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A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. I have completely ignored the ending of HBP. For the purposes of 
this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so alive he is – at least here! The events of the books 
are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events that, in the books, 
may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into one day, or 
completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that JKR is telling. 
Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the product of my own 
imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the WIKTT forum by 
Ladyofthemasque.  
 
The Challenge goes like this: 
 
Lost in a Book Challenge 
Offered by Ladyofthemasque 
 
Based upon the story “Lost in a (Not So) Good Book” by Bubblebunny 
(http://ashwinder.sycophanthex.com/viewstory.php?sid=12466) 
 
 
Here’s the Lost in A Book Challenge: 
 
1. Hermione Granger and Severus Snape encounter a wizarding romance novel 
 
2. They get sucked literally into the storyline, taking on the roles of the hero and heroine 
 
3. They must complete the storyline of the novel in order to escape the book and return to the 
real world 
 
4. They must fall in love with each other during the course of their adventure, though they don’t 



have to start out that way, if you don’t want. The main genre will therefore be Romance. 
 
5. The sub-genre of the novel can be any category—Western, Sci-Fi, Fantasy, Regency, 
Contemporary, Horror, Medieval, Prehistorical, and so forth…but the MAIN category must remain 
focused on building some sort of romance between SS/HG (mildly romantic or downright smutty 
or some combination thereof). 
 
6. The number of “chapters” should be at least 5, though the chapters can be as short as 100 
words, or as long as 10,000. (There shall be no limit to the size of the story, but it would be 
really, really nice if you finished it, and didn’t abandon it…) 
 
7. Severus and Hermione must kiss at least 3 times, though it doesn’t have to be voluntarily at 
first. Greater levels of passion are at the author’s discretion, but nothing lesser will be accepted. 
 
8. The Deadline for this Challenge (submitting the *first* chapter) will be February 17th, 2006, 
because it’s my birthday, and I want to read some nice prezzies from all the fine writers here at 
WIKTT. If there’s lots of enthusiasm, I’ll definitely consider extending the deadline. 
 
9. Feel free to use other HP characters to fill out the various supporting cast roles. CAVEAT: If 
you decide to place this into a specific genre, such as the Anita Blake series (by Laurell K. 
Hammilton…mmm, Severus as Jean-Claude…), please be mindful that some fanfic sites do not 
allow crossover-fics to be posted on their boards (for example, Ashwinder or 
RestrictedSection.org). 
 
10. Suggested (but not required) phrases to be included in the story: 
 
-- “You ripped my bodice!” “Well, it is a bodice ripper!” 
 
-- “…I miss my cat.” (because I like Crookshanks) OR “…I miss my pussy.” Feel free to form 
jokes from this second line, if you like. 
 
-- “You know, we are a witch and a wizard; we can cast anti-gravity charms back on the planet. 
We didn’t have to go into outer space to just float around the room together.” 
 
-- “Why are you wearing neck-bolts?” “They go with my school tie!” 
 
-- “You realize, of course, that the memory of you in makeup, high heels and tights will make an 
excellent Pensieve-based blackmail opportunity.” “I would think you would realize that in this 
era, it is very manly to wear…makeup, high heels, and… look like a bloody ponce, don’t I?” “A 
bloody ponce with kissable red lips and gorgeous, sexy legs. You really should wear heels and 
skintight pants more often.” “I should?” “Yes; you have very lickable calves.” 
 
-- “Please, let this not be a Betty Neels plot! For once, I’d like to have the chance to actually 
shag the hero!” (Or “…shag the heroine!”, depending on who is doing the pleading.) 
 
-- “You can’t fall in love with me! I’m supposed to be the villain! Don’t you see my black clothes? 
The villain always wears the black clothes! I can’t be the bloody hero!” “It’s called an anti-hero, 
Severus, and they’re very popular among the ladies, these days. You should know the type—the 
bad-boy who turns out to be good, deep down inside? You’re practically the poster-boy!” 
 
-- “Oh, dear god—it’s a Mary Sue!” “A what?” “A Mary Sue! A super-character invented by hack 
writers to create a too-powerful, too-perfect fictional character. It’s the sort of person the writer 
secretly wants to be, and yet no one else wants to read about! At least, not without feeling the 



urge to mangle the book!” 
 
-- Anybody who can work in the line from that other WIKTT Challenge, “—You are unbelievable!” 
gets extra brownie points. 
 
11. Authors: In order to conserve space on WIKTT, the powers that be have asked me to ask 
you the following favour: if you are planning on uploading your response to an offlist archive 
such as FF.net, Whispers, SnitchFiction, FanDomination, etc; rather than uploading it into the 
challenge folder as well, please upload a linking file that will direct readers to the offlist location. 
This is not a requirement - please don't deprive us of your work because you're concerned about 
space - only comply with the request if you are planning to post offlist. Thank you!  

 
 
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile! 

 
 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine. 

 
 
 
As the Pages Turn  
 
 
Prologue: The Saga Begins 
 
 
Severus Snape had a headache. Considering the day he’d had, this was not a surprise. 
Supervising a double Potions class with first years was always difficult. The fact that the first 
years were from Gryffindor and Slytherin made “difficult” the best thing one could say about the 
situation. 
 
Snape threw down his quill and rubbed at the back of his neck, trying to ease the knot of tension 
gathered there. He would not be able to concentrate on marking these essays until his headache 
subsided. He went into his private storeroom to get a pain-relieving potion. He cursed under his 
breath when he realised he had none left. He remembered using the last of it after last week’s 
double Potions class. He had been meaning to brew some, but had forgotten. He briefly 
considered going to Poppy, and then thought better of it. The well-meaning witch would fuss 
over him and he was definitely not in the mood to be fussed over tonight, or any other night, for 
that matter. 
 
He looked at his watch and realised it was almost time for him to begin his rounds. He stretched, 
hoping to ease some of the tension in his neck and shoulders. Perhaps the walk through the 
corridors would help his headache. If it was not better by the time he finished his rounds, he 
would give in, albeit none too gracefully, and visit the infirmary.  
 
Snape slid his feet back into his dragon-hide boots and re-buttoned his frock coat. He pulled his 
teaching robes on, checking that they draped and billowed correctly. He made sure his wand was 
tucked into his sleeve and left his quarters. He warded his door and set off toward the 



Astronomy Tower. 
 
It was a Friday night. Perhaps he would be lucky enough to intercept a couple of overly-
hormonal Gryffindors out after curfew. Deducting a large number of House points was sure to 
make him feel better, even if he didn’t get the headache potion. 
 
Much to Snape’s disappointment, the Astronomy Tower was deserted. He walked along the 
corridors of the seventh floor, passing the portraits that guarded Ravenclaw Tower. The 
slumbering inhabitants of the portraits barely lifted an eyelid as he passed.  
 
Security has certainly gotten lax since Voldemort’s fall, Snape thought sourly.  
 
Snape walked down two flights of stairs, carefully avoiding the vanishing step halfway down the 
second flight. Once on the fifth floor, he made a quick sweep of the prefects’ bathroom. The 
mermaid in the painting over the tub winked at him, and brushed a hand suggestively over her 
bare breast. He just scowled at her and left the room when he saw it was empty save for the 
libidinous mermaid. 
 
Snape walked down another flight of stairs, and then up a corridor toward the library. He was 
surprised to see someone sitting at one of the tables just outside the Restricted Section. The 
library closed at eight o’clock, and it was now well after ten. Not only was the student in the 
library after closing time, but she (the long mass of curly hair trailing down the miscreant’s back 
told him it was a she) was also out after curfew. Mentally rubbing his hands together gleefully, 
Snape wondered if he could get away with deducting one hundred House points without the 
ever-twinkling headmaster coming down on him too forcefully. 
 
Snape slipped his wand out of his sleeve and glided on silent feet toward his unsuspecting 
victim. Her back was to him and she was obviously quite enthralled with whatever she was 
reading, so she didn’t hear his approach. He hadn’t been a spy for nearly twenty years for 
nothing. 
 
He leaned over the girl’s shoulder. Anyone looking on might have thought he was about to 
whisper in her ear. 
 
“What is the meaning of this?” he thundered. 
 
The girl squealed and the book she’d been reading flew up into the air. She picked up her wand 
from the table and spun toward the intruder in one swift, graceful movement. 
 
“Expelliarmus!” Snape shouted and the girl’s wand flew out of her hand. Snape caught it deftly 
and tucked it into his sleeve. 
 
“Great Merlin’s balls, Snape, are you trying to kill me? You nearly frightened me to death,” 
Hermione Granger said as she bent to retrieve the fallen book. 
 
“That would be Professor Snape to you, Professor Granger,” Snape said with a sneer. “I wasn’t 
trying to kill you. If I had been, Albus and Minerva would be planning your funeral by now. I 
thought you were a wayward student.” 
 
“Oh, it would certainly have been all right to frighten a student to death, then,” Hermione said 
with a similar sneer in her voice. 
 
“One less dunderhead to worry about,” he said. He sighed as the joyful image of one hundred 



rubies vanishing from Gryffindor’s hourglass faded. 
 
“Just as sensitive and tactful as you’ve always been, aren’t you, Severus,” Hermione said. 
 
“I’m sure you have me confused with someone else. I’m also sure that I have requested, 
repeatedly, that you address me with more respect, Professor Granger,” Snape ground out 
through clenched teeth. 
 
“Oh, go bugger yourself, Snape,” Hermione said cheerfully. “I’m no longer your student; you no 
longer have the power to strike fear into my heart.” 
 
“I’m beginning to wonder if I ever did,” he growled. 
 
“Well, of course you did, Snape,” Hermione assured him. “When I was a first year, I was quite 
petrified of you.” 
 
“I thought you were petrified in your second year,” he sniped. 
 
“Oh, I was, but not of you,” she parried. 
 
“What a pity that Pomona had such a good batch of Mandrakes that year,” Snape said sourly. “It 
was quite peaceful ‘round the castle whilst you were indisposed.” 
 
“As scintillating as this conversation is, I suppose I should go back to my quarters now,” 
Hermione said, ignoring his previous remark. “May I have my wand back?” She held her hand 
out expectantly. 
 
“You have not explained what you were doing in the library so late,” Snape said. 
 
“No, I have not explained. Nor do I intend to explain. I’m a teacher here, Severus. I don’t have 
to explain myself to anyone except the headmaster,” she said. “Now give me my wand.” 
 
“I am Head of Slytherin House. Technically that makes me your superior…” 
 
“In your dreams,” Hermione muttered. 
 
“If you doubt that what I’ve just told you is true, we can always go to the headmaster,” Snape 
said smoothly. Then he smirked.  
 
He watched her face as she mentally went over her options. He knew the moment she realised 
that he was correct. She drew her dignity about her like an invisible cloak. 
 
“I was reading,” she said with haughty grandeur. “Isn’t that what one generally does in a 
library?” 
 
“What were you reading?” he asked. 
 
“I hardly think that’s any of your business,” she said.  
 
Snape noticed the blush creeping up her neck and flooding her face. Things were definitely 
getting interesting. 
 
“What were you reading?” he persisted. 



 
“I was reading a book,” she said. 
 
“What book?” 
 
“Really, Professor Snape,” Hermione said, “I’m not reading up on the Dark Arts or trying to learn 
how to brew an untraceable poison!” 
 
“So, now I’m ‘Professor Snape,’ am I?” he drawled. “And, for your information, Professor 
Granger, ‘untraceable poison’ and ‘Dark Arts’ is a redundancy. 
 
“Now…what book were you reading?” 
 
“It’s just a silly book I confiscated from one of my seventh years,” she finally admitted. 
 
“Yes?” 
 
“Yes. Now, may I have my wand back?” 
 
“No. Let me see the book,” he demanded. 
 
“Come now, Severus, I can’t believe you would be interested in such drivel,” she said as she 
moved her hand, with the book in it, behind her back. 
 
“You are obviously interested enough in such drivel to be sitting here reading it, more than two 
hours after the library has closed,” he said. “That seems like quite a recommendation coming 
from a studious and well-educated witch such as you.” 
 
“Please, Severus, my wand!” Hermione pleaded. For a moment, Snape thought she might stamp 
her foot. 
 
“Please, Hermione,” he said, imbuing the name with all the scorn and sarcasm he could muster, 
“the book!” He held his hand out. 
 
“You really are a bastard,” Hermione said as she brought the book out from behind her back. 
 
“Everyone has to be good at something,” he countered as he reached for the book. 
 
Snape’s hand closed over the book, but before Hermione could let go of her end of it, there was 
a flash of brilliant purple light and the sound of wind roaring around them. The library started 
spinning around them, faster and faster until the room was nothing but a blur. 
 
Hermione and Snape looked at each other over the book. It was now the centre of their universe 
and both held on tightly.  
 
“Do not let go!” Snape shouted over the nearly deafening noise of the maelstrom that 
surrounded them. 
 
Hermione could only nod. The spinning room was beginning to make her queasy so she closed 
her eyes and hoped she wouldn’t be sick. 
 
 
After what seemed like hours, but was probably only a minute or two, the howling wind died 



down and the room stopped spinning. 
 
 
Hermione opened her eyes. 
 
She was sitting at a workbench in the Potions classroom. Harry Potter sat on one side of her, 
and Ron Weasley on the other. They were not the Harry Potter and the Ron Weasley she knew 
now, however. They were younger…much younger. She looked down at herself. Her teaching 
robes were gone and she was wearing simple student robes over a school uniform. Other than 
that, she looked the same as she had when she’d been in the library just minutes ago. Harry and 
Ron looked at her, but neither seemed to notice that she was now twenty-five years old.  
 
What the bloody hell was going on? 
 
She looked to the front of the classroom. Snape was standing in front of the class. He looked 
even paler than usual, if that was possible. Other than that, he looked exactly as he’d looked 
when he’d come upon her reading in the library. She looked at him and saw his eyes widen.  
 
Something had gone terribly wrong when he had touched the book, and he knew it. 
 
 
Snape looked out over the classroom full of children. He saw Hermione Granger sitting between 
Harry Potter and Ron Weasley. Except for the fact that she was wearing a school uniform, 
instead of the teaching robes she’d been wearing in the library, she looked like the twenty-five 
year old witch she was.  
 
His eyes met hers and he knew she was also aware that this was wrong.  
 
Somehow, the book had thrown them back in time.  
 
They were fucked. 

 
 
 
A/N: Up next: Chapter One: Barry Plotter and the Sorcerer's Bone - Part One. 
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may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into one day, or 
completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that JKR is telling. 
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Chapter One: Barry Plotter and the Sorcerer’s Bone 
 
 
Day one in the book: September 6th 
 
Hermione looked down at the timetable on the workbench in front of her. According to the 
timetable, her name was Harriet Stranger and she was in her ten o’clock double Potions class 
with the Viperspits.  
 
Then she looked at the timetable again. The double Potions class was being taught by Professor 
Seximus Snake.  
 
Harriet Stranger? Viperspits? Seximus Snake?  
 
I must be dreaming, Hermione thought. Either I’m dreaming, or I fell and hit my head when the 
library started spinning. 
 
Hermione looked to the front of the classroom and saw Snape looking down at his seating plan. 
She could see the confusion on his face as he looked at the names. He raised his head and 
looked at her. Then he looked back down at the parchment on his desk. He looked up again and 
caught her eye. He quirked a brow at her questioningly. She nodded, almost imperceptibly.  
 
The bell signalling the end of class chimed. Everyone gathered up their books, parchments, and 
quills and started shuffling towards the door. 
 
“Please remain, Miss…Stranger,” Snape called out over the noise of the departing students. 
 
“Yes, sir,” she answered. 
 
“Bloody git,” whispered the boy Hermione knew as Ron Weasley, “doesn’t he know it’s lunch 
time?” 
 
“Save me a place,” Hermione said. “I’ll be in the Great Hall as soon as possible.” 
 
“All right, Harriet,” said the boy she knew as Harry Potter. 
 
She forced a smile as the two of them headed out. 
 
When all the other students were gone, Snape cast a Locking Spell and a Silencing Spell on the 
door and walked down to stand next to Hermione. 



 
“What’s happened here, Professor Granger? Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
“Do I look like I’m laughing, Snape?” she asked. 
 
“Did you have a Time Turner with you in the library?” Snape wanted to know. 
 
“Of course I didn’t. I haven’t used a Time Turner since my third year.” 
 
“At first glance, it appears we’ve been thrown back in time – I would say fourteen years,” he 
said with a frown. 
 
“Yes, that’s my guess as well. This is my first year double Potions class.” 
 
“But there’s something even stranger than the time travel, if that’s possible,” Snape said. “When 
I looked at my seating plan, the students’ names are different.” 
 
“According to my timetable, my name is Harriet Stranger. I will wager that the boys sitting on 
either side of me are Barry Plotter and Roland Wisely,” Hermione said with a grimace. 
 
“How did you know that?” Snape demanded.  
 
“I can’t explain how this has happened, but it seems we have fallen into the book I was reading 
in the library,” Hermione said. 
 
“Don’t be daft, girl,” Snape sneered. “It’s not possible to fall into a book!” 
 
“The name of this school is Pigmoles. The Headmaster is Elvis Slumbermore. There are four 
Houses here – Lionsden, Falconsnest, Badgerburrow, and Viperspit. You are Head of House for 
Viperspit.” Hermione paused. “Your name is Seximus Snake.” 
 
“What! How dare you!” Snape drew himself up to tower over Hermione. Much to his chagrin, she 
refused to be cowed. 
 
“Oh, get over it, Snape!” she snapped. “I didn’t write the bloody book, I was only reading it. 
Minding my own business, I might add, until you came along and demanded I hand the book 
over to you.” 
 
“I had a right to see it,” he said indignantly. 
 
“Perhaps if you had requested a look at it, instead of demanding it, I would have shown it to 
you. It was a rather amusing tale,” she said. 
 
“I find nothing amusing about any of this,” Snape snarled. “We must find a way back to our own 
time and place.” 
 
“I agree. I’ll start doing some research in the library. In the meantime, I suppose we shall have 
to play along with this scenario,” Hermione said. 
 
“’Play along?’” Snape sneered. “I refuse to ‘play along’ in this ridiculous charade.” 
 
“I’m not sure we’ll have any choice,” Hermione said, “at least not until we can find a way out.” 
 



Snape thought about what she was saying and realised she was probably right. Although it 
pained him to admit it, he needed to know more about the situation they were in if he was going 
to carry off the charade. 
 
“You may be right, Professor Granger,” Snape said at last.  
 
“Oh, damn, after fourteen years, I finally get you to admit I’m right about something and there’s 
no one here to witness it. I shall have to make an entry in my diary,” Hermione said dryly. 
 
“Insolent chit,” Snape sneered. 
 
“Arrogant prat,” Hermione sneered right back. 
 
They glared at each other for a moment, and then Snape looked away. 
 
“You need to give me information about that bloody book. I need to know the details about 
this…environment,” Snape said.  
 
“I confiscated the book from a seventh year girl in my Charms class. The title of the book is Love 

is the Answer. 
 
Snape snorted but made no other comment. 
 
Hermione ignored his snort and continued speaking. “It was written by Emulous Drabbled.” 
 
“Why am I not surprised that I’ve never heard of such a wizard?” Snape asked. 
 
“Will you stop interrupting me and let me give you some details?” Hermione said with 
exasperation. “We don’t have a lot of time. I need to get to the Great Hall to meet Barry and 
Roland.” 
 
“Ah, yes. Barry and Roland. The other two-thirds of the Golden Trio.” 
 
“The Gleesome Threesome,” Hermione corrected him. 
 
“What?” 
 
“In the book, the three protagonists are called, ‘The Gleesome Threesome.’” 
 
“Oh, Merlin, spare me,” Snape groaned. 
 
“Do you want to hear the rest or are you going to try to flounder around on your own?” 
Hermione was really starting to lose her patience with the man. 
 
“Pray, continue, Professor Granger,” Snape said sourly. “I’m utterly fascinated.” 
 
“The book is obviously a Roman a Clef. A Roman a Clef is a book which, while purporting to be a 
work of fiction, is actually…” 
 
“I know what a Roman a Clef is,” Snape interrupted her. “I’m not one of your dunderheaded 
students.” 
 
Hermione glared at him and considered an appropriately snide remark, and then she realized 



that her warning to him about wasting what little time they had applied to her as well. She 
pressed on with her explanation. 
 
“This particular Roman a Clef tells the story of Pigmoles Academy of Magic. It follows the 
exploits of The Gleesome Threesome as they work toward the defeat of Lord Moldyport and his 
gang of followers known as Doom Diners,” 
 
“Oh, gods, why me?” Snape groaned. 
 
“The other Heads of House are Matilda MacGyver of Lionsden, Phillip Phlatulent of Falconsnest, 
and Pomander Sprigs of Badgerburrow,” Hermione explained. 
 
“If I ever meet the arsehole who wrote such rubbish, I’ll hang his bollocks from his ears,” Snape 
swore. 
 
“Not if I find him first,” Hermione promised. 
 
They were interrupted by a knock at the door. 
 
“Professor Snake! Professor Snake!” a voice could be heard shouting outside the door. 
 
“That sounds like Draco Malfoy,” Snape said. 
 
“His name here is Jacko Badboy,” Hermione informed him. 
 
“Of course it is,” Snape sighed. His headache was getting worse. 
 
Snape quickly reversed the Locking Spell and bellowed, “Enter!” 
 
A ferrety looking boy with white-blond hair and pale grey eyes rushed into the room. 
 
“What do you want…Badboy,” Snape nearly choked on the name. 
 
“Plotter and Wisely have attacked Drabbe and Boyle in the Great Hall. I thought you should 
know,” said Badboy with a smirk. 
 
“I shall look into the matter,” Snape said.  
 
“Father will be upset if you don’t deduct at least a hundred points from Lionsden for this,” said 
Badboy. 
 
“Your father, Ludicrous Badboy, has no authority here, Jacko,” said Hermione. 
 
“Shut up, Stranger,” Badboy snarled. “I never gave you permission to use my given name. As 
for authority, my father is on the Board of Governors of Pigmoles. That gives him all the 
authority he needs. Besides, he and Professor Snake are good friends. Right, Professor?” 
 
“You are an unctuous little sycophant, Jacko,” Hermione said.  
 
“Silence!” Snape bellowed. Things were getting out of hand. 
 
“Go back to your common room, Badboy,” Snape ordered. “I will question Plotter and Wisely.” 
 



“I’m going to owl Father,” Jacko warned. 
 
“That is your prerogative. Now, leave my sight!” 
 
Jacko scuttled out. 
 
“What a repulsive creature he is here,” Snape commented. 
 
“He was just as repulsive at Hogwarts,” Hermione assured him. 
 
“You may be right. Unfortunately, I had no choice but to treat him the way I did. Lucius had 
Voldemort’s ear and I needed to maintain my guise of faithful servant.” 
 
“Well, you better go placate the little prick before he does owl his father. You have a guise to 
maintain here, as well.” 
 
“Surely you don’t believe we will have to live out fourteen years in this place, do you?” He 
shuddered at the thought. “I barely made it through the first time,” he muttered. 
 
“I don’t know. I think the time will pass faster here,” Hermione said as she looked at her 
timetable again. 
 
“Why do you say that?” he asked. 
 
“We have our first flying lesson today with Madam Hooch…or rather with Yolanda Pooch. At 
Hogwarts our first flying lesson wasn’t till near the end of our second week,” Hermione 
explained. 
 
“I suppose I should go mollify the berk, then,” Snape grumbled. 
 
“I’d better go to the Great Hall and see if I can find out any more from Barry and Roland.” She 
sighed. 
 
“We need to be able to meet to discuss what’s happening,” Snape said. 
 
“You could always assign me detention, I suppose,” Hermione said with a frown. 
 
“We need a signal,” Snape said thoughtfully. 
 
“Rub your left eyebrow,” Hermione suggested. 
 
Snape rubbed his left eyebrow. “Like this?” 
 
“Yes. When you rub your left eyebrow, or I rub mine, that will be the signal that we need to talk. 
You can approach me and I can clumsily stumble into you. Being the wretched, miserable prat 
that you are, you will berate me for my clumsiness. Then you will assign me detention.” 
 
“I have a feeling you’re going to be getting a lot of detentions, Miss Stranger,” Snape said with a 
smirk. 
 
“What a surprise, Professor Snake,” she replied. 
 
“Ten points from Lionsden – for cheek,” he sneered. 



 
“Bastard.” 
 
“Twenty points.” 
 
“All right. I’m leaving now. You’ve won this round,” she conceded. Even here, she couldn’t allow 
him to continue to deduct points from her house just for spite. 
 
“Of course I have,” he said with a smirk. “No matter what they call it here, wherever here is, I’m 
still a Slytherin.” 
 
“And still a bastard. Now…may I please have my wand?” Hermione held out her hand. 
 
Snape drew her wand from his sleeve and handed it to her. 
 
“Too bad you didn’t just give it to me when I asked for it before. Maybe we wouldn’t be in this 
mess,” she said. 
 
“Too bad you weren’t in your quarters where you belonged, instead of in the library after 
closing,” he countered. 
 
Hermione just shook her head and left the room. 
 
 
The flying lesson later that afternoon went very much as the one at Hogwarts had gone fourteen 
years before. Nigel Shortbutt fell off his broom and broke his wrist. Madame Pooch had to take 
him to the infirmary and left instructions for all students to stay on the ground. Jacko Badboy 
stole Nigel’s Remembrall and Barry Plotter took off on his broom to retrieve it. Professor 
MacGyver saw him flying by and brought him to Toliver Tree, the captain of the Lionsden 
Quidditch Team. Barry Plotter became Seeker of the team, a most unusual occurrence for a first 
year.  
 
At dinner that evening, Jacko challenged Barry to a wizard’s duel. Hermione clearly remembered 
that back at Hogwarts, fourteen years before, she had discouraged Harry from leaving the 
dormitory. Here in the present at Pigmoles, Harriet Stranger was quite supportive of the plan, 
even though she knew that Draco, or rather, Jacko, had no intention of showing up for the duel. 
 
After evading the Pigmoles caretaker, Flogus Zilch, along with his mangy cat, Mr. Boris, 
Hermione made a point of steering the trio to the third floor corridor where Scruffy, the three-
headed dog, was guarding a trap-door.  
 
The seed was planted. Now all she had to do was water it and watch it grow. 
 
When Hermione got back to the girls’ dormitory, she fell into bed exhausted.  

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day two in the book: October 31st 
 
When Hermione went down to breakfast the next morning, she was delighted to discover it was 
Halloween. Although only one day had passed since she and Snape had fallen into the book, 
almost eight weeks had gone by here at Pigmoles. At this rate, they’d be through their first year 



in a week.  
 
She was almost in a good mood. At least as good a mood as a twenty-five year old witch could 
be when she had to pretend to be an eleven-year-old. Then she scowled. If today was 
Halloween, she had missed her birthday. Now she was a twelve-year-old.  
 
She sat in her usual seat between Barry and Roland and started to fill her plate. She looked 
toward the head table and saw Snape sitting next to Professor Squirrell. Snape had his head 
down and Professor Squirrell seemed to be stuttering into Snape’s ear. Snape was scowling, but 
since that was his usual expression, Hermione couldn’t tell if it meant anything special.  
 
Hermione saw Professor MacGyver jab an elbow into Headmaster Slumbermore’s rib. The old 
wizard awoke with a snort and then got to his feet. 
 
“Happy Halloween, everyone!” the Headmaster said with a broad grin across his face and a 
twinkle in his eye. “I want to remind everyone that tonight we will have our Halloween Feast! I 
wish a good day to all our students and to our teachers as well.” Then the Headmaster sat down 
and immediately drifted back to sleep. 
 
Hermione thought back to her first Halloween at Hogwarts and then she swore softly under her 
breath. She quickly grabbed a couple of muffins and tucked them into a pocket of her robes. She 
was going to have to spend most of the day in the girls’ bathroom, but she’d be damned if she’d 
starve to death while she did it. As she got up from the table to follow Barry and Roland out of 
the hall, she plucked an apple from the fruit bowl on the table and stashed that away as well. 
 
During Charms class, Hermione ragged on Roland about his pronunciation of the Wingardium 

Leviosa incantation, and then proved her point by sending her feather floating across the room. 
Right on schedule, Roland insulted her and she stormed past both him and Barry and headed 
into the girls’ bathroom.  
 
Hermione settled down in one of the stalls. At least I’ve got a good book with me this time, 
Hermione thought as she pulled out A Treatise on Advanced Wand Movements and began 
reading. Whenever anyone came into the bathroom, she would make a show of sniffling loudly. 
She even threw in a couple of wails for good measure. She ate her muffins in the middle of the 
afternoon, and had just finished her apple when the Mountain Troll showed up. She carefully 
marked her place in the book, shrank it down, and tucked it safely away in her pocket. She 
didn’t want to get troll boogers on it. 
 
The troll chased Hermione around the bathroom, knocking sinks off the wall and tearing down 
the partitions between the stalls. Hermione screamed a few times, for effect. Then Barry and 
Roland showed up to rescue her. 
 
Barry stuck his wand up the troll’s nose.  
 
Roland shouted, “Wingardium Leviosa!” The troll’s club flew up into the air and then fell back 
onto his head, knocking him unconscious.  
 
Professors MacGyver, Squirrell, and Snape showed up, but by that time the excitement was 
over.  
 
Professor Squirrell fainted. Professor MacGyver started berating Barry and Roland for not being 
in their dormitories as they should have been. Hermione told her lie – that she had thought she 
could handle the troll because she had read all about them. Then she praised Barry and Roland 



for rescuing her. Professor MacGyver deducted five house points from Hermione for stupidity, 
and awarded ten points to Barry and Roland for bravery.  
 
Snape just stared and sneered. 
 
Hermione and the boys went to their common room and Hermione finally got to eat. Then she 
went to bed and wondered what day it would be when she got up the next day. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day three in the book: October 31st – again 
 
When Hermione woke up the next day and went down to the Great Hall for breakfast, she was 
dismayed to discover that it was still Halloween.  
 
She looked to the head table and saw Snape sitting next to Professor Squirrell. Snape was 
scowling and glaring even more than usual.  
 
She put her finger to her left brow and started to rub it. She almost laughed aloud when she saw 
that Snape was rubbing his left brow furiously. If he kept that up, in very short order, he’d have 
no brow left at all. 
 
Snape got up and walked down between the tables. Hermione watched him from under hooded 
eyes, and just as he approached the back of the bench on which she was seated, she stood and 
turned right into him. 
 
“Oh, excuse me, Professor Snake,” Hermione said in a breathless, little-girl voice. “How clumsy 
of me!” 
 
“Impudent chit!” Snape said with a scowl. “It’s detention for you. Come to my office 
immediately, Miss Stranger, to discuss the matter.” He turned and with his robes billowing out 
behind him, he left the Great Hall. 
 
“There goes your free period,” Barry said sympathetically. 
 
“I’ll meet you in Charms,” Hermione said as she hurried out to meet Snape in his office. 
 
Once they were in Snape’s office he cast the Locking and Silencing Spells so no one could hear 
what they were saying. 
 
“What the bloody hell happened?” Hermione said. “I was sure that when I woke up today it 
would be the day of the Quidditch match between Lionsden and Viperspit. Instead it’s Halloween 
again.” 
 
If such a thing were possible, Hermione would have sworn that Snape almost looked 
embarrassed. 
 
“I think I may have made a tactical error,” Snape admitted reluctantly. 
 
“What do you mean, ‘a tactical error'?” Hermione demanded. 
 
“Last night, when Squirrell ran into the Great Hall, bellowing about a Mountain Troll being loose 



in the dungeons, I did exactly as I did when the same thing happened at Hogwarts,” Snape said. 
 
“You ran to the corridor on the third floor to protect the stone. Or in this case, the bone,” 
Hermione said. 
 
“Yes, and I got bit by that monstrous flea bag that Hagrid lent the headmaster.” 
 
“But you did keep Squirrell from retrieving the bone.” 
 
“Yes, I did. Later, after you and your friends left the bathroom, Matilda summoned the 
headmaster. The two of them together levitated the troll out of the bathroom to dispose of him. 
That left me alone with Squirrell.” 
 
“And?” Hermione prompted. 
 
“Voldemort, at that time, was nothing but a parasitic outgrowth on the back of Quirrell’s head. I 
thought if I destroyed him, the whole chain of events would fall apart.” 
 
“What did you do?” 
 
“I used the Killing Curse, of course,” Snape replied. 
 
“It didn’t work,” Hermione said flatly. 
 
“Of course it worked, you silly girl!” Snape bellowed. “They were dead. Squirrell was dead. 
Moldyport was dead.” He stopped talking and began pacing up and down. 
 
“I went to bed thinking that I would wake up at Hogwarts in my own bed…in my own time,” he 
said when he finally spoke again.  
 
“I guess they weren't as dead as you thought," Hermione opined.  
 
Snape just glared. 
 
"Instead, it appears that the magic of the book will force us to relive one of the most pivotal 
days of the entire saga," she said. 
 
“Yes. I will be forced to be bitten, again, by that hellacious hound,” Snape grumbled. 
 
“Oh, you poor dear,” Hermione said with all the venom she could muster. “All I have to do is 
wrestle a great, bloody, Mountain TROLL!” 
 
“Now, Hermione…” Snape began in, what was for him, a conciliatory tone of voice. 
 
“Don’t you ‘now, Hermione’ me, you bleeding bastard!” Hermione snarled. 
 
“Well, at least you know you won’t be hurt,” Snape said. “I know that ruddy beast is going to 
take a bite out of me.” 
 
“Speaking of bites,” Hermione said, completely ignoring Snape’s blatant play for sympathy, “do 
you think you could bring me a bit of nosh while I’m in the bathroom?” 
 
“You want me to bring food to the bathroom?” Snape asked. 



 
“I’ll be stuck there all afternoon. I’m going to miss lunch and I didn’t get a chance to stash 
anything from breakfast. Since it is your fault I’m going to be trapped in that bathroom till after 
dinner, the least you can do is bring me a sandwich,” Hermione reasoned. 
 
Snape snorted and then grudgingly agreed to try to come by after lunch and bring her 
something to eat. 
 
Hermione rushed out of Snape’s office and went to catch up with Barry and Roland in the 
Charms classroom. 
 
An hour later, she was once again ensconced in the girls’ bathroom waiting for the boogerful 
Mountain Troll to make its appearance. 
 
Snape slithered in a little after two o’clock. 
 
“Granger?” he hissed. 
 
Hermione opened the stall door a crack and peered out. 
 
“If you haven’t got food, bugger off,” Hermione snarled. Hunger wasn’t doing anything for her 
disposition. 
 
“Here,” he said and thrust a napkin-wrapped bundle at her. She came out of the stall and leaned 
against one of the sinks. She opened the napkin and wasted no time before taking a healthy bite 
of the ham and cheese sandwich. 
 
Hermione had just popped the last bite of her sandwich into her mouth and was daintily wiping 
her mouth with the napkin when they heard voices outside the bathroom door. 
 
“Damn, that’s Violet Bronze and Perverty Pointelle. They’re early,” Hermione whispered. She 
handed Snape the dirty napkin and pushed him into the stall she had been sitting in. 
 
“Crouch up on the toilet so they can’t see you,” Hermione instructed. “I’ll get rid of them.” 
 
“Harriet?” Violet’s voice drifted through the bathroom door. 
 
“I’m all right, Violet,” Hermione assured her. She gave an unconvincing sniffle. 
 
Violet opened the door and poked her head into the bathroom, and then she and the other girl 
stepped inside. 
 
“You’re missing your afternoon classes,” Violet said. “Perverty and I were worried.” 
 
“I just couldn’t face Barry and Roland again today. I’ll explain to my teachers later,” Hermione 
assured her. 
 
“Boys are such prats, aren’t they?” Perverty said knowingly. 
 
“Yes, especially those two,” Hermione agreed. 
 
“We’ve got to go, Harriet, or we’ll be late for our next class,” Violet said as she moved back 
toward the door. 



 
“We just wanted to make sure you were all right,” Perverty added. 
 
“I’ll talk to you later, Violet. Thanks for worrying about me, Perverty,” Hermione said.  
 
As soon as Violet and Perverty left, Hermione cast a Locking Spell on the bathroom door. She 
would have to take it off as soon as Snape left, but at least they would be able to finish their 
conversation without being interrupted again. 
 
“You can come out now,” Hermione said. 
 
“I hope I shall never have to suffer such an indignity again,” Snape said as he jumped down off 
the commode and moved out into the bathroom proper. 
 
“More than your dignity would have suffered if Violet or Perverty had seen you in here with me,” 
Hermione said. 
 
“I’m a professor here, Granger. I have access to any place in the school. No one questions me,” 
he said smugly. 
 
“You don’t think anyone would question what you were doing in the girls’ bathroom with a 
twelve-year-old student, Severus? A twelve-year-old female student who was crying?” Hermione 
arched a brow.  
 
Realisation of what she was implying caused him to flush. “I have never…” he spluttered. “I 
would never…” 
 
Hermione reached over and patted his arm. 
 
“I know you haven’t…and wouldn’t,” Hermione assured him. “I’m just reminding you that the 
people here see me differently than you do.” 
 
Snape glared at her for a moment and then realised that she was right. He just nodded. 
 
“I need to get back down to the dungeons. I have another group of dunderheads due any 
minute,” he said. 
 
“I’ll be here – waiting for the troll of my dreams to arrive.” She grinned. 
 
Snape almost – almost – smiled. 
 
“Whatever you do, don’t kill Squirrell and Moldyport tonight,” Hermione reminded him. 
 
“I won’t make that mistake again, Professor Granger,” Snape assured her. 
 
“Oh, and we might not get a chance to talk before the Lionsden/Viperspit Quidditch match. 
Please make sure you keep Barry from falling off his broom,” Hermione reminded him. 
 
“As tempting as it is to let the bloody prat become nothing but a greasy stain on the Quidditch 
pitch, I shall fulfill my duties and save his quite unworthy arse,” Snape groused. 
 
“I’ll show up on schedule, knock Squirrell on his arse, and set your robes on fire,” Hermione said 
with a gleam in her eye. 



 
“That was you? I should have known. A bloody first year capable of such a spell. Insufferable 
know-it-all. What did I ever do to deserve this?” Snape muttered. 
 
Hermione just grinned and reversed the Locking Spell so Snape could leave. He opened the door 
a crack and slipped out when he saw there was no one lurking in the corridors. 
 
Hermione went back into her stall and wished that Snape had thought to bring her a piece of 
cake to go along with the sandwich. 
 
The rest of the day passed slowly, at least until the troll showed up.  
 
Hermione was very happy to climb into her bed that night. She only hoped Snape hadn’t made 
another ‘tactical error.’ 

-oO|Oo- 
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A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. I have completely ignored the ending of HBP. For the purposes of 
this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so alive he is – at least here! The events of the books 
are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events that, in the books, 
may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into one day, or 
completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that JKR is telling. 
Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the product of my own 
imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the WIKTT forum by 
Ladyofthemasque.  

 
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile!  

 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine.  

 
 
 
Day four in the book: November 9th 
 
Apparently, Snape had restrained his impulse to rid the wizarding world of Moldyport ahead of 
schedule, because when Hermione woke up the next morning and went down to breakfast, 
everyone was talking about the upcoming Quidditch match between the Lionsdens and the 
Viperspits.  
 



Hermione and Roland went out to the Quidditch pitch and joined Nigel Shortbutt and Shameless 
Flanagan to watch the match. 
 
When Hermione saw Barry dangling from his broom, she aimed her binoculars over to where 
Snape was sitting. She handed the binoculars to Roland so that he could see Snape sitting there, 
muttering under his breath. Hermione made her way across the stands and came up behind 
Snape. She accidentally knocked Professor Squirrell into the row in front of where they were 
sitting, and then she stooped down and cast her bluebell flame onto Snape’s robe. She scooped 
the flame back into the jar she took from her pocket and retreated. 
 
The jinx on Barry’s broom was broken, and the game resumed. Barry caught the Snitch in his 
mouth and Lionsden beat Viperspit one hundred and seventy to sixty. 
 
Hermione went to bed that night wondering what would happen next. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day five in the book: February 22nd 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she discovered that Christmas had come and gone. 
It was almost the end of February, and Snape was going to be refereeing the Quidditch match 
between Lionsden and Badgerburrow later that day. She had not thought that was a very pivotal 
event during first year, but it must have been if the book was forcing them to revisit it. She 
would have to ask Snape about it. 
 
Hermione sat at the Lionsden table during breakfast and looked to the head table. When Snape 
caught her eye, she rubbed her left eyebrow casually. He nodded slightly. When he got up from 
the table and left the Great Hall, she followed him, telling the boys she had to go to the loo. 
 
When they were outside the Great Hall, Hermione and Snape ducked into one of the empty 
classrooms. He cast the Locking and Silencing Spells so that they could talk. 
 
“I don’t understand why this Quidditch match is so important,” Hermione said. “I don’t know 
why the book has brought us to this day.” 
 
“I don’t believe it’s the Quidditch match that’s important,” Snape said. 
 
“Did something else happen today?” 
 
“This evening, I’ll have a very important discussion with Professor Squirrell.” 
 
“Of course!” Hermione said. “Now I remember. Harry overhead you and Quirrell talking. He 
came back and told Ron and me all about it. We all thought it was you trying to steal the 
Sorcerer’s Stone.” 
 
“I was trying to keep it out of Quirrell’s hands, you stupid girl,” Snape said with a sneer. 
 
“I know that now, Snape,” Hermione said with a touch of exasperation in her voice. “Back then I 
was a twelve-year-old kid and you were acting guilty.” 
 
“You lot should have just minded your own bloody business,” Snape said. “Your interference 
caused me nothing but trouble.” 



 
“Maybe if we had known which side you were on from the beginning…” she began. 
 
“Dumbledore knew which side I was on,” Snape countered, “but Harry Bloody Potter refused to 
believe it. And you and the Weasley brat didn’t believe it, either.” 
 
“You’re right,” Hermione conceded, “I didn’t believe it until much later. I’m sorry if I caused you 
any more discomfort than was necessary.” 
 
Snape looked at her, listening for any hint of sarcasm or insincerity. He found none. 
 
“Yes, well, nothing to be done for it now, I suppose, except act through the rest of this farce and 
get back to where we belong.” 
 
“It’s a Roman a Clef, not a farce,” Hermione said straight-faced. 
 
“It’s a bleeding horror,” Snape snarled. 
 
“That is a totally different genre,” Hermione said. 
 
Snape thought for a moment. “Cease your prattle before I turn it into a murder-mystery.”  
 
Hermione laughed. 
 
“Another round to you, Professor Snake,” she said. 
 
Snape just smirked.  
 
“Come to my office tomorrow so we can make plans,” Snape said after a moment. “Whatever 
day tomorrow is,” he added. He reversed the Silencing and Locking Spells and opened the door a 
bit to make sure the corridor was deserted before they left. 
 
“I will,” Hermione said.  
 
Just before she ducked out, Hermione turned back to Snape. “Be careful what you say tonight, 
Professor. Moldyport will be listening.” 
 
“I am touched by your concern, Professor Granger,” Snape sneered. 
 
Hermione shut the door once again and turned back to Snape. “Shut up and listen to me, you 
great, bloody bat!” Hermione hissed. “We have no way to alter the events unfolding here, as you 
proved when you tried to kill Moldyport the second night. However, we have no way of knowing 
if the other characters are under the same constraints.  
 
“What do you mean?” Snape asked. 
 
“Remember the first day we were here, when Jacko came into the dungeon to tell you of the 
fight between Barry and Roland and Drabbe and Boyle?” 
 
“Of course, I remember,” Snape growled.  
 
“Well, in the real world…in our world…that never happened. Keep that in mind before you 
provoke the wrong person!” 



 
Hermione opened the door again, checked the hall, and then left with her head held high. 
 
 
Snape leaned against the closed door after she left and considered her words. It galled him to 
admit it, but he knew she was correct. He would have to tread a fine line in his dealings here. 
Should Moldyport – he still cringed at the ridiculous name – suspect his true allegiances, Snape 
would be killed. And dead here, or dead in his own time and place, still equated to dead. 
 
Snape waited until the hall was clear and then he, too, went on his way. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day six in the book: May 9th and 10th 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, the first thing she did was check the calendar. It 
was the second Saturday in May. When she got to the Great Hall for breakfast, she sat next to 
Barry and wondered where Roland was.  
 
“Morning, Harriet,” Barry said around a mouthful of porridge. 
 
“Good morning, Barry,” Hermione said. She wanted to ask where Roland was, but she knew she 
should know. She thought back to her first year and tried to remember what had happened in 
May. 
 
“Roland got an owl from his brother, Harley, in Romania,” Barry whispered, looking around to 
make sure no one was listening. “Tonight’s the night.” 
 
“Tonight?” Hermione commented. 
 
“Yeah. Harley and a few of his friends will meet us at the top of the Astronomy Tower at 
midnight tonight to take Herbert off our hands.” 
 
Things fell together for Hermione then. Herbert, or in her time, Norbert, was the Norwegian 
Ridgeback dragon that Hagrid had hatched from an egg. Roland was in the hospital wing 
because Herbert had bitten him and the bite had become infected. 
 
“Haggard is really upset,” Barry said, drawing Hermione’s attention back to the conversation.  
 
“He must know he can’t keep a dragon here,” Hermione commented, sotto voce.  
 
“He knows, but that doesn’t mean he’s happy with the situation. You know Haggard,” Barry 
replied. 
 
“I know. He’s never met a beast he didn’t love,” Hermione said with a fond smile. 
 
“I’m going to see how Roland’s doing. Are you coming with me?” Barry asked. 
 
“I’ll be there in a bit, I’ve got to go to the library first,” Hermione said. 
 
“See you,” Barry said and took off for the hospital wing. 
 



Hermione left the Great Hall and made her way down to the dungeons. 
 
She knocked at the door to Snape’s chambers. 
 
“Enter!” he bellowed and Hermione ducked inside. 
 
“Good morning, Severus,” Hermione said to Snape who was seated behind his desk. 
 
“Professor Granger,” Snape said as he frowned up at her. 
 
“Oh, lighten up,” Hermione said with a sigh. “Aren’t you ever pleasant?” 
 
“Not if I can as easily be unpleasant,” Snape replied. 
 
“Since we are both alive this morning, and quite a bit of time has passed, I must assume your 
meeting with Squirrell went as planned,” Hermione said, giving up for the moment on trying to 
get Snape to be pleasant. 
 
“Of course it did. I was a spy for nearly twenty years; I know how to follow a plan,” Snape 
replied.  
 
Hermione muttered something about a ‘tactical error’ under her breath, but made no further 
comment. 
 
“Do you know why we’ve been brought to this particular day, Granger?” Snape asked a moment 
later. 
 
“Yes. Tonight is the night that Roland’s brother, Harley, and his friends come to fetch Haggard’s 
pet dragon,” Hermione replied. 
 
“Hagrid had a dragon?” Snape asked incredulously. 
 
“It’s a long story…” Hermione began. 
 
“Of course it is. What isn’t a ‘long story’ in this accursed place?” Snape mumbled. 
 
“The short version is that Haggard acquired a dragon egg, probably from a disguised Squirrell, 
who plied him with liquor to get Haggard to reveal how to get past Scruffy. Haggard proceeded 
to hatch the egg, which turned out to be a Norwegian Ridgeback. Now the bleeding thing is 
nearly as big as his hut and there’s no hiding it any longer. Roland’s been bitten and he’s in 
hospital, so tonight, Barry, Nigel, and I are going to help get Herbert to the top of the 
Astronomy Tower so Harley can take him to Romania. Of course, Jacko Badboy found out about 
the dragon, so he’s going to inform Professor MacGyver in an effort to get us all into trouble. 
Herbert will be safely transported away, but the three of us will end up losing one hundred and 
fifty house points for Lionsden. Everyone will be pissed at us until the end of term. That should 
make you very happy,” Hermione finished with a snarl. 
 
“That was the short version?” Snape sneered. 
 
“Bugger off, Snape,” Hermione said. “I’m going to the hospital wing to see Roland. Go stir a 
cauldron or something. You’re not involved in this part of the story.” 
 
“Would that I weren’t involved in any part of this story,” Snape replied. “And do find a new 



insult, Professor Granger. ‘Bugger off’ is getting rather old.” 
 
Hermione just laughed and left his office to head to the hospital wing. 
 
 
At midnight, Hermione, Barry, and Nigel struggled to get the crate containing Herbert to the top 
of the Astronomy Tower. Harley and his friends arrived, took charge of Herbert, and then took 
off with the dragon dangling from a sling beneath their broomsticks, right on schedule. 
 
The Pigmoles’ caretaker, Flogus Zilch, caught them at the bottom of the spiral stairs, right on 
schedule. 
 
And Professor MacGyver deducted fifty house points – each, right on schedule.  
 
Hermione went to bed satisfied that things were proceeding as they should. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day seven in the book: June 4th 
 
When Hermione awoke the next morning, it was the first Thursday in June. She remembered 
very clearly what had happened on that day, and she knew that the first part of the story was 
winding down. 
 
Hermione signalled to Snape at breakfast and thirty minutes later, they were in his office. Snape 
cast the Locking and Silencing Spells.  
 
“Tonight’s the night that Barry, Roland, and I go through the trap door,” Hermione told Snape as 
soon as the spells were cast. 
 
“You know all the impediments and how to get past them?” Snape asked. 
 
“Yes. Scruffy, Devil’s Snare, the flying keys, the Wizard’s Chess game, Squirrell’s troll, and your 
row of potions,” Hermione said. 
 
“Do you know which potion is the correct one to get Barry through the black flame?” Snape 
asked. 
 
“Yes. I figured out your logic puzzle fourteen years ago. I shouldn’t have any trouble this time, 
either,” Hermione replied. 
 
“Do be sure, Professor Granger,” Snape said. “Don’t give him the poison by mistake,” he paused 
a moment, “or drink the poison yourself.” 
 
“Severus,” Hermione said with a smile, “I didn’t think you cared.” 
 
“I don’t. But neither do I wish to be stuck here at Pigmoles longer than I have to be,” Snape said 
with a sneer. “Should you die, even accidentally, I might be stuck here forever.” 
 
“I should have known you would have your own interests at heart,” Hermione said. 
 
“Yes, you should have known,” Snape agreed. 



 
Hermione tried to think of a suitable retort, but drew a blank. She settled for throwing him a 
baleful glare. 
 
“I have to go,” Hermione said. “I have my History of Magic final exam today.” 
 
“We’ll talk soon, I’m sure,” Snape said as he reversed the privacy spells. 
 
“Yes, I’m sure as well,” Hermione agreed as she left Snape’s office and headed out to take her 
exam. 
 
 
Later that night, Hermione, Roland, and Barry snuck into the third floor corridor where Scruffy 
was guarding the trapdoor. 
 
Roland and Barry speculated that Snake had already gone through. Hermione knew the truth, 
but she had to go along with the boys’ speculations. 
 
Hermione cast her bluebell flame to get them through the Devil’s Snare. Barry mounted a 
broomstick in the next chamber to catch the proper key to get them through the door. Roland 
orchestrated the chess pieces, as Ron had years before, to move them across the huge chess 
board toward the next obstacle. When Roland, in his role as one of the black knights, was taken 
by the white queen, Barry moved to checkmate the white king. Barry looked back to where 
Roland lay in a crumbled heap at the side of the chess board.  
 
“He’ll be fine, Barry,” Hermione assured him. “He’s just been knocked out. We have to keep 
going.” 
 
Barry nodded and he and Hermione went through the door behind the chess board. 
 
The troll had already been knocked out, much to Hermione’s relief. They moved through that 
room quickly in order to get away from the stench. 
 
Once they entered the next room, brilliant purple flames came up behind them to block their 
retreat, and black flames sprang up in front of them to keep them from moving forward. 
 
On a table were the seven bottles of potions that Hermione remembered and the piece of 
parchment with the logic puzzle. 
 
Hermione looked it over quickly to make sure it was the same as the one she had solved at 
Hogwarts. It was. She picked up the smallest bottle of potion and handed it to Barry. 
 
“This one will get you through the black flames,” Hermione said. 
 
“What about you, Harriet?” Barry asked. 
 
Hermione picked up the rounded bottle with the potion she knew would allow her to pass back 
through the purple flames. 
 
“This one will let me go back,” Hermione said. 
 
“You’re sure about these?” Barry asked as he held up the small bottle. 
 



“Positive,” Hermione said. 
 
“Go back and get Roland. Grab brooms from the flying-key room. They’ll get you out of the 
trapdoor and past Scruffy. Go straight to the Owlery and send a message to the headmaster. I’ll 
try to hold Snake off until Professor Slumbermore gets here.” 
 
Hermione badly wanted to tell Barry that it wasn’t Snake he was going to encounter, but 
Squirrell, but she knew she couldn’t. 
 
Hermione threw her arms around Barry and gave him a hug. 
 
“Be careful, Barry,” Hermione said as she held back her tears. She knew that Barry would come 
through this episode relatively unscathed, but she couldn’t help but be concerned anyway. 
 
Hermione swallowed the icy potion and passed back through the purple flames. When she got 
back to the chess board, Roland was just regaining consciousness. She and Roland got on 
broomsticks, flew back through the trapdoor, and went to the Owlery to send the required 
message to Professor Slumbermore.  
 
Things unfolded just as they had all those years before. 
 
When Hermione went to bed that night, she knew that Barry was unconscious in the hospital 
wing, Squirrell was dead, and the Sorcerer’s Bone had been destroyed. She wondered if the next 
day would bring her to the end of the year feast, on the train home, or perhaps somewhere in 
her second year. 
 
As much as she would have liked to see her time here ended, she doubted her and Snape’s stay 
at Pigmoles was over.  

 
 
A/N: Up next -- Chapter Two: Barry Plotter and the Comparment of Mysteries -- Days 8, 9, and 
10 in the book. 

 

4 

 
A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. I have completely ignored the ending of HBP. For the purposes of 
this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so alive he is – at least here! The events of the books 
are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events that, in the books, 
may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into one day, or 
completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that JKR is telling. 
Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the product of my own 
imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the WIKTT forum by 
Ladyofthemasque.  

 
 
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile!  



 
 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine.  

 
 
Chapter Two: Barry Plotter and the Compartment of Mysteries 
 
 
Day eight in the book: August 19th 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she was home. Not home in her quarters at 
Hogwarts; not even home in her dormitory at Pigmoles. But home in her bedroom in the house 
where she grew up. She sat up in bed and looked around. It was her bedroom. It was her 
bedroom before the room had been repainted and redecorated during the summer after her 
fourth year at Hogwarts. 
 
“Harriet! Harriet, are you up, yet?”  
 
Hermione heard her mother’s voice floating up the stairs and she caught her breath. 
 
Her mother’s voice. Her mother was still alive! 
 
Hermione threw back the covers and jumped out of bed. She slid her feet into her slippers and 
grabbed her robe from the foot of the bed and slipped into it. 
 
She raced down the stairs and into the kitchen. 
 
“Mum…Mum,” Hermione cried and threw her arms around her mother’s waist. 
 
“Harriet, what’s the matter?” Rochelle Stranger asked as Hermione hugged her fiercely. 
 
“Nothing, Mum. Nothing is the matter. I just love you so much,” Hermione said. 
 
“Well, I love you, too, dear.” 
 
“Is this a mother-daughter love-fest, or can a man get a hug as well?”  
 
Hermione lifted her head from her mother’s shoulder and saw her father standing just inside the 
kitchen door. He was smiling and Hermione’s heart thumped painfully in her chest. Her father 
was alive as well. 
 
“Daddy,” Hermione whispered. 
 
John Stranger walked over and put his arms around his wife and daughter. 
 
“How are my two best girls this morning?” he asked with a smile. 
 
“Rushed, as usual,” Rochelle Stranger replied. 
 
“We’ve got to get to Daikon Alley this morning to get Harriet’s school things. Arlette rearranged 
our schedules, but could only clear the calendar through one o’clock,” she explained. 



 
“You had better get ready to go then, Harriet,” John Stranger said, giving Hermione a loving pat 
on the head. 
 
“It won’t take me long,” Hermione said as she headed back up the stairs. 
 
Hermione stood under the shower and let thoughts of her parents flood her mind. In this time 
and this place, her parents were still alive. In her time, at Hogwarts, both her parents were 
dead. They had been murdered by Death Eaters just before the end of her seventh year at 
Hogwarts, only weeks before the defeat of Voldemort.  
 
Even hearing her parents call her “Harriet” couldn’t lessen the joy of knowing they were alive. 
Not even knowing that she would, once again, have to live through the pain of losing them, 
could lessen the happiness she felt at this moment. She knew she wouldn’t be able to change 
their fate, but at least she could tell them she loved them. 
 
She felt a mild irritation with herself that she had neglected to contact them during the previous 
week. In her real life – her life at Hogwarts – she had finally accepted her loss. She had not 
even thought of her parents when she found herself at Pigmoles. She resolved to stay in much 
closer contact with them for as long as she was stuck in this time and place. 
 
Hermione finished her shower and got dressed. She came down the stairs to find her parents 
waiting for her. They drove to Charing Cross Road and found a place to park. They walked into 
the front door of the Creaky Cauldron and out the back door. Hermione tapped the bricks in the 
back wall hoping that here, in this time and place, the pattern was the same. She was relieved 
when the bricks rearranged themselves into an archway. Hermione and her parents walked 
through the archway into Daikon Alley. 
 
Hermione and her parents made their way to Brinknotts, the wizards’ bank, where they met 
Barry and Roland, as well as Mr. Wisely and Roland’s younger sister, Janie. 
 
Hermione introduced her parents to Mr. Wisely. Arnold Wisely was fascinated by Muggle money 
and called Mrs. Wisely over to introduce her and to show her the funny looking ten pound notes 
that Mr. Stranger was changing into wizard money. 
 
“Look, Polly…it’s Muggle money!” Arnold said happily. 
 
Hermione hid a smile. Even here, Ron’s father was fascinated with all things Muggle. 
 
Once they were done in Brinknotts, Arnold Wisely insisted on taking the Strangers to the Creaky 
Cauldron for a drink. 
 
Polly and Janie Wisely went off to a second hand robe shop to get Janie’s school robes, and 
Barry, Roland, and Hermione went off to get some ice cream. They were all going to meet later 
at Flawless and Spots to buy their school books. 
 
Outside of Flawless and Spots was a sign announcing that Goldenboy Crockpot would be signing 
his autobiography, The Magic of Me. Hermione was chagrined when she remembered her second 
year crush on the new Defence Against the Dark Arts teacher. As she watched him smiling and 
tittering, she wondered why she had ever thought this simpering, foolish, conceited dandy was 
even remotely attractive.  
 
As had happened nearly thirteen years ago, Ludicrous Badboy showed up to harangue Arnold 



Wisely for being both poor and a ‘disgrace to the name of wizard.’ He then proceeded to chide 
Mr. Wisely for keeping company with Muggles – said Muggles being Mr. and Mrs. Stranger. 
 
Hermione watched as Mr. Wisely and Mr. Badboy came to blows, just as they had years before. 
She watched as the clerks tried to break up the fight, then smiled as Haggard showed up and 
pulled the two men apart. 
 
She watched even more closely as Ludicrous Badboy thrust Janie’s used textbook back at her. 
And because she was watching so closely, she noticed that along with the textbook, Janie now 
held another book as well. Harry’s long held theory that Lucius Malfoy had passed Tom Riddle’s 
diary to Ginny was now confirmed.  
 
She wished there was something she could do to prevent the events that were to unfold, but she 
knew she was helpless to keep them from happening. To try to change things would only keep 
her and Snape lost in the pages of the book even longer. 
 
Hermione went home, and for the first time since this bizarre adventure had begun, she wished 
that when she woke up the next day, she would still be stuck in the past. All she wanted was 
one more day to hear her father’s laughter and feel her mother’s arms around her. All she 
wanted was just one more day to fix their images in her mind and to remember how much they 
had loved her and how much she had loved them in return. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day nine in the book: September 1st 
 
When Hermione awoke the next day, she was still stuck in the past. She wouldn’t have a lot 
more time with her parents however; it was the first of September and today was the day she 
would take the train back to school to begin her second year. 
 
When they got to King’s Cross station, Hermione kissed her parents good-bye and promised to 
write often. She pushed through the barrier and boarded the train. 
 
The trip to Pigmoles was uneventful, except for the fact that Barry and Roland were not on the 
train. Since Harry and Ron had missed the train thirteen years before, she wasn’t surprised.  
 
When the train arrived at the Pigsdeed station, Hermione joined the rest of the second year 
Lionsdens for the carriage trip to Pigmoles.  
 
Hermione sat at the Lionsden table with Violet Bronze, Perverty Pointelle, Shameless Flanagan, 
Dane Thompson, and Nigel Shortbutt and watched as Janie Wisely was sorted into Lionsden. 
Barry and Roland had still not arrived, and when she looked to the staff table, she saw that 
Snape was missing as well. 
 
 
Snape, meanwhile, was inside the entrance hall listening as Barry Plotter and Roland Wisely 
speculated as to why Snake was not sitting at the head table. They were so intent on their 
conversation that they didn’t notice him lurking in the shadows. 
 
“Maybe he quit because he didn’t get the DADA position,” Barry said hopefully. 
 
“Maybe he’s sick,” Roland said. 



 
“Maybe he got sacked…” they said together, smiling at each other. 
 
“And maybe he’s standing right behind you, wondering why you two thought yourselves better 
than the rest of the students, and weren’t on the train,” Snape said in his low, silky voice, the 
voice that every student knew meant he was really pissed about something. 
 
“Come with me,” Snape said and turned, not waiting to see if the two boys were following him. 
He knew they wouldn’t dare disobey his order. 
 
Once they were in his office and seated side by side in front of his desk, Snape spoke again. “So, 
the train isn’t good enough for you, Plotter? Hoping to make a grand entrance were you?”  
 
“No, sir,” Barry replied 
 
“The barrier at King’s Cross station was closed,” Roland explained. “We couldn’t get through.” 
 
Snape now knew that thirteen years before, Lucius Malfoy’s house-elf, Dobby, had indeed, 
closed the barrier at the train station. He remembered berating Harry Potter and Ron Weasley 
quite vociferously at the time. He was sure that here, within the story he was being forced to act 
out, the same thing had happened. Ludicrous Badboy’s house-elf, probably named Sobby or 
Lobby, or something equally ridiculous, had doubtless made sure that Barry Plotter missed the 
train to Pigmoles. 
 
Snape told himself that it was important that he re-enact the events of thirteen years ago as 
closely as possible. Who knew what little thing was important and what was not, after all? But, 
he couldn’t help but gain a small measure of satisfaction out of ripping into the two boys with all 
the sarcasm and venom he could muster – and that was a considerable amount, even if he did 
say so himself. 
 
“You were seen!” he bellowed at the two boys cowering before him. 
 
He brandished his copy of The Evening Mystic in front of their faces.  
 
“Sorry, sir,” Barry muttered. 
 
“Is that all you have to say?” Snape said harshly. “You were seen by at least seven Muggles. 
You’ve risked the exposure of our way of life…of our very world…and all you can say is ‘sorry, 
sir'?” 
 
Snape continued before either boy could respond. “Not to mention the damage you have done to 
a very old and valuable tree.” 
 
“Honestly, sir, the tree did more damage to us than we did to it,” Roland protested. 
 
“Silence!” Snape roared. He was rather enjoying himself. This was the most fun he’d had since 
he’d found himself in this absurd situation. 
 
“Were it up to me, the both of you would be expelled. Since you are not in my House, for which 
I am eternally grateful, the decision isn’t mine to make. I shall go get the person who can make 
that happy decision. You will wait here.” 
 
Snape returned a few minutes later with Professor MacGyver. 



 
“Explain yourselves,” Professor MacGyver said through thinned lips. 
 
Barry and Roland went through their story again, ending with the closed barrier. 
 
“Why didn’t you send us an owl?” Professor MacGyver asked. “Your owl was with you, wasn’t it?” 
she asked as she arched her eyebrow at Plotter. 
 
Snape watched as comprehension flooded Barry Plotter’s face. 
 
“I…I…didn’t think…” he began. 
 
“That much is obvious,” said Professor MacGyver with a note of sarcasm that had Snape 
reluctantly admiring her delivery. 
 
“These two are apparently incapable of coherent thought unless Miss Stranger is with them,” 
Snape said with a sneer. He wasn’t sure why he threw that in, but he was quite certain that had 
Hermione been with them thirteen years before, there would have been no flying car incident. 
 
There was a knock at his office door and Snape went to open it, knowing that it was the 
headmaster who awaited entrance. 
 
Slumbermore stood over the boys, awaiting their explanations. About halfway through the 
convoluted tale, he started to nod off. A quick jab in the ribs from MacGyver brought him awake 
with a snort, which he quickly disguised as a cough. 
 
After the explanations were given, Slumbermore informed the boys that he would be sending 
letters to their families. MacGyver assured the boys that although they weren’t going to be 
expelled, they would be serving detentions. They wouldn’t even lose any House points.  
 
Because he knew it was expected, Snape protested that such a blatant flouting of the Decree for 
the Restriction of Underage Wizardry should be more severely punished. His protestations 
thirteen years ago had been ignored, and, as he’d known they would be, they were ignored in 
this time and place as well. 
 
“I must return to the feast. Come, Seximus, there’s a delicious looking custard pie I’d like you to 
sample,” Slumbermore ordered. 
 
Feeling like a chastised pet, just as he had thirteen years before, Snape threw a venomous look 
at Plotter and Wisely, and then followed Slumbermore out. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day ten in the book: October 31st 
 
When Hermione woke up the day after arriving at Pigmoles for the start of her second year, she 
checked the calendar and was surprised to find that it was Halloween already. Once again, 
though, she had missed her birthday. In this time and place, she was now thirteen years old.  
 
But since it was already the end of October, she had also missed the slug spell that Ron/Roland 
had tried to cast on Draco/Jacko after he insulted her. The spell had backfired, and it had been 
Ron who’d spent the day vomiting slugs. Not having to watch Roland puke up slugs for several 



hours could only be considered a bonus. She also admitted that not having to hear Jacko call her 
a ‘Dirtblood,’ had its own appeal. 
 
She went down to breakfast. She glanced up at the head table and caught Snape’s eye. He 
casually rubbed his brow and Hermione nodded slightly to acknowledge the signal. 
 
She told Barry and Roland that she was going to spend the day reading in the library and that 
she would meet up with them later to go to Almost Headless Dick’s Deathday party that evening. 
 
Half an hour later, Hermione was knocking on the door to Snape’s office. 
 
“Enter!” he bellowed and Hermione opened the door and slipped inside, casting the Locking and 
Silencing Spells as she did so. 
 
“Good morning, Severus,” Hermione said as she sat in one of the chairs in front of his desk. 
 
“I won’t have a good morning until I find myself back where I belong, Professor Granger,” Snape 
said with a scowl. 
 
“Well, it is Halloween of our second year here,” Hermione said soothingly. “We’re making 
progress through the book.” 
 
“I concede that yesterday was quite enjoyable. It was gratifying to berate Plotter and Wisely for 
their stupidity regarding that flying car. The day before yesterday was, however, a complete 
waste of time,” Snape groused. “I spent the morning rearranging my private stores, not that 
they needed it. The headmaster then insisted I join him and Matilda for tea. Matilda and I had 
tea and listened to the headmaster snore. As I said, a complete waste of a day here.” 
 
“Maybe for you it was. For me, it was wonderful,” Hermione said softly. 
 
“How could any day here be 'wonderful'?” Snape wanted to know. 
 
“I got to see my parents again,” she said. “I know it wasn’t real. I mean, they called me Harriet, 
for pity’s sake, and they saw me as a twelve-year-old girl. But I saw them as they were before 
they were killed. It was still…enjoyable…to talk to them and to tell them how much I love them.”  
 
For once, Snape couldn’t come up with a cutting retort. He had seen how upset Hermione had 
been when she had received word of her parents’ deaths near the end of her seventh year at 
Hogwarts.  
 
He had not been aware of Voldemort’s plans for Granger’s parents. Had he known, he might 
have been able to prevent the tragedy.  
 
“Maybe there is a way to keep them safe this time,” Snape speculated. 
 
“As much as I would like that, I don’t think it’s possible,” Hermione said sadly. “The magic of the 
book seems to dictate that we follow the true history of events – at least the major events. I 
think if we tried to save them, it would only result in our being stuck here even longer.” 
 
“I think you are correct,” Snape conceded. 
 
“Besides, we wouldn’t be saving my parents. They are not truly my parents. They are John and 
Rochelle Stranger, not Richard and Jane Granger. Though I did enjoy spending some time with 



them,” she added wistfully. 
 
“Then the day wasn’t wasted after all,” Snape said. It was the closest he could come to telling 
Hermione that he was glad she had gotten the opportunity to visit with her parents, albeit 
briefly. 
 
Hermione looked at him sharply, but she could find no trace of sarcasm in his statement. She 
smiled. “Thank you, Severus,” she said simply. 
 
Instead of responding, Snape chose to change the subject. 
 
“Do you know what’s in store for us today?” he asked. 
 
“I don’t think anything is going to happen till tonight,” Hermione said. She was glad Snape had 
changed the subject. She had very nearly started crying and she had no desire to give Snape 
that kind of emotional ammunition to use against her. 
 
“What happens tonight?” Snape asked. He tried to think back to Hermione’s second year at 
Hogwarts, but the years of the Golden Trio tended to run together in one unpleasant blur 
punctuated by a disaster at the end of each year. 
 
“Barry, Roland and I are going to go to Almost Headless Dick’s deathday party,” Hermione said. 
 
“Now, that sounds like fun,” Snape said with his usual sarcasm. 
 
Hermione laughed. “Well, certainly more fun for us than for Almost Headless Dick,” she said. “At 
least we get to leave.” 
 
“Very true,” Snape agreed. 
 
“We’ll see each other tonight,” Hermione reminded him.  
 
“Yes?” 
 
“Tonight is the night that Zilch’s cat is found petrified.” 
 
“Of course, now I remember. Poor Mrs. Norris,” Snape said. 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes and wondered if it was possible for Snape to be any more sarcastic. 
 
“In the book, the cat’s name is Mr. Boris,” Hermione explained. 
 
“I’ll try to remember that,” Snape said. He paused a moment before he spoke again. “On the 
subject of names, did you speak with Mr. Plotter and Mr. Wisely last evening?” 
 
“Yes, they told me about the barrier at the station being closed, flying Mr. Wisely’s car to 
Pigmoles, and running into a homicidal tree. They also told me that you gave them quite a 
dressing down.” 
 
“I certainly did. I had to keep up pretences, after all,” he said with a smirk. 
 
“I’m sure you had no trouble at all on that score,” Hermione said sourly. 
 



“Actually, I quite enjoyed it,” Snape admitted. 
 
“I’m sure you did. What has that to do with names, though?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Not a thing. I was just curious about the name of the house-elf that kept Plotter and Wisely 
from passing through the barrier at King’s Cross. Whoever wrote this ridiculous book seems to 
have an especial talent for choosing the most absurd names imaginable. Not that house-elf 
names aren’t absurd to begin with,” he added with a grimace. 
 
“His name is Knobby,” Hermione said with a smile. 
 
“I had guessed Sobby or Lobby. I was on the right track at least,” Snape said as he smiled back 
at Hermione. 
 
Hermione was surprised to discover that when Snape smiled, he seemed younger and not quite 
as unattractive as usual.  
 
“You smiled!” Hermione said. 
 
Snape grimaced. “I did no such thing, you silly girl,” he retorted. 
 
Hermione didn’t try to argue with him. She knew what she had seen.  
 
“I’m going to write to my parents and then go to the library before I have to meet Barry and 
Roland to go to the party. Have a nice day,” she said as she got to her feet and moved to the 
door. She reversed the spells and put her hand on the doorknob. Just before she opened the 
door, she turned back toward him. 
 
“You should smile more often, Severus,” she said with a grin. “It’ll make people wonder what 
you’re up to!”  
 
She checked the corridor and slipped out the door, closing it behind her. 
 
After she left, Snape just sat and scowled at the closed door.  
 
Insolent chit, he thought. And then he smiled again. 
 
 
Hermione spent the next several hours in the library. Then she wrote a long letter to her parents 
and went off to the Owlery to post it.  
 
At seven o’clock Barry, Roland, and she made their way down to one of the roomier dungeons 
for Dick’s deathday party.  
 
Almost Headless Dick’s deathday party was just as disgusting and depressing as Nearly Headless 
Nick’s had been thirteen years before. After an hour of trying to make small talk with Dick, 
Jeeves the poltergeist, and Grumbling Greta, the three of them were ready to leave. 
 
They walked back up the passageway lined with black candles. 
 
“Pudding might not be finished,” Roland said hopefully as they started climbing the stairs toward 
the entrance hall. 
 



Barry stopped suddenly. 
 
“Listen! Can you hear it?” he asked Roland and Hermione. Barry ran up the stairs toward the 
first floor with Roland and Hermione clattering along behind him.  
 
“It’s going to kill someone!” he shouted as he took the next flight of stairs three at a time. 
 
Barry hurtled down corridor after corridor with Roland and Hermione panting after him. He 
skidded to a halt as he rounded the corner into the last, deserted passage. 
 
“I didn’t hear anything,” Roland said as he wiped sweat from his brow. 
 
Hermione pointed down the corridor. 
 
“Look!” she said, drawing their attention to the writing on the wall. They approached slowly in 
the flickering light of the wall torches. 

THE COMPARTMENT OF MYSTERIES HAS BEEN OPENED. 
 

ENEMIES OF THE HEIR – BEWARE! 
 
 
“What’s that hanging underneath?” Roland asked. 
 
“It’s Zilch’s cat – Mr. Boris!” Hermione said, accompanied by a convincing squeal. 
 
“We need to get out of here,” Roland said. 
 
They turned to leave, but it was too late. The feast in the Great Hall below them had ended and 
students were climbing the stairs and piling into the corridor from both ends. 
 
Hermione, Barry, and Roland stood alone in the middle of the corridor. The crowd became quiet 
as the students pressed forward to view the horrible sight of Mr. Boris hanging from one of the 
torch brackets. 
 
“You’ll be next, Dirtblood,” said a voice Hermione recognized as belonging to Jacko Badboy. 
 
Flogus Zilch showed up right on time, screaming that Barry had killed his cat.  
 
The headmaster arrived, trailed by several teachers. Slumbermore reached up and detached Mr. 
Boris from the torch bracket. 
 
“Come with me, Flogus,” Slumbermore said. He pointed at Barry, Roland, and Hermione. “You 
three come as well.” 
 
“My office is right upstairs, Headmaster,” said Goldenboy Crockpot.  
 
“Thank you,” said Slumbermore and headed toward the stairs. Crockpot, MacGyver, and Snape 
followed the headmaster upstairs and into Crockpot’s office. 
 
Flogus was heaving great sobs as Slumbermore examined Mr. Boris. 
 
“He’s not dead, Flogus,” said Slumbermore after a few minutes. “He’s been Petrified, but I’m not 



sure how.” 
 
“Ask him!” Flogus said pointing at Barry. 
 
“I didn’t!” Barry protested. 
 
Snape stepped forward and spoke for the first time. “Headmaster, no second year could have 
cast such a spell. Perhaps this is simply a case of Plotter and his friends being in the wrong place 
at the wrong time. 
 
“Though I must wonder why they weren’t at the Halloween feast.” Snape cast a baleful look at 
the three of them. 
 
“We were at Almost Headless Dick’s deathday party,” Hermione said.  
 
“Why didn’t you join the feast afterward? Why were you in this particular corridor?” Snape’s 
obsidian eyes were glittering suspiciously in the candlelight. 
 
Hermione thought he was carrying things a bit too far. She rolled her eyes at him, but he 
ignored her. No surprise there. 
 
“We were tired and wanted to go to bed,” Barry said after a moment. 
 
“Without eating? I doubt the food offered at a ghostly feast was very palatable.” Snape was 
relentless. Hermione was tempted to cast an unobtrusive spell, but restrained herself. 
 
“We weren’t very hungry,” Roland said. He might have been more convincing if his stomach 
hadn’t chosen that moment to give a loud rumble. 
 
Snape sneered. “I’m not sure Plotter and his friends are being entirely truthful, Headmaster,” he 
said with a nasty smirk. 
 
“My cat has been Petrified!” Zilch interjected. “I miss my cat. I want my cat back!” 
 
“Madam Sprigs has a nice batch of Mandrakes going, Flogus,” Slumbermore said soothingly. 
“Once they are mature, we’ll be able to make a potion to restore him.” 
 
“I know all about Mandrake Restorative Draughts,” Crockpot said with a supercilious smile. 
 
“I am the Potions master at this school,” Snape said in an icy tone. 
 
There was an awkward silence as Snape glared at Goldenboy Crockpot.  
 
The headmaster broke the silence by declaring they would discuss the matter further in the 
morning. He then sent everyone off to bed.  

 
 
 
A/N: Next up: Barry Plotter and the Compartment of Mysteries (Days 11, 12, 13, & 14 in the 
book.) 
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A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. I have completely ignored the ending of HBP. For the purposes of 
this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so alive he is – at least here! The events of the books 
are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events that, in the books, 
may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into one day, or 
completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that JKR is telling. 
Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the product of my own 
imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the WIKTT forum by 
Ladyofthemasque.  

 
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile!  

 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine.  

 
 
 
Day eleven in the book: December 10th 
 
At breakfast the next morning, Hermione signalled to Snape that they needed to talk. Snape 
surreptitiously acknowledged her signal and thirty minutes later, Hermione was slipping into 
Snape’s office, casting the Locking and Silencing Spells as she closed the door behind her. 
 
“What can I do for you, Professor Granger?” Snape asked in his usual caustic manner. 
 
“I just wanted to warn you to have plenty of Deflating Draft on hand during double Potions this 
afternoon." 
 
“Why would I need Deflating Draft…” Snape started speaking and then a memory resurfaced. “Of 
course. Boyle’s cauldron full of Swelling Solution is going to explode isn’t it? And I’m going to 
find the remnants of a Filibuster firecracker in it, aren’t I?” 
 
“It was a diversion,” Hermione explained. “I needed to…borrow some things from you.” 
 
“I always thought it was Potter who had stolen the bicorn horn and boomslang skin from my 
private stores, but it was you, wasn’t it?” Snape asked. 
 
“Since it’s too late for you to expel me, I plead guilty,” Hermione said with a smirk. 
 
“It’s not too late for me to deduct points from your house, though, Miss Stranger,” Snape said 
with a sneer. 
 
“Oh, for Merlin’s sake, Snape,” Hermione said tartly, “it was nearly thirteen years ago. Let it go, 
already.” She blew out an exasperated sigh. 
 
Snape scowled, but nodded reluctantly. 
 



“And while you’re feeling so magnanimous,” Hermione continued, “could you leave the wards off 
your private stores today? It took me quite a while to break through your wards last time and 
you almost caught me.” 
 
“What a pity I didn’t,” Snape snarled. 
 
“Yes. You almost missed out on seeing me turn myself into a cat,” Hermione said. 
 
“One of my fondest memories of you, actually,” Snape conceded. Then he relented. “Very well, 
I’ll leave the wards down.” 
 
“Thank you,” Hermione said. 
 
“My pleasure,” Snape replied with his usual sarcasm. 
 
“Did you see the notice board this morning?” Hermione asked, changing the subject before 
Snape changed his mind about deducting house points. 
 
“The notice board is for students. Why would I bother? I’m seldom involved in student activities 
unless I have no choice.” 
 
“Well, you’ll be involved this evening,” Hermione said, dangling the bait. 
 
He knew he shouldn’t ask, but his curiosity got the better of him. Hermione had, after all, read 
the bloody book. Snape glared at her and took the bait. 
 
“What’s going to happen tonight?” he asked reluctantly. 
 
“The dueling club,” Hermione said casually and waited for the explosion. 
 
“Bloody fucking hell!” Snape bellowed. 
 
Hermione grinned as she turned to leave. It was certainly satisfying to get one over on him for a 
change. 
 
 
Later that afternoon, during double Potions, Barry tossed the Filibuster firecracker into Boyle’s 
cauldron. When it exploded, Swelling Solution splattered everywhere. While Snape was busy 
administering the Deflating Draft, Hermione slipped into his private storeroom. She was happy 
to discover that in spite of her baiting, he had followed through on his promise to leave his 
wards down. Hermione was in and out of the storeroom in less than five minutes.  
 
After class, Hermione, Barry, and Roland made their way to Grumbling Greta’s bathroom to add 
the purloined ingredients to the Polyjuice Potion. 
 
“It’ll be ready in two weeks,” Hermione said as she stirred vigorously. 
 
 
At eight o’clock that evening, Barry, Roland, and Hermione, along with most of the other 
students in the school, made their way into the Great Hall. The dining tables had been removed 
and a golden stage had been set up along one wall. The enchanted ceiling showed nothing but a 
velvety blackness. The room was lit by thousands of candles floating in mid-air.  
 



“I wonder who’ll be showing us,” Roland said as they made their way to the edge of the stage. 
 
“I’ve read that Professor Phlatulent was a dueling champion in his youth,” Hermione said, though 
she knew that it wouldn’t be Professor Phlatulent up on the golden stage. 
 
“As long as it’s not…” Barry began and then groaned aloud as Goldenboy Crockpot walked out 
onto the stage, followed by Snape. 
 
Goldenboy Crockpot performed an elaborate bow and promised not to hurt Snape. Snape 
nodded curtly in acknowledgement of Crockpot’s bow and sneered in response to Crockpot’s 
assurances of his safety. All of Crockpot’s fatuous posturing only served to underscore the quiet 
grace and dignity of Snape’s tall, dark form as they held their wands before them and prepared 
to duel. 
 
“Begin!” Crockpot said, initiating the duel. 
 
“Expelliarmus!” Snape roared about one nanosecond later. Crockpot’s wand flew from his hand 
and he fell back, landing on his self-important arse. 
 
Hermione hid a gleeful smile behind her hand as she watched Snape wipe the floor with 
Crockpot. Once again, she wondered why she had ever thought Gilderoy Lockhart attractive in 
any way. He was such a simpering fool, whereas Snape… 
 
Hermione quickly pushed any further thoughts in that direction out of her mind and concentrated 
on watching the duel. 
 
After several more trips to the floor, Crockpot shook his head to clear it and dragged himself to 
his feet. Then in an obvious (obvious, at least to the twenty-five-year-old Hermione now 
watching the debacle) attempt to save face, Crockpot announced that the demonstration was 
over. He and Snape went among the students to sort them into pairs to practice Disarming 
Charms. 
 
This soon degenerated into a near riot as Jacko attacked Barry, Nigel and Jordan Flinch-Flandry 
nearly knocked each other out, Roland’s broken wand inflicted an unknown injury on Shameless, 
and Melissa Bullstride seemed intent on twisting Hermione’s head off.  
 
As Barry separated them, Hermione reckoned it was a good thing her wand had been thrown out 
of her reach. She knew a lot more hexes now than she had known as a second-year student – 
and she was pissed off enough to use them. She retrieved her wand and turned toward Melissa 
with a malignant gleam in her eye. A warning look from Snape brought her to her senses. She 
took a deep breath and tried to calm herself down. 
 
Hermione was angry and exhausted. All she wanted to do was go back to the girls’ dormitory 
and go to bed, but she knew there was still one more scene to be played out tonight. 
 
She watched in resignation as Jacko and Barry faced each other once more. Snape leaned down 
and whispered into Jacko’s ear. Jacko nodded with an evil looking smirk. 
 
“Serpensortia!” Jacko shouted as he pointed his wand at Barry. 
 
A large black snake burst from the end of Jacko’s wand and fell to the floor between him and 
Barry. The snake turned to Barry and raised itself, getting ready to strike. 
 



“I’ll get rid of that for you,” Snape drawled. He was obviously enjoying the sight of Barry 
standing motionless, eye-to-eye with an angry snake. 
 
“I’ll do it!” shouted Crockpot. Before Snape could protest, Crockpot flourished his wand. There 
was a loud banging noise. The snake flew up into the air and then fell back to the floor with a 
loud thud. “Angry” didn’t come close to describing the snake’s disposition after this treatment. It 
coiled itself back into striking position, hissing and spitting. The snake reared back, fangs 
exposed, and prepared to strike the nearest student – Jordan Flinch-Flandry. 
 
Barry rushed forward, putting himself between the snake and Jordan. He spoke a few words and 
the snake retreated.  
 
Jordan looked at Barry with something akin to fear and loathing, and then fled the room. 
 
With a flick of his wand, Snape banished the snake in a cloud of black smoke.  
 
Hermione and Roland pushed to Barry’s side and hustled him out of the Great Hall. As the trio 
made their way to the Lionsden common room, students drew back from them as though 
frightened. 
 
“Barry, you never told us you were a Parsellingua.” 
 
“What? I’m a what?” Barry asked with a true look of puzzlement on his face. 
 
“You can talk to snakes,” Roland explained. 
 
“I’m sure lots of wizards can,” Barry theorised. 
 
“No, Barry,” Hermione explained, “it’s a very rare talent. One of the founders of Pigmoles, 
Valdemar Viperspit, was a Parsellingua. That’s why the symbol of Viperspit is a snake.” 
 
Hermione paused to let the meaning of her words sink in. 
 
“Now people think I’m the heir of Viperspit? They think I’m the one who petrified Mr. Boris and 
Colum Cleavely?” 
 
“Exactly,” said Ron. 
 
“But I’m not!” Barry exclaimed. 
 
Hermione tried to comfort Barry as much as she could, but the strictures placed on her by the 
magic of the book didn’t allow her to do much more than mutter meaningless platitudes. 
 
She went to bed that night feeling oddly restless. She tossed and turned for a long time before 
she finally fell asleep. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day twelve in the book: December 25th 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she found a pile of Christmas presents at the foot of 
her bed.  



 
“Bloody hell,” she muttered as she got out of bed. She had been hoping that the book would 
allow her to skip over her own stupidity; apparently, fate was not going to be that kind to her.  
 
It had been on Christmas day, during her second year, that Hermione had turned herself into a 
strange human/cat hybrid by ingesting Polyjuice Potion. She had thought the hair she had found 
on her robes after the fight with Millicent Bulstrode belonged to Millicent. Instead, she had 
discovered, much to her dismay that the hair belonged to Millicent’s cat. She had spent five 
weeks in hospital while Madam Pomfrey and Snape had worked on a cure to return her to 
normal.  
 
Although Ron and Harry had successfully infiltrated the Slytherin common room after they had 
been transformed into Crabbe and Goyle, they hadn’t really found out anything useful. 
Therefore, there could only be one reason the book had brought her to this day – she had to 
take the Polyjuice Potion and once again become a cat. 
 
Hermione had noticed that she and Snape were only being forced to relive those incidents that 
they had been a part of back at Hogwarts. Although the book was ostensibly about Barry and his 
adventures as he worked to defeat Moldyport, in reality the events here at Pigmoles revolved 
around her and Snape.  
 
She thought briefly of trying to find another hair – maybe she could unobtrusively pick one of 
MacGyver’s during dinner – and avoid becoming a cat, but she feared that if she did that, when 
she woke up in the morning she would find that it was still Christmas and she would be obliged 
to re-enact the original events anyway.  
 
She sighed and prepared to go meet Barry and Roland. No, trying to circumvent the events of 
that fateful Christmas day would only result in a one day delay in her and Snape getting back to 
Hogwarts. In spite of Snape’s own ‘tactical error,’ she doubted he would be very happy if she 
were the cause of any further delay.  
 
Of course, Hermione thought sourly, he wasn’t the one who was going to spend five weeks as a 
cat! 
 
 
During the Christmas dinner, Hermione caught Snape’s eye and signalled to him. He glowered at 
her and then nodded slightly.  
 
After she finished eating, Hermione gave the boys the drugged chocolate cakes and told them to 
make sure Drabbe and Boyle ate them during tea. Then she left them eating a third helping of 
Christmas pudding and told them she would meet them in Grumbling Greta’s toilet after tea.  
 
Hermione ducked into Snape’s office to wait for him. He had given her the passwords to lower 
the wards, but this was the first time she had done it. He was usually already in his office when 
they met. 
 
She was pacing up and down in front of his desk when he entered. He cast the privacy spells 
before he approached her. 
 
“What do you want, Granger?” Snape said by way of greeting. He scowled at her. 
 
“Oh, and a Happy Christmas to you as well,” Hermione said with all the scorn she could 
summon. 



 
“I was looking forward to a second helping of pudding. It’s the only thing about Christmas I 
actually enjoy.” 
 
“I’m so sorry to have interrupted your feast, then,” Hermione replied. 
 
“I’m sure you didn’t want to meet simply to wish me merry,” Snape replied, “therefore, my 
question is a valid one. What do you want, Granger?” 
 
“I want absolutely nothing, Snape,” Hermione said.  
 
She turned on her heel and marched to the door. She pulled her wand, released the spells, and 
walked out, giving the door a satisfying slam as she left. 
 
What in bloody, blue blazes is the matter with her? he wondered. 
 
Later that evening, Madam Pamphrey called Snape to the hospital wing. It was only after he saw 
Hermione – fur-covered and with whiskers and a tail – that he remembered that it had been on 
Christmas that the Polyjuice accident had happened. 
 
That night, it was Snape who had trouble falling asleep. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day thirteen in the book: May 8th 
 
Snape woke up the next morning feeling irritable. This didn’t bother him – actually irritable was 
pretty much normal for him. What did bother him was that in addition to feeling irritable, he was 
also feeling a twinge of conscience over the way he had spoken to Hermione the previous day. 
She had obviously been apprehensive about what was going to happen and had probably only 
wanted some reassurance from him that he would be able to reverse the effects of the flawed 
potion. Instead of reassuring her, he had snapped at her and complained that their meeting had 
prevented him from having a second helping of pudding. In truth, he hated Christmas pudding 
and he had only said that to annoy her.  
 
Snape sighed as he performed his morning ablutions. He might actually have to apologise to the 
chit. Apologising wasn’t something that came easily to Snape. He only did it when he had 
absolutely no other option. Of course, since he was seldom wrong about anything, he didn’t have 
to apologise very often. Perhaps he’d wait and see what her attitude towards him was today. 
Maybe he could avoid the whole issue.  
 
Snape checked the calendar before he went to the Great Hall for breakfast. 
 
“Merlin in a fucking pointed hat,” he muttered as he realized what day it was. Now he knew he 
had to speak to Hermione right away. In less than two hours, she was going to be Petrified. 
 
When Snape arrived in the Great Hall, he looked toward the Lionsden table. Hermione was 
sitting, as she normally did, between Plotter and Wisely. Snape sat at his usual place and tried 
to catch her eye. She didn’t look toward the high table once all through breakfast. When Snape 
saw her gather some books and head out of the room, he quickly threw down his napkin and 
followed her. 
 



 
When Hermione left the Great Hall, she headed toward the library. Snape found her in the back 
of the library just as she was tearing a page out of one of the books. 
 
“I’m shocked, Professor Granger,” he said in his sternest voice. “Defacing school property?” 
 
“Fuck off, Snape,” Hermione said with a snarl as she tried to push past him. 
 
Snape grasped her upper arm and halted her flight. Her invective surprised him. They had never 
been friends, of course. She had been his student, and during that time, she had always treated 
him with respect – even when he hadn’t treated her in the same manner. But after she had 
joined the staff at Hogwarts, their discourses, while never warm, had never been cruel, either. 
Although he would have denied it, had anyone had the temerity to even suggest it, he had 
rather enjoyed their verbal sparring. She had wit and a measure of sarcasm that matched his. 
Moreover, she absolutely refused to be intimidated by him. He respected that. 
 
“Language, Miss Stranger,” Snape said sharply. “Ten points from Lionsden.” 
 
“You’re the one who told me to find a new insult, you insufferable bastard,” Hermione said 
vehemently. She tried to pull away from him. 
 
“Let me go,” she hissed. 
 
“Not until you promise not to run off. We need to talk.” 
 
“I don’t have time to talk. I have a date with a basilisk. Or have you forgotten that as well?” She 
drew her foot back and kicked him – hard – in the shin. He jumped on one foot rubbing his 
throbbing shin with both hands. 
 
Fuck that hurt! 
 
Hermione moved passed him, heading towards the front of the library. Snape hobbled after her. 
Damn. He was going to have to apologise. 
 
He caught up with her just before she reached the door. He grabbed her arm and pulled her 
around to face him. 
 
“Professor Granger…Hermione,” he said in the most soothing voice he could muster under the 
circumstances. “I’m sorry.” 
 
Hermione was sure she must have misunderstood him. 
 
“What?” 
 
“I know you heard me. I’m not going to repeat it,” he said, clinging to as much dignity as he 
could under the circumstances. 
 
Hermione had heard him. She had simply not believed her ears. She decided not to push the 
issue. 
 
“What are you sorry for?” Hermione wanted to know. 
 
“For forgetting what was going to happen on Christmas. Perhaps I should have been a bit more 



sympathetic.” 
 
Hermione didn’t say anything so Snape plunged on. 
 
“I know that today will be difficult as well…” 
 
“This whole bleeding year was ‘difficult,’” Hermione muttered. “I spent almost as much time in 
hospital as I did in classes.” 
 
“I’m sure things will work out here, just as they did back at Hogwarts,” Snape said. 
 
Hermione raised her eyes to his before she spoke. “When I was Petrified back at Hogwarts, I 
didn’t know it was going to happen. I didn’t anticipate it so I didn’t know enough to be afraid. 
This time…well, it’s different. I know it’s coming and I’m terrified.”  
 
Snape could see tears hovering on her lower lashes, but she blinked and refused to let them fall. 
 
“Yes, well, as the headmaster said, Professor Sprigs has a nice batch of Mandrakes going…” 
Snape’s voice trailed off as he recalled the words he had spoken to her in the library, before this 
nightmare had begun. 
 
“Yes,” Hermione said bitterly. “More’s the pity that, right? At least things will be peaceful ‘round 
the castle whilst I’m indisposed.” 
 
Snape actually flushed. 
 
“When I made that remark, I couldn’t have known that we would end up back here, or that you 
would be forced to relive this incident,” Snape said. “You know I wouldn’t have knowingly wished 
that upon you.” 
 
Hermione took pity on him – not that he deserved it. 
 
“It’s all right, Severus. I know you didn’t mean anything by it,” she said as she patted his arm.  
 
He covered her hand with his. “I will make sure you are restored, Hermione. I promise.” 
 
“I know you will.”  
 
They stood for a moment, looking into each other’s eyes. Then Hermione pulled her hand out 
from under his. 
 
“I’ve really got to go now,” she said. She broke eye contact and hurried through the door. 
 
Snape pretended to be surprised when he heard that Harriet Stranger, along with another girl, 
had been Petrified. He went out to find Professor Sprigs to make sure that she was taking good 
care of her crop of Mandrakes. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day fourteen in the book: May 30th 
 
The first thing Hermione saw when she opened her eyes was Professor Snape hovering over her. 



 
“Welcome back, Miss Stranger,” he said. 
 
“You did it,” Hermione said. Even to her own ears, her voice sounded rusty and unused. 
 
“Did you ever doubt me?” He quirked a brow at her. 
 
“Not really,” Hermione conceded. “Is everyone else all right?” 
 
“Yes. Everyone has been restored. Even Mr. Boris is up and about, as nasty as ever.” 
 
“That must have made Zilch happy,” Hermione commented as she struggled to sit up. Snape put 
his arm behind her shoulders and helped her to pull herself into a seated position.  
 
Before they could say any more, Madam Pamphrey came bustling into the room. 
 
“I see you are awake, Miss Stranger,” she said. “How are you feeling?” 
 
“I’m fine, I think, Madam Pamphrey. I’m feeling a little stiff,” Hermione said as she flexed her 
fingers. 
 
“Being Petrified for three weeks will do that,” Madam Pamphrey said with a smile. She handed 
Hermione a vial. “Drink this. It will loosen up those stiff muscles.” 
 
She handed Hermione a second vial. “When you’ve finished the Muscle Relaxing Potion, drink 
this. It will allow you to fall asleep.” 
 
“But I’ve just woken up!” Hermione protested. 
 
“No, my dear,” Madam Pamphrey said, “you’ve been Petrified; you haven’t been sleeping. You 
need to sleep for about twelve hours. When you wake up next time, you’ll be as good as new 
and ready to leave.” 
 
Hermione looked at the first vial of potion with trepidation. If she recalled correctly, the stuff 
tasted vile. 
 
“I have to see to some of the others. Will you be sure she drinks her potions, Professor Snake?” 
Madam Pamphrey said to Snape. 
 
“She’ll drink them,” Snape growled. 
 
Madam Pamphrey bustled back out of the room. 
 
“Bottoms up, Professor Granger,” Snape said with an evil looking grin. 
 
Hermione obediently swallowed the first potion, making a face at the bitter taste. 
 
“Can’t you ever make a pleasant tasting potion?” she asked Snape. 
 
“It’s an unwritten rule of Potions Masters that in order for a potion to be effective, it must taste 
as horrible as possible,” he said with a smirk. 
 
“Well, this one must be very effective,” Hermione said with a shudder. “It tastes like dragon 



piss.” 
 
Snape chuckled softly, not wanting to attract Madam Pamphrey’s attention. Based on his own 
experiences with Poppy, he doubted the mediwitch here had seen Snake laughing very often. 
 
Hermione grinned at him and raised the second vial to her lips. 
 
“Cheers,” she said and tossed back the contents.  
 
“This one probably won’t work – it actually tastes good – rather like…” and she fell asleep before 
she could finish her thought. 
 
“Goodnight, Hermione,” Snape said softly. 
 
He tucked the rough hospital blanket up under her chin and left the room.  

 
 
 
A/N: Up next: Barry Plotter and the Convict of Kazaban (Days 15, 16, & 17 in the book) 
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Chapter Three: Barry Plotter and the Convict of Kazaban 
 
Day fifteen in the book: September 1st 



 
When Hermione next opened her eyes, she had no idea where she was. She sat up in bed and 
looked around. She was not in her room at her parents’ house. She was not in her quarters at 
Hogwarts. She was not in her dormitory at Pigmoles. 
 
“So where the bloody hell am I?” Hermione muttered to herself. She vaguely recognised the 
room – she knew she had been here before, but the knowledge of when and why escaped her 
for the moment. 
 
There was a loud knocking on the door. 
 
“Harriet! Harriet!” shouted a voice through the door. A voice she knew well. 
 
The knocking continued. “Get up Harriet – we’re going to miss the train if you don’t hurry up.” 
 
Now Hermione knew where she was, and more importantly, when she was. 
 
She was in a room at the Leaky Cauldron – or rather, the Creaky Cauldron in this time and 
place. It was the first day of her third year at Hogwarts/Pigmoles. 
 
“I’m awake, Barry,” Hermione called out. “I’ll be down in a few minutes.” 
 
Hermione could hear Barry clattering back down the stairs as she stretched and then got out of 
bed. 
 
She nearly tripped as she made her way into the bathroom. She looked to see what she had 
stumbled over and let out a gasp. 
 
“Crookshanks!” Hermione exclaimed. She knelt down and reached a hand through the bars of 
the cage to stroke the fluffy, ginger-coloured fur.  
 
“Oh, Crooks, I’ve missed you so much,” Hermione said with a catch in her voice. 
 
In her time, Crookshanks had been another of Voldemort’s victims. She had left Crooks with her 
parents at the start of her seventh year, and he had suffered the same fate as they had when 
Voldemort’s Death Eaters attacked. In spite of the fact that she knew she would have to say 
goodbye to Crookshanks once again, she was happy to see him and to know she would have him 
with her again, even if only for a brief period of time.  
 
Hermione was smiling as she got ready to go downstairs. 
 
Two hours later, Barry, Roland, and Hermione were walking down the corridor of the Pigmoles 
Nonstop, looking for an empty compartment. All the compartments were full, except for one, at 
the very end of the train, which held only one occupant. The three of them paused at the 
entrance to the compartment, hesitating to disturb the person within. 
 
The man was sitting in a corner of the seat. He was slumped against the window, and was fast 
asleep. He was wearing clean, but shabby, robes that had obviously been mended many times. 
Although he didn’t seem very old, his light brown hair was streaked with grey and he looked 
tired and not very healthy. 
 
They moved quietly into the compartment and sat on the seat opposite the dozing man. 
 



“Usually it’s just students on the train,” Roland said. “Well, except for the witch who pushes the 
food trolley. Who do you suppose he is?” 
 
“Professor R. J. Lobo,” Hermione said in a whisper. 
 
“How do you know that?” Barry asked. 
 
Hermione pointed to the luggage rack. There was a beat up leather satchel on the rack with the 
words ‘Prof. R. J. Lobo’ stamped in fading gold letters. “That must be his,” she said reasonably. 
 
“Wonder what he’ll be teaching,” Roland said. 
 
“There’s only one opening, isn’t there?” Hermione said. “He’ll be teaching Defence Against the 
Dark Arts.” 
 
Roland stared at the sickly looking man across the way. “I hope he’s stronger than he looks,” he 
commented at last. 
 
Hermione looked across at the man she knew as Remus Lupin.  
 
Oh, yes, Hermione thought, knowing what the future held for the sleeping man, he’s much 

stronger than he looks. 
 
Hermione, Barry, and Roland settled into their seats and started discussing the news of the 
escape of Ebony Graves from the wizarding prison in Kazaban.  
 
Barry told them of the conversation between Roland’s parents he had overheard the night 
before. 
 
“My mum and dad think he’s escaped to come after you?” Roland asked. 
 
“You need to be careful, Barry,” Hermione said as she patted him on the arm. “Don’t go looking 
for trouble.” 
 
“I don’t go looking for trouble,” Barry said with a grim expression, “but trouble usually finds me 
whether I’m looking for it or not.” 
 
Knowing this to be true, at least in her world, Hermione refrained from further comment. 
 
The three of them then started talking about the village of Pigsdeed. As third year students, they 
would be allowed to visit Pigsdeed for outings during the school year. 
 
“Pigsdeed is the only completely non-Muggle community in Britain,” Hermione explained. “And 
the Howling Hut is said to be the most haunted place in the world.” 
 
“I can’t wait to go to Nectar Row,” said Roland. 
 
“What’s that?” Barry asked. 
 
“It’s the sweetshop. They’ve got everything there!” Roland exclaimed. 
 
“You’ll have to tell me all about it,” Barry said quietly. 
 



“What do you mean; ‘tell you about it,’ mate?” Roland said. “We’ll be going together.” 
 
Barry then explained that his guardians, the Purseleys, hadn’t signed his permission slip. 
 
Hermione well knew that this little technicality wasn’t going to keep Barry out of Pigsdeed, but, 
along with Roland, she commiserated with him just the same. 
 
When the plump witch pushing the food trolley showed up, Roland wondered if they should 
attempt to awaken the sleeping professor. 
 
“He looks like he could do with a meal,” Roland added. 
 
Hermione called out to the man, but he just slept on. The witch assured them that if he wanted 
something when he woke up, she would bring it to him. 
 
Even asleep, however, Professor Lobo’s presence proved to be helpful. Jacko Badboy and his 
cronies, Drabbe and Boyle, stopped outside the compartment to indulge in their favourite sport – 
harassing Barry, Roland, and Harriet. When Jacko saw the man sleeping in the corner of the 
compartment and learned he was a teacher, he left. Even he wasn’t stupid enough to pick a fight 
right under a teacher’s nose – even if that teacher was sound asleep at the time. 
 
A little while later, the train started to slow. 
 
For effect, Hermione checked her watch. She knew what the delay was. 
 
“It’s too early,” Hermione said. “We can’t be there yet.” 
 
“Why are we slowing down then?” Roland asked.  
 
The train stopped with a jolt and all the lights went out. 
 
The door of the compartment slid open and someone stumbled in – falling over Barry’s legs. 
 
“Sorry…” 
 
“Hey, Nigel,” Hermione said and pulled him down onto the seat next to her.  
 
“Roland?” a hesitant voice floated into the compartment. 
 
“Janie?” Roland said. 
 
“Yes…what’s going on?” 
 
“Dunno…but come on in.” Roland said. The compartment door slid closed behind Janie. 
 
The five of them started talking at once, speculating as to why the train had stopped before it 
got to Pigsdeed station. 
 
A hoarse voice suddenly cut across theirs. 
 
“Quiet!” 
 
Professor Lobo had awakened at last. 



 
After a moment, Hermione could see a small, blue flame cupped in Professor Lobo’s palm. In the 
feeble light, she could see that although his face still appeared tired and grey, his eyes were 
alert, if guarded. 
 
“Stay here while I investigate,” he said as he moved toward the door. Before he reached it, 
however, the door slid open.  
 
A tall, hooded figure was outlined in the bluish light shining from Professor Lobo’s hand. 
 
Nigel and Janie both gasped. Roland mumbled a curse. Barry fainted. And Hermione held her 
breath and watched as Lobo dealt with the creature, which she had known as a dementor.  
 
The creature made a move as if to step into the compartment. Before it could do so, Professor 
Lobo held up a hand and spoke sharply. “We are not hiding Ebony Graves under our robes. 
Leave us.” 
 
The creature hesitated. Lobo pulled out his wand and muttered an incantation. A silvery figure 
shot from the end of his wand. The hooded figure turned and drifted away. 
 
Hermione heard Barry moaning as he started to come to. She and Roland helped him back onto 
the seat.  
 
“What was that thing?” Nigel asked. 
 
“Made me feel weird,” Roland said with a shiver. “Like I’d never be happy again.” 
 
“It was a demonizer,” Lobo explained. He had taken a large slab of chocolate out of his pocket 
and was breaking it into pieces. He handed the pieces around.  
 
“Everyone eat some chocolate,” he said as he bit into a piece himself. “It will help.” 
 
“What’s a demonizer?” Janie asked as she chewed on her piece of chocolate. 
 
“Demonizers are the creatures used to guard the wizard prison at Kazaban. It is believed that 
Ebony Graves will try to get to Pigmoles. The demonizers are trying to capture him. And you’re 
right, Roland. Demonizers live by sucking all the good and happy thoughts from people.” 
 
Even Hermione shuddered as she listened to Professor Lobo’s explanation. She knew what lay 
ahead, and she wasn’t looking forward to it one bit. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day sixteen in the book: September 9th 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she checked the calendar. She was a bit surprised to 
discover that only eight days had gone by overnight. Then she tried to remember what was 
going to happen today that was important. It seemed the book only brought them to important 
days. She looked at her timetable to see what was on her schedule for the day. She had double 
Potions in the morning and DADA in the afternoon. 
 
She caught up to Barry and Roland as they entered the Potions classroom. The three of them 



watched as Jacko Badboy sauntered in, his arm wrapped in bandages.  
 
Hermione remembered that during Hagrid’s first ever Care of Magical Creatures class, Draco had 
insulted the hippogriff, Buckbeak, and had been bitten. Apparently, Jacko had fared no better 
here.  
 
Not that he didn’t deserve to be bitten, the wanker, Hermione thought gleefully. But Hagrid 
certainly hadn’t deserved to be censured. Nor had Buckbeak deserved to be executed.  
 
“Shit,” Hermione mumbled under breath. This was not going to be an enjoyable class. 
 
Hermione got her cauldron going and started throwing in the ingredients required for the 
Shrinking Solution they were making. 
 
She watched history repeat itself as Jacko played up his pseudo-injury for all it was worth.  
 
“Sir,” whined Jacko, “I’ll need help cutting up these roots.” 
 
“Wisely, cut up Badboy’s roots for him,” Snape ordered without even looking up.  
 
“Professor,” Badboy whined again, “Wisely has ruined my roots.” 
 
Snape got up, looked at the mess Roland had made of Jacko’s roots, and sneered. 
 
“Wisely, exchange roots with Badboy.” 
 
Next, Badboy manipulated Snape into making Barry skin his shrivelfig for him. 
 
When Snape stood over Nigel’s potion, which was orange instead of the green it was supposed 
to be, Hermione knew that things were going to get worse before they got better.  
 
“Does nothing stick in that feeble brain of yours, Shortbutt?” Snape derided the trembling boy. 
“I said one rat brain was sufficient. Can’t you even count to one without error?” 
 
“Please sir,” Hermione interjected, “I could help Nigel put his potion to rights.” 
 
“I don’t recall asking you to show off, Miss Stranger,” Snape said icily. “Five points from 
Lionsden.” 
 
Although Hermione now knew that Snape had had to treat some of his students more favourably 
than others, she couldn’t help but be annoyed – make that infuriated – at the way Snape 
seemed to delight in humiliating Barry, Roland, Nigel, and her. 
 
“Five points? Just for offering to help a fellow student?” Hermione was livid and was quite on the 
verge of telling Snape to go fuck himself. 
 
“Ten points and detention tonight. Eight o’clock. Don’t be late.” Snape smirked at her and moved 
away.  
 
Hermione got to her feet, determined to follow him and give him a piece of her mind. 
 
Barry and Roland each grabbed an arm and held her back. 
 



“Don’t, Harriet!” Barry hissed. “He’ll have you expelled. You know he’s just looking for an 
excuse.” 
 
Hermione allowed Barry and Roland to drag her back to her seat, but for the first time in her life, 
she was actually looking forward to detention. 
 
 
After lunch, they all headed to the classroom where their first Defence Against the Dark Arts 
lesson of the year was to be held. When Professor Lobo entered the classroom, Hermione noted 
that although he still looked quite shabby, he also looked a bit healthier, like he’d had a few 
square meals in the last week or so. 
 
Professor Lobo told them to leave their books, quills, and parchments on their desks and to 
follow him with just their wands. He led them to the staff room. When they got there, Snape was 
there, but after a few snide comments – mostly about Nigel Shortbutt’s many deficiencies in all 
magical endeavours – he left. 
 
Professor Lobo explained the nature of boggarts and how to destroy them using the Boggart 
Banishing Spell. Then, probably to instil some much needed confidence in the insecure boy, Lobo 
insisted that Nigel go first in the attempt to destroy the boggart. 
 
Nigel pointed his wand and shouted, “Riddikulus!” at his boggart, which looked just like 
Professor Snake.  
 
Perverty, Shameless, Dane, Roland, and even Professor Lobo himself, all took a turn facing the 
boggart, which was now obviously weakened and confused. 
 
“Finish him off, Nigel,” Professor Lobo encouraged. 
 
Hermione laughed along with everyone else as ‘Professor Snake’ now appeared wearing a red-
velvet dress (trimmed in lace) and a towering pointed hat with a stuffed peacock on it. He was 
also wearing green tights, red high-heeled shoes, and brandishing a large green handbag. It 
seemed he had gone rather overboard with his make-up as well, Hermione noted and wondered 
if Neville’s gran always wore bright red lipstick and green eye shadow. 
 
“Riddikulus!” Nigel shouted and the boggart exploded, burst into thousands of tiny wisps of 
smoke, and was gone. 
 
“Well done, Nigel!” Professor Lobo said as he patted Nigel on the back. “Very well done, indeed. 
That’s the way to banish a boggart properly.” 
 
Nigel flushed under the unaccustomed praise. 
 
Hermione’s already high opinion of Remus Lupin edged up another notch. 
 
 
As Hermione made her way to the dungeons near eight o’clock that evening, she thought about 
the boggart-in-drag that Nigel had conjured during their afternoon DADA class. She hoped 
Snape hadn’t heard about it, yet.  
 
“I’m going to enjoy painting that picture for you,” she muttered as she knocked on the Potions 
classroom door. 
 



“Enter!” Snape bellowed in his usual manner. 
 
“Good evening, Professor Snake,” Hermione said in the sweetest, most cloying tone she could 
muster. 
 
“Right on time, I see, Miss Stranger,” Snape said. 
 
“Of course, sir,” Hermione replied in a voice dripping honey. “I wouldn’t want to lose my House 
any more points.” 
 
Snape threw her a suspicious look, cast the privacy spells, and then turned back to her. 
 
“What are you playing at, Granger,” he hissed. 
 
“I just happen to be in a very good mood this evening, Severus,” Hermione replied. “Of course, 
you wouldn’t recognise a good mood if it jumped up and bit you on the arse, would you?” 
 
“I’ll assume that’s a rhetorical question and ignore it,” Snape growled. 
 
“Aren’t you even a little bit curious as to why I’m in such a good mood?” Hermione asked as she 
arched an inquisitive brow at him. 
 
“No.” 
 
“Wouldn’t you like to hear a funny story about Nigel Shortbutt and a boggart?” Hermione 
wheedled. 
 
“No.” 
 
“Don’t you think it’s interesting that Nigel’s boggart looks just like you?” 
 
Snape didn’t answer, but Hermione knew she had him. 
 
“You realize, of course, that the memory of you in makeup, high heels and tights will make an 
excellent Pensieve-based blackmail opportunity.” 
 
“What!” Snape sputtered. 
 
Hermione laughed and walked back toward the door. She lifted the privacy spells and left, 
leaving Snape to reflect upon that mental image. 
 
Whoever had said that revenge was sweet didn’t know the half of it. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day seventeen in the book: November 5th 
 
The next morning, Hermione checked her calendar and her timetable before she headed down to 
breakfast. The date was November fifth. It didn’t immediately ring any bells, but she did see 
that she had, once again, missed her birthday. She was now, at least in this time and place, 
fourteen years old. She also noted that she had a DADA class and tried to remember why this 
was significant.  



 
She was in her seat, waiting for class to begin when she saw Snape walk into the classroom. She 
grimaced as she remembered that Snape had taught Professor Lupin’s class on the day of the 
full moon. It was obvious that Professor Lobo was in no condition to teach today. 
 
When Hermione realised that Barry was late for class, she knew that events here were going to 
unfold much as they had back at Hogwarts. 
 
“I’m sorry I’m late, Professor Lobo,” Barry said as he dashed into the classroom. 
 
“Ten minutes late, Plotter,” Snape said. “Ten points from Lionsden. Take your seat.” 
 
“Where’s Professor Lobo?” Barry asked, not moving towards his seat. 
 
“Not that it is any of your business, Plotter, but Professor Lobo is indisposed today. He asked me 
to take over his class.” Snape paused a moment before he continued. “I believe I told you to sit 
down.” 
 
Barry still didn’t move. “What’s the matter with him?” 
 
“Nothing immediately fatal,” Snape said in a tone that could have been interpreted as 
disappointment. “Ten more points from Lionsden. And if I have to tell you one more time to be 
seated, it will be fifty.” 
 
Barry finally walked to his desk and sat down. 
 
“Now, as I was saying before I was so rudely interrupted, it appears that Professor Lobo has not 
left a record of the topics this class has already covered. Therefore…” 
 
Before Snape could continue, Hermione interrupted. “We’ve done Red Caps, Kappas, and 
Grindylows.” She put the most innocent look she could summon on her face before she 
continued. “And of course – boggarts. Sir.” 
 
Hermione managed to keep from laughing or even smiling, as the image of Snape-in-a-dress 
danced across her memory, but her classmates, having been reminded of how Nigel had 
envisioned his boggart, lacked her control.  
 
Roland snorted. He tried to disguise the snort as a cough, but couldn’t quite pull it off. 
 
Perverty giggled. She didn’t even try to pretend it wasn’t a giggle. 
 
Nigel had his hand over his mouth, but his shoulders were shaking with uncontrolled mirth. 
 
Everyone was laughing now; everyone except Hermione and Snape. 
 
Snape stared at Hermione. 
 
Hermione stared at Snape.  
 
Snape finally broke eye contact. 
 
“Silence!” he roared. Slowly, the laughter died down and the students came to order. 
 



“Fifty points from Lionsden, Miss Stranger. And detention – every night for the next two weeks, 
beginning tonight.” Snape spoke in a barely audible whisper, but there was no misunderstanding 
the fury behind his words. 
 
“Yes, sir,” Hermione answered meekly. It didn’t seem advisable to cross him any further today. 
 
“All of you turn to page 394. Now!” 
 
The rest of the lesson went pretty much as it had twelve years earlier. Snape berated Lobo’s 
teaching skills and their learning abilities. He deducted more house points and assigned another 
detention. Everybody was glad to see the end of class approach. 
 
“I want three feet of parchment from each of you on how to recognize and kill werewolves. You 
will hand it in to me by Monday,” Snape said as he prepared to dismiss the class.  
 
“Wisely and Stranger, you will stay behind to arrange your detentions. The rest of you – get out 
of my sight!” 
 
When everyone else had filed out of the classroom, Snape advanced toward Hermione and 
Roland who were sitting side by side at their desks. 
 
“Wisely, I will arrange for you to report to Madam Pamphrey at eight o’clock this evening. I 
expect she will have a large number of bedpans that will require cleaning. You will perform said 
task. Any questions?” 
 
“No,” Roland answered sullenly. 
 
“’No,’ what?” Snape prompted. 
 
“No…sir,” Roland replied through clenched teeth. 
 
“Get out,” Snape said with a snarl. 
 
Roland gathered up his books and walked to the door. Snape waited until he had his hand on the 
doorknob before he spoke again. 
 
“Wisely!” 
 
Roland turned and waited for Snape to continue. 
 
“You will perform said task without benefit of magic. Do you understand?” 
 
“Yes,” Roland said. “Sir,” he hastily added. 
 
“I will know if you try to circumvent my instructions.” 
 
Roland just glared for a few moments and then dropped his gaze.  
 
“Don’t slam the door on your way out,” Snape said with a sneer. 
 
“No…sir,” Roland said. He walked out and closed the door quietly behind him. 
 
Snape cast the privacy spells and then turned to Hermione. 



 
“As for you, Professor Granger…” Snape began. 
 
“Stuff it, Snape,” Hermione growled.  
 
“How dare you humiliate me in front of my students!” Snape bellowed. 
 
“Oh, you mean like you humiliated me for years?” she said. “Besides, I didn’t intend to humiliate 
you.” 
 
“What did you intend, then?” Snape demanded. 
 
“I only wanted to tease you a bit, that’s all,” Hermione said. “Nigel’s boggart image of you was 
almost two months ago for everyone here, though it was just yesterday for us. I didn’t realise 
they would remember it so vividly.” 
 
“They can’t seem to remember anything even remotely related to school work, but that they 
remember,” Snape groused. 
 
“Years from now, Ron will still remember scrubbing bedpans,” Hermione said hopefully. 
 
“Will he?” Snape asked. 
 
“Yes. It still infuriates him,” Hermione said soothingly. 
 
That knowledge seemed to appease Snape a bit. 
 
“You’d better get to your next class, Miss Stranger.” 
 
“Yes, I suppose I should,” Hermione said as she gathered up her books and prepared to leave. 
 
“I’ll see you at eight o’clock,” Snape said in his smoothest, silkiest voice. 
 
“Eight o’clock?” Hermione said, puzzled. 
 
“Of course. Tonight is the first night of your two weeks of detention.” There was an evil looking 
glint in his eyes. 
 
“Severus, you can’t mean to make me...” Hermione spluttered. 
 
“You know, of course, that my father was a Muggle?” Snape said in an apparent non sequitur. 
 
“Yes, but what has that to do with anything?” Hermione asked. 
 
“I thought you’d be interested in hearing one of his favourite expressions.” 
 
“Yes?” 
 
“Pay back’s a bitch.” 
 
“Bleeding, insufferable bastard,” Hermione muttered as she made her way to the door. 
 
She could hear him chuckling as she left the classroom, loudly slamming the door behind her.  
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Day eighteen in the book: February 12th 
 
When Hermione awoke the next morning, she checked the calendar and was pleased to discover 
it was mid-February. More than three months had passed overnight, and Christmas had come 
and gone. She read the notice board in the Lionsden common room and discovered that today 
was one of the days that students would be allowed to visit Pigsdeed.  
 
Sadly, Hermione also remembered that at this time during her third year at Hogwarts, she and 
Ron hadn’t been speaking. Ron had believed that Crookshanks had eaten his pet rat, Scabbers, 
and had barely spoken to her for weeks. She was sure that there was a similar strain in Harriet’s 
relationship with Roland here at Pigmoles. 
 
Hermione went to breakfast and then to the library. She had a pile of books in front of her and 
Barry and Roland didn’t see her as they settled down to discuss how they were going to sneak 
Barry into Pigsdeed later that day. 
 
“I’ve got the Raiders Routes,” Barry said to Roland. “It shows a secret passageway right into the 
basement of Nectar Row. We can meet there.” 
 
Hermione knew that back at Hogwarts, she had tried to dissuade Harry from going into 
Hogsmeade. He had ignored her and gone anyway. She knew that no matter what she said now, 
he would go. She also knew that he would have an encounter with Jacko Badboy. But the most 
pivotal event of the day would be his confrontation with Professor Snake. This meeting would set 



up an even more important encounter later in the year.  
 
Hermione gathered up her books and parchments and made her way down to the dungeon. She 
had to make sure that Snape would be where he was supposed to be to keep his date with 
destiny. 
 
Ten minutes later, Hermione was knocking on the door to Snape’s office.  
 
“Enter!” Snape bellowed in his usual manner. 
 
“Can’t you ever make a person feel welcome?” Hermione chided as she cast the privacy spells. 
 
“Why would I do that? Most people are, assuredly, not welcome.” Snape retorted. 
 
“You’re a hard and bitter man, Severus Snape,” Hermione said. 
 
“At last, we are agreed on something, Professor Granger,” Snape replied. “Now, what do you 
want?” 
 
“Barry’s on his way to Pigsdeed,” Hermione said.  
 
“Plotter doesn’t have permission to go to Pigsdeed,” Snape said. 
 
“Since when has that ever stopped him?” Hermione said. 
 
“True. Both Potter and Plotter think they are above the rules. And, unfortunately, neither has 
ever been sufficiently reminded otherwise,” Snape said with a sneer. 
 
“I’m sure you remember the incident at the Shrieking Shack at the end of our third year?” 
 
“How could I forget?” Snape looked almost embarrassed. “It definitely wasn’t one of my finest 
moments.” 
 
“Since you’re willing to admit that, there may be hope for you yet,” Hermione said with a smile. 
 
Snape just snorted. 
 
“Since this is not the end of the year, I assume that whatever happens today has some bearing 
on the later incident?” Snape speculated. 
 
“Yes. Back at Hogwarts, you caught Harry as he returned to school after he came back from his 
unauthorised trip to Hogsmeade.” 
 
“I recall. I also recall that Remus Lupin intervened, thus preventing Potter, once again, from 
receiving the punishment he so justly deserved,” Snape said through gritted teeth. 
 
“The incident today served to further fuel your vituperation later,” Hermione said. 
 
“Indeed, though I hardly needed additional fuel. I assure you; I had invective to spare when it 
came to Sirius Black,” Snape said with a rueful expression. 
 
“Someday you will have to tell me why you hated Sirius so much,” Hermione said. 
 



“I wouldn’t want to tarnish the man’s sterling reputation,” Snape said. 
 
“It’s all connected, though, isn’t it?” Hermione asked. She knew that Snape had loathed James 
Potter and Sirius Black. And even years later, he barely tolerated Remus Lupin. 
 
She knew part of the story. James Potter had thought it would be a great joke to send Severus 
into the tunnel under the Whomping Willow to encounter Remus after his transformation into a 
werewolf. She had never heard Snape’s side of the story, however. She was sure that if she did, 
she would have a different perspective of things. And many things that had puzzled her for years 
would be made clear. 
 
“In a macrocosmic sense, everything is connected, isn’t it?” Snape asked. 
 
“Oh, what a very Slytherin way of avoiding the hard issue,” Hermione replied. 
 
“I’m not avoiding the issue,” Snape insisted. “I just don’t see any benefit to dragging it all out 
again. It would serve no purpose. There’s no changing the past.” 
 
“You’re right, there’s no changing the past. However, sometimes the only purpose served is to 
get things out in the open and to gain a new perspective,” she said. 
 
“I’m not in the mood for soul-baring today, Professor Granger,” he said. 
 
“Well, if you ever are, let me know. Not all of us were blind to his faults, you know.” 
 
Snape made no reply. 
 
“Well, since I’m not involved in this part of the story, I’m going to go back to the library and 
write a letter to my parents. I’ll talk to you tomorrow, Severus,” Hermione said as she prepared 
to leave. 
 
“I meant what I said, you know," she said as she moved toward the door. "If you ever need to 
talk, I’m willing to listen.” 
 
“Thank you, Dr. Freud,” Severus said with a sneer. 
 
Hermione refused to be insulted; she just smiled at Snape, released the privacy spells, and left. 
 
There was a thoughtful expression on Snape’s face as he watched her leave. 
 
 
Several hours later, Snape was prowling around the third floor corridor near the statue of the 
humpback hag. 
 
Hidden behind a wide marble column, he watched as Plotter climbed out of the statue and 
looked around furtively. He saw Plotter breathe a quick sigh of relief and start down the corridor. 
Snape waited until Plotter had almost reached the column he was hiding behind before he 
stepped out in front of the boy. 
 
“Plotter – come with me,” Snape growled. 
 
Snape led the way to his office, Plotter trailing behind. 
 



When they entered the office, Snape pointed to the chair in front of his desk, and Barry quickly 
sat down. Snape remained standing, liking the advantage of height. 
 
“Jacko Badboy was in here a few minutes ago, Plotter. Can you guess what he told me?” Snape 
asked.  
 
“No, sir,” Barry replied. 
 
“He told me he saw your head in Pigsdeed,” Snape said. He didn’t raise his voice. 
 
“He must have been mistaken, sir,” Barry replied, not looking Snape in the eye. 
 
“If your head was in Pigsdeed, then the rest of you was in Pigsdeed as well. You don’t have 
permission to be in Pigsdeed, Plotter. Not your head – not any part of your body should have 
been in Pigsdeed,” Snape continued as though Plotter had not spoken. 
 
“I wasn’t,” Barry insisted. 
 
“Don’t you realize, boy, that everyone from the Minister of Magic down is trying to keep you 
safe? Yet, you continue to think yourself above following the rules!” Snape allowed his voice to 
rise a bit on this statement. Although he knew it was pointless, he couldn’t help but try to instil a 
sense of urgency into the feckless prat. 
 
“How like your father you are,” Snape sneered. “He, too, took it upon himself to make his own 
rules, swaggering about like a…” 
 
“Shut up!” Barry yelled. 
 
“What did you say?” Snape growled. 
 
“I said shut up about my father,” Barry said as he clenched his hands into tight fists. 
 
“You were a baby when your father died, Plotter,” Snape said with exaggerated patience. “You 
know nothing about the kind of person he was.” 
 
“I know he saved your life – and you’ve never forgiven him for it!” Barry shouted. 
 
“And how do you know that?” Snape asked, though he already knew the answer. 
 
“Professor Slumbermore told me,” Barry said with his chin lifted in defiance. 
 
“And, as usual, you have only been given part of the story. The part that makes me look like a 
villain and your father look like a hero.” Snape paused. “Well, far be it from me to disabuse you 
of your lofty notions, but there is more to the story than you have been told, though I doubt 
you’d believe me if I told you.” 
 
“You’re right,” Barry said with a scowl. “I wouldn’t believe you.” He looked at Snape with 
loathing. 
 
“Nobody does,” Snape said quietly. His thoughts turned inward for a moment, remembering 
Hermione’s offer to listen to his side of the story. Then he shook himself free of that memory. 
 
The rest of the confrontation with Plotter went much as it had years ago at Hogwarts. Snape 



made Barry empty his pockets and found the parchment that insulted him. He called Lobo in, as 
he’d called Lupin in before. And, as had happened before, Lobo covered for Barry. With no proof, 
other than Jacko’s admittedly biased statement, Snape had no choice but to allow Lobo to lead 
Plotter from his office, unpunished and unrepentant. 
 
After Plotter and Lobo left his office, Snape sat back and thought about the confrontation that 
would come later. As he had told Hermione earlier, it had not been his finest hour. He was not 
looking forward to it, but knew he would have little choice but to relive it.  
 
He sighed deeply and went back to work. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day nineteen in the book: April 1st 
 
Hermione awoke the next morning to find that nearly seven weeks had passed and the Easter 
holidays were almost upon them. She tried to remember what had happened around Easter of 
her third year at Hogwarts, but she wasn’t sure what the day would bring. 
 
She went down to breakfast and took her usual seat between Barry and Roland. She was 
halfway through her eggs and toast when the mail arrived. A large grey barn owl swooped down 
and dropped a letter next to Hermione’s plate. She fed the owl a piece of toast and opened the 
letter. 
 
“Oh, no!” she cried, and Barry and Roland both stopped eating long enough to give her 
questioning looks. 
 
“What’s the matter, Harriet?” Barry asked. 
 
“This note’s from Haggard,” Hermione said. “He’s lost his case. Jumpjaw is going to be 
executed.” 
 
“They can’t do that!” Roland exclaimed. 
 
“They already have,” Hermione said.  
 
“Isn’t there anything we can do?” Barry asked. 
 
“We can file an appeal,” Harriet said. “We need to talk to Haggard.” 
 
“We’ll go see him after breakfast,” Roland promised. 
 
Hermione, Roland, and Barry made their way to Haggard’s hut as soon as they finished 
breakfast. 
 
“It’s all my fault,” Haggard moaned as he blubbered into a large, spotted handkerchief. “I let 
‘em get me all confused. I tried ter explain that Jumpjaw ain’t dangerous. I told ‘em and told 
‘em…” He paused to blow his nose loudly. “And then Ludicrous Badboy stood up and told ‘em 
Jumpjaw attacked Jacko – called it a ‘unprovoked attack.’ They wouldn’t listen ter me trying ter 
tell ‘em how Jacko insulted ‘im! You saw it, didn’t you?” Haggard was wailing now. 
 
“We saw it, Haggard,” Barry assured him. “Jacko’s a prat,” he added. 



 
“The Committee did just what Badboy told ‘em ter do.” Haggard wiped his streaming eyes. 
 
“We’re going to appeal,” Roland assured him. 
 
“It won’t do no good,” Haggard said sadly. “Ludicrous Badboy owns the Committee. They’ll never 
go against ‘im.” 
 
Haggard was still sniffling loudly and wiping his eyes as he walked with the three of them back 
towards the castle. 
 
As they were walking, they passed Jacko and his two goons, Drabbe and Boyle. 
 
“Listen to him bawling,” Jacko said loudly to his companions. “How pathetic is that? And he’s 
supposed to be a teacher?” 
 
Barry and Roland both turned toward Badboy, but Hermione got there first. She had her wand 
out and was holding it under Badboy’s chin. 
 
“You loathsome, foul, despicable maggot!” Hermione hissed. “You aren’t fit to wipe the clarts 
from his boots!” 
 
Barry and Roland each grabbed one of Hermione’s arms and pulled her away from Jacko. 
 
“Of course you’d stick up for him, you filthy Dirtblood,” Badboy taunted as she started to walk 
away. 
 
Hermione broke away from Barry and Roland and turned back to Jacko. She drew back her hand 
and slapped him across the face with all the strength her righteous indignation could summon. 
 
This time when Barry and Roland grabbed her, she allowed them to lead her away.  
 
“That was…brilliant,” Roland muttered as he smiled at her. 
 
Hermione realised that slapping Jacko Badboy here at Pigmoles had been just as satisfying as 
slapping Draco Malfoy had been back at Hogwarts.  
 
“Thanks,” Hermione said as she smiled back at Roland. “That felt wonderful.” 
 
 
They got back to the castle just in time to make their Divination class. 
 
Hermione snorted when Professor Spokewrongly explained that the fates had told her that 
crystal ball reading would be on their final exam. 
 
“She sets the exam doesn’t she?” Hermione whinged. “Not much of a prediction. The old fraud.” 
 
Professor Spokewrongly had apparently overhead Hermione’s remark and was less than 
charitable in her assessment of Harriet’s Divination skills. 
 
“Fine,” Hermione said crossly. “I quit.” 
 
And with that, she got up, gathered her books, and walked out of the classroom. 



 
 
As she sat at the Lionsden table for dinner that evening, she looked toward the high table. When 
she caught Snape’s eye, she rubbed her left eyebrow. When she saw him nod in 
acknowledgement of her signal, she returned her attention to her meal. 
 
 
After dinner, she told Barry and Roland she was going to the library and left them heading back 
to the Lionsden common room. A few minutes later, she was knocking on the door to Snape’s 
office. 
 
“Enter!” he shouted. 
 
Hermione slipped through the door and cast the privacy spells. 
 
“Good evening, Severus,” Hermione said pleasantly as she perched herself on the edge of his 
desk. 
 
“Good evening, Professor Granger,” Snape replied. While not exactly pleasant, his tone did not 
contain its usual measure of snark. 
 
“Did you have a good day today?” Hermione asked as she swung her foot languidly back and 
forth. 
 
“My day was…tolerable,” Snape replied. “Shortbutt did not have a Potions class today, ergo no 
cauldrons were destroyed.” 
 
“Aren’t you going to ask me what kind of day I had?” Hermione prompted him. 
 
“Why would I do that?” 
 
“Usually, when two people are engaged in a conversation, there is a certain amount of by-play 
or quid pro quo. You know…I ask you how your day was, and then you ask me how my day was. 
It’s a simple concept, really.” 
 
“Very simple, apparently,” Snape replied. 
 
Hermione laughed. “I’m going to tell you whether you ask me or not, you know.” 
 
“I rather suspected that,” Snape said dryly. “Very well; tell me, Professor Granger, did you have 
a nice day today?” 
 
“I also had a tolerable day, Severus. I quit Divination.” 
 
Snape gave a rather inelegant snort. “Divination is useless twaddle.” 
 
“I agree. That’s why I quit here, just as I did at Hogwarts.”  
 
Hermione had a suspicious gleam in her eye and Snape knew that there was something else she 
was eager to tell him. Since Shortbutt hadn’t had a class today, and thus had not managed to 
irritate him, Snape decided to play along with Hermione’s little game and see where it led. 
 
“And what else did you do today?” Snape asked.  



 
“I slapped the shit out of Jacko Badboy,” Hermione confessed with a gleeful smirk. 
 
“I’m sure the little fucker deserved it,” Snape said and then started to chuckle. 
 
 
They talked for another half-hour or so, and then it was time for Hermione to head back to the 
Lionsden common room. She removed the privacy spells but before she opened the door, she 
turned back towards Snape. 
 
“I enjoyed our conversation. Thank you,” she said quietly. 
 
“It was…tolerable,” Snape conceded. 
 
“Goodnight, Severus.” 
 
“Goodnight…Hermione,” Snape replied. 
 
Hermione smiled and left the room. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day twenty in the book: June 9th 
 
When Hermione woke up the next day, the first thing she did, as she did every day, was to 
check the calendar and her timetable. 
 
It was June the sixth. More than nine weeks had passed overnight. Today she would take her 
final exam in DADA. She smiled as she remembered facing her boggart. She also remembered 
Remus Lupin’s barely suppressed smile as had she revealed that her boggart had taken the form 
of Professor McGonagall telling her that she had failed everything. 
 
That brief interlude was the only fond memory she had of this day. She sighed as she 
remembered that today was the day of the incident at the Howling Hut. She knew it would be a 
difficult encounter for everyone, especially Snape. She decided to seek him out during the day 
and give him a bit of moral support – if he would allow it. 
 
 
Barry, Roland, and Hermione took their DADA final exam and then headed back to the Great Hall 
for lunch. Barry and Roland kept teasing Hermione about her boggart. She laughed along with 
them. From her current perspective, the fear of ‘failing everything’ seemed rather childish. 
Especially in light of the things they would all be facing over the next few years. Looking back, 
she realized that it had been then that she had truly left her childhood behind. After that 
evening, all her fears would be of the adult variety. 
 
 
After lunch, Barry and Roland had to go take their Divination final exam. This left Hermione free 
to seek out Snape in his office. 
 
She knocked and waited for the familiar bellow. She wasn’t disappointed. 
 
“Enter!” 



 
“Good day, Severus,” Hermione said. 
 
Snape didn’t lift his head from the stack of written exams he was grading. “If that’s a question, 
the answer is no. If that’s a statement, my response is still no.” 
 
“My, my, you’re in a fine mood today,” Hermione said with a smile. 
 
“I’m busy, Professor Granger. Now that you’re a teacher, you should remember that exam week 
is always a nightmare.” 
 
“So it’s the little dunderheads that have you upset, then?” Hermione asked. 
 
“What else would it be?” he arched a brow at her. 
 
“I thought you might, perhaps, have some anxiety about the events that will unfold tonight. I 
know I do,” she confessed. 
 
“I expect events to unfold much as they did then. My ‘anxiety,’ as you so eloquently put it, will 
not affect my actions. I know what I have to do. Moreover, I’m sure that the magic of this 
blasted book we’ve fallen into will not allow me to change my behaviour, even if I wanted to,” he 
said with a sigh. 
 
“And would you want to, Severus?” Hermione prodded gently. 
 
“What do you think, Granger?” he asked harshly. “Never, before or since, have I acted in such a 
manner. I came close to murder that night – mindless, senseless murder." 
 
“You were distraught…” Hermione began. 
 
“Distraught?” Snape interrupted. He jumped to his feet and started pacing around his office. 
“Distraught is what happens to little old witches when they spill tea on their new dress robes. I 
was deranged. Lupin was right. I let my anger over a ‘schoolboy grudge’ fester for nearly twenty 
years. You saw me! I completely lost control of myself.” 
 
“What bothers you more, Severus that you lost control or that Harry, Ron, and I witnessed it?”  
 
“I humiliated myself. And then you three further humiliated me by disarming me so easily.”  
 
“Easily? It took three of us to do it!” Hermione protested.  
 
“If Peter Pettigrew hadn’t been so intent on saving his own neck, he could have easily gotten 
through my mental barriers and discovered my true allegiances. That would have put paid to my 
usefulness to Dumbledore.” 
 
“That didn’t happen,” Hermione reminded him. 
 
“No, but not because I did anything to prevent it from happening. I very nearly became a 
liability that night, instead of an asset. Though I’m sure there are those who never believed I 
was ever an asset at all,” Snape said bitterly. 
 
“How you all must have laughed. Proud, haughty Severus Snape foaming at the mouth like a 
rabid dog.” 



 
“You protected us that night. That’s what I remember. You stood in front of us and put yourself 
between us and a werewolf. That’s when I knew,” Hermione said quietly. 
 
“What did you know, you silly girl?” Snape snarled. 
 
“That you were on our side. That’s when I stopped doubting you.” 
 
“Too bad Potter didn’t share your convictions,” Snape said with a tired sigh. 
 
“I’m sorry, Severus, but I had no proof. All I had was my intuition. I did try to convince him,” 
Hermione said. 
 
“I know. He told me as much, later.”  
 
Severus sat down at his desk again and picked up his quill. 
 
“I really have to finish marking these exams, Professor Granger,” he said. He seemed almost 
embarrassed by what he had revealed. 
 
“I understand, Severus,” Hermione said. She moved towards the door. 
 
“I’ll see you tonight – at the Howling Hut,” she said with a slight smirk. 
 
“Oh, I can hardly wait,” Snape said with a scowl. 
 
 
Several hours later, Snape did indeed find himself at the Howling Hut, along with Hermione, 
Barry Plotter, Roland Wisely, Romulus Lobo, Ebony Graves, and Perry Paltryfew. He listened 
from under Barry’s invisibility cloak as Lobo and Graves explained to Plotter about Paltryfew 
becoming his parents’ Secret Keeper – and his ultimate betrayal of them to Moldyport.  
 
At the appropriate time, Snape revealed himself and threatened to turn Graves over to the 
demonizers. He hollered at Graves, at Lobo, at Plotter. He even yelled at Hermione when she 
tried to interject a measure of reason. He behaved much as he had all those years ago at 
Hogwarts. And if his voice was a little less shrill; if his demeanour was a little less agitated; if his 
actions were a little less crazed, well…no one noticed it, except perhaps Hermione. By the time 
he had berated Plotter, and his father, sufficiently to satisfy the magic of the book, he was 
actually looking forward to being attacked by the Gleesome Threesome.  
 
When the time came, although three wands were raised against him, only two spells were cast. 
And if nobody noticed except him, well…that was all right as well. 
 
 
Snape came to and made his way through the tunnel from the Howling Hut to the Bashing Beech 
tree. Lobo had transformed to his werewolf form, and Ebony Graves, in his Animagus form was 
trying to lead Lobo away from Hermione, Plotter, and Wisely. Snape rushed forward to put 
himself between the werewolf and the three students in his charge. Perry Paltryfew had escaped 
once again. 
 
 
The rest of the night went much as it had back at Hogwarts. Hermione used her Time Turner so 
she and Barry could rescue Jumpjaw and facilitate the escape of Ebony Graves.  



 
 
Snape went to bed physically and mentally exhausted. This trip back in time was forcing him to 
remember and reassess things he would just as soon leave forgotten. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
 
Day twenty-one in the book: June 10th 
 
Snape woke up the next morning and checked his calendar. 
 
“Fuck,” he muttered as he realized what day it was. He had gone to bed hoping that the book 
would not force him to go through with one of the most shameful acts he had ever carried out. 
He performed his morning ablutions and hurried to the Great Hall.  
 
In his time and place, he and Lupin had come to terms with their past. Both had said and done 
things that they regretted, but they were both members of the Order of the Phoenix, had fought 
on the same side during the war, and had learned to get along with each other. They were not 
friends, but neither were they enemies. It made Snape distinctly uncomfortable to have to admit 
to himself that he had acted so maliciously all those years ago, but he realised that the book 
was leaving him no choice. He would have to follow through with his hateful betrayal of Romulus 
Lobo. 
 
Snape entered the Great Hall, but before he took his seat, he went over to the Viperspit table. 
He leaned down and whispered briefly in Jacko Badboy’s ear. Then he went and took his usual 
place at the high table. He piled eggs and sausages on his plate. He liberally buttered a slice of 
toast. He ate heartily as he watched the whispers spread up and down the Viperspit table. He 
knew the moment the news jumped House lines and became known to the Falconsnest table, 
the Badgerburrow table, and finally the Lionsden table. He casually mentioned to Professor 
Phlatulent, sitting on his right, that it appeared the students had become aware of the fact that 
Romulus Lobo was a werewolf. Then he leaned to his left and relayed the same information to 
Pomander Sprigs. He drank a second cup of tea as the news made its way up and down the staff 
table.  
 
When he was sure that he had satisfied the magic of the book, he returned to his quarters and 
vomited up his breakfast. 
 
Barry, Roland, and Hermione were released from the hospital wing just after lunch. They were 
sitting outside under a tree talking about the events of the previous night when Haggard 
approached them. When Haggard told them that Professor Snake had told the members of his 
House that Lobo was a werewolf and that Lobo had resigned, Barry took off to go talk to him.  
 
Roland wanted to go to Pigsdeed, but Hermione begged off, telling him she was tired and she 
wanted to rest. Roland took off for Pigsdeed and Hermione walked back to the castle. 
 
Once she was back at the castle however, Hermione didn’t go to Lionsden tower. Instead, she 
made her way down to the dungeons. 
 
“Enter!” Snape bellowed in answer to Hermione’s knock. 
 
“Are you all right?” Hermione asked as soon as she cast the privacy spells. 



 
Snape looked even paler than usual and Hermione thought she detected a greenish tinge to his 
skin. 
 
“Come to bear witness to my misery, Granger?” Snape said with even more of a sneer than 
usual. 
 
“You had to do it, Severus,” Hermione said in a soothing voice. “You know you had to do it. The 
magic of the book…” 
 
“I’m bloody, fucking sick of this farce!” Snape roared. 
 
“I know,” she said softly. 
 
“When I did what I did, back at Hogwarts, I managed to convince myself I was doing it for the 
good of the school, for the good of the students. After all, what concerned, caring parent would 
want their child to be in day-to-day contact with a werewolf? 
 
“When I betrayed Lobo today, I had to face the truth. Even back then, I did it for spite. I had no 
noble reason, no underlying concern about the safety of the students or the integrity of the 
school. I did it because I’m a fucking bastard and I enjoyed watching Lupin squirming under the 
hateful scrutiny of the students and staff. I enjoyed watching him humiliated as I’d been 
humiliated.” 
 
“Remus has forgiven you, you know,” Hermione said quietly. 
 
“How would you know that?” Snape asked scornfully. 
 
“Remus and I are friends. We talk often about a lot of different things.” 
 
“I don’t like the idea of being the subject of idle gossip between you and Lupin.” 
 
“As I said, we talk about a lot of things. If your name has been mentioned on an occasion or 
two, you needn’t feel we’re gossiping about you. We’ve also talked about Harry, Ron, Albus, 
Minerva, Sirius Black, James Potter, and even Peter Pettigrew,” Hermione said. 
 
“And did Remus regale you with tales of how the Marauders delighted in humiliating me whilst 
we were students together?” 
 
“As a matter of fact, he has told me some of it,” Hermione replied. “He’s not proud of what 
happened, either. And, in some ways, he was as much a victim of Sirius Black and James Potter 
as you were.” 
 
“I hope you don’t expect me to believe that?” Snape said with a sneer. 
 
“Remus went along with most of their pranks because he was afraid to challenge them. He was 
afraid they wouldn’t be his friends anymore. He grew up isolated because of what had happened 
to him, through no fault of his own. James and Sirius were the first real friends he’d ever had.” 
She paused. “He has a great deal of respect for you, you know.” 
 
“Oh, I’m sure.” Snape bit the words off. 
 
“Remus has told me that…” she stopped speaking. She was chewing her lip nervously. 



 
“What?” Snape urged. 
 
“I’m not sure I should be telling you this,” Hermione said after a moment. “Remus told me in 
confidence.” 
 
“And who am I likely to tell?” Snape asked. 
 
“Very well, I’ll tell you. Maybe it will make an impression on you and influence your attitude 
when we return home,” Hermione said. 
 
“What’s wrong with my attitude?” Snape demanded, but there was a ghost of a smile hovering 
on his lips. 
 
“Remus would like to be your friend,” Hermione said after a moment. 
 
“And why would he want that?” Snape asked. 
 
“You and he are contemporaries. You share a history, albeit a troubled one. You’ve both been 
offered the protection of Albus Dumbledore. You both suffer ostracism now – he because of his 
lycanthropy and you because of your association with Voldemort.” 
 
“I was cleared of any charges of wrongdoing by the Wizengamot,” Snape interjected. 
 
“Yes, you were. But some people still refuse to trust you, don’t they?” Hermione said. 
 
“That’s true,” Snape conceded. 
 
“The improved version of the Wolfsbane Potion you brew keeps Remus from becoming violent 
when he transforms. Most people, however, are still afraid of him and he is certainly ostracised 
by the wizarding community in general." 
 
“Unfortunately, that is also true.” 
 
“You and he actually have a strong basis for a friendship between you, because you have seen 
each other at your worst – and you have maintained a relationship in spite of it.” 
 
Snape was thoughtful for a few minutes before he spoke again. “You’ve given me something to 
think about, Professor Granger. If we ever get out of this accursed book, I shall consider having 
a conversation with Lupin.” 
 
“Oh, we’ll get out of here,” Hermione assured him. “Not for a while, yet, but we are making 
progress.” 
 
“I suppose you’re right. If my calculations are right, we’re just about through your third year. 
When next we meet, we will probably be somewhere in your fourth year.” 
 
“That’s what I think, as well. In subjective time, we’ve been here three weeks. If the book stays 
consistent in that each year takes one week to get through, we should get to the final battle in 
about four weeks.” 
 
“Is that where the book ended?” Snape asked. 
 



“That’s as far as I had read, actually, though there were still a few chapters left to go,” 
Hermione admitted.  
 
“The book did not make the journey with us, then?” Snape asked. 
 
“I haven’t been able to find it if it did,” Hermione answered. “I went through my school satchel 
thoroughly. I’ve also looked through the bookcase in my dormitory room. I’ve looked in the 
library, but I can’t imagine that Madam Toucan would have such a book in there. I don’t know 
where else to look.” 
 
“So, you don’t know the progression of the story past the final battle?”  
 
“No.” 
 
“That could be a problem, Hermione. If we have no guidelines to follow, we could be floundering 
about for a long time,” Snape said. 
 
“I guess we’ll just have to draw on our real-life experiences to work our way through it,” 
Hermione said. 
 
“I don’t know what Potter did with his life after he defeated Voldemort and left Hogwarts,” Snape 
stated.  
 
Hermione looked at him intently. “Severus, haven’t you figured it out, yet?” 
 
“What am I supposed to figure out?” Snape asked with a sneer. 
 
“Every day that we have been forced to relive has centred around either you or me, or both of 
us. Every incident involves us somehow,” she said. 
 
“What are you saying?” Snape demanded. 
 
“This book isn’t about Harry – it’s about us,” Hermione said quietly. 
 
“’Us?’” Snape sputtered. “There is no ‘us.’” 
 
“You’re right. There is no ‘us.’ At least not yet.” 
 
She watched as Snape’s jaw dropped. She laughed, and then she patted his cheek and headed 
for the door. 
 
“See you in September, Severus.”  

 
 
 
Up Next: Chapter Four: Barry Plotter and the Chalice of Flames (Days 22, 23, & 24 in the book) 
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Chapter Four: Barry Plotter and the Chalice of Flames  
 
 
Day twenty-two in the book: August 25th and 26th 
 
Hermione awoke the next day to a loud pounding. She sat up and found herself in a small, 
cramped bedroom. She looked over to the other side of the room. A tousled head of long, red 
hair reminded her where she was. She was at the Warren, and the tousled red hair belonged to 
Janie Wisely. Hermione remembered that a week before the start of her fourth year at Hogwarts, 
she and Harry had been invited by the Weasleys to attend the Quidditch World Cup with them.  
 
Hermione remembered that she had agreed to go, not because she was a big Quidditch fan, 
which she wasn’t, but because it was a chance to spend a week of non-school time with Harry, 
Ron, and Ginny. It was a chance for a week of fun before the serious business of fourth year 
studies. She had spent the last week of the summer hols with Harry and Ron at the Weasley 
home, the Burrow, that year. In the book, Harriet had spent the week at the Warren, the Wisely 
home. 
 
“Get up right now, girls!” Mrs. Wisely’s voice came through the door, accompanied by more 
pounding on the door. 
 
Twenty minutes later, Hermione and Janie, both looking sleepy, made their way into the kitchen 
and sat at the table. 
 
“Why do we have to be up so early?” Janie said through a yawn. “The sun’s not even up, yet.” 
 
“We’ve a bit of a walk ahead of us,” explained Mr. Wisely. 
 
“We’re walking to the World Cup?” Barry asked. 
 
“Oh, no…we’re just walking to the Portkey,” said Mr. Wisely. 
 
Hermione groaned as she recalled her first-ever trip by Portkey. She hated the pulling feeling 



behind her navel, and the howling wind and swirling colours made her queasy. She’d never 
managed to learn how to land gracefully, either; she generally ended up on her arse. She never 
travelled by Portkey if she could help it. 
 
Two hours later, Hermione, along with Barry, Roland, Janie, and the Wisely twins, Forge and 
Dred, was picking herself up off the ground and rubbing her sore bottom. The Portkey trip in this 
time and place had been just as dreadful as she’d remembered it had been in her own time – in 
other words, a literal pain-in-the-arse. She looked forward to being able to Apparate, as Will, 
Harley, and Poltroon Wisely had done.  
 
 
Hermione, Barry, and Roland spent the day wandering the large area that had been charmed to 
hold the Quidditch pitch and the huge banks of seats, as well as the area surrounding the 
playing field, where thousands of magical beings were camped. There were booths set up all 
around the perimeter of the campsite where wizards and witches were selling all kinds of 
wondrous things – glowing rosettes in green for Ireland and red for Bulgaria, hats with team 
mascots moving across the brims, flags of each country, and posters of the various players of 
each team. There were even little models of the various kinds of brooms the players used and 
these actually flew.  
 
Barry purchased three pairs of Omnioculars and gave Hermione and Roland each a pair. Roland 
tried to refuse the gift – the Wiselys weren’t any better off financially than the Weasleys were – 
but Barry convinced Roland to take them by telling him they were an early Christmas present. 
Hermione bought three programs and handed them out to Barry and Roland. By the time they 
had made their way back to their tents, it was time to head to the Quidditch pitch for the 
beginning of the match. 
 
Hermione, along with Barry and the Wiselys, made her way to the Top Box of the large stadium. 
The Top Box contained about twenty purple and gold chairs arranged in two rows. Mr. Wisely, 
Barry, Roland, Poltroon, the twins, Janie, and Hermione took seats in the front row. Hermione 
was surprised when the Minister of Magic, Cornwallis Divinity, greeted Barry by name. Divinity 
introduced Barry to the Bulgarian minister and to Laidlow Packman, head of the Department of 
Magical Games and Sports. Barry smiled and nodded. Both men turned to greet the newest 
arrivals before Barry could introduce them to Hermione and Roland. The newest arrival turned 
out to be Ludicrous Badboy and Jacko. There was a tall, icy-looking blond woman with them; 
Hermione knew she was Jacko’s mother, Vainessa Badboy. 
 
There were a few tense moments as Ludicrous Badboy took the opportunity to insult Arnold 
Wisely. Then he looked down his nose at Hermione and sneered. His nostrils flared as though he 
had smelled something bad. Hermione met his stare and refused to lower her eyes. She had 
faced down Lucius Malfoy, and she’d be damned if she’d let Ludicrous Badboy intimidate her. 
 
After everyone had finally settled in their seats, Hermione took note of the tiny house-elf sitting 
in the very last seat of the back row. She knew this was Marty Stoop’s house-elf, Twinkie, and 
that she would later be accused of casting the Dark Mark over the campsite.  
 
A few minutes later, Laidlow Packman pointed his wand at his own throat and spoke the 
incantation that would allow him to amplify his voice, “Sonorus!”  
 
Packman then introduced the team mascots. There were cheers as the veela, who were the 
mascots for the Bulgarian team, danced their way across the field. The cheers turned to jeers as 
the veela left. Cheers rang out again as the leprechauns, mascots for the Irish team, danced and 
flew and scattered gold coins among the spectators. 



 
Packman then introduced the players for each team. Hermione fiddled with her Omnioculars and 
trained them on the Bulgarians. 
 
When Packman boomed out, “And in the position of Seeker for the Bulgarian team – Vector 
Klump!” Hermione zoomed her Omnioculars in on the Seeker and got her first look, in this time 
and place, at the man who would be her date for the Yule Ball later this year. He looked much 
the same as Viktor Krum had looked – thin, dark, sallow-skinned and with a hooked nose that 
reminded her of Snape’s.  
 
Hermione drew in a sharp breath as she realized the physical similarities between Krum/Klump 
and Snape, and she wondered if, back then, she had subconsciously made the connection. In 
twenty years, Viktor Krum would look very much like Snape looked now. As a fifteen-year-old 
girl, she had been attracted to Viktor. She had shared her very first romantic kiss with him. Time 
and distance had conspired to prevent them from having more than a brief adolescent flirtation, 
however. Looking at him now, from her twenty-five-year-old woman’s perspective, Hermione 
couldn’t help but make the comparison between an eighteen-year-old Klump and a forty-four-
year-old Snape and find the eighteen-year-old woefully lacking. 
 
 
The match began and the Irish jumped to a quick lead. After nearly an hour of play, the Irish 
team was ahead, 170 to 10. The Irish Beater sent the Bludger hurtling towards Klump. He tried 
to duck, but the Bludger hit him full in the face. The Irish Seeker, meantime, had caught sight of 
the Snitch and was hurtling toward it. Klump followed, droplets of blood flying out behind him. 
In a daring dive, Klump passed the Irish Seeker and plucked the Snitch just before the other 
Seeker’s hand was about to close around it. Catching the Snitch gave Bulgaria an additional 150 
points, but also ended the game. The Irish won – 170 to 160. 
 
The celebration of the Irish team’s victory went on long into the night. Janie and Hermione went 
into their tent, and Janie fell asleep quickly. Hermione stayed awake, knowing what was to 
come. 
 
Sometime after midnight, the sounds around the campsite changed from joyful shouts of victory 
to strident screams of terror – the Doom Diners had made their first appearance. 
 
Hermione was already up and moving to the other cot to wake up Janie when Mr. Wisely stuck 
his head through the opening of the tent to get them up. 
 
Hermione and Janie joined Barry, Roland and the twins outside the tents. 
 
“You lot go into the woods and hide until I come to get you,” Mr. Wisely instructed. “I’ve go to 
go help the other Ministry officials try to sort this out. Harley, Will, and Poltroon, you come with 
me.” 
 
The rest of the night went much as it had ten years before. They ran into Jacko Badboy lurking 
in the woods and he took the opportunity to insult Hermione by calling her a Dirtblood. Barry 
lost his wand and it was found with the Stupefied house-elf, Twinkie. It was found to have been 
the wand used to cast the Dark Mark that hovered over the campsite. After what seemed like 
hours of discussion and speculation, everyone returned to their tents and tried to get a few 
hours sleep before leaving the next morning to head back to the Warren. 

-oO|Oo- 



 
 
Day twenty-three in the book: September 4th 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she was in her dormitory at Pigmoles. She checked 
the calendar and her timetable. It was September fourth, and today was the day she would 
found S.P.E.W., or as it was known in this time and place, H.U.R.L. – House-elves United for the 
Restoration of Liberties. Today was also the day that Marty Stoop, Jr., in his guise as the Auror 
Bad-eye Broody, would show them the Unforgivable Curses in their first DADA lesson of the 
year.  
 
It was going to be a busy day, but Hermione knew she had to find time to talk to Snape today. 
There was a very important question she had to ask him. She knew he wouldn't like her asking 
it, but it was something she needed to do. 
 
 
After breakfast, Hermione, Barry, and Roland had Transfiguration and then Charms. When their 
Charms class was finished, it was time for lunch so they went back to the Great Hall. Hermione 
looked toward the head table and when she caught Snape’s eye, she casually rubbed her brow. 
He nodded slightly to acknowledge the signal. They would meet at the soonest opportunity. 
 
The three of them were on their way to their first DADA class when they passed Jacko Badboy 
and his two sidekicks, Drabbe and Boyle. 
 
“Hey, Wheezy,” Jacko called out. “I see your father got his name in the paper.” 
 
“What!” Roland said as he tried to grab the paper that Jacko was holding up. 
 
Jacko pulled the paper back and read the headline out loud, “’More miscues at the Ministry of 
Magic.’ It says your father’s in trouble. Look, there’s even a picture of your parents standing in 
front of your house – if you can call that hovel a house.” 
 
Jacko sniggered and Drabbe and Boyle laughed along with him. Roland just flushed. 
 
“Looks like your mother’s put on a bit of weight, Wheezy, or has she always looked like a pig?” 
Then he started snorting. 
 
Roland turned toward him and Barry and Hermione each grabbed an arm to hold him back.  
 
“Sod off, Badboy,” Barry snarled. 
 
“You stayed with them at the Warren this past summer, didn’t you, Plotter? Tell me; is his 
mother really as fat and ugly as she looks?” Jacko smirked. 
 
“Why don’t you tell me something; does your mother always look like she just smelled dragon 
shit, or was that look just because you were with her?” Barry asked. 
 
“Don’t you dare insult my mother, Plotter!” Badboy hissed. 
 
“Keep your gob shut, then, about other peoples’ mothers, arsehole,” Barry retorted as he turned 
away from Jacko. 
 
There was a loud noise, and Hermione saw a jet of green light streak past and graze the side of 



Barry’s face. 
 
Barry turned back and was reaching for his wand when another loud noise interrupted them. 
Hermione looked over to see Bad-eye Broody standing over a snow-white ferret. 
 
Hermione grinned. One of her fondest memories of Hogwarts was seeing Draco Malfoy turned 
into a ferret. She was thrilled to be able to witness the incredible bouncing ferret here at 
Pigmoles as well. 
 
Hermione, Barry, Roland, Drabbe, and Boyle all watched as Broody bounced the ferret up and 
down.  
 
“Never,” bounce “do” bounce “that” bounce “again,” Broody said to the ferret.  
 
Bounce…bounce…bounce. 
 
Hermione wondered how long Broody would have kept it up if Professor MacGyver hadn’t 
showed up and transfigured the ferret back into Jacko Badboy. 
 
“Well, that was fun while it lasted,” Hermione said as she, Barry, and Roland headed toward the 
classroom and their first DADA lesson of the year. 
 
After the class, in which Broody demonstrated the Unforgivable Curses, Barry and Roland had 
Divination. Since Hermione had quit Divination the previous year, she had a free period. She 
knew that Snape had a free period at this time as well, so she headed to the dungeon to pay 
him a visit. 
 
Hermione knocked at his office door and grinned when she heard him bellow, “Enter!” 
 
She cast the privacy spells and walked toward his desk. 
 
“Good afternoon, Severus,” she said brightly. 
 
Snape glared at her. “Why are you so bleeding happy today, Granger?” he growled. 
 
“Oh, there’s nothing like seeing Jacko Badboy transfigured into a ferret and being bounced all 
over the corridor to lift a girl’s spirits,” she said. 
 
“I’m sorry I missed it,” Snape said as he leaned back in his chair. 
 
“So am I. It might have lifted your spirits, as well. And if I’ve ever seen anyone who needed his 
spirits lifted, it’s you.” 
 
“Was there something else you wanted to discuss with me, Professor Granger?” 
 
“As a matter of fact there is,” she said after a moment. 
 
“Yes?” He was looking at her expectantly. 
 
Hermione opened her mouth as though to speak and then closed it again without saying 
anything. Now that she was here, she didn’t quite know how to broach the subject she had 
wanted to talk to him about. 
 



“Ah…Severus…”  
 
“What is it?” 
 
“It’s about the Quidditch World Cup,” Hermione said. 
 
“I see,” Snape replied. 
 
“Did you hear what happened there the other night?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Everyone heard what happened the other night. However, you are not asking about ‘the other 
night,’ are you? You are asking what happened on the night ten years ago when the Dark Mark 
appeared for the first time in nearly thirteen years – the first time since the night the Potters 
were killed,” Snape said. 
 
“I have to know something,” Hermione said. She was chewing her bottom lip nervously. 
 
“The answer is ‘no,’” Snape said with vehemence. 
 
“I haven’t even asked the question, yet,” Hermione said peevishly. 
 
“I know what the question is – was I there – and the answer is ‘no.’” He let the front legs of his 
chair fall back to the floor with a loud thunk. 
 
“It was Death Eaters there all those years ago, though, wasn’t it?” 
 
“Yes. Only a Death Eater would know how to cast the Morsmordre. But, I was not among them,” 
Snape said. 
 
“I didn’t think you were, but I needed to hear you say it,” Hermione said. “I’m sorry.” 
 
 
Snape looked at her intently. He understood her need to know the truth. She didn’t appear to be 
asking out of idle curiosity; in fact, she seemed uncomfortable with the question. That didn’t 
mean he wasn’t upset, however, over her lack of trust. 
 
“On the evening of August twenty-fifth, there was a staff meeting. Albus wanted all the teachers 
to submit their syllabi for his perusal. The meeting dragged on for about two hours. After Albus 
served us all tea and biscuits – gingersnaps, if I recall – he asked the Heads of House to remain 
for some additional discussion. He then dismissed the other teachers.” 
 
“Severus, you don’t need to tell me this. I believe you,” Hermione insisted. 
 
Snape continued as though she had not spoken. “Minerva, Filius, Pomona, and I were kept in the 
headmaster’s office for another ninety minutes or so. Albus then asked me to remain and he 
sent the others off to their cosy, little beds.” 
 
“I said I was sorry, Severus,” Hermione interjected. 
 
Again, Snape ignored her and continued speaking. “The headmaster and I then spent two 
additional hours talking about the up-coming Triwizard Tournament and whether the event 
would present Voldemort with the opportunity to cause harm to Mr. Potter and what we could do 
to prevent such an occurrence. It was well past midnight before we finished our discussion.” 



 
“Please stop!” Hermione said as she walked behind his desk to stand over him. 
 
“My Dark Mark was still quiescent at that time, though as the year progressed, it got darker and 
darker. The Death Eaters who showed up at the Quidditch World Cup did so of their own volition, 
not because they were so ordered by Voldemort. I was not invited to…” 
 
Hermione leaned over and kissed him full on the lips, effectively shutting him up. 
 
 
For a few seconds, Snape allowed himself to respond to the kiss. His lips softened, his eyes 
drifted closed, and his mind clouded as Hermione’s scent filled his nostrils and Hermione’s taste 
filled his mouth. 
 
It was when Hermione’s tongue touched his lips, silently begging entrance that he realised what 
he…she…they were doing. He tore his mouth from hers and jumped to his feet, nearly knocking 
her down in his haste. 
 
“How dare you?” he roared. 
 
Snape loomed over her. Hermione could see his fists clenched by his side and for one brief 
moment, she thought he might strike her. She put her hand over her mouth. She could still feel 
his lips there. She could still taste him. She looked into his eyes and saw anger and something 
else…revulsion? 
 
“I…I…I’m sorry,” she whispered. 
 
And then all her vaunted Gryffindor courage deserted her and she fled. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day twenty-four in the book: November 13th 
 
Hermione woke up the next morning feeling tired and out of sorts. She had slept very little, and 
the little sleep she had managed had been plagued with dreams of Snape. The dreams had been 
replays of the scene in his office; they kissed and then he stood and pushed her away. In her 
dream, as she fled, she could hear him yelling. 
 
“How dare you – Tart! Slut! Bimbo! Tramp!” 
 
In the cold light of morning, she had trouble reconciling the Severus Snape she knew with the 
one who had haunted her dreams – somehow she just couldn’t picture him using words like tart, 
slut, bimbo, or tramp. 
 
Harlot, slattern, trollop, or hussy seem more like terms he would use, she mused as she dressed 
and prepared to go to the Great Hall for breakfast. 
 
Just before she left the dormitory, she checked the calendar and tried to remember what had 
happened on November thirteenth in her fourth year. When the memory surfaced, she swore 
softly, “Fuck.” 
 
Hermione took her usual seat between Barry and Roland and began to eat. She glanced toward 



the head table several times, but couldn’t catch Snape’s eye. She wasn’t looking forward to 
talking to him, but she knew she had to apologise. She didn’t know what had motivated her to 
kiss him, but he hadn’t welcomed the overture. She had to reassure him that it had been an 
impulsive gesture on her part and one that wouldn’t be repeated. 
 
 
Snape had seen Hermione enter the Great Hall. She didn’t look like she had slept any better 
than he had. He couldn’t imagine what had possessed her to behave in such a wanton manner 
the previous evening. He wasn’t looking forward to her attempt to explain her behaviour. He 
managed to avoid her glances by keeping his head down and concentrating on his plate. 
 
 
Hermione finished her breakfast without being able to signal to Snape. She suspected he was 
avoiding her glances on purpose. She sighed as she gathered her books and headed to Professor 
Baines classroom for her History of Magic class. 
 
Hermione had made it through History of Magic, Charms, and lunch. Now it was time to head 
down to the dungeons for the afternoon’s double Potions class. Knowing what was coming was 
no consolation, and she had still not been able to talk to Snape, or even get him to look at her 
so she could signal him that she wanted to talk to him.  
 
As Hermione, Barry, and Ron approached the Dungeons, Jacko Badboy stepped out in front of 
them. He was wearing one of the flashing badges that had been created after the names of the 
school champions had come out of the Chalice of Flames. The badge alternated between 
flashing: “Support Godrick Jiggery” and “Plotter Smells.” 
 
“Oh, that’s hysterical, Badboy,” Hermione said with a sneer worthy of Snape. 
 
“Want one, Stranger?” Badboy said as he held out one of the badges. “I’ve got plenty. Be careful 
when you take it, though. I just washed my hands and wouldn’t want them mucked up by 
coming in contact with a Dirtblood.” 
 
Just as Harry had done ten years before, Barry reached for his wand and prepared to defend 
Harriet’s honour. 
 
“Don’t, Barry!” Hermione warned. 
 
Barry ignored her and advanced on Badboy. 
 
“Come on, Plotter,” Badboy taunted as he pulled his own wand from his sleeve. “There aren’t 
any teachers here to protect you this time. Have a go at me, if you’ve got the stones.” 
 
The two of them stared at each other for a moment, and then both shouted hexes at the same 
time. 
 
“Furnunculus!” Barry hollered. 
 
“Densaugeo!” Badboy yelled. 
 
Jets of light shot from the end of each wand and collided in mid-air, bouncing off each other at 
odd angles. Barry’s hex hit Drabbe, and Badboy’s hit Hermione. 
 
Drabbe bellowed in pain and put his hands over his nose where large, festering boils were 



appearing. Hermione clapped her hands over her mouth and started to whimper.  
 
Fuck! She’d forgotten how painful this had been. 
 
There was a loud babble of voices as everyone tried to speak at once. 
 
“What is all this noise?” A deep, deceptively soft voice interrupted the din. 
 
Snape had arrived on the scene.  
 
“Plotter attacked me, sir,” Badboy spoke quickly, before anyone else had a chance to say 
anything. 
 
“We attacked each other at the same time!” Barry interjected. 
 
“He hit Drabbe – look!” Badboy pointed to the hapless Boyle, who was now moaning in pain. 
 
Snape examined Drabbe’s nose with distaste. 
 
“Get yourself to the Hospital Wing, now!” Snape ordered. 
 
“Badboy’s hex hit Harriet!” Roland interjected. “Look at her!” 
 
Snape took Hermione’s wrist between his long fingers and pulled her hand away from her face. 
Her front teeth had extended to reach halfway down her chin and were still growing. When he 
looked into her eyes, he could see tears hovering on her lower lashes. 
 
“I see no difference,” he said coldly. 
 
Hermione pulled her hand from grasp, turned on her heel, and ran down the corridor. 
 
 
Forty-five minutes later, Hermione and Boyle were standing outside the Potions classroom once 
again. Madam Pamphrey had cleared up all of Drabbe’s boils and had fixed her teeth. Drabbe 
hurried into the classroom, but Hermione lingered for just a minute, gathering her thoughts. She 
was still upset. Ten years ago, when Snape had said those words to her, they had hurt. Later, 
when the truth about his spying had come out, she had understood that he had to appear to 
favour his Slytherins above all others, and especially above Harry Potter, Voldemort’s nemesis, 
Ronald Weasley, son of a family of Blood traitors, and Hermione Granger, Mudblood know-it-all 
and best friend of the other two. 
 
Today, looking into his eyes, she hadn’t seen the cold calculation of a spy trying to determine 
how to turn the incident to his advantage. Today, all she had seen was anger. He was angry at 
her because she had kissed him. He had spoken those words with only one purpose in mind – to 
hurt her.  
 
He had succeeded. The tears she’d cried as she ran down the corridor toward the Hospital Wing 
were only partly because she was in physical pain. Mostly they were tears of hurt and 
humiliation. Now, however, she was simply angry. Perhaps even angrier than he had been, and 
she was determined to force him to meet with her before the day was over. 
 
She walked into the classroom and approached her seat.  
 



“You are forty-five minutes late for class, Miss Stranger,” Snape said, barely lifting his head from 
the parchment he was writing upon. “Ten points from Lionsden.” 
 
“I was in the Hospital Wing, Professor,” Hermione said in a reasonable tone of voice. “I hardly 
think it was my fault I was late.” 
 
“Ten more points for talking back,” Snape said. This time he did look up and tried to stare her 
down. 
 
Hermione was having done of it, however. 
 
“And have points been deducted from Viperspit as well?” Hermione asked. “Drabbe is also late 
for class.” 
 
“How I choose to discipline the members of my own House is no concern of yours, Miss 
Stranger,” Snape said through gritted teeth. “Ten more points from Lionsden.” 
 
“But you don’t choose to discipline the members of your own House, do you? You choose to 
discipline only the members of other Houses, notably Lionsden.” 
 
“You are trying my patience, Miss Stranger,” Snape warned. “Take your seat!” 
 
“No.” Hermione raised her chin defiantly and dared him to react. 
 
“Fifty additional points from Lionsden and detention. Tonight, Miss Stranger. Eight o’clock. Don’t 
be late.” 
 
“Oh, I’ll be here right on time,” Hermione assured him and finally took her seat. 
 
 
Snape had known as soon as she opened her mouth the first time that she was angling for a 
detention. He had played right into her hands, but she had left him little choice. He sighed as he 
realised that they did need to speak and clear the air between them. Merlin only knew how long 
they would be stuck here. They had to work together or it could be forever. 
 
At eight o’clock, Hermione entered the Potions classroom. She cast the privacy spells and 
approached Snape. He was sitting behind his desk with his arms crossed over his chest. 
 
“We need to talk, Severus,” Hermione began. She was biting her bottom lip nervously. 
 
“Yes, I suppose we do,” he said at last. 
 
“First of all, let me assure you that I did not believe that you were one of the Death Eaters at 
the Quidditch World Cup. I do know that at times you have been forced, because of your role, to 
participate in some activities that are an anathema to you,” Hermione said as twisted her fingers 
together in front of her. 
 
“You have no idea of the things I have been forced to do,” Snape said in a harsh voice. He 
paused a moment before he added quietly, “I hope you never do.” 
 
“I trust you, Severus,” Hermione said softly. “I have trusted you completely since the end of my 
third year. In spite of everything that happened after that, my trust in you has never wavered.” 
 



“Yet, you still had to ask,” he said. 
 
“Yes, I had to ask because my trust in you was…is…intuitive and emotional. I needed to ask so 
that I could reconcile my intellect to my emotions.” 
 
Snape paused a moment before he replied. “I concede that at times my actions appeared to be 
in conflict with my true motivations. This was necessary in order to protect my position in the 
Dark Lord’s Inner Circle, but it did make it difficult for those who were not aware of my true 
allegiances to believe I was anything other than what I pretended to be.” He paused again 
before he continued. 
 
“I know that there were many occasions when you defended me to Potter, based on nothing but 
your intuitive belief in me. Other than Albus, you were the only person ever to give me such 
undiluted trust.” He stopped speaking and dropped his eyes. 
 
“And then I questioned you and caused you to doubt my trust.” 
 
“Stupid of me, isn’t it, to put such store in your good opinion of me?” He snorted. 
 
“No, Severus. It was stupid of me to question you, especially now. I already knew where your 
loyalty lay.” 
 
Hermione paced back and forth in front of his desk. She turned back to face him and spoke 
again. “This whole situation is starting to affect me. Sometimes I find myself reacting as the 
child I must portray here, rather than as the adult I truly am.” 
 
“I’m not surprised,” Snape replied. “Other than our conversations, you are being forced to 
interact almost exclusively with children.” 
 
“Yes, and most of them are dunderheads,” she said with a grin. 
 
Snape gave a sardonic twist of his lips.  
 
“So, am I forgiven for doubting you, even briefly?” Hermione asked. 
 
Snape rubbed his chin as though contemplating his answer. 
 
“You are forgiven,” he said after a moment. 
 
“Thank you.” 
 
“Am I forgiven for my insult this afternoon?” Snape asked. 
 
“I suppose I need to ask your motivation for the insult before I can answer that,” Hermione said. 
 
“I was pissed off at you,” Snape answered with asperity. 
 
“Well, even I figured that out on my own. The question is why were you pissed off at me?” 
Hermione persisted. 
 
“You know very well why, Professor Granger,” Snape replied. 
 
“I suppose I do,” Hermione grumbled. 



 
“Then I am forced to turn the question back to you. What was your motivation for such 
an…unseemly…act?” Snape asked. 
 
“I acted impulsively. I can’t explain my motivation because I don’t know it myself.” Hermione 
was blushing bright pink, the colour spreading across her face and neck as she spoke. “I knew I 
had hurt your feelings when I questioned your whereabouts on the night of the World Cup. You 
were spouting off your ‘alibi’ – giving me a minute-by-minute timetable of your activities that 
night. I tried to tell you I believed you, but you weren’t listening. You just kept talking and 
talking, even after I begged you to stop. I just wanted you to shut up.” 
 
“You certainly chose an unorthodox method,” Snape muttered. 
 
“Better than the Langlock Spell,” Hermione countered. 
 
“Perhaps,” Snape replied. 
 
“Really, Severus…was it that distasteful? I only kissed you, I didn’t cast an Unforgivable on you,” 
Hermione said tartly. “Haven’t you ever acted impulsively?” 
 
“Yes, and I spent twenty years trying to atone for it!” Snape said with a sting to his voice. 
 
“I hardly think that bestowing an unwelcome kiss is on the same plane as taking the Dark Mark,” 
Hermione said. “I’ve already said I was sorry; I have no intention of spending twenty years 
trying to convince you of my sincerity.” 
 
Snape rubbed at the knot of tension that had developed at the back of his neck. His temples 
were pounding. They could bicker about this for another twenty minutes, or they could put it 
behind them and move on. 
 
“Very well; I accept your apology. Now, for your detention, would you please go into the 
storeroom and get me a headache potion?” 
 
Hermione brought him the potion and watched as he swallowed it. She could actually see the 
pain lifting as the potion took effect. 
 
“Better?” she asked after a few minutes. 
 
“Much,” he replied. 
 
“I forgive you as well – for your remark about my teeth,” Hermione said. 
 
“Thank you. It was unnecessarily cruel, especially when it happened the first time. Back then, I 
didn’t even have the excuse of being angry at you for something else. I was just being a 
bastard.” 
 
“Well, I forgive you for your comment back then, as well,” Hermione amended. “Draco actually 
did me a favour when that hex hit me.” 
 
“How so?” Snape enquired. 
 
“I’d been unhappy with my teeth for years. I’d wanted to fix them magically within the first few 
months after I’d gotten to Hogwarts. My parents wanted me to get braces.” 



 
“How barbaric,” Snape commented dryly. 
 
“Quite,” Hermione agreed. “When Madam Pomfrey was fixing my teeth, she told me to stop her 
when they got to where they were before the hex hit. I just let her take them a little further.” 
 
“What did your parents say?”  
 
“They were a bit upset at first. They still thought the braces would have been better. Of course, 
being that they are both dentists, they would think that.” 
 
“Of course,” Snape agreed. “Now, is there anything else we need to discuss?”  
 
“I don’t think so. We’ll just have to see where the book leads us,” Hermione said. 
 
“You should go back to your dormitory then. Detention is over,” Snape said. 
 
“You did deduct an inordinately large number of points today…” Hermione’s voice trailed off. 
 
“You may be right. Thirty points to Lionsden,” Snape said. “After all, you did bring me my 
headache potion.” 
 
“Thank you, Severus,” Hermione said.  
 
She walked to the door and dropped the privacy spells. She already had her hand on the 
doorknob when Snape’s voice halted her. 
 
“Hermione.” 
 
She turned back towards him. “Yes?” 
 
“It wasn’t distasteful at all.” 
 
She arched a questioning brow at him, but he just smirked, leaving her to puzzle it out. 
 
It wasn’t until she was in bed that night, halfway between waking and sleeping, that she realised 
the implication of his parting remark.  

 
 
 
A/N: Up next: Chapter Four: Barry Plotter and the Chalice of Flames (Days 25, 26, 27, and 28 in 
the book) 

 

9 

 
A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. I have completely ignored the ending of HBP. For the purposes of 
this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so alive he is – at least here! The events of the books 
are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events that, in the books, 
may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into one day, or 



completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that JKR is telling. 
Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the product of my own 
imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the WIKTT forum by 
ladyofthemasque.  
 
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile! 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine.  

 
 
 
Day twenty-five in the book: November 24th 
 
Hermione woke up the next morning and checked her calendar and timetable. It was November 
twenty-fourth and today was the day of the first task of the Triwizard Tournament.  
 
She rushed through her morning ritual and went to the Great Hall for breakfast. She sat 
between Barry and Roland and was dismayed to discover that they were still not speaking to 
each other.  
 
Back at Hogwarts, Ron had believed that Harry had, somehow, put his own name into the Goblet 
of Fire. The articles, written by Rita Skeeter, which had appeared in The Daily Prophet, had 
further estranged the two friends. Hermione had spent weeks caught between her two best 
friends. It was not a position she had enjoyed, and she was happy to recall that Harry and 
Roland had reconciled after Harry completed the first task of the tournament. She was hopeful 
that events would unfold in a similar manner here. 
 
“Have you decided how you’re going to manage the…task?” Hermione asked Barry. She was 
careful not to mention the word ‘dragon’ as the exact nature of the task was supposed to be a 
secret, although Haggard had shown Barry the dragons a couple nights before. 
 
“I don’t know,” Barry mumbled. “We’re not allowed anything but our wands.” 
 
“You’re not allowed to carry anything but your wand, Barry,” Hermione reminded him, repeating 
the information that Bad-eye Broody had imparted to Barry the previous week. She couldn’t 
come right out and tell him that he needed to summon his broom in order to fly past the dragon, 
but she could subtly push him in that direction. 
 
“That’s right!” Barry said. “Harriet, I need you to help me with Summoning Charms.” 
 
“We’ve only got till, lunch, Barry,” Hermione reminded him. “You should have asked me sooner.” 
 
“I know, but I’ve just thought of something. Will you help me?” Barry asked in a pleading tone. 
 
“Of course,” Hermione said. “We’ll find an empty classroom after breakfast and practice.” 
 
Barry and Hermione hurried through the rest of breakfast and spent the entire morning 
practicing Summoning Charms. 
 



“You’ve got to really concentrate, Barry,” Hermione said, brushing an unruly lock of hair back off 
her forehead. 
 
“I’m trying. I keep getting distracted by the image of a dragon breathing fire at me,” Barry said. 
 
“You’re a very powerful wizard,” Hermione insisted. “If you concentrate and say the words like 
you really mean them, the charm will work. Try again.” 
 
“Accio quill!” Barry shouted. The quill on the desk at the back of the room rose into the air and 
flew into Barry’s outstretched hand. 
 
“That’s the way!” Hermione encouraged. 
 
“My Firebolt’s a lot heavier, and it’ll be a lot further away,” Barry grumbled. 
 
“It doesn’t matter,” Hermione said firmly. “If you concentrate, it will obey your summons.” 
 
They practiced right up until lunch time. By the time they left the classroom and headed back to 
the Great Hall, Barry had managed to successfully summon a large number of objects. 
 
“You’ve got it, Barry,” Hermione said and gave him a brief hug. “You’ll be able to do it, I know 
you will.” 
 
“Thanks, Harriet. I couldn’t have done it without your help,” Barry replied. 
 
“That’s what friends are for,” Hermione replied. “Roland could’ve helped, too. He’s good at 
Summoning Charms.” 
 
“Yeah…well…you know,” Barry flushed and ducked his head. 
 
“Yes, I know,” Hermione said and sighed. She was glad that this afternoon would see the 
friendship between Barry and Roland restored. 
 
 
Just as they were finishing lunch, Professor MacGyver hurried over to the Lionsden table. 
 
“You’re needed right now, Mr. Plotter,” she said. 
 
Barry got up and followed her out of the Great Hall. 
 
Hermione and Roland, along with just about every other student, hurried down to the Quidditch 
pitch to watch the first task. 
 
Godrick Jiggery was the first champion to face his dragon. It took him about fifteen minutes, but 
he managed to get past her and capture the golden egg. 
 
It took Flora Deltacourt ten minutes to capture her egg, and about the same amount of time for 
Vector Klump to retrieve his. 
 
Hermione was gripping Roland’s hand very tightly by the time Barry came out of the champions’ 
tent to face the Hungarian Horntail. She held her breath as Barry dodged a powerful swipe of the 
dragon’s tail.  
 



“Come on, Barry,” Hermione muttered under her breath.  
 
She saw Barry stand and point his wand. She couldn’t hear what he said, of course, but within 
two minutes, she saw his Firebolt come whizzing toward him. 
 
“Good job, mate!” Roland yelled, though there was absolutely no way that Barry could have 
heard him. 
 
Once Barry mounted his broom, it only took him a few minutes to draw the Horntail a little bit 
away from the egg she was guarding. Once she had moved a bit, Barry swooped in and 
snatched the golden egg from its nest. 
 
The crowd erupted in applause as Barry held the golden egg over his head, sort of like an over-
grown Snitch. 
 
Hermione and Roland pushed through the crowd and made their way to the field. 
 
Hermione threw her arms around Barry and gave him a hug. 
 
“I knew you could do it, Barry. I just knew it! You were amazing!” she exclaimed. 
 
“Thanks, Harriet. I wouldn’t’ve been able to do it if you hadn’t spent the whole morning revising 
me on the Summoning Charm.” 
 
Roland stood to Hermione’s side and shifted from foot to foot nervously. 
 
“Erm…Barry…” he finally stuttered. 
 
“What?” Barry said coldly. 
 
“I reckon whoever put your name in the chalice is trying to do you in,” Roland said. 
 
“Finally caught on, have you?” Barry asked.  
 
Hermione thought his sarcasm would have done Snape proud if he’d been around to hear it. 
 
Roland opened his mouth to speak again, but Barry interrupted him. 
 
“It’s okay, Roland,” he said. 
 
“No,” Roland insisted, “I shouldn’t’ve…” 
 
“Forget it,” Barry repeated. 
 
Roland grinned at Barry and Barry grinned back. 
 
“You two are so stupid!” Hermione shouted. Then she gave both of them a hug and hurried away 
to let them straighten things out. 
 
 
Once all the scores were tallied, Barry and Vector Klump were tied for first place. 
 



The celebration in the Lionsden common room went on far into the night. At about one o’clock in 
the morning, Hermione finally dragged herself to her dormitory and fell into bed, exhausted. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day twenty-six in the book: December 25th 
 
When Hermione awoke the next morning, there was a pile of presents on the foot of her bed. 
She didn’t need her calendar to tell her that today was Christmas. She didn’t need her timetable 
to know that there would be no classes today. And she didn’t need the notice board in the 
common room to know that tonight was the night of the Yule Ball. 
 
As a fifteen-year-old, she had attended the Yule Ball with Viktor Krum. Although the book had 
skipped over the day that Vector had asked Harriet to the ball, she assumed that it had 
happened and that tonight would find her entering the Great Hall on the arm of the Bulgarian 
Seeker.  
 
Hermione joined Barry and Roland in the common room and then the three of them went down 
to breakfast. After breakfast, they returned to the common room and spent the morning 
checking out each other’s Christmas presents. 
 
Lunch in the Great Hall was a spectacular Christmas feast, with hundreds of turkeys, a 
magnificent Christmas pudding, and piles of Wizard Crackers for everyone to pull. 
 
After lunch, the three of them went out and wandered around the snow-covered grounds, 
walking off their large lunch. Hermione watched with an indulgent smile on her face, as Barry 
and Roland, along with the twins, had a riotous snowball fight. 
 
At five o’clock, she told them she was going in to get ready for the ball. 
 
“You need three hours to get ready?” Roland grumbled.  
 
Hermione knew he was a bit upset because by the time he got around to asking her if she 
wanted to go to the ball with him, she had already accepted another invitation. He was further 
upset by the fact that she had refused to say who she was going to the ball with. 
 
“Yes, I do,” Hermione replied. “I want to look my best.”  
 
“Women!” Roland snorted.  
 
Hermione just grinned and headed back to the castle. 
 
 
Three hours later, Hermione walked into the Great Hall on the arm of Vector Klump. 
 
She could sense the change in the atmosphere of the room as she was recognised. She could 
see heads turning toward her. She could hear the whispers spreading. 
 
“Who’s that with Klump?” 
 
“Look – it’s Harriet Stranger!” 
 



“Is that Harriet? What did she do to her hair?” 
 
“Would you look at Stranger!” 
 
Although she appeared to everyone here, save one, to be a fifteen-year-old girl dressed up for 
her first grown-up party, on the inside Hermione was a twenty-five-year-old witch with the 
maturity and sophistication that extra ten years had given her. If she was a bit nervous, it 
wasn’t because she was unsure about the way she looked – she knew she looked good in her 
periwinkle blue robes and with her hair tamed into a neat chignon resting on the nape of her 
neck. If she was nervous at all – and she conceded to herself that she was – it was because she 
had dressed for only one person tonight, and it wasn’t Vector Klump. 
 
Hermione looked around, seeking out the person for whom she had put so much effort into her 
appearance. The Great Hall was crowded, and she couldn’t find him among the throngs of 
students and staff, all dressed in their finest robes. Even as Vector pulled her into his arms for 
their first dance, her eyes darted around the room, looking for the other dark-haired, dark-eyed 
wizard. 
 
As she danced, Hermione felt a stare directed towards her. She looked over and there was 
Roland, sitting next to Pallid Pointelle. He was sitting next to his date, but his eyes were on 
Hermione, following her every move as Vector swung her around the dance floor.  
 
Damn, Hermione thought, I’d forgotten about the row I had with Ron that night. 
 
Hermione frowned as she realised that she would have to face Roland both here at the dance 
and in the common room later. That fight with Ron had been the beginning of their rocky 
romantic relationship. They had skittered around their feelings for each other for the next year 
and a half, finally sharing their first kiss during the summer after sixth year. She knew she 
wouldn’t be able to avoid reliving the incident here, but her twenty-five-year-old self wasn’t 
looking forward to kissing Roland Wisely. At least she had the equivalent of eighteen months to 
screw up her courage and follow through with the encounter.  
 
“Is something the matter, Herry-ate?” Vector asked Hermione as they twirled around the floor. 
Poor Vector hadn’t had any more success with Harriet than Viktor’d had with Hermione.  
 
“Of course not, Vector,” Hermione replied. “It’s just getting a bit warm in here.” 
 
“You vould like a drink, then?” Vector asked like the gentleman he was. 
 
“That would be nice,” Hermione agreed. Vector danced her over to the edge of the dance floor, 
near the table where Barry and Perverty and Roland and Pallid were sitting. 
 
“I vill be right back,” he assured her as he went to fetch her a glass of punch. 
 
Perverty got up to dance with a boy from Bowbuttons just as Hermione arrived at the table. She 
sat in the seat Perverty had vacated and fanned her face with her hand. 
 
“Hot, isn’t it?” she asked Roland. “Vector’s gone to get us something cold to drink.”  
 
“’Vector’s gone to get us something cold to drink,’” Roland repeated in a very poor imitation of 
Hermione’s voice. 
 
“What’s the matter with you?” Hermione asked. She asked because she knew she had to, not 



because she wanted to. She knew very well what his problem was. 
 
“Well, if you don’t know, I’m not going to tell you,” Roland said with a scowl. 
 
Hermione looked to Barry questioningly, but he just shrugged. 
 
“Roland…” Hermione began. 
 
“He’s from Drumstrong!” Roland hissed. “You…you’re fraternising with the enemy!” 
 
“The enemy? Don’t be stupid, Roland. You were the one who was all excited when he arrived,” 
Hermione reminded him. “Who wanted his autograph?” Hermione pressed on. “Who has a model 
of him in his dormitory room? Not I!” 
 
“I suppose he asked you to go with him while you were both in the library, then?” Roland said, 
ignoring her remarks. 
 
“As a matter of fact, he did,” Hermione said. She was starting to get very angry with Roland, 
just as she had gotten angry with Ron ten years ago. She decided that she was going to end this 
right now, instead of letting it escalate as it had back then. If it hadn’t gone far enough to satisfy 
the magic of the book, then she and Snape would just have to stay here one extra day. She’d 
had quite enough of Roland for now. 
 
“I’m going to find my date,” Hermione said as she got to her feet. 
 
“Fine!” Roland said through clenched teeth. 
 
“Fine!” Hermione echoed and walked away. 
 
 
It was as she was walking toward the refreshment table that she felt another pair of eyes 
watching her. She looked over and there, near the door to the entrance hall, was Snape. He was 
standing next to Evera Karkaroach, the headmaster of Drumstrong. Her argument with Roland 
had gotten her so upset, she had forgotten about trying to find Snape earlier. Now, now when 
her face was flushed with anger and she could feel tendrils of hair starting to escape from the 
neat chignon she had worked so hard to create; now he saw her. She lifted her chin and arched 
her eyebrow at him. He lifted a brow in silent acknowledgement of her and then turned back to 
the man standing next to him. 
 
Bloody hell! Hermione thought. Why couldn’t he have seen me when I first got here? At least 
then, I didn’t look so…flustered! 
 
 
Snape had his head bent toward Karkaroach, but he was watching Hermione through lowered 
lids. He had seen her arrive on Klump’s arm. In fact, he had nearly choked on the glass of punch 
the headmaster had pressed upon him. She had looked incredible in those flowing blue robes. 
Her hair had looked lovely, too.  
 
Not, that he had ever paid attention, mind you, when she and Minerva chatted at the high table, 
but he knew that even in their own time, she often complained bitterly about her bushy hair. But 
tonight, she had tamed her tresses into a neat bun. Looking at her, he decided that, although 
the bun was nice, he much preferred her hair loose and flowing down her back in curly ringlets. 
Now, after an hour of dancing in the warm room, and after the words he had seen her exchange 



with the Weasley wannabe, her face was flushed and there were loose wisps of hair curling 
about her face. And now, to Snape, she looked even lovelier. He thought back to the kiss she 
had bestowed on him and he regretted reacting quite so negatively. Perhaps the next time he 
assigned her detention… 
 
Snape frowned sharply as he realised the direction his thoughts were taking. 
 
It must be all the excess hormones floating in the air tonight, he thought grimly as he swiftly 
channelled his mind into another direction. 
 
He saw her approach Klump and put her hand on his arm. He watched as Klump’s hand came up 
to cover hers. She took the glass of punch he held out to her and took a sip. Then her tongue 
came out to lick a stray drop of the punch from her lip, and he nearly stopped breathing. 
 
“As lovely as it is to see them together, Seximus,” Karkaroach growled into his ear, “there are 
more important things for us to discuss. Surely, you have noticed the Mark…” 
 
“Not here, you fool!” Snape hissed. “Come!” 
 
With a swirl of robes, Snape turned on his heel and walked through the door and out onto the 
grounds. 
 
Karkaroach followed him, his own robes billowing out behind him. 
 
Once they were in the garden, which had been charmed to bloom, even though it was winter, 
Karkaroach spoke again. “You have noticed that the Mark has grown darker over the last several 
months, haven’t you?” 
 
“Of course I have, Evera. What of it?” Snape asked. 
 
“I am becoming concerned,” Karkaroach whined. 
 
“Then run! Run!” Snape taunted. “I will make your excuses. I, however, will remain here at 
Pigmoles, as I was instructed to do.” 
 
As they turned a corner in the path, Snape spied a couple embracing.  
 
“Ten points from Falconsnest, Faucett!” Snape called out. “And ten from Badgerburrow as well, 
Stubing! Get back inside!” The trysting couple pulled apart and hurried back down the path to 
the castle. 
 
Snape turned back to Karkaroach. “Are there any other concerns you care to address at this 
time, Evera?” 
 
“No…no,” Karkaroach assured him. 
 
“Then I suggest you go back inside. Slumbermore or Broody may get suspicious and wonder 
what you are up to,” Snape said with a sneer. 
 
“But they won’t wonder about you, will they, Seximus? You think you are untouchable…” 
 
“I have already been vouched for. You will note that I spent no time in Kazaban!” 
 



“How…fortunate…for you,” Karkaroach snarled. 
 
“Indeed,” Snape agreed, but made no further comment. 
 
Karkaroach turned and headed back to the stairs leading to the entrance hall. Snape watched 
him open the door. As Karkaroach entered the castle a couple exited. Snape saw Hermione and 
Vector Klump descend the stairs and head into the magical garden. They were holding hands 
and didn’t see him standing behind a thick cluster of rosebushes. He watched through narrowed 
eyes as Klump wrapped an arm across Hermione’s shoulder. Her head dropped to rest on his 
chest. 
 
Heedless of the work Professor Sprigs had put into the winter-blooming garden, Snape drew his 
wand and started to methodically blast the roses apart. 
 
Hermione and Vector were startled by the sudden noise in the garden, and hurried back into the 
castle.  
 
Satisfied with his evening’s work, Snape waited until they were inside before he left his hiding 
place and made his way back to his dungeons. 
 
 
When the ball ended at midnight, Vector Klump walked Hermione back to Lionsden Tower. When 
they reached the portrait that guarded the entrance to the common room, Hermione turned to 
him. 
 
“Thank you, Vector. I had a wonderful evening,” she said. 
 
“It is I who should say, ‘thank you,’ Herry-ate. It vas an honour for me to be vith you tonight.” 
He took her hand in his and raised it to his lips.  
 
Not really wanting to, but knowing that the magic of the book would require it, Hermione rose to 
her tiptoes and placed a quick kiss on his lips. 
 
“Good night, Vector,” she whispered. 
 
“Good night, Herry-ate,” he replied. Then he gave her a small, gallant bow and turned back 
down the corridor away from the portrait hole. 
 
 
Hermione muttered, “Pixie glow,” to the portrait of the Chubby Cherub that guarded the 
common room and climbed through the entrance when the painting swung open. 
 
Although she’d been expecting it, Hermione groaned when she saw Roland waiting there for her. 
 
“So, did he walk you home?” Roland asked snidely. 
 
“As a matter of fact, he did,” Hermione replied. 
 
“Did he kiss you goodnight?” Roland asked, just as snidely. 
 
“That is none of your business, Roland Wisely!” Hermione shouted. Ten years ago, when Ron 
had asked her the same question, she had blushed out of embarrassment.  
 



She wasn’t embarrassed tonight, though. Tonight, she was infuriated at Roland’s obtuseness. 
The result was the same, however. Her face was flushed and her hair was falling around her face 
as it escaped her carefully arranged chignon. 
 
“How could you, Harriet? How could you let him?” Roland whined. 
 
“Well, if you don’t like it, you know how to solve the problem, don’t you?” Hermione hollered at 
him. 
 
“How?” Roland hollered back. 
 
“Next time there’s a ball, why don’t you ask me before someone else does, and don’t treat me 
as a last resort!” 
 
Hermione watched as Roland’s mouth fell open. He was gaping at her, his mouth opening and 
closing soundlessly. 
 
“Honestly, Roland, you are unbelievable!” Hermione threw this last comment back over her 
shoulder as she stomped up the stairs to the girls’ dormitory. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day twenty-seven in the book: March 5th 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, there were no Christmas presents at the foot of her 
bed. Apparently, her fight with Roland during the Yule Ball had been intense enough to satisfy 
the magic of the book. She was relieved. It had been upsetting enough to relive that experience 
once; she had no desire to be forced to relive it a second time. 
 
When her morning routine was complete, Hermione check the calendar and her timetable. It was 
Friday, March tenth. Ten weeks had passed since the Yule Ball.  
 
As she looked at the calendar more closely, she realised that the second task of the Triwizard 
Tournament had been completed more than a week ago. The book was not going to force her to 
relive the experience. She was extremely grateful for that. Although it had not been painful, it 
had been rather disconcerting to wake up and discover that she had been held unconscious and 
underwater for several hours. She was relieved she would not have to go through it again. 
 
Hermione’s day proceeded quite normally until after lunch. It was as she, Barry, and Roland 
were waiting outside the Potions classroom for their last lesson of the week that she realised the 
significance of the day. Tansy Tarkington was holding a copy of The Weekly Sorceress and she 
and her friends were snickering over something inside the magazine. 
 
“You might find something interesting in here,” Tansy said with a giggle and threw the magazine 
at Hermione. Hermione caught it, but didn’t have a chance to do more than glance at the cover 
before the classroom door opened and Snape appeared to usher them all inside. 
 
Hermione, Barry, and Roland took their seats at their usual table at the back of the classroom. 
When Snape turned his back to the classroom to write the ingredients of the day’s potion on the 
blackboard, Hermione thumbed through the magazine until she found the article she knew was 
there. In the middle pages of the magazine, she found the headline: 

The Secret Heartbreak of Barry Plotter 



 
 
Hermione skimmed the article quickly. Barry and Roland were leaning in over each shoulder to 
read along with her. The article, written by Ghita Streeter, closely matched the one that Rita 
Skeeter had written for Witch Weekly back at Hogwarts.  
 
The article accused Harriet Stranger of toying with the affections of both Barry Plotter and Vector 
Klump. The article quoted Tansy Tarkington as she speculated that perhaps Harriet had used a 
Love Potion to encourage Barry’s affection.  
 
“I told you not to piss off Ghita Streeter!” Roland whispered. “She’s painted you as some kind 
of…of…scarlet woman!” 
 
“’Scarlet woman?’” Hermione snorted.  
 
“That’s what my mum calls them,” Roland muttered, a blush staining his neck and face. 
 
“Ghita Streeter must be losing her touch if that’s the best she can come up with,” Hermione said 
through her giggles. “What a load of rubbish.” She threw the magazine down onto an empty 
chair.  
 
Although Hermione knew that Rita Skeeter was an unregistered Animagus, she had not been 
aware of it at the time Rita’s article in Witch Weekly was published. She had to assume that here 
at Pigmoles, Ghita Streeter was also an Animagus.  
 
“What I don’t understand,” Hermione continued a few minutes later, “is how she knew that 
Vector had asked me to visit him in Bulgaria over the summer. He asked me right after he pulled 
me out of the water, after the second task. We were alone – no one was even close to us. How 
could anyone have overheard?” 
 
“And what did you tell Vector?” Roland asked as he viciously pounded his pestle into his desk, 
completely missing the mortar that contained the beetles he was supposed to be pulverising.  
 
“Well, I was too busy trying to see if you and Barry were all right to give him an answer…” 
Hermione began. 
 
“As fascinating as your social life undoubtedly is, Miss Stranger,” said Snape’s voice coldly from 
behind them, “I must insist that you refrain from discussing it in my classroom. Ten points from 
Lionsden.” 
 
While Snape’s attention was focused on the three of them, Jacko Badboy took the opportunity to 
flash his “Plotter Smells” badge at them. 
 
“And reading a magazine under the table as well,” Snape said as he picked up the copy of The 

Weekly Sorceress from the chair Hermione where had tossed it. “That will be an additional ten 
points from Lionsden. Oh, and detention tonight, Miss Stranger. Eight o’clock. Don’t be late.” 
 
“No, sir,” Hermione said with a dejected sigh. She and Snape hadn’t had a chance to talk in a 
few days, so she was actually looking forward to her detention. She couldn’t let anyone else 
know that, however, so she ducked her head and pretended to be upset. 
 
Snape began reading portions of the article out loud, giving the Viperspits plenty of opportunity 
to laugh at Barry. Although Hermione knew this was necessary in order to perpetuate the idea 



that Snake was a Doom Diner who hated Plotter, she couldn’t help but remember how Snape’s 
words, back at Hogwarts, had hurt Harry. After a few minutes, she didn’t have to pretend to be 
upset. She was glad when Snape shortened the encounter. 
 
“And I think we’ll split up the Gleesome Threesome,” Snape said. Venom dripped from every 
word. “Wisely, go partner Boyle. Miss Stranger, you’re with Miss Tarkington. Plotter, to that 
desk.” He pointed to an empty work table right in front of his own desk. 
 
“Git,” Roland muttered under his breath as he gathered his things and moved over to sit next to 
Boyle. When everyone was situated to his liking, Snape finally turned away and returned to his 
own desk at the front of the classroom. 
 
 
There was a loud knock on the dungeon door. 
 
“Enter!” Snape bellowed. 
 
All the students turned toward the door to see who had the temerity to interrupt one of 
Professor Snake’s classes. All eyes were on Evera Karkaroach as he walked between the rows of 
work tables and approached Snake’s desk. He was twirling his goatee and looking very upset. 
 
Karkaroach leaned over the desk and hissed into Snape’s ear, “We need to talk.” 
 
“We’ll talk when this class is over,” Snape replied. 
 
“I want to talk now, before you slither off again,” Karkaroach insisted. 
 
“After the class!” Snape growled. 
 
Karkaroach hovered behind Snape’s desk for the rest of the class. He seemed intent on making 
sure that the other man didn’t slip away when the lesson ended. 
 
The bell signalling the end of class finally rang and the students picked up their belongings and 
hurried out of the classroom. 
 
“Now, Evera, what’s so urgent?” Snape hissed at Karkaroach. He was aware that Plotter had 
deliberately stayed behind, hoping to overhear something. He had to orchestrate this encounter 
very carefully. 
 
“This is what’s so urgent, Seximus!” Karkaroach said as he pushed up the left sleeve of his robe. 
“Surely you must have noticed yours, as well!” 
 
“Cover it up!” Snape barked.  
 
“It’s never been so clear…not since…” 
 
“Be quiet, you idiot,” Snape muttered. Then he turned to where he knew Plotter was crouched. 
 
“Plotter! What are you doing?” Snape hollered. 
 
“Just cleaning up the armadillo bile I spilled, sir,” Barry replied. 
 
“Leave it and get out!” Snape roared. “Now!” 



 
Barry hurried back down the aisle between the desks and left the classroom, banging the door 
shut as he did. 
 
“We will talk later, Karkaroach,” Snape said as he turned back toward the other man. 
 
“As you wish, Seximus,” Karkaroach replied. He also hurried down the aisle between the desks 
and left the room. 
 
Snape sat back down at his desk and rubbed his temples. He hoped that Karkaroach wouldn’t 
become too much of a problem. He knew that Plotter would talk to Hermione about what he had 
overheard. He would have to ask her about it during her detention this evening. He sighed and 
set about marking papers until dinner time. 
 
 
Hermione stood outside the Potions classroom at eight o’clock and knocked loudly. She entered 
when she heard Snape’s customary response. 
 
She cast the privacy spells and made her way to the front of the room and stood next to Snape’s 
desk. 
 
“Good evening, Severus,” she said in a neutral tone of voice.  
 
“Good evening, Hermione,” Snape replied in, what was for him, a quite pleasant tone. 
 
They hadn’t spoken alone in three days. In that three days, a lot had happened, including the 
first and second tasks of the Triwizard Tournament, the Yule Ball, and, of course, the events of 
this afternoon. 
 
Not to mention his parting remark about the kiss we shared, Hermione thought. 
 
“I was glad you didn’t harangue Barry any more than you did this afternoon. Thank you for 
that,” Hermione said after a moment. 
 
“I hope I did enough to satisfy the magic of the book,” Snape replied. “If I didn’t, we’ll be doing 
this again tomorrow, I suppose. I must admit that I’ve lost my taste for tormenting him.” 
 
“I went through a similar dilemma the night of the Yule Ball. Back at Hogwarts, Ron and I had a 
truly terrible row. I simply couldn’t bear the thought of re-enacting the entire debacle here, so I 
cut it short. I must have gone far enough, though, because the book didn’t bring us back to 
Christmas the next day.” 
 
“What did you and the berk argue about? I thought you, he, and Potter were like the Three 
Musketeers,” Snape said. 
 
“We were, and still are, very good friends. That doesn’t mean we didn’t have arguments. Harry 
and Ron were barely speaking to each other through a lot of fourth year. It was only after the 
first task of the Triwizard Tournament that they reconciled,” Hermione said, deftly avoiding 
Snape’s question – she thought. 
 
“Nice try, Granger,” Snape said with a smirk. “Now…what did you and Weasley argue about?” 
 
“It was silly. He asked me to go to the Yule Ball with him, but he waited until the day before and 



by that time, I had already accepted Viktor’s invitation.” Hermione hoped that Snape didn’t 
notice the colour she could feel rising to her cheeks. 
 
“He was jealous,” Snape said with amusement. He was thankful she didn’t know about the roses 
he’d been blasting when he’d seen her and Klump slip into the garden that night. 
 
“He tried to claim he was upset because Viktor was the Durmstrang champion and that my going 
to the ball with him was a sort of betrayal of Harry and Cedric,” Hermione explained. 
 
“But you didn’t believe that, did you?” Snape asked. 
 
“No. He admired Viktor. He only started to dislike him after Viktor and I showed up together at 
the ball.” 
 
“You and Weasley ended up together eventually, didn’t you?” Snape asked casually. He knew 
damn well they had gone out. He’d seen them together often enough at Order headquarters, 
groping each other like a couple of kneazles in heat. 
 
“Ron and I spent a year and a half dancing around our mutual attraction. Finally, during the 
summer between sixth and seventh year, we dated for a while. It didn’t take us long to realise 
that we were better suited to be friends rather than lovers.” 
 
“Really, Professor Granger,” Snape said with a smirk, “I could have lived the rest of my life 
without that image in my mind.” 
 
She blushed again, furiously, as she heard his remark. 
 
“Not that we were…I mean, we never…” she paused. “All we ever did was kiss,” she said at last.  
 
“Surely Weasley would have been willing to escalate the relationship to a higher level,” Snape 
said. “I imagine he was just as randy as any other boy his age.” 
 
“It was my decision not to do more than kiss,” Hermione admitted. “I loved Ron. I still love him, 
but…” she let her voice trail off. 
 
“Yes?” Snape prompted. 
 
“He never…I mean his touch didn’t…” She knew she was blushing again. 
 
“He didn’t excite you?”  
 
“It was like kissing a wet sponge!” she said at last. She clapped her hands over her mouth as 
she realised what she had just revealed to him. 
 
Snape threw back his head and laughed. He laughed so long and so hard that tears started to 
leak out of his eyes. Every time that he thought he had his laughter under control, the image of 
Ron Weasley’s face with a wet sponge protruding from his lips would float again to the forefront 
of his brain and he would start laughing again. 
 
At first, Hermione just glared at him. Then she smiled when she saw that his laughter made him 
look so much younger. Then she started laughing with him. Soon, she had tears of laughter 
rolling down her cheeks as well. 
 



“Do you know wh…wh…what Lavender and I used to ca…ca…call him?” Hermione asked as she 
struggled to bring her laughter under control. 
 
“What?” Snape asked as he pulled a couple of handkerchiefs from a pocket of his robe. He used 
one to wipe his streaming eyes and handed the other one to Hermione. 
 
“L…l…liver-lips!” Hermione hooted, and she started laughing again. 
 
“Oh, fuck…stop…you’re going to kill me,” Snape said as he howled anew. 
 
After several minutes, they finally managed to pull themselves together.  
 
“Ron and I would never have lasted, even if we could have managed a mutually satisfying sexual 
relationship,” Hermione said at last. 
 
“Oh, you’re absolutely right about that,” Snape agreed. “You’re much too intelligent to ever be 
content with someone like Weasley. He’d have bored you senseless in a year.” 
 
“Six months, tops,” Hermione said with authority. “Once I convinced Ron that we’d never be 
happy together in the long term, he was glad to end our little experiment and move on. He must 
have improved his snogging technique because he and Luna Lovegood went out all through 
seventh year and they both were disgustingly pleased with themselves. They got married two 
years after graduation and have a couple of kids now.” 
 
“Did you and Viktor ever get together after he went back to Bulgaria?” Snape asked. 
 
“We corresponded for a while, but that was all. He was caught up in his Quidditch career and I 
still had three years of school before I graduated. Besides, his kisses weren’t anything to write 
home about, either,” she admitted. 
 
“It doesn’t seem you’ve had much luck with kissing partners,” Snape said with a slight smile. 
 
“Oh, I managed to find one or two who were tolerable. Not until well after I graduated, 
however,” Hermione said. 
 
Snape scowled slightly, but made no comment. 
 
“I suppose I should get back to the dormitory,” Hermione said a moment later. “It’s quite close 
to curfew. I wouldn’t want to lose any more points for my House today.” 
 
Hermione gathered her things and headed toward the door. 
 
Snape got up from his desk and walked with her to the back of the classroom.  
 
Hermione released the privacy spells. The two of them stood there for one awkward moment, 
just looking at each other. 
 
“Did you find it distasteful?” Snape asked at last. He didn’t need to elaborate. Hermione knew 
what he was referring to. 
 
“I thought it was…amazing,” Hermione said. 
 
Then she opened the door and ran down the corridor toward the stairs. 



-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day twenty-eight in the book: July 2nd 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she checked her calendar and discovered it was the 
second of July. The third task of the Triwizard Tournament was over, Godrick Jiggery was dead, 
and Moldyport was back. 
 
Hermione hurried through her morning routine and rushed into the Great Hall. Although most of 
the tables were filled, the room was unnaturally quiet. People weren’t speaking much, and when 
they did speak, it was in quiet whispers.  
 
Hermione slid into her seat next to Roland. She knew Barry was still in the hospital wing, 
recovering from the injuries he’d received during his encounter with Moldyport. She looked to 
the high table. Snape was in his usual seat, but even from her place at the Lionsden table, 
Hermione could see that he looked tired and drawn. She caught his eye and rubbed her left brow 
casually. He nodded slightly and then dropped his eyes back to his plate. Hermione watched for 
a minute as he pushed his food around, but she didn’t see him actually eat anything. 
 
Classes were over, and the Leaving Feast would be held in the evening. Until then, there was 
nothing to do except pack. After breakfast, Hermione went back to her dormitory and started 
throwing things into her trunk. After half an hour, she couldn’t stand it anymore so she made 
her way down to the dungeons. 
 
Hermione checked the corridor outside of Snape’s office to make sure no one was around, and 
then she knocked quietly. 
 
Snape must have been waiting on the other side of the door, because it opened almost before 
she finished knocking. 
 
“Come in, Professor Granger,” Snape said. He then cast the privacy spells. He crossed his arms 
over his chest, but didn’t say anything more. 
 
“So it’s back to ‘Professor Granger,’ is it?” Hermione said.  
 
“I think it’s better that way.” 
 
“What is it, Severus?” Hermione asked his back. “What have I done?” 
 
“You haven’t done anything,” Snape said quietly. 
 
“Then why are you shutting me out?” Hermione demanded to know. “I thought we had 
progressed beyond such rigid formalities. I thought we were beginning to develop 
a…friendship…at the very least.” 
 
“That cannot happen now,” Snape said.  
 
“A few hours ago it seemed that you felt differently,” Hermione said.  
 
“A few hours ago, I had forgotten what happened on the night of the third task.” His voice had a 
sharp edge to it. 
 



“What did happen that night, Severus?” Hermione asked. “All we knew is that you were gone – 
an errand for Dumbledore is all we were told.” 
 
Snape sighed and drew a hand tiredly across his face. He looked older and more care-worn than 
he had just twelve hours earlier. 
 
“When Voldemort regained his body, the first thing he did was summon his followers. The Dark 
Mark had been getting clearer and darker all that year. When I felt it burning, summoning me, I 
went to Albus immediately. I could have ignored the summons. He would have found a way to 
protect me, to keep me safe. But, I had promised him, years before, that I would do whatever it 
was in my power to do to serve him and the Order of the Phoenix. That night, I renewed my 
promise to him. I answered the summons of the Dark Lord and became a spy for the Order once 
again. 
 
“That night, when I was summoned, I was one of the last to arrive. I took my place in the ranks 
of the Death Eaters and waited to see what would happen. Potter was there, of course, and I 
could see Cedric Diggory’s body. When Potter escaped, the Dark Lord was very angry. I thought 
he would kill me then, but after a few bouts of the Cruciatus, he decided that I would be of more 
use to him if I were kept alive. I was ordered back to Hogwarts to keep an eye on Potter and 
Dumbledore. 
 
“For the next three years, I walked a tightrope between my two masters. No one was more 
surprised than I was when, once the war was over, I found myself still alive. I hadn’t expected I 
would survive.” 
 
“What happened here?” Hermione wanted to know. 
 
“I went to bed after our talk – was it really just last night?” 
 
“In subjective time, yes,” Hermione replied. “In terms of the book, almost four months have 
gone by since that night.” 
 
“At any rate, I went to bed around eleven o’clock. I fell asleep right away. I was awakened by 
the pain of my Dark Mark burning. I was being summoned. My robes and my mask were in the 
same place they had always been, though I hadn’t noticed them there before that night.” 
 
“The magic of the book probably played a part in that,” Hermione speculated. 
 
“Probably,” Snape agreed. Then he continued his story. “As had happened previously, I was the 
last to arrive. Godrick Jiggery was already dead, Moldyport had been returned to human form, 
and Plotter was being subjected to the Cruciatus Curse. When Moldyport attempted to kill him, 
their wands counter-acted each other, just as they had before. In the resulting confusion, Plotter 
escaped, just as Potter had done.  
 
“Moldyport was no happier about that than Voldemort had been,” Snape said. 
 
“Were you subjected to the Cruciatus? Are you all right?” Hermione reached out and touched his 
arm gently. 
 
Snape pulled his arm back, causing her hand to drop. “Moldyport spoke the incantation. I was 
enveloped in the green light that accompanies the curse, but I felt only a tingling sensation. It 
was enough to make me aware of what was happening, but it wasn’t really painful.” 
 



“Thank Merlin for that!” Hermione exclaimed. 
 
“Yes. I was surprised, to say the least. After the first couple of seconds, I had the presence of 
mind to pretend that I was in excruciating pain. I didn’t want to incite Moldyport’s anger to an 
even higher level.” 
 
“Quick thinking on your part.” 
 
“Yes, well, I wasn’t a spy for twenty years for nothing, you know,” he said with asperity.  
 
“Do you think the magic of the book protected you?” Hermione speculated. 
 
“I can think of no other reason,” Snape said. “However, I’m not convinced that we’re in no 
danger here. Things could still go wrong. We must be very careful in our dealings here, 
especially now that Moldyport is back.” 
 
“You’re right, of course. The next three years are critical,” Hermione agreed. 
 
“We need to concentrate on working our way through the rest of the book,” Snape said. “We 
can’t allow ourselves to be distracted by anything else.”  
 
“Is that what I’ve become to you, Severus?” Hermione asked. “A distraction?” 
 
Hermione looked into his eyes. She couldn’t decipher what she saw there – longing? Regret? 
Maybe even hope? Then the barriers crashed down and she saw nothing at all. 
 
Snape pulled his eyes away from hers. “You have no idea,” he said after a moment. 
 
“Well, then, I guess we’ll see each other at number twelve, Grim Old Place,” Hermione said as 
she turned toward the door. 
 
“It would not be prudent for us to attempt a meeting there,” Snape said. 
 
“I know. But, if I can at least catch a glimpse of you, I’ll know you’re all right,” Hermione said. 
“We can meet once we are both back at Pigmoles.” 
 
“That is the wisest course of action,” Snape said. 
 
“Be careful, Severus,” Hermione said. “I know you don’t believe it, but I do care what happens 
to you.” 
 
“I’ll be careful,” Snape promised, ignoring the rest of her comment. 
 
With a last look at him, Hermione removed the privacy spells and left his office to prepare to 
board the train back to London.  
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Chapter Five: Barry Plotter and the Fellowship of the Falcon 
 
Day twenty-nine in the book: August 6th 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she was again in a strange room. It took her a 
moment to recognize the bedroom that she and Ginny had shared at number twelve, Grimmauld 
Place. 
 
“Harriet? Are you awake?” said a sleepy voice from the other bed in the room. It was Janie 
Wisely, Ginny Weasley’s alter ego in this time and place. 
 
“Just barely,” Hermione answered. 
 
“Mum’s just been knocking on the door. Says it’s time for us to get up. She’s got a load of 
cleaning for us to do today.”  
 
“Oh, joy,” muttered Hermione to herself as she yawned, stretched, and then climbed out of bed. 
She remembered very clearly the nearly three weeks she and the others had spent cleaning the 
Black house.  
 
She wondered what day it was, and whether Barry had arrived yet.  
 
“I’ll bet you’ll be glad to see Barry tonight,” Janie said, answering one of Hermione’s questions at 
least. 
 
“You will be too, won’t you?” Hermione teased gently. Ginny’d had a crush on Harry for years, 
and it was obvious that Janie felt the same way about Barry. Janie only blushed and ducked her 
head. 
 
 
The day passed quickly as Hermione, Janie, and Roland dusted and scrubbed under the watchful 



eye of Polly Wisely. 
 
By the time Barry arrived with Romulus Lobo, Bad-eye Broody, Kingsford Tacklebolts, Isadora 
Bonks, and the other members of the advanced guard, it was full dark outside, and other 
members of the Fellowship of the Falcon had begun to arrive for the meeting scheduled for that 
evening. 
 
Hermione, Roland, Janie, Dred, and Forge spent some time catching Barry up on what had been 
happening at number Twelve Grim Old Place that summer. Then Barry filled them in on his 
encounter with the demonizer, and the fact that he had to go to a hearing at the Ministry of 
Magic the following week to determine if he would be allowed to return to Pigmoles. 
 
Dred and Forge showed Barry the Extendable Ears they had invented and everyone took turns 
using them to try to listen in on the meeting going on in the kitchen. They were all sitting on the 
stairs, about halfway down. 
 
“That sounds like Snake!” Barry exclaimed at one point. Hermione tried not to be too obvious as 
she listened to what the others had to say. 
 
“He’s been in and out of here all summer,” Forge explained. 
 
“He’s a git,” Dred muttered. 
 
“He’s on our side, you know,” Hermione said with a note of disapproval in her voice. 
 
“That doesn’t mean he isn’t a git,” Roland snorted. “He doesn’t talk to any of us at all. And he 
looks at us like we’re something he needs to wipe off the bottom of his shoe.” 
 
“He looks at everybody that way,” Forge said. “Except maybe Slumbermore.”  
 
“And he doesn’t talk to anyone unless he has no choice,” Dred added.  
 
“Maybe that’s how he maintains his cover,” said Hermione in a defensive tone. “He can’t very 
well be all friendly here and then go off to You-Know-Who saying how he hates us all.” 
 
“When he tells You-Know-Who he hates us, he’s not pretending,” Roland said vehemently. 
 
“Believe what you want,” Hermione said, “Professor Slumbermore trusts him, and so should we.” 
 
“You trust him enough for all of us,” Barry said. 
 
Hermione just rolled her eyes. She didn’t say anything more, but she listened intently through 
the Extendable Ears, hoping to hear Snape’s voice to reassure herself that he was all right.  
 
 
Snape sat at the table in the kitchen of number Twelve Grim Old Place. He had the blueprints he 
had been requested to bring spread out in front of him. Bad-eye Broody and Headmaster 
Slumbermore were poring over the parchment, pointing out various details to the other 
members of the Fellowship gathered there. 
 
“How do we know this information is reliable?” asked Ebony Graves.  
 
“Seximus went to a lot of trouble to obtain this, Ebony,” Slumbermore said.  



 
“Exactly my point,” Graves said, casting a jaundiced eye at Snape. “How do we know we can 
trust him? He’s a Doom Diner, after all.” 
 
“I would trust Seximus Snake with my life,” Slumbermore said firmly. 
 
“Thank you, Headmaster.” Snape nodded at Slumbermore. “Of course, Graves, you could always 
go out into the big, bad world and try to get the information yourself.” 
 
“Now, Seximus,” Romulus Lobo interjected, “you know it’s not safe for Ebony to go out, even in 
his Animagus form. He’s too recognizable.” 
 
“Yes…because he foolishly flaunted himself at the train station and allowed Jacko Badboy to see 
him in his alternate persona.” 
 
“Boys, boys,” Slumbermore interrupted them before the disagreement could escalate. “Don’t we 
have enough enemies outside this house? We must stand together here and put our petty 
differences aside. Do I make myself clear?” 
 
Chastised, Graves muttered an answer. “Of course, Elvis, you’re right.” 
 
“My apologies, Headmaster,” Snape said. Any thought of regarding the headmaster simply as a 
slumbering old fool was quickly dismissed.  
 
“Now, Seximus, show us again the best way to enter the building,” Slumbermore said, drawing 
the attentions of everyone around the table back to the matter at hand. 
 
Snape leaned back over the parchment and began to speak. 
 
 
When he had relayed all the information he had to the Fellowship, Snape stood up and prepared 
to leave.  
 
“Won’t you stay and have dinner with us,” Polly Wisely asked. “It’s very late, you must be 
hungry.” 
 
Snape was hungry, but he knew that Hermione was upstairs, along with Plotter and the younger 
members of the Wisely brood. All of them would be coming downstairs to share the meal that 
Polly was beginning to prepare. As much as he would have liked to see Hermione, he didn’t think 
it was a good idea. His feelings for Hermione were confused, to say the least. The longer he 
could avoid seeing her, the better it would be. 
 
“Maybe another time, Polly,” Snape said in as kind a voice as he could manage. “I have some 
brewing to do. Madam Pamphrey has given me quite a list of potions to have ready before 
school starts and this other business has kept me away from my lab.” 
 
“You know you are always welcome to join us, Seximus,” Polly said. 
 
“That’s very kind of you,” Snape replied, “but I really must go.” 
 
Snape made his way to the door and slipped out before anyone else could talk to him. 
 
 



When the meeting broke up, Dred and Forge quickly pulled the Extendable Ears out of sight. 
They all hurried back to the top of the stairs so that Mrs. Wisely wouldn’t know they had been 
listening in. 
 
When Hermione went downstairs a few minutes later to help Mrs. Wisely put dinner on the table, 
Snape was gone. She was disappointed, but she hadn’t really expected him to stay, so she gave 
herself a mental shake and tried to think good thoughts.  
 
Hermione went to bed that night knowing that, at least so far, Snape was all right. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day thirty in the book: September 2nd 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she was in her bed in the dormitory at Pigmoles. 
According to her calendar, it was the second of September and today was the first day of classes 
in her fifth year. She then checked her timetable; she had History of Magic, double Potions, 
Ancient Runes, and then finished the day with double Defence Against the Dark Arts. 
 
Hermione finished her morning routine and hurried down to the common room. She checked the 
notice board and found the sign that Dred and Forge had tacked up, offering to pay students to 
test their joke products. Hermione pulled the sign down and turned to Roland. 
 
“We’ll have to talk to them about this, Roland,” she said. 
 
“Why?” Roland asked. 
 
“Because we’re prefects. It’s up to us to put a stop to this kind of thing before someone gets 
hurt,” Hermione explained. 
 
“Yeah, like me, when I try to stop them,” Roland muttered under his breath. 
 
Hermione ignored him and turned to Barry. “So, what’s up Barry? You look upset about 
something.” 
 
“Shameless Flanagan thinks Barry is lying about You-Know-Who being back,” Roland explained 
as they walked down the stairs and headed to the Great Hall. 
 
“Violet Bronze thinks so, too,” Hermione said with a gloomy sigh. 
 
“Had a little chat with her, have you, about whether I’m an attention-seeking prat or just a liar?” 
Barry snarled at her. 
 
“No,” Hermione replied as calmly as she could. “I told her to keep her big mouth shut about you. 
Actually, it would be nice if you didn’t jump all over us, Barry. In case you haven’t noticed, we’re 
on your side.” 
 
“Sorry,” Barry mumbled after a moment. 
 
“It’s all right, Barry,” Hermione said as she patted his arm. “Just try to remember what Professor 
Slumbermore said at the end-of-term feast last year.” They took their seats at the Lionsden 
table. “We have to work together to defeat You-Know-Who. If we don’t, he will use our 



divisiveness against us.” 
 
 
Everyone in the classroom settled down as Snape made his way to the front of the classroom, 
his robes billowing out behind him. 
 
“Before we start today’s lesson,” Snape said, his eyes sweeping over the classroom, “I would 
like to remind you that at the end of this school year, you all will be taking a very important 
examination. During this examination, you will be expected to prove how much you have learned 
about the composition and use of magical potions. Although I consider a number of you to be, at 
best, dunderheads,” – Nigel Shortbutt slunk low into his seat – “and at worst, morons, I still 
expect each of you to at least manage to scrape an ‘Acceptable’ on your examination. Any one of 
you who doesn’t achieve that minimal requirement will suffer my…displeasure.” At this, Snape’s 
eyes raked across Nigel and he wriggled down even lower in his seat. 
 
“Because I accept only the best students into my N.E.W.T. level Potions class, this will be the 
final year for a good many of you. Although the prospect of saying ‘good-bye’ to most of you fills 
my heart with boundless joy, we still have to get through this year. Therefore, today you will be 
making the Draught of Peace – a potion to calm anxiety and soothe agitation. This potion often 
shows up on the O.W.L. exam and it behooves all of you to get it right. 
 
“The ingredients and method are on the blackboard.” Snape flicked his wand and the writing 
appeared. “You will find all the ingredients you need in the stores cupboard. You have ninety 
minutes. Begin.” 
 
Hermione tried to catch Snape’s eye several times over the next hour, but couldn’t manage it. 
Snape was prowling up and down between the desks, checking the progress of each student’s 
potion.  
 
With ten minutes left in the class, Snape stood next to Barry, peering into his cauldron. The 
Draught of Peace in Barry’s cauldron was not emitting the silvery vapour it should have been. 
 
“Tell me, Plotter,” Snape growled, “can you read?”  
 
Jacko Badboy and his cronies snickered. 
 
“Yes, sir,” Barry answered. 
 
“And did you read the instructions printed on the blackboard?” Snape asked. 
 
“Yes, sir,” Barry replied. 
 
“Read line three – out loud,” Snape ordered. 
 
“Add powdered moonstone, stir three times counter-clockwise, allow to simmer for seven 
minutes, then add two drops of syrup of hellebore,” Barry read. 
 
“And did you follow those instructions?” Snape was relentless. 
 
“I forgot the hellebore,” Barry admitted. 
 
“I know you did,” Snape said snidely. “And that renders this mess entirely worthless.” 
 



With a flick of his wand and a muttered, “Evanesco,” the contents of Barry’s cauldron 
disappeared. 
 
“The rest of you, bottle a sample of your potion, label it, and leave it on my desk for testing,” 
Snape said as he moved back to the front of the classroom. 
 
 
Hermione took her time bottling her potion and cleaning up her workspace. When she brought 
the vial to Snape’s desk, she and Nigel were the only two students still in the room. She tried to 
get his attention once again. 
 
“Professor Snake…” she began. 
 
“Leave the potion and get out, Miss Stranger,” Snape said without raising his head. “I don’t have 
time for your silly school-girl natterings today.” 
 
“But, Professor…”  
 
“Out!” Snape bellowed. 
 
“Yes, sir!” Hermione said stiffly. She turned on her heel and left the room. 
 
 
As Barry, Roland, and she were eating lunch, she listened sympathetically as Barry groused 
about Snake. 
 
“My potion wasn’t any worse than Nigel’s or Roland’s,” Barry said. “But did he throw theirs out 
and give them a zero for the day?”  
 
“I’m sorry, Barry,” Hermione said in a soothing tone. “That was very unfair of him.” 
 
“Since when has Snake ever been fair to me?” Barry muttered. 
 
“I really thought he’d be a bit better this year,” Hermione confessed. 
 
“Why would you think that?” Roland wanted to know. 
 
“Well, he is one of us, isn’t he?” Hermione said in a whisper. “I mean he’s a member of the 
Fellowship…” 
 
“I still don’t trust him,” Roland said. “I think Slumbermore is barmy. What proof does he have 
that Snake’s not working for You-Know-Who anymore?” 
 
“I think Professor Slumbermore has more evidence than he’s sharing with you, Roland,” 
Hermione said tartly. “I trust Professor Slumbermore’s judgement and I trust Professor Snake.” 
 
“We’ll see about that, won’t we?” Roland said with a sneer that Snape would have been proud 
of. 
 
“Would the pair of you just shut up?” Barry pleaded. “You two are always squabbling. It’s driving 
me barmy!” 
 
With that, Barry gathered up his things and left the Great Hall. 



 
 
Hermione looked toward the high table before she left for her afternoon classes, but Snape 
never appeared for lunch. He was absent from dinner as well, and Hermione went to bed 
wondering if he had been summoned by Moldyport. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day thirty-one in the book: September 10th 
 
Hermione sat in her first Defence Against the Dark Arts class watching and listening as Dorothy 
Vain Dumbwitch explained the new policies that the Ministry of Magic had approved for teaching 
the class. 
 
On the blackboard was written: 

Defence Against the Dark Arts 
 

A Return to Basic Principles 
 
 
“Does everyone have a copy of their textbook?” Professor Dumbwitch asked. 
 
There were a few mumbled responses and Professor Dumbwitch spoke again, “When I ask a 
question, I expect to clearly hear the answer of ‘Yes, Professor Dumbwitch,’ or ‘No, Professor 
Dumbwitch.’ Let’s try this again. Does everyone have a copy of their textbook?” 
 
Professor Dumbwitch looked across the classroom expectantly. 
 
“Yes, Professor Dumbwitch,” came the reply. 
 
“Very good. Please turn to page five and read chapter one, ‘Beginners’ Basics.’ There is no need 
for any talking.” 
 
Hermione read for a few minutes and then put her hand up. Professor Dumbwitch ignored the 
raised hand. 
 
Ten minutes later, Hermione’s hand was still in the air and everyone in the class had stopped 
reading to watch her waving her hand trying to get Professor Dumbwitch’s attention.  
 
Ten more minutes went by.  
 
“Do you have a question about the chapter, dearie?” Professor Dumbwitch asked at last. 
 
“I have a question, but not about the chapter,” Hermione said. 
 
“Well, we’re reading right now,” Professor Dumbwitch said with a small, insincere smile. “If you 
have a question about something else, we can discuss it at the end of the class.” 
 
“I’ve a question about your course aims,” Hermione said, ignoring the teacher’s attempt to 
redirect her attention. 
 
“And you are?” Professor Dumbwitch asked, glancing down at her seating plan. 



 
“Harriet Stranger,” Hermione replied. 
 
“Well, Miss Stranger, I think the course aims are perfectly clear if you read them through 
carefully,” Professor Dumbwitch said, indicating the blackboard. 
 
“I don’t,” Hermione insisted. “There’s nothing up there about using defensive spells.” 
 
“There will be no need, in my classroom, for any of you to actually use defensive spells,” 
Professor Dumbwitch explained. 
 
“This is a Defence Against the Dark Arts class,” Hermione persisted. “Isn’t the whole point of the 
class to learn how to use defensive spells?” 
 
“Are you a trained Ministry official, Miss Stranger?” Professor Dumbwitch asked in a sickly-sweet 
voice. 
 
“No, but…” 
 
“In that case, dearie, you are not qualified to determine the ‘whole point’ of this, or any other, 
class.” 
 
A number of other students, including Barry, Roland, and Dane Thompson tried to inject 
comments, but Professor Dumbwitch refused to listen. 
 
“You may resume your reading now,” Professor Dumbwitch said, ignoring the raised hands in 
front of her. 
 
When Barry continued to insist that Moldyport was indeed back, that he himself had seen his 
rebirth, Professor Dumbwitch assigned him to detention. 
 
The class ended without any of them being able to convince Professor Dumbwitch just how 
important the practical application of Defence Against the Dark Arts would be over the next 
three years. 
 
The Ministry of Magic refused to believe that Moldyport was back, in spite of the evidence. 
Professor Dumbwitch was a puppet of the Ministry, so it came as no surprise to any of them that 
she also refused to believe that the future of the entire wizarding world was in jeopardy.  
 
 
Hermione looked for Snape at lunch, and again at dinner, but he did not appear at either meal.  
 
 
It was close to midnight when Barry returned to the Lionsden common room after his detention. 
Hermione was waiting for him. She saw him rubbing his hand, and knew that here, just as at 
Hogwarts, Professor Dumbwitch’s magic quill had caused the words, ‘I must not tell lies,’ to 
carve themselves into Barry’s flesh.  
 
“Are you all right, Barry?” Hermione asked as she looked up from her Arithmancy homework.  
 
“Yeah. I just can’t believe how stupid the Ministry is being. We need to know how to fight, 
Harriet!” Barry said with a quiet intensity. 
 



“I know,” Hermione agreed. 
 
“I was there when Moldyport came back. I saw his followers. They’re not going to surrender just 
because we know, theoretically, how to defeat them,” Barry continued. 
 
“Why don’t you teach us, Barry?” Hermione proposed. 
 
“Me?”  
 
“Sure. You’ve already fought him. Professor Lobo gave you some private lessons a couple of 
years ago, didn’t he?” 
 
“Yeah, but…” Barry began. 
 
“Just think about it, Barry,” Hermione interrupted him. “You’ve already got more practical 
experience than anyone in the Ministry. If we can get a group of students together and teach 
them how to fight – really fight – think what a help that would be to the Fellowship.” 
 
“I don’t know, Harriet.” 
 
“I know,” Hermione insisted. And she did. “You can do it. I’ll figure out a way to let people know 
when and where the meetings will be. I’ll start talking to some of the students. We’ll have to 
keep it secret, of course. Maybe I can make up some kind of magical contract that will prevent 
people from blabbing.” 
 
“I’ll think about it,” Barry agreed at last. 
 
 
Hermione prepared for bed knowing that Barry would agree to form the group that would be 
known here as Slumbermore’s Soldiers. They would play an important part in the fight against 
Moldyport, just as Dumbledore’s Army had helped in the fight against Voldemort back at 
Hogwarts. 
 
Once she was in bed, Hermione couldn’t fall asleep. Where was Snape? Why hadn’t he shown up 
for meals in more than two days? Had he been summoned again? She was determined to force a 
meeting the next day. She finally fell asleep, but it was a restless sleep filled with dark dreams. 
 
 
Severus Snape lay in his bed, tossing and turning. He was physically and mentally exhausted, 
but sleep refused to come. He had been avoiding Hermione for three days now, and he knew he 
was causing her unnecessary worry. He had pleaded a potion-resistant migraine to the 
headmaster and had been taking his meals in his quarters, but he knew if he used that excuse 
again tomorrow, the headmaster would insist he visit Madam Pamphrey. No, tomorrow he would 
have to present himself in the Great Hall for meals; and he would have to arrange a meeting 
with Hermione.  
 
He finally fell asleep, but when he awoke in the morning, he didn’t feel any more rested than he 
had when he went to bed. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day thirty-two in the book: October 7th 



 
Hermione had just finished dressing when she heard a loud, wailing claxon-like sound coming 
from the stairway leading from the girls’ dormitory down to the common room. She grabbed her 
book bag and slid neatly down the smooth stone slide that used to be the stairs. 
 
Roland was lying on his back near the bottom of the slide. Barry was standing over him, 
laughing. “You tried to get into the girls’ dormitory didn’t you?” she asked Roland as she pulled 
him to his feet.  
 
“Yeah, but I just wanted to talk to you. I wasn’t up to no good or anything,” Roland whinged.  
 
“You come into our dormitory all the time,” Barry said. “How come the stairs never stop you?” 
 
“The founders thought that girls were more trustworthy than boys, so they made the rule that 
boys couldn’t get into the girls’ dormitories, but not the other way around.” 
 
“That seems kind of unfair,” Roland said. 
 
“Well, it’s an old-fashioned rule. And you would have known about it if you ever read A History 

of Pigmoles.” 
 
“As if we’re ever going to read that,” Barry said. 
 
“Then don’t complain when something like this happens,” Hermione said in her best know-it-all 
tone. 
 
“What did you want to tell me, anyway?” Hermione asked, though she already knew the answer. 
 
“Did you see this?” Roland asked dragging her over to the notice board. 
 
Hermione quickly read over Academic Proclamation Number Twenty-four, which disbanded all 
student organizations, societies, teams, groups, and clubs.  
 
Hermione knew that this decree had come out as a direct result of the formation of 
Slumbermore’s Soldiers. Although the book had brought her past the date the group had 
actually come into being, the results were the same.  
 
“This can’t be just a coincidence,” Barry said. “She knows.” 
 
“Someone must have told her!” Roland exclaimed. 
 
“There were people all around us at the Pig’s Noggin. And, really, how do we know we can trust 
all the people who turned up? Any one of them could have run off and told Dumbwitch…” Barry 
said. 
 
“None of them could have told…” Hermione insisted. 
 
“Don’t be so naïve, Harriet,” Roland said peevishly. “Just because you’re honest and 
trustworthy…” 
 
“My honesty and trustworthiness have nothing to do with it,” Hermione assured them. 
 
“What did you do?” Barry asked. 



 
“I put a jinx on the parchment we all signed,” Hermione said in a grim voice. “Believe me, if 
anyone has blabbed to Dumbwitch, I’ll know exactly who it was. That person will really regret 
it.” 
 
“What happens to the big-mouth?” Roland asked eagerly. 
 
“Let me put it this way,” Hermione said with a smile, “Heloise Pigeon’s acne will look like a 
beauty mark in comparison.” 
 
When they entered the Great Hall for breakfast, it was readily apparent that Dorothy Vain 
Dumbwitch’s notice had appeared in every House. There was an added layer of noise as students 
from all Houses discussed what they had read. 
 
Hermione, Barry, and Roland had barely taken their seats when Nigel, Dane, Dred, Forge, and 
Janie gathered around them. 
 
“Did you see the notice?” Dred asked. 
 
“Do you think she knows?” Nigel asked. 
 
“What are we going to do?” Janie asked. 
 
Barry looked around to make sure there were no teachers nearby. 
 
“We’re going to do it anyway, of course,” he said quietly. 
 
“I knew you’d say that!” Forge said and gave Barry a resounding thump on the back. 
 
“Even you prefects?” Dred asked, throwing a questioning look to Roland and Hermione. 
 
“Of course,” Hermione replied. 
 
“Here come Bernie MacMillion and Dinah Hobbit,” Roland said. “And those two fellows from 
Falconsnest. None of them look like they’ve developed an acute case of acne.” 
 
“Never mind acne,” Hermione said, looking alarmed. “The dolts can’t cluster around us now; it’ll 
look really suspicious.” She started gesticulating toward the approaching students, warning them 
away. 
 
“We’ll talk later!” she hissed softly. 
 
“I’ll go tell Mikal,” Janie said as she rose from her seat. “He’ll tell the others – the twits!” 
 
 
Two hours later, Barry, Roland, and Hermione were in their usual seats at the back of the 
Potions classroom. They pulled out parchment, quills, and their textbooks. The usual chatter of 
the students ceased abruptly when Snape closed the dungeon door with a loud bang. 
 
“As you may have noticed,” Snape said with his usual sneer, “we have a guest in the classroom 
today.” 
 
He flicked a hand toward a dim corner of the dungeon. Professor Dumbwitch was sitting there 



with a quill in her hand and a clipboard on her knee.  
 
“Today we will continue with our Strengthening Solution. You will find your infusions as you left 
them after our last class. If they were brewed correctly, they will have matured over the 
weekend. Further instructions are on the blackboard.” He waved his wand and the words 
appeared. “Carry on.” 
 
Professor Dumbwitch spent the first half hour of the lesson asking Snape questions and making 
notes on her clipboard. Barry was so intent on hearing what the two professors were talking 
about that he was getting careless with his potion. Hermione was hard pressed to keep him from 
making mistakes. 
 
“This class seems quite advanced for fifth years,” Dumbwitch said to Snape. “But I’m sure the 
Ministry would prefer it if Strengthening Solution was removed from the syllabus.” 
 
Snape just stared at her. 
 
“How long have you been teaching at Pigmoles, Professor Snake?” she asked with her quill 
poised over her clipboard. 
 
“Fourteen years,” Snape replied. 
 
“Of course, you first applied for the position of Defence Against the Dark Arts teacher, correct?”  
 
“Yes,” Snape said. 
 
“But you didn’t get the post?” 
 
“Obviously,” Snape said through clenched teeth. Professor Dumbwitch made a note on her 
clipboard. 
 
“You have reapplied regularly for the Defence position, I believe?” 
 
“Yes.” By this time Snape was barely moving his lips. He looked furious. 
 
“Do you know why Slumbermore has repeatedly denied your request?” Dumbwitch asked. 
 
“Why don’t you ask him?” Snape said with a barely suppressed snarl. 
 
“Indeed, I shall,” Professor Dumbwitch said with a saccharine smile. 
 
“How are these questions relevant?” Snape asked, his obsidian eyes narrowed suspiciously. 
 
“The Ministry wants a thorough understanding of the teachers’ credentials.”  
 
She turned away from Snape and walked over to Tansy Tarkington and began questioning her 
about her lessons. Snape looked around at Barry and their eyes met for a second. Barry quickly 
dropped his gaze to his potion, which was now clumping together in his cauldron and giving off 
the foul stench of burning rubber. 
 
“No marks again today, Plotter,” Snape said, emptying the cauldron with a wave of his wand. 
 
Snape then caught Hermione’s eye and casually reached up and rubbed his left eyebrow. 



Hermione’s eyes widened slightly and then she touched her own brow for a moment before she 
looked away. 
 
 
After dinner in the Great Hall, Hermione told Barry and Roland that she was going to the library. 
Barry reminded her that Ebony Graves would be contacting them through the fireplace in the 
common room later.  
 
“Not till after midnight, Barry. I’ll be back long before then,” Hermione assured him. 
 
Hermione worked her way down to the dungeons, being careful to stay out of sight of any 
wandering students or staff members. After a final look around to be sure she was alone in the 
corridor outside of Snape’s office, she knocked softly on the door. 
 
“Enter!” came the answering bellow to her knock. She opened the door and slipped inside, 
casting the privacy spells as soon as she closed the door behind her. 
 
“You’ve been avoiding me,” Hermione said as she approached Snape, who was sitting behind his 
desk, slashing at a parchment with his quill. 
 
“Don’t be ridiculous, Professor Granger,” Snape said with a snarl. He didn’t lift his head from the 
parchment, now nearly covered with caustic comments written in red ink. 
 
“Why haven’t you been in the Great Hall for meals?” Hermione wanted to know. 
 
“I don’t have to answer to you as to my whereabouts!” Snape shouted as he finally lifted his 
head to look at Hermione. “Stop shrieking like a fishwife.” 
 
“I’m not the one whose voice is raised, Severus,” Hermione said calmly. 
 
“I’ve been busy,” he said in a much quieter tone. 
 
“Too busy to even show up for meals? I know that back at Hogwarts, Professor Dumbledore 
insisted that you keep to a regular routine as much as possible. To do otherwise would have 
raised too many questions.” 
 
“Slumbermore doesn’t seem as concerned about my day-to-day activities as Albus was,” Snape 
said. “Perhaps the very nature of our stay here precludes the necessity for the headmaster to 
keep me on too short a leash.” 
 
“Have you been summoned by Moldyport?” Hermione asked. 
 
“I haven’t, but I know my doppelganger has been. There have also been Fellowship meetings 
that I haven’t taken part in, but that are referred to in ways that make it obvious that I was 
present.” 
 
“It must be difficult to participate in discussions involving events you didn’t participate in,” 
Hermione speculated. 
 
“Events here are unfolding very much as they did back at Hogwarts. I’ve simply been mimicking 
my responses from then. I’m sure you’ve run into similar situations.” 
 
“Well, yes. The formation of Slumbermore’s Soldiers, for instance. The other night, I suggested 



to Barry that he should teach a selected group of students some defensive spells, since our 
Defence Against the Dark Arts classes are now completely useless. When I awoke the next day, 
not only had Barry taken my suggestion, but the organizational meeting at the Pig’s Noggin had 
already taken place.” 
 
“It seems the book will not allow us to commit too egregious an error,” Snape said. “Though I’m 
not convinced we are not in some danger. Things could go wrong very quickly. We still need to 
be very careful in our dealings with the people here.” 
 
“’Constant vigilance,’” she said with a smile. 
 
“In this case, I’m forced to agree with Moody,” he said. He wasn’t smiling. 
 
“So then – why have you been avoiding me?” Hermione asked. 
 
“You’re not going to let it go, are you?” Snape said with a sigh. 
 
“No.” 
 
Snape got up from behind his desk and started prowling around the room. After a few moments, 
he turned to her. “After our last meeting, I found myself a bit…disconcerted. That is a most 
unusual circumstance for me. I needed a few days to compose myself.” 
 
“I’m sorry you were disconcerted. I had thought we were beginning to get along a little better. 
Talking together amicably was certainly more enjoyable than sniping at each other as we usually 
seem to do,” Hermione said. 
 
“When we’re sniping at each other I can convince myself that it’s better if we stay apart,” Snape 
admitted. 
 
“And why would you want to convince yourself of that?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Our…situation…is precarious and certainly not conducive to relationship building.” 
 
“I don’t expect a proposal of marriage, Severus,” Hermione said with a touch of irritation. “I 
simply want the opportunity to see you and speak to you every other day or so. I need to know 
that you’re all right and to tell you that I’m all right as well…or does my welfare not matter to 
you at all?” 
 
“Of course your welfare matters,” Snape said sharply. 
 
“I realise that I’m not in the immediate danger that you’re in. I don’t get summoned to face the 
Dark Lord as you do…” 
 
“You faced a troll, you were petrified, you’ve been hexed,” Snape interrupted. “You’ve faced 
danger and you will again before this thrice-damned book releases us!” 
 
“So…you understand why I need to see you? Why I need to speak with you?” Hermione 
persisted. 
 
Snape sighed heavily. “I concede your point, Professor Granger. We will meet on a more regular 
basis from now on.” 
 



“Thank you.” 
 
“It’s almost curfew. You’d best get back to your dormitory,” Snape said. 
 
Hermione walked to the door and released the privacy spells. 
 
“We’ll talk soon, then?” she persisted. 
 
“We’ll talk soon,” he agreed. 
 
“Goodnight, Severus,” Hermione said as she opened the door. 
 
“Goodnight…Hermione.”  

 
 
 
A/N: Up next: Barry Plotter and the Fellowship of the Falcon (days 33, 34, and 35 in the book) 
and a HUGE leap into uncharted territory! 
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Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile! 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine. 
 
A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. For the purposes of this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so 
alive he is – at least here! I’ve come up with my own explanation about how that happens. The 
events of the books are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events 
that, in the books, may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into 
one day, or completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that 
JKR is telling. Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the 
product of my own imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the 
WIKTT forum by ladyofthemasque.  
 
Additional A/N for this chapter: I have taken this story to a place I'm sure JKR never envisioned. 
I am NOT a huge Sirius Black fan. I know he spent twelve years in prison for a crime he didn't 
commit, but, in my opinion, he would have ended up there anyway for a crime he DID commit. I 
apologize in advance to any Sirius Black fans, but I couldn't resist the urge to "Black-en" his 
name even further. This is my justification for Hermione's comment that, "not all of us were 
blind to his faults."  

 
 
 
Day thirty-three in the book: December 25th 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she was in the bedroom she shared with Janie 



Wisely at Grim Old Place. There was a pile of presents on the foot of her bed. It was Christmas 
morning.  
 
Back at Hogwarts, Hermione had spent the Christmas during her fifth year with Harry and the 
Weasleys at Sirius Black’s family home. She had been planning to spend the holiday skiing with 
her parents, but the attack on Mr. Weasley the week before Christmas had caused her to change 
her mind.  
 
After she was washed and dressed, Hermione went down to the kitchen for breakfast. She 
exchanged holiday greetings with Barry, Roland, Will, Janie, Dred, Forge, Mrs. Wisely and Ebony 
Graves. Plans were made to go to the hospital where Mr. Wisely was still recuperating.  
 
The day here went much as it had gone nine years before. While Hermione, Barry, and Roland 
were wandering around St. Kentigern’s* Hospital for Magically Inflicted Sicknesses and Wounds, 
looking for the tea room, they ran into Goldenboy Crockpot. He had been committed to Ward 49 
after he injured himself in the Compartment of Mysteries back at the end of their second year. 
Hermione might almost have felt sorry for the man if he hadn’t been trying to hit Barry and 
Roland with a hex that had backfired and erased his own memory instead. She hadn't been 
there; she'd been in the Hospital Wing after being attacked by the Basilisk, but Barry and Roland 
had told her all about it. Hermione congratulated him for having mastered the art of cursive 
writing, and then the three of them hurried away from him. 
 
It was while they were near Ward 49 that they also came across Nigel Shortbutt and his 
grandmother. Nigel’s parents, Brac and Ernestine Shortbutt, had been in Ward 49 ever since 
they had been repeatedly tortured with the Cruciatus Curse by Beatrix Sobizarre. 
 
Hermione remembered seeing them for the first time and feeling terribly sorry for Neville. It was 
no easier here, and she patted Nigel on the arm in a comforting manner. “Maybe someday, 
someone will find a way to cure them,” Hermione said quietly. She knew that back at Hogwarts, 
in her time, Severus was making progress on a potion that would do just that.  
 
“Thanks, Harriet,” Nigel said softly as he tucked the sweet wrapper his mother had given him 
into his pocket.  
 
“You won’t say anything to anyone, will you?” Nigel asked. 
 
“Of course not,” Hermione assured him.  
 
“Gran says I should be proud of them, and I am,” Nigel hastened to say, “but that doesn’t mean 
I want the whole school to know how sick they are.” 
 
Knowing how Draco Malfoy had tormented Neville, Hermione was sure that Jacko Badboy 
wouldn’t treat Nigel any better.  
 
“We’ll keep it a secret, won’t we?” Hermione said, drawing Barry and Roland into the 
conversation. 
 
“Course we will,” Roland said. “It’s no one else’s business anyway.” 
 
“We’re your friends, Nigel,” Barry said. “We know how to keep a friend’s secret.” 
 
“Thanks, all of you,” Nigel said sincerely. “I guess I’ll see you back at school.” 
 



“Bye, Nigel,” the three of them chorused and left Ward 49, still in search of the tea room. 
 
 
Later that evening, after they had returned from the hospital, Hermione went up to her room to 
read, leaving Barry and Roland playing wizard chess in front of the fireplace. 
 
Janie came into the bedroom about ten o’clock and fell into her bed. Apparently, the emotional 
stress of the past week had finally caught up to her and she was exhausted; she was asleep 
within moments.  
 
About an hour later, Hermione heard Barry and Roland go to their room on the floor above hers. 
She read for a little while longer, and then marked her place in her book, gathered up her 
toiletries, and made her way into the bathroom down the hall that she and Janie shared. 
 
She had hoped that the book would skip over the encounter she was about to have with Ebony 
Graves, but when she had awakened that morning, she had known that it was going to happen 
whether she liked it or not. She could have neglected her bath, and thus have avoided the 
confrontation, but then she’d just have to go through it the next day or the day after. The book 
was not going to let her proceed until this happened. She sighed as she tied back her freshly-
washed hair and re-dressed in the jeans and jumper she’d been wearing during the day. She 
couldn’t avoid the meeting with Graves, but she didn’t have to put herself in the same 
vulnerable position she’d been in when the same thing had happened with Sirius Black nine 
years before.  
 
She took a deep breath, opened the bathroom door, and stepped out into the hallway. 
 
“Up late, aren’t you, Harriet?” The question came from the shadows near the stairs. 
 
“I’m just going to bed now, Ebony,” Hermione replied. 
 
Hermione had to pass the stairs to get back to her room and as she moved in that direction, he 
stepped out in front of her to block her way.  
 
“Has my godson made a move on you yet?” Ebony asked. 
 
“Barry and I are friends, nothing more,” Hermione said. 
 
“How about Roland? I see him making eyes at you all the time,” he said. 
 
“Roland is my friend as well,” Hermione said. 
 
“So you’re still a virgin, then?” Ebony asked. He reached a hand out and stroked her cheek. 
 
Hermione jerked her head back. “I don’t think that’s any of your business.” 
 
“It doesn’t really matter, Harriet,” Ebony said as he moved closer to her. “I was in Kazaban for a 
long time. I don’t care if you’re not a virgin.” 
 
Hermione backed up another step and Ebony Graves moved forward, keeping himself within 
arm’s reach of her. 
 
“The girls used to like me. I’ll make it good for you,” he crooned as he moved forward another 
step. Hermione moved back a step, trying to keep some distance between them. 



 
“I’m not interested, Ebony. Just leave me alone,” Hermione said. 
 
“You just need some persuasion,” he said and moved forward again. Hermione was now backed 
against the far end of the hallway. There was no where to retreat to. 
 
“No!” Hermione said. Nine years ago, Sirius had caught her without her wand. Tonight, she had 
made a point of carrying it with her into the bathroom. She reached for it, but Ebony Graves 
knocked it out of her hand before she could raise it.  
 
“That wasn’t very nice, Harriet,” Ebony said as he bent down and picked it up. 
 
“Don’t touch me,” Hermione hissed. “I’m warning you. I’ll…” 
 
“You’ll what?” 
 
“You should be more concerned with what I’ll do,” said a deceptively soft voice from the top of 
the stairs. 
 
Ebony Graves turned to see Seximus Snake standing there with his wand pointed at him. 
 
“What are you doing here, Snake?” Ebony growled. 
 
“It looks like I’m about to exterminate some vermin,” Snape said. 
 
“Harriet and I were just talking, isn’t that right?” Ebony said as he turned to Harriet. 
 
Hermione reached over and plucked her wand out of Ebony’s hand. She jammed the tip of it 
under his chin. 
 
“If you ever come near me again, I’ll slice your balls off and feed them to you, one at a time. Do 
I make myself clear?” Hermione asked. There was a gleam in her eye that made Ebony Graves 
realise that he had underestimated her. 
 
“Never let it be said that I’m not a gentleman,” Ebony said as he raised his hands in mock 
surrender. “I don’t need to force myself on anyone.” 
 
He backed away from Hermione and then made a wide circle around Snape, who had moved 
away from the top of the stairs and was now standing beside Hermione. 
 
“If I ever hear that you have made improper advances to Miss Stranger, or to anyone else, for 
that matter, I’ll hunt you down like the dog you are, Graves. When I’m done with you, you’ll be 
begging me to kill you. Have I made myself clear?” Snape obsidian eyes were boring into the 
other man’s eyes. 
 
“Oh, I’m shaking,” Ebony sneered. 
 
“You should be. Remember what I do when I’m not teaching or running errands for the 
Fellowship, Graves.” 
 
Ebony paled a little at the reminder that Snake was a Doom Diner, but he put a good face on it. 
“You didn’t say why you’re here, Snake,” he said after a moment. 
 



“The headmaster sent me to give you a message,” Snape said. “He wants you in his office 
immediately. You’re to use the Floo. He’s waiting for you.” 
 
Ebony started down the stairs and then looked back. “Aren’t you coming?” he asked Snape.  
 
“Elvis instructed me to stay here and take over your duties as guardian of the innocents until 
you return. I wonder what he would say if he knew that the guardian I’m replacing needs a 
guard.”  
 
Ebony Graves didn’t say anything more. He went down the stairs and in a few moments, they 
heard the Floo being activated. 
 
 
Snape turned to Hermione. “Let’s go get a drink. Merlin knows I could use one.” 
 
They went down into the parlour. Snape went to the sideboard and poured them each a brandy. 
Once they were settled on the old over-stuffed sofa with drinks in their hands, he spoke. “Did 
this happen before? Did Sirius Black accost you?” 
 
“He…he made a pass at me,” Hermione admitted. 
 
“I know that nine years ago I did not interrupt Black’s attempted assault.” 
 
“No, you didn’t.” She took a sip of her brandy. 
 
“Did he…did he rape you, Hermione?” Snape looked appalled at the mere thought. 
 
“No. I managed to fend him off. And then I locked myself in the bathroom until the next 
morning,” Hermione explained. 
 
“Why did you never tell anyone what happened?” Snape demanded. “Did he threaten you?” 
 
“No. As a matter of fact, the next day he apologised. He said he’d had too much ‘Christmas 
Cheer.’ He begged me not to tell anyone. He said it would hurt Harry.” 
 
“You should have gone to Dumbledore,” Snape said. 
 
“Perhaps. But he was right. It would have hurt Harry.” 
 
“It all comes back to bloody Harry doesn’t it?” Snape growled. He got up and started pacing 
back and forth in front of the fire. “If Black had succeeded in raping you, would you have still 
protected him to keep your precious Harry from being hurt?” 
 
“He didn’t rape me,” Hermione insisted. 
 
“Just sheer fucking luck that he didn’t!”  
 
“Keep your voice down!” Hermione hissed. “You’ll have the whole house awake…not to mention 
that dreadful portrait of Mrs. Graves.” 
 
Snape lowered his voice, but he still managed to get his point across. “I can’t believe you let 
yourself get in the same situation again tonight.”  
 



“I knew when I woke up this morning that I was going to have to go through it. Nothing else 
significant happened on Christmas that year. I thought that if I tried to avoid the encounter, the 
book would just force it upon me anyway. I did try to be better prepared tonight. When Sirius 
cornered me nine years ago, I was in my pyjamas and I hadn’t taken my wand with me into the 
bathroom. How could I have known I would need it? Tonight, I didn’t have just nightclothes on 
and I had my wand with me.” 
 
“Not that it did you any good,” Snape said with a sneer. “He got it away from you in seconds.” 
 
“I wasn’t expecting him to just grab it! I thought he’d try a Disarming Charm,” she explained. “I 
was preparing to cast a Shielding Charm to keep him from taking my wand away magically.” 
 
“He doesn’t have a wand, Hermione. It was snapped when he entered prison. And he’s certainly 
not powerful enough to do wandless magic.” 
 
“I’d forgotten that he didn’t have a wand,” Hermione said.  
 
Snape was thoughtful for a moment. “Perhaps that’s why I was sent here tonight,” he said a 
moment later. 
 
“What do you mean?” 
 
“Nine years ago, you didn’t have your wand with you when Black attacked you. You pushed him 
away and locked yourself in the bathroom. He couldn’t have gone after you without making 
noise and drawing attention to himself. Tonight, he managed to get your wand away from you. 
He would have used it against you and no one would have known what was going on.”  
 
“You think the book protected me by having the headmaster send you here?” Hermione asked. 
 
“That would appear to be the case,” Snape agreed. 
 
“Whatever the reason, I’m grateful. Thank you,” Hermione said simply. 
 
Snape drained his glass and then walked over to where Hermione was sitting. He took the glass 
from her hand, put it down on the table next to the sofa, and then pulled her to her feet. 
 
“What are you doing?” Hermione wanted to know. 
 
“All witches should know how to defend themselves against physical attack without using magic. 
Especially witches like you.” 
 
“What do you mean, ‘witches like me’?” Hermione said, allowing a touch of anger to creep into 
her voice. 
 
“You’re a Muggle-born witch…” Snape began. 
 
“So? Are you implying my magic isn’t good enough?” She was standing with her hands on her 
hips, glaring at him. 
 
“Calm down, Granger,” Snape said. “You have some of the most powerful magic I have ever 
encountered. I simply meant that as a Muggle-born, you spend more time in the Muggle world 
than a pure-blood witch would. You won’t always have your wand, or you may be somewhere 
you can’t used magic without attracting undue attention to yourself,” he explained. 



 
“Oh…sorry…” Hermione said. She could feel a blush creeping up her neck. 
 
Snape continued as if she had not interrupted him. “If you ever find yourself in such a situation 
– not necessarily with Graves because I don’t think he’ll be bothering you again – but with 
anyone who is trying to physically attack you, just remember, ‘SING.’”  
 
“’Sing?’ Because music soothes the savage beast?” Hermione said dryly.** 
 
“Not ‘sing’ like singing a song, you silly chit. S-I-N-G – it’s an acronym. It stands for solar 
plexus, instep, nose, and groin.” 
 
Snape could see the confusion on her face, so he tried to explain. “It’s a self-defence 
manoeuvre. It’s especially effective if your attacker approaches from behind.”  
 
Snape stood behind Hermione and brought his arm loosely around her neck.  
 
“If someone comes up behind you like this, there are several simple moves that will quickly 
injure your assailant enough to allow you to escape and run. These moves target vulnerable 
parts of the body.  
 
“The first instinctive move a person makes when they are attacked this way is to try to pry the 
assailant’s arm away from the throat.” 
 
Hermione had, in fact, brought both her hands up to clasp Snape’s arm where it was wrapped 
around her neck. 
 
“All I have to do is put my other arm behind your neck, grasp my upper arm with my free hand 
and apply some pressure.” He demonstrated by squeezing her neck gently. “You would be 
unconscious in moments and it would be almost impossible for you to gain enough leverage to 
pry my arms off before that happened.” He released her. 
 
“However, if you can resist that first instinctive move, you can inflict considerable damage by 
remembering SING. Using as much force as you can muster, drive your elbow back into your 
assailant’s solar plexus. Next, stamp down as hard as you can on his instep. Then, depending on 
your assailant’s height, use either your fist or your elbow to smash his nose. And finally, use 
your elbow, your heel, or your knee and hit the bastard right in his balls…in his groin. SING.” 
 
Snape guided Hermione through each of the moves a couple of times. 
 
“Try it on your own now,” Snape instructed. “Don’t put too much force behind your moves, 
however. I’ve no desire to have my nose broken again.” 
 
Snape stepped up behind Hermione and put his arm loosely around her neck. Hermione 
performed each of the moves he had taught her. Snape’s breath left his body with a soft oomph 
as her elbow connected with his solar plexus. He was grateful she was wearing only socks when 
she brought her foot down on his instep. He turned his head to the side in time to take her fist 
on his cheek instead of his nose. When she twisted in his arms and brought her knee to his 
groin, he dropped his hand and cupped himself just in time to absorb most of the force of the 
blow. It still hurt like a bastard, however. 
 
“Bloody hell, woman!” he hissed, “are you trying to make a eunuch of me?” 
 



He was bent over slightly, both hands now cupping his balls protectively. 
 
“I’m sorry!” Hermione cried as she leaned over him.  
 
“I distinctly remember telling you not to put too much force behind your blows,” he said as he 
slowly straightened up. 
 
“You know what a compulsive learner I am,” Hermione said in her own defence. “It goes against 
my grain not to put my full effort into everything I attempt.” 
 
Snape rubbed his cheek gingerly. “Well, Professor Granger, in this endeavour, as in everything 
else you’ve ever attempted, you have managed to achieve excellence.” 
 
Hermione picked up her wand and pointed it at Severus’s face. She muttered a Healing Charm 
and was pleased to see that the bruise that had been forming on his cheek was now gone. It 
took her a moment to assimilate what he had said. 
 
“Wait a minute,” Hermione said, "did you just pay me a compliment?” 
 
“I don’t pay compliments,” Snape said with a sneer. 
 
“You said I’ve achieved excellence. That sounded like a compliment to me,” Hermione insisted. 
 
“I was simply stating a fact,” Snape said. “As much as it galls me to admit it, you have, for as 
long as I’ve known you, managed to achieve excellence in everything you do.” 
 
“I messed up the Polyjuice Potion in my second year,” Hermione said. 
 
“No, you did not.” 
 
“Severus, I turned myself into a cat!” 
 
“That was a result of putting the wrong hair into the finished potion. The potion itself was 
flawlessly brewed,” Snape said. 
 
“You can insist all you want that you are simply stating a fact. I prefer to think of it as a 
compliment, so a compliment it shall be,” Hermione said firmly. 
 
“If you wish to delude yourself thusly, I can’t stop you.” He went to the sideboard and poured 
each of them another drink. 
 
“Where did you learn those self-defence moves?” Hermione asked as she sat again on the sofa, 
her drink in hand. 
 
Severus sat beside her and mumbled something into his glass. 
 
“What did you say?” Hermione asked. “I couldn’t understand you.” 
 
Snape lifted his head and looked her in the eye. “I said I learned it from a Muggle film,” he said. 
Hermione would have sworn he was blushing, but that might have been just a reflection of the 
firelight. 
 
“I never knew you enjoyed Muggle films,” Hermione said. 



 
“You know very little about me,” Snape replied. 
 
“That’s true,” Hermione conceded. “You have a way of keeping yourself distant from people. You 
don’t let them get too close. It’s hard to learn about people if they won’t let you near them.” 
 
“I’m better at being alone than I am at being with people. It’s easier that way,” Snape said as he 
sipped from his glass. 
 
“Easier or safer?” Hermione arched a brow at him. 
 
“Easier, safer – what’s the difference?” 
 
“Human beings are social animals, Severus. It actually takes more effort to avoid the day to day 
interactions with people than it does to participate in them,” Hermione stated, “but it’s safer, 
emotionally. If you don’t let any one close, you can’t be hurt.” 
 
Snape snorted. “That’s clichéd psycho-babble.” 
 
“Perhaps, but all clichés have their foundations in truth, else they wouldn’t be clichés.” 
 
“Believe what you want, you silly girl. It doesn’t matter a whit to me,” he said with a sneer. 
Then he raised his glass to his lips. 
 
“So…when this is all over and we’re back at Hogwarts, do you want to go to the cinema with 
me?”  
 
Hermione had the satisfaction of watching as Snape choked on his brandy. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day thirty-four in the book: April 20th 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she was back at Hogwarts. Almost four months had 
passed since Christmas. When she checked the notice board, she discovered that Academic 
Proclamation Number Twenty-eight had gone into effect. Dorothy Vain Dumbwitch was now 
Headmistress of Pigmoles and Elvis Slumbermore had gone into hiding. All these events had 
come about because the group of students, known here as Slumbermore’s Soldiers, which Barry 
had been instructing in Defensive Spells, had been found out.  
 
Henrietta Borderbrush, a Falconsnest sixth year whose mother worked in the Ministry under 
Cornwallis Divinity, had told Professor Dumbwitch about the SS meetings. Henrietta had paid for 
her betrayal, however. Hermione remembered with satisfaction the jinx she had put on the 
parchment all the members of the secret group had signed. Henrietta was now in hospital with 
the word ‘squealer’ spelled out across her face in putrefying, purple pustules.  
 
 
The Wisely twins had their own way of protesting the removal of Slumbermore as headmaster of 
Pigmoles. They released their entire stock of Wisely Wizards’ Whizzing Whatnots throughout the 
school. Headmistress Dumbwitch and the caretaker, Flogus Zilch, spent the day trying to destroy 
the sparkling, spinning, swirling, swooping, sizzling, screaming, and smoke-belching creations.  
 



The rest of the faculty, in a united display of passive resistance, refused to contribute to the 
headmistress’s effort to rid the school of the harmless, but extremely annoying fireworks.  
 
Hermione chuckled as Professor MacGyver sent Violent Bronze to the headmistress’s office to 
inform her that there was a dragon in the classroom and would Headmistress Dumbwitch be so 
kind as to come and remove it?  
 
She had to put a hand over her mouth to hide the grin when she overheard Professor Phlatulent 
talking to a flustered-looking Dumbwitch.  
 
“Oh, I’m sure I could have banished it, Headmistress, but I wasn’t sure if I had the authority to 
act. Wouldn’t want to step on your toes, as it were,” he said innocently. 
 
Headmistress Dumbwitch had merely snarled and hurried away to answer a summons from 
Professor Vertex. 
 
 
Down in the dungeons, Snape was preparing for what he knew would be his last Occlumency 
lesson with Barry Plotter. Today was the day that Plotter would look into the Pensieve and view 
the memory of the encounter between Jacob Plotter, Ebony Graves, Elly Lovins and Seximus 
Snake. It had taken place on the day of their O.W.L.s, near the end of their fifth year at 
Pigmoles. A similar encounter had taken place between James Potter, Sirius Black, Lily Evans, 
and himself back at Hogwarts. 
 
Snape would have dearly loved to skip over the incident here at Pigmoles. It was one of the 
most humiliating moments of his life and he couldn’t understand why the book had insisted he 
go through it again. He knew, however, that there was no way to avoid an incident if the book 
insisted it happen. To avoid the encounter would only mean that he and Hermione would wake 
up in the morning to find themselves having to relive this day over again.  
 
Snape sighed and drew a hand down over his face tiredly. That incident had been the event that 
caused the interactions between Snape and the Marauders to escalate from mere hostility to 
true hatred. That event had also marked a change in the friendship between him and Lily Evans. 
He was still appalled when he remembered that he had called her a Mudblood. That, even more 
than having his threadbare underwear revealed to all and sundry, caused him to recall the 
incident with regret and shame. He had liked Lily Evans. She had been one of only a few 
students who had not made fun of him for his poverty and lack of social graces. He had 
entertained a deeply buried hope that maybe, just maybe, she could like him back enough to 
perhaps welcome a relationship with him. Then he had fucked it up in a moment of blind rage. 
Lily had forgiven him, and on the surface, their friendship had remained the same. They were 
lab partners in Potions and she had helped him develop some of the potions, charms, and hexes 
that he had scratched into the margins of his sixth year textbook. Deep under the surface of 
their relationship, however, there had been a subtle shift. Lily had no longer believed that Snape 
didn’t harbour a prejudice against Muggle-borns.  
 
He didn’t, but because his own parentage wasn’t common knowledge, it was easy for others to 
assume he held the same beliefs as the pure-bloods in his House. Snape had never lied about 
his half-blood status, but he had never volunteered the information, either. When he was sorted 
into Slytherin, it was assumed he was a pure-blood. There hadn’t been anyone other than a 
pure-blood sorted into Slytherin for as long as anyone could remember, so it had been a natural 
assumption to make. He had simply not done anything to correct the erroneous belief.  
 
 



Snape’s musings were interrupted by a knock on his office door. 
 
“Enter!” he bellowed in his usual manner. He scowled when he saw Barry Plotter sidle into the 
room. 
 
“Ready for your lesson, Plotter?” Snape asked with a sneer. 
 
“Yes, sir,” Plotter replied. 
 
“Have you been practicing?” Snape asked. The dolt hadn’t been practicing, but he had to 
pretend not to know that. 
 
“Yes, sir,” Plotter said, but he didn’t meet Snape’s eyes. 
 
“We’ll soon see, won’t we?” Snape said. He raised his wand, but before he could cast the spell, 
the door burst open and Jacko Badboy rushed in. 
 
“Professor Snake, come quickly, sir,” Jacko shouted. He skidded to a halt, looking from Snake to 
Plotter in surprise. 
 
“Just a bit of remedial Potions,” Snape explained. “Now…what is it, Jacko?” 
 
“Professor Dumbwitch sent me to get you. She needs your help. There’s someone stuck in a 
toilet on the fourth floor,” Jacko said. 
 
“Why does she think I can help with that? Why doesn’t she get Zilch to help her?” Snape said 
with a grimace. 
 
“I don’t know, sir. She sent me to get you specifically.” 
 
“Very well. Go tell her I’ll be there in a few minutes.”  
 
Jacko hurried out of the room. 
 
“We’ll resume our lessons tomorrow, Plotter,” Snape said as he hurried out of the room, his 
robes billowing out behind him. 
 
 
When Snape returned to his office, it was to find Plotter with his head thrust into the Pensieve, 
just as Potter's had been back at Hogwarts. 
 
Snape grabbed Plotter’s arm and pulled him forcefully from the memories. 
 
“Having fun?” Snape said as he and Barry regained their feet in the office. “Having a good laugh 
at my expense, Plotter?” 
 
“N…no, sir,” Plotter stuttered. 
 
“Your father was an amusing man, wasn’t he?” Snape thrust Plotter away from him so 
vigorously, he fell to the dungeon floor. 
 
“I…he…” Plotter couldn’t seem to put a coherent thought together. 
 



“You will tell no one what you’ve seen!” Snape barked. 
 
“I…I won’t…of course, I won’t,” Barry said as he struggled to his feet. 
 
“Get out!” Snape shouted. “Get out and don’t ever come back to this office!” 
 
As Plotter hurried toward the door, Snape threw a jar of dead cockroaches at him. It exploded 
over his head as he wrenched the door open and rushed out into the hall. 
 
 
After Plotter left, Snape sat at his desk and realised that his hands were shaking. He was 
sickened to discover that he hadn’t had to fake his rage in the least bit. The events that Plotter 
witnessed in the Pensieve had happened almost thirty years before and they still had the power 
to infuriate him.  
 
Before he could analyze the reasons, there was another knock at his office door. 
 
“Dear Merlin, am I to have no peace at all this evening?” Snape muttered.  
 
“Enter!” he shouted. His head was throbbing. 
 
He looked up to see Hermione enter the room, close the door, and cast the privacy spells. 
 
“What do you want, Granger. I’m not in the mood!” Snape growled. 
 
“I can tell,” Hermione said as she stepped gingerly around the broken glass and dead 
cockroaches. She used her wand to clean up the mess. 
 
“Plotter couldn’t even wait five minutes to run and tell you about my humiliation, could he?” 
Snape snarled as he rubbed at his throbbing temples. 
 
“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Severus. I haven’t seen Barry since this afternoon,” 
Hermione assured him. She made her way into his private storeroom and came out a moment 
later with a vial of headache potion. She held it out to Snape and he took it gratefully. 
 
“Thank you,” he said as lifted the vial to his lips. Within moments, he could feel the pain in his 
head easing and the knot of tension in his neck loosening. 
 
“Want to tell me what happened here?” Hermione asked. 
 
“It seems that my attempts to teach Plotter Occlumency have come to an ignoble end,” Snape 
said. “And in much the same way they did at Hogwarts. I’m sure Potter told you all about his 
jaunt down Memory Lane – my Memory Lane, that is.” 
 
“Harry never said anything to me about seeing any of your memories. He told us about seeing 
some of Professor Dumbledore’s, but never yours,” Hermione assured him. 
 
“Do you truly not know about Potter’s foray into my memories?” Snape asked. He was amazed 
that Potter had actually kept his mouth shut about what he had seen. “I caught Potter looking 
into the Pensieve I had borrowed from Albus. I was so angry when I discovered him, I threw him 
out of my office and told him never to come back.” 
 
“Harry never told us why you stopped the Occlumency lessons.” 



 
“I ordered him not to tell anyone what he’d seen, but I was sure he would tell you and Weasley, 
at least. It would have been a way to get back at me for the way I’d treated him,” Snape said. 
“After he left my office that night, I realised I should have just Obliviated him, but I was so 
angry I didn’t even think of it.” 
 
“What did he see, Severus?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Something that happened a long time ago. It doesn’t matter now,” Snape said. He got up and 
walked into his storeroom, putting the empty potion vial in a small box with some others. 
 
“Of course it matters,” Hermione insisted. “You were angry enough to throw a jar full of dead 
cockroaches, and your head was pounding so much I could see it from across the room. If it 
didn’t ‘matter’ you wouldn’t have gotten so upset about having to relive it again now.” 
 
“I really don’t want to talk about it, Professor Granger,” Snape said through clenched teeth. 
 
“It has to do with Sirius Black and Harry’s father, doesn’t it? And the reason you’ve always hated 
them so much.” 
 
“You’re like a dog with a bone, you bloody stubborn woman!” Snape said sharply.  
 
“You’ll feel better if you talk about it,” Hermione said, ignoring his angry tone. 
 
“Maybe I don’t want to ‘feel better,’ Granger. Have you considered that?” Snape said. “Maybe I 
enjoy being a miserable git!” 
 
“I don’t believe that. I’m not leaving here until you tell me, so you might as well start talking. 
Else you’ll have to explain to Headmistress Dumbwitch why there’s a fifth year camped outside 
your office door.” 
 
“Bloody fucking hell, Hermione, leave me alone!” Snape roared. 
 
“No,” Hermione replied calmly. She stood with her arms crossed over her chest and watched as 
Snape paced up and down the length of his office. 
 
After a few minutes, Snape sat back down behind his desk. And then he started to talk. 
 
Thirty minutes later, he was done. Hermione now knew the whole humiliating incident. She also 
knew that he had flung the hated epithet of ‘Mudblood’ at Lily Evans. It was an epithet she had 
heard herself far too many times, though he had never used it in reference to her. 
 
“May I ask you a question?” Hermione said when he finished speaking. 
 
“What?” 
 
“Why weren’t you wearing trousers under your robes? I mean, it would still have been awful for 
you, the way James and Sirius ganged up on you to hex you, but if you’d been wearing trousers 
at least no one would have seen your underwear.” 
 
Snape flushed. “At that time, I only owned one pair of trousers,” he said quietly. “I spilled 
something on them at breakfast and ran back to my dorm room to leave them for the house-
elves to clean.” 



 
“That’s…” Hermione began. 
 
“I don’t want your pity, Professor Granger,” Snape said with a scowl. 
 
“I wasn’t going to give you any, Professor Snape!” Hermione snapped back. “What I was going 
to say was that explains why you keep yourself so buttoned up now.” 
 
“Don’t be ridiculous.” 
 
“Trousers, shirt, frock coat, robes…everything always buttoned up to the neck and down to the 
wrist. You have a deep-seated fear of being caught with your pants down,” Hermione said with a 
smile. 
 
“Now you’re mocking me,” Snape said.  
 
“I’m teasing you, Severus. There is a subtle, but important difference between teasing and 
mocking.” 
 
“And what might that be?” he asked. 
 
“Affection. We tease those we like and mock those we dislike,” she explained. 
 
“Since when do you like me?” Snape asked sardonically.  
 
“Since my seventh year,” Hermione replied. 
 
Before he could articulate a reply, Hermione released the privacy spells and walked out. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day thirty-five in the book: June 17th  
 
When Hermione woke up the next day, she checked her calendar before she went down to 
breakfast in the Great Hall. Once she took her seat, she filled her plate and dug in. It was going 
to be a busy day. 
 
While they were eating breakfast, Barry, Roland, and Hermione discussed Haggard’s sacking the 
day before, as well as the attack on Professor MacGyver. In fact, judging by the noise level in 
the Great Hall, the attack on Professor MacGyver was the subject of much discussion among all 
the students.  
 
Hermione looked to the head table and saw Snape sitting between Professor Sprigs and 
Professor Phlatulent. They had their heads bent together. Every few moments, Professor Sprigs 
would cast a surreptitious glance towards the chair where Dorothy Vain Dumbwitch was sitting. 
Whatever the three remaining Heads of House were discussing, they had no wish for the current 
headmistress to overhear them. 
 
Hermione tried to catch Snape’s eye. She really wanted to talk to him before the events of the 
day began to unfold. Finally, just as she was finishing her last bite of toast, she managed to 
signal him. He nodded once, just barely, acknowledging her signal, and then he got up and 
started walking towards the entrance hall. As he passed the Lionsden table, Hermione hastily 



drained her glass of pumpkin juice, told the boys she was going to the library for a last bit of 
studying before her Ancient Runes O.W.L., and followed Snape out of the Great Hall. She 
watched him turn into one of the empty classrooms. She checked to make sure the corridor was 
empty and then she ducked through the same door. 
 
As soon as she closed the door, she cast the privacy spells. 
 
“Well,” Hermione said as she turned toward Snape, “today should finish off fifth year, then.” 
 
“Indeed,” Snape said. “It won’t be an easy finish, however, will it?” 
 
“Not for any of us,” Hermione agreed. 
 
“I will have the least amount of trouble,” Snape said after a moment. “The acting Headmistress 
will place me on probation, but as today will mark the end of her illustrious career here at 
Pigmoles, that little detail will hardly matter.” 
 
“That’s right. Barry and I are going to lead her into the Verboten Woods, where she’ll insult a 
number of centaurs and be held captive until Slumbermore rescues her.” 
 
“I told Albus he should have left her there. Probation, indeed,” Snape grumbled.  
 
“I didn’t know Umbridge had placed you on probation,” Hermione said. “What did you do – insult 
Cornelius Fudge?” 
 
“On numerous occasions, I assure you,” Snape said with a smirk. “However, on that particular 
day, I refused to supply her with the Veritaserum she wanted to use to question Potter about 
Professor Dumbledore’s whereabouts.” 
 
“Harry didn’t know where the headmaster was, did he?” Hermione said. 
 
“Of course not. She would have been more successful had she used the Veritaserum on me.” 
 
“You knew how to get in touch with Dumbledore the whole time he was gone, then?” 
 
“I did. Minerva knew as well. We were the liaisons for the Order whilst Albus was away,” Snape 
explained. 
 
“You were the one who contacted the Order after we all headed out to the Ministry of Magic, 
weren’t you?” Hermione asked.  
 
“Yes. In one of the few astute moves Potter made in his seven years at Hogwarts, he managed 
to convey to me the information that Voldemort was holding Sirius Black in the Department of 
Mysteries. At least that is what Potter believed.” 
 
“We would have all died there that night if Professor Dumbledore and the other members of the 
Order hadn’t shown up when they did,” Hermione said. 
 
“You lot had no business being there at all,” Snape said in an angry tone of voice. “Had Potter 
made any effort at all with his Occlumency lessons, Voldemort would not have been able to plant 
the false image of Black being tortured into Potter’s gaping brain pan. If that image hadn’t 
prompted Potter to undertake his heroic rescue mission, Black wouldn’t have insisted on going, 
in turn, to rescue Harry.” 



 
“So it’s Harry’s fault that Sirius Black died?” Hermione asked, her irritation rising to match 
Snape’s. 
 
“I didn’t say that,” Snape insisted. “The blame for Black’s death rests squarely on Voldemort. He 
started the entire chain of events the night he killed James and Lily Potter and tried to kill Harry. 
It all comes back to that night. There were contributing factors, of course,” Snape continued. “I 
could have kept a watch on Potter that night and prevented him from leaving Hogwarts. Black 
could have stayed at Grimmauld Place, as he was supposed to, and let the others go to the 
Ministry to help Dumbledore…” 
 
Hermione interrupted. “Dumbledore could have told Harry the truth, right from the beginning, so 
that he would have been better prepared to fend off Voldemort’s attempts to control his 
dreams.” 
 
“Yes, that too,” Snape agreed. “Albus has since admitted that he made an error in judgement 
when it came to telling Potter the things he needed to know. Potter should have been learning 
Occlumency from his first year. If he could have been convinced of my own loyalties, for 
instance, a lot of problems could have been avoided.” 
 
“I’m not entirely convinced of that,” Hermione said. “So much of the…enmity…between you and 
Harry was personal. You looked at him and didn’t see Harry; you saw James Potter, the boy who 
had tormented and humiliated you. You never really gave Harry a chance. He was a child; he 
didn’t understand why you felt the way you did. He reflected your hatred right back at you 
because he didn’t know any better. By the time he realised why you treated him the way you 
did, it was too late. Even now, you and Harry barely tolerate each other, in spite of the fact that 
the two of you had to work together to defeat Voldemort,” Hermione said. 
 
“You’re right,” Snape admitted reluctantly. “I was the adult in the situation. In addition, I was in 
a position of authority over him. I shouldn’t have let my feelings,” he grimaced over the word, 
“for James Potter influence the way I treated his son. And I treated you and Weasley in much 
the same manner simply because of your association with Potter.” 
 
He paused a moment before he continued. “Longbottom, however, earned my disdain all on his 
own.” 
 
Hermione smiled at that. “Neville came into his own when he stopped trying to be the wizard his 
grandmother thought he ought to be and concentrated on being the wizard he wanted to be.” 
 
“I admit he has done an adequate job working with Pomona…” 
 
“’Adequate?’” Hermione said. “He’s been bloody brilliant. His method for hybridizing the 
Mountain Ash tree with other plants to prolong their shelf life after harvesting has made your job 
a lot easier, hasn’t it?” Hermione was indignant on her friend’s behalf. 
 
“Yes, yes, you’ve made your point,” Snape said, holding up his hands to halt her tirade. 
“Longbottom has certainly made his mark in the fields of Herbology and Botany, but I still 
wouldn’t trust him to brew a simple headache potion without melting a cauldron.” 
 
“Believe me, Neville is well aware of his own shortcomings when it comes to Potions. I brew his 
headache potion for him,” Hermione said with a smile. 
 
“I do believe that at least two cauldron makers have gone out of business since Longbottom 



graduated,” Snape said. 
 
“Severus, you made a joke!” Hermione said. 
 
“I did no such thing. When will you cease trying to impose spurious connotations to my every 
utterance?” 
 
“As soon as you admit that you actually do possess a sense of humour,” Hermione responded. 
 
“There will be nothing humorous at all about you missing your Ancient Runes O.W.L., Professor 
Granger,” Snape reminded her as he looked at his watch. “And I do believe the headmistress will 
be summoning me soon.” 
 
“I doubt we’ll see each other again before the end of this chapter of the book,” Hermione said.  
 
“I’ll be seeing you, but you won’t be seeing me,” Snape corrected her. 
 
“What do you mean?” Hermione asked. 
 
“I will be bringing you a large number of potions in the hospital wing tonight, but you will be 
unconscious,” Snape said. “The result, I believe, of a very nasty hex from one of the Doom 
Diners you will encounter in the Section of Secrets.” 
 
“Thanks for reminding me,” Hermione said with a grimace. “Being friends with Barry Plotter is no 
safer than being friends with Harry Potter was.” 
 
“Since you know it’s coming, perhaps you could duck this time?” Snape suggested helpfully. 
 
“Sage advice, Severus. Unfortunately, I didn’t see it coming, else I’d have ducked last time. I 
doubt my vision will be any better tonight than it was then.” 
 
“I’ll see you in September then, Professor Granger,” Snape said as he walked toward the door 
and prepared to remove the privacy spells. 
 
“Till September,” Hermione said.  
 
They looked at each other for a moment, and then Snape opened the door and hurried out.  

 
 
 
A/N: *St. Kentigern was a real person. He was active in the Church in the late sixth and early 
seventh centuries. He is the patron saint of Glasgow, Scotland. He was better known, however, 
by his nickname – St. Mungo. The magical hospital in JKR’s books is St. Mungo’s. In my tale, it is 
St. Kentigern’s. To learn more, follow this link: 
 
http://dspace.dial.pipex.com/town/plaza/aaj50/mungo.htm 
 
 
**Hermione actually got this quote wrong – and Severus didn’t catch her mistake. The correct 
quote is:  

“Music hath charms to soothe the savage breast, 
 



To soften rocks, or bend a knotted oak.” 
 
 
The quote is from Act i. Sc. 1. of The Mourning Bride by William Congreve (1670 – 1729) 
 
Also, Hermione raises a question I've been asking myself for ages: Why didn't Snape have 
trousers on under his robes? Perhaps the explanation I've had him provide makes sense. 
 
Up next: Chapter Six: Barry Plotter and the Half-breed Count. 
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A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. For the purposes of this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so 
alive he is – at least here! I’ve come up with my own explanation about how that happens. The 
events of the books are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events 
that, in the books, may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into 
one day, or completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that 
JKR is telling. Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the 
product of my own imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the 
WIKTT forum by ladyofthemasque.  
 
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile! 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine.  

 
 
 
 
Chapter Six: Barry Plotter and the Half-breed Count 
 
Day thirty-six in the book: July 1st 
 
When Snape woke up the next morning, he immediately knew where he was. Although he had 
not been inside this house – this room – for almost eight years, he recognised it at once. He 
threw back the ugly, threadbare duvet and got up. 
 
As he performed his morning ablutions, he ruminated upon what would happen here today, or 
rather, what had happened eight years before. 
 
In his own time and place, his childhood home had been on Spinner’s End. He knew that in the 
book he was trapped in, the house was located on Wheeler’s Way. Judging by the bedroom and 
the bathroom, however, the house here was just as dark, dreary, and depressing as the house 
on Spinner’s End had been. And for a man who lives in a dungeon to think a place dark, dreary, 

and depressing, it must be truly abysmal, Snape thought ruefully. 
 



“Paltryfew!” Snape bellowed as he descended the stairs and entered the dingy kitchen. 
 
“What do you want, Snake?” asked Perry Paltryfew as he entered the kitchen from the sitting 
room. 
 
“Where’s my breakfast, Squirmsnail?” Snape asked. 
 
“I’m not your bloody servant. Fix your own breakfast. And don’t call me Squirmsnail,” said 
Paltryfew with a scowl. 
 
“Why not? That’s what you are…a soft, slimy, revolting, little slug. Our master assigned you here 
to assist me, and right now, that assistance entails your fixing me my bloody breakfast before I 
turn you into the spineless worm you are,” Snape said, brandishing his wand. 
 
Paltryfew muttered something under his breath, but he moved towards the ancient Aga Cooker 
and started to prepare breakfast. 
 
 
Snape spent the day reading, waiting for the visitors he knew would be arriving after dark that 
evening. 
 
He had known from the time that Moldyport had been returned to corporeal form, after the third 
task of the Triwizard Tournament, that there would be no escaping reliving the events that 
would unfold tonight. If there were any way he could avoid them, he would, but the bloody book 
was insistent that these events take place. 
 
 
When he heard the knock at the door, sometime after nine o’clock, he drew a deep breath and 
prepared himself to set into motion the chain of events that would lead directly to the worst 
moment of his life. 
 
“Vainessa!” Snape said, opening the door wide so that the feeble light from the sitting room fell 
over the woman and her companion. “And Beatrix as well. What a lovely surprise. Come in, 
come in.” Snape stepped back and the two women entered the dimly lit room. 
 
Snape indicated that the two women should sit on the sofa. He took the armchair across from 
them. 
 
“How can I help you?” Snape asked. 
 
“Are we alone here?” Vainessa asked, casting a furtive glance around the room. 
 
“Of course we are…well, except for Squirmsnail, but we shouldn’t count vermin, should we?” 
Snape asked as he aimed his wand at a wall of books behind him. A hidden door flew open with 
a loud bang revealing a narrow staircase upon which a short, pudgy man stood frozen in place, 
his ear poised in the place where the door had been a moment before. 
 
“As I am sure you have surmised, Squirmsnail, we have guests,” Snape drawled. 
 
Paltryfew crept down the last few steps and sidled into the room, his right hand caressing his 
left, which appeared to be encased in a shiny silver glove. 
 
“Vainessa and Beatrix. What brings such a charming pair…” 



 
“We’ll have drinks, Squirmsnail. The elf-made wine will do. Do be sure the glasses are clean,” 
Snape said with a sneer. 
 
“I’m not your servant!” Paltryfew protested. 
 
“I seem to recall having this conversation once already today. If you don’t wish to be of service 
to me, I’m sure I can convince the Dark Lord to find something more interesting for you to do,” 
Snape said in a deceptively soft tone. 
 
Paltryfew opened his mouth as though to speak, and then closed it with a snap. He left the room 
and returned a few minutes later with a bottle of blood-red wine and four glasses on a tray. He 
put the tray down on the rickety table next to Snape’s chair. Snape poured wine into two of the 
glasses and nodded to Paltryfew to serve the two women. Paltryfew handed each of the women 
a glass, and then returned to stand next to Snape’s chair. Snape poured wine in another glass 
and picked it up. He left the fourth glass sitting empty on the tray. 
 
“You may leave us now, Squirmsnail,” Snape said pointedly. 
 
Paltryfew glared at Snape, but he turned and entered the staircase leading away from the sitting 
room. The door closed behind him with a loud click. 
 
“Seximus…” Vainessa began to speak as soon as the door closed. 
 
Snape held up a hand to halt her. He pointed his wand again at the door concealing the 
staircase. There was another loud bang and then a squeal. They heard the sound of footsteps 
scurrying up the stairs. 
 
“Now, Vainessa…how may I be of service?” Snape asked smoothly. 
 
 
The rest of the encounter between Vainessa and Snape went much as it had with Narcissa eight 
years before. Even the questions raised by Beatrix Sobizarre were the same as those raised by 
Bellatrix.  
 
When the two women left, Snape was bound by an Unbreakable Vow to aid and protect Jacko 
Badboy, and to perform the task assigned to him by the Dark Lord should it seem he would fail. 
 
And Jacko would fail, just as Draco had failed. Of this, Snape had no doubt. 
 
Snape sighed deeply as he drank another glass of wine. As soon as he was sure Squirmsnail was 
asleep, he would have to seek out Elvis Slumbermore. They had a lot to discuss. 
 
 
It was very late when Snape returned to his boyhood home. As he had known would happen, 
Elvis Slumbermore had also insisted that Snape take an Unbreakable Vow. Snape had railed 
against the action, threatening to walk away from both Moldyport and Slumbermore. It had been 
a hollow threat and Slumbermore had known it, just as Dumbledore had known it when Snape 
had made the same threat to him. 
 
Now bound by two vows, Snape had, once again, been placed in the position of having to do the 
unthinkable.  



-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day thirty-seven in the book: September 1st 
 
When Snape woke up the next morning, he was back in his living quarters at Pigmoles. He 
checked the calendar and discovered it was September first. Students would be arriving this 
evening. 
 
Snape spent most of the day reading. He really didn’t have anything to do until classes started 
the next day. He wasn’t sure why the book had brought him to this day. The only event of any 
significance had been his escorting of Potter to the start-of-term feast, and Dumbledore’s 
subsequent announcement that Snape would be teaching Defence Against the Dark Arts this 
year. Although he didn’t consider either of those events momentous, he had no way of altering 
the magic of the book he had fallen into. If the book wanted him to escort Plotter to the feast, 
then he would escort Plotter to the feast. He had little choice in the matter. Besides, the events 
of the previous day had been disturbing and exhausting. He was glad to have a quiet day to 
ponder what the future would hold for him here at Pigmoles, though he doubted that events 
would unfold much differently here than they had eight years before at Hogwarts. 
 
Snape was standing in the entrance hall when the Thestral-drawn carriages carrying the second 
through seventh year students arrived. He caught a glimpse of Hermione as she jostled along 
with Roland and Janie Wisely, and a number of other students, towards their House table, but he 
was back in the shadows a bit, and he didn’t think she saw him. 
 
Snape kept one eye on the Great Hall, watching as the sorting of the newly-arrived first years 
took place, and one eye on the gates at the bottom of the long drive leading to the castle. When 
he saw the silvery form of Isadora Bonks’ Patronus, he picked up the lantern at his feet, lit it 
with his wand, and headed down the drive to retrieve Plotter. 
 
“How nice of you to grace us with your presence, Plotter,” Snape said with a sneer as he tapped 
the chains across the gates with his wand. The chains slithered back and the gates opened with 
a creak. “I see you’ve decided that wearing the required school robes would detract from your 
appearance, however,” Snape added. 
 
“I couldn’t change…” Plotter began to explain, but Snape cut across his words. 
 
“No need to wait, Isadora. Plotter is quite safe with me, I assure you.” 
 
“I meant for Haggard to get my message,” said Bonks with a frown. 
 
“Haggard was also late for the feast, so I took the message instead. No need to thank me, it was 
no bother,” Snape said in a tone that clearly contradicted his words. 
 
Snape closed the gate in her face, tapping again with his wand to send the chains slinking back 
into place. 
 
“Incidentally, I was interested to see your new Patronus, though I think you were better off with 
your old one. The new one looks…weak.” There was no mistaking the malice in his tone. 
 
Snape swung the lantern around to lead Plotter back to the castle, but not before he saw the 
fleeting look of shock and anger on Isadora Bonks’ face. It was the same look he had seen on 
Tonks’ face eight years before. Back then, that look hadn’t affected him in the least; now he felt 



a small stab of shame for causing it. 
 
“Good night, Bonks,” Snake heard Plotter call back over his shoulder. “Thanks for everything.” 
 
“See you, Barry.” Bonks’ reply floated on the night air. 
 
“Fifty points from Lionsden for tardiness, Plotter,” Snape said, “and another twenty for 
neglecting to change into your uniform before arrival.” 
 
Snape could see the hatred and fury bubbling inside Plotter, but Plotter said nothing.  
 
“I think you may have set a record,” Snape continued in a conversational tone. “I don’t believe 
any House has ever been in the negative this early in the term. We haven’t even gotten to 
pudding, yet.” 
 
Still Plotter said nothing. 
 
“I suppose you wanted to make an entrance, and with no flying car available, you thought 
bursting into the Great Hall halfway through the feast would create a bit of drama.” 
 
By this time, they had reached the great oak doors that opened into the entrance hall. The doors 
into the Great Hall stood open, and through them could be heard the murmur of voices and the 
tinkling of dishes as the feast proceeded. 
 
“Go on then, Plotter,” Snape said with a sneer. “Leave off the invisibility cloak. I wouldn’t want 
to deprive anyone of the chance to see you make your grand entrance.” 
 
Snape watched as Plotter straightened his back, raised his chin, and set off for the Lionsden 
table. Snape hurried around the side of the Great Hall to make his own way to his place at the 
high table. 
 
 
Hermione watched from her place next to Roland as Barry walked down between the other 
House tables toward the Lionsden table. She saw Snape sidling along the wall toward the high 
table. 
 
“Where’ve you been?” Roland asked. “And blimey! What’s happened to your face?” 
 
“What’s wrong with it?” Barry asked, picking up a spoon and looking into the back of it. 
 
“You’ve blood all over it,” Hermione said, and then muttered, “Tergeo,” as she used her wand to 
clean the dried blood off his face. 
 
“Thanks,” Barry said. 
 
“What happened?” Hermione asked, though she already knew about Jacko attacking Barry on 
the train and leaving him paralysed under his own invisibility cloak. 
 
“I’ll explain later,” Barry said as he turned his attention toward the high table where Professor 
Slumbermore had gotten to his feet to give his start-of-term speech. 
 
Hermione turned her attention there as well, though she knew what information the headmaster 
was about to impart. 



 
“Welcome, welcome,” began the headmaster, spreading his arms wide as though to embrace the 
entire assembly. “Welcome to another year at Pigmoles Academy of Magic.” 
 
There were gasps throughout the hall as people noticed the blackened right hand of the 
headmaster. “Nothing to worry about, I assure you.” He shrugged his sleeve down to cover it 
and continued to speak. 
 
“I have been instructed by our caretaker, Mr. Zilch, to remind all students that the Verboten 
Woods are…well…verboten. Also, any products purchased at a shop called Wiselys’ Wizarding 
Whatnots are strictly prohibited. 
 
“Anyone wishing to play for their House Quidditch team should submit their name to their Head 
of House as usual. We are also looking for new game commentators who should follow the same 
procedure. 
 
“Finally, a couple of staff announcements. First, I would like to introduce an old friend of mine.” 
Slumbermore indicated a rather portly wizard sitting to his immediate left. “This is Professor 
Hammond Eggnod. As a personal favour to me, Professor Eggnod will be teaching Potions this 
year.” 
 
Professor Eggnod struggled to his feet and made a small bow, acknowledging Professor 
Slumbermore’s introduction. 
 
A murmur spread through the crowded room at this news. Professor Slumbermore didn’t raise 
his voice; he just waited a few moments and let the buzz die down before he continued to 
speak. 
 
“Professor Seximus Snake, our erstwhile Potions Master, will be teaching Defence Against the 
Dark Arts this term.” 
 
Snape remained seated and merely nodded slightly toward the assemblage. 
 
Hermione watched as Barry’s face first drained of colour in shock, and then flushed with anger, 
as the reality of the situation became apparent. 
 
Even if it only lasted a week, it was going to be a long year. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day thirty-eight in the book: December 20th 
 
When Hermione woke up the next day, she checked her calendar and was surprised to discover 
that nearly four months had passed overnight. It was December twentieth and the term was 
nearly over. Although in subjective time it had only been three days, it seemed like months since 
she had spoken to Snape. She was determined that she would arrange a meeting with him 
today. 
 
 
Snape was also surprised to discover, upon awakening, that so much time had passed. When he 
had last spoken to Hermione, they had assumed they would talk again in what would be 
September of her sixth year. Yet, here it was, nearly Christmas, and they hadn’t had the 



opportunity to speak. Snape decided that perhaps it was time Miss Stranger served a long-
overdue detention. 
 
 
When Hermione went to the Great Hall for breakfast, she was momentarily surprised to discover 
that Barry was sitting in her usual seat. Then she remembered that at this time back at 
Hogwarts, she and Ron hadn’t speaking to each other. Apparently, here at Pigmoles, Roland and 
Violet Bronze were as much an item as Ron and Lavender Brown had been back at Hogwarts. 
Hermione snorted softly and took a seat on Barry’s left, leaving Roland and Violet to sit at 
Barry’s right. 
 
As she ate, Hermione cast surreptitious glances toward the high table. Finally, near the end of 
her meal, she managed to catch Snape’s eye. She rubbed her eyebrow and he nodded slightly to 
acknowledge the signal.  
 
“I’m going to the library,” Hermione announced as she got to her feet.  
 
“I’ll go with you,” Barry said as he stood up. “I’ve an essay due and need to check some things 
out.” 
 
 
Ten minutes later, Hermione and Barry were ensconced at a small table near the back of the 
library, talking in whispers. 
 
“I really don’t care who Roland snogs,” Hermione insisted. She slashed her quill tip so forcefully 
across an innocent “T” that she sliced a hole in her parchment. 
 
“And you need to be careful,” Hermione added as she watched Barry checking the margin notes 
on his copy of Potions-making for the Advanced Student. 
 
“I told you,” Barry said in a quiet hiss, “I’m not giving up this book. The Count knows more 
about potion-making than Snake and Eggnod combined.” 
 
“I’m not referring to that,” Hermione explained patiently. “I’m still opposed to your using that 
book, but I’m talking about Eggnod’s party tonight.” 
 
“What about it?” Barry asked. 
 
“You need to ask someone to go with you. I overheard a group of girls in the loo talking about 
how they could slip you a love-potion. They're looking for a way to get you to ask one of them to 
go to the party with you,” she said. “Broomhilda Paine seems especially interested in being your 
date. Don’t eat or drink anything she offers you.” 
 
“You’re a Prefect,” Barry whinged. “Why didn’t you confiscate the love-potions?” 
 
“Honestly, Barry,” Hermione said with exaggerated patience. “They didn’t have the love-potions 
with them; they were just talking about them.” 
 
Just then, Madam Toucan approached the table they were sitting at, her long, hooked nose 
quivering as though she smelled trouble. 
 
“What have you done to that book, boy?” she asked, pointing a long, gnarled finger at Barry’s 
book. “You’ve befouled that book!” 



 
“It’s my book, not the library’s,” Barry hastily explained as he slid his copy of Potions-making for 

the Advanced Student into his book bag. “I can write on it if I want to.” 
 
“We’re just leaving, Madam Toucan,” Hermione said as she stood and gathered her books and 
parchments as well. 
 
“Come on, Barry,” Hermione said, hustling Barry toward the door. 
 
 
Several hours later, Hermione was trying to extract herself from the tentacle-like clutches of 
Tarmac McFadden, who had trapped her under a sprig of mistletoe. She finally freed herself and 
approached Barry, who was lingering by the punch bowl in an attempt to avoid talking to 
Professor Eggnod. 
 
“What happened to you?” Barry asked. 
 
“Tarmac McFadden and a renegade piece of mistletoe,” Hermione said with a scowl as she tried 
to smooth her hair back into place. 
 
“Why’d you invite him, then?” Barry wanted to know. 
 
“To annoy Roland, of course,” Hermione replied. “It was either him or Zedekiah Jones. I thought 
Tarmac would annoy him more.” 
 
“Jones is a Badgerburrow!” Barry said, aghast. 
 
“Yes, and McFadden is a bore,” Hermione countered. “At least Zedekiah Jones is a gentleman. 
 
“Damn…here comes Tarmac. I’m going to hide in the loo for a bit. If he asks for me, tell him I 
left.” With that, Hermione hurried out of Eggnod’s office and headed for one of the girls’ 
bathrooms down the corridor. 
 
 
Snape watched as Hermione left the room. They really needed to talk. In spite of the signal 
they’d exchanged, there simply had been no opportunity for them to meet today. Perhaps he 
could follow her out into the corridor, and they could make use of an empty classroom. 
 
Before Snape could make good his escape, however, Hammond Eggnod pressed him into a 
conversation with Sable Spokewrongly and Plotter, of all people. 
 
“Oh, do stop slinking about, Seximus,” Eggnod said jovially. He had obviously been over-
indulging in the mead. 
 
“I was just talking about Plotter’s exceptional potions-making abilities. As I was telling our lovely 
Divination Professor, some of the credit must go to you. You did, after all, teach him for five 
years.” 
 
Snape stared down his nose at Plotter. “I didn’t think I had managed to teach Plotter anything.” 
 
“He must have a lot of natural ability then,” Eggnod pressed on, apparently completely unaware 
of the discomfiture of both Plotter and Snape. 
 



“First lesson, he made Draught of Living Death. I’ve never seen a finer made potion on a first 
attempt. Not even you, Seximus...” 
 
“Really?” said Snape. He knew damn well Plotter had his old Potions textbook. He watched 
Plotter squirm a bit, but then got tired of baiting him. 
 
Before the conversation could progress anymore, they were interrupted by the arrival of the 
caretaker, Flogus Zilch. He was grasping the ear of Jacko Badboy, dragging him through the 
room. 
 
“I caught him slinking about outside your classroom, sir,” Zilch said to Eggnod. “Says he was 
invited.” He released Jacko’s ear reluctantly. 
 
“All right, I wasn’t invited,” Jacko said, rubbing his ear. “I was trying to crash the party. 
Satisfied?” 
 
“Now, now, Flogus,” Eggnod said jovially. “No harm done, and it’s Christmas, after all. I can’t 
blame the boy for wanting to attend.” 
 
Seizing the opportunity presented to him, Snape spoke. “Still, he is out after curfew without 
permission. Since he is in my House, I will tend to the matter.” 
 
“Now, Seximus…” Eggnod began. 
 
“No bother at all, I assure you, Hammond,” Snape said. “Come with me, Mr. Badboy.” 
 
Jacko had little choice but to follow Snape out of the room. 
 
Once they were in the corridor, Snape directed Jacko into an empty classroom. From the corner 
of his eye, he saw Plotter skulking along the wall behind them, carrying his invisibility cloak. He 
had no doubt that Plotter would be listening to his conversation with Jacko Badboy. 
 
When he entered the empty classroom behind Jacko Badboy, Snape deliberately left the door 
open a crack. Eight years before, he had not been aware that Potter had overheard his 
conversation with Draco Malfoy. Now he knew it was important that Plotter overhear what was 
being said. 
 
“Your attempt with that cursed necklace was both clumsy and foolish, Jacko,” Snape began. 
“You cannot risk being expelled.” 
 
“It wasn’t me!” Jacko protested. 
 
“You are suspected, which is just as bad,” Snape insisted. 
 
“Who suspects me?” Jacko wanted to know. 
 
Snape didn’t say anything, he just looked into Badboy’s eyes. 
 
“Stop looking at me like that!” Jacko said after a moment. “I can stop you, you know.” 
 
“I see your Aunt Beatrix has been teaching you Occlumency,” Snape said. “What secrets are you 
trying to keep from your master?” 
 



“I’m not trying to keep anything from him. I just don’t want you butting in,” Jacko insisted. 
 
“Is that why you’ve been avoiding me? You have repeatedly ignored my requests that you come 
to my office…” 
 
“So put me in detention! Report me to Slumbermore,” Jacko said with a jeer. 
 
“You know I don’t want to do either of those things,” Snape said, trying to keep his tone 
reasonable. 
 
“Then stop telling me to come to your office. I’m not going to do it!” 
 
“I’m trying to help you, Jacko. I made the Unbreakable Vow with your mother. I swore I would 
protect you…” 
 
“Then I guess you’ll be breaking it. I don’t want your help, and I don’t need your protection.” 
 
“What are you planning?” Snape wanted to know. 
 
“None of your business.” 
 
“If you tell me, perhaps I can assist you…” 
 
“I have all the assistance I need. I’m not working alone, you know,” Jacko insisted. 
 
“Yet, you were alone tonight, which was extremely foolish. Wandering the corridors without 
lookouts or backup is an elementary mistake…” 
 
Jacko interrupted again. “I wouldn’t’ve been alone if you hadn’t given Drabbe and Boyle 
detention.” His voice was rising along with his anger. 
 
“Keep your voice down,” Snape hissed. Although he knew it was necessary for Plotter to 
overhear this conversation, he was sure the whole castle could hear Jacko’s voice by this point. 
 
“If you confide in me, I can…” 
 
“You just want to steal my glory…” 
 
Snape was starting to get pissed off at the little wanker. 
 
“You are speaking childishly, Jacko,” Snape said in a cold voice, but then he tried to soften his 
tone a bit. “I know you are upset about your father being in Kazaban…”  
 
Snape saw Jacko make a sudden move towards the door. He hoped that Plotter had heard 
enough, and had gotten out of the way. He waited a few minutes after Jacko stormed out of the 
room, and then he returned to the party.  
 
 
Snape looked for Hermione when he got back to the party, but she had apparently left while he 
was talking to Badboy. He stayed only a short time more, and then he returned to his quarters. 
He had to speak to her soon! 

-oO|Oo- 



 
 
Day thirty-nine in the book: January 5th 
 
When Hermione woke up the next day, she checked her calendar. It was January fifth. Classes 
for the new term would start the next day. As she got dressed for the day, Hermione knew she 
had to speak with Snape today. Half of her sixth year had gone by, and they had not had an 
opportunity to speak. Although the most momentous event wouldn’t occur until the end of the 
year, she knew it was important to keep each other apprised of how things were progressing. 
 
Snape didn’t appear in the Great Hall for breakfast or lunch. She went to the dungeons to seek 
him out, but he wasn’t in his office. She didn’t dare go to his private quarters. There were just 
too many students milling about the corridors to risk it. She knew Barry and Roland would be 
showing up right before dinner. She hoped that after dinner, she would be able to talk to Snape. 
 
Barry, Roland, and Janie were standing outside the portrait of the Chubby Cherub when 
Hermione returned to Lionsden tower after visiting Haggard and Jumpjaw. 
 
“Asceticism,” Hermione said to the portrait and it swung open, allowing them entrance into the 
Lionsden common room. 
 
“What kind of a password is that,” muttered Roland. 
 
“Lilac spent the holidays over-indulging,” Hermione explained. “I think this is her way of 
reminding herself to have more self-control.” 
 
Before Hermione could say anymore, Violet Bronze ran across the common room and threw 
herself into Roland’s arms with a squeal. 
 
“Roly-poly! I missed you!” she said and attached herself like a limpet to Roland lips. 
 
Janie made a gagging noise and moved away. Barry flushed. Hermione snorted and grabbed 
Barry’s arm, dragging him back out the portrait hole. 
 
“Let’s go for a walk,” she said. 
 
“You could…” Barry began. 
 
“No, I couldn’t,” Hermione retorted. She knew that she and Roland would come to terms with 
their relationship at the end of the year. They would share their first romantic kiss during the 
summer break. In subjective time, that was only a few days away. She was in no hurry. 
 
“Here,” Hermione said, thrusting a parchment into his hands.  
 
Barry opened it and read it. “Professor Slumbermore wants to meet with me tomorrow night. 
That’s a good thing; I’ve got a lot to tell him.” 
 
Barry then proceeded to recount to Hermione the conversation he had overheard between Snake 
and Jacko Badboy on the night of Eggnod’s Christmas party. 
 
“But, Barry,” Hermione interjected, “don’t you think that maybe Snake was just offering to help 
Jacko to try to find out what he’s planning?” 
 



“That’s what Mr. Wisely and Romulus Lobo seem to think,” Barry conceded, “but I just don’t 
trust Snake.” 
 
Hermione knew it was a futile effort, but she tried to convince Barry anyway. 
 
“Professor Slumbermore trusts him. He’s a member of the Fellowship. You should stop being so 
paranoid about him.” 
 
“We’ll see who’s right in the end, Harriet,” Barry said stubbornly. 
 
Hermione just sighed. She knew that Barry’s trust would be further tested before he did, indeed, 
find out which of them was right.  
 
 
At dinner that evening, Hermione glanced toward the high table. She was happy to see Snape 
sitting in his usual place. As she caught his eye, he casually rubbed his left eyebrow. She nodded 
slightly to let him know she had gotten the signal and breathed an internal sigh of relief. At last, 
they would meet to discuss what had been happening. 
 
As soon as she finished dinner, Hermione jumped up from her seat. 
 
“I’m going to the library,” she said to Barry. 
 
Roland snickered. “Classes don’t even start till tomorrow.” 
 
“Some of us like to be prepared for our lessons, Roland,” Hermione said. 
 
“Yeah…and some of us have a life besides school work,” Roland retorted, taking Violet’s hand in 
his. 
 
Violet tittered. “We can be prepared for lessons, too, Roland,” she said with a smirk at Harriet. 
“Let’s go up to the Astronomy Tower and check out the constellations.” 
 
“Good idea,” Roland said. He and Violet left the Great Hall. 
 
Hermione kept her head high as she exited the room. She did go to the library, but she only 
stayed a few minutes. When she left, she made her way down to Snape’s dungeon office. 
 
After checking to make sure the corridor leading to Snape’s office was empty, Hermione walked 
quickly until she stood in front of his door. She knocked sharply. 
 
“Enter!” 
 
Hermione had to smile at the familiar bellow. She was loathe to admit it, even to herself, but she 
had missed it over the past few days. 
 
“Good evening, Severus,” Hermione said as she closed the door and cast the privacy spells. “It’s 
good to see you. It seems like months since we’ve spoken.” 
 
“If I recall correctly, we last spoke in mid-June. Much has happened since then,” Snape said. 
 
They spent the next thirty minutes filling each other in on the details of their respective activities 
over the last few days. 



 
“I had hoped this blasted book would allow me to skip over my vow with Vainessa Badboy,” 
Snape said bitterly. “Had Bellatrix not followed Narcissa to my home that fateful night, I’m sure I 
could have reassured her without putting myself in the untenable position of having to make an 
Unbreakable Vow with her.” 
 
“Which put you in the even more untenable position of having to make a similar vow with 
Dumbledore, correct?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Yes. And you know where that vow led me.” 
 
“It will all work out in the end, Severus,” Hermione said, trying to give him some small measure 
of comfort. 
 
“I know, but that doesn’t mean I’m looking forward to what I must do.” 
 
“I wish there was something I could do to make it easier for you,” Hermione said.  
 
“There is nothing anyone can do. Everyone will hate me. Even when the truth comes out, there 
will be those who will not believe that I did what I did only because I had no choice.” 
 
“I believed you, Severus. I tried to convince Harry…” 
 
“Oh, yes,” Snape said with a sneer. “Harry bloody Potter, the boy-who-lived-only-to-make-my-
life-a-living-hell, will never believe anything but the worst about me. No one could convince him 
that I was acting under Dumbledore’s orders, in spite of all the evidence presented to him.” 
 
“I’m sorry, Severus,” Hermione said after a moment. She took a step forward, instinctively 
moving to offer him comfort. Then she realized what she had done and stopped. She flushed and 
stepped back. 
 
“I don’t want your pity, Professor Granger.” 
 
Hermione winced at his use of her title. 
 
“I thought we had moved past such formalities, Severus,” Hermione said. 
 
“Oh…did you think that we had become friends?” Snape spat out, managing to make the word 
sound like the foulest of curses. 
 
“As a matter of fact, yes, I did think that,” Hermione said sharply, her own anger beginning to 
rise. “I thought that perhaps you would welcome my friendship, especially now that we’re stuck 
here.” 
 
“I have lived my entire life without the benefit of your friendship, and I haven’t felt the lack. I 
don’t anticipate that changing, regardless of where I find myself,” Snape sneered. 
 
“Well, in that case, Professor Snape, I shall remove myself from your presence, and leave you to 
your solitude,” Hermione said, moving toward the door. 
 
Hermione released the privacy spells. She quickly checked to make sure the corridor was 
deserted before slipping through the door and heading back to Lionsden Tower. 
 



 
Snape watched her leave and then closed his eyes wearily. He had offended her, but he knew it 
was for the best. What he was starting to feel for Hermione Granger went far beyond friendship.  
 
Right now, she might believe she was feeling some measure of…affection…for him, but he knew 
that once they were back in their own time and place, she would be appalled to find herself in 
any sort of romantic relationship with the likes of him.  
 
No, he told himself, it was far better for him to push her away now, rather than wait for her to 
push him away later. 
 
Snape sighed and prepared for bed. There were difficult times ahead. He didn’t need the 
complication of Hermione Granger to make things even more difficult. 

-oO|Oo- 
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Day forty in the book: March 2nd 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she checked her calendar and discovered it was 
March second. It was a Sunday; there would be no classes today. She thought back to what had 
happened on this day back at Hogwarts. Then she remembered that during her sixth year, on his 
birthday, Ron had been poisoned by some mead given to him by Horace Slughorn. The mead 
had apparently been intended for Professor Dumbledore, but Professor Slughorn had never 
gotten around to giving it to him. Harry had saved Ron’s life by forcing a bezoar down his throat. 



 
Hermione wondered why the book had brought them to the day after the incident had occurred, 
rather than the day itself. She needed to talk to Snape and discover if anything of consequence 
had happened to him on this day back at Hogwarts. 
 
Hermione met Barry in the Lionsden common room and they headed down to the Great Hall for 
breakfast. Roland was still in the hospital wing. 
 
While they were eating, Hermione cast frequent glances toward the high table. She was finally 
able to signal Snape. He nodded slightly and Hermione continued her breakfast, relieved to know 
that she would soon meet with him. 
 
“I’m going to the hospital wing to see Roland,” Barry said as he finished his breakfast. “Are you 
coming?” 
 
“Not now, Barry,” Hermione said. “I wouldn’t want to interrupt Violet’s visit with her ‘Roly-poly.’” 
Hermione had seen Violet hurrying through her breakfast and knew she would be heading up to 
see Roland. 
 
“Harriet, you could…” Barry began. 
 
“No, I couldn’t,” Hermione countered. “I won’t make a fool of myself over him, Barry. He has to 
make the next move.” Hermione knew that Roland’s break-up with Violet was imminent, but she 
was in no hurry to take Violet’s place in Roland’s affections. She would be forced into that role 
soon enough. 
 
“Where are you off to, then? The library?” Barry asked. 
 
“Actually, I need to talk to Professor Snake about my DADA essay. I have an appointment with 
him this morning. In all the excitement yesterday, I forgot to mention it,” Hermione lied easily. 
 
“Don’t know why you’d want to meet with that git on a Sunday,” Barry said with a shudder. 
“Having to face him during classes is bad enough.” 
 
“Not all of us think he’s a git, Barry,” Hermione said.  
 
“Well, I think he’s a git. Especially after what Haggard told us yesterday about the argument 
between him and the headmaster. I’ll never trust him.” 
 
“You’ve made your feelings on the subject abundantly clear,” Hermione said with more rancour 
than she had intended. She didn’t want to rouse any suspicions about her reason for seeking out 
Snape. 
 
“I’ll see you later, Harriet,” Barry said, dropping the subject of Snake’s trustworthiness. 
 
“See you,” Hermione said and headed down to the dungeons. 
 
 
“Enter!” Snape bellowed in answer to Hermione’s knock. 
 
Hermione entered Snape’s office and cast the privacy spells as she closed the door. “Good 
morning, Professor Snape,” she said, reverting to the formality that Snape was insistent upon 
maintaining. She walked towards his desk and then stopped to stand in front of him. 



 
“Professor Granger,” Snape replied. “You wished to speak with me?” 
 
“I wondered if you had any idea why the book has brought us to this day. It seems to me that 
any events of note took place yesterday.” 
 
“To which events are you referring?” Snape asked. 
 
“Roland was poisoned when Professor Eggnod gave him some mead that had apparently been 
meant for Slumbermore. And then Haggard told us about an argument he’d overhead between 
you and the headmaster.” 
 
“Ah, yes. Another futile attempt on my part to get Albus to reconsider the course he was 
determined to follow,” Snape said. 
 
“What exactly did you discuss? If I recall, Hagrid was pretty vague about what he overheard. He 
couldn’t get very close to you without being discovered,” Hermione said. 
 
“Imagine that? One would think that a person of Hagrid’s proportions would be able to skulk 
about quite readily,” Snape said with a smirk. 
 
“Be careful, Professor Snape,” Hermione said. “That sense of humour you purport not to possess 
is starting to manifest itself.” 
 
“I must keep my sarcasm sharp, Professor Granger. One never knows when one will have to 
produce a suitable retort.” 
 
“I’ll keep that in mind. Now…what exactly did Hagrid overhear you and Professor Dumbledore 
speaking about?” 
 
“We had suspected for some time that at least one of the tasks given to Draco Malfoy by the 
Dark Lord was to kill Albus. Had that been the only task assigned to him, things might have 
gone much differently that night,” Snape said with a frown. 
 
“What do you mean?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Had the other Death Eaters, including Fenrir Greyback, Amycus, and Alecto not been able to 
enter the castle, it would have been a simple matter to overpower Draco, and then either hide 
him or use a Memory Charm to convince him he had, indeed, carried out his task. With the other 
Death Eaters literally on my heels, I didn’t have time for either of those actions,” Snape 
explained. 
 
“You didn’t know that Draco was working on a way to allow the Death Eaters into Hogwarts?” 
Hermione asked. 
 
“No. I had tried a number of times to get Draco to confide in me. I believe Potter overheard one 
of our conversations on the night of Slughorn’s Christmas party,” Snape said. 
 
“Yes, Harry told us about that,” Hermione confirmed. 
 
“Draco refused to say what tasks Voldemort had assigned him. Once Miss Bell was incapacitated 
by the cursed necklace, we knew that Albus’s death was one of the tasks, but we never did find 
out what the other one was until it was too late,” Snape said. 



 
“The conversation Hagrid overheard concerned contingency plans should Draco actually get the 
chance to perform his assigned task. Had Albus not been weakened by the potion he was forced 
to drink in order to retrieve the Horcrux, he could have easily disarmed Draco, even without his 
wand. As it was, he used the last of his magical energy to immobilize Potter. He wanted to 
prevent Potter from hurting Draco, thinking he was protecting Albus. And, of course, Potter had 
to witness my actions, as well, without being able to interfere.” 
 
“So you and the headmaster were both protecting Draco,” Hermione said. 
 
“Yes, and Potter, as well,” Snape said. “It was never supposed to get to that point. I had only 
agreed with the headmaster’s plan because I never believed it would be necessary to actually 
carry it out. 
 
“My…standing…with the Dark Lord was in serious jeopardy by that point. No one was confiding in 
me. I was being left out of plans. I wasn’t even being summoned as often as I should have been 
for meetings. I was, for all intents and purposes, useless to the Order by that point. 
 
“Albus was convinced that carrying out the plan would reinstate me into Voldemort’s good 
graces and cement my position within the Dark Lord’s Inner Circle,” Snape said with a bitter 
twist of his mouth. “There would, of course, be the added side benefit of my, once again, being 
in a position to feed information to the Order of the Phoenix.” 
 
“He was right,” Hermione said. 
 
“Yes, he was right, but that doesn’t mean I was happy with the method we were forced to 
employ. It was a desperate scheme; one almost certainly doomed to failure, but I owed Albus 
more than I could ever repay.” Snape said. “I would have given my life for him…I still would. 
The plan, though a desperate one, was the only option we had.” 
 
“Such loyalty is rare and is to be celebrated, Severus,” Hermione said. 
 
“Or questioned, Professor Granger,” Snape said, forcefully reminding her of the formality he was 
insistent upon. “Potter never stopped questioning my loyalty, in spite of the evidence right 
before his eyes.” 
 
Hermione had had enough. 
 
“Have it your way, Professor Snape,” Hermione hissed. “I’m done with defending Harry to you – 
and with defending you to Harry. The next time you two meet up, you can hex each other into 
next Thursday, for all I care. I just can’t deal with your childish, immature, fatuous posturing 
any longer.” 
 
“It is not I being childish…” Snape began. 
 
“Just shut the fuck up!” Hermione shouted. 
 
“What did you say?” Snape growled. 
 
“You heard me, you arrogant, overbearing, insufferable pain in the arse! I’ve had it with you. 
I’ve had it with Harry. I refuse to discuss this issue further.” 
 
Hermione was leaning over Snape’s desk, breathing heavily, red in the face, her hair flying about 



her head in wild tangles.  
 
Snape had the sudden urge to use her own unorthodox method to force her to stop talking. He 
quickly pushed that thought away, but not before a sudden surge of desire made him glad he 
was sitting behind his desk. 
 
“Are you quite finished, Professor Granger?” Snape asked snidely. 
 
Hermione straightened up, tucking a stray tendril of hair behind her ear. She turned on her heel 
and made her way to the door, where she released the privacy spells. 
 
She opened the door and looked out to make sure the corridor was empty. 
 
“Quite!” she said huffily and left the room, slamming the door behind herself as she left. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day forty-one in the book: May 7th 
 
When Snape woke up the next morning, he checked his calendar to find it was May seventh. He 
knew exactly what was going to happen just before dinner that evening and he determined to 
stay as close as he could to Jacko Badboy without being obvious about it. The boy’s life 
depended on it. 
 
Snape was nearby, therefore, and prepared to act quickly when he heard Grumbling Greta 
screaming, “MURDER! THERE’S BEEN A MURDER IN THE BATHROOM!” 
 
Snape already had his wand drawn as he banged into the bathroom. Jacko Badboy was lying on 
the floor in a pool of blood. Barry Plotter was standing over him with a look of abject terror on 
his face. 
 
Snape pushed Plotter aside roughly and knelt beside Badboy. He used his wand to trace the 
deep wounds that Plotter’s hex had inflicted, while muttering the incantation that would begin to 
heal the injuries. After the first pass, the bleeding slowed. After performing the counter curse for 
the third time, Snape was able to help Badboy to his feet. 
 
“You need the Hospital Wing, Jacko. If you begin taking dittany right away, you may escape 
scarring,” Snape said. 
 
He supported Jacko as they made their way towards the door. Before they left, Snape turned 
back to Plotter. “You! You will wait here for me, Plotter.” 
 
 
When Snape returned ten minutes later, he stepped into the bathroom and closed the door 
behind him. Plotter was standing exactly where he’d been standing when Snape left. He was 
staring at the floor of the bathroom where streaks of Jacko Badboy’s blood swirled in crimson 
eddies through the water on the floor. 
 
“Evanesco!” Snape said and flicked his wand at the wet floor. The water…and the 
blood…disappeared. 
 
Grumbling Greta was still hovering, wailing and sobbing. 



 
“Leave us!” Snape said, aiming his wand at her. 
 
With a final, baleful, look at Snape, Greta swooped into the toilet and was gone. 
 
Plotter started babbling before Snape could even begin to question him. 
 
“I didn’t mean for that to happen. I didn’t know what that spell would do.” 
 
“It seems I’ve underestimated you, Plotter. Who would have guessed you were capable of such 
Dark Magic? Where did you learn that spell?” Snape asked. 
 
“I read about it,” Plotter responded. 
 
“Where did you read about it?” Snape demanded. 
 
“In a book I found in…in the library,” Plotter said. “I don’t remember the name of it…” 
 
“Liar!” Snape roared.  
 
Snape slipped into Plotter’s mind, though he hardly needed to. Plotter, of course, could do 
nothing to prevent the intrusion. Regret for those abandoned Occlumency lessons was the first 
thought that Snape encountered. Next, the vision of a textbook floated to the forefront of 
Plotter’s mind. Potions-Making for the Advanced Student. 
 
“Go get your satchel and all your text books. Bring them here. I want to see all of them,” Snape 
commanded. 
 
Plotter returned to the bathroom some twenty minutes later and handed his satchel over to 
Snape. Snape removed the textbooks inside one at a time. The last book in the bag was Potions-
Making for the Advanced Student. 
 
“This is your Potions textbook, Plotter?” Snape asked. 
 
“Yes, sir,” Plotter replied. 
 
“The textbook you purchased at Flawless and Spots?” Snape pressed on. 
 
“Yes, sir.” 
 
“Then why does it have the name ‘Roolin Whizzly’ written inside the cover?”  
 
Plotter paused for a moment. “It’s my nickname,” he said at last. 
 
“Your nickname?” Snape sneered. 
 
“Yeah…that’s what my friends call me…” Plotter began. 
 
“I know what a nickname is,” Snape said as he stared once again into Plotter’s vivid green eyes. 
 
“Do you know what I think, Plotter?” Snape said softly. “I think you are a liar and a cheater. I 
think you deserve detention with me every Saturday until the end of term. What do you think?” 
 



“I don’t agree,” Plotter said. 
 
“Well, unfortunately for you, you don’t have to agree. You just have to show up in my office at 
ten o’clock Saturday morning.” 
 
“But, sir…there’s Quidditch on Saturday…the match…” 
 
“My office…Saturday…ten o’clock,” Snape gave Plotter a thin, tight-lipped smile. “It appears 
Lionsden will finish fourth this year. What a pity.” 
 
Snape turned and left the bathroom. He could feel Plotter’s eyes boring into his back as he 
walked away. 
 
 
“I could say ‘I told you so,’ but I won’t,” Hermione said to Barry in the Lionsden common room 
after hearing Barry relate the events that had taken place in the bathroom. 
 
“You just did, Harriet,” said Roland in an angry tone. 
 
“I told you not to trust that Count person,” Hermione persisted in spite of Roland’s angry glare.  
 
“It wasn’t the Count’s fault,” Barry insisted. “He didn’t say to go and use the spell; he just wrote 
it down.” 
 
“I can’t believe you’re defending…” Hermione interjected. She really wanted to finish this 
conversation off, but she knew that the magic of the book demanded that she at least make 
some effort to repeat the original events. 
 
“I’m not defending what I did!” Barry said with vehemence. “I shouldn’t have used the spell, 
especially since I didn’t know what it did. Not even Badboy deserved that. All I’m saying is that 
it’s not the Count’s fault I did it.” 
 
“You’re going to try and get the book back aren’t you?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Yes, I am. Without that book, I wouldn’t have won the Felix Felicis; I wouldn’t have been able 
to save Roland when he was poisoned; I wouldn’t…” 
 
“Have an undeserved reputation for brilliance in Potions,” Hermione said dryly. 
 
“Oh, give it a rest, Harriet,” Janie Wisely interrupted. “From the sound of it, Badboy was about 
to use an Unforgivable on Barry. You should be glad that Barry could defend himself.” 
 
“Well, of course, I’m glad that Barry wasn’t cursed, Janie,” Hermione said. “But that 
Sectumsempra spell is obviously not a good spell. And considering what Barry’s detention has 
done to your chances in the match on Saturday…” 
 
“Don’t start acting like you understand Quidditch, Harriet,” Janie snapped. “You’ll just embarrass 
yourself.” 
 
Hermione had no answer for that now, just as she’d had no answer for Ginny Weasley back at 
Hogwarts, because it was true. She had very little understanding of Quidditch and even less 
desire to try to understand. 
 



Hermione settled for crossing her arms across her chest and exchanging glares with Janie until it 
was time to go to bed. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day forty-two in the book: June 5th 
 
Snape had known when he awoke that morning that today was the day. Today was the day he 
would cast the Killing Curse on Elvis Slumbermore. He had known he would not be able to avoid 
it. That didn’t mean he was looking forward to it.  
 
Snape waited in his quarters after dinner. He was waiting for Professor Phlatulent to show up 
and tell him there were Doom Diners in the castle. 
 
When Phlatulent burst through his door, he listened as the tiny professor squeaked out that 
there was trouble upstairs. Then Snape Stupefied him and left his quarters to fulfil the onerous 
task the book had forced upon him. He knew it would be no easier this time than it had been the 
last. 
 
When he encountered Hermione and Loopy Loveless outside his door, he told them that 
Professor Phlatulent had collapsed and that they should stay with him until help arrived. At least 
Hermione would be away from the worst of the battle. 
 
Hermione made a move toward him, as though to follow him, or at least speak to him. Snape 
gave an almost imperceptible shake of his head, casting a look towards Loopy Loveless. 
Hermione bit her bottom lip and nodded. 
 
“Be careful,” she said softly. “Sir,” she added, in case Loopy had overheard. 
 
Snape just nodded and hurried off. 
 
Snape made his way to the top of the Astronomy Tower where Jacko Badboy and the four Doom 
Diners were pointing wands at Elvis Slumbermore. 
 
Slumbermore was half-sitting half-leaning against the wall, already weakened and disarmed. 
 
He knew Plotter was watching from under his invisibility cloak.  
 
“Seximus,” said Slumbermore. His voice was thin and reedy. 
 
Snape hesitated, as he’d hesitated the last time he’d been in this position. 
 
“Please, Seximus,” Slumbermore said, looking into Snape’s eyes. 
 
Snape steeled himself to do what he knew he had to do. He raised his wand and pointed it at the 
man leaning weakly against the wall. “Avada Kedavra,” he said and watched as, a moment later, 
Slumbermore was thrown up and over the battlement of the Astronomy Tower. 
 
He turned from the sight and grabbed Jacko Badboy by the scruff of his neck. 
 
“Let’s go…quickly!” Snape said and herded everyone back down the stairs. 
 



Snape’s flight with Jacko Badboy to the Apparition site outside the gates of Pigmoles went much 
as his flight from Hogwarts had gone years before. 
 
As he easily parried every curse that Plotter attempted against him, he and Plotter exchanged 
insults. 
 
“Blocked! And blocked again, until you learn to keep your mouth shut and your mind closed!” 
Snape said as he fended off Plotter’s attempted hexes. 
 
When he saw Plotter fall to the ground and start writhing in agony, he bellowed at the Doom 
Diner in front of him, “No! Our orders are to leave Plotter for the Dark Lord. Go! Go!” 
 
Snape saw the spell released and continued toward the Apparition point, dragging Jacko Badboy 
along. He was sure that Plotter would be no more appreciative than Potter had been to the fact 
that Snape had just saved his life. 
 
In his mind, Snape heard the beginning of yet another curse from Plotter. 
 
“Sectum…” 
 
Snape cast a non-verbal Disarming Charm and Plotter’s wand flew out of his hand. 
 
“You dare try to use my own spells against me? I invented them. I am the Half-breed Count!” 
 
“Kill me, then. Kill me like you killed Slumbermore, you coward!” Plotter shouted. 
 
“Don’t call me a coward!” Snape shouted. He cast a Binding Spell on Plotter, and grabbing Jacko 
again, he Disapparated. 
 
 
Madam Pamphrey had insisted everyone go to the Hospital Wing to be checked out. It was quiet 
there, except for the clear, sweet notes of Blaise, Professor Slumbermore’s phoenix, as he sang, 
apparently in mourning for his lost master. 
 
 
It was hours later before Hermione had the chance to talk to Barry and Roland. 
 
“I found out something while I was in the library earlier,” Hermione said. 
 
“About the Horcruxes?” Barry asked. 
 
“No…about the Half-Breed Count,” Hermione said. 
 
“Snake told me he was the Half-Breed Count,” Barry said. “He told me while he was running 
away.” 
 
“He was, Barry. I was looking through old copies of The Daily Mystic and I found an 
announcement saying that Camryn Count had married a man named Quintus Snake. Then, later, 
there’s another announcement saying that she’d given birth to…” 
 
“A killer,” Barry said coldly. 
 
“According to The Daily Mystic, Snake’s father was a Muggle, so Snake was a half-blood, or as 



he preferred to call himself, a half-breed. He seemed quite proud of being a ‘half-Count,’” 
Hermione said. 
 
“That fits in,” Barry said thoughtfully. “He emphasised his pure-blood side so he could get in with 
Ludicrous Badboy and his gang. He and Moldyport have something in common – Muggle father, 
pure-blood mother. Snake was ashamed of his Muggle side and turned to the Dark Arts to make 
himself feared. How could Slumbermore have missed it?” 
 
“I still don’t understand why he didn’t turn you in for using his old Potions book,” Roland said. 
“He must have known…” 
 
“He knew,” Barry interrupted. “He knew when I used Sectumsempra on Badboy.” 
 
“Why didn’t he say anything?” Roland asked again. 
 
“Maybe he wanted to distance himself from the book,” Hermione said. “He didn’t want 
Slumbermore to know the book was still around. But Slumbermore must have known Snake’s 
mother was called ‘Count.’” 
 
“I should have brought the book to Slumbermore,” Barry said. “He was showing me all this stuff, 
showing me how evil Moldyport was, and I had proof that Snake was just as evil.” 
 
“’Evil’ is a pretty strong word, Barry,” Hermione said softly. 
 
“You were the one who kept telling me the book was dangerous,” Barry reminded her. 
 
“All I’m saying is that you’re trying to put too much blame on yourself,” Hermione said, subtly 
trying to keep Barry from putting himself into a situation he would have no way to get out of. “I 
thought the Count had a poor sense of humour, but I would never have suspected he was a 
killer.” 
 
“None of us could have known Snake would…” Roland began. 
 
“Professor Slumbermore trusted him,” Hermione said. 
 
“Yeah…and look where it got him,” Barry said with a bitter twist of his lips. 
 
After that, there was nothing left to say. Hermione went to bed wondering if the book would 
force her to sit through Slumbermore’s funeral.  

 
 
 
A/N: Up next: Chapter 7: Barry Plotter and the Search for the Sundered Soul. This is my version 
of Book 7. In my universe, this is what happened. JKR, of course, has her own plans for Harry 
and company. She hasn't shared those plans with me, more's the pity. 
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A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. For the purposes of this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so 



alive he is – at least here! I’ve come up with my own explanation about how that happens. The 
events of the books are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events 
that, in the books, may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into 
one day, or completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that 
JKR is telling. Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the 
product of my own imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the 
WIKTT forum by ladyofthemasque.  
 
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile! 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine.  

 
 
 
Additional A/N for this and subsequent chapters: Because there is no Canon work to parody for 
this and subsequent chapters, the narrative will proceed as though events are taking place in the 
present time. There will be references to both the "past" at Pigmoles and the past at Hogwarts 
when needed. This chapter is more serious than others have been. This chapter is also much 
longer, so I will be posting it in three parts instead of two. I hope you will enjoy my version of 
Book 7.  

 
 
 
Chapter Seven: Barry Plotter and the Search for the Sundered Soul 
 
Day forty-three in the book: June 6th 
 
It was nearly three in the morning when Snape, along with Jacko Badboy, materialised near the 
old carriage house of the Badboy Estate. Snape had Apparated the two of them to several 
different locations, hoping to throw off anybody who might be following them, be they Aurors or 
Doom Diners. 
 
Now, Snape was exhausted. Apparition used a lot of magical energy, and having to bring Jacko 
along sapped his strength even more.  
 
Jacko had asked him several times where they were going, protesting that he could Apparate 
himself if Snake would just give him the destination. Snape had ignored him and simply grabbed 
his arm each time he moved them to a new location. 
 
“Is the tunnel that runs from the carriage house to the dungeons warded, Jacko?” Snape asked 
as he peered through the window to make sure the old carriage house was empty. 
 
“How do you know about that tunnel?” Jacko asked. 
 
“I’ve known your father for more than thirty years. There aren’t too many things I don’t know 
about him and this place. Now…is the tunnel warded? Quickly, boy, answer me!” 
 
“No. I thought father and I were the only ones who knew of it. After he was sent to Kazaban, I 
saw no need to keep the tunnel warded,” Jacko said. 



 
“Alohomora,” Snape muttered and the door to the carriage house swung open. Snape stepped 
into the building, pulling Jacko in after him. He closed the door behind them. 
 
“Lumos,” he said and the tip of his wand threw off a feeble light. Snape made his way to the 
back of the carriage house and into the last stall on the left. He kicked away a couple of large 
bales of hay to reveal a trap door. He pulled the trap door up and peered down into the darkness 
of a small tunnel. 
 
“When was the last time this tunnel was used?” Snape asked Jacko. 
 
“I’m not sure. I haven’t used it since last summer,” Jacko replied. 
 
“Let’s go,” Snape said and pushed Jacko toward the opening. 
 
“Why can’t we just use the front door? I live here. I don’t have to sneak around,” Jacko whined. 
“That tunnel is probably filthy.” 
 
“Dirty robes are the last thing you’ll need to worry about when you’re at Kazaban, you stupid 
boy!” Snape said. 
 
“I didn’t do it…you killed him!” 
 
“But you were supposed to, weren’t you?” Snape said with a sneer. “Do you think the Dark Lord 
will merely overlook your failure? Because I had to act, your master has lost his best spy. And 
do you think the Aurors will overlook the fact that you let Doom Diners into Pigmoles? You are 
persona non grata with both sides now, Jacko. I’m sure both the Doom Diners and the Aurors 
have been here looking for you, and have the house under observation. Using the tunnel will 
allow us to enter without being detected.”  
 
Snape paused a moment before he spoke again. “Now, get into the fucking tunnel!”  
 
Ten minutes later, he was peering cautiously through the narrow opening of another trap door. 
This one opened out into the lowest level of the sub-basement of the Badboy Estate. Although 
the area could hardly be compared to the dungeon area of a castle such as Hogwarts or 
Pigmoles, it had amused Lucius/Ludicrous to refer to this area as his dungeons. Right now, 
Snape didn’t care what it was called, only that it was empty. 
 
After they emerged from the tunnel, Snape and Jacko climbed up a rickety staircase to another 
trap door. This one opened into the basement proper and that area, too, was empty. He knew 
that this last set of stairs, this one in much better condition, led to a door that opened out into 
the kitchen of the estate. Snape warned Jacko to stay in the basement and then he climbed the 
stairs and entered the kitchen. It was now nearly three-thirty in the morning and the kitchen 
was empty. He knew they only had about an hour before the house-elves would start stirring. 
 
Snape moved quietly out of the kitchen, then into the dining room, and finally into the sitting 
room beyond. He saw Vainessa Badboy sitting on a small velvet sofa, staring into the fire.  
 
This was the most dangerous part of his mission. If there were Aurors or Doom Diners hiding in 
the house, he would be captured. He thought briefly of just telling Jacko what needed to be 
done, leaving him, and fleeing the way he had come. But he had promised the headmaster he 
would see to the safety of these two, so he was obliged to follow through. 
 



“Vainessa,” he hissed softly and stepped into the room. 
 
“Seximus!” Vainessa jumped up from the sofa and rushed toward him. 
 
“Jacko? Where is my son?” Vainessa asked, grasping the front of Snape’s robes. 
 
“He is safe for the moment. Are there Aurors or any of our mutual friends about?” Snape 
demanded to know, reaching up to loosen Vainessa’s clutching hands.  
 
“Beatrix was here earlier,” Vainessa confirmed. “She actually searched the house, her own 
sister’s house! She said the Dark Lord wanted to talk to Jacko.” Her voice caught on the word – 
she knew how Moldyport talked to those who had displeased him. 
 
“And the Aurors?” Snape asked, bringing Vainessa’s attention back to the matter at hand. 
 
“That revolting werewolf and my dear niece with the pink hair were here, as well,” Vainessa 
confirmed. “They just asked if Jacko was here. I told them that Jacko was at school. They told 
me to let them know if I heard from him. As if I would turn my only son over to them! So they 
could put him in Kazaban, as they did with my husband? Never! I told them as much, and then 
they left.” 
 
Snape knew they may have left the house, but he doubted they had left the immediate area of 
the estate. He was sure it was under surveillance. 
 
“Is there anyone else in the house, Vainessa?” Snape asked. 
 
“Just the house-elves,” she confirmed. 
 
Snape went back through into the kitchen, opened the door leading to the stairs, and called out 
softly, “Jacko, you can come up now.” 
 
Jacko came up the stairs and followed Snape through the kitchen and dining room and entered 
the sitting room. He rushed to his mother. 
 
“Jacko! Oh, Jacko! Are you all right? Oh, my poor baby!” Vainessa crooned. 
 
“I’m fine, Mother,” Jacko tried to reassure her. 
 
“As touching as this reunion is,” Snape interrupted with a sneer, “you two need to get out of 
here before the Aurors, or anyone else, come back.” 
 
“Get out? And where will we go?” Jacko demanded. 
 
Snape reached into a pocket of his robe and pulled out a broken piece of chalk. He placed it on a 
low table in front of the sofa. 
 
“That is a Portkey. It will take the two of you someplace safe,” Snape told them. 
 
“Where?” Vainessa wanted to know. 
 
“I don’t know,” Snape admitted. “It was set up by Elvis Slumbermore months ago. He and I both 
agreed it would be better if I didn’t know. If I don’t know, the information cannot be extracted 
from me by any means.” 



 
“Slumbermore?” Vainessa said with derision. “Why would Slumbermore try to save my life? Or 
the life of the person ordered to kill him?” 
 
“Because he believed that Jacko could be saved, you foolish twit!” Snape said with impatience. 
“He thought that you and Ludicrous had not, perhaps, managed to corrupt him as completely as 
you yourselves are corrupted.” 
 
“How dare you…” Vainessa said with a haughty sneer. 
 
“I DARE!” Snape bellowed. “I DARE because you forced me into an Unbreakable Vow to protect 
your son. And to do that, I needed Slumbermore’s help. Were it up to me, I would leave you to 
your own devices. I don’t think you can be redeemed, and I don’t think Jacko can be, either. He 
is too much his father’s son…and yours! 
 
“So if you don’t want Slumbermore’s help, or mine, release me from my vow and I will be on my 
way,” Snape said. “You can plead your son’s case before the Wizengamot. Or, you can plead for 
mercy at the feet of the Dark Lord. Perhaps your sister, Beatrix, can speak on his behalf…oh, 
wait…she has already been here, hasn’t she? Looking to turn him over to her master. I doubt 
you’ll get much help from that quarter.” Snape’s voice dripped sarcasm. 
 
Vainessa Badboy looked from the Portkey to the face of Seximus Snake. She was wringing her 
hands and tears sparkled on her lower lashes. 
 
“Make a decision, Vainessa,” Snape prompted her. “I need to get myself away from here.” 
 
“We really have no choice, Mother,” Jacko spoke for the first time. His voice quavered with 
emotion. “I…I…don’t want to go to Kazaban. Nor do I wish to face Moldyport to be punished for 
my failure to do his bidding.” 
 
Finally, sadly, Vainessa Badboy nodded. She reached out and clasped her son’s hand in hers. 
 
“I will activate the Portkey,” Snape said as he drew his wand. 
 
“I can do it,” Vainessa said, drawing her own wand. 
 
“You must leave your wands behind,” Snape said. “You must take nothing that would leave a 
trail of magical energy that could be traced.” 
 
“We will have to live without magic?” Vainessa said, aghast. 
 
“I don’t know, Vainessa, truly I don’t,” Snape said in a much softer tone. “But at least you will 
live.” 
 
Vainessa nodded again and handed her wand to Snape. Jacko handed his over as well. 
 
“I will put them away someplace safe. If…when…you are able to return, they will be waiting for 
you.” 
 
“Thank you, sir,” Jacko said looking into Snape’s eyes. “I know you’ve put yourself in danger for 
us. I won’t forget.” 
 
“Perhaps the headmaster was right about you after all, Jacko,” Snape said. He paused for a 



moment before speaking again. “Take care of your mother.” 
 
“I will.” 
 
Snape touched his wand to the piece of broken chalk and muttered, “Portus.”  
 
The chalk glowed blue and quivered for a few seconds. 
 
Still holding hands, Jacko and Vainessa each touched a finger to the piece of chalk. 
 
And then Snape was alone. 
 
 
Snape made his way back through the tunnel to the carriage house. Once he was away from the 
house, he reached into a deep inner pocket of his robe and pulled out a small object wrapped in 
waxed paper. He opened the waxed paper and popped the sherbet lemon into his mouth. He 
grimaced at the taste and silently cursed Albus/Elvis for using a sherbet lemon as a Portkey. He 
detested sherbet lemons, but he couldn’t leave anything behind when he left. He crunched down 
on the candy, hoping to get rid of it faster. 
 
The least the old fool could have done was use a Jelly Slug, thought Snape. I like Jelly Slugs. 
 
Snape used his wand to activate the Portkey the headmaster had created out of the sweets 
wrapper. Then he touched a finger to the waxed paper and was gone. 
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Day forty-four in the book: July 31st 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she was in her room at Grim Old Place. She glanced 
over at the other bed, but Janie wasn’t there. She got up and quickly completed her morning 
routine before making her way down to the kitchen. 
 
When she got to the kitchen, she found Romulus Lobo standing at the counter, using his wand to 
try to coax a kettle of water to come to a boil. 
 
“Good morning, Professor Lobo,” Hermione said.  
 
“Now, didn’t we agree just yesterday that you were to call me ‘Romulus’?” he said with a smile. 
 
“Sorry,” Hermione muttered. “Old habits, etcetera, etcetera.” 
 
“I understand. It took me ages to get used to calling my former teachers by their first names. I 
still have problems with Matilda; not only was she my teacher, she was also my Head of House.” 
 
Hermione smiled as she remembered how long it had taken her to be able to call her colleagues 
by their first names. They had all been encouraging and accepting, however. All except Severus, 
of course. He had balked at using her first name; still did, as a matter of fact. And, had it been 
up to him, she would never have been given leave to use his first name. In typical Gryffindor 
fashion, she had not waited for him to give her leave; she had simply begun calling him Severus 
and watched as the vein in his forehead throbbed every time she did. 
 



“What have you gotten Barry for his birthday?” Romulus asked, drawing Hermione’s attention 
back to the conversation. He was still struggling with the kettle. Hermione took pity on him and 
used her wand to set the water to boiling. 
 
“Thanks. I never have gotten the hang of all those housekeeping spells. Even Isadora is better 
at them than I, so that tells you how truly pathetic I am.” 
 
Hermione laughed along with him.  
 
“Polly will be bringing the cake over when she comes. I’ll hide it in my room till after dinner. 
What did you say you got Barry?” he asked as he filled the teapot with boiling water. 
 
“I got him a broom maintenance kit. It’s the same thing I get him every year. It’s sort of a 
tradition between us now,” Hermione said with a smile.  
 
“At least it’s something useful,” Romulus said. “Fancy some eggs?” 
 
“That would be lovely,” Hermione answered. 
 
“Good…you can cook them, then,” he said. 
 
“Are you sure you weren’t sorted into Viperspit?” Hermione asked as she pulled out a pan and 
started preparing breakfast. 
 
 
Barry and Roland arrived right after lunch. The three of them spent the afternoon catching up on 
things and talking about where they would begin their search for the remaining Horcruxes.  
 
“We should have started the search weeks ago,” Barry complained. 
 
Hermione remembered the similar conversation she’d had with Harry, so she brought forth the 
same argument now that she had then. 
 
“You know Professor Slumbermore wanted you to stay with the Purseleys until you came of age. 
Also, now you’ve got your Apparition Licence. You know how useful that will be during the 
search,” Hermione said reasonably. 
 
“I know, I know,” Barry said, “but I can’t help but feel that I’ve wasted six weeks.” 
 
“They weren’t wasted!” Hermione insisted. “We all practiced our non-verbal spell work, you got 
your Apparition Licence, Roland learned how to do the Disillusionment Charm, and I practiced 
my broomstick flying.” 
 
Back in her own time, this last had been at Harry’s insistence. He had impressed upon her how 
important it would be for the three of them to be able to use broomsticks in their search for the 
Horcruxes. Roland had added his support for the plan, so Hermione had spent the four weeks 
immediately after the end of term practicing her flying. She knew she would never be as good as 
Harry or Ron, but at least she had improved to the point where she probably wouldn’t fall off her 
broom at a critical moment.  
 
Hermione had also learned how to create Portkeys. While she disliked travelling by Portkey, 
there was no denying it was a useful way to get from one place to another quickly…or to escape 
a sticky situation.  



 
“I know you’re right, Harriet,” Barry said, “but I can’t help but feel that we’re missing something 
important. We should be looking for Snake, at least. The bastard.” 
 
“Once we find the Horcruxes, and you take out Moldyport, the Snake situation will resolve itself,” 
Hermione said with confidence. 
 
 
Polly Wisely arrived with Janie just before dinnertime. She pressed Hermione and Janie into 
helping her prepare Barry’s birthday dinner. A large number of Fellowship members were 
expected to show up to help Barry celebrate his coming of age, including Haggard, Isadora 
Bonks, Romulus Lobo, Matilda MacGyver, and Dred and Forge. Mr. Wisely was going to come to 
Grim Old Place right from his job at the Ministry. 
 
After dinner, Matilda MacGyver, acting as head of the Fellowship of the Falcon, officially 
welcomed Barry into the group, overseeing the oath he took. She then surprised everyone 
present, except for Hermione who knew what was coming, by requesting that everyone except 
Barry, Roland, Hermione, and Romulus leave the house for the evening. They may have been 
surprised, but they were Fellowship members and they obeyed the order given by their leader 
without question. There were mumbled good-byes and birthday wishes, and a few affectionate 
hugs, but within five minutes, only the five of them remained seated around the table, the last 
remnants of birthday cake on small plates in front of them. 
 
“We’ll have to clean this up ourselves,” Professor MacGyver said as she picked up a dirty plate. 
“I’ve dismissed the house-elves for the evening as well.” 
 
“I’ll do it,” Hermione volunteered and carried the dirty dishes to the sink. She set them to 
washing themselves, and then filled a kettle with water and got it boiling. She knew tea would 
shortly be in order. 
 
“What’s going on, Professor MacGyver?” Barry asked. 
 
“Patience, Mr. Plotter,” Professor MacGyver said soothingly. “All will be made clear in just a 
few…” She was interrupted by the sound of the Floo activating in the next room. 
 
“I do believe your explanation has arrived,” she said with a slight smile. 
 
“I hope you’ve saved me a piece of cake, Matilda,” said a voice from the doorway leading into 
the living room. “You know I have a fondness for sweets.” 
 
Even though she had known it was coming, it was still a shock for Hermione to hear that voice 
once again. 
 
She watched as Barry turned and stared at the man standing in the doorway. His mouth had 
dropped open, and his face had paled. 
 
“Happy Birthday, Barry,” said Elvis Slumbermore. 
 
“Professor Slumbermore…but…you’re dead!” Barry exclaimed. 
 
“I assure you, my boy, I am quite alive,” Slumbermore said with a smile. 
 
 



Snape was standing behind and to the left of Elvis Slumbermore. He could see into the kitchen, 
but was still hidden from the view of those inside. He listened as Plotter expressed shock and joy 
as he realised that his mentor was not dead after all. 
 
“I saw you go over the battlement,” Barry said. 
 
“It is a little known fact that all the towers of Pigmoles are enchanted to prevent anyone from 
being injured should they fall, jump, or be thrown from the towers. That fact is not even 
mentioned in A History of Pigmoles,” he said with a smile at Hermione, who had taken a seat 
next to Roland. “When I went over the battlement, I was lowered gently to the ground with nary 
a bruise.” 
 
“I saw Snake cast the Killing Curse! I heard him!” Barry said with a rise to his voice. 
 
Snape stepped into the room to stand next to Slumbermore. 
 
“You saw me cast a spell, Plotter,” Snape said as he stepped forward into Barry’s line of sight, 
“but what I said was not the incantation for the spell I actually cast.” 
 
“You!” Barry screamed as he stumbled to his feet and reached for his wand. “Petrifi…” 
 
Snape held up his hand and Barry’s wand flew into it.  
 
“Tsk…tsk...you still don’t understand, do you? Non-verbal spells, Plotter,” Snape said with a 
smirk. “I thought after my lesson to you that night you would have practiced more. 
Disappointing, but not unexpected.” 
 
Barry lunged forward, as though to physically attack Snake, but Romulus Lobo grabbed his arm 
and held him back. 
 
“That’s enough!” Matilda MacGyver said sharply. 
 
“Sit down, Mr. Plotter.” She gave Barry a pointed look and he took his seat, shaking off Lobo’s 
hand. 
 
“And you, Seximus,” MacGyver said casting a baleful eye towards Snape, “stop baiting the boy. 
Sit down so we can proceed with this meeting.” 
 
“As you wish, Matilda,” Snape said and took a chair across from Barry. 
 
“Give me back my wand,” Barry demanded. 
 
“Not until I know you’ll listen to what has to be said and that you won’t try to kill me,” Snape 
countered. 
 
Barry didn’t say anything, but his wand, which Snape had been holding loosely in his left hand, 
flew out of Snape’s grasp and into Barry’s outstretched hand.  
 
“Lesson learned, Snake,” Barry said with a sneer. 
 
“Professor Snake, Mr. Plotter,” Professor MacGyver said. 
 
“Not at all, Matilda,” Snape said. “Plotter is of age now, and I am no longer his teacher. He may 



certainly address me by my cognomen, if he chooses.” 
 
The two continued to glare at each other, and Professor MacGyver apparently gave up as a lost 
cause any attempt to get them to be civil. 
 
“Can we get on with our meeting now?” she asked with asperity. 
 
“Sorry, Professor,” Barry said. 
 
Snape merely nodded. 
 
“Now, Barry,” Slumbermore said, “I’m sure you have a lot of questions. He turned to include 
Hermione and Roland in his glance. “I’m sure you all have a lot of questions.” 
 
“I saw you lying on the ground at the bottom of the tower. You…you were dead. You weren’t 
breathing. How…” Barry said. 
 
“The spell that Seximus cast upon me was not the Killing Curse, but a powerful, little-known 
spell that causes the victim to fall into a very deep sleep. Its effects are similar to the Draught of 
Living Death.” 
 
“Seconds after I cast the first spell,” Snape picked up the narrative, “I cast a second spell which 
caused Elvis to be thrown up and over the battlement. It was absolutely necessary that he be at 
the bottom of the tower so that Haggard could retrieve his ‘body’ before anyone could get a 
good look at it.” 
 
“But I saw his body,” Barry protested. 
 
“Allow me to re-phrase that. Before anyone who knew what to look for, could get a good look at 
it,” Snape said with a sardonic twist to his lips. 
 
“But Haggard carried it away,” Roland protested. 
 
“Please, Wisely,” Snape said. “Haggard can barely channel enough magic to light a fire under a 
cauldron. He would hardly be able to recognise someone under the influence of the Quiesco 
Excessum Spell.” 
 
“Haggard knows you’re alive?” Barry asked. 
 
“I love Haggard like a son,” Slumbermore said, “but I recognise his…shortcomings. I’m afraid 
that Haggard will have to be kept unaware of my true status for the time being.” 
 
It was Matilda MacGyver’s turn to pick up the story. “Once Haggard had moved Elvis’s ‘body’ to 
a safe location, I cast the counter charm to bring him out of his deep sleep. I then transfigured a 
large log into a facsimile of his body. We wrapped the ‘body’ in a burial shroud, though purple 
velvet with gold stars hardly seems a proper shroud,” she said as she cast an affectionate look 
at Slumbermore. Slumbermore just smiled back at MacGyver fondly. 
 
“So the white tomb has just a log in it?” Roland asked. 
 
“Were anyone to open the tomb, which is heavily warded to prevent such an occurrence, I might 
add, they would find the ‘body’ of Elvis Slumbermore,” MacGyver said. “Only I can cast the 
counter charm to return the log to its original state. Not even the most sophisticated Revealing 



Spell would show that the ‘body’ is anything other than what it is appears to be,” she added with 
a touch of pride in her voice. 
 
“But your portrait is hanging in your office,” Barry said. He seemed determined to disprove the 
evidence sitting right in front of him. 
 
“Have you ever read, or heard, that one has to be dead in order to have one’s portrait hung in 
the Headmaster’s office, or anywhere else for that matter?” Slumbermore asked kindly. 
 
“There’s nothing in A History of Pigmoles that says that,” Hermione said with certainty. 
 
“And the portrait frame has proven to be quite a useful place to ‘hide in plain sight’, as it were,” 
Slumbermore added with a twinkle in his eye. 
 
“You’ve been living in your portrait frame?” Roland asked. 
 
“In my frame, and in several others,” Slumbermore said. “Staying in the portrait frame made it 
easy for me to listen in on meetings, and to offer advice to Matilda when she needed it. I was 
also able to move between some strategically placed Chocolate Frog Cards as well.” 
 
“Why didn’t you tell me right away you weren’t dead?” Barry demanded. 
 
Snape rolled his eyes. “Are you really as dense as you appear, Plotter?” he growled. 
 
“Now, Seximus,” Slumbermore said, “it’s a legitimate question.” 
 
Barry shot a glare towards Snape, and Hermione rolled her eyes. Snape caught her look and had 
to stifle a chuckle.  
 
“Really, Barry,” Hermione said in her best bossy, know-it-all voice. “Today is your birthday. 
Today you’re an adult in the Wizarding world. You became a member of the Fellowship of the 
Falcon. You’re bound, legally and magically, to keep the secrets of the Fellowship.” 
 
“You’ve been of age since September,” Barry said. “Does that mean you knew…” 
 
“Of course not!” Hermione said. 
 
“I didn’t know,” Roland hastened to assure Barry. 
 
“Until yesterday, when I told Romulus, only Matilda and Seximus knew I was still alive,” 
Slumbermore broke in. “I wanted to tell the three of you together, thus I had to wait until you 
were of age, Barry.” 
 
“You didn’t trust me not to go blabbing it about?” Barry said a bit petulantly. 
 
“The very bonds, legal and magical, that Miss Stranger just mentioned to you, also constrained 
me from revealing the truth to anyone who was not a member of the Fellowship,” Slumbermore 
explained. 
 
“In the past,” Slumbermore continued, “I have entrusted you with knowledge that, while not 
strictly secret, was certainly sensitive. I gave you leave to share most of that knowledge with 
Mr. Wisely and Miss Stranger. When I requested that you not share such knowledge, you kept 
your own counsel. I trust you, Barry.” 



 
“Thank you, sir,” Barry responded. 
 
“On the other hand,” Slumbermore added, “I have asked you to trust me…and in that you have 
repeatedly failed.” 
 
“I’ve always trusted you!” Barry exclaimed. 
 
“In most things, yes,” Slumbermore agreed. “But in the most important, you have disappointed 
me again and again.” 
 
Barry looked defiant. Romulus fidgeted. Matilda kept her eyes on the table in front of her. 
Roland looked puzzled. Snape just stared at Barry. Hermione felt colour rise in her cheeks. 
Slumbermore held Barry’s gaze for several moments until Barry dropped his head. 
 
“I didn’t trust Snake,” Barry said at last. 
 
“I told you repeatedly that I trusted Seximus Snake. I told you I trusted him with my life. I 
asked you to trust him as well.” 
 
“But he treated me like shite!” Barry protested. 
 
Snape snorted and opened his mouth as though to speak. Slumbermore held up his hand and 
Snape closed his mouth. 
 
“Part of Professor Snake’s treatment of you and your friends was necessary in order to allow him 
to remain infiltrated within Tommy’s Inner Circle. And part of it was Seximus’s own misguided 
attempt to extract revenge from you, for acts committed by your father.” 
 
“Really, Elvis!” Snape exclaimed. “I assure you my motives were not so petty.” 
 
“Weren’t they, Seximus?” Slumbermore said as he turned a jaundiced eye upon Snape.  
 
Snape didn’t say anything else, but he could feel himself flushing. 
 
Slumbermore let his eyes travel from one to the other before he started speaking again. There 
was no trace of a twinkle as he spoke. “This discord between you ends now. We must all work 
together to bring about the end of Tommy Laird Oldpro*. You two, especially, must work 
together to find and destroy the remaining Horcruxes.” 
 
“I don’t need him to find the Horcruxes,” Barry said. 
 
“Perhaps not. You need him to destroy them, however,” Slumbermore said smoothly, “else you 
end up like me.” He held up his withered and blackened right hand. “Seximus has developed a 
potion that should be able to destroy the portions of Tommy’s soul that reside in each Horcrux 
without damaging the Horcrux and without inflicting injury upon anyone in the immediate 
vicinity.” 
 
“Why can’t Harriet brew the potion?” Barry asked. “She’s good at Potions.” 
 
“If Miss Stranger agrees, she will, indeed, be working closely with Professor Snake to brew the 
potion, but it will take their combined efforts to use the potion successfully.” 
 



“Anything, Professor Slumbermore,” Hermione said. 
 
“Since you will be working with Seximus on the potion, you will not be with Barry and Roland as 
they search for the Horcruxes,” he said. 
 
“But, sir!” Hermione protested. She had protested in her own time and place, though in the end 
it had been agreed that her work with Snape was more important. 
 
“You are needed here, Miss Stranger. Only you have the Potions skill to assist with the brewing 
of the Phasmatis Eradico Potion. Romulus has agreed to work with Barry and Roland in the 
actual search for the Horcruxes. Miss Bonks will also assist as her Auror duties allow.” 
 
“Yes, sir,” Hermione agreed reluctantly. 
 
“It’s a very complex potion,” Snape said. “I have done all the theoretical work and I’m sure it 
will do what it is supposed to do, but I haven’t actually brewed it. As Elvis said, it takes the 
combined efforts of two very powerful and talented brewers to complete the potion and to 
channel the magical power necessary to activate it.” 
 
“I would be honoured to work with you on such an important part of the war effort, Professor 
Snake,” Hermione said. 
 
“I am no longer your teacher, Miss Stranger. You may address me as Master Snake. I am still a 
Potions Master, even if I’m not Pigmoles’ Potions Master.” There was a wicked gleam in his eye 
that only Hermione could see. 
 
“Perhaps I’ll just call you Seximus,” Hermione said with a wicked gleam of her own. 
 
“Mr. Snake will do as well,” Snape said after a moment. Bloody insolent Gryffindor, he thought. 
 
“That works for me, Mr. Snake,” Hermione agreed. Ruddy arrogant Slytherin, she mused. 
 
“Very good…very good,” Slumbermore said, drawing everyone’s attention back to him. “Now, I 
realise that the three of you hadn’t planned to return to school in September…” 
 
“We’re going to find the Horcruxes,” Barry said. “That’s more important than school.” 
 
“I understand your reasons for thinking so, Barry,” Slumbermore said, “but I think it is 
important that you return to school.” 
 
Both Barry and Roland started to protest. Again, Slumbermore held up a hand and they fell 
silent. 
 
“You must keep up the appearance of normality,” Slumbermore explained. “With Seximus back 
in Tommy’s Inner Circle, we will be receiving valuable information from him. Your being back in 
school, as though nothing untoward was happening, will lull Tommy into believing we are totally 
unaware that there are more Horcruxes to be found. It will keep him off guard, as it were, and 
thus less likely to take out his anger and frustration on Seximus. Do I need to remind you that 
when Tommy is angry, Seximus pays the price?” He raised a brow at Barry. 
 
“No, sir,” Barry said with reluctance. 
 
 



So it was decided that all three of them would return to Pigmoles for their seventh and final 
year. 
 
“You will be taking the minimal number of courses that can be arranged,” Professor MacGyver 
said. 
 
Barry and Roland grinned at each other and Hermione groaned, as was expected of her. 
 
“Also,” MacGyver continued, ignoring the antics of the Gleesome Threesome, “although you will 
be assigned homework and final year projects, you will be excused from completing the 
assignments. Your teachers will be apprised of the situation on a need to know basis. You will 
turn in blank parchments so that your classmates don’t know you aren’t doing the work.” 
 
“We should have started looking for Horcruxes our first year,” Roland quipped. 
 
“This is not a joke, you foolish twit,” Snape said with a sneer.  
 
Roland flushed. 
 
“Indeed,” MacGyver continued, “Mr. Snake is correct. Although you won’t be doing class work, it 
is expected that you will spend time…a lot of time,” she emphasised, “doing research in the 
library. Madam Toucan will be instructed to allow all three of you unlimited access to the 
Restricted Section. Your weekends will be spent here at Grim Old Place. Miss Stranger will be 
working with Mr. Snake on the potion and you two, along with Romulus Lobo, will be searching 
for the Horcruxes.” 
 
With that decided, they moved on to other matters. 
 
“Now,” said Slumbermore, “let us move on to the matter of communications.” He turned and 
addressed Hermione. “I seem to recall that during your fifth year you and Barry organised a 
group of students called Slumbermore’s Soldiers.” 
 
“Yes, sir, we did,” Hermione confirmed. 
 
“You used a number of enchanted coins to send messages to the members of this group, did you 
not?” 
 
“Yes. When I sent a message, the coins would become warm. The serial number on the edge of 
the coin would change to the date and time of the meeting.” 
 
“Could a longer message be sent?” Slumbermore asked. 
 
“I guess it could be as long as you needed it to be,” Hermione said. “You would just have to 
keep turning the coin to read the message as it unfolded.” 
 
“Could you send a message to a specific coin?” 
 
“When I sent the date and time for the meetings, I sent it to everyone, but it would be easy 
enough to modify the charm to send a message to a specific coin,” Hermione said. 
 
“And you can teach others this charm, so that they can send messages as well?” Slumbermore 
asked. 
 



“Sure. It wasn’t that complicated. The spell would have to be individualised to each coin, 
however. And everyone would need to know the codename for everyone else. That could be 
difficult and time-consuming in a tight situation. Not to mention, should one of us be captured, 
the entire operation would be compromised.” 
 
Slumbermore thought for a moment. “Only one person knowing all the codenames would reduce 
the chances of that information falling into the wrong hands,” he said. “It would perhaps be 
better to have an intermediary, a central clearing house, if you will.” 
 
“I guess that should be me, then, since I’m going to be here anyway,” Hermione said. 
 
“I knew I could count on you, Miss Stranger,” Slumbermore said with a very Dumbledorian 
twinkle. “Now, would you be so kind as to show us the charm you invented to send the coin 
messages?” He handed her a pile of Galleons.  
 
After everyone learned the charm, Professor Slumbermore suggested that she meet with each of 
them individually to assign a codename.  
 
“You will need a codename as well,” Slumbermore said. 
 
“I’ll be KIA,” Hermione said. Slumbermore raised an eyebrow. 
 
“A nickname given to me by someone I admire very much,” Hermione said with a smile, but 
offered no further explanation. She cast her charm on one of the coins and then slipped it into 
her pocket. 
 
“If everyone will retire to the sitting room, I will receive my codename from Miss Stranger. Then 
I am going to return to my portrait frame and try to sleep. It has been a long evening.” 
 
Everyone else shuffled out of the kitchen, leaving Hermione alone with Elvis Slumbermore. 
 
“I’m very glad you’re not dead, sir,” Hermione said. 
 
“I must confess, I am glad as well. Now…have you decided on a codename for me?” 
 
“Yes,” Hermione said with a smile, “you’re THH.” 
 
“THH?” 
 
“The Head Honcho,” Hermione explained and started to chuckle. 
 
“Oh, jolly good, Miss Stranger, jolly good!” Slumbermore said. He, too, was chuckling. He cast 
the charm on his coin and put it into a pocket of his robe. 
 
“I’ll send in your next victim…I mean contact,” Slumbermore said as he turned toward the door. 
“Good night…Harriet.” 
 
“Good night, sir,” Hermione replied. 
 
Matilda MacGyver entered the kitchen just moments after Slumbermore left. Her codename 
became SSA – Slumbermore’s Secret Ally. 
 
Romulus Lobo became WOW – Wolf on Watch. 



 
Barry became STS – Seeks the Snitch. 
 
Roland entered the kitchen a few moments after Barry left. He didn’t look very happy. 
 
“What’s the matter, Roland?” Hermione asked. 
 
“I thought you’d be with us. I was looking forward to spending some time with you,” he said 
looking at her intently. 
 
“I know. I thought I’d be with you as well. But I’ll be doing important work here.” She got up 
from her chair and went to stand in front of Roland. 
 
“I’m going to miss you,” Roland said. He put his hands on her upper arms and drew her closer to 
him. 
 
Hermione recalled how awkward this moment had been between her and Ron. It didn’t seem like 
it was going to be any easier here.  
 
She closed her eyes as Roland’s head lowered and his lips covered hers in a brief kiss. She 
allowed him a second kiss, but when his tongue brushed across her lips, she pulled away. 
 
“I…I’d better give you your codename now,” she said. 
 
Roland sighed and released her. “Yeah, I guess so. Barry’s waiting for me. We’re going back to 
the Warren tonight. Romulus is going with us. We’re heading to Leonine’s Notch in the morning.” 
 
“Your codename is BBF – Barry’s Best Friend,” Hermione explained. 
 
“I’d rather be HBF,” Roland said. “Harriet’s Boy Friend.” 
 
Hermione flushed as she remembered hearing Ron saying he wanted to be Hermione’s Boy 
Friend. It was how he had asked her to be with him.  
 
“All right, Roland,” Hermione said, “you’ll be HBF.”  
 
“Do you mean it? You’ll go out with me?” Roland said with a wide grin on his face. 
 
“Yes.” Hermione said simply. Roland pulled her into his arms and kissed her again. Lots of 
tongue, lots of drool. Hermione endured it for as long as she could, and then pulled away again. 
She hoped she had satisfied the magic of the book because there was no way she was kissing 
him again tonight. It was just too icky! 
 
“You’ve got to go now, Roland,” she said. “Barry and Romulus are waiting.” 
 
Roland charmed his coin, put it in his pocket, and managed to grab her and lay one more kiss on 
her before he skipped out of the kitchen. 
 
Hermione heard the Floo activate and knew that Romulus, Barry, and Roland were on their way 
back to the Warren. 
 
She was wiping her lips with the back of her hand when Snape walked into the kitchen. 
 



“Liver lips?” he asked with a smirk. 
 
“Don’t remind me,” Hermione said, barely suppressing a shudder. 
 
“How long did you and Weasley date?” Snape asked casually. 
 
“Just a few weeks, thank goodness. And we didn’t really see each other more than a handful of 
times because I was working at Grimmauld Place and he was off with Harry looking for the 
Horcruxes, at least until school started.” 
 
“By the time we were six weeks into the term, we had decided that we weren’t really suited for 
each other. He started going out with Luna right after we broke up.” 
 
“What did you ever see in him?” Snape asked. 
 
“Damned if I know,” Hermione said with a grim little smile. 
 
“I’d better give you your codename,” Hermione said, changing the subject. 
 
“It’s VSE, isn’t it?” Snape asked. 
 
“Well, it was. But now it’s MSE – Moldyport’s Secret Enemy.”  
 
“Of course it is. But why is your codename KIA? Wasn’t it DOD?” 
 
“Yes…Daughter of Dentists. I couldn’t think of anything else on short notice.” 
 
“So, what does KIA stand for?” he asked. 
 
“I think I’ll leave you to figure it out,” Hermione said with a tiny, secret smile. 
 
“As if I care,” Snape said with his usual sneer. 
 
“Then why did you ask?” Hermione retorted. 
 
“It was just idle curiosity. I have much more important things to concern myself with.” 
 
“Have you been summoned since…well, since you ‘killed’ the headmaster?” 
 
“Yes. I had to explain my actions to the Dark Lord. He wasn’t pleased. He was even less pleased 
to discover that Jacko and Vainessa have disappeared. He suspected I had a hand in it, but he 
has no proof.” 
 
“Did he use Legilimency on you?” Hermione wanted to know. 
 
“Of course, but since I am a much better Occlumens than he is a Legilimens, he learned nothing. 
The magic of the book seems to have made it easier for me to keep the information hidden, as 
well.” 
 
“Do you know where they are?” Hermione asked. 
 
“No. Elvis Slumbermore provided me with a Portkey to give them, just as Albus provided one for 
Draco and Narcissa.” 



 
“Where have you been staying?” 
 
“Since the Aurors are still looking for me, I haven’t been able to go back to my home at 
Wheeler’s Way. Elvis provided me with a Portkey to a safe house outside of London. I stayed 
there until I was summoned to the Dark Lord. Now that I am back in Moldyport’s good graces, 
I’m staying at the country home of one of his other followers. It’s better if you don’t know which 
one.” 
 
“I understand, Severus,” Hermione said. 
 
“That would be Mr. Snake,” Snape said. 
 
“Not pushing for the ‘Master’ appellation?” Hermione said with a smile. 
 
“I know better,” Snape said. 
 
Hermione laughed and after a moment, Snape joined in. 
 
“When do we start on the potion?” Hermione wanted to know. 
 
“Not for at least six weeks. It will take me that long to gather the ingredients we need. We can 
brew only so far, and then we must wait until we actually have one of the Horcruxes before we 
add the final ingredients. I’ll drop off a copy of my notebook tomorrow so you can read up on it.” 
 
“I’m looking forward to it,” Hermione said. 
 
“I’d best be leaving then,” Snape said as he got to his feet.  
 
There was an awkward moment. As much as Hermione would have liked Snape to kiss her, she 
could still feel and taste Roland on her lips. She was sure Snape would not appreciate 
encountering the residue of that kiss. 
 
“Goodnight, Mr. Snape,” Hermione said. 
 
“Goodnight, Professor Granger,” Snape said as he turned on his heel and left.  

 
 
 
*Tommy Laird Oldpro anagrams to "I am Lord Moldyport." 
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A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. For the purposes of this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so 
alive he is – at least here! I’ve come up with my own explanation about how that happens. The 
events of the books are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events 
that, in the books, may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into 
one day, or completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that 
JKR is telling. Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the 



product of my own imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the 
WIKTT forum by ladyofthemasque.  
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile! 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine. 
 
Additional A/N for this and subsequent chapters: Because there is no Canon to parody, the 
narrative for this and all subsequent chapters will appear as though the events are happening in 
the present. There will be occasional references to both the “past” at Pigmoles, and the “past” at 
Hogwarts. I hope this isn’t too confusing.  

 
 
 
Day forty-five in the book: September 21st  
 
“I don’t think I’ve ever seen so many poisonous ingredients all together in one place,” Hermione 
said as she peered into the storage cupboard of the Potions lab that had been created at Grim 
Old Place. 
 
“I still have a number to obtain,” Snape said.  
 
“What else could we possibly need?” Hermione asked.  
 
“All of those,” Snape said, indicating the storage cupboard, “are plant based poisons. They are 
effective when ingested. We still need the animal-based toxins to brew a potion that can be 
applied externally and absorbed through the skin. It is doubtful that Moldyport will ingest poison, 
even if I could determine a way to access his kitchen. He’s too powerful a wizard not to detect a 
poisoned bit of food or drink. But a poison that can be applied externally, even if it didn’t kill him 
outright, would weaken him enough to allow Plotter to defeat him. We can brew the plant-based 
potion whenever Plotter turns up one of the Horcruxes. The other potion will only be brewed 
when we’re ready to go after Naggingme and Moldyport. I don’t know if we’ll actually use it, but 
it must be ready just in case the opportunity presents itself.” 
 
“I still don’t understand how a poison, be it an ingested poison or one applied externally, is 
going to destroy a non-biological object like the locket, or Bertha Badgerburrow’s cup,” 
Hermione said.  
 
“Didn’t you read the notebook I left you?” Snape asked with a touch of irritation. 
 
“Of course I read it,” Hermione replied. “It contained the formula for the Phasmatis Eradico 
Potion, but it did not indicate how the potion would infiltrate the Horcrux.”  
 
“Yes, well…I meant to write that down…” Snape said. He almost looked embarrassed. 
 
“I seem to remember having this conversation with you before, except when I asked that 
question you called me a ‘stupid girl’ and threw me out of the lab,” Hermione said. 
 
“Would you like me to call you a ‘stupid girl’ now and throw you out?” Snape asked with a sneer. 
“I’d be more than happy to oblige you.” 



 
“No, you bloody bastard,” Hermione said, her temper starting to rise. “What I want you to do is 
explain to me how the potion works. You never did explain it to me and back then, I was too 
intimidated by your snark to press the issue. I just meekly followed your orders.” 
 
“You haven’t done anything ‘meekly’ since I’ve known you,” Snape retorted. 
 
That brought a smile to Hermione’s face, chasing her mad away. 
 
“You’re right, I haven’t. I guess I just trusted that you knew what you were doing. And since it 
wasn’t critical that I know how the potion worked, only that it did, I let the issue drop. Now I 
want to know,” she said. “Besides, I’m no longer intimidated by your snark.” 
 
“I am not snarky,” Snape said. 
 
“Oh, please,” Hermione mocked. “You are the epitome of snarky.” 
 
“I refuse to discuss this any further, Professor Granger,” Snape said in his snarkiest tone. 
 
“Fine…I never wanted to discuss it to begin with. I just want to know how the bloody potion 
works!” 
 
For a moment, Snape considered another snarky remark, but then thought better of it. There 
were more important matters to see to. He mentally filed away the comment he had been about 
to make. 
 
“You know, of course, that all magic depends on intent,” Snape began his explanation. 
 
“Of course. It’s why you could cast the Killing Curse on Albus…and not kill him.” 
 
“The more powerful a witch or a wizard is, the easier it is for them to project intent, be it good 
or bad, dark or light. Intent is what makes Dark Magic dark.” 
 
“But poison is poison,” Hermione interjected. 
 
“Yes, and the biological Horcruxes would be destroyed by the poison regardless of intent. 
However, only Naggingme and Moldyport himself are biological creatures. This potion, although 
compounded of dozens of poisonous ingredients, would have no effect on the non-biological 
objects that contain the Horcruxes,” Snape said. “However, it is my belief, and Elvis’s as well, 
based on his personal experience, that the portion of soul in each Horcrux has a biological base. 
In addition, the soul-part is protected by a curse that causes great harm if the Horcrux is 
breached by anyone other than the owner of the soul-part. What we have to do is find a way to 
reach the portion of the soul embedded inside the object and, at the same time, prevent the 
curse from being released.” 
 
“How?” Hermione insisted. 
 
“The Horcrux will be immersed in the potion before the final ingredient is added. Once the final 
ingredient is added, the incantations are spoken. They must be spoken by two people in tandem. 
Both must have great magical ability, and both must have the greatest intent to reach the soul-
part. If the intent is great enough, the molecular construction of the object will shift. This will 
open a portal, if you will, into the centre of the Horcrux where the piece of soul is ensconced. 
Once the portal is opened, the poisons in the potion will destroy the piece of soul.” Snape 



paused and picked up a quill. He dipped the quill into a bottle of ink and pulled a piece of 
parchment in front of him. 
 
“How will you open the portal?” 
 
“Let me show you,” he said. He drew a series of lines on the parchment and then another series 
of lines intersecting the first. 
 
“It looks like a window screen,” Hermione said. 
 
“That’s a good example,” Snape agreed. He touched his wand to the parchment and transfigured 
it into a piece of mesh screening. “A window screen is designed to allow air to flow through it, 
but to keep out things like flies and mosquitoes. But the screen also keeps things in. Things like 
your pet bird, a kitten, even a small child.” He paused. 
 
“Now, what would happen if you put a hole in the screen?” he asked. Using his wand like a 
cutting tool, he ripped a hole into the mesh. 
 
“Well, obviously, the flies and mosquitoes would get in,” Hermione said. 
 
“Yes…and your pet bird could fly out, your kitten could jump out, or your child could fall out.” 
 
“I’m beginning to understand…” Hermione said. 
 
“That is what Elvis did when he destroyed the ring. He ripped a hole in the screen. He destroyed 
the ring and he destroyed the soul-part…” 
 
“But the curse protecting the Horcrux was released, causing his injury,” Hermione concluded. 
 
“Precisely. Now, suppose we could temporarily rearrange the mesh, instead of ripping a hole in 
it.” He cast a quick repair spell on the mesh, and then held it up again. This time, instead of 
using his wand to slash at the mesh, he used it to probe gently at one of the holes in the mesh. 
He worked his wand into the hole, expanding and enlarging it, but without breaking any of the 
filaments. 
 
“The potion can enter the Horcrux and destroy the piece of soul…” he said. 
 
“But how do you keep the curse from escaping? Doesn’t the portal work both ways?” Hermione 
asked. 
 
“That’s the beauty of magic,” Snape said. He almost smiled. “The second incantation will ensure 
that the portal will only work one way.” 
 
“Brilliant,” Hermione said with admiration.  
 
“The portal is opened, the potion enters the Horcrux and destroys the soul-part, and then the 
portal closes up again, leaving the curse inside…” 
 
“Protecting… nothing,” Hermione breathed. 
 
“Protecting…nothing,” Snape agreed. “The object holding the Horcrux is undamaged, and 
because the curse is undisturbed, Moldyport has no idea that a portion of his soul is gone. 
Plotter can then return the Horcrux to wherever he found it, and none will be the wiser.” 



 
“How can you tell if the soul-part is destroyed?” Hermione asked. 
 
“When Elvis found the ring, he could sense the soul-part inside. It had an emanation he could 
detect. Once the Horcrux was destroyed, he could no longer sense the soul-part. Unfortunately, 
he didn’t detect the curse protecting it,” Snape said with a frown. 
 
“Of course,” Snape continued, “Elvis Slumbermore, being Albus Dumbledore’s doppelganger, 
would have believed that destroying the Horcrux was worth the sacrifice of his right hand and he 
probably would have proceeded anyway.” 
 
“Is the Dark Lord aware that the ring, and the soul-part inside, has been destroyed?” 
 
“We think that when the curse was released, Moldyport knew it. When Plotter destroyed the 
diary, Moldyport reacted, but that was because he saw it being destroyed. There didn’t appear to 
be a curse protecting the soul-part in the diary, either. It is our belief that it was after that 
incident that the Dark Lord revisited the other Horcruxes and put the protective curses in place. 
Since we will be destroying the soul-parts without disturbing the protective curses, Moldyport 
should not be aware that those pieces of his soul no longer exist.”  
 
“Why can’t Moldyport just create another Horcrux to replace the one that was destroyed?” 
 
“The creation of one Horcrux, the splitting of one’s soul into even two pieces, is a painful and 
traumatic experience. It leaves a person diminished, both physically and emotionally. Moldyport 
has already split his soul into seven pieces. It is doubtful he has enough of his soul left to split 
off another piece,” Snape said.  
 
“There are five Horcruxes left, then,” Hermione said. 
 
“Four, actually,” Snape corrected her. “He has split his soul into seven parts. The diary held one, 
the ring held another. Both Slumbermore and I believe Naggingme holds a third. The missing 
locket is the fourth. Bertha Badgerburrow’s cup is certainly the fifth. Some as yet unknown 
possession of either Leonine Lionsden or Farina Falconsnest is the sixth. And the seventh portion 
remains inside the Dark Lord. The three remaining Horcruxes must be found and the soul-parts 
destroyed before Plotter faces him. Naggingme must also be destroyed first. No portion of his 
soul, other than the one left inside him, must remain. If the other portions are not destroyed, he 
will simply retake possession of one of them and rise again. 
 
“Moldyport must remain unaware that the Horcruxes have been destroyed. That was why it was 
critical that we discover a way to destroy the soul-part without disturbing the curse.”  
 
“Not just brilliant…bloody brilliant!” Hermione exclaimed. 
 
“Did you expect anything less?” Snape asked smugly. 
 
“No,” Hermione replied. Her forthright answer surprised Snape. He’d been expecting a snide 
remark about his lack of modesty, and he’d had an appropriate retort ready.  
 
“Is that all you have to say on the matter?” he asked, hoping to provoke her into an exchange. 
He did so enjoy their verbal sparring. 
 
“That’s all I have to say,” Hermione said in an agreeable tone of voice. She had a half-smile on 
her face, as though she could read his mind and was provoking him by not provoking him.  



 
Perverse creature, he thought sourly. 
 
“Well, in that case, I’m going to see if I can track down some toad venom,” Snape said. 
 
“Happy hunting,” Hermione replied. 
 
Snape threw her a withering look and headed for the Floo. 
 
He could hear Hermione’s laughter floating on the air behind him. 
 
 
Less than three hours after the conversation in the lab at Grim Old Place, the coin in Hermione’s 
pocket heated, telling her there was a message coming in. 
 
She pulled the coin out and turned it over and over in her hand, reading the message that 
unfolded:  
 
KIA: Have possible first target. Will be at the usual place in two hours. STS 
 
Hermione’s heart started pounding as she read the message. This was it. This was the first 
volley in the battle that would end with the confrontation between Moldyport and Barry. She 
drew a deep, calming breath and cleared the message from her coin. Then she prepared a new 
message and sent it out. 
 
MSE: First target acquired. Will arrive in two hours. KIA 
 
When the message was gone, she sent a second one. 
 
THH: First portal to be opened in two hours. Can you observe? KIA 
 
Within minutes of sending her two messages, her coin was heating up again. 
 
KIA: Message received. Begin base solution. Will arrive in one hour. Contact observer. MSE 
 
No sooner had that message revealed itself than another came in. 
 
KIA: Put the kettle on. I’ll need a cuppa first. THH 
 
Hermione smiled at that. She began the base solution for the potion as Severus had instructed. 
 
 
When Snape arrived, the first thing he did was ask Hermione if she had contacted Elvis 
Slumbermore. 
 
“I sent him a message right after I sent yours. He’ll be here any minute,” Hermione assured 
him. 
 
“Good. We need him to verify that what we have is a true Horcrux. He’ll also need to verify that 
the soul-part has been destroyed after we’ve finished.” 
 
“Why can’t you or I do that?” Hermione asked. 
 



“We’ll be lucky if we can levitate a feather by the time this is over,” Snape said. “This is magic 
on a molecular level, Professor Granger. We will be expending vast amounts of magical energy.” 
 
“I hope I’m strong enough,” Hermione said. 
 
“I have no doubt in that regard,” Snape said without a trace of sarcasm. 
 
He’s just paid me another compliment, Hermione thought, though I’m sure he’d deny it. 
 
“Then we’d best get back to work,” Hermione said. “Professor Slumbermore will be here any 
minute, and Barry and Roland will be here in less than an hour with the Horcrux.” 
 
“I’ll go prepare the rest of the ingredients whilst you make Elvis his tea,” Snape said with a 
smirk. 
 
“Male chauvinist,” Hermione grumbled. “Why don’t you make the tea?” 
 
“This has nothing to do with gender; it has to do with who’s the supervisor and who’s the 
assistant. I’m the supervisor, you’re the assistant. The supervisor doesn’t make tea.” 
 
“I take it back, then,” Hermione said. “You’re not a male chauvinist. You’re a swaggering, over-
bearing, tin-plated dictator with delusions of godhood.”* 
 
Snape laughed out loud and headed toward the lab. “And don’t you forget it,” he called out over 
his shoulder as he left. 
 
Hermione stomped into the kitchen and put the kettle on. 
 
 
Ten minutes later, Elvis Slumbermore was sitting at the kitchen table sipping tea.  
 
“Biscuit, Professor?” Hermione asked, holding out a tin. 
 
“Ah, gingersnaps…one of my favourites,” Slumbermore said, taking a biscuit. 
 
“I’m going to go help Mr. Snake with the potion,” Hermione said. “We want it ready when Barry 
arrives with the Horcrux.” 
 
“Of course, child,” Slumbermore said.  
 
 
When Barry, Roland, and Romulus arrived forty-five minutes later, Hermione and Snape had 
taken the Phasmatis Eradico Potion as far as they could. They would continue only after 
Slumbermore verified that they actually had a Horcrux to work on. 
 
Snape, Hermione, and Elvis Slumbermore crowded around the kitchen table as Barry opened a 
cloth bag and drew out an object. 
 
The object was an oblong, about two inches long, an inch-and-a-half wide, and three-quarters of 
an inch deep. It was made of brass that had burnished to a beautifully antiqued patina. On the 
top there was a carving depicting Pigmoles castle. 
 
“What is it?” Hermione asked.  



 
“It’s a snuff box,” Elvis Slumbermore answered. “And, if I’m not mistaken, it’s the snuff box that 
Leonine Lionsden is holding in the portrait that hangs in the Great Hall at Pigmoles.” 
 
“You’re not mistaken, Elvis,” Romulus Lobo said. 
 
“It has a hinged cover,” Roland said, “but we couldn’t open it.” 
 
Slumbermore held up his withered and blackened right hand. “Be thankful you couldn’t.” 
 
“Is it a Horcrux, Elvis,” Snape asked. “Can you detect the soul-part?” 
 
Slumbermore picked up the snuff box and closed his left hand around it. He closed his eyes and 
drew a deep breath. It seemed that everyone in the room held their breath along with the aged 
wizard. 
 
Slumbermore opened his eyes. “This is, indeed, one of Tommy’s Horcruxes. Well done, Barry 
and Roland. And you, too, of course, Romulus.” 
 
“Now it’s up to us to do our part,” Hermione said softly. 
 
 
The ritual took more than eight hours.  
 
They began with the base solution. They took turns stirring the cauldron with stirring rods 
carved from the wood of a hemlock tree. Six times clockwise, three times widdershins, twelve 
times clockwise, six times widdershins and then add another ingredient. Repeat the stirring 
pattern and add another ingredient. Over and over again, they repeated the pattern until more 
than twenty plant-based poisons had been incorporated into the brew. Finally, it was time to put 
the Horcrux into the solution. Snape made sure the final ingredient was ready to be added and 
then he dropped the snuff box into the cauldron. He reached over and picked up the glass vial 
that contained the last ingredient – seven ounces of Euphorbia spp.  
 
“Merry Christmas, you bastard,” Snape muttered as he poured the Poinsettia sap into the 
cauldron. Then they stirred again – six times clockwise, three times widdershins, twelve times 
clockwise, and six times widdershins. The potion was complete and ready to work, as soon as 
they opened the portal. Snape used his wand to lower the flame under the cauldron. The potion 
needed to be kept warm, but not boiling.  
 
Hermione and Snape stood across from each other, the cauldron between them. Hermione held 
her wand in her right hand, pointed toward the cauldron. Snape’s right hand covered hers. 
Snape held his wand, also pointed down at the cauldron, in his left hand and Hermione’s left 
hand covered his. Together they formed the ancient symbol for infinity. Their magic would 
merge and be channelled through their wands into the murky, ochre-coloured potion. 
 
They took turns reciting the incantation. 
 
“Cavus expositus,” Snape muttered. 
 
“Pravus coerceo,” Hermione responded. 
 
“Cavus expositus,” Hermione said. 
 



“Pravus coerceo,” Snape replied. 
 
Over and over again, they repeated the words. Their eyes never left the potion, though sweat 
began to bead on their foreheads and run down the sides of their faces.  
 
Romulus took a clean handkerchief from his pocket and wiped the sweat from Snape’s brow. 
Roland did the same for Hermione.  
 
“Cavus expositus,” Snape said. 
 
“Pravus coerceo,” Hermione answered. 
 
“Cavus expositus,” Hermione uttered. 
 
“Pravus coerceo,” Snape murmured in response. 
 
After an hour, they potion had lightened in colour, a barely perceptible change, but a change 
nonetheless.  
 
Two hours passed. Then three.  
 
They stood there, repeating the incantation over and over again. Snape could feel his legs 
trembling. His sweat-slicked hands were beginning to lose their grasp on Hermione’s. The back 
of his neck itched from the sweat trickling from his soaked hair.  
 
After three hours, the potion was noticeably lighter in colour. It was a deep golden brown, rather 
than ochre. 
 
Four hours. Five hours. Six hours passed.  
 
Now the potion was a deep yellow. 
 
Hermione’s voice was husky with overuse. Her back felt like it was breaking in two. She needed 
to pee in the worst way! Her hands were shaking and only Snape’s firm grasp kept them from 
dropping to her sides. 
 
Then, just when Hermione was sure she wouldn’t be able to stand there for one more minute, 
the potion began to change again. The deep yellow lightened to a medium yellow.  
 
This change seemed to revitalise both of them. 
 
“Cavus expositus,” Snape spoke the words again. 
 
“Pravus coerceo,” Hermione whispered. 
 
“Cavus expositus,” Hermione’s words were barely audible now. 
 
“Pravus coerceo,” Snape mumbled. 
 
Now the potion was pale yellow.  
 
“Cavus expositus,” Snape rasped. 
 



“Pravus coerceo,” Hermione replied yet again. 
 
“Cavus expositus,” Hermione’s voice grated out. 
 
“Pravus coerceo,” Snape muttered. 
 
Finally, the potion was clear.  
 
Snape could see the snuff box sitting on the bottom of the cauldron. 
 
“Elvis!” he called. His voice was hoarse and he could barely raise it above a whisper. 
 
Slumbermore hurried over to the cauldron and peered inside. 
 
“Did it work?” Barry asked, as he too, came running. 
 
Elvis Slumbermore used a Levitation Charm to remove the snuff box from the cauldron. He used 
a soft cloth to dry the exterior of the box, and then he closed his hand around it. His eyes closed 
and his brow furrowed as he concentrated on the object in his hand. 
 
When he opened his eyes, he was smiling. 
 
“You’ve done it,” he said as he beamed at the two of them. “The portion of Tommy’s soul that 
resided in this object is gone.” 
 
Snape and Hermione, who were still holding hands over the cauldron, smiled at each other. 
Roland rushed over to Hermione and grabbed her in a tight hug, pulling her from Snape’s grasp. 
 
“You did it!” he exclaimed as he twirled her around in a circle. 
 
“Put me down before I piss all over you,” Hermione said with a scowl. Roland put her down and 
she hurried to the bathroom. 
 
“I need the loo as well,” Snape said as Romulus handed him a towel to wipe his sweat-drenched 
hair. 
 
Ten minutes later, everyone met again in the kitchen to debrief. 
 
“How long were we standing there,” Hermione wanted to know. She was gulping down glass 
after glass of water, trying to ease the rawness of her throat. 
 
“Nearly seven hours,” Romulus said. 
 
“It took far longer than I thought it would,” Snape said with a grimace. He, too, was guzzling 
water. 
 
“It was the first time you’ve done it. As with all endeavours, I’m sure that the next time will be 
easier,” Slumbermore assured them. 
 
“I hope so. I’m getting too old for this shit,” Snape muttered. Even Barry chuckled at that. 
 
“Now, children, you need to eat something and then get some sleep,” Slumbermore said. 
 



“I’m too tired to eat. I just want to sleep for a week, but I don’t know if I can make it up the 
stairs,” Hermione said as she tried to stifle a yawn. 
 
“We’ll help you,” Roland said. He and Barry stood on either side of her and supported her as she 
stumbled wearily up the stairs. Romulus and Slumbermore helped Snape in the same fashion. 
 
Hermione fell across her bed, not even bothering to change out of her sweat-soaked jeans and 
jumper, though she did toe off her trainers. 
 
The last thing she heard before she fell into an exhausted sleep was Barry muttering to Roland, 
“And we thought she had the easy job.” 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day forty-six in the book: October 31st 
 
When Hermione woke up, she was in her dormitory room at Pigmoles. She had been utterly 
exhausted when she went to bed, and was surprised to discover that she felt quite refreshed and 
energetic this morning. She checked the calendar. It was Friday, October thirty-first. Nearly six 
weeks had passed since she and Snape had destroyed the soul-part secreted in Leonine 
Lionsden’s snuff box.  
 
She grinned when she realised that she and Roland had ended their romance the week before.  
 
No more liver-lips! Hermione thought gleefully. Back at Hogwarts, she and Ron had been able to 
revert back to being ‘just friends’ with very little awkwardness and no hard feelings. Here at 
Pigmoles, Roland and Loopy Loveless were now an ‘item’ and Hermione couldn’t be happier for 
the two of them.  
 
 
Although it was traditional, Professor MacGyver had decided not to have a Halloween feast this 
year. The death of Elvis Slumbermore in June, as well as the increase in Doom Diner activity 
since then, had meant that not many people were in the mood for a party.  
 
Hermione met Barry and Roland in the Great Hall for breakfast. They had only one class today 
and they would be heading for Grim Old Place as soon as it was over. 
 
After their Transfiguration class, they decided to have lunch in the Great Hall before heading to 
the Apparition point to go to Grim Old Place. 
 
They were just getting ready to head out of the castle when Knobby approached Barry. Knobby 
was a house-elf formerly owned by the Badboy family. Barry had tricked Ludicrous Badboy into 
setting Knobby free, and Knobby had been so grateful, he had basically indentured himself to 
Barry.  
 
“Master Barry, sir,” Knobby said as he stood in front of Barry, wringing his hands. 
 
“I’ve told you and told you,” Barry said, “I’m not your master. I’m just your friend. You can call 
me ‘Barry.’” 
 
“Knobby is sorry, Barry Plotter,” Knobby said as he threw himself down on the floor and began 
banging his head against the stonework. 



 
“Stop it!” Barry cried out. He reached down and pulled Knobby to his feet. “I can’t stand to see 
you doing that!” 
 
“Then Knobby will wait until Barry Plotter has left to finish his punishment.” 
 
“I don’t want you to punish yourself at all. That’s an order, okay?” Barry said.  
 
“Barry Plotter has just said that he is not Knobby’s master,” Knobby said slyly. “Barry Plotter 
cannot order Knobby not to punish himself.” 
 
“You’re right. So, as a friend, I’m asking you not to do it, okay?” Barry said in a reasonable tone. 
 
“Barry Plotter is such a good friend, such a kind friend,” Knobby said, large tears rolling down his 
cheeks. “Knobby doesn’t deserve such a friend.” 
 
“Was there something you wanted to tell me, Knobby,” Barry asked, hoping to distract the 
house-elf. 
 
It worked. Knobby stopped crying and leaned toward Barry.  
 
“Knobby has a secret to tell Barry Plotter,” Knobby said in a squeaky whisper. 
 
“What?” Barry asked. 
 
Knobby looked from Barry to Roland and Hermione, who were standing next to Barry. 
 
“It’s a secret,” Knobby insisted. 
 
“You can tell all of us, Knobby,” Barry reassured the house-elf. “Roland and Harriet are my 
friends, just like you are. They keep all my secrets, right?”  
 
“Of course we do,” Hermione said. 
 
“We always keep Barry’s secrets,” Roland said. 
 
Knobby looked from Roland to Hermione and apparently decided to trust them. 
 
“It is about Screecher,” Knobby said, still whispering. 
 
Screecher was the house-elf that Barry had inherited, along with the house at number twelve, 
Grim Old Place, when Ebony Graves had died. Screecher was an ancient house-elf who had 
served the Graves family for many years. He’d worshipped Ebony’s mother and he’d hated 
Ebony. He also hated Barry, but was forced to obey him. Screecher was adept at finding 
loopholes in whatever orders Barry gave him. 
 
“Maybe we should go someplace more private,” Hermione suggested.  
 
“Good idea,” Roland agreed. 
 
The three of them, along with Knobby, ducked into one of the empty classrooms along the 
corridor outside the Great Hall. Hermione cast a privacy charm so that no one could overhear 
what they were talking about. 



 
“Now, what did you want to tell me about Screecher?” Barry asked, turning to Knobby. 
 
“Knobby is going to the kitchens to visit Twinkie. Twinkie is not a happy house-elf. Twinkie is 
drinking too much butterbeer and sometimes Knobby must help Twinkie to bed. The other 
house-elves are not liking Twinkie,” Knobby explained. 
 
“Erm…that’s too bad,” Barry said. 
 
“Get on with it,” Roland said, losing patience with the hapless creature. 
 
Knobby glared at Roland, but continued his story. “Last night, when Knobby gets to the kitchens, 
he is finding Screecher and Twinkie together. They is drinking butterbeer and talking about their 
old masters. Their old masters is related, you know,” Knobby said. 
 
“Most of the pure-blood families are interrelated,” Hermione interjected. 
 
“What were they saying?” Barry asked.  
 
“They is just talking about how the old masters were better. How the old ways were better. 
Knobby does not think his old master was better. Knobby is about to say so when he hears 
Screecher say that he has something his new master is looking for, but that he has taken it and 
his new master will never find it.” 
 
“Did he say what it was?” Hermione asked. 
 
“No, Miss,” Knobby said. “But he is telling Twinkie he took it took from his old master’s house to 
save it. He said Mr. Ebony Graves had told him to throw it in the dust bin and he had to obey. 
Then he told Twinkie that Mr. Ebony Graves did not tell him he couldn’t take it take back out of 
the dust bin, so he did. He said when his new master asked him where it was, Screecher told 
him it was thrown in the dust bin. Then Screecher laughed because he told his new master the 
truth and yet he was keeping something important away from him. Knobby snuck away and did 
not let Screecher or Twinkie know what he had heard.” 
 
“The locket,” Hermione said suddenly. “It has to be the locket!” 
 
“Did Knobby do good, Barry Plotter?” Knobby asked anxiously. 
 
“You did very good, Knobby,” Barry assured him. Barry dropped to the floor and untied his 
trainers. He kicked them off and then peeled his socks off. Hermione followed suit. 
 
“Here, Knobby,” Barry said as he handed the socks to Knobby. “You’ve earned these and much 
more.”  
 
“Thank you, Knobby,” Hermione said as she handed her socks to Knobby. 
 
Barry shot a look to Roland.  
 
Roland grimaced, but in a minute, he was handing Knobby another pair of socks. 
 
“Don’t tell anyone what we’ve talked about, Knobby. Please, it’s important,” Barry cautioned. 
 
“Knobby tells no one our secret, Barry Plotter,” Knobby said earnestly. 



 
After Knobby left them, Barry, Roland, and Hermione discussed the best way to get Screecher to 
turn over the locket. 
 
“Why can’t I just order him to give it to me?” Barry asked. 
 
“We have to word the order correctly,” Hermione said. “We have to make sure he can’t find a 
way to refuse. We’ll only get one chance. If we mess it up, he’ll know we’re looking for it and 
he’ll find a way to get rid of it so we’ll never find it again. 
 
“We don’t know for certain that the object he was talking about last night was the locket. If you 
order him to turn over whatever he was talking to Twinkie about, he could turn over an empty 
butterbeer bottle, because we don’t know what else they might have talked about,” Hermione 
said. 
 
“And if I just order him to give me the locket, he could turn over another locket, rather than the 
one we really want,” Barry mused. 
 
They discussed the wording that Barry would use for a few minutes, and when they were 
satisfied that they had left Screecher no room for deception, Barry summoned the old house-elf. 
 
“Screecher!” Barry called. “Come here, I want you.” 
 
Screecher appeared a few minutes later. He’d made Barry wait long enough so that Barry knew 
Screecher was only obeying because he had no choice, but not so long that Barry could say he 
was disobeying the summons. 
 
“Master is wanting Screecher?” Screecher said. Under his breath he muttered, “Master is foul 
half-blood. Foul half-blood with blood-traitor and Dirtblood friends.” 
 
The trio ignored Screecher’s comments. 
 
“Screecher,” Barry began, “do you remember when we were cleaning out the house at number 
twelve, Grim Old Place?” 
 
“Screecher remembers,” he answered. And again, he muttered under his breath, “Mistress’s 
blood-traitor son and friends be throwing away my mistress’s treasures.” 
 
“We found a locket while we were cleaning. It was a heavy gold locket with a “V” engraved on 
the cover. Do you remember that locket?” 
 
“Screecher remembers seeing such a thing,” Screecher replied. 
 
“Ebony Graves told you to throw the locket away, didn’t he?” 
 
“Screecher put the locket in the dust bin. Screecher did what his blood-traitor master ordered 
him to do.” 
 
“Did you go back later and remove that locket from the dust bin?” Barry asked. He was 
methodically backing Screecher into a corner. By asking very specific questions, he was not 
giving Screecher any wiggle room to misinterpret what Barry was saying. 
 
Screecher was still muttering under his breath, but so low, no one could understand what he 



was saying. 
 
“Answer me, Screecher,” Barry said, drawing the house-elf’s attention back.  
 
“Screecher removed the locket from the dust bin,” Screecher admitted. He was glaring at Barry, 
but Barry ignored the malevolent stare. 
 
“Do you know where that locket is, right now?” Barry asked. 
 
Screecher waited as long as he dared before answering. “Screecher knows,” he said at last. 
 
“Screecher, I want you to go get that locket and bring it to me. I want you to go, right now, to 
where the locket is, and bring it to me. You will tell no one about the locket. You are not to send 
any messages. You are not to tell anyone that you have given the locket to me. I want you to 
bring it to me now,” Barry insisted. “If you’re not back, with the locket, in two minutes, I’m 
going to give you to Roland, here,” Barry said, nodding his head towards Roland. “His family 
would love to have a house-elf to clean the Warren, right Roland?” 
 
“Oh, yeah. Mum would be over the moon to have someone else do all the cooking and cleaning 
for the nine of us,” Roland said with a grin. 
 
“Isn’t it ten, Roland, now that Will and Flora are married?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Right, Harriet…I forgot about Flora. And I’ll bet there’ll be a baby from them in no time at all. 
Ever change nappies, Screecher?” Roland asked. 
 
“Your two minutes start now, Screecher,” Barry said as he looked at his watch with an elaborate 
gesture. 
 
“Screecher will get his master the locket,” Screecher said as he glared at Barry. And with a pop, 
he was gone. 
 
One minute and fifty-seven seconds later, Screecher was back. 
 
He was holding a heavy gold chain in his hand. A locket dangled from the chain. 
 
Barry held out his hand, and Screecher dropped the locket into his open palm. Barry closed his 
fist around it. 
 
“Warn him again about sending messages, Barry,” Hermione reminded him. 
 
“I’m going to tell you again, Screecher. You will not tell anyone that you have given me this 
locket. You will not speak of it to anyone. You will not send a message to anyone. As a matter of 
fact, I want you to forget that you’ve ever seen, touched, or known anything about this locket. 
You’re not to tell anyone that we’ve even met or spoken today. You are not to convey that 
information to anyone in any way. Do you understand?” 
 
“Screecher will obey his master’s orders,” Screecher said. 
 
“Good. Now, get back to whatever you were doing,” Barry said. 
 
With another soft pop, Screecher was gone. 
 



 
Barry was looking at the locket in his hand. 
 
“It looks like the same one,” he said. 
 
“We shouldn’t discuss this here,” Hermione said. “Let’s just go to…where we were going…and 
we’ll have it checked out.” 
 
Roland nodded in agreement. Barry put the locket into an inner pocket of his robe and the three 
of them left the room. They went out a side door of the castle and made their way to the 
Apparition point. 
 
 
Romulus Lobo was in the kitchen when they arrived at Grim Old Place. Hermione left Barry and 
Roland to fill in Romulus on how they obtained the locket, while she went into the lab. She 
pulled out her charmed coin and sent two messages: 
 
THH: May have second target. Need you to verify. KIA 
 
MSE: May have second target. Awaiting verification. KIA 
 
Only minutes after she sent her messages, her coin was heating in her hand. She held up the 
coin and read the messages that unfolded. 
 
KIA: Will arrive thirty minutes. Tea?” THH 
 
KIA: Begin base. Will arrive forty-five minutes. MSE 
 
 
After partaking of a bracing cup of tea, Elvis Slumbermore took the locket into his undamaged 
left hand. After a few moments, he verified that the locket, which had once belonged to 
Valdemar Viperspit, did, indeed, contain a portion of Moldyport’s soul. 
 
Two hours later, Hermione and Snape were ready to begin the ritual. 
 
 
Elvis Slumbermore had been right. It had been a little easier this time. After only five hours of 
chanting the incantations, the potion in the cauldron was clear.  
 
Hermione held tightly to Snape’s hands while Slumbermore levitated the locket from the 
cauldron and used a towel to dry it. She and Snape had to maintain their connection until they 
were absolutely sure the soul-part had been destroyed, else they would have to start from the 
beginning of the ritual again. 
 
After about three minutes, Slumbermore lifted his eyes from the locket clutched in his hand.  
 
“This portion of Tommy’s soul is no more. Well done, children.” 
 
Hermione collapsed into Barry’s waiting arms, while Romulus helped Snape to a chair. It wasn’t 
just the time it took to perform the ritual, she realised. Even more exhausting was the 
expenditure of magical energy. She could barely keep her eyes open through the brief meeting 
they had to discuss their next moves. Hermione looked across the table at Snape and realised 
that he, too, was exhausted. 



 
When the meeting was over, Barry and Roland had to help her up the stairs, just as they had 
the first time. She kicked off her shoes and collapsed across her bed. She was asleep in 
moments. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day forty-seven in the book: May 3rd 
 
Snape was awakened by someone calling his name and gently shaking his shoulder. 
 
“Seximus. Wake up, my boy,” said the soft, sad voice of Elvis Slumbermore. 
 
Snape didn’t need to check the calendar to know what day it was. He threw back the covers and 
sat up on the edge of the bed, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes. Slumbermore sat down beside 
him. 
 
“What is it, Elvis?” Snape asked, though he knew what had happened. 
 
“I’m afraid I have very bad news, Seximus. Very bad news, indeed,” Slumbermore said, looking 
very old. “Miss Stranger’s parents are dead.” 
 
“How?” Snape asked, although he already knew. 
 
“Doom Diners,” Slumbermore said with a heavy sigh. “They cast the Morsmordre over the 
Stranger house. By the time the Aurors arrived, the Strangers were dead.” 
 
“I knew nothing of this, Elvis,” Snape said. 
 
“I never thought you did, dear boy,” Slumbermore assured him.  
 
Snape could only nod gratefully. 
 
“I will have to inform Miss Stranger. It is not a task I am looking forward to,” Slumbermore said 
as he got to his feet. 
 
“I’ll do it, Elvis,” Snape said, as he stood and started pulling on some clothes. 
 
“It is my responsibility…” Slumbermore began. 
 
“Miss Stranger and I have developed a certain rapport because of our work together here. 
Nothing I can say will make it easy on her, of course, but it might go a bit smoother coming 
from me,” Snape said. 
 
“Very well,” Slumbermore said. “I must say I’m grateful not to have to be the one to impart the 
awful news.” 
 
“I’ll go tell her now, Elvis. You should leave and try to get some rest. You’re looking quite tired,” 
Snape said in a kindly voice. 
 
“I must admit, dear boy, I’m very tired. Being dead is much more exhausting than I thought it 
would be.” 



 
Slumbermore took a step towards the door, but then turned back to Snape. 
 
“You’ll be gentle when you tell her, won’t you, Seximus?” 
 
“No, you old fool; I’m going to tap dance into her room and give her the news in a singing 
telegram!” Snape said with a snarl. 
 
“I knew I could depend on you, my boy,” Slumbermore said. He paused for a moment. “Please 
tell Miss Stranger that I, and all the members of the Fellowship, grieve with her.” 
 
“I will, Elvis,” Snape assured him. 
 
Snape watched Slumbermore walk out of his room. A minute later, he heard the Floo activate. 
He finished dressing and went upstairs to talk to Hermione. 
 
 
Snape tapped on Hermione’s door and called her name softly, “Hermione. Hermione, wake up.” 
 
He could hear a faint stirring from inside the room. After a moment though, all was quiet again. 
He knocked on the door once more, a bit harder. All too aware of the fact that Plotter and Wisely 
were asleep in the room right above Hermione’s, when he called out this time, he used the name 
she was using here.  
 
“Miss Stranger,” he called, a bit louder than before. “Miss Stranger, I need to talk to you.” 
 
Snape heard a faint mumble from within. It sounded close enough to “come in” to encourage 
him to open the door. Hermione was sitting up in bed, clutching the bedclothes to her chest. Her 
hair was pulled back into a plait that hung down over one shoulder. 
 
“What time is it?” she muttered, rubbing her eyes with one hand. 
 
“About three in the morning,” Snape replied. 
 
 
Hermione looked at Snape. He was leaning against the closed door with a deep frown on his 
face. Back in her own time, it had been Albus Dumbledore who had come to her in the middle of 
the night to tell her that her parents were dead. She was absurdly grateful that Severus had 
taken it upon himself to deliver the news this time. 
 
“It’s my ‘parents,’ isn’t it,” she said in a small voice. 
 
Snape approached the bed and sat on the edge. He turned so that he was facing her. 
 
“Yes. Elvis was just here to give me the news.” 
 
Although the Strangers weren’t really her parents, hearing that they were dead brought back the 
pain and grief she had felt when Richard and Jane Granger had been killed. She couldn’t stop the 
tears that welled in her eyes and coursed down her cheeks. 
 
“I…I don’t know wh…why I’m crying,” Hermione sniffled.  
 
“You’re entitled,” Snape said. He pulled a clean handkerchief from his pocket and handed it to 



her. She wiped her eyes and blew her nose. 
 
“I’ll wash this and return it,” she said as she held the crumbled handkerchief in her hand. 
 
“Don’t worry about it, I’ve others,” he replied. 
 
“Thank you.” 
 
They looked at each awkwardly for a moment. 
 
“Hermione,” Snape said quietly. 
 
“Yes?” 
 
“When your parents died, I didn’t have the opportunity…no, that’s a lie,” he corrected himself. “I 
never took the time…” he paused, and then took a deep breath before he continued. “I didn’t 
bother to express my condolences.” 
 
“I understand, Severus,” Hermione replied. She used the handkerchief to wipe a few more tears 
from her cheeks. 
 
“I don’t know how you can understand when I don’t understand it myself,” Snape said in a harsh 
whisper. “I ignored your grief. As a matter of fact, I recall commenting that your absence to 
attend your parents’ funeral would necessitate my having to take over some of your duties 
here.” 
 
“I remember that,” Hermione said. “Harry heard you. He wanted to hex you. I had to hold him 
back.” 
 
“For one of the few times in my life, I’d have to say Potter had the right idea,” Snape said. “I 
was more than merely indifferent to your grief; I was cruel.” 
 
“You had to be because of your position in the Dark Lord’s Inner Circle. I understand that now. I 
even understood it then,” Hermione insisted. 
 
“I should have known the attack was going to happen. What a miserable excuse for a spy I was 
at that point,” Snape said. 
 
“You were doing everything you could. I don’t blame you. I never did. Please don’t blame 
yourself, I couldn’t bear it!” Hermione said firmly. 
 
Snape reached out and took her hand in his. “I know it’s seven years too late, Hermione, but will 
you accept my condolences for the loss of your parents?” Snape asked softly. 
 
“It’s never too late if you’re sincere,” Hermione said. 
 
“I’ve never been more sincere in my life. I truly am sorry. Not just for your loss, but also for the 
cavalier way I treated it.” He paused a moment. “Will you forgive me?” 
 
“There’s nothing to forgive,” Hermione said. And then, throwing her arms around him, she burst 
into tears again. 
 
Not knowing what else to do, Snape held her gently against his chest. He patted her back 



soothingly and let her cry. 
 
They both started when the door burst open.  
 
“What are you doing to her, you bastard!” Roland Wisely cried. He was pointing his wand at 
Snape. “Petrificus …” 
 
Snape had his wand out and pointed at Wisely before he could finish the incantation. 
 
“Expelliarmus!” he shouted and Wisely’s wand flew into his hand. 
 
Undaunted, Roland launched himself towards Snape. 
 
Hermione quickly reached out to the table near the bed and picked up her own wand. 
 
“Petrificus Totalis,” Hermione said, casting upon Roland the very spell he had attempted to use 
on Snape. 
 
Hermione threw back the covers and got out of bed. She went and stood over Roland, who had 
fallen to the floor. 
 
“Don’t be a prat, Roland. Mr. Snake wasn’t trying to hurt me in any way. He was comforting me. 
I’ve just found out my parents were killed by Doom Diners.” And with those words, Hermione 
started to cry again. 
 
Snape pointed his wand at Roland. “I’m going to release you now, Wisely. I trust you’ll attempt 
nothing foolish.  
 
“Finite Incantatem.” 
 
As soon as Roland could move, he went to Hermione. 
 
“Oh, Harriet. Oh, Merlin, Harriet, I’m so sorry,” he mumbled. He put an arm across Hermione’s 
shoulders. 
 
“Thanks, Roland,” Hermione said through her tears. “You should apologise to Mr. Snake for 
trying to hex him.” 
 
Roland turned to Snape. “Sorry, sir,” he said, a blush staining his cheeks. 
 
“Maybe someday you’ll learn to think before you act,” Snape said with a sneer. “But I doubt it,” 
he added, handing Roland’s wand back to him. 
 
By this time, Barry had arrived. He passed Snape and went to stand next to Hermione. He had 
apparently overheard enough to know that the Strangers were dead. He leaned down and kissed 
Hermione gently on the forehead. “I’m sorry, Harriet,” he muttered. 
 
“Now that your friends are here to comfort you, Miss Stranger, I will take my leave,” Snape said 
and headed toward the door. 
 
“Mr. Snake,” Hermione called out. Snape turned back and looked at Hermione. 
 
“Thank you,” she whispered. 



 
Snape just nodded and left the room.  
 
He went back to his bed, but it was a long time before he was able to fall back asleep.  

 
 
 
*I wish I could take credit for this line, it’s a classic. All credit and honour, however, goes to 
David Gerrold. This line comes from a Star Trek episode called, “The Trouble with Tribbles.”  
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A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. For the purposes of this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so 
alive he is – at least here! I’ve come up with my own explanation about how that happens. The 
events of the books are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events 
that, in the books, may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into 
one day, or completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that 
JKR is telling. Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the 
product of my own imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the 
WIKTT forum by ladyofthemasque.  
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile! 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine. 
 
Additional A/N for this and subsequent chapters: Because there is no Canon to parody, the 
narrative for this and all subsequent chapters will appear as though the events are happening in 
the present. There will be occasional references to both the “past” at Pigmoles, and the “past” at 
Hogwarts. I hope this isn’t too confusing.  

 
 
 
Day forty-eight in the book: June 4th 
 
When Snape woke up the next morning, it was the fourth of June. He performed his morning 
ablutions and headed down to the kitchen. He needed coffee.  
 
Hermione joined him in the kitchen just as the coffee was finished. He poured them each a cup 
and Hermione began to prepare breakfast. As they ate, they talked about what had happened in 
the four weeks between the death of the Strangers and this day, which would see the final 
confrontation between Barry Plotter and Moldyport. 
 



The two-handled cup, once owned by Bertha Badgerburrow, had been found in a vault at 
Brinknotts. The vault, held in the name of Perry Paltryfew, was raided by Aurors after the 
Wizengamot convicted Paltryfew, in absentia, for the murder of Godrick Jiggery.  
 
Once the soul-part contained in the cup was destroyed, the cup was returned to the vault. The 
entire proceeding – the trial, the raid, and the return of the cup to the vault, had been 
conducted under a veil of secrecy to prevent Moldyport from knowing that his Horcrux had been 
neutralized. 
 
 
Intelligence gathered by both Aurors from the Ministry, and members of the Fellowship, 
indicated that Moldyport was calling his followers together. This information was verified by 
Snape.  
 
With Ludicrous Badboy still in prison, Snape had moved up in the Dark Lord’s Inner Circle. Only 
Beatrix Sobizarre held a higher place than he did. 
 
Snape had been summoned more and more frequently as Moldyport prepared for the final 
confrontation. It was at one of these meetings, one week after the death of Hermione’s parents, 
that Snape learned why he had not known about the planned attack on the Strangers. 
 
They had stood for more than two hours as Moldyport went over plans again and again. Snape 
was exhausted. He had been up most of the night doing work for the Fellowship.  
 
When Moldyport finally released them, Snape made haste toward the Apparition point. 
 
“Seximus!” Beatrix Sobizarre called out to him. 
 
The last thing he wanted to do was have a confrontation with Beatrix, but he knew he had little 
choice. 
 
“Beatrix,” Snape said, stopping and allowing her to catch up to him. 
 
“Did you enjoy your present?” Beatrix asked cryptically. 
 
“My present?” Snape asked, truly mystified. 
 
“The Dirtblood’s parents,” Beatrix said with a gleeful smirk. 
 
“You were responsible for their deaths?” Snape asked, carefully keeping his voice neutral and his 
expression blank. Inwardly, he was seething. He had the urge to pummel her. Not even the 
Killing Curse would satisfy him. He wanted to feel her bones turn to dust under his fists. He 
wanted to smell her blood as it soaked into the ground beneath her. He wanted to see the life 
flicker out of her eyes as he closed his hands around her throat. 
 
“I felt badly about my earlier distrust of you, Seximus,” Beatrix explained. “After you killed 
Slumbermore, I realized I had been wrong about you. I asked our master’s permission to do 
something nice to make it up to you. I’m just sorry I had to wait so long to deliver the gift. Our 
master wanted the timing to be perfect. With the Dirtblood distracted by grief, she will be of 
little help to Plotter. I hope you enjoyed it anyway.” 
 
“How very thoughtful of you, Beatrix,” Snape said. He even managed a small smile. 
 



“Jacko had once told me what a vexation the Dirtblood was to you. I knew you would appreciate 
the opportunity to watch her suffer. Of course, once our master triumphs, you shall be able to 
inflict an appropriate punishment upon her yourself,” Beatrix said. 
 
“I look forward to victory,” Snape said.  
 
And to defeat, Snape added inwardly. Your defeat and the defeat of that misbegotten monster 

you serve. 
 
Snape left, even more determined to finish the project he was working on. 
 
 
A week later, it was ready. He had developed a particularly deadly and rapidly efficacious poison. 
The poison remained inert until it came in contact with a certain acid. This poison could be 
applied externally to the coat of a ferret, without poisoning the animal. The poison, once applied, 
was undetectable.  
 
The ferrets used to feed Naggingme were kept in a pen until needed. While wearing the 
invisibility cloak he borrowed from Plotter, Snape replaced several of the ferrets in the pen with 
animals he had treated with the topical poison. 
 
All they had to do was wait until Naggingme ate one of the tainted animals. When that 
happened, the gastric acid in his stomach would activate the poison on the coat of the animal. 
Naggingme would be dead in moments, and the soul-part within him would be destroyed. 
 
Two days after he planted the tainted animals, he was summoned. When he saw Perry 
Paltryfew, kneeling and trembling before an incensed Moldyport, Snape knew that Naggingme 
was dead.  
 
As part of his service to the Dark Lord, Perry Paltryfew was charged with the care and feeding of 
Naggingme. Moldyport railed against him, accusing him of poisoning his pet. Paltryfew denied it, 
but no one else ever went near the giant snake, so Paltryfew’s protestations of innocence were 
ignored. It was both satisfying, and horrible, to watch as Moldyport tortured and then killed the 
repulsive Paltryfew.  
 
It was a tribute to Snape’s abilities as a spy that he had never been suspected, or even 
questioned, with regard to the death of Naggingme. Moldyport was nothing, if not single-
minded. Because he believed that Paltryfew had betrayed him and was responsible for the death 
of his pet, he wouldn’t even consider another possibility.  
 
That single-mindedness, along with his arrogance, would contribute to his downfall. 
 
With Naggingme dead, the only remaining portion of Moldyport’s soul was the tiny bit that still 
resided within the Dark Lord himself. 
 
 
As a result of his new position within the Dark Lord’s Inner Circle, Snape was able to discover 
that there was another spy at Pigmoles. Because he was long practiced in the art of keeping his 
emotions and reactions hidden, Snape was able to contain his surprise at discovering that Tudor 
Knott had been feeding information to Moldyport since he had joined the Doom Diners, mid-way 
through his sixth year. This information pointed up to Snape just how tenuous his position had 
been before he “disposed” of Slumbermore. He had not been summoned to the initiation 
ceremony when Knott became a Doom Diner, and had not known that he was working with 



Jacko Badboy on the plan to get the Doom Diners into Pigmoles.  
 
Of course, once he knew, Snape, Slumbermore, and Matilda MacGyver made sure that 
misinformation was fed to the Dark Lord through Tudor Knott.  
 
Moldyport was determined that the final confrontation with Plotter would take place before 
Plotter left Pigmoles after his seventh year. Therefore, it was carefully leaked to Tudor Knott that 
Plotter, along with Wisely and Stranger, would be going to the Pig’s Noggin on the night before 
their official graduation. Since the three had been forbidden to leave the castle without an 
escort, the whole scenario was carefully crafted to make it seem that the Gleesome Threesome 
would be going out alone, thus circumventing the restrictions put in place to protect them. 
 
Moldyport arranged for most of his followers to Apparate to Pigsdeed to surround Plotter and his 
friends. They were under strict orders not to attempt to kill Plotter or either of his companions. 
Once Plotter’s escape route was cut off, Moldyport would show up and finish off the Boy-Who-
Should-Have-Died. 
 
 
“Beatrix, my most faithful servant, you may dispose of the blood-traitor, Wisely,” Moldyport 
said, just minutes before they would Apparate to the Pig’s Noggin. 
 
“Thank you, Lord,” Beatrix said, dropping to her knees and kissing the hem of Moldyport’s robe. 
 
“And Seximus,” Moldyport said, turning to Snape, “the Dirtblood is yours.” 
 
Snape also fell to his knees to pay obeisance. He carefully hid his repugnance as he kissed the 
back of Moldyport’s scaly hand. 
 
“My Lord, I am not worthy of your favour,” Snape murmured. He could feel Moldyport probing 
his mind. He used all of his Occlumency skills to keep his true feelings and loyalties hidden. All 
Moldyport saw was Snape’s intense hatred for Plotter and his friends, and Snape’s unwavering 
devotion to Moldyport and all he stood for. 
 
“For nearly twenty years you have served me,” Moldyport said. “Of all of my followers, only you 
and Beatrix never lost faith in me. The Dirtblood is your reward. You may take her and use her 
in whatever way pleases you, or you may kill her outright. I leave the decision up to you.” 
 
“Thank you, my Lord,” Snape said, head bowed. 
 
“Rise, Seximus. Rise, Beatrix,” Moldyport said, gesturing Snape and Beatrix to their feet. “Our 
victory is at hand.” 
 
 
Snape knew that back at Pigmoles, the trap was being carefully laid. At a last minute meeting of 
Ministry Aurors, Slumbermore’s Soldiers, and members of the Fellowship of the Falcon, it had 
been revealed that Elvis Slumbermore was still alive, and that Seximus Snake, who would arrive 
with Moldyport, was actually working against the Dark Lord. There was some scepticism, but in 
the end, the very fact that Slumbermore was alive was enough to convince everyone that Snake 
was not a traitor. The forces of Light took their places at the Pig’s Noggin to await the arrival of 
the Doom Diners. Invisibility cloaks and Disillusionment Charms kept them hidden from sight.  
 
Barry, Roland, and Hermione “snuck” out of the castle and made their way to Pigsdeed. Tudor 
Knott followed at a discreet distance. Once the Gleesome Threesome entered the Pig’s Noggin, 



Tudor Knott, using an enchanted mirror, sent a message to his father telling him that the three 
had entered the pub.  
 
As soon as Tudor Knott’s message was sent and acknowledged, he was taken into custody by 
two Aurors. The enchanted mirror was taken from him, and he was Portkeyed to a holding cell at 
the Ministry. The two Aurors then hurried into the Pig’s Noggin to await the arrival of the Doom 
Diners. 
 
 
Hermione, Barry, and Roland sat at a table in the middle of the Pig’s Noggin. They had bottles of 
butterbeer in front of them, but none of them had taken even a sip. They talked quietly among 
themselves. Their wands were clutched in their hands, carefully hidden under the long 
tablecloth. Ambleforth Slumbermore, who was polishing glasses behind the bar, also had his 
wand handy. 
 
Although she had been expecting it, Hermione still started a bit when the Doom Diners popped 
into existence around them. There were close to twenty of them, all with their wands pointing at 
the three young people sitting at the table. 
 
“You should have stayed at Pigmoles, Plotter,” the elder Knott said. “You’ve made this almost 
too easy for my master.”  
 
He turned to one of the other Doom Diners. “Drabbe, go tell our master we have his prey 
cornered.” 
 
The other man touched the Dark Mark on his arm and was gone. 
 
This was the signal that the forces of Light had been waiting for. Within seconds, more than 
thirty witches and wizards had thrown off their invisibility cloaks or had their Disillusionment 
Charms lifted. The Doom Diners surrounding the Gleesome Threesome were themselves 
surrounded and disarmed before they could cast even one curse toward their adversaries. The 
Doom Diners were quickly bound with magical ropes and Portkeyed away. The Aurors and 
members of the Fellowship donned the Doom Diners’ robes and masks and took their places in a 
circle around Barry, Roland, and Hermione. 
 
Only moments later, Moldyport, accompanied by Beatrix Sobizarre, Seximus Snake, and Drabbe, 
Apparated into the Pig’s Noggin.  
 
“At last, at last,” Moldyport said, almost gleefully. 
 
“Hello, Tommy,” Barry said in a conversational tone. 
 
“You will pay for your insolence, Plotter,” Moldyport said. 
 
“No, I don’t think I will,” Plotter replied.  
 
The “Doom Diners” in the circle around Moldyport threw off their masks revealing their true 
identities. 
 
“What treachery is this?” Beatrix screamed. 
 
Thirty wands were pointed at Moldyport now.  
 



“Do you expect me to surrender?” Moldyport asked Plotter with a sneer. 
 
“No. I expect you to die!” Plotter said. He raised his wand and pointed it at Moldyport.* 
 
“You cannot kill me, boy!” Moldyport shouted.  
 
“Just watch me,” Barry replied. 
 
“You could try to kill this vessel,” Moldyport said, pointing to his own body, “but even were you 
to succeed, I will rise again!” 
 
“No, you won’t, because we’ve destroyed your Horcruxes,” Barry said. 
 
“You think you have destroyed them, boy, but the diary and the ring were not the only places I 
had pieces of my soul hidden,” Moldyport said. “I have other Horcruxes you will never find!” 
 
“Oh, you mean Leonine Lionsden’s snuff box?” Barry said. 
 
“Maybe he means Bertha Badgerburrow’s cup,” Roland commented. 
 
“Or perhaps he’s referring to Valdemar Viperspit’s locket,” Hermione added. 
 
“We know he can’t be referring to Naggingme,” Barry said. “Your little pet ate something that 
didn’t agree with her, didn’t she, Tommy?” 
 
“The prophecy says you must kill me, boy,” Moldyport said with a hiss. “You won’t be able to kill 
me. You don’t have the power!” 
 
With those words, Moldyport raised his wand and pointed it at Barry. Barry raised his own wand 
and prepared to duel. 
 
“Avada Kedavra!” Barry and Moldyport spoke simultaneously. Their curses met in a coruscating 
display that arced between their wands. In the centre of the arc was a brilliant green crown of 
energy. It looked like a fragile, glass orb balanced on a gossamer thread. 
 
After a few moments, the orb started moving slowly along the arc of energy toward Barry’s 
wand. Moldyport gave an evil grin.  
 
Roland stepped forward and touched his wand to Barry’s, adding his magic to his friend’s. The 
orb moved back to the centre of the arc, and then started to move, almost imperceptibly, toward 
Moldyport. 
 
“What a weak excuse for a wizard you are, Wisely,” Beatrix cackled as she stepped closer to 
Moldyport and touched her wand to his, adding her power to her master’s. Once again, the orb 
moved along the arc toward Barry. 
 
Hermione now stepped up and touched her wand to Barry and Roland’s. The orb lurched back to 
the centre of the arc and then began moving rapidly toward Moldyport. 
 
Drabbe touched his wand to the place where Moldyport’s and Beatrix’s joined. The orb barely 
slowed as it continued moving toward Moldyport. 
 
There was a deep hum of magical energy in the air. Moldyport’s wand was vibrating in his hand. 



He was struggling to hold on to it.  
 
“Doesn’t seem like Drabbe’s much help,” Barry taunted. 
 
“Seximus,” Moldyport hissed. “I need your help. You are certainly more powerful than this 
Dirtblood! Come, Seximus; give your master your power!” 
 
Snape held his wand in front of him.  
 
“I will give you all the help and support you deserve, my Lord,” Snape said softly. 
 
And with those words, Snape stepped out from behind Moldyport. He crossed the space between 
the two groups of duelling wizards and stood beside Hermione. 
 
“Filthy traitor!” Beatrix screamed. She tried to pull her wand away from Moldyport’s to deliver 
the Killing Curse to Snape, but the magical energy of the joined wands would not allow her wand 
to be removed from the nexus. 
 
Snape grinned at Beatrix and then spoke, “I am not a traitor, Beatrix. I have been working for 
the Fellowship of the Falcon since the day I took the Dark Mark. I have never been on your side; 
therefore I cannot be a traitor to your cause.” 
 
With those words, Snape reached out and touched his wand to the nexus formed by the wands 
of Barry, Roland, and Hermione. 
 
The orb seemed to fly across the arc toward Moldyport. The brilliant green sphere of energy 
travelled through Moldyport’s wand and into the evil wizard. His mouth opened in a soundless 
scream as the bolt of energy filled him, causing him to implode in a flash of near-blinding light.  
 
Where Moldyport had been standing, there was only a pile of smoking ash. 
 
Two other piles marked the places where Beatrix Sobizarre and Drabbe had been standing. 
 
 
Barry, Roland, Hermione, and Snape were thrown to the floor by the power of the blast, but 
were unhurt. 
 
The Aurors and members of the Fellowship who had been standing in a circle around the key 
players erupted into cheers when they realised what had happened. 
 
Moldyport was dead.  
 
The Boy-Who-Lived, still lived.  
 
The war was over. 
 
Barry and Roland got to their feet, pulling Hermione up with them. There were hugs and kisses 
and tears. 
 
Romulus Lobo came over and pulled Snape to his feet, shaking his hand and congratulating him. 
Matilda MacGyver and Isadora Bonks both threw their arms around Snape and hugged him. Even 
Bad-eye Broody shook his hand. 
 



Ambleforth Slumbermore started pouring Firewhisky and butterbeer.  
 
“Stay and have a drink to celebrate, Seximus,” Romulus said. 
 
“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Snape said and moved away. 
 
Snape shook hands with a number of Fellowship members and Aurors and started working his 
way toward the door. He was exhausted. He just wanted to go back to his quarters at Grim Old 
Place and sleep. 
 
“Snake!” Barry called out. 
 
Snape turned back towards Plotter. 
 
“Yes, Plotter?” Snape said.  
 
“I just want to say thank you…sir,” Barry said and held out his hand.  
 
When Harry Potter had held out his hand to Snape after the defeat of Voldemort, Snape had 
sneered and walked away. This was one part of the book that he definitely wanted to re-write.  
 
“You’re welcome,” Snape said and shook Barry Plotter’s hand. 
 
“Are you staying for a drink?” Barry asked. He already had a glass of Firewhisky in his hand. 
 
“I’m going to report to Elvis,” Snape said. He was grateful when Plotter didn’t insist. 
 
Roland came over and clapped Snape on the back. “We did it, didn’t we, sir?” Roland said 
jovially.  
 
“Indeed,” Snape agreed. He started to turn away again, but then he saw Hermione approaching. 
 
“Are you leaving?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Yes,” Snape replied. 
 
“There’s going to be a party, a celebration. I guess it’s already started,” she added as she 
watched Kingsford Tacklebolts holding up a glass of Firewhisky and trying to make a toast. 
 
“I’m not much for parties,” Snape said. “I’d only make everyone else uncomfortable.”  
 
“You did so much for us,” Hermione said. “You should celebrate with us.” 
 
“I don’t think that would be wise,” he said. He was drowning in her eyes. He had to get away 
before he did something stupid…like kiss her until she was breathless. 
 
“Please stay. Have a drink…one drink. Please?” There was a pleading look in her eyes.  
 
Snape swallowed hard. His throat was dry. His tongue felt clumsy and swollen in his mouth. 
Merlin, he wanted to kiss her! 
 
“I…can’t,” he finally managed to rasp out. 
 



And then he turned and walked away, leaving her standing there with her friends. It was one of 
the hardest things he’d ever done in his life. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day forty-nine in the book: June 4th – again 
 
When Hermione awoke the next morning, she was in her room at Grim Old Place. She checked 
her calendar and was dismayed to discover that it was, once again, June fourth. 
 
As she performed her morning ablutions, she thought back to the previous day and tried to 
remember what she had read about the Final Battle in the book. Obviously, she had missed 
something important if the book was bringing them back to this day. 
 
When she went downstairs, she found Snape in the kitchen, sitting at the table, frowning over a 
cup of very black coffee. 
 
“Good morning, Severus,” Hermione said. 
 
“That’s not what I would call it, Professor Granger,” Snape said with a scowl. 
 
“I must assume from your cheerful countenance that you have checked the calendar,” Hermione 
said as she pulled a pan out of the cupboard and began to prepare breakfast. Snape poured her 
a cup of the inky brew and handed it to her. 
 
“What the fuck went wrong?” Snape demanded. 
 
“I don’t know,” Hermione admitted. “I’ve been thinking about the book, but it’s been nearly 
seven weeks since I read it. I was nearing the end of the seventh chapter when you interrupted 
me…” 
 
“So, the fact that we’re back to this day is my bloody fault?” Snape sneered. 
 
“I didn’t say that!” Hermione said, her temper rising to match his. 
 
“You told me you’d finished the seventh chapter,” Snape snarled at her. 
 
“No, I didn’t,” Hermione insisted. “I said I had read through the Final Battle. There were still a 
couple of pages left in that chapter, and at least two more chapters after.” 
 
“We killed the bloody bastard,” Snape said. “What else could be expected of us?” 
 
“I don’t know, but whatever it is, it must have happened after the battle,” Hermione said. 
 
“Nothing happened after the battle, you silly chit!” Snape was nearly shouting now.  
 
“Maybe that’s the problem, you wretched prat,” Hermione shouted back. 
 
“What do mean?” 
 
“Maybe you should have stayed at the Pig’s Noggin and had a drink with us, instead of skulking 
off,” Hermione said. 



 
“I’m the greasy git, remember?” Snape said with a sneer. “Do you think Plotter would have 
wanted me to stay?” 
 
“He asked you to, didn’t he?” Hermione countered. “Romulus asked you to stay as well.” 
 
“They were just caught up in the heat of the moment. Nobody really wanted me there.” 
 
“I wanted you there,” Hermione said softly. 
 
Snape had no answer for that. He turned and left the kitchen and went to prepare for battle 
once again. 
 
 
The confrontation between Barry Plotter and Moldyport at the Pig’s Noggin that evening went 
exactly as it had the night before. Once again, Moldyport was reduced to a pile of smouldering 
ash. 
 
The Aurors and members of the Fellowship who had been standing in a circle around the key 
players erupted into cheers when they realised what had happened. 
 
Moldyport was dead.  
 
The Boy-Who-Lived, still lived.  
 
The war was over. 
 
Barry and Roland got to their feet, pulling Hermione up with them. There were hugs and kisses 
and tears. 
 
Romulus Lobo came over and pulled Snape to his feet, shaking his hand and congratulating him. 
Matilda MacGyver and Isadora Bonks both threw their arms around Snape and hugged him. Even 
Bad-eye Broody shook his hand. 
 
Ambleforth Slumbermore started pouring Firewhisky and butterbeer.  
 
“Stay and have a drink to celebrate, Seximus,” Romulus said. 
 
“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” Snape said and moved away. 
 
Snape shook hands with a number of Fellowship members and Aurors and started working his 
way toward the door. He was exhausted. He just wanted to go back to his room at Grim Old 
Place and sleep. 
 
“Snake!” Barry called out. 
 
Snape turned back towards Plotter. 
 
“Yes, Plotter?” Snape said.  
 
“I just want to say thank you…sir,” Barry said and held out his hand.  
 
“You’re welcome,” Snape said and shook Barry Plotter’s hand. 



 
“Are you staying for a drink?” Barry asked. He already had a glass of Firewhisky in his hand. 
 
“I’m going to report to Elvis,” Snape said. He was grateful when Plotter didn’t insist. 
 
Roland came over and clapped Snape on the back. “We did it, didn’t we, sir?” Roland said 
jovially.  
 
“Indeed,” Snape agreed. He started to turn away again, but then he saw Hermione approaching. 
 
“Are you leaving?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Yes,” Snape replied. 
 
“Please stay, Severus,” Hermione said softly, using his real name. There was so much noise 
around them, she doubted anyone else could hear what they were saying. She reached out and 
took his hand in hers.  
 
“One drink. That’s all I’m asking for, Severus,” she said. She looked like she was about to cry. 
“Please.” 
 
Snape swallowed hard. Within his heart, a battle raged. A battle fiercer than the one just 
concluded. He wanted to stay. He longed to believe that Hermione truly felt something for him. 
He wanted to believe that it wasn’t just because of the circumstances they were in. The book 
had thrown them together, but when they were back in their own time and place, would 
Hermione feel the same? He didn’t believe that the beautiful witch in front of him would want 
him once their adventure within the book was over. Part of him was screaming that he should 
grab what happiness and pleasure he could now, and worry about the consequences later. And 
part of him wanted to run away and protect what was left of his pride and his heart. 
 
“I suppose I could stay for one drink,” he said at last.  
 
Hermione’s smile made him forget about trying to protect his heart. 
 
 
Two hours later, Severus was feeling mellow, but not drunk. At least he wasn’t drunk on the 
level that Plotter was drunk. Wisely had already passed out. He was, somehow, sitting on a bar 
stool, his head resting on his folded arms. Ambleforth Slumbermore was wiping the bar around 
him. Hermione was tipsy, perhaps one drink away from pissed. 
 
Romulus Lobo and Isadora Bonks had joined Hermione and Snape at a small table near the back 
of the pub. 
 
“I hope you’ve got plenty of Hangover Cure Potion available,” said Lobo with a grin.  
 
“I don’t think there’s enough in the world to take care of the hangover Plotter is going to have in 
the morning,” Snape said with a smirk. 
 
“I suppose we should get this lot back to Grim Old Place and pour them into their beds, then,” 
Lobo said. 
 
“How will you get them back there,” Isadora Bonks wanted to know. “If they try to Apparate, 
they’ll splinch for sure.” 



 
“I can Apparate Barry back with me,” Lobo said. “Isadora, will you take Hermione?” 
 
“I can Apparate myself!” Hermione protested. 
 
“Let Isadora do it,” Snape said to her. “Please.” 
 
“Oh, all right,” Hermione said. 
 
“I guess that leaves me with Wisely,” Snape said with a grimace. 
 
 
Five minutes later, the six of them were back at Grim Old Place. Barry was singing – off key – 
and trying to climb the stairs toward his bedroom. His foot kept missing the step and he wasn’t 
making any progress.  
 
“For Merlin’s sake, Romulus,” Snape said after a few moments, “cast a Silencing Charm on him 
and Apparate him upstairs!” 
 
Romulus laughed, but did as Snape asked. 
 
Roland was weaving back and forth and looking a little green around the edges. 
 
“Don’t you dare puke on me, you bloody bastard,” Snape growled at Roland.  
 
“I wouldn’t do that, sir.” Roland gave Snape an idiotic grin – and then hurled all over the front of 
his robes. 
 
“Fuck!” Snape shouted and pushed Wisely toward the stairs. 
 
Snape quickly cleaned up the mess with a muttered incantation, and then he Apparated Wisely 
upstairs to join the now snoring Plotter. 
 
“Do you need help?” Bonks asked Hermione. 
 
“I’m fine, really. I didn’t have that much to drink,” Hermione assured her. 
 
Snape and Romulus came back down the stairs. 
 
“I guess we’ll be going then,” Romulus said as he took Bonks’ hand in his. “Those two won’t 
wake up for hours.” 
 
“I’ll have a potion ready for them in the morning,” Snape promised. 
 
“Goodnight, you two,” Hermione said. 
 
With a final wave, Bonks and Romulus Disapparated. 
 
That left Hermione and Snape standing alone at the foot of the stairs. They stared at each other 
for a moment, neither knowing what to say…what to do. 
 
Finally, Snape broke eye contact. 
 



“It’s late. You’d better get some sleep,” he said. He turned away from her and headed towards 
his room. 
 
“Severus,” Hermione called out to him. 
 
He turned back. “What is it, now?” he asked. 
 
“I…I just…I wanted…” Hermione was stumbling over her words. 
 
“Go to bed, Professor Granger, and sleep it off,” Snape said harshly. 
 
Ignoring the hurt in her eyes, Snape turned away from her again and stomped down the hall 
towards his room. 
 
 
A moment later, Hermione heard his door slam shut with a bang. 
 
Not knowing what else she could do, she climbed the stairs and went to bed. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day fifty in the book: June 4th – one more time 
 
Snape had slept fitfully, waking often from dreams he couldn’t remember. When he climbed out 
of bed around six o’clock, his bed sheets were tangled, rumpled, and sweat soaked. He checked 
the calendar and cursed loudly and inventively. 
 
He went into the bathroom and stood under the steaming jets of hot water for a long time, 
trying to clear his mind and organise his thoughts. 
 
It was still June fourth. Moldyport still lived. The Final Battle was still to be fought.  
 
Snape finished his shower, dressed, and made his way to the kitchen. He needed coffee. 
 
He stopped short when he entered the kitchen and saw Hermione already seated at the table, a 
steaming cup in front of her. 
 
He poured himself a cup and sat across from her. He took a sip of the coffee and grimaced. 
 
“Did we run low on coffee beans?” he asked. 
 
“I don’t know how you can drink that roofing tar you call coffee,” Hermione replied.  
 
“I don’t know how you can call this insipid liquid coffee,” Snape retorted. He got up and went to 
the counter. He poured out what was left of the coffee and set about preparing to brew a new 
pot. 
 
Ten minutes later, Snape was cautiously sipping at a scalding cup of bitterly black coffee. 
 
“That’s more like it,” he commented. 
 
Hermione refilled her cup and took a sip. “It still tastes like roofing tar, but at least it’ll wake me 



up,” she said. “Do you want something to eat?” 
 
“I’m not hungry,” Snape replied. 
 
“Neither am I,” Hermione said as she rooted around in the cupboard under the sink and pulled 
out a frying pan. “But, it’s going to be a long day and we need to keep our strength up.” She 
paused a moment before she continued. 
 
“Besides, we didn’t skip breakfast yesterday…or…” 
 
“Or the day before,” Snape finished her sentence. 
 
Hermione shoulders slumped and she leaned against the counter. 
 
“What are we going to do, Severus?” she asked, raising her head and looking at him imploringly. 
 
“I’d say we’re going to kill the fucking bastard, one more time. We’re going to have drinks with 
Romulus Lobo and Isadora Bonks, one more time. I’m even going to have the unadulterated 
pleasure of having Roland Wisely fucking puke all over me, one more time!” Snape said in a 
venomous tone of voice. 
 
“I wish I’d finished the book before….” Hermione began. 
 
“Don’t blame yourself for this…this…abomination,” Snape said. Then his voice softened. “I baited 
you that night in the library. Our adventures here began when I touched the book you were 
reading. Had I just left you alone when I discovered you were not a student, none of this would 
have happened.” 
 
“Why did you badger me so much that night?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Perhaps I’m simply a miserable git who enjoys tormenting and intimidating you,” he replied. 
 
“That might be true, if we hadn’t already established the fact that you don’t intimidate me,” she 
said dryly. “Try again.” 
 
“Perhaps I’m a miserable git who simply enjoys exchanging verbal barbs with someone who is as 
acerbic and sarcastic as I am,” Snape admitted. 
 
“And perhaps you are simply a man who hasn’t yet realised that not all exchanges between us 
have to be acerbic and sarcastic,” Hermione said.  
 
Snape didn’t say anything, he just stared at her. 
 
“I know you will find this difficult to believe,” Hermione said, disconcerted by his silence, but 
determined to have her say, “but I actually do enjoy your company. I would welcome the 
opportunity to converse with you without exchanging verbal barbs; at least not every time. I 
think we could be friends.”  
 
Hermione paused. Once she spoke her next words, there would be no calling them back. She 
took a deep breath.  
 
“I would even welcome the opportunity to explore the possibility that we could be more than 
friends,” she said at last. 



 
Snape stood and went to the sink. He rinsed his coffee cup and turned it upside down on the 
sideboard to dry.  
 
His continued silence unnerved Hermione. At this point, she would have welcomed any 
comment, even a sarcastic one. 
 
When he turned and started walking out of the kitchen, Hermione’s temper flared. 
 
“Say something, damn you!” she shouted at his retreating back. 
 
Snape turned back to face her. “What do you want me to say, Professor Granger?” Snape asked. 
“It seems you’ve already said too much." He paused a moment. 
 
“Now, I suggest we concentrate on the battle ahead of us.” 
 
He turned and walked away. This time, Hermione didn’t try to stop him. 
 
 
Hours later, the Final Battle concluded just as it had the day before, and the day before that. 
 
Romulus Lobo and Isadora Bonks had joined Hermione and Snape at a small table near the back 
of the pub. 
 
“I hope you’ve got plenty of Hangover Cure Potion available,” said Lobo with a grin.  
 
“I don’t think there’s enough in the world to take care of the hangover Plotter is going to have in 
the morning,” Snape said with a smirk. 
 
“I suppose we should get this lot back to Grim Old Place and pour them into their beds, then,” 
Lobo said. 
 
“How will we get them back there,” Isadora Bonks wanted to know. “If they try to Apparate, 
they’ll splinch for sure.” 
 
“I can Apparate Barry back with me,” Lobo said. “Isadora, will you take Hermione?” 
 
“I can Apparate myself!” Hermione protested. 
 
“Let Isadora do it,” Snape said to her. “Please.” 
 
“Oh, all right,” Hermione said. 
 
“I guess that leaves me with Wisely,” Snape said with a grimace. 
 
 
Five minutes later, the six of them were back at Grim Old Place. Barry was singing – off key – 
and trying to climb the stairs toward his bedroom. His foot kept missing the step and he wasn’t 
making any progress.  
 
“For Merlin’s sake, Romulus,” Snape said after a few moments, “cast a Silencing Charm on him 
and Apparate him upstairs!” 
 



Romulus laughed, but did as Snape asked. 
 
Roland was weaving back and forth and looking a little green around the edges. 
 
“Don’t you dare puke on me, you bloody bastard,” Snape growled at Roland.  
 
“I wouldn’t do that, sir.” Roland gave Snape an idiotic grin – and then hurled all over the front of 
his robes. 
 
“Fuck!” Snape shouted and pushed Wisely toward the stairs. 
 
Snape quickly cleaned up the mess with a muttered incantation, and then he Apparated Wisely 
upstairs to join the now snoring Plotter. 
 
“Do you need help?” Bonks asked Hermione. 
 
“I’m fine, really. I didn’t have that much to drink,” Hermione assured her. 
 
Snape and Romulus came back down the stairs. 
 
“I guess we’ll be going then,” Romulus said as he took Bonks’ hand in his. “Those two won’t 
wake up for hours.” 
 
“I’ll have a potion ready for them in the morning,” Snape promised. 
 
“Goodnight, you two,” Hermione said. 
 
With a final wave, Bonks and Romulus Disapparated. 
 
That left Hermione and Snape standing alone at the foot of the stairs. They stared at each other 
for a moment, neither knowing what to say…what to do. 
 
Finally, Snape broke eye contact. 
 
“It’s late. You’d better get some sleep,” he said. He turned away from her and headed towards 
his room. 
 
“Severus,” Hermione called out to him. 
 
He turned back. “What is it, now?” he asked. 
 
“I…I just…I wanted…” Hermione was stumbling over her words. She took a deep breath, looked 
him in the eye, and started to speak again. This time, she didn’t stumble over her words. 
 
“I just want you to know that I meant what I said this morning.” 
 
“You said a lot of things this morning,” Snape said. 
 
“I meant what I said about us being friends,” she clarified. 
 
“I’ll consider it,” he said. 
 
Hermione could feel her temper starting to flare.  



 
“You’ll consider it?” she said.  
 
The unmitigated gall of the man!  
 
“And am I to deem myself honoured that you will consider being my friend?” she snarled. 
 
Snape shrugged. “It was your idea, Professor Granger,” he said after a moment. 
 
“Yes, yes, I suppose you’re right. It was my idea,” Hermione conceded. “And this is my idea as 
well,” she added. 
 
With those words, Hermione reached up and grabbed Snape’s head, pulling his face down to 
hers.  
 
She kissed him, using her lips and teeth and tongue to coax his own lips to respond.  
 
 
Snape tried to resist her. He tried to ignore the way her tongue teased across his lips, urging 
them to open. He tried to ignore the way her hands threaded through his hair, her nails scraping 
sensuously across his scalp. He tried to ignore the way her hips ground against his, causing him 
to harden and strain against the confines of his trousers. He tried to ignore the little voice in his 
brain telling him that this felt so good…so right. He tried to resist the urge to plunder her mouth. 
He tried to resist the urge to wrap his arms around her and pull her even closer. He tried to 
resist the overwhelming urge to simply surrender to her. 
 
Snape heard someone moaning and was mortified to realise it was him. 
 
He tore his mouth from hers and stepped away from her. He had to, else he would throw her to 
the floor and take her right here. Her chest was heaving and her eyes were glazed.  
 
“Hermione,” Snape said, his voice ragged. 
 
“While you’re considering the possibility of our becoming friends, Severus,” she said softly, 
“consider this as well.” 
 
With those words, she turned and climbed the stairs, leaving Snape to follow her with his eyes, 
and to wonder how she had managed to so completely unhinge him with a single kiss.  

 
 
A/N: *This is another pair of lines I wish I could take credit for. Alas, they are not really mine. I 
have paraphrased them from the old James Bond movie, Goldfinger. The villain has James Bond 
tied to this laser thingy that's going to cut him in two. James Bond says, "Do you expect me to 
talk?" and Goldfinger says, "No, Mr. Bond, I expect you to die!" 
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A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. For the purposes of this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so 
alive he is – at least here! I’ve come up with my own explanation about how that happens. The 



events of the books are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events 
that, in the books, may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into 
one day, or completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that 
JKR is telling. Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the 
product of my own imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the 
WIKTT forum by ladyofthemasque.  
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile! 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine. 
 
Additional A/N for this and subsequent chapters: Because there is no Canon to parody, the 
narrative for this and all subsequent chapters will appear as though the events are happening in 
the present. There will be occasional references to both the “past” at Pigmoles, and the “past” at 
Hogwarts. I hope this isn’t too confusing.  

 
 
 
Day fifty-one in the book: August 31st 
 
When Snape woke up the next morning, he was back in his quarters at Pigmoles. He checked 
the calendar and found that nearly three months had passed since the day of the Final Battle.  
 
Back at Hogwarts, those three months had been quite eventful. It had been revealed to the 
wizarding world that Dumbledore’s “death” had been a ruse to trick Voldemort. When it was 
discovered that Dumbledore still lived, there had been nearly as much celebration over that 
news as there had been over the news of the Dark Lord’s death. 
 
There had been a hearing at the Wizengamot regarding Snape’s loyalties. Once again, Albus 
Dumbledore had testified on Snape’s behalf. At this hearing, however, there had also been 
testimony from Minerva McGonagall, Remus Lupin, Kingsley Shacklebolt, and Alastor Moody. 
Even Harry Potter had testified and, while not effusive in his comments, he had emphatically 
stated that the defeat of the Dark Lord would not have occurred without Snape’s assistance.  
 
The testimony of the Boy-Who-Lived-Again was enough to convince even the most reluctant 
members of the Wizengamot, at least publicly. If there were those who, privately, still harboured 
doubts about Snape’s loyalties, they kept those doubts to themselves. 
 
Once Snape was cleared of all charges, he testified against many of his former associates. This 
had not endeared him to those associates, or to the families of those he had helped send to 
Azkaban.  
 
Except for the occasional death threat from one or another of his former associates, Snape was 
quite pleased with the way things had worked out. After all, he hadn’t even expected to survive 
the war. 
 
Dumbledore had been quick to offer Snape the post of Defence Against the Dark Arts teacher. 
Horace Slughorn had agreed to stay on for at least one more year to teach Potions. Snape was 
also reinstated as Head of Slytherin House. He chose to move back to his quarters in the 
dungeons. He’d spent most of his adult life living there. They were comfortable and familiar. 



 
 
Snape shook himself from his reverie and prepared for his day. But, as he took his place at the 
staff table in the Great Hall, he couldn’t help but wonder how much longer he would be stuck 
here at Pigmoles. 
 
A flutter of wings announced the arrival of the morning Owl Post. Snape was surprised to see a 
beautiful Northern Hawk owl glide toward the high table and touch down lightly in front of him. 
The owl stuck its leg out and Snape removed a tightly rolled parchment. He reached into the 
bowl of Owl Treats and nuts kept on the table and offered the owl a Brazil nut.  
 
“What a beautiful owl,” Slumbermore said as he passed behind Snape on his way to his place 
next to Matilda. 
 
“Indeed, Headmaster,” Snape said. “One doesn’t see Northern Hawk owls very often.”  
 
Slumbermore reached his hand out toward the silvery-grey owl. He opened his hand and offered 
the owl a treat. The owl sniffed at the sherbet lemon in the headmaster’s palm, hooted softly, 
and turned his head back toward Snape. Snape chuckled and fed him another Brazil nut. 
 
“You can’t even give away those disgusting things,” Snape said with a smirk. 
 
“More for me, then,” Slumbermore said. He popped the sweet into his mouth and continued 
toward his place. 
 
Snape finished his breakfast quickly and hurried back to his quarters to read his letter. 
 
Before he opened the parchment, Snape used his wand to cast a Revealing Spell upon the 
document to make sure it wasn’t a Portkey and that it hid no curses or poisons. Because he’d 
received several death threats since his testimony to the Wizengamot, he’d learned to be extra 
cautious.  
 
When his spell revealed nothing malevolent about the missive, he used his thumbnail to break 
the wax seal and unrolled the parchment. He glanced at the signature, smiled slightly, and then 
read: 
 
Severus, 
 
I know it sounds like a cliché, but by the time you read this, I will be gone.  
 
In our “other” life, after the defeat of the Dark Lord, Harry and Ron were allowed to enter the 
Aurors’ Training Program immediately, in spite of the fact that they never sat their N.E.W.T.s. 
 
I, on the other hand, couldn’t bear the thought of not sitting them. As you are aware, I spent 
most of my free time at Grimmauld Place studying, in spite of the fact that I actually spent very 
little time in classes during seventh year. Because of that, I was able to sit my tests only three 
weeks after the Final Battle. I did well enough on the tests to be offered several options, 
including apprenticeships in both Arithmancy and Charms.  
 
In our “other” life, you were probably not aware of the reason why I did not accept either of 
those offers until three years later. Because of our current circumstances, I felt it was important 
that you know why I didn’t begin my apprenticeships as soon as I finished school. To explain 
that, I have to go back to when I first found out that I was a witch. 



 
Until Minerva McGonagall visited my home the week before my eleventh birthday, I’d had no 
idea that I had magical ability. I’d only known that my whole life I’d been “different” somehow 
from my peers. Once she explained, it was like a fog lifting. Suddenly everything became clear. 
Yes, I was “different,” but it was a good different, a wonderful different.  
 
My parents were, of course, sceptical. Like most Muggles, they had no belief in magic. They 
were practical, logical people and to them there was no logic or practicality in magic. When my 
parents found out that I would have to go away, and rather far away at that, to take advantage 
of the magical education I was being offered, they were even more reluctant to allow me to go. 
 
My parents, who had me rather late in life, were very protective of me. They wanted to keep me 
close to them. It took a lot of persuasion on Minerva’s part to convince them that Hogwarts was 
the right place for me. I also implored (okay, I begged) my parents to allow me to go. The 
chance to explore and control and expand upon the latent ability I knew I possessed was just 
too compelling to pass up. 
 
After much discussion, my parents agreed. But, they extracted a promise from me in return. I 
would be allowed to attend Hogwarts for seven years. Upon my graduation, I would return to the 
Muggle world and attend university. My parents were insistent that I have some “practical” skills 
to fall back on, just in case my magical abilities failed to provide me with a means to earn a 
living. 
 
I’m sure there are some who would say that the death of my parents rendered that promise null 
and void – and they might be right. After all, my parents will never know if I have kept the 
promise or not. But I would know. And so, after much thought, and much discussion with both 
Minerva and Albus, I decided to keep the promise I made to my parents.  
 
I begin university classes next week. I have decided to carry quite a heavy course load so that I 
can complete my studies early. I hope to finish about a year ahead of schedule. You’ll be pleased 
to know that I will do this without benefit of a Time Turner. (Though I doubt I’ll forego magic 
completely. Why waste time washing dishes for instance, when I can use magic to do that, and 
study instead?) 
 
Both Professor Flitwick and Professor Vector agreed to allow me to delay my apprenticeships for 
three years. That was a most unusual concession and I was extremely grateful for their support 
and understanding. 
 
Because of our more recent “history,” I hope that you will consider our remaining in contact over 
the next few “years” – however long those “years” take. Perhaps exchanging some 
correspondence will allow us to get to know each other better. I’d like to hope that when I do 
arrive at Pigmoles to begin my apprenticeships, we could at least be cordial to each other. We 
were rather adversarial in our “other” life. 
 
Although I knew it would all work out, I was glad to know that the Wizengamot has cleared you 
of any wrongdoing. Of course, having the man you “murdered” testify on your behalf was 
certainly a boon. It must have been gratifying, however, to have any remaining doubts about 
your loyalty removed.  
 
I am renting a small house not far from the university. It has the advantage of having a small 
backyard that has a privacy fence. I can Apparate back and forth without being seen. There is a 
convenient storeroom right next to the library at the university. I use it as my Apparition point 
there. My backyard also has a place for my new owl to roost when he’s not delivering messages. 



Barry had offered to lend me Hedda, but I decided it was time I had my own. This letter is the 
first one I’ve entrusted to Nuncio. Please give him a treat, as it’s quite a distance from London to 
Pigmoles. 
 
I know that classes begin soon and that you will be busy teaching a new class of dunderheads to 
“brew fame” and “bottle glory,” but I hope you will find the time to send me an occasional letter.  
 
Hermione 
 
P.S. I realize that I was a bit forward during our last meeting. That very forwardness, however, 
does appear to have been the impetus that was needed to advance our foray through a difficult 
time. I hope that you are able to look back upon the encounter as tolerable, if not enjoyable.  
 
H. 
 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day fifty-two in the book: September 21st 
 
Hermione woke up to the sound of tapping at her bedroom window. She threw back the covers 
and opened the window. A large Eagle owl was standing on the window sill. Hermione took the 
letter tied to its leg and offered it an Owl Treat. The owl plucked the treat daintily from her hand 
and flew off. She sat back on her bed, broke the wax seal, and read: 
 
Hermione, 
 
Your owl is a fine specimen. He made good time in his delivery. I offered him a treat even before 
I read your letter. I’m not a completely heartless bastard, you know. He seemed to favour the 
Brazil nuts. You might want to keep some handy for him. He turned up his beak at the sherbet 
lemon Elvis offered. Not surprisingly, the headmaster didn’t seem at all offended. He ate the 
revolting thing himself and went on his way. 
 
My owl’s name, by the way, is Ailis. She will happily accept whatever treats you have on hand, 
but she has a particular fondness for sunflower seeds. 
 
You are correct in surmising that I never knew the reason why you delayed starting your 
apprenticeships. I must confess that, although Minerva may have mentioned something about 
your plans, I wasn’t very interested in following the careers of the Golden Trio once you all left 
Hogwarts and were no longer my concern. From my current point of view, I find your decision 
quite logical and reasonable. Education, be it magical or Muggle, is never wasted. I would also 
venture to say that after the events of your seventh year, some time away from the magical 
world was probably just what you needed in order to gain some perspective.  
 
It also comes as no surprise to me to discover that you decided to honour the promise you made 
to your parents. You are a Gryffindor, after all, and for a Gryffindor, honour ranks right up there 
with courage. And it does take courage to venture out on your own as you have done.  
 
You say you did “well enough” on your N.E.W.T.s to be offered apprenticeships in both 
Arithmancy and Charms. You have a hitherto unsuspected talent for understatement. I happen 
to know that you were also offered an apprenticeship in Transfiguration – Minerva was quick to 
express her disappointment when you decided not to pursue her specialty – and in Ancient 



Runes. As you were no doubt made aware, I never take on apprentices, mostly because I have 
never had a student I felt was capable enough to invest the time and effort necessary to become 
a Potions Master. You, however, could have been my first ever apprentice, if I had been able to 
unbend enough to offer you the position. Your marks in Potions were the highest I have ever 
seen in my teaching career, and you achieved them in spite of the obstacles I put in your way 
for at least six of your seven years at Hogwarts. I know it’s too late, but I do regret that I let my 
stubbornness stand in the way of my good sense. Flitwick’s and Vector’s gains are my loss. 
 
The Wizengamot may have cleared me of all charges of treason, but that doesn’t mean that all 
prejudices against me have disappeared. To some I am, and always shall be, a Death Eater. 
They will never accept that my true loyalties were always to the side of the Light. The kindest 
thing my detractors can say is that I straddled the fence until I knew which way to jump, making 
sure I jumped to the winning side. The worst of them continue to believe that I am guilty as sin, 
but that I have, somehow, managed to coerce the Wizengamot into overlooking my 
transgressions. Even the fact that Albus is alive and well will not convince them that I am not a 
murderer. Even the fact that I have had to thwart several attempts on my life fails to convince 
them. I suppose that if I let one of my former brethren actually succeed in killing me, I may 
finally be vindicated. Somehow, that is small consolation. 
 
Yes, a new crop of dunderheads arrived on the first of September. Not a one of them shows any 
particular aptitude for Potions, although in all fairness, none of them demonstrate the level of 
ineptitude evinced by Longbottom, either. Here we are, nearly three weeks into the term, and 
not a single cauldron has been melted. 
 
You are being too kind in your description of my attitude towards you when you arrived at 
Hogwarts to begin your apprenticeships. I was at best rude, and at worst, I was a right bastard. 
Our recent history has given me reason to regret my insensitive treatment of you. Rest assured 
that upon your arrival here at Pigmoles, I shall treat you with the courtesy and respect you 
deserve. Though I must admit, I shall miss some of our more volatile exchanges. You have a 
ready wit and a sharp tongue – almost as sharp as mine! Seldom have I encountered anyone 
who could match my level of what you so aptly termed “snark.”  
 
It sounds like you have a perfect arrangement for getting back and forth from university. While I 
appreciate your desire to finish your schooling as quickly as possible, don’t spend every free 
moment with your nose betwixt the pages of a book. Take some time to socialise with your 
peers. I know this will sound like strange advice coming from me, but you should take time to 
have some fun once in a while. Merlin knows, you had little enough of it during your time in 
school here, and it is doubtful you’ll have much when you return here to work.  
 
I look forward to corresponding with you as your studies permit. 
 
Severus 
 
P.S. Your forward behaviour during our last meeting has not been forgotten. Even though it was 
the means by which we were able to proceed to this point, I was still quite taken aback. It is not 
your actions that perturb me, but rather your motivation. As to whether I enjoyed the encounter 
or merely tolerated it, I am sure you are a perceptive enough young witch to be able to 
determine that answer for yourself. 
 
S. 

-oO|Oo- 



 
 
Day fifty-three in the book: June 6th 
 
Hermione woke up and looked around to determine where she was. This had gotten to be a 
habit over the last several weeks. Since this incredible adventure began, she never knew where 
she would wake up. This morning, she was in the bedroom of the small house she had rented 
when she started at university. 
 
Today, however, the room wasn’t the neat haven it usually was. There were several half-packed 
boxes in front of the dresser and the small closet. There were piles of books on the desk and 
even on the floor in front of the bookcase. She frowned for a moment at the mess. Then she 
looked over at the large calendar that was tacked to the wall near her desk. June first through 
June fifth had large X’s through them, and June sixth was circled in red. Across the large square, 
one word was printed in large block letters – GRADUATION. 
 
Hermione was surprised, to say the least. Nearly three years had passed and she was about to 
graduate from the Muggle university she had promised her parents she would attend once she 
left Hogwarts. 
 
She thought back to those three years. She had been so young in some ways, and so old in 
other ways. She’d had little experience dealing with Muggles her own age. She found she had no 
patience for the giggling, vacuous girls whose biggest concerns were what to wear and how to 
get one of the equally vacuous boys to notice what they were wearing and thus getting the boys 
to ask them out. She had seen people die! She had participated in bringing those deaths about. 
Somehow, fashion and dating didn’t seem very important. 
 
She had realised within weeks of starting her time at university that she was nothing like these 
Muggles. Had her parents still been alive, she would have found a way to get them to release 
her from her promise. Because she couldn’t do that, she studied even harder, determined to 
finish with university and get back to the world in which she truly belonged as quickly as 
possible. 
 
During her second year, she had managed to lose her virginity. It hadn’t been to one of those 
vacuous boys, however. Even had one of them shown the slightest bit of interest in her, which 
they didn’t, thank Merlin, she could never have given herself to one of those fumbling, sweaty, 
ham-fisted boys. She’d wanted her first time to be with someone who knew what he was doing. 
 
 
Hermione had been browsing in a bookstore not far from the university one Saturday afternoon 
early in her second year. When she discovered a biography of Epicurus, written by Diogenes 
Laertius, she smiled broadly. She reached for the book, but it was slightly out of her reach, so 
she went to the front of the store to ask for assistance. 
 
“Not many young women are interested in Diogenes Laertius,” the clerk said as he reached up 
and easily plucked the book down for her. 
 
“I’m writing an essay on Epicurus, actually,” Hermione said. 
 
“This book will be a big help then. It was written only about five-hundred years after Epicurus 
died,” the man said. And then he chuckled. It was a deep, warm sound and it made her smile. 
 
“They were practically contemporaries, then,” she said. 



 
“I don’t think I’ve seen you in here, before,” he said after a moment. “I’m Martin Walsh. I own 
this humble establishment.” 
 
“Hermione Granger,” she said, extending her hand. “I go to the university and I must confess, I 
usually shop at the bookstore on campus.” 
 
“I can understand that. I don’t sell textbooks, so I don’t get too many students in here. Some of 
the professors are patrons, however.” 
 
Looking back from her current perspective, Hermione could see that she had subconsciously 
sought out someone who reminded her of Severus. She’d developed a liking – she refused to call 
it a crush; she was much too mature for that – for Snape during her seventh year when she’d 
spent so much time working with him on the Phasmatis Eradico Potion.  
 
Martin was tall with dark hair and eyes. His nose, while not as long or hooked as Snape’s, was a 
bit large for his face. When he smiled, which was often, his face lit up; that made it easy to 
forget his slightly overlarge nose. He appeared to be in his early thirties, though the subject of 
age never did come up between them. 
 
After that afternoon, Hermione went to Martin’s store regularly. At first, all their conversations 
were about books, but gradually they started talking about themselves. Hermione didn’t tell him 
she was a witch, of course, but with a little judicious editing, she did tell him about her family 
and her friends from Hogwarts.  
 
After a couple of months, Martin asked Hermione to have dinner with him. She accepted and 
after that, they usually had dinner at least once a week. 
 
By Christmas, Hermione had decided it was time to advance their relationship to a physical level. 
 
Martin was “astounded” (his word, not hers) to discover that Hermione was still a virgin at the 
ripe old age of twenty.  
 
He was a tender and gentle lover. Hermione’s first time, while not physically satisfying, wasn’t 
the traumatic or painful experience it could have been, either. She was happy to be rid of her 
unwanted virginity and looked forward to a more passionate experience in the future. 
 
Unfortunately, the passion she had been seeking never developed. There had been warmth and 
caring; there had been affection and comfort; but there had been very little passion. And, at the 
age of twenty, Hermione was unwilling to settle for mere comfort. As gently as she could, 
Hermione ended the affair. Martin had smiled a little sadly, but didn’t really seem surprised. He 
kissed Hermione on the cheek and wished her well. 
 
“I hope you find him someday,” Martin had said. 
 
“Who?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Whoever it is you were hoping I would be,” he replied. 
 
Hermione hadn’t understood what Martin meant back then, but looking back, she could see that 
he had known her better than she’d known herself. 
 
She had found him, she realised now. All she had to do was convince him. 



 
 
Hermione shook off her thoughts. She threw back the covers and got up quickly. A glance at the 
bedside clock told her it was nearly nine o’clock. She’d stayed in bed later than she usually did, 
but of course, there were no classes on graduation day. 
 
Hermione went into the bathroom to perform her morning routine. When she looked into the 
mirror over the sink, she saw a piece of paper taped to it. She pulled the paper off the mirror 
and smiled as she read the note. 
 
Note to self: Severus arrives at noon. He will expect lunch before escorting you to the 
graduation ceremony. He isn’t a fussy eater, but don’t serve anything with lemon in it!  
 
Hermione hurried through her shower, used a charm to tame her hair into a neat chignon at the 
nape of her neck, and dressed quickly in a soft, powder-blue knit dress. She slipped into soft 
leather pumps with two inch stacked heels. Her dress had short sleeves, and fit snugly, so there 
was no place to hide her wand. Her wand was like an extension of herself, and she never went 
anywhere without it, so she transfigured it into a brooch depicting a sleeping cat and pinned it to 
her dress. It was something she had learned to do early in her university days, and it was 
something she had continued to do, even after she returned to Hogwarts. It was an especially 
useful trick when she was out among Muggles. 
 
When she was dressed, Hermione went into the small kitchen of her house and checked the 
refrigerator. Apparently, she had gone to the market. There were the makings for a quiche and a 
nice green salad to go with it. There was a small white box on the bottom shelf and Hermione 
grinned when she peeked inside. Apparently, they were having chocolate mousse cake for 
pudding. There was even a bottle of white wine chilling. 
 
Tying an apron over her dress, Hermione mixed the eggs and cream for the quiche. She layered 
broccoli, mushrooms, and shredded cheddar cheese into the quiche pan and poured the egg and 
cream mixture over it. She put the prepared quiche back into the refrigerator and set the 
kitchen timer for one hour to remind herself to put the quiche into the oven an hour before 
Severus was due to arrive. She tore the lettuce into bite-sized pieces and cut tomatoes, red and 
green peppers, and cucumbers. She tossed the salad, covered it, and put it in the refrigerator 
next to the quiche. She would whisk the olive oil and balsamic vinegar just before she poured it 
over the greens. 
 
Hermione grabbed an apple to tide her over until lunch and headed back to the bedroom. 
Perhaps she could go through some of the papers on her desk while she waited for Severus to 
arrive. 
 
The first thing Hermione saw when she sat at the desk was a pile of letters. There were about 
twenty of them, and they were tied into a neat bundle with a red satin ribbon. Hermione smiled 
as she realised that she and Severus had apparently corresponded regularly during the three 
years she had been at university. 
 
Any thoughts of straightening out her desk fled as she settled back to read Severus’s letters. 
 
A little while later, she was interrupted by the sound of the kitchen timer going off. She went 
into the kitchen and slid the prepared quiche into the oven to cook. She took a few minutes to 
set the table, folding snowy linen napkins next to delicate china plates. She recognized the china 
as having belonged to her mother, who had inherited it from her mother. She remembered how 
carefully she had packed those dishes – using both Muggle bubble wrap and a magical 



Cushioning Charm – as she transported them from her parents’ home to her rented house, and 
finally to her quarters at Hogwarts. She was glad to know that her doppelganger had treated 
them with the same reverence. 
 
Hermione set the oven timer and went back to her desk to finish reading the letters. Most of 
them were short and related the everyday happenings at Pigmoles. Some commented on her 
studies, offering information about where to find articles that might be of help with her school 
work. None of them, except for the first, referred to what had happened between them on the 
night of the Final Battle. In short, they were the sort of letters that might be exchanged between 
a teacher and a former student. They were polite, newsy, and utterly impersonal.  
 
Hermione sighed as she retied the ribbon around the bundle of letters. She had hoped that their 
correspondence would bring them closer together. Apparently, Severus was still determined to 
keep their relationship on a professional, rather than personal, level. 
 
Of course, even this impersonal relationship was more than they’d had in their “other” life. Back 
then, she’d not communicated with Severus in any way from the day she graduated Hogwarts 
until the day she arrived back there to begin her dual apprenticeships. This new-found 
relationship with Severus, impersonal as it was, was a vast improvement over the old one. Now, 
if only she could get Severus to admit it as well. 
 
A light knock on her back door interrupted her musings. She took a quick glance in the mirror 
over her dresser, tucked a loose tendril of hair back into her chignon, and then went to answer 
the door. 
 
Hermione opened the door and gaped. Snape was wearing Muggle clothing – and wearing it well! 
The suit was charcoal grey. His shirt was pale blue and his tie was a solid navy blue. He wore 
black leather dress shoes. His hair was pulled back into a queue and tied with a narrow black 
cord. 
 
“Do close your mouth, Professor Granger,” Snape said with smirk. “One would think you’ve 
never seen a man in a suit before.”  
 
“Good afternoon, Severus,” Hermione said as she swung the door open and gestured him inside. 
“And I’ve certainly never seen you in a suit before.”  
 
“Well, I couldn’t very well show up at your Muggle university in a frock coat and robes, now 
could I?” he asked as he stepped into the kitchen. 
 
“You look very…fashionable,” Hermione said. “I guess I just never realised that you even owned 
Muggle clothing.” 
 
“Contrary to what students may think, most teachers do have a life outside the classroom. I 
often make forays into Muggle London. I even own – and wear – jeans, t shirts, and trainers,” 
Snape said. 
 
“Severus, I was an apprentice for two years, and a teacher for two years, after I came back to 
Hogwarts. I never saw you in Muggle clothing,” Hermione said. 
 
“I guess even insufferable know-it-alls don’t know everything, then, do they?” Snape said as he 
arched a brow at her. 
 
“Has anyone ever told you that you are an absolutely infuriating individual?” Hermione asked 



with a scowl. 
 
“Too many times to count,” Snape replied. “Now, are you going to feed me lunch before you 
force me to sit through today’s tedious exercise?” 
 
“How do you know it will be tedious?” Hermione asked as she pulled the quiche out of the oven 
and served it onto their plates. 
 
“I’ve sat through far too many of them to believe it will be anything else,” Snape replied sourly. 
He opened the bottle of wine Hermione had placed on the table and poured out two glasses. 
 
“Well, then, I appreciate even more your willingness to be here,” Hermione said. “It’s nice to 
know I’ll have one person applauding when I receive my diploma.” She finished whisking the 
olive oil and balsamic vinegar and dressed their salads. 
 
“Aren’t your two compatriots coming?” Snape wanted to know. He held out Hermione’s chair and 
waited till she was seated before he took his own seat. 
 
“No,” Hermione replied in a much too quiet voice. She took a small sip of her wine. 
 
“Are you telling me that when you graduated…before…Potter and Weasley didn’t bother to show 
up?” He picked up his napkin, shook it out, and placed it across his lap. 
 
“Ron and Luna were in Egypt. Ron was in the middle of a mission for the Ministry and he couldn’t 
get away. Harry and Ginny were supposed to come, but Ginny went into labour – two weeks 
ahead of schedule – the morning of the graduation, so they didn’t make it, either. Minerva 
wanted to come, but she got busy with the preparations for the Hogwarts graduation ceremony, 
which was the next day. Remus would have come, but the full moon was the night before, and 
he simply wasn’t up to it,” Hermione explained. 
 
“And you’ve no other family?” 
 
Hermione shook her head. “Mum and Dad were both only children. I think there are a few 
second or third cousins floating about somewhere, but I hadn’t had contact with any of them for 
years.” 
 
Snape looked at Hermione. Her head was bent slightly and she was concentrating on her plate. 
He thought she might be trying to hold back some tears.  
 
“Yes, well…maybe it won’t be too tedious,” Snape said after a moment. Then he, too, 
concentrated on his plate. 
 
 
It was just as tedious as Snape had predicted it would be, Hermione realised, as her name was 
finally called, and she clutched her diploma in her hand. When she walked across the stage, she 
could hear Snape clapping. She was absurdly grateful to him.  
 
When she stepped off the stage, someone thrust a ridiculously large bouquet of roses into her 
hand. She fumbled the envelope open and pulled out the card. She laughed as she read: 
 
“I told you it would be tedious. Congratulations, Hermione. You’re still a know-it-all, but perhaps 
you’re not as insufferable as I once thought. Severus.” 
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A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. For the purposes of this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so 
alive he is – at least here! I’ve come up with my own explanation about how that happens. The 
events of the books are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events 
that, in the books, may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into 
one day, or completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that 
JKR is telling. Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the 
product of my own imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the 
WIKTT forum by ladyofthemasque.  
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile! 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine. 
 
Additional A/N for this and subsequent chapters: Because there is no Canon to parody, the 
narrative for this and all subsequent chapters will appear as though the events are happening in 
the present. There will be occasional references to both the “past” at Pigmoles, and the “past” at 
Hogwarts. I hope this isn’t too confusing.  

 
 
 
Day fifty-four in the book: August 17th 
 
When Snape woke up, he checked his calendar. It was the seventeenth of August.  
 
Too early for the dunderheads to be arriving, he thought. 
 
But not too early for the apprentices, Snape realised. He hurried through his morning routine 
and headed into the Great Hall for breakfast. Hermione would be arriving this morning to begin 
her dual apprenticeships under Phillip Phlatulent and Varian Vertex. 
 
 
As he ate his breakfast, Snape thought back to the day that Hermione had arrived at Hogwarts 
to begin her apprenticeships there. Back then, Snape hadn’t known she was coming. He 
remembered nearly choking on his tea when Minerva escorted Hermione into the staffroom. 
 
“Look who’s back, Severus,” Minerva had crooned as she pulled Hermione into the room. 
 
“Hello, Professor Snape,” Hermione had said. 
 
“Miss Granger,” Snape had said, "what in the bloody blue blazes are you doing here?” 
 
“If you ever paid attention to anything I said,” Minerva interjected with a note of asperity, “you’d 
know that Hermione is going to begin apprenticeships with Filius and Valentina.” 
 
“Two apprenticeships?” Snape had asked with a snort. 



 
“Yes, sir,” Hermione replied. “Both Professor Flitwick and Professor Vector have consented to let 
me work half-days with each of them.” 
 
“It’ll take you twice as long to finish that way,” he said. 
 
“Oh, I’m going to be doing the full work load for each specialty,” Hermione said with confidence. 
 
“Have another Time Turner ‘round your neck, then?” Snape asked with a sneer. 
 
Hermione flushed, but didn’t back down. 
 
“No, sir,” she replied. “I’ll simply study more.” 
 
Snape turned to Minerva. “She’ll drop from exhaustion inside of three months, I’ll wager.” 
 
“I’ll take that wager, Severus,” Minerva replied. “Say…twenty-five Galleons?” She arched her 
brow at him. 
 
“You’re on,” Snape replied. Then he turned back to Hermione. “Don’t expect me to be brewing 
you any memory enhancing or stay-awake potions, Miss Granger.” 
 
“I wouldn’t dream of it, Professor Snape,” Hermione replied coolly. “Besides, if I needed them, I 
could brew them myself. I did get the highest Potions N.E.W.T. of the last twenty years. A fact 
I’m sure you are aware of, as it tied your score.” 
 
Snape had just sneered at her. 
 
Hermione had sneered back, and then she’d turned and walked out of the staffroom. 
 
 
Not only had Hermione not dropped from exhaustion, she had proceeded to finish both 
apprenticeships in under two years, instead of the usual three years for one apprenticeship.  
 
Dumbledore had thrown a small party in the staffroom on the day that Hermione received her 
Master’s Certificates in Charms and Arithmancy. Snape had attended only because Dumbledore 
had insisted.  
 
Ordered was closer to the truth, Snape thought as he continued to reminisce about the events 
that had taken place that day at Hogwarts. 
 
One at a time, the staff members had approached Hermione and offered their congratulations. 
Snape had remained seated in his favourite chair in the far corner of the staffroom. Dumbledore 
had finally gone to him to insist that he offer Hermione his good wishes. 
 
“Of what value are ‘good wishes’ if they are not sincere?” Severus had growled at the 
headmaster. 
 
“Do it for my sake, then, my boy,” Albus had replied. 
 
Snape scowled at the old man, his friend and mentor for more than twenty years.  
 
The old fool knows which buttons to push, Snape thought sourly. Then he stomped over to 



where Hermione was standing between Filius Flitwick and Valentina Vector. 
 
“You cost me twenty-five Galleons, you insufferable know-it-all,” Snape had snarled by way of 
greeting. 
 
“Good!” Hermione snarled back. “I wish it had been a hundred, you miserable prat. And, by the 
way, that’s Professor Know-it-all. Come September, I’ll be teaching here at Hogwarts, Snape.” 
 
“You won’t last a month. You know nothing about how to teach!” Snape sneered. 
 
“I’ll just use you as an example,” Hermione said. “You’re the perfect exemplar of what kind of 
teacher I never want to be!” 
 
”How dare you speak to me like that, you insolent chit!” Snape had shouted at her. 
 
“You spoke to me ‘like that’ for the seven years I was your student. You barely spoke to me at 
all for the two years I was an apprentice. Now, we are colleagues, and I’ll speak to you any 
damn way I please,” Hermione said with indignation.  
 
“You’ll regret this outburst, Professor Granger,” Snape had said darkly. 
 
“Oh, go bugger yourself!” Hermione replied and stomped off to talk to Minerva. 
 
 
“Oh, she’s a feisty one, isn’t she,” Filius squeaked. 
 
“I’m going to speak to the headmaster,” Snape had snarled out. “I won’t be spoken to in that 
manner.” 
 
Valentina Vector laughed. “Oh, Severus…you may have finally met your match!” 
 
Snape just sneered and stomped off to find Albus. 
 
 
That had been the beginning of their tumultuous relationship.  
 
Snape snarled and Hermione snarled back. 
 
Hermione sneered and Snape sneered back. 
 
Snape smirked and Hermione smirked back. 
 
Hermione sniped and Snape sniped back. 
 
 
That had gone on from the day of Hermione’s party in the staffroom until the evening that the 
book had thrown them back in time and to an alternate universe. 
 
 
Now, Hermione was coming to Pigmoles to begin her apprenticeships with Phillip Phlatulent and 
Varian Vertex. As Snape finished his breakfast – and his reverie – he was determined that this 
time things would be different. 
 



 
Hermione was nervous as she and Matilda MacGyver approached the staffroom. She knew that 
Snape was inside. He’d said that he’d be more civil to her this time around, but she was still 
apprehensive. 
 
“Look who’s back, Seximus,” Matilda crooned as she pulled Hermione into the staffroom. 
 
“Hello, Professor Snake,” Hermione said. 
 
“Good day, Miss Stranger,” Snape replied. “Come to visit your former Head of House?” 
 
“If you ever paid attention to anything I said,” Matilda said with asperity, “you’d know that 
Harriet is going to begin apprenticeships with Phillip and Varian.” 
 
“You are going to pursue two apprenticeships simultaneously?” Snape asked. 
 
“Yes, sir. Both Professor Phlatulent and Professor Vertex have consented to let me work half 
days with each of them,” Hermione replied. 
 
“Knowing your capacity for learning,” Snape said, “I’ll assume that you will be doing the full 
work load for each specialty.” 
 
“Of course,” Hermione replied. 
 
“I doubt you’ll need them, but should you require memory enhancing or stay-awake potions, do 
be sure to let me know. They can’t be used long-term, of course, but they will do no harm on an 
occasional basis,” Snape said. 
 
“Thank you, Professor Snake,” Hermione replied, “but, as you said, I doubt I’ll need them.” 
 
“Won’t it be enjoyable having Miss Stranger back among us for the next three years?” Matilda 
asked. 
 
Hermione noted the sudden gleam in Snape’s eye. 
 
Snape turned to Matilda and smirked. “She’ll be finished both apprenticeships in two years,” he 
said with confidence. 
 
“Don’t be ridiculous, Seximus,” Matilda said tartly. “One apprenticeship generally takes three 
years. I admit that Harriet is probably the brightest witch to come out of Pigmoles in the last 
twenty years, but even she cannot do twice the work in two-thirds of the time.” 
 
“Would you care to place a small wager on that?” Snape asked.  
 
Hermione had to stifle a chuckle. Snape was going to get his twenty-five Galleons back. 
 
“What did you have in mind?” Matilda asked. 
 
“Say…fifty Galleons that Miss Stranger completes both her apprenticeships – and receives her 
Master’s Certificate in each – within two years,” Snape said. 
 
Hermione nearly choked with laughter. She covered her mouth with her hand and pretended to 
cough. The sly, sneaky Slytherin was not only going to get his twenty-five Galleons back, he was 



going to gain an additional twenty-five from the unsuspecting woman.  
 
“You’re on, Seximus,” Matilda said. Then she turned to Hermione. 
 
“Please don’t be offended, dear. I know how hard you work, but even you can’t believe you can 
accomplish so much in so short a time.” 
 
“I not only believe it,” Hermione said, “I’m willing to bet on it.” 
 
She turned to Snape. “I’ll cover half your bet, if you don’t mind, sir,” she said with an amused 
glint in her eye. 
 
 
Snape scowled. He couldn’t very well refuse to allow her to share in the wager, but if she 
covered half the bet, he would only be getting back the money he had lost to Minerva back at 
Hogwarts and not gaining anything. From the look in her eye, Hermione knew it, too.  
 
The sly, sneaky chit should have been sorted into Slytherin, he thought sourly. 
 
“Very well, Miss Stranger,” he said after a moment, "we’ll each put up twenty-five Galleons.” 
 
“I trust you’ll not cheat by using a Time Turner,” Matilda said with a stern look in her eye. 
 
“I wouldn’t even consider it,” Hermione assured her. “I’ll simply study more.” 
 
“Yes, well, I wouldn’t want you to exhaust yourself for the sake of winning a bet,” Matilda said. 
 
“Having second thoughts, Matilda?” Snape asked. “Not trying to get out of your wager before it’s 
even begun, are you?” 
 
“Don’t be absurd,” Matilda said. “I just don’t want the child to overdo things.” 
 
“I’m no longer a child, Professor MacGyver,” Hermione said. “I think I’ll know if I’m overdoing 
things.” 
 
“Yes…well…as Deputy Headmistress, I reserve the right to call off the bet if I think you are over-
exerting yourself in an effort to win. All bets and rivalries aside, we can’t have you making 
yourself ill.” 
 
“I reserve the right to have Madam Pamphrey decide if I’m over-exerting myself,” Hermione 
responded. 
 
“That’s sounds fair,” Snape interjected. “After all, Matilda, you can hardly be considered an 
objective observer.” 
 
Matilda scowled, but was forced to concede the point. 
 
Satisfied that the terms of the wager were agreeable to all parties, the three of them shook 
hands to seal the bargain. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 



Day fifty-five in the book: December 25th 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she noticed the small pile of Christmas presents on 
the foot of her bed. She smiled as she doubled checked the calendar. It was Christmas day of 
the second year of her apprenticeships. More than eighteen months had gone by since the day 
she, Snape, and Matilda MacGyver had made their wager.  
 
Hermione decided to take care of her morning routine before she opened her presents. She 
summoned a house-elf and asked for a light breakfast to be delivered in thirty minutes. 
 
As she nibbled on toast and sipped tea, Hermione opened her gifts. Roland and Loopy had sent a 
scarab beetle set in a filigreed setting. It hung from a delicate gold chain. Hermione fastened the 
chain around her neck, picked up a small mirror from her dresser, and admired the way the tiny 
scarab rested in the hollow of her throat. 
 
Barry and Janie had sent her books. She remembered hinting about a couple of rare editions she 
had her eye on. Back at Hogwarts, Harry had come through with them, and here, Barry had as 
well. She opened a second, smaller gift and smiled at the picture of her godchild. Back in her 
own time, her godchild’s name was Lily Ginevra Potter. Here, the beautiful little girl with the 
auburn hair and green eyes was named Elly Jane Plotter. The toddler giggled and waved at 
Hermione from the picture.  
 
Although the wizarding portrait only worked one way, Hermione found herself waving back at 
the happy little girl. All of a sudden, she felt the prickle of tears behind her eyelids. She missed 
seeing little Lily and having the youngster wrap her arms her neck and call her ‘Auntie ‘Moynee.’ 
She missed seeing Harry and Ginny. And, even though she didn’t get to see them very often 
because of his job, she missed Ron and Luna and their children as well. 
 
She and Severus had been stuck here nearly eight weeks and she was tired of Pigmoles, tired of 
Slumbermore, tired of Barry and Roland and Haggard and Matilda. She wanted her own friends 
back, her own rooms back, and her own life back! 
 
Hermione threw herself across her bed and started crying in earnest.  
 
After about ten minutes or so, she sat up and reached for a tissue. She blew her nose and wiped 
her streaming eyes and wondered what the bloody hell was the matter with her. 
 
With sudden clarity, she realised what the problem was.  
 
I’m homesick, Hermione thought as she used the back of her hand to swipe at her cheek.  
 
Get a grip, Granger! The logical part of her brain spoke sternly.  
 
I’m lonely, she thought. There’s no one here to talk to…no one who understands. 
 
There’s one person here who knows what you’re going through, Miss Logical insisted. 
 
He’ll just say something sarcastic, insisted Miss Emotional. 
 
When has his sarcasm ever stopped you? Miss Logical argued. And how do you know he isn’t 
lonely, too? He’s been stuck here for eight weeks just like you have. 
 
“You’re right,” Hermione said out loud.  



 
Miss Logical just smirked. 
 
 
Hermione threw off her funk and decided to go pay Snape a visit. 
 
 
Fifteen minutes later, Hermione was tapping at the door to Severus’s chambers. 
 
“I told you I wasn’t hungry, Matilda!” Snape roared as he pulled his door open and glared out. 
 
“It’s just me,” Hermione said. 
 
“What do you want?” Snape asked. “Has Matilda or that interfering old coot sent you down here 
to pry me out?” 
 
“No…I…” Hermione began. 
 
“I’ll tell you the same thing I told them. I’m not hungry. I don’t want to pull crackers. I hate 
eggnog. And I won’t run the risk of Sable Spokewrongly catching me under a piece of enchanted 
mistletoe! I’d as soon kiss one of Haggard’s flobberworms…or even Haggard himself!” 
 
“May I come in?” Hermione asked, ignoring Snape’s rant. 
 
Snape stuck his head out the door, looking up and down the corridor, as though making sure 
that neither Elvis Slumbermore nor Matilda MacGyver was lurking about. He reached out and 
grabbed Hermione’s arm and pulled her inside. He slammed the door shut, pulled out his wand, 
and muttered the privacy spells. 
 
“Now, Professor Granger,” he said turning to face Hermione and giving her a baleful look, “what 
do you want?” 
 
“Maybe I just wanted to wish you a Happy Christmas, Severus,” Hermione said with a sharp note 
to her voice. 
 
“In another few hours, I’ll be forced to sit through Christmas dinner with you and the rest of the 
staff of this asylum,” Snape growled. “Couldn’t your Happy Christmas have waited till then?” 
 
“Maybe I just wanted to be alone with you for a little while,” Hermione retorted. 
 
“Whatever for?” Snape asked. 
 
“Because when we’re alone, I don’t have to watch every word I say!” Hermione shouted. “I don’t 
have to worry about calling Elvis, Albus or Matilda, Minerva. I can call you Severus. And maybe, 
if I’m very, very lucky, you’ll actually call me Hermione so I don’t forget who the fuck I am!” 
 
And with those words, Hermione burst into tears. 
 
 
Snape stood still for a moment, watching Hermione fall apart. And then, with an instinct he 
didn’t know he possessed, Snape did exactly the right thing – he pulled Hermione against his 
chest, wrapped his arms around her, and simply let her cry. 
 



Several minutes later, her sobs had quieted a bit. Severus released her long enough to hand her 
a handkerchief and pull her towards the over-stuffed chair sitting in front of the fireplace. He sat 
down and then drew her down to sit on his lap. He wrapped his arms around her again and held 
her close.  
 
Hermione sighed and dropped her head on his shoulder. She clutched the crumbled handkerchief 
in her hand, raising it every couple of minutes to wipe her still leaking eyes. 
 
 
Snape looked down at the woman in his arms and felt the faint stirrings of an emotion he’d long 
denied even existed – at least within himself.  
 
He wondered if it was possible that she truly felt for him the things she’d said she did. He didn’t 
understand how she could – he was not a likable person. Still, looking back, he realised she had 
never treated him with anything but respect, both as a teacher and a colleague. Their verbal 
sparring matches after she’d returned to Hogwarts had been, for the most part, at his 
instigation. She’d reached out a hand in friendship and he’d slapped it away, again and again. 
 
Perhaps that had been a mistake. 
 
He looked back at a life filled with too much acrimony, too much turmoil, and too much hatred 
and wondered if it were truly possible for him to find friendship, tranquillity, and maybe even 
love. 
 
What if she came to her senses once they returned to their own place and time? Could he risk 
the hurt and the humiliation he would suffer if she decided that she wanted to be ‘just friends,’ 
after all; or, worse, if she wanted to return to their former, adversarial, relationship? 
 
He gazed again at the young woman in his arms and he knew that, whether he wanted to admit 
it to himself or not, his decision had been made the first time she kissed him. 
 
 
They sat, her head on his shoulder, his arms around her, neither speaking, for nearly an hour. 
Finally, Hermione drew a deep, shuddering breath and lifted her head from Severus’s shoulder. 
 
“Better now, Hermione?” he asked. 
 
“Yes, thank you,” she replied. 
 
“You’re welcome, Hermione,” he said, emphasising her name. 
 
Hermione gave him a watery little smile. Then she wiped her eyes one last time. 
 
“I’ll wash this and return it to you, Severus,” she said.  
 
“Why is it that women never have a handkerchief when they need one?” he asked as he idly 
twirled a tendril of her hair around his finger.  
 
Seeing him playing with a lock of her hair made Hermione realise what a mess it must be. She 
had washed it that morning, of course, but other than pulling a wide-toothed comb through it to 
remove the tangles, she’d not used anything to try to tame the bushy mass.  
 
I must look like a steel wool pad with legs, she thought as she reached up and tried to smooth 



the unruly mass of hair. 
 
“I must look a mess…” she said. 
 
“Let me see,” Snape said, eyeing her in a critical manner. “Your cheeks are flushed. The whites 
of your eyes have red streaks in them. Your eyelids are puffy. The tip of your nose looks 
chapped, or maybe you’ve a spot about to erupt.” 
 
“I guess I never have to worry about you showering me with false compliments, do I?” she said 
with a moue. She tried to get to her feet, but Snape held her down with a gentle hand across 
her shoulder. 
 
“No, that’s definitely one thing you never have to worry about,” Snape agreed. 
 
“I was actually referring to my hair,” Hermione said as she tried to run her fingers through it. 
 
“Ah, yes…your hair,” Snape said as he continued to twirl a lock of it through his fingers. “What’s 
wrong with your hair?” 
 
Hermione looked at him as though he had suddenly started spouting Swahili. 
 
“What’s wrong with it?” she asked. “What’s right with it would be a better question. It’s too 
thick, it’s too bushy, it frizzes when there’s too much humidity in the air, like five percent…” 
 
Snape arched a brow at that statement, but otherwise made no comment. 
 
“…it snarls when I look at it. It won’t even stay in a chignon or a ponytail unless I slather it with 
Sleekeazy’s Hair Potion, which I don’t have time to do every day.” 
 
“That stuff causes follicle damage when used long-term. Didn’t you read the warning label?” 
Snape asked. 
 
“Other than the Yule ball here at Pigmoles, the last time I used it, I was fifteen, Severus. I didn’t 
care about follicle damage. I just wanted my hair to be smooth for once in my life,” Hermione 
explained. 
 
“Well, if you’ve only used it once in ten years, your follicles are probably safe,” Snape said, 
deadpan. 
 
“What a relief,” Hermione said and smiled. 
 
“What about charms?” Snape asked. “Here, you’re six months away from a Master’s Certificate 
in Charms. Back at Hogwarts, you’ve already received your certificate and you’ve been teaching 
Charms for two years. Haven’t you learned any personal care charms yet, Professor Know-it-
all?” 
 
“Of course I have, you prat,” Hermione countered. “And I use them…most of the time…when I 
think of it…when I’m not too busy…” Her voice trailed off. 
 
“Things only ‘work like a charm,’ when you actually use the charm, Hermione,” Snape said in a 
tone of voice he usually reserved for dunderheads. 
 
“You’re right, Severus,” Hermione admitted. “I’d better go back to my quarters and do 



something with this mop.” She made a move to stand, and this time Snape released her. He also 
got to his feet and stood beside her. 
 
“Accio present,” Snape muttered and a medium-sized box wrapped in green and silver foil paper 
flew across the room and into his hand. 
 
“This might help,” Snape said as he held out the box to Hermione. “Happy Christmas, 
Hermione.” 
 
 
For one of the few times in her life, Hermione was speechless. Severus Snape had given her a 
present? She just stood there, gaping, her eyes darting from Severus to the gaily wrapped box 
in her hand. 
 
“Well, aren’t you going to open it?” Snape asked. “It won’t explode or anything. Wizard’s 
honour.” 
 
Hermione slipped a fingernail under the edge of the Spellotape and carefully removed it, trying 
not to tear the colourful foil paper. 
 
When she had the paper off, she folded it and put it aside. Then she lifted the cover off the box 
and looked inside. 
 
“Oh, Severus,” she breathed as pushed aside the tissue paper in the box, “they’re beautiful.” 
 
The gifts were a silver-backed hairbrush, a matching comb and handheld mirror, a silver-
filigreed tray to hold them, and a matching pair of decorative hair clips. 
 
When Hermione held up the mirror, she was delighted when it showed her the back of her head. 
She almost dropped it, however, when the mirror spoke. 
 
“You could use that brush back here, dearie,” the mirror said in a tone quite reminiscent of 
Snape’s. 
 
“Try the brush,” Snape encouraged her 
 
Hermione shot him a quizzical look, but she picked up the brush and lifted it to her head. She 
pulled the brush through her hair and was amazed and delighted when her wild tresses arranged 
themselves into soft, bouncy ringlets. She drew up the hair on each side of her face and 
fastened the decorative clips at her temples. This time when she held up the mirror, its response 
was a lot less snarky. 
 
“That’s the ticket, dearie,” the mirror crooned. “And such a lovely colour, too.” 
 
Hermione put the mirror down and turned to Snape. 
 
“Where did you find this set?” she asked, almost reverently. “It’s incredible!” 
 
“The set comes from a small shop in London – Muggle London,” Snape said.  
 
“A Muggle shop?” Hermione said. “You can’t buy magical brushes and mirrors from a Muggle 
shop.” 
 



“No, you can’t. But you can buy non-magical brushes and mirrors from a Muggle shop and 
charm them,” Snape explained. 
 
“You charmed them? But you hate ‘foolish wand waving,’” Hermione said with a smile. 
 
“Believe me, Hermione, when I wave my wand, there’s nothing foolish about it,” Snape replied 
smoothly. “Besides, whilst you were checking your N.E.W.T. scores against mine, didn’t you 
notice that your score in Charms also matched mine?” 
 
“Now that you mention it, I do remember that. I was quite surprised, actually,” Hermione 
admitted. 
 
“I could have Mastered in Charms had I chosen to,” Snape explained, “but at that time, there 
were a plethora of Charms Masters and a paucity of Potions Masters, so I concentrated on 
Potions.” 
 
“Well, you did a ‘Masterful’ job on this,” Hermione said, indicating the brush and the mirror.  
 
“Thank you,” Snape said simply. 
 
“How did you know the book would bring us to Christmas?” Hermione asked. 
 
“I didn’t,” Snape replied. He looked almost embarrassed. “I’ve actually had the gift for a while. I 
was just waiting for the right opportunity to give it to you.” 
 
“Well, I thank you, Severus. Not only for the gift, although it’s lovely and I really appreciate it, 
but also for thinking of me; and for allowing me to cry on your shoulder.” 
 
“You’re welcome, Hermione,” said replied. 
 
They looked at each other awkwardly for a moment. Then they both spoke at once. 
 
“Hermione…” 
 
“Severus…” 
 
“Go on,” Severus said. 
 
“No…you go…really,” Hermione insisted. 
 
 
Now that he had the floor, so to speak, Snape wasn’t sure how to say what he wanted to say to 
her.  
 
He drew a deep breath and let it out slowly, hoping to focus himself. 
 
“Hermione, on the morning of the Final Battle…” 
 
“Which Final Battle?” Hermione asked with a smile. 
 
Snape smiled back. "The final one,” he said.  
 
“Okay, I remember that morning,” Hermione said. 



 
“On that morning, you said some things…” 
 
“As you later reminded me, I said a lot of things that morning,” Hermione countered. 
 
“Yes you did, but I’m referring specifically to the comment you made about…enjoying my 
company,” Snape said. 
 
“I recall saying that,” Hermione said. 
 
“Then you said that you thought we could become friends,” Snape continued. 
 
“I recall saying that as well,” Hermione confirmed.  
 
“That night, when we were back at Grim Old Place, we talked again,” Snape said. He paused, 
waiting to see if Hermione would interject anything into the conversation. She remained silent, 
so he continued. 
 
“I handled that…conversation…rather badly,” Snape said. Again, he paused, and again, 
Hermione remained silent. 
 
Snape quirked a sardonic eyebrow at Hermione. 
 
“You’re not going to make this easy for me, are you?” he asked without a trace of sarcasm or 
rancour. 
 
Hermione just smiled and shook her head slightly. 
 
“Just what I’d expect from a bloody Gryffindor,” Snape said, but he was smiling as he said it.  
 
“No…just what you’d expect from a bloody Slytherin,” Hermione said. “You just can’t believe a 
Gryffindor can play the game by your rules.” 
 
Snape laughed out loud. “You’re right. You’re acting just as a Slytherin would in the same 
circumstance. You’re making your opponent squirm a bit before you move in for the kill.” 
 
“Is that what you think I’m going to do?” Hermione asked. 
 
“It’s what I deserve after the way I treated you,” Snape said. “You should let me grovel and 
offer my most abject apologies. You should let me implore you to allow me to be your friend.” 
 
He took her hand in his. “And if I’m very lucky, perhaps you’ll even consider allowing me to be 
more than your friend.” 
 
He raised her hand to his lips and kissed the back of it softly. “And after I’ve completely 
humiliated myself, you should tell me to go bugger myself,” he finished.  
 
“That would be a foolish move on my part,” Hermione said. 
 
“Why?” Snape asked. 
 
“Because then I couldn’t do this,” she said and reached for him. 
 



 
This time, there was no hesitation on Snape’s part. He opened his arms and drew her close. He 
lowered his head and caught her lips with his own.  
 
Hermione’s arms wrapped themselves around him and she opened her lips under his. When his 
tongue touched hers tentatively, she moaned softly and responded by twining her own around 
his. 
 
When they broke the kiss, they were both breathing hard. 
 
“Apology accepted,” Hermione said. 
 
Snape was about to kiss her again when he heard the Floo behind him being activated. 
 
“Seximus, are you there?” The voice belonged to Elvis Slumbermore, whose head was sitting in 
the green flames of the fireplace. 
 
“Yes, Headmaster,” Snape said, stepping in front of the grate and blocking the older wizard’s 
view of the room. 
 
“Dinner is being served in the Great Hall in twenty minutes, my boy,” Elvis said in a jovial tone. 
“I know you deplore the whole idea of Christmas, but I must insist you attend.” 
 
“I shall be there, Elvis,” Snape said, and then he scowled. “Just keep Sable Spokewrongly, and 
her bleeding mistletoe, away from me or I won’t be responsible for my actions.” 
 
“Of course, my boy, of course,” Elvis said.  
 
Then the headmaster stretched his neck out a bit and spoke again. 
 
“Of course, I’ll expect you there as well, Miss Stranger.” And with a nod and a twinkle, he 
disappeared. The flames in the fireplace returned to their normal colour as the Floo connection 
was closed. 
 
 
Severus and Hermione sat side by side at the high table during Christmas dinner. If anyone 
thought there was anything unusual about that arrangement, no one said anything. 
 
They spent the rest of the afternoon and early evening together. They talked about books, 
potions, charms, and even Muggle films. And they talked about what they would do when they 
got back to Hogwarts and how soon that was likely to happen. 
 
“We’re mid-way through the second year of your apprenticeships,” Snape said.  
 
“Yes, and I’d just started my third year of teaching when our adventure here began,” Hermione 
added. 
 
“The book hasn’t stayed consistent, time-wise, however,” Snape added. “The first seven years of 
the book took seven weeks, but we’ve gotten through four-and-a-half years in just five days.” 
 
“There’s no telling, then, how much longer we’ll be here,” Hermione said. 
 
“No, not exactly, but I would guess that it won’t be more than a week.” 



 
“Oh, that gives us something to look forward to, doesn’t it?” Hermione said with a broad smile. 
 
“Indeed,” Snape agreed. He smiled back at Hermione. 
 
 
They had a light supper in Elvis’s sitting room with Matilda and Elvis, and to Hermione’s surprise, 
Madam Toucan, the librarian. 
 
After supper, Severus walked Hermione back to her quarters.  
 
“Would you be terribly offended if I didn’t ask you in?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Why would I be offended?” he wanted to know. 
 
“Well…I did tell you I was interested in being more than friends…” 
 
“That doesn’t mean we have to jump into bed at the first opportunity,” Severus said with a small 
smile.  
 
“As a matter of fact, it would probably be best if we waited until we were back at Hogwarts,” 
Snape said thoughtfully. 
 
“Oh…I’m so glad you feel that way,” Hermione said, releasing the breath she didn’t even realise 
she’d been holding. “I want to be with you, Severus. Truly I do. But I just don’t want it to 
happen here.” 
 
“I agree,” Snape replied. “I think we should use the next week, or however much longer we’re 
here, to get to know each other a bit better. Besides…” he broke off abruptly. 
 
“Besides what?” Hermione wanted to know. 
 
Snape looked at her intently. “Besides, if you change your mind, once we get back to Hogwarts, 
at least you won’t have to try to forget that you had sex with me.” 
 
“First of all,” Hermione said, returning his look with the same intensity, “I’m not going to change 
my mind about you. I want to be your friend…and more. 
 
“Secondly, if either of us were going to change our minds, I would think it would be you.” 
 
“Why would you think that?” Snape asked. 
 
They were still standing outside the door to Hermione’s quarters. There weren’t many students 
around, since most of them had gone home for Christmas, but Hermione didn’t feel completely 
comfortable discussing the matter in such an open area. 
 
“I know I just said I wasn’t going to invite you in, but we can’t talk while standing out here in 
the corridor,” she said, using her wand to lower her wards and unlock her door. “Come on in and 
we’ll have a brandy.” 
 
Snape followed Hermione into her quarters and watched as she reset her wards and cast the 
privacy spells. 
 



“Would you light the fire while I pour the brandy?” Hermione asked as she turned towards the 
sideboard that sat against the wall. 
 
Snape drew his wand, pointed it at the fireplace, and muttered, “Incendio.” 
 
In seconds, a blazing fire was sending ribbons of warmth through the room, chasing the chill 
away. 
 
“Please have a seat, Severus,” Hermione said as she handed Snape a brandy snifter. 
 
Once Snape was seated, Hermione sat next to him holding her own snifter of brandy. 
 
Snape swirled the amber liquor, warming it in palm. He took a small sip. 
 
“Excellent brandy, Hermione,” he said. 
 
“I don’t drink very much or very often, but I do enjoy a good brandy once in a while,” Hermione 
replied. 
 
“Now that we have the formalities out of the way, perhaps you’d care to explain what you meant 
by your remark,” Severus said. “Why would you think it more likely that I would be the one to 
change my mind about our nascent relationship once we return to Hogwarts?” 
 
Hermione took a sip of her brandy before she spoke. “You barely tolerated me for the seven 
years I was your student,” she said. “When I left Hogwarts, we didn’t even see each other for 
the three years I was at university. When I came back to begin my apprenticeships, you seemed 
angry that I was there. I don’t think you spoke a dozen words to me in two years. You were 
angrier still when I started teaching. To say we didn’t get along would be the grossest of 
understatements.” 
 
“Hermione…” Snape began, but she interrupted him. 
 
“No…please let me finish,” she insisted. 
 
Snape just nodded. Hermione drew a deep breath and let it out sharply.  
 
“I have had feelings for you since my seventh year. When we were working together on the 
Phasmatis Eradico Potion, we spent a lot of time together. I saw how hard you were working to 
help Harry. Oh, you were still snarky and acerbic, but I started to see beyond the harsh façade 
you present to the world…” 
 
“Oh, please, Hermione,” Snape said with a scowl, “believe me when I say that, beneath this hard 
and harsh exterior, there does not beat a heart of gold!” 
 
Hermione scowled back. “Believe me, Severus, there are times when I’ve wondered if, beneath 
that hard and harsh exterior, there beats a heart at all!” 
 
“Well, I wouldn’t go quite that far,” Snape muttered. 
 
Hermione chuckled. “The point is that you are not the complete and utter bastard you like 
people to think you are.” 
 
“I’m not?” Severus said as he arched a sardonic brow at her. 



 
“No, you’re not. But, to get back to what I was saying before I was so rudely interrupted, I’m 
not going to change my mind about you because I had positive feelings for you before we found 
ourselves in this situation. If either of us is more likely to re-think our relationship once we 
return to Hogwarts, it would be you. The only feelings you had for me, before, were contempt 
and scorn. Perhaps our being forced together like this has caused you to turn to me because 
there is no one else here you can confide in or speak freely with.” 
 
She stopped speaking and took another sip of her brandy. 
 
“Are you quite finished now?” Snape asked.  
 
“I suppose I am,” she said. 
 
“Then allow me to assure you that I am not going to change my mind when we return to 
Hogwarts.” He paused and took another sip of his brandy. Then he put the glass down on the 
table next to the settee. He turned back to Hermione and continued speaking.  
 
“Although I’m sure you will find it hard to believe, my reasons are much the same as yours,” he 
said in a quiet voice. 
 
“The same as mine? I don’t understand,” Hermione said. “You hated me.” 
 
“I never hated you, Hermione,” Snape said. “I’ll admit there were times when I found you 
irritating and annoying, but that was mostly when you being an insufferable know-it-all, back 
during your first few years at Hogwarts. By the time you finished your sixth year, you had 
stopped being an irritant, mostly because you had developed more self confidence and simply let 
your work speak for itself.” 
 
“But…” Hermione tried to speak, but Snape placed two fingers over her lips to silence her. 
 
“Please allow me to finish,” he asked.  
 
Hermione nodded and Snape dropped his fingers from her lips. 
 
“I had balked when Albus suggested you work with me on the Phasmatis Eradico Potion. I 
insisted you were too young, too immature, too unfocused to be of any help. When we actually 
started working together, I had to admit to myself, albeit reluctantly, that I’d been wrong. I 
realised that you had grown into a brilliant, powerful witch. And though you were young, you 
were mature beyond your years.” 
 
Snape paused a moment and then continued. “By the time we faced Voldemort, I realised that I 
was thinking of you in a way that was inappropriate for a teacher to think of a student. I was 
appalled and disgusted with myself. Never, in more than sixteen years of teaching, had I ever 
had such thoughts about a student. 
 
“When you graduated and left Hogwarts, I was relieved to have you out of my life – out of my 
thoughts. I convinced myself that I had misinterpreted my feelings.” 
 
“Then I came back,” Hermione said softly. 
 
Snape smiled a wry little smile. “Yes…then you came back. And all the feelings I’d convinced 
myself I couldn’t possibly be having, came back as well. I was sure that you could never 



reciprocate those feelings, and I was determined that you would never know how I felt. I had to 
keep you from getting too close; else, you would be able to discover what I was so desperately 
trying to hide. To do that, I resorted to sarcasm and scorn. I thought I would be rid of you in 
weeks.” 
 
“I outlasted you,” Hermione said with a chuckle. 
 
“Indeed you did, you stubborn, maddening, incredible woman,” Snape said as he drew her into 
his arms and held her closely. 
 
“If we hadn’t fallen into this bloody book, we’d still be sniping and slashing at each other,” 
Hermione said as she wrapped her arms around him and returned his embrace. 
 
“You’re probably right,” Snape conceded. 
 
They sat in silence for a few minutes, content simply to hold each other and contemplate the 
magic that had brought them to this moment. 
 
As the clock on the mantle chimed, Severus sighed. 
 
“What is it?” Hermione asked. 
 
“I suppose I really should be leaving and getting back to my own quarters,” he said as he 
released her and got to his feet. 
 
“Yes, I suppose you should,” she agreed. She stood as well. 
 
“You’re sure we shouldn’t have sex until we’re back to Hogwarts, right?” he asked, almost 
forlornly, and then smiled. 
 
“Once we’re back at Hogwarts, if we’re both sure we feel the same way, we can start shagging 
like bunnies,” she said in a very serious tone of voice. 
 
Severus chuckled and Hermione joined in. 
 
“I wouldn’t say no to a goodnight snogging, though,” Hermione said and lifted her lips to his. 
 
Severus was happy to oblige. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day fifty-six in the book: June 1st 
 
When Hermione woke up the next morning, she looked around to determine where she was. She 
was in her quarters at Pigmoles. Next, she looked over at the calendar hanging on the wall 
above her desk. Hermione tried to remember what had happened on June first two years ago, 
and then she smiled as the memory surfaced. 
 
Today, Severus would win his bet with Matilda MacGyver. When he had made the wager, he'd 
already known the outcome. Hermione smiled as she remembered that back at Hogwarts, 
Severus had lost twenty-five Galleons to Minerva when he wagered that Hermione would be 
unable to successfully carry the workload of dual apprenticeships.  



 
He should have known better, the prat, Hermione thought fondly. 
 
Here at Pigmoles, when the same situation had arisen, Snape had not only tricked Matilda 
MacGyver into wagering on the wrong side of the bet, he had also doubled the amount of the 
wager from twenty-five Galleons to fifty Galleons. Hermione had stepped in and offered to cover 
half the bet. Thus, when Snape won the wager today, he would be even, since he had lost the 
original bet to Minerva, Hermione would be ahead twenty-five Galleons, and Matilda would be 
out twenty-five, if you considered that her doppelganger had won twenty-five Galleons from 
Severus back at Hogwarts. 
 
Hermione felt badly that the older witch would be out twenty-five Galleons on an unfair wager. 
Then she had an idea that would even things out. She hurried through her morning routine and 
went to seek out the older witch in her quarters, before she headed down to breakfast in the 
Great Hall. 
 
 
Hermione tapped lightly on the door to Matilda MacGyver’s quarters. 
 
“Come in,” came the reply. 
 
“Good morning, Matilda,” Hermione said in a sombre tone of voice. 
 
“Harriet, dear. How lovely to see you this morning. Is there a problem?” the older woman asked 
in a kindly tone. 
 
“It’s not a problem, exactly. More like a concern,” Hermione said, working to put a slightly 
worried expression on her face. 
 
“What is it?” 
 
“Well, I know that the headmaster is going to have a little party for me in the staffroom this 
afternoon,” Hermione said.  
 
“He does that for all apprentices when they receive their Master’s Certificates, Harriet,” Matilda 
assured her. “Elvis always has the house-elves put out everyone’s favourite dishes. The staff 
always enjoys the little parties he throws.” 
 
“Yes, but the headmaster is also going to announce that I’m going to be coming back in 
September to teach, and I’m concerned about everyone’s reaction to that.” 
 
“Well, Phillip and Varian already know, of course. They had to approve your teaching schedule, 
since you’ll be working with both of them. The rest of the staff will be happy to welcome you to 
their ranks as it means some of their less well-liked duties, such as chaperoning Pigsdeed 
weekends and various other social events, will be lessened a bit. Besides, you’re well-liked. 
Everyone will be pleased to see you join the staff.” 
 
“Professor Snake won’t be pleased,” Hermione said with a frown. “He hates me. I’m sure he’ll 
rant and rave and carry on something awful.” 
 
“Oh, Seximus is a bit abrasive, I’ll admit,” Matilda said, “but I doubt he actually hates you. I’m 
sure he’ll act in a professional manner.” 
 



Hermione grinned to herself and moved in for the kill, as it were. 
 
“I’ll bet he calls me an ‘insufferable know-it-all,’ at the very least,” Hermione said. 
 
Hermione watched the older witch’s eyes light up at the word ‘bet.’ Who would have suspected 
that Minerva/Matilda had the secret heart of a gambler? 
 
“And how much would you like to bet on that?” Matilda asked. 
 
“How about twenty-five Galleons?” Hermione asked in an all-too-innocent tone. 
 
“What are the parameters of the wager?” Matilda asked. 
 
“If Professor Snake offers me any kind of welcome or congratulations, you win,” Hermione said. 
“If he calls me a know-it-all or otherwise disparages my ability to teach, I win. If he simply 
ignores me, it’s a draw,” Hermione said.  
 
“Oh, and neither of us can talk to Professor Snake before the announcement is made,” Hermione 
added. “Are those terms acceptable?” 
 
“You’re on,” Matilda said. The two women shook hands to seal the bargain. 
 
 
Several hours later, Hermione stood between Phillip Phlatulent and Varian Vertex and smiled as 
Elvis Slumbermore handed her not one, but two, Master’s Certificates. 
 
The rest of the staff clapped politely. Hermione noted that even Severus, off in his usual corner, 
managed to put his hands together a couple of times.  
 
When the smattering of applause had died down, Elvis spoke again. 
 
“It also gives me great pleasure to announce that, beginning in September, our newest Charms 
and Arithmancy Mistress will be joining the staff here at Pigmoles. Would you all please join me 
in welcoming Professor Stranger to our ranks!” 
 
Once again, there was polite applause. Then, one at a time, her new colleagues approached her 
to shake her hand, offer her congratulations, and welcome her to the staff. 
 
Snape was the last to approach. 
 
“So it’s Professor Stranger, now, is it?” he asked. He kept his hands clasped behind his back. 
 
“It is, indeed, Seximus,” Matilda said before Hermione could speak. “Isn’t it wonderful news that 
she’ll become a colleague in September?” 
 
He cast a withering look towards Matilda, and then he turned back to Hermione. 
 
“And you’ve completed your apprenticeships in under two years, haven’t you?” he asked. 
 
“That’s correct, Professor Snake,” Hermione answered. 
 
Snape turned back to Matilda. “I believe you owe me fifty Galleons, Matilda,” he said with a 
smirk. 



 
“You’ll have it tonight,” Matilda assured him. “Believe me, this is one wager I’m quite happy to 
lose.” 
 
“I believe half of those Galleons belong to me,” Hermione said to Snape with a smile. 
 
“You’ll have them tonight as well,” Snape said. “You’ve certainly earned them. Congratulations 
on completing your studies so quickly.” He extended his hand to Hermione. 
 
“Thank you, sir,” Hermione said as she took his hand and shook it briefly. 
 
“And welcome to the loony bin,” he added with a chuckle.  
 
“Thank you, again,” Hermione replied 
 
“Would you care to join me at the buffet?” he asked holding his arm out politely. 
 
“That would be lovely,” Hermione said, resting her hand on his bent arm. 
 
Matilda MacGyver practically crowed. “Your turn to pay up, Harriet!” she said. 
 
“My pleasure, Matilda,” Hermione said over her shoulder as she and Snape moved toward the 
food-laden table. 
 
 
“What was that all about with Matilda,” Snape asked a few minutes later as they sat at a small 
table tucked away into a quiet corner of the room and began to eat.  
 
“I felt bad about Matilda losing the bet with you,” Hermione explained. “You already knew I was 
going to complete both of my apprenticeships in two years. You took advantage of her.” 
 
“Do you know how many Galleons I’ve lost to that termagant over the years?” Snape asked with 
a scowl. He looked around to be sure no one was close enough to overhear them, and then he 
leaned forward and spoke quietly into Hermione’s ear. “Especially after Potter became Seeker for 
the Gryffindor team.” 
 
Hermione laughed. “I’m sorry, Severus,” she whispered back. “What can I do to make it up to 
you?” She looked at him with a seductive gleam in her eye. 
 
 
Snape shifted in his chair, trying to ease the sudden tightness in his trousers. 
 
“I suppose I can try to think of something,” he replied, returning her provocative stare. 
 
Hermione straightened, suddenly aware that the other staff members were beginning to stare at 
them. 
 
“I’ll look forward to your input, Professor Snake,” Hermione said in the most innocent tone she 
could muster. 
 
 
Snape just groaned softly and made no reply. He was smart enough to recognise when he’d 
been bested.  



 
 
 
A/N: Up next: Severus and Hermione begin to anticipate going home. 
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A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
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the films as well as the books. For the purposes of this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so 
alive he is – at least here! I’ve come up with my own explanation about how that happens. The 
events of the books are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events 
that, in the books, may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into 
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product of my own imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the 
WIKTT forum by ladyofthemasque.  
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile! 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine. 
 
Additional A/N for this and subsequent chapters: Because there is no Canon to parody, the 
narrative for this and all subsequent chapters will appear as though the events are happening in 
the present. There will be occasional references to both the “past” at Pigmoles, and the “past” at 
Hogwarts. I hope this isn’t too confusing.  

 
 
 
Chapter Nine: If Love is the Answer, What was the Question? 
 
Day fifty-seven in the book: June 4th 
 
When Snape woke up the next morning, he looked around to determine where he was. He was 
still in his quarters at Pigmoles. He’d expected as much. He got out of bed and went over to his 
desk to check his calendar. It was June fourth. At first, he was dismayed to discover that only 
three days had gone by. He frowned and tried to remember what had happened on June fourth. 
Then the significance of the date hit him and he cursed under his breath. Today was the fifth 
anniversary of the defeat of Moldyport. There were all kinds of ceremonies scheduled at the 
Ministry. As one of the principals involved in the Final Battle, he would be expected to attend. 
 
I hate these fucking events, Snape thought darkly as he performed his morning ablutions. 
 
Every year, the Ministry held a memorial service for those who had given their lives during the 
war. That was usually held in the late morning, and was followed by a light luncheon buffet. The 
whole thing was very subdued, at least by Ministry standards. 
 
The real party came at night. An obscenely ostentatious dinner was followed by effusive 



speeches by Ministry officials. They usually took this opportunity to reiterate how effective the 
Ministry had been in defeating the Dark Lord and protecting the citizens of the wizarding world.  
 
Snape knew this was bullshit, of course. The Ministry had mostly run around with their heads up 
their collective arses, leaving the real work to the Order of the Phoenix, a renegade Death Eater, 
and a trio of teenagers. 
 
Since today was the fifth anniversary of the Final Battle, Snape suspected that the memorial 
service would be longer and even more sombre than usual. He also suspected that the dinner 
that evening would be in even poorer taste than it usually was. The speeches would be longer, 
the liquor would flow more freely, and the Ministry bullshit would be deeper. 
 
 
Hermione sat next to Severus at the memorial service. Barry sat on her other side. Roland had 
been Portkeyed back by the Ministry for the day’s events. He sat on Barry’s other side.  
 
The Minister of Magic laid a wreath of flowers on the marble monument that honoured those who 
had fallen in the war against Moldyport. It seemed to Hermione that everyone, from the Minister 
of Magic on down to the lowliest clerk, gave a speech or related a story about someone who had 
been lost in the war. 
 
Hermione sat through it stoically, until Barry got up and moved toward the podium. When he 
started talking about Godrick Jiggery, she felt tears trickling down her cheeks. She felt a gentle 
touch on her hand and looked down to see Severus pressing a handkerchief into her hand. 
 
She wiped her cheeks and sent him a small smile of gratitude. She wasn’t sure why mention of 
Godrick’s death affected her so. Then she realised she wasn’t crying for Godrick Jiggery, or even 
for Cedric Diggory. Rather, she was crying for the lost youth and innocence of all the students of 
Pigmoles and Hogwarts.  
 
Hermione, Barry, and Roland chatted during the buffet luncheon, catching up on what was 
happening in their lives. With Barry being an Auror, Roland working for the Ministry in Egypt, 
and Hermione, as Harriet, working hard to complete two apprenticeships, the three friends didn’t 
see each other nearly as often as they would have liked to. 
 
Hermione noted that Severus kept to himself in a secluded corner of the room, leaving her to 
reminisce with her friends. She would have been glad to have him standing by her side, holding 
her hand, and openly acknowledging their new relationship, but she understood that he was, 
above all, a very private man. Added to that was the fact that, in spite of having worked 
together to defeat the Dark Lord, Severus was still not fond of Barry/Harry or Roland/Ronald. 
They weren’t fond of him, either, and were not likely to be very understanding of 
Harriet/Hermione’s new found fondness for the man. To be sure, they tolerated each other; they 
even had a grudging respect for each other, but they would never be friends. 
 
Hermione realised that when she and Severus returned to Hogwarts, she would have to explain 
her new relationship with Severus to Harry and Ron. They would be upset at first, but in the 
end, she knew they would come around. They were both so ridiculously happy in their own 
relationships, they wanted the same for her. They had been after her for years to find someone 
and settle down. Although her relationship with Severus was still too new to have progressed to 
the “settling down” part, she had found someone with whom she could, at least, consider the 
possibility. They would just have to get used to the fact that Severus was her chosen wizard. 
 
 



After the luncheon, and the interminable chit-chat that always accompanied such events, there 
was a break of a few hours. Severus took the opportunity afforded by the break to return to his 
dungeons and fortify himself for the ordeal to come that evening. He knew that tonight, he 
would not be able to hide in a corner and hope that no one approached him. He sipped at a glass 
of Firewhisky and wondered why the book had brought them to this day. After a few minutes of 
quiet introspection, he shook his head to clear his thoughts. He and Hermione had never been 
able to determine a pattern to the days the book brought them to. He had no reason to believe 
he’d find one here, either. Once the book brought them to a day, there was nothing to be done 
except to get through it. 
 
 
Several hours later, Severus found himself sitting next to Hermione again. They were at a large 
table in one of the Ministry’s banquet halls. Elvis Slumbermore, Matilda MacGyver, Barry Plotter 
and his wife, Janie, Romulus Lobo, Isadora Bonks, Bad-eye Broody, and Roland Wisely – sans 
wife and none too happy about it – occupied the other seats. 
 
The meal progressed slowly as course after course appeared in front of them. Severus managed 
a bite or two of each dish, but he wasn’t really hungry. He noted that Hermione didn’t eat very 
much, either. He wondered if she found the event as tedious as he did.  
 
When the last dish was finally cleared away, the Minister of Magic got to his feet to address the 
crowd. 
 
There was a muted groan throughout the banquet hall. It was time to pay for the soup, as it 
were, by sitting through the speeches.* 
 
The Minister introduced various Ministry officials, all of whom had something to say. The current 
head of the Aurors' office made several pithy remarks. After what seemed like about a hundred 
speeches, the Minister of Magic took the podium again.  
 
“It is my distinct pleasure to introduce all of you to those who most bravely fought for our 
world.” 
 
Snape groaned inwardly. As if every person in the room didn’t already know those he was about 
to “introduce.” 
 
The Minister started with those who had received the Order of Merlin, Third Class. There was 
polite applause as the names were called and each person stood to acknowledge the honour 
being paid them. Among those named were Ruddier Haggard, Philip Phlatulent, Nigel Shortbutt, 
and Isadora Bonks. 
 
Next, the Minister read the names of those who had received the Order of Merlin, Second Class. 
There were a greater number of names this time. Among those were Romulus Lobo, Loopy 
Loveless Wisely, Bad-eye Broody, and Matilda MacGyver.  
 
It didn't matter that this was the fifth time the Ministry had re-hashed the events; there was still 
an air of expectation as the Minister of Magic began reading the names of those who had 
received the Order of Merlin, First Class. 
 
As each name was called, there was thunderous applause as the named person stood and waved 
to the crowd. 
 
“Elvis Slumbermore!” the Minister shouted. The crowd shouted and clapped as Elvis stood and 



smiled, waving broadly to all and sundry. 
 
“Roland Wisely!” Roland stood and grinned broadly, his face glowing almost as bright a red as 
his hair, as the applause thundered around him. 
 
“Harriet Stranger!” Hermione stood, a slight smile on her lips, but she didn’t wave. The crowd 
clapped wildly anyway. 
 
“Seximus Snake!” Severus got to his feet and nodded in acknowledgement of the applause that 
had abated only slightly.  
 
The crowd was now nearly panting in anticipation. Everyone knew whose name would next be 
called. 
 
“And finally, the one to whom we all owe so much,” the Minister said. “The Chosen One, the 
Boy-Who-Lived-Again – Barry Plotter!” 
 
Barry rose to his feet.  
 
If the applause for the others had been wild and enthusiastic, it was nothing compared to the 
ovation that Barry received. People whistled, shouted, stamped their feet, and clapped until their 
palms stung. And still it went on. It was at least ten minutes before Barry could resume his seat. 
 
When the applause finally died down, Barry leaned over and whispered to Hermione, “I’m glad 
that’s over with for another year.” 
 
Hermione grinned. “Me, too.” 
 
 
The tables were pushed back to clear an area in the centre of the hall for dancing. The Bizarre 
Brothers began playing and soon the dance floor was crowded with joyous witches and wizards 
celebrating the survival of their world. 
 
It seemed that every witch at the party wanted to dance with Barry. Janie laughed and 
encouraged him to, 'give the ladies a thrill.' 
 
Hermione asked her if she wasn’t the least bit jealous. 
 
“He’ll be coming home with me,” Janie said, with a Mona Lisa smile. Hermione knew Janie was 
right. Barry would be going home with her, and no matter how boldly the witches might flirt with 
Barry, he had eyes only for his wife. 
 
After Barry rebuffed them, the ladies tried to interest Roland in a bit of flirtation. There they 
failed miserably, as well. In spite of the fact that Loopy had been unable to attend the festivities 
this year, Roland had kept her spirit very much evident as he showed off picture after picture of 
her and their two little red-haired boys. 
 
Hermione danced when she was asked, but she discouraged any wizard who tried to entice her 
to go for a stroll in the atrium, or any other activity beyond the dance floor. 
 
Even Severus became the objective of several attempts at flirtation. After watching him rebuff a 
lithesome witch in royal blue robes, Hermione approached him. 
 



“Would you care to dance, Severus?” she asked as the Bizarre Brothers finally played a song a 
couple could waltz to. 
 
“You want to dance with me? In front of your friends?” he asked, arching a brow at her. 
 
“Did you think I would be ashamed of you?” she asked. “Or are you embarrassed to be seen 
with me?” 
 
“I can only be honoured to be seen with you, Hermione,” Severus said as he took her hand and 
led her out on to the dance floor. 
 
Hermione saw Barry lift a questioning brow to her, but she just smiled at him as she and 
Severus glided past. She saw him nudge Roland, but didn’t get to see his reaction because 
Severus had twirled her to another part of the dance floor by then. 
 
They’d better get used to it, Hermione thought. Then she put all thoughts of Barry and Roland 
out of her mind and concentrated on how good it felt to be in Severus’s arms. 
 
When the set finally ended, and the band went back to playing the loud, raucous music they 
were known for, Hermione and Severus found a quiet corner where they could sit, sip their 
drinks, and generally be ignored by the crowd. 
 
They were ignored, for the most part, although one adventurous witch, tipsy on Firewhisky and 
egged on by her equally tipsy friends, did approach Severus to ask him to dance. 
 
“No, thank you,” Severus replied in a polite tone, “I don’t care to dance at this time.” 
 
When the witch tried to convince him, he merely drew his brows together in his signature scowl. 
The poor witch fled, and Hermione laughed. 
 
“I don’t understand why that young woman would want to dance with me,” Severus said. 
 
“You’re a hero,” Hermione explained. “Every woman wants to fall in love with the hero.” 
 
“Really? Does that include you?” Severus wanted to know. 
 
“Of course,” Hermione said. “As a matter of fact, I may have already fallen in love with you.” 
 
“You can’t have fallen in love with me,” Snape said. “Look at me. All dressed in black. Scowling. 
I’m more the villainous type. Doesn’t the villain always wear black?”  
 
“It’s called an anti-hero, Severus, and they’re very popular among the ladies these days. You 
should know the type – the bad-boy who turns out to be good, deep down inside? You’re 
practically the poster boy!” 
 
“Merlin, spare me,” Severus said, but he was smiling. 
 
“Actually, I think it’s more that the ladies want the hero to fall in love with them,” Hermione 
said. 
 
“I might be able to arrange that,” Severus said.  
 
Then he pulled her into his arms and kissed her. 



-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day fifty-eight in the book: September 20th 
 
Hermione woke up, glanced over at the calendar hanging above her desk and groaned. The good 
news was that it was a Saturday and she didn’t have to try to impart knowledge to a bunch of 
dunderheads today. The bad news was that it was only three weeks into her first year of 
teaching and she was already channelling Severus Snape. 
 
Had she and the others in her year actually been as dense as her first year Charms students 
seemed to be? She remembered casting Reparo on Harry’s glasses whilst still on the Hogwarts 
Express, before she’d taken a single class. Not a one of her students had even mastered the 
simple art of swish and flick, yet.  
 
Her Arithmancy students were better. Because Arithmancy wasn’t offered until third year, and 
was an elective, rather than a mandatory class, the students who did take it were more 
committed to doing well.  
 
Bugger the whole lot of them, Hermione thought as she got out of bed and moved toward the 
bathroom. 
 
Hermione decided that today she was going to do something just for herself, and she wondered 
if she’d be able to convince Severus to join her for a jaunt to Daikon Alley. They could spend a 
few peaceful hours in Flawless and Spots, visit the Apothecary, and maybe even have lunch at 
the Creaky Cauldron.  
 
She rushed through her morning routine and headed to the Great Hall. She would speak to 
Severus at breakfast. 
 
When she took her place at the high table, however, Severus was not there. Assuming that he 
must have eaten earlier, she decided to go to his quarters when she finished eating to ask him if 
he wanted to accompany her to Daikon Alley. 
 
Hermione finished her breakfast and headed toward the dungeons.  
 
She was at the far end of the corridor that led to Snape’s quarters when she saw him step out of 
his rooms. She was surprised to see that he was wearing jeans, a t shirt, and trainers. She was 
just about to call out to him when another person stepped out of his rooms. 
 
The person’s back was to Hermione, but she could tell that it was a woman. She was about half-
a-head shorter than Severus, and slender. She was wearing some sort of Muggle pant suit in a 
dark green colour. Her hair looked to be light brown, but the lighting in the corridor was dim and 
it might have been blonde. It was pulled back into a chignon that rested on the nape of her 
neck.  
 
Hermione watched as Severus warded his door, and then tucked his wand into his back pocket. 
He put his arm across the woman’s shoulder. The woman leaned into him, her arm going around 
his waist, and they walked down the corridor, away from Hermione and towards the hidden door 
that she knew he’d used to get in and out of the castle when he was summoned by Voldemort. 
 
Hermione turned and headed back down the corridor the way she had come. She went to her 
room, all thoughts of her trip to Daikon Alley forgotten. 



 
Who was the woman with Severus? Why were they wearing Muggle clothes? Why hadn’t he told 
her his plans? It had seemed that they were finally putting their differences behind them. She 
had thought they were moving forward in their relationship. They had kissed – passionately – 
and talked about making love in the very near future. And now he had left the castle with 
another woman. Hermione didn’t understand any of it. She was confused and hurt by Severus’s 
apparent betrayal of their new relationship. 
 
Hermione stayed in her room for most of the day. She wasn’t hungry, but nibbled on a sandwich 
that Knobby had insisted on bringing her.  
 
Because Elvis insisted that the staff show up for dinner, several hours later Hermione made her 
way to the Great Hall. She took her place at the high table and noted that Severus was in his 
usual place, several seats down on her right.  
 
 
When Snape saw Hermione looking at him, he smiled slightly. When she didn’t return his smile, 
he raised his eyebrow at her questioningly. Hermione didn’t acknowledge that gesture, either. 
For the rest of the meal, every time Snape looked her way, she was either looking down at her 
plate or engaged in conversation with Varian Vertex, who was sitting on her left. Snape noticed 
that she didn’t actually eat much, but rather spent most of the meal pushing the food around 
her plate with her fork. 
 
Snape drained the last of his tea from his cup, wiped his mouth with his napkin, and then stood 
up. As he made his way to the door, he stopped behind Hermione instead of passing by her. He 
leaned down and spoke quietly into her ear. 
 
“Might I have a word with you, Professor Stranger?” he asked politely. 
 
“I was planning on going to the infirmary, Professor Snake,” Hermione replied. “I’m afraid I have 
a bit of a headache.” 
 
 
As soon as she spoke, Hermione knew she had said the wrong thing. The man was a Potions 
Master, for Merlin’s sake! 
 
Varian Vertex spoke up. “Oh, I’m sure Seximus could give you something for your headache. His 
office is much closer than the infirmary.” 
 
“I’d be more than happy to give you a headache potion,” Snape said. “Since the new term is 
only three weeks old, I have a large supply readily available.” 
 
Hermione could see no way out without arousing the suspicions of Professor Vertex. She got to 
her feet and stood next to Snape. 
 
“I guess I’ll go to your office, then,” Hermione said in a quiet voice. 
 
Snape gestured to her to precede him. They left the Great Hall together and headed toward the 
dungeons. 
 
When they were outside the door to Snape’s office, Hermione stood aside while Snape lowered 
his wards. He pushed the door opened and gestured Hermione inside. 
 



Once the door was closed behind her, Snape warded it again and cast the privacy spells. 
 
They walked through Snape’s office and into his private quarters. 
 
“Now, Hermione,” Snape said, looking into her eyes, “do you need a headache potion?” 
 
“No,” she replied. 
 
She turned and went to stand in front of the fireplace.  
 
Snape stood behind her and placed his hands on her upper arms. He bent his head to place a 
kiss on side of her neck. 
 
Hermione jerked her head away. “Don’t,” she said. 
 
Snape lifted his head from her neck, but didn’t remove his hands from her arms. 
 
“Hermione, what is the problem? Are you having second thoughts about…about us?” 
 
Although he would have denied that such a thing was possible, Snape would have sworn he 
could feel his heart breaking into sharp, jagged shards. 
 
Hermione pulled herself out of Snape’s arms and turned to face him. 
 
“Am I having second thoughts about us? No, I’m not, but apparently you are!” she said with 
quiet vehemence. 
 
“No, I am not,” Snape assured her. “You are the one acting strangely.” 
 
“I am not the one who snuck out of the castle this morning,” Hermione said. There were tears 
making silent tracks down her cheeks. “I’m not the one who had my arm around someone else!” 
 
“How do you know?” Snape began. 
 
“I saw you, Severus,” Hermione said, her voice quivering with emotion. “I didn’t mean to. I went 
down to the dungeons to see if you wanted to go to Daikon Alley with me. I thought it would be 
nice to spend a little time together outside the castle.” She paused, her voice breaking as her 
tears fell harder.  
 
“Did you see who I was with?” Snape asked. He was holding his temper in check only with a 
supreme effort. 
 
“She…she had her back to me,” Hermione said. “I never saw her face.” 
 
“Yet, you were quick to jump to the conclusion that I was, somehow, doing something wrong,” 
Snape snapped.  
 
“What was I supposed to think?” Hermione asked. “You had your arm around her shoulder. She 
had her arm around your waist.” 
 
“Because her hip has been bothering her and she’s too proud and too stubborn to use a cane!” 
Severus was nearly shouting now. 
 



“What? Her hip…a cane?” Hermione was confused. 
 
“The woman you saw me with – the woman you were quick to think I was somehow betraying 
you with – is Madam Toucan,” Snape said. 
 
“Madam Toucan?” Hermione shook her head as though to clear away her bewilderment. 
 
“We have a standing date on the third Saturday of every month. We go into Muggle London. We 
see a film. We have lunch. We’ve been doing it for more than twenty years,” Snape said. 
 
“I don’t understand,” Hermione said. 
 
“No, I don’t suppose you do.” He paused a moment and then spoke again. “Madam Toucan is my 
mother.” 
 
“What?”  
 
“Well, actually, Madam Toucan is Seximus Snake’s mother. My mother is Irma Pince.” 
 
“I think I need to sit down,” Hermione said as she moved toward the settee. 
 
Snape sat next to her on the settee and handed her a handkerchief.  
 
Hermione wiped her eyes and blew her nose. “I’ll….” 
 
“Yes, I know,” Snape interrupted her. “You’ll wash it and return it to me.”  
 
“I guess I owe you an apology,” Hermione said. 
 
“And I guess I owe you an explanation,” Snape replied. 
 
“I’m sorry, Severus,” Hermione said. “I should have talked to you before I drew a wrong 
conclusion.” 
 
“Yes, you should have,” Snape agreed.  
 
“In my own defence, though, I will say that our current relationship is, in real time, only a 
couple of days old. A week ago, you were still pushing me away. I guess I’m insecure.” 
 
“I suppose I can understand that. The newness of our relationship is also part of the reason why 
I have not told you about my mother,” Snape said. “I would have told you once we returned to 
Hogwarts. I just didn’t see the point of it here, since Madam Toucan is not really my mother, any 
more than the Strangers were really your parents.” 
 
“How did your mother come to be the librarian at Hogwarts? And why is she using an alias?” 
Hermione asked. 
 
“That is a very long story, one better saved for when we get back to Hogwarts. I can, however, 
give you a somewhat condensed version.” 
 
“Please do,” Hermione said. “Now you’ve piqued my curiosity.” 
 
“Do you remember the Final Battle?” Snape asked. 



 
“Of course I do,” Hermione replied. “But what has that to do with Madam Pince being your 
mother.” 
 
“Do you recall Bellatrix Lestrange calling me a traitor?” Snape asked. 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“Do you recall my answer to her?” Snape asked. 
 
“Not exactly. I know you denied being a traitor. I thought you were referring to betraying the 
Order of the Phoenix.” 
 
“I was not. I was actually referring to my years of service to the Dark Lord.” Snape paused, took 
a deep breath and let it out slowly. “Voldemort was responsible for the death of my father. 
Death was my father’s punishment for daring to defile a Pure-blood witch.” 
 
“But you weren’t a Pure-blood. Why didn’t he kill you?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Voldemort was an evil megalomaniac, but he was no fool. Even as an eighteen-year-old, I was 
a very powerful wizard. He didn’t want me dead; he wanted me on his side. He tried to convince 
me to join his cause. He tried to convince me that my father’s death had been an unfortunate, 
but necessary, measure to advance the greater goal of putting his ‘Great Plan’ into effect.  
 
“He then hinted that my mother’s life might be in danger. If I joined him, she would, perhaps, 
be spared. 
 
“I had just graduated Hogwarts. I was eighteen years old, and with my father dead, I was 
responsible for my mother’s safety. 
 
“I didn’t know what to do, so I went to the one person I knew would be able to help me. I went 
to Albus Dumbledore. I pledged my fealty to him – if he would protect my mother. Albus agreed. 
My mother was brought to Hogwarts and given the post of librarian. At first, she didn’t want to 
change her name. She loved my father and was proud to be a Snape. Albus and I convinced her 
she had to take a new name, for her own safety. She finally agreed, but couldn’t resist one last 
act of defiance by choosing the name Irma Pince.” 
 
“Irma Pince is an anagram for ‘I’m a Prince’,” Hermione said. 
 
“Exactly so,” Snape said.  
 
“Didn’t Voldemort question your mother’s sudden disappearance?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Not when I showed him her body,” Snape replied. 
 
“Her body?” 
 
“Producing a body to bury in Dumbledore’s tomb was not the first time Minerva put her 
considerable Transfiguration skills to work,” Snape said with a smile. 
 
“I convinced Voldemort that I had killed my own mother as punishment for consorting with a 
Muggle,” Snape said. 
 



“He believed you?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Of course. Even back then, I was a much better Occlumens than he was a Legilimens. It was 
after I knew my mother was safe that I joined the Death Eaters.” 
 
“On Dumbledore’s orders,” Hermione said. 
 
“Yes,” Snape confirmed. “But also, I admit, as a means to avenge my father’s death.  
 
“Everything I did from the moment I pledged myself to Albus, I did on his orders. That is why, 
when Bellatrix accused me of being a traitor, I could honestly tell her that I was not a traitor.” 
 
“What about the prophecy?” Hermione asked. “You told Voldemort about the prophecy. That’s 
what made him kill Harry’s parents.” 
 
“That was also done on Dumbledore’s orders. The prophecy was real, but my overhearing it was 
an accident. When I told him later what I had heard, we discussed how we could turn it to our 
advantage. 
 
“Voldemort was lured to the house at Godric’s Hollow that night. It was a carefully constructed 
scenario that should have resulted in Dumbledore and me killing him.” 
 
“What went wrong?” Hermione asked. She had taken Snape’s hand in hers and was squeezing it 
comfortingly. 
 
“James Potter changed his bloody Secret Keeper, that’s what went wrong! Sirius Black, for all his 
many faults, loved James Potter like a brother. He loved Lily Potter. He loved his godson. He 
would have died before he betrayed them.  
 
“We knew that James, Lily, and Harry were safe behind the Fidelius Charm. We had carefully fed 
false information about both the Longbottoms and the Potters to Voldemort, since we didn’t 
know which of the children he would target. When Voldemort began to concentrate his efforts on 
the Potters, we leaked their supposed whereabouts to him. He was supposed to go to a different 
house. Dumbledore and I, and a few other members of the Order were waiting for him there. He 
never arrived because Peter Pettigrew had betrayed James and Lily by telling Voldemort where 
they really were hidden. If James Potter had not made Peter Pettigrew his Secret Keeper, he and 
Lily would still be alive.” 
 
“Did you ever find out why James changed Secret Keeper?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Sirius Black later told Dumbledore that he had asked James to make the change. He said that 
Voldemort knew that he and James were best friends and, therefore, he would be the obvious 
choice. Black had no Occlumency skills. Had Voldemort captured him, his mind, and its secrets, 
would have been laid bare in moments. But, if he were not the Secret Keeper, no amount of 
Legilimency, or even torture, could extricate information he did not possess. He told Potter to 
choose a new Secret Keeper and to not tell him who it was. He thought he was further 
protecting them,” Snape said. 
 
“And then Peter Pettigrew betrayed Black as well by faking his own death and setting up Black to 
take the blame for it,” Snape said. 
 
“I wasn’t fond of Sirius Black,” Hermione said, “but he didn’t deserve to spend twelve years in 
Azkaban for a crime he didn’t commit.” 



 
“Pettigrew paid for his treachery. Had he been given a choice between Azkaban and the fate he 
actually received, I’m sure he would have chosen Azkaban.” 
 
“I suppose it’s wrong to be glad he’s dead,” Hermione said. 
 
“He was a loathsome creature who lived far longer than he deserved, much like his master. I see 
nothing ‘wrong’ in being glad he is no longer alive to cause even more suffering and death,” 
Snape said. 
 
Before Hermione could say anything else, her stomach gave a loud rumble. 
 
“Excuse me!” she said, rubbing her belly. 
 
“I noticed you didn’t eat much at dinner,” Snape said. 
 
“I wasn’t hungry,” Hermione said.  
 
“It appears you’re hungry now,” Snape said with a small smile. 
 
“I’m famished, actually,” Hermione admitted. 
 
Snape got up from the settee and went to the fireplace. He Floo’ed the kitchen and asked for a 
light supper to be delivered. 
 
Ten minutes later, Hermione was happily dipping her fork into a plateful of Cottage Pie. When 
she was done, she wiped her mouth on her napkin and leaned back on the settee with a satisfied 
sigh. 
 
“Oh, that hit the spot,” she said. 
 
Snape handed her a cup of tea and poured one for himself. 
 
“Thank you, Severus,” Hermione said as she sipped the fragrant brew. 
 
“So, it’s because of your mother that you like Muggle films?” Hermione asked after a moment. 
 
Snape smiled slightly. “My mother is almost as bad as Arthur Weasley when it comes to all 
things Muggle. When I was a child, we didn’t have much money. My father was a simple 
labourer and my mother worked part-time as a domestic. There was always money for the 
cinema, though. My mother and I went every Saturday.” 
 
“Your father didn’t go with you?” Hermione asked. 
 
“Most Saturdays he worked. He would join us when he could, but the cinema was more my 
mother’s ‘vice’ than his. He would usually go to the local pub on a Saturday night for a pint of 
Guinness and a game of Snooker.” There was a wistful note in his voice. 
 
Hermione reached out and took his hand in hers. 
 
“Did your father know your mother was a witch?” she asked. 
 
“Yes, although my mother seldom used magic when I was a child. We lived among Muggles, so 



she chose to forego magic, for the most part. 
 
“After she came to Hogwarts, we continued our Saturday excursions, though not as frequently. 
Although we mostly went to Muggle places, my mother would use a glamour when we went out, 
just in case any of Voldemort’s followers were watching.” 
 
“Now that I know you and Madam Pince are related, I see the resemblance,” Hermione said. 
 
“Yes, I take after my mother in both looks and temperament,” Snape said. “My father had light 
hair and eyes and was an easy-going sort. He usually deferred to my mother’s more forceful 
personality.” 
 
“Yes,” Hermione said dryly, “I’ve encountered the ‘forceful personalities’ of both mother and 
son.” 
 
They were quiet for a few moments, each deep in thought. 
 
“Are we all right now?” Hermione finally asked. “I mean, I haven’t completely buggered things, 
have I?” 
 
“I think I could be persuaded to forgive you,” Snape said with a hint of a smile. 
 
“How can I persuade you?” Hermione asked with a small smile of her own. 
 
“You could try using your feminine wiles on me,” Snape suggested. 
 
“Like this?” Hermione purred as she placed her hands on either side of his face and drew his 
head down towards hers. She kissed him softly, a mere brush of her lips against his. Then she 
deepened the kiss, opening her lips over his and using her tongue to lightly trace his lips. She 
nipped his bottom lip lightly and then broke the kiss. 
 
“You’re most definitely forgiven,” Snape said as he dipped his head back to hers and kissed her 
hungrily. 
 
 
Several breathless minutes later, Hermione was close to regretting her decision to wait until they 
had returned to Hogwarts to consummate their new found relationship. 
 
“I’d better leave now,” Hermione said as she reluctantly pulled herself from Snape’s arms. 
 
“Yes, I suppose you’d better,” Snape agreed. 
 
They got to their feet and moved toward the door. Snape used his wand to release the privacy 
spells and bring down his wards. He opened the door and checked to be sure the corridor was 
empty. 
 
“Goodnight, Hermione,” Snape said and kissed her once more. 
 
“Goodnight, Severus,” Hermione said. 
 
She ducked out of his rooms and made her way back to her own quarters.  

 



 
 
*This line (as a reviewer reminded me), is also "borrowed" from Star Trek. In City on the Edge 
of Forever, Harlan Edison has the character of Edith Keeler saying, "And now, as I'm sure more 
than one person has said, it's time to pay for the soup." 
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A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. For the purposes of this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so 
alive he is – at least here! I’ve come up with my own explanation about how that happens. The 
events of the books are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events 
that, in the books, may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into 
one day, or completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that 
JKR is telling. Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the 
product of my own imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the 
WIKTT forum by ladyofthemasque.  
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile! 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine. 
 
Additional A/N for this and subsequent chapters: Because there is no Canon to parody, the 
narrative for this and all subsequent chapters will appear as though the events are happening in 
the present. There will be occasional references to both the “past” at Pigmoles, and the “past” at 
Hogwarts. I hope this isn’t too confusing.  

 
 
 
Chapter Nine: If Love is the Answer, What was the Question? 
 
 
Day fifty-nine in the book: April 2nd 
 
Hermione awoke to an insistent tapping at her window. She threw back the covers and went to 
her window. When she opened it, there was an owl waiting impatiently on the sill, a small roll of 
parchment attached to its leg. 
 
“Well, good morning, Ailis,” Hermione said as she stroked a finger across the dark grey head of 
the Eagle owl. She took the note from the owl’s leg, and then offered her a few sunflower seeds. 
Ailis deftly shelled the seeds and ate them while Hermione unfurled the parchment. She smiled 
as she read: 
 
Hermione, 
 
It’s a beautiful day and the dunderheads are still on Easter holidays. Would you care to join me 
for a jaunt to Muggle London? We can meet at the entrance hall in one hour, if that is acceptable 



to you. Ailis has been instructed to wait for your reply.  
 
Severus 
 
P.S. We may be doing a bit of walking. Jeans and trainers are the order of the day.  
 
S. 
 
Hermione quickly scratched out an affirmative reply and reattached the parchment to Ailis’s leg. 
She watched Ailis fly off gracefully, and then closed her window. She ordered tea and toast to be 
delivered in forty minutes, and then headed into the bathroom to perform her morning 
ablutions. 
 
After her morning shower, she used the enchanted brush Severus had given her for Christmas 
and arranged her hair in the soft, bouncy ringlets she favoured when she wasn’t teaching.  
 
After she finished her toast and tea, she got dressed. She took Severus’s advice to heart and 
slipped into an old, comfortable pair of jeans. She pulled a soft, pale yellow cotton knit shirt over 
her head, and then layered a darker yellow vee-necked sweater over it. She tied her trainers, 
slid some Muggle money into her pocket, and then closed and warded her door. As she walked 
away, she transfigured her wand into a bangle bracelet and slipped it onto her wrist. 
 
She arrived at the entrance hall with five minutes to spare, and found Severus already there. His 
jeans also looked well-worn and comfortable. He was wearing a dark green sweater with a tan 
shirt under it.  
 
“Ready, Professor Stranger?” Snape asked her. 
 
“Ready, Professor Snake,” Hermione replied. 
 
Snape held the door open for her, and then they walked down the long drive and out the gates 
to get to the Apparition point. 
 
“Where are we going, Severus?” Hermione asked. 
 
“I thought we’d go to Kensington,” Snape responded. “We can visit the Victoria and Albert, or 
the Science Museum.” 
 
“I haven’t been to the Victoria and Albert in years,” Hermione said. 
 
“If you prefer, we could simply walk along Kensington Church Road and browse the antique 
shops.” 
 
“I’d really enjoy the Victoria and Albert, if that’s all right with you,” Hermione said. 
 
“The Victoria and Albert it is,” Snape said. “If you don’t mind Side-Along Apparition, I know a 
good spot to Apparate into. It’s only a ten minute walk from the museum.” 
 
“I don’t mind at all. I’m always nervous about Apparating somewhere I’ve never been before,” 
Hermione admitted. 
 
They had been walking while they talked, and were now at the Apparition point outside the gates 
of Pigmoles. 



 
Snape opened his arms and Hermione stepped into them. Snape wrapped his arms around 
Hermione and she closed her eyes.  
 
When Hermione opened her eyes, they were standing in what appeared to be an abandoned tool 
shed of some kind. Snape eased the door open a bit and peered out. 
 
“All clear. Let’s go, Hermione.” 
 
He held a hand out to Hermione and she took it. They walked down Cromwell Road and ten 
minutes later, they were standing outside the Victoria and Albert.  
 
Hermione and Severus spent an enjoyable four hours wandering through the seven levels of the 
museum. 
 
“Are you hungry?” Snape asked as they left the third room of the Arts and Crafts exhibit.  
 
“Yes, I am, actually,” Hermione replied. “I only had tea and toast this morning.” 
 
“There are a couple of restaurants here in the museum,” Snape said. He looked down at their 
jeans and trainers. “I don’t think we’re dressed for the Gamble Room, but The Café is a lot less 
formal. They serve sandwiches and fresh salads.” 
 
“That will be fine,” Hermione assured him. 
 
While they ate, they discussed the exhibits they had just seen. 
 
When they were finished with their lunch, they left the museum and walked to Kensington Park. 
They followed the winding paths until they found themselves standing in front of the statue of 
Peter Pan by Sir George Frampton. 
 
“This Peter Pan doesn’t look anything like the Disney version,” Hermione said. 
 
“I don’t know why that surprises you,” Snape said. “Does Mickey look anything like a real 
mouse?” 
 
Hermione grinned. “I suppose you’re right.” 
 
“Barrie was a wizard, you know,” Snape added, almost as an afterthought. 
 
“He was?” Hermione asked. She was always surprised when she found out that ‘famous’ people 
were wizards.  
 
“Well, his mother was a half-blood. He had some magical ability, but he never went to a 
wizarding school to learn how to channel it properly,” Snape explained. 
 
“It seems he did all right for himself anyway,” Hermione said dryly. 
 
“True,” Snape agreed. 
 
They continued their walk and ended up in Hyde Park. At Speaker’s Corner, they listened for a 
few minutes while a man warned about the imminent destruction of the polar ice caps. According 
to the man, the polar ice caps would melt and the earth would be inundated in a great flood, not 



because of global warming, as most scientists predicted, but because a powerful, super-
intelligent race of water-dwelling beings from another planet were looking for a good vacation 
spot. 
 
Hermione and Severus chuckled at that, and then moved on. 
 
By three o’clock, Hermione’s feet were starting to protest their unaccustomed activity.  
 
“I’ve about had it, Severus,” Hermione said as she sat on a low stone wall and rubbed her 
ankles. 
 
“We’ve certainly covered a lot of ground today. I spotted a quiet alley a couple hundred yards 
back the way we’ve just come. We can Apparate from there.” 
 
They made their way back to the spot Severus had in mind. They looked around and saw no one 
close by. They ducked into the alley and, moments later, they were back at the Apparition point 
outside the gates of Pigmoles. 
 
“We’re in time for tea in the staffroom, if you’re interested,” Snape said. 
 
“I could do with a cuppa,” Hermione said. 
 
They made their way up to the castle and entered the staffroom just in time to join several of 
their colleagues for tea and biscuits. 
 
 
After tea, Severus told Hermione he had some papers to mark. Hermione confessed that she had 
also been putting off some marking. The students would be back from their Easter break on 
Monday, so she couldn’t delay the inevitable any longer.  
 
Severus walked Hermione back to her rooms. They lingered for a few moments outside her door. 
 
“I had a very enjoyable day today,” Hermione said. “Thank you, Severus.” 
 
“It was my pleasure in every way, Hermione,” Snape responded. 
 
After a quick look around to be sure they were alone, Snape placed his hands against the wall, 
one on either side of her, effectively trapping her against the wall outside her door. Then he bent 
his head to hers and kissed her. 
 
“I don’t know ‘when’ we’ll see each other again,” Snape murmured when he broke the kiss, “but 
I look forward to it.” 
 
“So do I,” Hermione replied. 
 
She kissed him once more, and then ducked under his arm and entered her quarters. 
 
Snape waited until he heard the lock snick home, and then he turned and walked away. 

-oO|Oo- 
 
 
Day sixty in the book: September 9th 



 
Hermione woke up, sat up in bed, stretched, and then looked over to the large calendar hanging 
on the wall. 
 
Her heart started pounding when she saw the date. It was Friday, September ninth. It was on 
this date that she had confiscated the book, Love is the Answer, from one of her seventh year 
Charms students. It was on this date that she had been reading in the library and Snape had 
come upon her and insisted she hand him the book. It had been on this date that she and 
Severus had fallen into the book and began their adventures here at Pigmoles. 
 
Hermione hurried through her morning routine. She needed to speak to Severus. She wondered 
if he realised the implication of today’s date. 
 
 
When Hermione entered the Great Hall, she took what had now become her usual place – the 
seat next to Severus. 
 
“Good morning, Professor Stranger,” Severus greeted her, pouring her a cup of coffee as she sat 
down. 
 
“Good morning, Professor Snake,” Hermione said, as she picked up her cup. She took a sip and 
turned toward him. 
 
“Thank you, I needed that.” 
 
Snape just nodded an acknowledgement as he sipped at his own double-strength coffee.  
 
“And have you noticed what a special day this is, Professor?” Hermione asked as she spread 
orange marmalade on a scone. 
 
“Indeed, I have,” Snape replied. 
 
Just then, Elvis Slumbermore came up behind Snape and put a hand on his shoulder. 
 
“Seximus, my boy,” said the headmaster jovially, “how are you this fine morning? Sherbet 
lemon?” 
 
“Keep those revolting things away from me,” Snape said, turning to glare at the headmaster. 
“My teeth ache just looking at them.” 
 
“Pity,” Elvis said as he popped the sweet into his mouth. 
 
“What do you want, Elvis? You only get effusive when you’re trying to coerce someone into 
doing something you know they won’t want to do,” Snape said with a scowl. 
 
“Has anyone ever told you that you are an inveterate cynic?” Hermione interjected. 
 
“Too true, Professor Stranger,” Slumbermore said with a chuckle. “Too true.” 
 
“What do you want?” Snape repeated, completely ignoring Hermione’s comment. 
 
“Yolanda has received a last-minute invitation to be a guest referee at the Cannons’ match 
tonight. She asked me to find someone to do her rounds. I know you were on the last two 



Fridays, but I wonder if I could impose upon you for tonight.” Slumbermore asked, resting a 
hand on Snape’s shoulder. 
 
 
Snape had forgotten that the only reason he had been doing rounds that fateful Friday night was 
because he had been covering for Rolanda Hooch. He knew a token protest was in order, 
however. He did have a reputation to maintain, after all. 
 
“Really, Headmaster,” Snape grumbled, “three weeks in a row seems rather unfair.” 
 
“Yolanda promises that she will cover your next two scheduled Friday nights. She has been 
angling for this guest referee spot for nearly six months,” Slumbermore said. 
 
“Oh, very well,” Snape said, apparently giving in none too gracefully. “I will hold her to her 
promise, however.” 
 
“Of course, dear boy, of course,” Slumbermore said.  
 
The headmaster, having accomplished his mission, continued on down the high table and took 
his place next to Professor MacGyver. 
 
“Well,” Snape said, turning back to Hermione, “it looks like my Friday night will be a busy one. 
What about yours?” 
 
He arched a speculative brow at Hermione. 
 
“Oh, I don’t know,” Hermione said, “maybe I’ll find a good book to read.” 
 
 
An hour later, Hermione was standing in front of her desk lecturing to her seventh year Charms 
class. 
 
She turned to write something on the blackboard, and when she turned back, she saw one of the 
students stuffing something into a satchel under her chair. 
 
“Miss Burke!” Hermione spoke sharply. 
 
The student in question, one Brianna Burke, looked up hastily. 
 
“Yes, Professor Stranger?” she asked, attempting to look innocent and failing miserably. 
 
Hermione strode down between the desks. When she reached Brianna Burke’s, she stopped and 
held out her hand. 
 
“Hand it over, Miss Burke,” Hermione said. 
 
“What?” asked Brianna, trying to brazen it out. 
 
“I don’t know how you were ever sorted into Viperspit, Miss Burke, you’re a terrible liar. Now 
hand over the book you just stuffed into your bag, before I decide to add a detention with Mr. 
Zilch to the essay I’m about to assign you,” Hermione said. 
 
Brianna Burke tried to look insulted. “I don’t know…” she began. 



 
Hermione drew her wand. “Accio non-school book,” she said, pointing her wand at Brianna 
Burke’s satchel. A paperback book flew out of the bag and into Hermione’s hand. 
 
“I’ll expect two feet of parchment explaining how the Imperturbable Charm works, Miss Burke – 
due on Monday.” 
 
“Yes, Professor Stranger,” Brianna Burke replied with a scowl. 
 
Hermione tucked the book into an inner pocket of her teaching robe and turned back toward her 
desk. 
 
“Oh, and detention with Mr. Zilch tonight – for lying to me,” Hermione threw back over her 
shoulder, almost as an afterthought. 
 
After the class was finished, Hermione had a few minutes before the next group of students 
would arrive. She pulled the book out of her pocket and looked at it. Love is the Answer by 
Emulous Drabbled. She opened the book to the first chapter and drew in a sharp breath. The 
chapter title was, “Harry Potter and the Sorcerer’s Stone." Hermione skimmed through several 
pages and smiled as she read the familiar names; Harry Potter, Ron Weasley, Albus 
Dumbledore, Severus Snape, and, yes, even Hermione Granger.  
 
Hermione then did something she didn’t normally do; she flipped to the last page of the book. To 
her great disappointment, the book ended with Professor Granger confiscating a paperback book 
from one of her seventh year Charms students. 
 
“Damn it,” said Hermione, out loud. Obviously, there would be no finding out ahead of time how 
this story ended. 
 
Hermione put the book back into her pocket as her next group of students started to file into the 
classroom. 
 
 
Hermione and Snape sat next to each other at the high table to eat lunch. Hermione leaned 
toward him.  
 
“I confiscated a most interesting book from one of my seventh years this morning, Professor 
Snake,” she said softly. 
 
“Indeed,” Snape replied. 
 
“It’s a Roman a Clef. The main protagonist is a young wizard named Harry Potter.” 
 
“How interesting,” Snape said. 
 
“I’m looking forward to reading it,” Hermione said. 
 
“I can understand that you would be, Professor Stranger. Mayhap I would also enjoy it?” 
 
“Perhaps you would,” Hermione agreed.  
 
“Do be sure to let me know when you’ve finished it,” Snape said. 
 



“Of course,” Hermione replied. 
 
They finished their lunch, and then went to their afternoon classes. 
 
 
Hermione was sitting in a chair outside the Restricted Section just before the library was 
scheduled to close. She had the book, Love is the Answer, open on her lap. She was more than 
halfway through the story, which paralleled the events that she and Snape had re-enacted here 
at Pigmoles. Hermione had been surprised to discover that this book, like the one they had fallen 
into, while purporting to be about Harry Potter, was, in reality, about Hermione Granger and 
Severus Snape. In the book, the two of them had grown closer while working their way through 
the pages of the book. 
 
She looked at the last page of the book, and was amused to discover that the book now ended 
with Hermione Granger sitting outside the Restricted Section of the library, reading a book. 
 
“The library is now closed, Professor Stranger,” Madam Toucan said as she passed by Hermione 
on her way out the door. 
 
“I’m in the middle of a very good book, Madam Toucan,” Hermione replied. “Do you suppose it 
would be all right if I just sat here for a while and finished it?” 
 
Madam Toucan frowned. Hermione knew that, theoretically, teachers had unlimited access to the 
library, but most of them didn’t linger after closing time. 
 
“Be sure to put out the lights when you leave, then,” Madam Toucan said with a scowl. 
 
Hermione smiled. Now that she knew that the dour librarian and the equally dour Potions Master 
were related, it was easy to see the resemblance. At the very least, their scowls were identical. 
 
“I will, Madam Toucan. Thank you for indulging me,” Hermione said, and then she smiled. 
 
Madam Toucan didn’t reply. She simply scowled again, and then made her way out of the 
library, limping slightly as she walked. 
 
Hermione settled down and continued to read. 
 
 
Severus Snape had a headache. He knew it was a tension headache. While he was hopeful that 
tonight would mark the end of his and Hermione’s adventures here at Pigmoles, he couldn’t help 
but be a bit apprehensive as well. That apprehension translated to tension, and he could feel the 
knot at the back of his neck throbbing painfully. He moved towards his private storeroom to get 
a pain-relieving potion. He cursed under his breath as he realised he had none left. Then he 
remembered that he’d had none left on the night this incredible adventure had begun. 
 
He checked his watch and knew it was time to begin his rounds. He slipped his feet into his 
dragon-hide boots and re-buttoned his frock coat. He pulled his teaching robes on, checking that 
they draped and billowed correctly. He closed his door behind him, and then made sure it was 
properly warded. He tucked his wand into his sleeve and set off towards the Astronomy Tower. 
 
Snape tried to remember the exact route he had taken on that fateful night more than eight 
weeks before. 
 



As he had known it would be, the Astronomy Tower was deserted. He walked along the corridors 
of the seventh floor, passing the portraits that guarded Ravenclaw Tower. The slumbering 
inhabitants of the portraits barely lifted an eyelid as he passed.  
 
Snape walked down two flights of stairs, carefully avoiding the vanishing step halfway down the 
second flight. Once on the fifth floor, he made a quick sweep of the prefects’ bathroom. The 
mermaid in the painting over the tub winked at him, and brushed a hand suggestively over her 
bare breast. He just scowled at her and left the room when he saw it was empty save for the 
libidinous mermaid. 
 
He walked down another flight of stairs, and then up a corridor toward the library.  
 
Snape could see Hermione sitting in a chair just outside the Restricted Section. Her back was to 
him, and he could see the tumble of bouncy ringlets that reached halfway down her back. 
 
She appeared to be quite engrossed in a book. 
 
Snape approached her, but made no attempt to be quiet. 
 
 
Hermione raised her head as she heard Severus approach. 
 
“Good evening, Professor Snake,” she said, turning slightly in her chair to face him. 
 
“Let’s hope it shall be,” Snape replied. 
 
“Oh, I think it will be,” Hermione said with a smile. 
 
“Might I ask what you are doing in the library so late?”  
 
“I was reading,” she said.  
 
“What were you reading?” he asked. 
 
“I was reading a book,” she said with a slight smirk. 
 
“What book?” he persisted. 
 
“It’s just a silly book I confiscated from one of my seventh years,” she admitted. 
 
“Is it interesting?” Snape asked. 
 
“Very. Would you care to read it? I’ve just about finished it.” 
 
Hermione held the book out in front of her and extended it towards Snape. 
 
“I’d be delighted,” Snape said. 
 
His hand closed over the book, but Hermione made sure not to let go her end of it. There was a 
flash of brilliant purple light and the sound of wind roaring around them. The library started 
spinning around them, faster and faster, until the room was nothing but a blur. 
 
Hermione and Snape looked at each other over the book. It was now the centre of their universe 



and both held on tightly.  
 
“Do not let go!” Snape shouted over the nearly deafening noise of the maelstrom that 
surrounded them. 
 
Hermione could only nod. The spinning room was beginning to make her queasy so she closed 
her eyes and hoped she wouldn’t be sick. 
 
After what seemed like hours, but was probably only a minute or two, the howling wind died 
down and the room stopped spinning. 
 
 
Hermione opened her eyes, not daring to breathe for a moment. 
 
They were standing in the library. The big question was – which library? 
 
“Where are we?” Snape asked. 
 
“I’m not sure,” Hermione replied. 
 
“How do we find out?” 
 
“Follow me,” Hermione said, grabbing Snape’s hand and dragging him toward one of the 
shelves. 
 
Hermione looked towards a book sitting on the shelf. 
 
“We’re home,” she said. 
 
“How do you know?” Snape asked. 
 
“Look,” she said and pointed. 
 
There on the shelf was a large book. 
 
Snape looked at it and smiled. He never thought he’d be glad to see Hogwarts: A History. 
 
“We really are home,” he said and then he pulled Hermione into his arms.  

 
 
 
A/N: All that's left now is the epilogue and some extensive author's notes. 

 

21 

 
A/N: This story is a combination of many genres. It is part parody, part romance, part general 
drama, and completely A/U. I have followed canon very loosely, drawing some inspiration from 
the films as well as the books. For the purposes of this story, I needed Dumbledore alive, and so 
alive he is – at least here! I’ve come up with my own explanation about how that happens. The 
events of the books are meant to serve only as a framework on which to hang my plot. Events 
that, in the books, may have taken place over several days or even weeks are compressed into 



one day, or completely ignored. This is deliberate and I intend no disrespect to the story that 
JKR is telling. Almost all encounters between Hermione Granger and Severus Snape are the 
product of my own imagination. I wrote this story in response to a challenge posed on the 
WIKTT forum by ladyofthemasque.  
 
Disclaimer: All the characters of Potterverse belong to the incomparable JKR. If they belonged to 
me, I’d be the one making all the money. And even if there were no money involved, if they 
belonged to me, Severus Snape would have more reasons to smile! 
 
Special thanks to Jenn, my beta reader. She has offered many invaluable suggestions that have 
made this a better story. If there are any mistakes, they are mine.  

 
 
 
 
Epilogue: Author! Author! 
 
 
Hermione and Severus stood for several minutes, their arms wrapped around each other, kissing 
with an abandon they had not allowed themselves till now. 
 
When they broke the kiss, they were both breathing heavily. 
 
“You haven’t changed your mind?” Severus asked as his lips roamed across her face, down the 
side of her neck, and across her collar bone. 
 
“Never. Have you?” Hermione asked as she threaded her fingers through his hair. She nibbled 
on his earlobe and then worked her lips along his jaw line.  
 
“Never,” Snape replied. 
 
He reached down and took Hermione’s face between his two hands. His thumbs traced her lips 
softly. His obsidian eyes bored into hers. 
 
“I love you, Hermione,” he whispered simply. 
 
“I love you, Severus,” Hermione replied just as simply. 
 
They kissed again; lips nuzzling, tongues licking, and teeth nipping at each other with increased 
passion. 
 
 
The sound of a throat clearing caused them to jump apart with a start. 
 
“Good evening, Hermione, Severus,” said the familiar voice of Albus Dumbledore. “Welcome 
home.” 
 
“You knew we were gone?” Snape asked suspiciously. 
 
“Of course I knew,” Albus said with a twinkle in his eye. “I arranged it. Sherbet lemon?” 
 
“You arranged it?” Snape snarled.  
 



“How dare you!” Hermione shouted. 
 
“I ought to hex you into next week, you meddling old fool!” Snape growled. 
 
“Do you know what we’ve been through?” Hermione exclaimed. 
 
Hermione and Snape stood, shoulder to shoulder, as they took the headmaster to task. 
 
“I assure you, children, you were never in any danger,” Albus said, trying to placate them. “We 
were closely monitoring your progress.” 
 
“’We?’” Snape repeated. “Who else was involved in this…this…abduction?” Snape demanded to 
know. 
 
“Well, Minerva, of course. Poppy Pomfrey’s help was required, as well. And Filius helped with the 
charms I applied to the book, though he didn’t know all the details of what we were attempting.” 
 
“And just whose asinine idea was it to begin with?” Snape demanded. 
 
“Mine,” said a woman’s voice. 
 
Hermione gasped as Madam Pince stepped out from the shadows. 
 
“Mother!” Snape blurted. “You are responsible for this? Why?” 
 
“Because I couldn’t bear to continue to watch as you threw your life away.” 
 
“I don’t understand,” Snape said. 
 
“Why don’t we all sit down and discuss things?” Albus asked as he waved everyone over to one 
of the large tables in the Restricted Section. 
 
Albus sat on one side of the long table, Severus across from him. Hermione and Madam Pince 
sat on either side of Snape. 
 
Madam Pince began speaking. “You know how much I loved your father. He was everything to 
me. I willingly gave up my magic to be with him.” 
 
Madam Pince reached out and took his hand in hers. 
 
“I know,” Snape replied, giving her hand a reassuring squeeze. 
 
“When he was killed, I was devastated. I went along with the plan that you and Albus conceived 
to protect me. Had I known the long-term effects that decision would have on you, my son, I 
would have allowed Voldemort to kill me rather than go along with it,” she said. 
 
“Don’t say that!” Snape said with vehemence. “I would have given anything to protect you.” 
 
“You did give everything!” Madam Pince said with equal vehemence. 
 
“I had to stand by and watch as you served that…that…monster! I watched as you participated 
in acts that I knew were repugnant to you. I watched as you risked your life again and again to 
carry information back to the Order of the Phoenix. I lived in fear that Voldemort would discover 



your true allegiances. Every time you came back from one of those gatherings, when I knew you 
had been tortured, I died a little bit inside. When you were forced to carry out Albus’s ‘murder,’ I 
was terrified that you would be captured or killed by the Aurors, or by other Order members, 
before the truth could be revealed. 
 
“After Voldemort was defeated, I thought you would find peace, acceptance, even love. Instead, 
I had to watch as you were regarded with suspicion. I watched as you became more withdrawn, 
more sarcastic, and more bitter. 
 
“When Hermione Granger came back to Hogwarts to begin her apprenticeships, I saw the way 
your eyes would follow her when you thought no one was looking. I could see the longing, the 
hunger hidden deep inside you.” 
 
Madam Pince turned to Hermione. “Forgive me, Professor Granger, for being presumptuous, but 
I saw a similar longing in your eyes when you looked at Severus. Or was I mistaken?” 
 
“You were not mistaken, Madam Pince,” Hermione acknowledged. She reached for Snape’s other 
hand and held it in hers. 
 
Madam Pince smiled as she saw Severus close his hand around Hermione’s and give it a gentle 
squeeze. 
 
“I saw two lonely, stubborn, fractious people who obviously cared for each other and belonged 
together. Yet each of you was afraid to approach the other in anything but anger and petulance. 
 
“When I couldn’t bear it any longer, I approached Albus and asked him to help me bring you two 
together.” 
 
“You had no right to interfere, Mother,” Snape said. 
 
“You’re correct, Severus. I had no right to interfere. I offer no excuse, other than my abiding 
love for you. I know what I did was wrong, but given the same opportunity, I would do it again. 
I do not regret my actions. 
 
“Now, I ask you, my son, do you wish that the sixty days you have just experienced had not 
occurred?” 
 
“But they have occurred. What does it matter if I wished they had not?” Snape asked. 
 
“Allow me to explain,” Albus said. 
 
“Please do, Headmaster,” Snape said with a scowl. 
 
“The events that you and Professor Granger experienced were not real,” Albus said. 
 
“What do you mean, they weren’t real?” Hermione asked.  
 
“When you and Severus touched the book, you were both plunged into a deep state of 
unconsciousness. Your minds were linked and the events in your dreams were…manipulated. 
You never left this room, and only about two hours have gone by.” 
 
“You brainwashed us into falling in love?” Snape said in sudden anger. He jumped from his seat 
and started pacing.  



 
“How dare you?” he snarled at the headmaster. 
 
“Sit down, Severus!” Dumbledore said without a trace of a twinkle. 
 
Snape scowled at the headmaster, but he resumed his seat. Without realising he had done it, 
Snape once again took Hermione’s hand in his. 
 
“I said the events in your dreams were manipulated. Your reactions were the result of your own 
intellectual and emotional responses to those events,” Dumbledore said.  
 
“It was still a gross invasion of our privacy,” Hermione interjected. 
 
“I concede that point,” Dumbledore said. “I can only hope that, given the felicitous outcome of 
your little adventure, you will forgive us for our interference.” 
 
“The ends justify the means, then?” Snape said, still angry. 
 
“Severus, please,” said Madam Pince. “Please don’t be angry with Albus. He did only what I 
asked him to do. So did Minerva and Poppy. They did it out of concern and affection for both you 
and Professor Granger. It was not an easy feat to accomplish. All of us have had to expend a 
great deal of magical energy to maintain the environment you found yourselves in.  
 
“However, if you find the situation so truly abhorrent, there is a way to undo what we have 
done.” 
 
“What do you mean?” Snape asked. 
 
Madam Pince turned to Dumbledore. Albus reached for the book sitting on the table between 
them. 
 
“If you and Hermione both grasp the book at the same time, you will, once again, fall into the 
deep state of unconsciousness you previously experienced. Together, Madam Pomfrey and I can 
remove the memories of the events as you experienced them.” 
 
“An Obliviate of that magnitude would be fraught with danger, as you very well know, Albus,” 
Snape said with asperity.  
 
“Under ordinary circumstances, you would be correct, my boy,” Albus said. “These, however, are 
not ordinary circumstances. With Madam Pomfrey’s help, all memories of the events you 
experienced were confined to one very specific area of your brain. They are isolated and we 
know exactly where they are. We can remove them without impacting any other memories, or 
endangering any other brain functions. You will wake up and everything will be exactly as it was 
before you left on your adventure. Of course, this applies to you as well, Hermione.  
 
“You must decide quickly, however. The longer you wait, the harder it will be to remove the 
memories.” 
 
Dumbledore got to his feet. “Come, Irma,” Albus said, holding out his hand. “Let us leave 
Hermione and Severus to discuss things.” 
 
Madam Pince took Dumbledore’s hand and rose to her feet. 
 



Before they left, Dumbledore turned back to Hermione and Severus, still holding hands at the 
table. 
 
“We’ll be back in thirty minutes for your decision,” he said. 
 
Dumbledore and Madam Pince left the library, leaving Hermione and Severus alone to discuss 
the implications of what they had just learned. 
 
“I can’t believe my own mother would manipulate me in such a way,” Snape said. 
 
“Your mother’s motivations are the only thing I can understand about this. She loves you and 
wanted to see you happy,” Hermione said. “What I can’t fathom is how she coerced Albus into 
it.” 
 
“He didn’t need any coercion, believe me. He delights in being a meddling old fool,” Snape said, 
but there was a hint of affection in his tone. 
 
“And Minerva would have been just as delighted to meddle in my life,” Hermione added. 
 
“She cares about you very deeply,” Severus said. 
 
“Almost as deeply as Albus cares for you,” Hermione added. 
 
“Well, then, we can agree that all the meddling old fools thought they were doing this for our 
own good,” he said. 
 
“Now the question becomes, what are we going to do now?” she asked. 
 
“What do you want to do, Hermione?” Severus asked. “It must be a mutual decision.” 
 
“I know that you feel manipulated, maybe even betrayed. I do, too, in some ways. But I can’t 
help but believe that there was no malice intended.” 
 
“I agree,” he said. 
 
Hermione looked into Snape’s eyes and then spoke again. “I can’t be sorry that this has 
happened. I love you, Severus. If this hadn’t happened, I wouldn’t be able to tell you that. But, 
if you cannot get past the method that was employed to bring us together, then I will agree to 
have the memories removed. I never want you to look back and regret what has happened 
between us.” 
 
Severus drew a deep breath and then let it out slowly before he spoke. 
 
“From the time I was a young man, I have felt my life was not my own. I walked a tightrope 
between my two masters, never knowing when one false action, one misspoken word, would 
cause me to plunge into the abyss. When Voldemort was defeated – completely and irrevocably 
– I thought I would finally be able to live my own life. Instead, I discovered that more than 
twenty years of playing the cruel, sarcastic bastard had left me incapable of behaving in any 
other way. I longed for the normality that had been denied me, but I didn’t know how to accept 
it when it was offered.” 
 
“If friendship, respect, and love are what you term ‘normality,’ then I would say you have 
learned how to accept it,” Hermione said. 



 
Snape stood and began to pace up and down in front of the table. 
 
After a minute or two, he stopped pacing and came to stand in front of Hermione. 
 
“I can be difficult to get along with..." he began. 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes. “Tell me something I don’t know,” she said with a grin. 
 
“I tend to lash out, oft times not caring that I hurt people in the process.” 
 
“I actually think you are improving in that area, Severus. You haven’t called me an insufferable 
know-it-all in at least a week,” Hermione replied. 
 
Severus actually chuckled at that remark.  
 
He sat next to Hermione once again. 
 
“I will never be anything other than what I am, Hermione,” he said, almost regretfully. “I will 
never be a handsome, dashing, romantic hero.” He said this last word with a bitter twist to his 
lips, as though it left a bad taste in his mouth. 
 
“I fell in love with the person you are. I never expected, nor wanted, a hero. I only ever wanted 
a man with a basic core of decency and honour. I believe you are that man,” she concluded. 
 
“I love you, Hermione,” Severus said as he took her hand in his once more. “I doubt that I would 
ever have been able to tell you that if this hadn’t happened.” 
 
“So what will we tell Albus and your mother when they return?” Hermione asked. 
 
“We will tell them that they are a pair of annoying, interfering, meddlesome old bats,” Snape 
said. 
 
“And then we shall thank them for caring enough about us to put such an elaborate scheme into 
place,” he added. 
 
 
Five minutes later, when Albus Dumbledore and Irma Pince returned to the library, Hermione 
and Severus were still sitting at the table, and still holding hands. 
 
“You have reached a decision, children?” Albus asked kindly. 
 
“Yes, we have,” Severus said with a scowl. “We’ve decided that you two, along with Minerva and 
Poppy, are probably the most annoying, meddlesome, discommodious, and exasperating bunch 
of people we have ever encountered – and that includes Harry Potter, Lucius Malfoy, and 
Gilderoy Lockhart.” 
 
“Oh, my,” Albus said with a twinkle, “that does put us in some disreputable company.” 
 
Hermione started laughing, and a moment later, Severus was chuckling as well. 
 
“I gather we are forgiven, dear boy?” Albus asked. 
 



“Hermione and I have decided to accept your gift in the spirit in which it was tendered,” Severus 
said. 
 
“That doesn’t mean, however,” Hermione added, “that we ever want you to do anything like this 
again. Severus and I must make our own way from here on out.” 
 
“I understand,” said Madam Pince as she stepped toward her son. Severus stood and opened his 
arms. 
 
“I love you, my son,” she said, as she put her arms around his waist. 
 
“I have always known that, Mother,” Snape replied as he wrapped his arms around her and 
hugged her. “I love you, as well.” 
 
“My, my, look at the time,” Dumbledore said. “It’s well after midnight. We should all be finding 
our beds. It has been a very long evening. 
 
“Come, Irma, I will escort you to your quarters.” 
 
“Goodnight, Severus, Hermione,” Albus said as he held out his hand to Madam Pince. 
 
“Goodnight, Headmaster,” Severus said. 
 
“Goodnight, Albus,” Hermione said. 
 
“We’ll talk more in the morning, Severus,” Madam Pince said. “Goodnight, my son. Goodnight 
Professor Granger.” 
 
“Goodnight, Madam Pince,” Hermione replied. 
 
“Goodnight, Mother,” Severus said, dropping a kiss on the top of her head. 
 
 
Hermione watched as Professor Dumbledore and Madam Pince left the library. Then she turned 
to Severus.  
 
“Would you care to walk me to my quarters, Severus?” she asked, slipping her arm through his. 
 
“I would like that,” he said. 
 
A few minutes later, they were standing outside the door that led to Hermione’s quarters. 
 
Severus bent his head over hers and kissed her gently. Hermione responded eagerly, opening 
her lips beneath his and deepening the kiss. She moved her hips against his, delighting in his 
immediate response. 
 
Severus groaned and then broke the kiss. 
 
Hermione drew her wand and lowered the wards protecting her quarters. She stepped inside the 
door, moving a few paces into the room. 
 
When she realised that Severus had not followed her in, she looked back to find him still 
standing outside the door. 



 
“Unless you want to start shagging like bunnies out in the corridor, I suggest you come inside,” 
Hermione said with a smile. 
 
Severus smiled, and then he stepped through the door, closing it firmly behind him. 
 
 
Terminus 
 
 
A/N: Just in case anyone hasn’t figured it out, yet, the author of the book that Hermione and 
Severus fell into was Albus Dumbledore. (Emulous Drabbled is an anagram for Albus 
Dumbledore.) Also, back on Day 44 in the book, Hermione is assigning code names to everyone. 
Her own code name is KIA. This stood for ‘know-it-all.’ 
 
This story was written in response to the “Lost in a book” challenge issued by ladyofthemasque 
on WIKTT. Here are the highlights of the challenge and how I handled them: 
 
1. Hermione Granger and Severus Snape encounter a wizarding romance novel: The name of the 
book “my” Hermione and Severus fell into was, Love is the Answer. 
 
2. They get sucked literally into the storyline, taking on the roles of the hero and heroine: The 
book was ostensibly about “Barry Plotter,” but Hermione figures out pretty early on that the 
book is really about Severus and her. 
 
3. They must complete the storyline of the novel in order to escape the book and return to the 
real world: They certainly did; in nine chapters and over one-hundred and fifteen thousand 
words! 
 
4. They must fall in love with each other during the course of their adventure, though they don’t 
have to start out that way, if you don’t want. The main genre will therefore be Romance: They 
fell in love, as required. 
 
5. The sub-genre of the novel can be any category—Western, Sci-Fi, Fantasy, Regency, 
Contemporary, Horror, Medieval, Prehistorical, and so forth…but the MAIN category must remain 
focused on building some sort of romance between SS/HG (mildly romantic or downright smutty 
or some combination thereof): I chose a Roman a Clef as the sub-genre. 
 
6. The number of “chapters” should be at least 5, though the chapters can be as short as 100 
words, or as long as 10,000. (There shall be no limit to the size of the story, but it would be 
really, really nice if you finished it, and didn’t abandon it…): I wrote nine chapters, and posted in 
twenty-one parts, more than fulfilling the length requirement. And, the story is finished. 
 
7. Severus and Hermione must kiss at least 3 times, though it doesn’t have to be voluntarily at 
first. Greater levels of passion are at the author’s discretion, but nothing lesser will be accepted: 
Hermione kissed Severus at the end of Day 23. She kisses him again at the end of Day 50. They 
share a mutual kiss on Day 55. There are others, but those three covered the requirements. 
 
8. The Deadline for this Challenge (submitting the *first* chapter) will be February 17th, 2006, 
because it’s my birthday, and I want to read some nice prezzies from all the fine writers here at 
WIKTT. If there’s lots of enthusiasm, I’ll definitely consider extending the deadline: I posted the 
first part on 2/06/06, well within the deadline. 
 



9. Feel free to use other HP characters to fill out the various supporting cast roles. CAVEAT: If 
you decide to place this into a specific genre, such as the Anita Blake series (by Laurell K. 
Hammilton…mmm, Severus as Jean-Claude…), please be mindful that some fanfic sites do not 
allow crossover-fics to be posted on their boards (for example, Ashwinder or 
RestrictedSection.org): I used almost every Harry Potter character. (Sort of.) 
 
10. Suggested (but not required) phrases to be included in the story: 
 
-- “You ripped my bodice!” “Well, it is a bodice ripper!” – Nope. 
 
-- “…I miss my cat.” (because I like Crookshanks) OR “…I miss my pussy.” Feel free to form 
jokes from this second line, if you like. – I used this line, but not where you might think. I 
actually have Flogus Zilch saying this after his cat, Mr. Boris, is Petrified. 
 
-- “You know, we are a witch and a wizard; we can cast anti-gravity charms back on the planet. 
We didn’t have to go into outer space to just float around the room together.” – Nope. 
 
-- “Why are you wearing neck-bolts?” “They go with my school tie!” – Nope. 
 
-- “You realize, of course, that the memory of you in makeup, high heels and tights will make an 
excellent Pensieve-based blackmail opportunity.” “I would think you would realize that in this 
era, it is very manly to wear…makeup, high heels, and… look like a bloody ponce, don’t I?” “A 
bloody ponce with kissable red lips and gorgeous, sexy legs. You really should wear heels and 
skintight pants more often.” “I should?” “Yes; you have very lickable calves.” – I did use the first 
line of this bit of dialogue. Hermione is teasing Severus about how Nigel Shortbutt ‘sees’ 
Professor Snake as a boggart. 
 
-- “Please, let this not be a Betty Neels plot! For once, I’d like to have the chance to actually 
shag the hero!” (Or “…shag the heroine!”, depending on who is doing the pleading.) – Nope. 
(Never heard of Betty Neels, actually.) 
 
-- “You can’t fall in love with me! I’m supposed to be the villain! Don’t you see my black clothes? 
The villain always wears the black clothes! I can’t be the bloody hero!” “It’s called an anti-hero, 
Severus, and they’re very popular among the ladies, these days. You should know the type—the 
bad-boy who turns out to be good, deep down inside? You’re practically the poster-boy!” – I 
used this, with a few slight alterations, at the end of Day 56. 
 
-- “Oh, dear god—it’s a Mary Sue!” “A what?” “A Mary Sue! A super-character invented by hack 
writers to create a too-powerful, too-perfect fictional character. It’s the sort of person the writer 
secretly wants to be, and yet no one else wants to read about! At least, not without feeling the 
urge to mangle the book!” – Nope. 
 
-- Anybody who can work in the line from that other WIKTT Challenge, “—You are unbelievable!” 
gets extra brownie points. – I’ll take those brownie points! I actually have Hermione, as Harriet, 
saying this to Roland after the Yule Ball. 
 
A/N: I had a tremendous amount of fun with this story. It turned out to be a lot longer than I 
thought it would be when I started. I had originally envisioned that each ‘day’ within the book 
would be about one-thousand words. Since I wanted to cover fourteen years, at seven days per 
year, I thought there would be around ninety days. By the time I had finished the third ‘year’ of 
the book, I knew that there was no way I was going to be able to keep to the one-thousand 
words per ‘day’ ideal. Also, I realized that ‘my’ Book 7 would have to be a lot longer than any of 
the others because I would be writing all ‘new’ material. Also, I realized that once I was past 



‘my’ Book 7, things would have to progress a lot faster. Books 8 & 9, therefore, were quite 
compressed. I hope no one thinks I sloughed off, I just thought that I had conveyed what I 
needed to, and I wanted to move the plot along and get poor Hermione and Severus back home. 
 
I think some readers may have been disappointed that there were no “lemons” in this story. I 
just didn’t feel right about including them. After all, it is Albus and Snape’s mother! who are 
‘manipulating’ the events. Someone has suggested that I write a one-shot sequel that takes 
place after they return home (perhaps just after Snape closes Hermione’s door?). I might do 
that, but if I do, it won’t be for a few weeks, at least. Please keep checking back. 
 
I want to thank everyone who has read and enjoyed the story, especially those who took the 
time to post comments. Comments really do feed the author’s soul! Special thanks to my 
daughter, Jennifer, for being such a terrific beta. Thanks to ladyofthemasque for coming up with 
such a delightful and intriguing challenge. Thanks to all the admins at Ashwinder. They do a 
wonderful job and are vastly underappreciated. My final and warmest thanks go to my husband, 
Richard. He encourages me in every way – and he’s not even jealous of all the time I spend with 
a certain acerbic Potions Master!  
 
Right now, I’m busily working away on a fic for the Live Journal SS/HG story exchange. Once it 
is finished and presented, I believe I will be free to post it here.  
 
I have lots of ideas percolating. I’m sure some of them will turn into future stories. 
 
Oh, and one last thing. I purposely avoided reading any of the other entries in this challenge 
because I didn't want to be influenced by them. So, if anyone is looking for me, I'll be off 
reading all those stories now! I can hardly wait! 

 
 


