession, a Memory Charm and a Disillusionment Charm. The man disappeared before 

Hermione’s eyes.  

 

“Shall we continue?” Severus said quietly, motioning towards the end of the hallway. Hermione 

closed her pocket and nodded.  

 

“Let’s make it quick,” she replied.  

 

Severus led them to the end of the corridor before ducking into a door which Hermione did not 

recall seeing earlier; like the Leaky Cauldron in London, her eyes wanted to glide past the door. 

Severus grabbed her hand and pulled her over the threshold. The room was cramped and dark, 

but the latter was solved as Severus lit the tip of his wand with a breathy, “Lumos.” He nodded 

his head towards the door. “Lock that tight, would you?”  
 

Hermione drew her wand and pointed it at the door. She heard the lock click before she even 

spoke the charm out loud, and grinned in delight at the efficiency of her unicorn-carved wand. 

“Now what?” she asked. “Vasiliy, are you okay?”  
 



The wandmaker’s disembodied voice replied weakly, “I would prefer to find a place to lie down.”  
 

“Fear not, Vasya. We shall be there soon.” Severus toed at a bit of dirt on the floor, revealing 

the edge of a hidden trap door. “It won’t be pleasant. We’ll have to crawl. Vasya, I’m going to 

cast Mobilicorpus.”  
 

From beneath the Invisibility Cloak, Vasiliy heaved a great sigh. “Very well.” Slowly and 

awkwardly, Vasiliy pulled the Cloak off in a swirl of silvery fabric. In the dim light, his injuries 

looked far more painful and his face more haggard. Still, he clutched the Cloak firmly in his 

hands.  

 

“Stand aside,” Severus directed quietly. They all pressed themselves against the wall, away 

from the trap door, as the Potions Master opened the door with a flick of his wand. A plume of 

dust whirled upwards along with the musty stench of a root cellar. A sardonic smile played 

across Severus’ lips. “Perhaps one day we shall make an easy, clean escape.”  
 

Hermione could not help but laugh silently as she lowered herself into the dark, dank tunnel. 

 

* 

 

 

 

 

By the time they finally reached the endpoint of the tunnel, Hermione could hear nothing but her 

heart pounding in her ears and her own ragged breathing. Sweat trickled down the back of her 

neck; the small of her back itched wildly. “Stop here, Hermione,” Severus called. She did so 

gratefully, arching her back like a cat in a vain attempt to stretch out the seizing muscles along 

her spine. Severus inched up behind her and touched her ankle with a finger. “Vasya needs 

medical attention which neither of us can provide with just our wands. I think we need to return 

to the castle.”  
 

“I could take Vasiliy back to Hagrid’s and wait for you,” suggested Hermione.  

 

Severus’ voice lowered even further so that she had to strain to hear him. “Vasya is not faring 

well. I think he may have internal bleeding, or even a cracked skull. I don’t think we have 

enough time to split up.”  
 

The severity of his statement took a moment to sink into Hermione’s brain. Then the infamous 

cogs started to turn. “Let’s take your tunnel back into the castle. I’ll take Vasiliy to the kitchens, 

and you can get whatever supplies you need to help him.”  
 

“Good enough for me. We climb up to the surface from here.”  
 

Through the protests of her aching muscles, Hermione wriggled and pushed herself up the 



steep dirt ramp until her fingers hit wet grass. The night air was chilly against her exposed skin 

and nearly froze the sweat beaded on the nape of her neck. Once she was free of the tunnel, 

she turned and offered Severus a hand up; surprisingly, he took it with a relieved look and 

actually hefted some of his weight onto her arm. He brushed himself off for a quick moment 

before raising his wand to conduct the spelled wandmaker’s body ahead of him. He nodded 

towards the Forbidden Forest, and they silently set off to find the well.  

 

Another trip underground was not Hermione’s idea of a lovely ending to their adventurous night, 

but she clenched her teeth and jumped into the well with her wand lit. She shuffled out of the 

way as Severus hopped in after her with Vasiliy right behind. Severus motioned for her to take 

the lead. “You do remember the way?” he asked wryly.  

 

“How could I forget?” she grumbled before holding her lit wand out to illuminate their path past 

the Slytherin common room. The musty smell had not diminished since the last time she had 

been inside the passage; she wrinkled her nose distastefully. She glanced behind her to see if 

Severus was having trouble keeping up as he carried Vasiliy along, but he shooed her forward, 

faster.  

 

At the entrance to the castle, Severus laid his hand on Hermione’s shoulder. She could feel the 

chill of his skin against her neck and shivered involuntarily. “Sorry,” he muttered. “We need to 

find a safe place for Vasya.”  
 

“The kitchens,” she replied almost before he had finished speaking. “The house-elves are 

keeping it sealed off from the rest of the castle.”  
 

Severus’ expression, hardly the image of positivity, became even grimmer. “I need to fetch 

some ingredients from the dungeons if we are to help Vasya,” he said. Lowering his voice to a 

bare whisper, he added, “We don’t have enough time to split up. He isn’t doing well.”  
 

Hermione set her lips into a thin, determined line. “I’ll take him to the kitchens. You go to the 

dungeons and meet us.”  
 

His eyes became troubled, as if he were going to argue with her, but he was quiet for a moment. 

Finally, he nodded. “Be careful.”  
 

“You, too.”  
 

At the entrance into the castle proper, Hermione took over the spells Severus had cast on 

Vasiliy and prepared for the hazardous trek to the kitchens. Severus caught her eye and offered 

her an unexpected half-smile. “Maybe tomorrow we can keep ourselves out of mortal peril.”  
 

She snorted. “That would be a nice change.” Exhaling noisily, she stepped into Hogwarts and 

floated the wandmaker beside her. Severus slipped into the damp shadows in the opposite 

direction. 



 

Hermione tried her best to hurry quietly as she moved through the stone corridors, but the 

unwieldy boots of the Death Eater uniform made her steps louder than she would have liked. 

Wearing the uniform made her deeply uneasy; here, in the castle, it had the opposite effect than 

in the Shrieking Shack. She prayed to whatever gods, Wizard or Muggle,who may still be 

listening that she did not meet anyone before reaching the kitchens. As if to spite her, she heard 

a suit of armour crashing against the floor up ahead and the high-pitched squeal of delight of a 

poltergeist she knew very well. 

 

“God damn it, Peeves,” she whispered as she folded herself into the nearest cubby hole, a 

narrow opening behind a stone statue so old all the distinguishing features had worn away. 

Stilling her breathing to a slow, shallow rhythm, she counted the seconds as Peeves made his 

way down the hall. Without students to taunt, he only hummed his obnoxious little song, loudly 

and off-key. From her vantage point, she caught a brief glimpse of his translucent body as he 

floated along. His song became muted as he moved further away, but Hermione counted to 

seventy-five before disentangling herself from the cubby and sticking her head out into the hall. 

The poltergeist had gone. 

 

She crept back out into the corridor, careful not to make any sound which could attract Peeves’ 
attention, and hurried as quickly as she could along her original path. The painting of the pears 

appeared on her left much more quickly than she had anticipated. Surprised that she had made 

it without any other incidents, she heaved a sigh of relief and called quietly, “Vovo.”  
 

Almost instantaneously, the little elf appeared by her side. “Miss Hermione!” he cried. “So happy 

to see you!” Hermione smiled. “I’m happy to see you, too.” Like a dog hearing a pitch inaudible 

to humans, Vovo cocked his head and took a step forward. His little hand shot out and grabbed 

at the air, but when he pulled back, Harry’s Invisibility Cloak slid off Vasiliy like a sheet. Vasiliy 

lay on the floor with his eyes closed, his face pale and pinched with a little expression of pain. 

 

Vovo started trembling with excitement and worry. The note of panic in his voice was heart-

wrenching. “Master Vasya?” he said. Little knobbly fingers prodded the wandmaker’s neck, 

eyelids, mouth, and chest. The elf muttered incomprehensibly in Russian as he examined the 

injured man; he placed one long ear against Vasiliy’s chest, listened for a moment, then looked 

sharply at Hermione. “Where is Master Severus?” he demanded, all servility gone from his 

voice.  

 

“He went to the dungeons,” she replied. 

 

“Then Vovo take Master Vasya there,” Vovo said firmly. Before she could explain that Severus 

would meet them, the elf snapped his fingers. The pair Disapparated, leaving Hermione 

standing alone in the hall. 

 

She threw up her hands in frustration. “Fuck,” she muttered. “Now what?” 
 



With Vovo gone, she could not enter the kitchens, and there was no way she was going to stand 

around in the hall for anyone to see her. Reluctantly, she decided to make her way back down 

to the dungeons to meet with her companions. Keeping her wand at the ready, she started to 

retrace her steps. Before she came to the intersection of corridors, a hand shot out and grabbed 

her by the back of the collar. Hermione tensed, raising her wand to defend, but a familiar voice 

hissed, “Relax, Hermione, it’s me.” The hand released her collar, and Hermione spun to find 

herself face to face with Ginny, fully garbed in her dark teaching robes. Her hard eyes took in 

Hermione’s Death Eater uniform, but her face remained perfectly expressionless. “I was looking 

for you. There is an important meeting scheduled in the Chamber of Secrets in one hour. 

There’s a man we’ve been waiting to meet--” 
 

In a reckless moment, Hermione decided it was time to lay it all out. She interrupted Ginny with 

a hard voice. “Emilien Ellory. Nuclear scientist. We know.” 
 

For the first time since Hermione and Ginny had reacquainted, the latter actually showed 

surprise on her face. “I’m not going to ask how.” 
 

“Don’t bother. We don’t have time. There are other things I need to take care of.” 
 

Ginny grabbed Hermione’s sleeve with unexpected fierceness. “This meeting is the most 

important thing to take care of right now.” She lowered her voice further, so Hermione strained 

to hear every syllable. “This is our chance to change our fortune, Hermione. For the first time 

since Harry.” The only daughter of Molly and Arthur Weasley gazed intently into her former 

friend’s face; Hermione was even more troubled to see her eyes bright with fear and excitement 

than with dull impassiveness. “I have to check in on the Gryffindor common room. Meet me in 

Moaning Myrtle’s bathroom in twenty minutes.” 
 

Before Hermione could respond either way, Ginny had disappeared down the hall. An enormous 

sigh was welling up in Hermione’s lungs; it was cut short with a hand on her shoulder. She 

turned, expecting to find Severus, and found herself staring into the stern and unfriendly face of 

Colonel George Graving. “I should think that you will not be able to explain to me what you are 

doing here,” he said quietly. 

 

Unable to reply otherwise, Hermione clenched her jaw shut and said nothing. The Death Eater’s 

grip on her shoulder tightened from iron to steel as he deftly plucked her outstretched wand 

from her hand. “Shall we discuss this further in my office?” 
 

She pressed her lips into a thin line, refusing to answer or even utter a sound, as Graving 

marched her through the halls of Hogwarts. Hermione recognized the shortest route from the 

kitchen corridor to the first-floor office in which she had secretly watched Percy and Graving 

discuss their business. With every step bringing her further away from Severus and sanctuary in 

the dungeons, Hermione felt a heavy lump of dread building in her throat. 

 

Graving unlocked the door of his office with a cursory flick of his wand and proceeded to firmly 



guide Hermione into the single empty chair filling the space in front of the large polished desk. 

His hand pushed down on her shoulder hard, forcing her to sit in the rigid, unpadded seat. 

Another flick of his wand sent heavy, rough ropes to snake around her feet and torso. Hermione 

took deep, even breaths to ward off her impending panic. Graving turned his back to her, 

showing her that he felt no threat from her, and eased back in his own chair on the other side of 

the desk. 

 

Several moments of complete silence passed like an eternity. Underneath the ropes, Hermione 

flinched as a sharp rap pierced the quiet of the office. Graving glanced up, not at the main door, 

but at a small door Hermione thought was a closet. “Enter,” Graving called. 

 

The little door swung open. Hermione suppressed a scream as Lucius Malfoy stepped out of the 

darkened room and into Colonel Graving’s office. The sudden, small smile on his pale, smooth 

face made the hairs on Hermione’s arms stand on end. 

 

“Good evening, Colonel. Who do we have here?” 
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Apparently Lucius Malfoy did not enjoy repeating himself. A leather-clad hand slapped 

Hermione out of her horrified state in a rather ungentle manner. Cheek stinging, she glared at 

the Death Eater in open defiance but did not say a word. She could not trust herself to form 

coherent speech. He started to say something, but suddenly turned his back to her. The wide 

swath of black cloth covering his shoulders impaired her sightlines and did not see what it was 

that urgently called for his attention. Whatever it was, he put his wand back into the top of his 

elegant cane and strode purposefully out of the room. The lock snicked shut from the hall. 

 

Alone in the heart of Hogwarts, bound to a chair and wandless, Hermione had nothing but her 

thoughts. She had spent so much time with Severus, gone through so much with him, only to 

find out he was the reason all of this had happened. Her brain was so overwhelmed with the 

experience of Malfoy's memories that she could not even process them logically; she was left 



with a bundle of rage and pain and confusion sitting squarely in her mind. 

 

The loud pops of two Apparitions startled her out of her jumbled state. She jumped, and the 

rough ropes scraped against the flesh of her wrists. “Miss Hermione!” squealed Vovo. She 

focused on his voice, and saw him darting out from behind Graving's desk. “Oh, is Miss 

Hermione okay?” 
 

He scampered up to her and peered up at her through his huge, glassy eyes. “I'm okay, Vovo,” 
she replied gently. Her cheek and her wrists stung obstinately. “Although these ropes could use 

cutting.” 
 

“I will take care of them.” Severus' voice was low and concerned. Hearing it made part of her 

want to shudder, and she recoiled slightly as he moved towards her. His face had returned to its 

true self just as hers had. In his Death Eater's costume, he was quite terrifying; he still carried 

himself as though he were a soldier of the Dark Lord beneath the red cord and black wool. 

 

“No, Severus, you have to get out of here. Lucius Malfoy-“ 
 

“Knows you're here,” finished the Death Eater from the doorway. Severus froze, every muscle 

tense and ready to either flee or fling curses. Vovo slunk back behind the desk, moving so 

carefully and slowly that Hermione was certain Malfoy did not even register his presence. “Well. 

Severus Snape. I never thought I would see you alive ever again. I had rather hoped you had 

simply hidden yourself away and died somewhere. Gods know you have no reason to live.” 
 

“Hello, Lucius,” Severus replied stiffly. “Fancy meeting you in a place like this.” 
 

“Fancy indeed.” Malfoy chuckled. The sound grated on Hermione's ears like steel knives 

scraping against whetstones. “It is most fortunate that I will not have to have the castle scoured 

for you. The Dark Lord will be pleased to have you at his mercies that much sooner.” 
 

“I would have thought you would prefer the honours.” Severus had still not moved. His hands 

still waited at his sides, but Hermione could not take her eyes off the wand tucked behind his 

belt. 

 

“As I am a loyal servant of the Dark Lord, I think about his pleasure before taking my own.” 
Severus flinched ever-so-slightly at that word, and Malfoy's smirk widened. 

 

“How generous of you, Lucius.” 
 

“Quite. I am not certain, however, which one of you I shall present to the Dark Lord first-you, or 

that precious little Mudblood sitting in front of me. I know he would be overjoyed to have either, 

but I'm simply not sure which one he would prefer.” Malfoy took three menacing steps towards 

Hermione and stretched out a hand to touch her cheek. Within the constrains of her bindings, all 

she could do was jerk her head away violently, and he left his hand hanging in the air before 



her. 

 

“Don't touch her.” A deeply menacing quality entered Severus' voice. It was terrifying, that voice. 

Hermione had never heard it like that before. 

 

“Or what? You'll kill me? I would like to see you try, Severus.” He eyed the Potions Master up 

and down and laughed. “Try it, and this little Mudblood that you seem so fond of will end up as 

dead as all your other friends. Only you will watch every drop of blood exit her body. You will 

witness every second of her death, knowing that you are helpless.” 
 

Slowly, the strong facade that Severus had built up over the past days started to crumble. The 

blood drained from his already pale features, leaving him the waxy complexion of a corpse. The 

very tip of his tongue flicked out to moisten his bottom lip. Lucius had been watching him very 

carefully; seeing Severus react to his threats only fuelled them further. “She will die, Severus, 

and it will be your fault. It will be your fault that you left her with no other protectors, no other 

friends to come to her rescue. You are her only hope, and you are the creature she hates.” 
 

Malfoy pressed a finger to Hermione's cheek and spoke to her without taking his eerily pale 

eyes off the other man in the room. “Isn't that right, my dear Mudblood? You know all his secrets 

now. Your only friend in this whole world was the one who betrayed you and all your other 

friends. The man responsible for destroying your army is standing an arm's reach away. He 

killed Remus Lupin, Potter's precious werewolf. You were his friend, weren't you? Helped him 

brew his potion, and learned defensive magic from him. I'll bet he was especially nice to you, 

being one of Potter's best mates.”  
 

With every syllable uttered by the Regent of London, Severus' expression became easier to 

read. The shame and self-loathing she had witnessed that night in Vasiliy's house surfaced, and 

his hands were trembling against his thighs. At that moment, the former Death Eater, former 

professor, former spy, was simply a broken man who had nothing to tend but his terrifying and 

horrific memories. 

 

Malfoy continued, enjoying the torment he was inflicting upon his former fellow Death Eater. “I 
would say you miss them all terribly, your friends. Your dead friends. I wonder if you think of 

them every day, if you have branded their names into your mind and wish that they could 

comfort you.” 
 

As he spoke, accusing thoughts came flooding into her mind. Severus had killed Remus Lupin. 

She had watched him do it. After that incident, the entire Order had been hunted down and 

slaughtered, mostly in horrible, painful, and Unforgivable ways. Without Severus, the Order 

could have stopped this whole war. Without him, Hogwarts would still be a hallowed place of 

learning, and Albus Dumbledore would still be its headmaster, and Remus Lupin would still be 

alive. Percy Weasley and his school sweetheart Penny Clearwater could still be together. 

Hermione Granger would still exist, and would have some future still ahead of her. 

 



A tiny, persistant voice interrupted everything. All of her doubts suddenly had a rebuttal. The 

Order had been losing the war as it was. Severus did not change that. Dumbledore's death was 

inevitable; Voldemort was actively trying to kill him. Severus could no more save Dumbledore's 

life than stop the Earth from spinning. Penny Clearwater was killed by Death Eaters long before 

Bellatrix Lestrange raped Severus' mind. Yes, Severus Snape had done awful things-but who 

had not, this far into the war? Hermione herself had cast Unforgivables and had even taken 

pleasure and comfort from those spells. Was what Severus had done really any worse than 

what anyone had done to survive and fight the rule of Tom Riddle? Had he not suffered as 

much, if not more, than anyone else on the losing side? 

 

The talking had stopped. Malfoy and Hermione both were now watching Severus, who was 

shaking like an aspen leaf. A streak of tears marred his ashen cheeks, and he started to babble 

like he had that night. “It's my fault, my fault. They're all dead, and it's my fault.” 
 

Malfoy began to circle him like a cat toying with its prey. “Yes, Severus. It is your fault. And you 

shall be made to suffer for it.” 
 

“Gods, I killed them. I should have died instead of them.” A sob wracked his shoulders, heaving 

his chest underneath the uniform of his former life. 

 

Hermione could not bear to watch this any longer. What did it matter now? Who was there to 

judge her for this? “Severus,” she said firmly. He did not turn his head towards her, so she said 

again, more gently, “Severus.” 
 

He glanced at her, his eyes full of agony, and she took a deep breath. “Severus, I forgive you.” 
The startled look she received in return from both men spurred her to repeat herself. “Severus, 

whatever you have done, it is done. Nothing can change that. But I forgive you.” 
 

Those were the words Severus Snape had been waiting for. Two imperceptibly quiet words 

slipped from his lips. “Thank you.” 
 

The terror that had been the Potions Master of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry 

returned within the blink of an eye. The beautifully carved Gregorovich wand suddenly appeared 

in his hand, and Malfoy could only stumble back before Severus spat, “Stupefy!” 
 

Malfoy barely managed to dodge the spell, which cast the room in a red glow for a split second. 

He was a practised dueller, though, and regained his composure instantly once his hand 

gripped his wand. The two men stared at each other, like strange and scared dogs meeting for 

the first time. The energy crackling in the room made the hairs on the back of Hermione's neck 

stand erect; she was now sorely wishing she was not tied to a chair in the midst of a wizard's 

duel. 

 

“Well, now, Severus, that was awfully rude of you. Duels are supposed to have rules in civilized 

company,” Malfoy said, shaking his head in disappointment. 



 

“You know what I have to say to your civilization, Lucius?” Severus retorted in the silky, 

menacing voice that Hermione remembered from her childhood. “Fuck it.” He stabbed his wand 

into the air and cried, “Sectumsempra!” 
 

Malfoy anticipated his attack and launched a Shield Charm and a nasty slicing hex in rapid 

succession. Spells flew back and forth between the two wizards, most of them Dark and some 

of them very unfamiliar to even Hermione. Worried she might be forgotten in their fight, she 

used her weight to slide the chair further away from them, towards the far wall. The chair moved 

quite nicely along the floor until one of the back legs caught the lip of a cobblestone, and she fell 

sideways. Luckily, she managed to not hit her head or slice open her forehead on the stones. 

She was, however, tied to a chair and unable to help herself amid a wizarding duel. 

“Goddamnit,” she muttered. 

 

A muffled thud abruptly brought an end to the wild spellcasting. Hermione twisted in her bonds 

to see what had happened, but all she could hear was Malfoy chuckling to himself. “Sleep while 

you can, Severus,” he murmured menacingly. Every muscle in her body tensed as she heard 

bootsteps near her head. Her eyes moved to check the space above her, and she found Lucius 

Malfoy standing over her with a self-satisfied smugness. 

 

“Now we have a few more moments to ourselves, Mudblood,” he purred. He pointed his wand at 

her and righted the chair in a rather stomach-wrenching movement. Out of the corner of her 

eye, Hermione could see Severus' form crumpled on the floor, quiet but moving just enough to 

reassure her that he was still breathing. 

 

“Fuck you, Malfoy,” she spat. 

 

His eyes widened and he brought his face close to hers. A powerful aroma surrounded him-

sweat from the duel and rage at her insolence. He opened his mouth to reply to her insult, but 

he was interrupted by the sound of the door swinging open and shut. “I left instructions to be left 

undisturbed,” he hissed without turning around to identify the newcomer. 

 

“You would presume to leave instructions to me, Malfoy?” Ginny Weasley stood a few feet 

inside the room, her arms crossed into her teaching robes and her expression haughty. She 

made no indication of recognizing or acknowledging Hermione or Severus; her cold brown eyes 

were trained solely on the blond Death Eater. 

 

And then Hermione saw something she never expected to see in her lifetime. 

 

Malfoy stepped away from the chair, placed his wand hand over his heart and bowed to the 

youngest Weasley. “My lady,” he said smoothly. His words were tinged with healthy dose of 

respect. “I did not realize you knew I was here tonight.” 
 

“When will you learn, Malfoy, that I know the goings-on of Hogwarts better than the headmaster 



himself? I know things that you will never know, and know things that you would wish I didn't.” 
Ginny slowly walked towards them, and finally flicked her gaze over Hermione. “Hello, 

Hermione. My apologies. Colonel Graving acted as he should have, but Regent Malfoy here 

acted without consulting me.” 
 

Another bow to shock Hermione. “My sincerest regrets. No slight was meant. I have been hasty 

in my wait for my assistant.” He let the slightest turn of his head betray his veneer of courtesy. 

“You know this Mudblood?” 
 

“Your talent for stating the obvious is amazing, Malfoy. Of course I know Hermione. We were 

friends in school. I should wonder why a friend of Ginevra Weasley is being treated like a 

prisoner.” 
 

“With all due respect, my lady, she is a Mudblood, an Impure II and a wanted war criminal. She 

is a member of the Order of the Phoenix. Surely the Dark Lord-“ 
 

Ginny cut him off with a dismissive wave. “Do not presume to tell me what Tom would want.” 
 

Malfoy flinched as she called Voldemort by his real name, and Hermione could not bite her 

tongue fast enough. “Why do you call him that, Ginny?” she whispered. As soon as she said it, 

she was certain she did not want the answer. 

 

Ginny glanced at Malfoy, who looked decidedly uncomfortable, and said, “Why don't you explain 

it to her, Malfoy, seeing as how you always seem so interested in me?” 
 

“I don't think-“ 
 

“No,” she snapped, “you don't think. Do as I tell you, Regent. Explain to her why I refer to the 

Dark Lord by his given name.” The power she held in her voice was terrifying. A chill ran up 

Hermione's spine, and she could not control the shaking in her hands. 

 

Not even Malfoy offered insolence in the terrible face of Ginny Weasley. “My lady is the Dark 

Lord's mistress. She is the highest among his servants and commands us with the same 

authority held by the Dark Lord.” 
 

With a little smile that held no mirth, Ginny produced her wand and pulled up the sleeve of her 

robe. “That's right, Malfoy. To question me is to question Tom himself. I can bring you up, or I 

can put you down. I can Summon you to do my bidding.” She pressed the tip of her wand to the 

skin of her forearm, and the writhing tattoo of the Dark Mark appeared instantly. Malfoy inhaled 

sharply and clutched his own Dark Mark, swathed in the black wool of his uniform. 

 

“Oh, Ginny,” Hermione murmured. “No.” 
 

Instantly, Ginny forgot toying with Malfoy and focused her razor-sharp attention on Hermione. 



“Do not judge me, Hermione. You have no idea what Dumbledore put me through in the name 

of goodness and freedom. The old man was a fool, and I hate him for what he did to me.” 
 

Her tirade was cut off by a deep, painful moaning emanating from Severus on the cold floor. 

Malfoy turned to ensure he was still incapacitated, and Ginny threw a powerful “Stupefy!” 
towards him. The Regent collapsed in a gangly heap, and the auburn-haired professor sent a 

few other silent spells towards him. 

 

Hermione exhaled in relief and was about to thank Ginny when another unexpected voice 

chimed in, “What the hell is going on in here?” 
 

Ginny whirled, wand at the ready, to face the newcomer. In a single heartbeat, shock overtook 

her, and the slender piece of wood tumbled to the floor. 

 

--------------------------------------- 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

Chapter Thirty 

 

Ginny's mouth worked silently for a brief moment before she managed to force sounds around 

her tongue. “P-Percy? Is that you?” 
 

Percy Weasley, dressed to the nines in his sombre Death Eater uniform, stepped fully into the 

room, closing the door behind him. He offered his sister a weak smile as he stooped down, 

plucked her wand off the floor, and held it out for her to take. His hand trembled just a touch 

within his black leather glove. “Hi, Gin.” 
 

The wild confusion on Ginny's face would have been almost amusing if Hermione had not been 

still trussed like a chicken to the chair beneath her. She cleared her throat loudly to catch their 

attention, but was rather readily ignored as Ginny spoke. “Merlin, Percy. How-where-who-how is 

it that you're here? I didn't even know you were alive.” 
 

“I know. I had it arranged that way. And I'm sorry for it, too,” replied Percy quietly. “It was easier 

this way.” 
 

Ginny's eyes narrowed. “What do you mean, 'easier?' You knew I was alive and you didn't come 



for me?” 
 

Noticeably, Percy did not meet his sister's sharp gaze. “It was easier for me to not have to think 

about what you were doing with yourself,” he murmured. “It was easier to not have to think 

about what Mum and Dad would have thought, or whether you were slowly killing yourself, or 

whether you had truly gone insane.” 
 

Ginny inhaled sharply and visibly steeled herself for the tirade to come. Fury had a name, and it 

was Ginevra Weasley. “Don't you dare judge me, Percy Weasley. You don't have the right. I 

have done what I had to-I did what I did to survive.” 
 

Percy shook his head minutely. A thin rim of unshed tears flickered in his devastated eyes. “But 

what you've done, Ginny.... The Dark Lord....” 
 

“And what about you?” From the dark shroud of contempt and anger that rolled over her pale 

features, Ginny did not want to hear this point from her sole surviving brother. “Fuck you, Percy. 

You joined the Death Eaters long before me. At least I didn't break our parents' hearts while 

they were still alive.” 
 

It was Percy's turn to gape like a fish, speechless. The woolen heap on the floor that was Lucius 

Malfoy stirred slightly, and Ginny casually Stunned him again with a jab of her wand. From the 

sudden thoughtful appraisal that crossed Percy's expression, Hermione finally realized what the 

problem was-Percy and Ginny did not know they were on the same side. 

 

That had to be it; Hermione flatly refused to believe Ginevra Weasley was a true servant of the 

Dark Lord, lover or not. Her already pummeled brain neatly packed that fact away to be dealt 

with at a more convenient, possibly alcohol-soaked time. She cleared her throat loudly, and both 

Weasleys shot her mirrored glares. 

 

Percy was the first to move. “Hermione,” he said with surprise. He stepped towards her and 

furrowed his brow with concern. “Do you need rescuing again?” 
 

“Story of my current life,” she replied. “Would someone please untie me? I have other things to 

do tonight, and they're all pretty important.” When Percy and Ginny exchanged wary looks, she 

huffed impatiently. “For the love of God, you're not enemies! Neither of you will rat out the other 

to anyone. Not to Malfoy,” she glared at Percy, “and not to Voldemort,” she flicked her gaze to 

Ginny, “so would someone please just untie me already?” 
 

In a display of familial bond that would have made Fred and George proud, the siblings blurted 

at the same time, “You're not really a Death Eater?” 
 

“No,” said Percy. “I guess not.” 
 

“'Hearts and minds,'” Ginny quoted. “They are my own.” 



 

Hermione grated her teeth, but instantly regretted causing herself unnecessary pain. Her tone 

was sharp and insistent. “Well, that's just fine and dandy, but would someone please just 

fucking untie me already?” 
 

“Certainly,” came Severus' weak voice from the corner of the room. “But you will have to be less 

shrill henceforth.” With a soft groan and the wince-inducing sound of popping joints, he pulled 

himself up using Graving's desk. He surveyed the room and quirked an eyebrow. “It would seem 

that everyone we need is here. Or will be, shortly.” He hefted himself upright and pointed his 

wand to Banish the ropes chafing Hermione's arms and legs. 

 

“Thank you, Severus,” she said, emphasizing his name with a pair of knife-like glares for the 

Weasleys. 

 

“Now that we've determined that no on here is going to tattle, let's bloody get on with it.” 
Severus turned to Hermione. “Vasiliy is in the dungeon. We need to get him out of the castle-” 
 

“Ellory is here, Severus,” she interrupted. Ginny nodded. 

 

“He's waiting for me to bring him to Malfoy and then to Tom. He's in the staff room. I was 

instructed to bring him to the URF down in the Chamber of Secrets.” 
 

“I don't trust a man of Ellory's capabilities or loyalties to either side of this fight,” Severus told her 

flatly. “He's too dangerous for anyone to have.” 
 

A gleam appeared in Ginny's eyes that scared Hermione. It looked like desperation. “But we 

could win, Snape, if he gives us his knowledge, his expertise. Do you understand that?” She 

was gesticulating wildly, and apparently did not notice. 

 

“Do you understand the devastation, the death that you would unleash? The lucky ones would 

die instantly, but would you sentence the rest of us to a long, lingering death that would make 

any further fighting or resistance against the Dark Lord impossible? You would destroy all of us, 

all of us who have made it this far!” He flicked his dark eyes to Hermione, who understood. They 

would not win this fight with Ginny Weasley; her entire posture announced her intent to have her 

way. He threw up his hands in frustration. “Fine. But allow me to make a suggestion, and please 

consider it carefully and fairly. Send Ellory elsewhere to meet your organization. Send him to 

France. If anything, it will make it more difficult for the Dark Lord to track him down if he's on the 

continent.” 
 

Ginny folded her arms stubbornly across her chest. “And who will take him? You, Snape? Why 

don't I take him myself and undo years of sacrifice by countless people?” 
 

Severus did not even pause to think. “Send Hermione. She was an Order member, and your 

trusted friend. The stalwart companion of Harry Potter. The URF wants her and recognizes her 



as someone they can trust. Besides, she needs to get out of Britain, too.” 
 

This unexpected suggestion did not compute within Hermione's mind. Flustered, she stared at 

him and made incoherent noises of protest. Severus did not look at here; his gaze was fixed 

firmly on the youngest Weasley, who appeared to be considering his plan. Finally, she 

shrugged. “Fine.” 
 

“Wait!” Hermione stepped into Severus' direct sightline. “What about Vasiliy?” 
 

He offered her a slight smile, a bare upturn of his mouth. “Go help Vasiliy. We can split up-” 
 

“No,” Percy finally interjected in this whole mess. “I don't think we should split up. We have 

strength in numbers, and if we run into Graving or anyone else, we'll need all of us to solve the 

situation. We all go to the dungeon, and we'll all go to fetch Ellory.” 
 

Indecipherable looks flickered back and forth between the siblings like a flame in a breeze, so 

quickly that Hermione could not even fathom what was being said, calculated, and decided 

without a single word. Ginny finally nodded, the barest motion of acquiescence to her brother's 

plan. 

 

Severus reached up and rubbed his palm over his eyes. “Very well. Vovo,” he called. A moment, 

longer than usual, passed before the little elf appeared in their midst. 

 

“Yes, Master Severus?” 
 

“Can you please take us all to Vasya?” he asked kindly. Both the Weasleys seemed surprised to 

hear gentle words slip from their former teacher's lips. 

 

Vovo took them all in with his large, glassy eyes and shook his head viciously. Tears spilled 

onto his wrinkled cheeks “Vovo can only take one at time,” he said between quiet sobs. 

 

“It's okay, Vovo,” Hermione soothed as she knelt down and took the elf's hand in hers. “Then 

take us one at a time.” 
 

Vovo nodded, took a huge gulping breath, and Disapparated with Hermione in tow with a loud 

crack. 

 

The biting cold of the dungeons came as a shock after the warmth of Graving's office. Nothing 

had moved since her time here; the desk stations were still neatly arranged with cauldron 

burners, silently awaiting a wand's instruction, resting on each table. Vasiliy sat, wheezing, on 

Severus' dusty desk. The blood covering him was congealing brown on his skin, but he did not 

appear to be bleeding freely from his wounds anymore. 

 

“Vasiliy?” she said tentatively, not wanting to frighten him. 



 

His head jerked up in her direction. “Oh. It is you, my dear. I was getting worried that you had 

forgotten your old friend Vasya down in this godforsaken dungeon. I still cannot believe that 

your headmaster allowed students down here on a daily basis.” 
 

Hermione shrugged. “Blame Severus, I suppose. He could have chosen any classroom he 

wished. How is it that you're all right?” 
 

Vasiliy tried to sigh, but it ended up in a trailing fit of coughing. Vovo rushed to his master's side, 

jabbering in Russian. The wandmaker put his hand reassuringly on the elf's head, and the two 

proceeded to have a very rapid-fire and serious exchange in their native language. When they 

had finished, Vovo Disapparated again. Hermione belatedly realized the little elf had certainly 

patched up his master; she was starting to believe that a lack of proper rest and food was 

starting to catch up with the workings of her brain. 

 

“Has he gone to get Severus?” she inquired as she approached the injured man. 

 

“No, my dear, he has not,” Vasiliy replied. 

 

“Why not?” she asked, now becoming suspicious and kicking herself for never having an 

interest in learning foreign languages. 

 

“Because I don't want him here.” He beckoned her closer; she obeyed, but was suddenly 

flooded with feelings of worry and suspicion. The combination made her both ashamed for 

doubting her friend and acutely more aware of how close her hand was to the hilt of her wand. 

“Vovo told me of your plan. Of Severus' plan. I can't let you go through with it.” 
 

Hermione's fingers jerked towards the carved wand handle. Vasiliy, even in his bloodied and 

battered state, was keen enough to notice the minute movement. His explanation came quickly, 

and his tongue stumbled to get the words out. “Hermione, my dear, you do not have to do this. 

You have fought enough, lived a hard enough life to step away. You are not obliged to involve 

yourself in this crazy scheme. These people, Hermione, they are grasping to a past that will 

never return. The wizarding world, and the Muggle world, too, they will never be the same. You 

do not have to keep risking your life for those you do not wholly trust or a cause that is 

unattainable. 

“You must be tired, my dear. You have been running and hiding for so long that the exhaustion 

is palpable. If you follow this plan, you are condemning yourself to a life of constant fear, of 

never stopping to catch your breath, of pain and loss. And that is if you do not just lose your life 

in a moment that is not worth dying for.” 
 

His words, so gentle, washed over her like a wave. No one had ever done this, telling her that 

she could step away, since Harry had been killed. For the first time, Hermione actually 

considered what it would be like to step away, to leave the fight, and make a different life for 

herself. The idea was peaceful, and quiet, and appealing to her very foundations. A tiny voice 



cried out that she was a Gryffindor. Leaving the fight was anathema to her. The rest of her being 

argued that school affiliations meant nothing now; she had been fighting since she was eleven, 

and the time for a rest had come. 

 

Vasiliy continued to speak. “Come with me, my dear Hermione. I know how to become invisible, 

to start over in a new place. The two of us could live out our lives in peace.” 
 

“And where would we go, Vasya?” she asked breathlessly. 

 

“A place where there is no one to intrude or to bring the outside world with them. I know many 

places such as this; we only need to choose one. Come with me, my dear. You and I could 

finally rest.” 
 

“What about Severus?” she whispered, afraid to break this compelling picture the wandmaker 

was creating. 

 

Vasiliy dropped his eyes for a moment and spoke solemnly. “Severus is not a man like I am. He 

is like a shark swimming in the ocean; should he stop fighting, he will die. His death would be 

slow and painful to watch.” 
 

Hermione's memories of meeting Severus Snape in the darkened building outside the ghetto 

bubbled to the surface. She could remember the exact details of his gaunt face, the instability of 

his mind, the torment of his guilty conscience. She remembered how eagerly he had eaten the 

bread from her pocket and the shameless way he had asked for more, so unlike her Potions 

professor. She recalled the rage he had felt upon believing she had the Dark Mark, and the 

distress he showed that night in Vasiliy's house after his actions had nearly gotten her captured 

and killed. 

 

Most importantly, she remembered the restoration of Severus Snape's soul when she had 

forgiven him. 

 

Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes as she met Vasiliy's gaze. “I cannot go with you, 

Vasya.” 
 

He reached out and grabbed her hand with both of his own. “And why not, my dear Hermione?” 
 

“Because I will not stop fighting as long as Severus Snape is alive.” The words surprised her as 

much as they did the wandmaker. Vasiliy's hands tightened on hers. 

 

“You are a brave woman,” he said, and somehow Hermione knew he was not referring to her 

continued fight against Voldemort. “Very well. I shall vanish tonight, never to be seen or heard 

from again.” 
 

“Where will you go?” 



 

“Perhaps Mongolia. There are many hidden places there.” He sighed, deeply, but the sound of 

Vovo Apparating in the classroom masked the sound. “Vovo will take you to where the others 

are waiting, and then, my dear, we shall never see each other again.” 
 

“You're so certain, Vasya?” The sadness in her voice made her words rough and quiet. 

 

“I am. I wish you the best, but I cannot say what the best may entail. Da svidan'ya, my dear 

Hermione.” 
 

Vasiliy Gregorovich leaned forward and kissed her tenderly on both cheeks. He paused for a 

split second before pressing his lips against hers; she felt a small hand take hers and felt the 

uncomfortable pressure of Apparition. Before she Disapparated completely, she heard the 

wandmaker mutter sadly, “Obliviate.” 
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The Man Who Sold the World 

Chapter Thirty-One 

 

By the time the fogginess that inevitably comes with a Memory Charm faded from Hermione's 

senses, the only people left to rail against were those who did not perform the magic. She was 

sitting comfortably in a tall, plushly upholstered wing back chair that she seemed to remember 

from her days as a student at Hogwarts. Severus was crouched in front of her, peering at her 

intently in a possible attempt to discover how powerful Vasiliy's spell had been. 

 

“Between the Stunning and the head injuries and the Memory Charms, it's truly amazing that I'm 

not sitting here in a puddle of my own drool,” Hermione muttered. Her tongue felt thick and 

fuzzy, like a cruel puppeteer had sewed a piece of felt to it. 

 

“It's because you have so many extra brain cells that you can spare a few,” Severus replied with 

a brief smile. “What did that idiot do to you?” 
 

“He Obliviated me just as Vovo was bringing me here. Speaking of which,” she paused and tried 

to glance around, “where are we?” 
 

No sooner had the words escaped her lips that she recognized the room they occupied. It was 

quiet, yes, and missing the phoenix that used to perch in the corner, but they were clearly sitting 

in the middle of Albus Dumbledore's former office in the middle of Hogwarts. The little 



instruments that used to create so much bustle were still and covered with a fine layer of dust 

that suggested the castle's elves were either stretched too thin to clean or had been incapable 

of penetrating the wards on the room also. 

 

Severus quirked his eyebrow, knowing full well he did not need to answer her question. “Do you 

remember what happened in the dungeons?” 
 

“Yes,” she answered truthfully. Shame that she had actually considered abandoning him for a 

life away from the fighting brought prickly tears to her eyes once more, but she managed to 

blink them away before they spilled onto her cheeks. Severus eyed her with concern and 

suspicion, so she continued quickly, “Vasiliy decided he was going to leave. Start over 

somewhere else with Vovo.” 
 

Severus nodded his head with understanding. “He would. Vasya has never been one for 

fighting. I will not judge him for it. Did he say where he was going?” 
 

Hermione opened her mouth to answer, and found she could not form the reply. She snapped 

her teeth together to avoid looking like a gaping fish. Severus made a noise of understanding. 

“That would be what he made you forget, obviously. No matter.” He rose from his spot and held 

out his hand to help her out of the chair. She grasped it firmly and hauled herself out of the 

comfortable upholstery. Once she was up, she found herself not wanting to let go of his hand. 

For a moment, they stood with their palms pressed together amiably. Severus turned his head 

to look at her in surprise before the sound of a door creaking open startled them both. Hermione 

dropped his hand to seize her wand. 

 

The main door of the office was still firmly shut; it was a small, hidden door to the left that had 

swung open to admit Ginny, Percy, a figure Hermione did not instantly recognise, and bringing 

up the rear in her flannel dressing gown, Madam Pince. The third person was of average size 

and build, but dressed in cheap gray wizarding robes that were not shut. Underneath he wore a 

very nice Muggle suit, complete with a tie knotted in a double Windsor. He carried a leather 

briefcase in one hand. His face, relatively unlined but wearing an expression that Hermione 

could not quite identify, was pale and partially hidden behind a large pair of spectacles.  

 

Severus' whole body seemed to relax minutely once the door closed behind them. 

 

“What is going on, Severus?” Hermione asked quietly. 

 

“Vovo brought us here instead of the dungeon. Somehow he penetrated Albus' wards on this 

room and effectively dissolved them. We've decided what to do with Ellory.” He pointedly did not 

look at her while he spoke, and Hermione felt a hard lump in her stomach. He was going to 

send her away. Even after she had resolved to stay with him, to be his friend, to watch his back 

and given up her only chance to live out her life peacefully, he was going to force her to leave. 

 

Before she could say anything, Madam Pince's wand appeared in the old librarian's hand and 



she had bound the unidentified man-obviously Ellory-to the spot and cast a Mufflatio around the 

rest of the room. “I thought I made it perfectly clear that I did not want to be part of this 

foolishness,” she snapped to both Ginny and Severus. “I am just a librarian, I do not wish to 

make my life harder than it already is!” 
 

“It was the only way, Irma,” Severus said apologetically just as Ginny snapped, “Once this is 

over, I will never bother you again, Pince.” 
 

The librarian rolled her eyes and focused her glare on Hermione. “I hope you know what you're 

doing, girl.” 
 

“I don't even know what's going on,” Hermione admitted, fixing her ire upon Severus. “Care to fill 

me in?” 
 

“You will take Ellory to the continent,” Severus said. He seemed to have donned his proverbial 

teaching mantle, because his tone of voice sounded exactly as though he were giving brewing 

instructions. “You will meet with the URF.” 
 

“What do you mean, 'you,'” she retorted. “I will not be going anywhere without you. As Percy's 

pointed out, I'm generally in need of rescuing.” She tried to keep the frantic edge out of her 

voice as she spoke. Pleading would not help her case now; she had to sound like she was in a 

position to make demands. 

 

“I need Snape here,” Ginny announced with a hard voice. “The URF needs you elsewhere, 

Hermione. If you are really serious about fighting, you need to fall in line.” 
 

Hermione turned on her school friend in fury. “I did not join your little resistance, Ginevra. I am a 

member of the Order of the Phoenix, and I will not be traded or sold or used for barter!” 
 

“Hermione,” Percy said softly, “the Order of the Phoenix has been wiped out.” 
 

To her credit, Ginny did not meet Hermione's hysteria with anger or a sharp tone. Instead, she 

smiled a infinitesimal smile. “'Mione,” she said softly, “I need your help. The URF needs your 

help. If we're going to take Ellory and use him to our advantage to defeat Voldemort, you are the 

only person on this earth I trust to do it.” 
 

Rage continued to bubble up within Hermione, threatening to burst at the surface, but Severus 

put a hand across her back and onto her shoulder. “May I have a word with her?” he politely 

asked Ginny. The redhead nodded once, and Severus guided Hermione away from the group 

and back towards the chair. She did not sit, but crossed her arms across her chest. “Hermione,” 
he said softly. 

 

“What.” It was not an invitation for him to continue speaking, but he took her flat reply as such. 

 



“I need you to go,” he said, his voice still a whisper. 

 

“I don't want to go.” 
 

He sighed and visibly steeled himself for the rest of this confrontation by leaning towards her. 

Their heads were nearly touching. “Remember what I said about how dangerous Ellory is in 

anyone's hands? I meant every word. You and I cannot allow these URF amateurs to get their 

hands on a nuclear scientist, nor can we allow him to stay in Britain to be used by the Dark 

Lord. You know that.” 
 

Reluctantly, she conceded the point with a nod. Aggravating as it was, he was right. The chance 

that any faction in this conflict could potentially wreak nuclear chaos was too frightening to 

ignore. Severus did not allow her time to come up with another argument. “So I need to you take 

care of this.” Wordlessly, he waved his wand and cast a second Mufflatio. “Tell Miss Weasley 

that you will take Ellory to meet the URF on the continent. You will be his chaperone.” Without 

warning, he grabbed her hand with both of his own and held it against his chest. She could feel 

his heart beating wildly in his chest. “You will conceal this vial on your person and administer its 

contents into the man's drink at the earliest convenience. Vovo fetched it for me from my 

dungeons. Keep it safe; I can't make more any time soon.” She felt a small, cool glass vial drop 

into her sleeve and tried her best not to make any indication that he had placed it there. “You 

will find a place to blend in to the best of your ability. I will come for you when I am done here.” 
She did not want to ask the question, but it rolled off her tongue anyway. “And what are you 

going to do here?” She felt as timid as her voice. 

 

“Miss Weasley has asked for my help in developing a poison that would kill the Dark Lord. She 

has the access to ingredients and equipment, as well as to the subject.” He paused briefly. “I 
could finally be rid of the bastard,” he said sardonically. 

 

“But, Severus,” she began, but he interrupted her. 

 

“Hermione, please don't make this any harder than it already is. If you are off the island, I will 

know you are already safer than I could ever make you.” His eyes locked with hers, but it was 

not for legilimency as he begged her, “Please. Please go.” 
 

Every part of her warned her even as she spoke. “Okay.” 
 

“Thank you.” He let go of her hand and removed the Mufflatio. Turning to the others, his voice 

became that of Professor Snape. “It is agreed. Miss Weasley?” 
 

Ginny's smile was wider than Hermione had seen since running into the young woman in the 

Forbidden Forest. “Thank you, Hermione. I'm sure Harry would thank you if he could. You will 

meet the URF in Belgium. We have intelligence that the local population, Wizarding and Muggle 

alike, are uprising against the Death Eater government. It's safe to say that together, they will be 

very successful. The operatives there know you are coming; it will all be arranged. 



“The house you'll Floo into is a safehouse. Lie low there for three days, and someone will be 

there to meet you on the fourth day before breakfast.” 
 

“Fine,” replied Hermione. “Wait. I thought the Floo network was under strict control and 

observation.” 
 

Percy cleared his throat. “Yes, well, I may just have the spell and the authority to unlock a Floo 

for a one-time emergency usage. My boss is technically still unconscious downstairs. It's not like 

he'll notice.” 
 

Madam Pince grumbled, “And these idiots got me out of bed to use the last of my bloody Floo 

powder. Which doesn't come cheap these days, by the way. I'll need Severus' late fees to pay 

for new.” 
 

“See?” Ginny said. “It's settled, then.” She unbound Ellory and beckoned him forward. The 

physicist seemed annoyed. 

 

“Can we get on with this meeting? It's been scheduled for quite some time, and I've come a long 

way,” he complained. 

 

“Certainly, Dr. Ellory. The meeting place has been changed, however. For security reasons,” 
she added. “If you would kindly step into the fireplace, you shall arrive at your destination.” As 

Ellory passed her, Hermione realized his eyes were a bit foggy, just as hers had been not a few 

moments ago. “You may have to Confund him every so often to keep him from running off or 

asking too many questions.” 
 

Hermione nodded, and brushed past Severus to stand next to Ellory in the enormous fireplace. 

 

“Thank you for this,” Ginny said. 

 

Severus said nothing. He simply watched Hermione with an open expression of relief and care. 

Before Madam Pince could stick her hand in her container of Floo powder and toss it into the 

fireplace, Hermione rushed out and flung herself against the last person anyone in the room 

expected: Severus Snape. 

 

Severus closed his long arms around her and held her tightly against his chest. She could hear 

his heart beating through the wool of his uniform, and she thought it sped up considerably as 

the embrace continued. “Goodbye, Severus,” she whispered. 

 

His lips tickled her ear much like it had done in the alley of Hogsmeade. “Goodbye, Hermione.” 
 

She pulled back, but did not take her hands completely off his body. She moved them to the 

sides of his face, and in one unexpected motion, pulled him down so she could lay her lips upon 

his. Someone in the room gasped audibly; it was probably Percy, she figured later that it had 



been him. 

 

It was not a chaste kiss, nor was it a kiss of inflamed passion. It was the meeting of solace, 

forgiveness, and need. Both gave, and both took. When they finally parted, they said nothing to 

each other. 

 

Hermione returned to the fireplace and watched only Severus. She did not hear Madam Pince 

call the name of the Floo in which they would appear. The green flames of the Floo powder 

consumed her vision, and he was gone from her sight. 

 

 

 

 

 

* 

 

 

 

On the third day of their captivity in the URF safehouse, Hermione and Emilien Ellory decided to 

brave the outside world for some fresh pastry and some strong coffee. A short, brisk walk found 

them sitting on the sidewalk of a café, sharing the neutral silence that occurs between a witch 

and her Confunded acquaintance. Hermione offered Ellory a section of the newspaper, and he 

took it politely. The top copy announced in huge black letters that the planned overthrow of the 

Death Eater government in Belgium had been successful. While Ellory was shielded behind 

newsprint, the waiter arrived and set their coffees on the white tablecloth. The man poured two 

cups and left them to add their own cream and sugar. Deftly, Hermione unsealed the glass vial 

she had hidden in her pocket and poured the clear contents into the cup furthest from her. With 

her other hand on her wand and a wordless spell, she Vanished the vial. “Do you care for cream 

and sugar?” she asked the physicist. 

 

“Just sugar, please. Two lumps.” The man did not even bother to lower his paper as she 

dumped two white sugar rocks into the cup and stirred carefully. 

 

“There you are,” she said calmly. 

 

“Thank you.” Ellory folded his newspaper and took up his cup. Smelling it appreciatively, he took 

a sip and sighed. “Excellent brew.” 
 

Hermione made a noncommittal sound and drank from her own cup. The pair enjoyed their 

coffees in silence, only making happy noises when the waiter returned with their assorted 

pastries. “Would you like more coffee, monsieur?” the waiter asked. 

 

“Yes, please,” Ellory replied. 

 



“Oh, my gosh,” Hermione exclaimed. “I think that woman went to school with me! If you will 

excuse me for a moment, I simply must go after her.” 
 

Ellory nodded politely. Hermione hurried out of her chair to chase after a blond woman who had 

just entered a crowd of people waiting to cross an intersection. Just as Hermione reached the 

crowd, she heard a loud cry and an exclamation, “Monsieur! Are you all right? Monsieur? 

Appellez le medecin!” 
 

Hermione turned away from the crowd and walked alone down the next street. 

 

 

 

---------------------------------------- 

Author's Notes: 

 

Well, there you have it. If you have been reading since the beginning, I thank you for your 

patience. If you have just started and it's three o'clock in the morning, you can go to bed now. 

 

I hope you have enjoyed this as much as I have, and I will now bid you adieu. 

-Meggory 

 

 

 


