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“
Ucius, ] TOLD YOU NEVER TO CALL ME

WHEN I'M WORKING!”
"This can't wait.”

Snape glared at the image of Lucius Malfoy in the
fireplace flames. "What, precisely, is so pressing that
you are contacting me in my classroom during the day,
you fool? Anyone could have been in here!”

"Severus, I do know your schedule. You're between
classes right now. Do shut up and just listen.”

"And if I'd had a student in here serving detention?”

The image smiled. "Well, then I suppose you'd just
have had to kill them, wouldn't you?”

Severus Snape was at least pleased that he was
already furious, because he didn't have to hide his fury
at that statement as well. This had to stop. He was going
to have to tell Dumbledore that he could not stand this
for one day longer.

"What the hell do you want, Lucius?”

"Pettigrew will be there tonight. He will meet you in
the usual place.”

Snape rolled his eyes. "Tonight? What is it now, a plan




to poison the Muggle water supply? Planting incriminat-
ing sex photos in Dumbledore’s bedroom? More fiendish
plots to do away with The Boy Who Lived Despite Our
Best Efforts Which Are Obviously Rather Pathetic?”

"Are you quite finished?”

"I will be if you ever contact me outside of my own
quarters again, Lucius! Voldemort will lose his Hogwarts
contact, and then he will be pissed at both of us, or are
you too thick to grasp that?”

"Severus, you are far too afraid —"

The door to the classroom clicked open behind Snape.

Snape didn't even look to see who it was. He grabbed
the first non-inflammable liquid off his desk that came
to hand — fortunately he kept both a pitcher of water
and a box of sand on his desk at all times, students’
experiment results being about as predictable as a
bagful of skrewts — and threw the contents on the fire.

He had the brief satisfaction of watching Lucius’s
face melt like a Muggle version of a Wicked Witch just
before he spun to face the door.

It was the Granger girl, hand still on the doorknob,
looking at him with very startled eyes.

Had she seen anything other than him dousing the
fireplace?

"Um —" She was looking past him at the steaming logs.

He made a point of casting a casual glance at it as he
folded his arms. "I thought the chimney was catching.
What is it, Miss Granger?”

"T—1, um, just forgot my box of newt's claws, Professor...”

"Well, get it and go.” He turned away, knowing that
it would look suspicious if he watched her too closely.
Or perhaps not. All the students were used to him glar-

ing at them.

He heard her footsteps going to her desk, and then
going to the door. But they stopped there.

"Professor —?" she said, the questioning tone almost
timid.

“VYes?” He hadn't meant to swoop so, in turning
around, but he really wanted her gone.

She was hastily transferring her gaze from the fire-
place back to him. "I — it can wait.”

She fled. That was the only word for it.

Snape crossed to the door and closed it before return-
ing to his desk and sinking into his chair. If she had
seen anything...

It was Miss Granger, who was clever, and that was
bad. But it was Miss Granger, who was ready to think
the best of everyone, and that was good.

Good enough, he hoped.
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Hermione couldn't pay attention to what Ron was
saying. She murmured "Whatever..." and pushed at her
Yorkshire pudding with a fork.

"Hermione, you trying to eat that or deflate it?" said
Harry, across from her.

She barely heard him. Who had Professor Snape
been talking to that he'd had to quench the fire alto-
gether when she walked in?

She told herself not to be so suspicious. It could have
been a sweetheart. (The image of Snape having a
sweetheart was disturbing enough.) It could have been
his mother. (The image of Snape having a mother was
even more disturbing, oddly.)




It didn't mean something...dark was going on.

She couldn't tell Harry or Ron. They'd be all over the
idea: “Oh, he must be in cahoots with Voldemort! I always
knew it, the slimy git!”

Though she couldn't actually hear either one of them
using the word cahoots.

No, she couldn't expect either one of them to help
her figure this one out with any kind of reasonable
perspective.

Should she go to Professor McGonagall?

Go to McGonagall with what, precisely? She'd raise
her eyebrows and tell Hermione that putting out fires
was hardly evidence of mischief, indeed quite the con-
trary, and what exactly should she do about it? All right,
maybe not that patronizing, but she just didn't have
anything solid.

"...told him that Ravenclaw didn't have a chance with
two Chasers out, and he said something about looking
up spells to make it rain, and apparently Hermione's
communicating with the mothership, hello, Hermione?"

"Give it a rest, Ron, she's still not listening. Probably
trying to transfigure her fork into a peacock.”

She'd just have to wait and see if anything else suspi-
cious turned up.

Or maybe... maybe she shouldn't just wait.
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He hated dealing with Pettigrew even more than with
Lucius. At least Lucius gave him the opportunity for an
exchange of insults. Pettigrew was too much of a whiny
little boot-licker to insult. No fun kicking a man when
he was already down.

He locked the door to his quarters and headed for the
North Corridor.

Pettigrew was already there, hiding in the meeting
room as a rat. Once Snape arrived, he shifted back to
human form (not an improvement, in Snape’s opinion)
and immediately began prattling on about the alliance
that was underway with the Serpentia and the role
that Voldemort wanted Snape to play in the negotia-
tions. Snape listened because he had to and tried to not
to seethe too visibly at the prospect of playing diplo-
mat to a faction whose language he didn't even speak.
Brewing translation potions was an annoying prospect;
magpie's tongues were hard to come by.

When he allowed himself to admit it, he knew he was
actually very well suited for this type of deception. Per-
petually Vexed was his baseline; none of Voldemort's
minions, or even Voldemort himself ever tried to read
him for reactions of distaste when his loyalties were
tested. He always acted like he found everything dis-
tasteful.

Pettigrew stopped in mid-sentence. "D'you hear that?”

Snape listened, rather than saying "What?" as most
idiots would.

Pettigrew said, "That should be MacNair. 'm not sure
he knows which room —"

"MacNair's here?”

"Yes. Didn't Malfoy tell you he was coming?”

Snape kept his fuming internal as he listened: yes, he
thought he heard a step outside.

"You should go get him, Severus. I don't want to risk
being seen.”

It was easier to do it than argue.




Snape opened the door and stepped into the hallway.
No one was in sight but, yes, he heard footsteps just
around the corner.

Tentative footsteps. Something wasn't right here...

And then someone stepped around the corner.

Not MacNair. Definitely not MacNair.

It was the Granger girl.

Bloody fucking hell. She'd... followed him!

They were almost face to face. Her eyes widened.

In that moment, Snape was aware of three things:
one, she was opening her mouth to say something; two,
there was another set of footsteps audible from around
the corner, and these were not tentative...

And three, the door to another room was not five
paces away.

He got his hand over her mouth first. Miracle of mir-
acles, she jerked and tried to pull away but she didn't
make a sound as he dragged her toward the door.

Despite the need for haste, and the fact that he was
struggling with someone who very much didn't want
to go with him through that door, he got it opened and
clicked shut behind him with a minimum of noise, one
hand on Hermione's mouth, the other on the back of her
head. He was even able to hear how the footsteps were
getting louder.

What they'd stepped into wasn't another room exactly.
It was not much bigger than a closet.

Which was lined with weapons: swords, daggers,
axes, all stocked on the walls. Hell. If the girl decided to
grab one of those...!

She squeaked under his hand. Not loud. It might not
have been heard.

The footsteps came to a stop just outside the door. Or
maybe it had been.

He looked at the girl in the dim light filtering through
the cracks in the door. Her eyes weren't on his, however.
She was looking at the wall to his right.

He glanced over. Oh, for fuck’'s sake. That particular
wall was lined, not with weapons, but a rather impres-
sive assortment of torture implements: pincers, man-
acles, tongs, spiky looking things whose purpose he
uncomfortably had to admit he recognized.

He had the sinking feeling that if he asked himself if
it could get any worse, it would.

He gave the girl a little shake; it got her eyes on him.
He didn't dare even whisper; not now, with someone
just outside the door who presumably could be —

"MacNair?”

It was Pettigrew’s voice. Both he and Hermione looked
at the closed door.

"Wormtail. There you are.” Snape felt the girl jerk as
she heard the name.

"Where's Severus?”

"I haven't seen him. I just arrived —"

"No, I mean he was just here. I thought —"

He felt them looking about as their voices trailed
off. They'd look at the door and put it together any
moment.

He could fix this. He gave the girl the hardest look he
could as he took his hand away from her mouth — her
eyes were huge — and reached for his wand.

"He couldn't have gone far..."” A footstep.

Snape aimed the wand at the door and said, as softly

as he could to cast it, “Obfuscate.”




There was a sizzle.

Then: "There you are, Wormtail.”

"Oh — yes, I was looking for you. Severus should be
here soon. Come in here; he knows this room, and we
won't be seen.”

Footsteps and a door shutting.

As quietly as possible, Shape whispered, "You idiot girl.”

o[ —n

"If they had seen you, they would have killed you. And
I would have had to let them do it, or break my cover.
You idiot. What did you think you were doing?”

She sucked in her lower lip and he could see the tears
starting. He gave her another shake. "Voldemort won't
check for Obfuscation like he would a stronger memory
charm. But now I have to go in and listen to Pettigrew
babble the whole plan again. I'm not happy about that.”

Helet her go. "You wait a few seconds after I goin there
before you leave this storeroom and get away from here.
I'll make some noise to cover it. I'd Obliviate you, you
stupid girl, but I want you running back to your dor-
mitory like a terrified ferret, which, incidentally, has a
greater sense of self-preservation than you.” And I hate
using memory charms on anyone not truly despicable, he
thought but didn't say, remembering something from
his own past that had pissed him off royally when he'd
learned the truth. I hate having principles.

"“Your dormitory. And stay there. You understand?”

She nodded, gulped down her tears.

He put his hand on the doorknob, looked back at her.
Dammit, memory charm would have been so bloody
convenient.

"I never want to hear a single question from you about

this, in the future. If you find yourself overwhelmed
with the need to ask anyone, then for god's sake, please
make sure it is Dumbledore and no other.”
He opened the door, shut it behind him, and walked
to the room across the hall without looking behind him.
"Ah, there you are, Severus.”
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Hermione walked away from the stone gargoyle out-
side Professor Dumbledore’s office and tried to process
everything she'd just heard from the Headmaster.

Professor Snape was a double agent. Everything he'd
implied last night was completely true; Dumbledore
had backed up his story, clearly not happy that she'd
stumbled upon the fact, but quick to defend Snape.
His work with the Death Eaters as their Hogwarts spy
meant that Dumbledore had first-hand knowledge of
Voldemort's plans. And he'd been a Death Eater, once;
Dumbledore had told her of the Dark Mark Snape
bore on his left arm, symbol of his shadowed and
now-repented past.

It was almost too much to believe.

She tried to picture Snape in a tuxedo and bran-
dishing a Walther PPK at a bloody silhouette of a eye
and had to smother a laugh with her palm. (The gar-
goyle gave her a strange look.)

Harry and Ron would never believe it. Not that it
was an issue; Dumbledore had sworn her to secrecy.
Unnecessarily; she knew perfectly well that she wasn't
to tell anyone. And she wouldn't.

It would be her secret. She hugged herself a little.

Well... hers and Snape's.




Good god, how could she face him in Potions later
that day?

Well, she'd face him quite normally, after all. That
was what was required of her. She'd show him that
he had nothing to worry about. That she could keep a
secret very well. Just like him.

That she had courage, just like him.

God, did he have courage.
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Watching him curse out Neville in class for using
shredded slugs in place of shrivelfigs ("Weren't you
listening, Longbottom? That is the poorest excuse for
an Embalming Solution I have had the displeasure of
viewing in all my years as a teacher. Five points from
Gryffindor”), Hermione was having revelations she’'d
never dreamed of. Snape was in the midst of terrible
danger every day, just by being Dumbledore’s spy,
vet he carried on daily without the merest alteration
of his demeanor.

No, she really couldn't see him in a tuxedo. Black
robes suited him very well.

She watched as he plucked a Sugar Quill out of Pansy
Parkinson's hand ("I can think of a few things less wise
than sucking on the end of a sweet in Potions class, in
extreme proximity to noxious, not to mention deadly,
ingredients, Miss Parkinson, but not many”), paying
attention to the dexterity of his fingers, the efficient
way he acted with the least amount of movement. She
could still feel his hand over her mouth.

Firm yet not hurting her and brooking no argument.

He was starting to turn in her direction. Hastily she bent

her head to her cauldron, pretending to be absorbed
in stirring. As soon as he'd looked past, however, she
sneaked another look.

She watched as he folded his arms, viewing Parvati's
efforts ("So you aren't deaf after all, Miss Patil. That
even looks the proper shade of green, for once™).

Ooh. She'd never noticed what impressive shoulders
he had.
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She was supposed to be doing her Herbology home-
work, but her mind wouldn't stay on the text. Instead
of seeing the lines on the care of Festering Ficus plants,
she kept seeing Snape's eyes on hers in the dim light of
the storeroom.

She'd never been so near to him before.

What had he smelled like? She couldn't recall the
scent of anything like cologne, but the simple proxim-
ity meant she could notice the smell of his clothing; she
thought about it and was sure she could reconstruct it,
over the smell of the laundry freshener that the house-
elves used on everything at Hogwarts. Something mas-
culine, like... patchouli, or sandalwood.

Something shifted around in her head.

She closed the Herbology text, trying to form some-
thing out of the pieces that were trying to fit them-
selves together.

She went to the stack of books at her side and pulled
out her Divination notebook. Since she never wrote
down anything Professor Trelawney said, it was effec-
tively blank.

Taking her quill, she wrote:




AMer eyes o?emé wide as she rounded the corner.

She had been (ollowfng him

She crossed out him and wrote:

WQ man

Better. She liked the way that sounded; it gave her a
nice shivery feeling.
(or

a while? that evening?
[on8 mindtes
Qoh, good.
J(hrouah 1he corridors, determmed 1o Gné ouﬁud—whcd_he
She crossed out he.
dark imtentions he
planned? was up to?
gurgoseé
Mmm, yes! This was fun!
here in This suwoseélu[
erefected haven. Yot
Oh, she was going to have to name herself. Well...
Mreloise qramaruie could nafef—
anyone Threafen The sa(dq o( her beloved school and all

iz charges. Cven atthe cosfo( her own sa,(dq!

She'd always liked the name Heloise. And Gramarye
meant witchcraft, so that was rather clever too!

&d‘ﬁné(ng him There, dﬁrfng d?aiglrﬂ“aﬂer, his own
eyes wide with sheck (d-seeina her apeear so abru{rq,
reall'%ing The 8irl
She crossed out girl.

9arin3 8Erl had been (ollov\u'wcay him all along,
She sucked the end of her quill for a minute before

continuing:

Stavres Sableheart™

She sighed. Yes, that was exactly right.
was a SEBBW make her hearf™

@uné Mmore w;lélul Than tever had be(ore.

The sound o( (ootﬂ?sas!

Mreloise threw a Blcmce over her shoulder, her mane
o( chestnatcurls &ueﬂ_‘brushing her check, bcﬂ‘suééwl«i
Stavres hao
No, she wouldn't be calling him by his first name just

yet, would she?

Sablehearthao s«u’gea her arm, his 8rf€ almosteruel,




éragaing her (orwaré. “You mad (oo(!" he hissed threat=
enf'nalul.

She o¢em9 her meufh fo tell him Thatall was netas it~
seemed, thafher reasens (or befn8 there were uﬂ?rlul mnecent,”
somdﬁing, an{fﬁnghéaceiw him and make him (e her 80!
8(11_5“99@1)[1 his hand was upon her medth, crushfn8 back

amﬂ'h'fna she Mfalnﬂcwe said, marl% brafsfng her rose ?dal—
so(ﬁ{?s as his o her arm tTWined around her slender waust;”

?uﬂfng her a,gcu'nsﬁis (?rm chestwhere she could (eel That™
his heartvas becdﬁg as wflélul as her own.
She almostsweoned with the (eeling o( his smr% boéul

agajnsﬁers.
Then, as she realigz& with new terrer, Thatthe (ools(e s

behind her were becomfn3 louder, and louder (bufsure(ni
netas loud as The tWinned b¢aﬁn8 o( their hearts!),

She did a little wriggle in her chair. Oh, that was nice!
Stavros looked in the direction o( Their aWroach, his
(ace Twisted with anger and Qes?ercdf_on, and abru{rhi
wrenched Afeloise o(( her (’ed,—émgaina her towaros...
The door! Whatlay behind itwhat?
She kenew with éreaé(ul

Qeaélul ceﬂafﬂqﬁ(d_she was abedt™
1o Gné adl, even as she moaned her goﬁsﬁvﬂ? Sable-
heart™s ?alm, ﬁglrﬂ_o\rer her li¢s as he flumg the deer open
and hauled her ées?ercdi(«l 51?“88“”8 (orm along with bhim
mfe The ﬁml enclosure beﬂon&
@es?er(dz(ul she Tried 1o ere\ruﬂ_him (rom clos?ng

Hang on, she'd just used desperately or some form of
it three times on the last page.

Oh, she'd clean it up later. Actually, it kind of sounded
good. Emphatic.

e door behind Thew, bulshe was ne wafch (er bis
superior sfrength clasged 15 his black-clad fgure (ke
somffing. dear (oh, if only!) as be pulled He oor shat
The click nas whisper-quiatin reality, batwas the ook
of @ deathy knell in her heart-

Ao pressed her against the wall with the eressare of
bis hand on her modtt, and fhen with the eressure of his
body on hers, hard and lean and with the male swell of
bim (lling. her senses llke The headiestchampagne. 4fis
benyrblack eges bored inte her onn everald ones.

“Nota sound,” he hissed \rehemuﬂﬁt, |( you value either




0( our lives!”

Odtaide she heard the emmous (001_51??5 o( 1he f’mm%.

Okay, now who was the enemy going to be?
Eh. She didn't care. She'd work on that later. She
wanted to get to the Good Parts.

/meul hesitated brfeflul be(ore Mo\xing ?a‘ﬂ_?ur?ose(ull«t

Sableheart™s eyes \Re?ﬁoo\tfng mte hers with Thal™
dark Gm o(ﬁmulﬁous emsfion. deloise could (eel hersel(
sl')a\eina as itall sfarted to (all mte ?lace. Rear (gro..he
was ?ro’licﬁng her! Stavres Sableheartwas notthe
enemy afer alll

&nd her head‘(ea?‘t_wm? 80«1 as the blessed knowleége

came cra.slm'ng down on her.

"HerMIone... [ said, we're leaving now, are you IN there,

Hermione?”
"Forget it, Ron, she's in her element. Trying to get
Hermione to leave the library is like trying to get

Hagrid to leave a convention of werepumas... Hermione,

what are you writing?”
She emerged from her single-minded efforts just far
enough to say, "Nothing. Go away. I'll be here a while.”

"Madame Pince'll kick her out when it closes. Come on,

Ron. I'll let you beat me in chess in the common room.”
Hermione didn't even look up as they left.
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“Uleoks,” Sabldneaﬂ_%rowleé fM¢cd_fuﬂ'ﬁ1, ‘e we will
be here (or a while

Kreloise looked athim soul(ullul. “Om se serry, sir.
never meant=. she wh€s¢ere9 Var(al(ul, unable T& comgldz
the senfence.

The mans eyes so(’ﬁmé, 1a\efn3 i The su‘gtﬂ—o( her
cnlshl tears, sliéfng donn Those damask cheeks. s
hand, which had been such a neago o( (?erce terror
bare mements ago, ow rose 1o caress Thatcheek, 8@’@,
wi¢in8 anay one alfdzn{ng Qroe. “Well, dear 3frl, 5 sup-
pose your mtentions were 3009. DA mﬂﬁlour (aulﬁ

“Butits!” Heloise 8as?e9 covﬂr_ﬂdul. “Yve @—%ﬂ m
Qamger! J mever meant — ob, n'( onlul 9 had knownlll”

She ducked her (ace back toward her sheulder
abru?fﬁi, 1?‘1;”815 hide the (resh burd—o( tears.

Afs Qngers, titl genﬂé, new Taok a held o( her chin
and Tarned her (ace back 1o his. “Ssh, Qoﬁ_crul, My
dear. You are... so very brave, you know. %( O'nlul Y hao
hao ene-tenth your courage when & was your age... ab,




the ﬂ?u‘ngs Y could have deme, ceulo have withstead! Se
many mistakes ¥ weuld nethave made...”

She lefher mmbuna (ingers touch his arm. “8uﬁ1ou
are..nét o very much older than &

¢ wry W‘d—o( the meufh ook @ssession o( Sable-

headt™s (a,ce. “You are b sl(¢ o( a 8&(."

Mer hand on his arm 8rcvs€e9 Mmore GUCQH' “No.. no,

am ot & am a weman, &’ro(essor Sableheart? Stadent—
& may be, bat™d am nef~a mere 8frl! Oh.." She Smlleé her
(a,ce anay a,gcu'n Miserablul. s thatall O am te ulou?"
she whis?emé ho?elessl%. “Susta sillul, (oolish girl? s
thatall & ever shall be & ulou?"

&no his (ingers Touched her chin agajn Wvﬂaﬁrel%,
(orcfn% her (a,ca, blinded \)1 her Tzars, 15 look alhim
agajn. “&h, Hreloise. 3( onl«i ¥ could tell you what™is in
my mmostheart.”

Qa{@lul she blinked anay her tears, suééenlul (inéfng her
courage agcu‘n i thatone shortTevelation. “Then fell me.
Ob, @ro(essor — Stavres, galease, S bag o( you, Tell mel!”

ad she gone o0 (ar? She saw his ex?ression when
she s¢o\m his 8I\ren name; had itoeen — anger? is-

¢lecusum? No! Htwas...
RAPTURE.

Okay, Hermione thought. Who was going to kiss who
first here?

“Heloise..” he murmured i a s‘t?amgleé voice. .. o,
you do net enow wlwcd‘ﬂou as\e...ulou camdt kenow...!”

Hm. At this rate it was going to have to be her. She'd
have to give her Snape some motivation.

"Bat~Y de!” she whis?emé (zr\renﬂil. @aring e\rer{fﬁng
ﬁkfﬂg The are(disfris\a she had ever Taken, summonfng
all the courage (rom her ée?ﬁs, she glacea her hands
behind his neck, cla‘s?u‘ng his hair

Could you clasp hair?

, his shoulders m her
Two hands, so thalhe could nd_?ossi\olul misfake her
Meamfng. “Oh, Stavros, Tall me, dear, dear Stavros!”

There. Plenty of motivation but not so slutty as to be
the first one kissing.

Sableheart™ Broomea. “Dearest Meloise...]” he si8|ne9
slnakl'[‘{, her name on his [;?S 1he swedtesisound she had

ever heard, as he leaned (orwaré as 1'( under some alien




?owzr Thathe had no ho¢e o( resfsﬁng, an alien ?ower "Miss Granger, are you paying attention?”
named The Tru ed_&p’\m Tor «k‘”alofse Qra,maru(e, and ! Hermione s"tarted guiltily. "I'm sorry, Professor McGonagall.
es, Professor.
?laceé his [;?S on hers, SOW st then with 8recd?r She shut the notebook and tried to focus on the Trans-
figuration lesson.

Ron looked at Harry and made a small, quick whoosh-

@ Meeﬁng o( two true hearts, a momentin Time Thad meither ing gesture with his palm over his head. Harry bit his
lips to diminish his grin.

o( Them could ever, ever 9“‘1 had eccurred.. Hermione saw it but didn't respond. She was think-
ing about the complexities of getting one’s robes off in
a small storeroom.

and 3recd€r poner untit The kiss was aﬂifng o( ¢assfon,

/me MOS#WOT);QI’((L[ MOMQY)_‘_O( lr)er %Ou‘n8 (10&7’8,? '&),

net e youns, net o young. as Stavros would have i) lf(e. . @ .
On (adﬁ'n his arms she was Wal«i agelzss. . ’
On her bed, Hermione clutched the notebook to her
Mer kenees buckled imsca?ablu[ and Stavros caughf chest and stewed even deeper into her internal agony.
Was she really going to write that?
Did she have the nerve?
robed chest—and su??orﬁng her (dnﬁng (orm. It was hard enough just to think it.
She squeezed her eyes shut and remembered the
Was he saying her name enough? She wanted to make smell of Snape’s skin. To have had his hand move away
sure that the delicious feeling of that came through. from her mouth and down to the collar of her robes, to

. . - the buttons on her blouse, opening them...
Aeleise, M4 sweel. dearest dfeloise!” he murmured He could have done anything he wanted to her, there

her m his dﬁma arms, ?ulling her bolé% 15 his black-

in that storeroom...

She was filled with the overwhelming need to touch
her chin, her (ace, her eules, her (omhaaé, her hair, her herself.

neck, as she cried oaﬂ_-som, a_saund thatwasted 15 be In;tead, Sﬁlg opened the notebook and did something
much, much dirtier.

his name bafshe no longer @ssesseé The abilﬁqﬁ (orm The quill kept slipping in her sweaty fingers.
words, as she ?rcuieé Thather lack o( resislance would Y camet™ sﬁ? Mt.lsel(," Stavros bredathed hus‘ﬁl'[u[.
fell him z\ren{ﬁfng she could nat el him with her veoice — Dear (ore, Imzl? me, bat—d caymo't_sﬁ¢ Mulsel(. Mreloise

so(‘(’ﬁl, Baﬂien'na her 16 him and Hss?ng her modth agajn,




— (orgfw me...l”

She arched aaau'nsﬁim meéilul, Jﬂ?cm‘eing whatever
8095 There were (or his sudden loss o( the iren central that™
made him the man she had se COM?((’:‘EH (allen (or, (or she
wanted new 15 see ﬂiaj_wlmrabilﬂq that weuld Wlu{ shew
him as all 3o human, as a man, and mﬂ_merelul as a here.

She should 513? him i( he could mﬂ_eﬂ?? lm'msel(, she
knew. Yefshe did m‘ﬂ_?ossess the abflﬂq 1o do that either.

'Y 2o, Stavres,” she weé‘soﬁ'ﬁl, batwith 60‘1 not with
(ear. T o (orgi\xe you s- (orgfw you mow, and (or every-
ﬂ?{ng, ever. ¥m — nd_a(raié."

T = O denTwant 1o hurt ulou," he murmured Mfserablul,
his hands Cu??n’,g 8@1'&1 around her chin, d?m‘na mfe her
viridian eyes.

She tarned her head 1o the side and kissed his d?ong
Gngers. “You could never hurtme,” she whisgzreé hus\eilul.

e crushed her 15 him agcu'n lmmgr(l«i, ‘Rfssfna her (ke

their very lives 9e€en9a9 on him slnowfng her how much he

loved her, and Then ﬁvulleé anay onlul (ar enouah ﬁbeafn
wﬂqfng the silken ribbon ather throatdfer robes (el[

1o 1he floor as E( ﬂieul had a will o( their own. She steod

be(ore him, clad in The clofhing Thafmiglﬂ‘ha\re belongeé
1o a sfudent but Thalshowed Thatshe was ne longer a
mere Birl, bat~a woman, with a weman's curves edttined
within The vestients o( her sfation.

31‘00@[&6(«1 removed any lasf\resﬁges o( his will to
resist e had her 13€ unbdftened within moments, and
¢re~sse9 his (a,ce 15 her besem

She crossed out the last three words. Dammit. That

wasn't strong enough.

Yes, but it was so... embarrassing.
Was this a romance or not? she told herself severely.

béfween her bared breasts, breaﬂiina m
the Jdivine sce'n‘t_o( her skin, Murmuring, “Aeloise..., Qarfng
to turn his (ace‘va kiss the sice o( her alabaster breast:
She Tkough’(‘ she weould die in the ecs‘vas% o( it her Gngers
’(Wn'ning mte his hair, and he leeked up as Wough she
M;Bh't_be Tr—«{ing’(a ¢ull him anay, bu’r—seeing whafhe san
m her (ace, his ewn was Tchs(ormé with such bliss that™
ithurther heart e see it

She (ell back aaainsﬁhe wall as his hands, en Gre
with new purpese, slid 1 her ﬁmi waist-and (oumé the (as—
sz'ng’(a her skirf-She 8as¢e3 afthe o\rerwhe(m;ng reali‘q




o( whafhe was 90[118, %ﬂm silenced her with ansther
kiss, reaéul 1o take whathe could nofresist, and she was
8[a9 o( i glaé thathe was whe he was, nofsemeene whe
would have asked (ar’rker chaes%ns or beggeé her garéon
(or 90:’1»8 this, any more than he alreaéu[ hao. Tor f( she
were asked a,8afn f( she wanted this, she weulo net have

been able & 8;VQ her €ermissio'n.
She so GerceH wanted this Taken (roM her withoat =t

Mis m'ahtéark hair under her Gnaers was (urfker festa-
ment 1 the rea.lﬂq o( him. “This was Wa(u{ her Stavros, nol™
some dream.

@nd her not=dream Stavros had un(ad?mé her skirf,”
%ef¢rfor1%SEVQs1ﬁ3 her o( i, he had reached under ™
and
Oof. How did she refer to those? She rejected four all-

too jarring options before writing:
slid her cméergarmerﬂ? (ree, and, m Qrawfng Them down,
Yes, they were in a storeroom, but she wasn't going to be
naked in nothing but shoes and socks, it wasn't romantic!
removed her (ooﬁaar as well be(ore leﬂi'_ng her skirfall,
éemél'n% her alﬁgeﬂi@n

Meloise tarned her (ace anay shu(ltt. Ko man had ever

looked ugon her like his before; she could nof resist™
wodestty covering her bared breasfs ith her hands. Bat~
Sfavros genfty bat fruly ook a hold of her rists and
dren thom eliberafely down o her sides. "9 wartta lock
atpou he sighed cassienalaly. “fou are so..s0 beadfifl,

Heloise...”
Passion made him hcusﬁ as he removed his own cloﬂ?{ng.

Sitl €a;n(ullul shu(, she \eeé‘hu (ace averted bcush(ull«i
as eme b‘1 one, his 8arme1ﬂ§ 8oim9 hers in a carelesslul—
strewn ?;le thatwas a testament o the éeﬁk o(ﬂieir
¢assion

She was overusing a word again. Later. Fix it later

, and This time, when his slender, dﬁ)ng Gngers

Tarned her (ace back 1 his, she 2id netresist, could net™
resist, 010 nol want 1o resist
She knew whathe was seefn3 as he looked u and
down her naked bo;‘i
Hermione bit her lip, but made herself go on:
, The ?er(ecﬁroumé breasfs, ca??za
swadﬁl with ?er(ecﬁ;oral 1i—¢s, The slenderness o( her ribs




a3 belly suddenly flaring odtinfo the wemanly reundness
of ber hips, The
Oh god.

secretcurled fleece thatso erefectively
concealed fie freasures befeen her silken thighs...fom
i top of her head with ifs sorrel fresses cascading, fo
i tips of her gilish foes, she lknew she wusibe a sight™
o make any man hungry

But-Stavros was nat justany man. 4fe was the only

ome who mattared. Would fe (3 her.. naniing?

Mis answer came as he slid 15 his knees and kissed

ber belly. “Beautifu, beadt il girl." he whispered devat=
odly. My beadtiul gil.

She gasced in the ecstaay of his werds, blissflly
wurmaring. back, “Stavros... as her beloved, ebeny-haired
and-oqed professer (ah! Hhere was so much she had
b, always warted 16 learn (rom bin) rose 1 bis (oot~
again, gatfiering her 1o hin beldly, and she felfwhaf it
was ke o have @ waris skin ugon hers, warm and alive

and so very, very real, and T was befter than all the
oreams That~had ever been.

s chosh%afnsﬂwers, the muscles there so d?ong
and (?rm, made her wantte burul her (ace againd—ihts
well, and when he lf(ﬂzé his (i'ngers 1o her (a,ce ence aaajn,
smkfng her hair back ?ur?ose(ullul so Thatthe (ull beaufq
o( her eyes could netbe hidden (rom him, she 8(|'M?se9
it there, on the insice o( his arm: the mark o(ﬂﬁe ﬁmmt.
Cruel imdelible sfain o( his %ouﬁ(ul (ollu(! Now T was his
talisman, (or withedt i1, he could never have been trusted
51 these he weuld )od?aul, and bd?aul, and bd?cui.

&nd send 1o their very doom.

The tears sprang infe Mreloises eyes once more. Kow she
had his hand i hers, brfngfng 1he terrible token o( The

burden he carried so nob(nﬂ? her li¢s. “Mow — how you

have been hurt— ob, my dearest ™" She kissed the mark
Vnéerlu(, as ﬂiough she could heal iTwith The poer o( her
kiss, her Blass—green eyes never lecwing his.

She san how his eyes so("?mé. "t lees net matter.”
Afe ?ul[ea his arm anay 5o thathe could kiss her li?s
again so(fml. R (eel as Jﬂioagh ne ene could ever hurtme

agafn, Meloise, now that™d have 160 you how & (eal. &no
THhat™D am... nofun(a\rorable m your eyes as well.”




Oh, batshe had tatell him! Aud to say the werds...!

Bl he silenced her with a (?nger on her li¢s, as Jﬂiougb
he kenew whatshe weulo say and could netbear 16 have
her commﬂ‘hersel( 50, as Tﬁoaaln he were nofworﬂiti o(
such an honer.

AMis mouth souglrﬂ_ﬂ?e side o( her slim white throaf, and
then her sheulder, érawfng her even closer as he did s, and
she could (eel m his kisses, in his arms, hew his arousal was
heialﬂ?nfna; and mﬂ—onl% that, bt ow she could noﬁgnore
the almosﬁ?rrfﬁfng %emrflling (eel o( his

She shut the notebook and moaned into her pillow.

She couldn't.

Was she going to stop now?

No, she damn well wasn't.

She opened the book again, snapped it shut again
with another groan, but then forced it open to the page
she'd been on. She wrote and crossed out member, wrote
and crossed out phallus, wrote and crossed out organ
before she finally wrote:

manhood s)ressfng

againsﬁer bell«i, rouse9 _tg rea,éi'mss b% —t—k(’, SWQQ—QWQSS (Lﬂa

?roxl'mﬂq o( her. The (eelina made her gase (ear(u(lul; she had

15 draw awcwlﬁloo\ﬁ down and see il 1 was fM?ossin XW(J&

T weuld never, never (H_fnsiée The mitended locdfion...!

Bt she Trusted him, 2i0 she net™?

“look afme,” he murmured Jﬂirocd_i(ni, and Tﬁough she
was, she knew he mearfhis (ace, and she loeked up
hesfﬁuﬂ%{, ﬁiingﬁku? her lf? (roM mmbl;ng.

“ou are mine, do you undersfand me?” he wlnfs¢ere9
(iercelul

Hermione made a little mewl.

, his breafh ke kisses on her (ace. “Mine, and ne
others.”

She nodded ra?iélul, éesgercdzﬁ assuage the sav-
agery she saw in his eyes. “Yours, I swear, onln1 «lours..."
The savagery ameliorafed very slighfﬁt, bt et e
become 60(17 oh e, onlulﬁbecome someﬂifna wicked and

meé(al, thatsuifed his dark demeanor so well. “Y will
show ulou."

&fe made her S¢rea3 her legs, there aBa;nsﬁFe wall
Her handwriting was getting worse
, his hand ﬁuclnina her where onlul her ewn hand hao
touched be(ore, and she moaned as he o¢em9 her there
as well, one (?naer smkfng as 1'( he kenen e\ren{ﬂﬁng

abod_her, e\rerul (CLY;‘ES% cma QVQﬂi ms?onse amé a\rerul




?letic)( hQI’ flesh, as ;( a(l WOMen were Q)(CLC_ﬂq ﬂ?e same

and he'd known enough o( them thatshe was no Si((erevﬂ,_
no 9?((erenﬁn her skin or her likes or her wanfs, and she
(oum9 hersel( wonéerfng how many ofther women he had had,
(or surel«i (or him 15 be able ﬁérag this respense odf™

o( her so reaéflul ithao 16 have been 908@5, surelu[ not—
hundreds, bufwhe knew?

Wait a minute, what had been the subject of that sen-
tence again® Oh — right...

Bl what=2id itmatter E( she was notthe (?rd_? She
would never desire 15 be a,miﬂifng batthe last

e Wesseé his ’ooéui close 15 hers.

“You Mueﬂ_mﬂ_cnt odf;” he whfs?ereé (’ervwﬂi{. “’ﬂ?eu[ are
stitl oufthere.”

She nedded unéereﬂﬁnéingl%. S will et
But then she thought of something.

Bl then she Tkouglﬂ_o( someﬂﬁng. She Teek his hand
m hers, ’oroualnﬁﬁ? her li¢s, bat et 1o kiss; she setmit™
agcu'nsﬁer modth (?rml«l, and he undersfed her, ¢ressfn3
his galm over her medth and then seﬂ‘ing his li?s agajnd_

1he back o( his hand, his sable eyes

Crap, she couldn't use sable. But she didn't want to
miss an opportunity to mention his eye color, it was too
important to be forgotten!

his ‘Sngan eyes mever leaw'ng
hers (or a moment as he slowlul ?ressea thatmale gaﬂL
o( him agaf'nd_her and inte her, and her ery was almest™
nonexistent as iTwas abserbed agafnsﬁis ?alm, and he
waifed untit she was sfitl agafn be(ore care(ullu( remev-

in8 his hand and Murmurf'na, “SweetHeloise, are you all
rfam_? Im sorry "
She shook her head, blfnking back tzars. “No, Stav-

ros. There’s nefbing 1o be serry for. Den't stap, please,” she
begsed ferventy

A pressed his wedth 18 her shoulder again as he
shifteD his bedy inside of hers slightty, Tien thrust o
ward again quickly, and Afeloise moaned with gleasure
as her {ngers found the locks of his smoke-dark hair
again, bringing her wedth near fo kiss them urgerty, and
he.shoned her thal he was @ wan and a hero, yes, beth
all afonce, th same way that she had (allen in love
witl ot of these fhings afonce, so leng asa, in The
way thialhe rode her 1 pleasure, b his and hers, urfi




he ex?loéeé mte her and she mfa harsel(, a Grewor‘ﬁ o(

ecdﬁs% )oursﬂ_n% MfraculousH ﬂ?rough her mmd in @ nay
Thatshe had never Emagl'mé could be so bliss(ul.

She was his and he was hers!

Hermione, in a state of rapture, fell face first over the
notebook with a sound like a woman giving birth.

She did not know how apt the metaphor was.

Nor did she know how vehemently any objective crit-
ics would have told her that her firstborn deserved swift
and painless drowning.
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Oh, she could watch him forever.

She bit her lip as his brows drew down in that way that
meant something truly had his ire. ("Potter! I said to splice
the orchid stems, not slice them! Get your head off the
Quidditch pitch and back into the classroom for once!™)

God, he was so smouldering when he did that.

("Harry, she's staring off into space again.”)

("I know. I'm starting to wonder if she’s il1.")

She hid a smile. They couldn't even conceive that she
might be looking at Snape.

Well, a few days ago, it would have shocked her too.

Oh god — he was coming over to her...!

Damn. Had she been paying close enough attention to
the lesson? She'd certainly been paying attention to that
rich, sinuous voice, but as for what he'd said...

He stopped at her desk, leaning over to peer at her
cauldron, irascible dark lean judicator of a man that he
was, and she felt the pulse pounding in her throat.

Then a slight exhalation, and "Acceptably done, Miss
Granger.” He was already moving on.

Her eyes shut just a little too long to be a blink. Oh,
the way he'd breathed...

She wanted to put that into her story, somewhere.

Hermione pulled the notebook out of the pile of texts
on the floor, opened it to where she'd left off. Yes, she
could work that in here, she thought.

Stavros sfglneé once, even Thcd_slfghfexhal(dﬁm rich

W;—l—k QMO_F

Her quill scored a black streak of ink across her desk as
the notebook was snatched out from under her hands.

"Hey, Granger, these don't look much like Potions
notes, do they?” Draco Malfoy leered at her, the open
notebook in his grip.

"G1ve me that!” she yelled, lunging for it —

— and Draco jumped back so that she missed com-
pletely, upsetting her cauldron so that it splattered blue
Essence of Denatured Bergamot onto the floor, blocking
her efforts to get to him and prompting him to fall back
even farther —

"Let’s see: “...with her lips still sweetly pressed to his bare
shoulder —' Oh, this looks coop, Granger! ‘— she murmured
softly, “I will never regret these circumstances, ever —"""

OH, mY gop — ! "GIVE ME THAT, DRAco! Stop IT!" she
shrieked, trying to drown him out and drown out the
little explosions of giggles that were starting around
the classroom, still fighting to get around the mess on
the floor to him, but he was weaving between desks,
now, still reading aloud as he went —




"'"— that have brought us together for this first time.” “Ah,”
he replied huskily, kissing her ruby lips, still swollen from
his earlier kisses of passion, “but I could have wished that
it were under other conditions than this cramped storeroom,
with our enemies a hair's breadth away.” His pitch-black
eyes —"

Nooooooo! “Suut up, Draco!!!”

"MR. MALFOY!”

How Snape’s voice cut through her shrieks and Draco’s
hideously loud singsong recitation she had no idea.

But then, that was the man’s gift, wasn't it?

As well as his gift of perception. OH MY GOD HE'D HEARD
THE BIT ABOUT THE STOREROOM!

At almost the same moment Draco went down in a
flying tackle that was all red hair and freckles, and he
lost a hold of the notebook, and it came down into other
hands that leapt for it, proving that he was as good with
larger objects as he was with the Snitch, and as Draco
yelled in protest, trying to protect himself from Ron's
fists, and Harry clutched the notebook to his chest and
stood there looking about him angrily, daring anyone
to try to take it from him, Snape’s voice cut through the
pandemonium again: "ALL OF You!"™*

She'd never known that silence... crashed down like
that.

She stood there.

Was there anything on her desk that she could swal-
low and kill herself with right now?

"Miss Granger."

ohgod...

"This is Potions Class, not Salacious Novel Writing 101,
I will thank you to remember in the future. Ten points

from Gryffindor for your inattention.”

She still couldn't breathe.

"And Mr. Malfoy, that will also be ten points from
Slytherin. You are not the designated Overseer of
Misbehavior in my class; no one has that distinction
except for me.”

Draco opened his mouth to say something — protest,
no doubt — but the look on Snape's face, blacker than
usual even for him, shut him up.

Snape looked at Harry and Ron. Hermione waited—
everyone waited, surely — for him to take further
points from Gryffindor —

And Snape at last said, "The rest of you go back to
your desks.”

Both boys blinking, startled at this lack of venom,
they hesitated only a moment before picking themselves
up — Draco too — and headed back to their positions,
Harry extending the notebook to Hermione —

"Mr. Potter. Miss Granger. I will take that, please.”

Hermione felt, rather than saw, all the color go out of
the world. "No!”

Snape did not change expression. "I will be locking it in
my desk and you may have it back after cl — no, at the end
of the day, Miss Granger. You and I will have words.”

Harry had made no move to give the notebook — still

open — to him. He looked at Hermione.

She saw what was in his face: Say the word, and I'll
swallow it before I let the slimy git get his hands on it.

And then there would be another thousand points
taken from Gryffindor, and a month-long detention,
and it would all fall on Harry.

And Snape would still want to speak to her.




Despite the fact that she could feel she was starting to
cry, she managed, squeakily, to say, "'Sokay... give it to h-
him...” She turned away and could only hear the sounds
of the two sets of footsteps as the notebook was surren-
dered, and the sliding of a desk drawer and a click.

There were no more giggles, not even from the
Slytherins. She collapsed into her chair, aware that she
still had a blue mess that she had to clean up before she
could get out of here.

If she could have apparated into a wall she would have.
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He anticipated she would be about fifteen minutes
late, working up her courage, but not so terrified that
the prospect of him keeping the notebook would be
more attractive.

Right on cue, the timid knock sounded on the door.

"Come in."

He didn't look at her. He made a point of continuing
what he was doing, grading the stack of tests, until she
had crossed the room — which she did like she was going
to her own execution — and stood in front of the desk.

At last he looked up. Red puffy eyes and face, in fact
the tears were already starting again.

Why, why did he have to have principles about those
fucking memory charms?

"T told you I did not want to have any words on this
subject with you, ever, did I not?”

She nodded, her eyes developing that squint that said
she was about to cry harder.

He set down his quill and unlocked the desk. Pulling
out the notebook, he handed it to her.

She held it like it carried plague. "Can I — can I go
now, Professor?” she almost whimpered.

"No. I want you to understand something.” He leaned
back in his chair. "Do you understand the difference
between a fantasy and a wish, Miss Granger?”

She blinked.

"I know that you know the difference. Everyone knows
the difference; they do not always understand how to
distinguish the two. Fortunately, I do. A fantasy is not
a wish. It is a story one tells oneself for entertainment.
It is self-contained. It serves its purpose by being a
story. It is not a wish. It is not a desire to see something
become reality.”

She stared. Fortunately she'd stopped crying, so he
imagined something of what he was saying was get-
ting through to her.

"I think no worse of anyone for having fantasies, Miss
Granger. And I do know the difference.”

He wanted to add Just don’t write them in Potions Class,
but that would have defused the situation, and he
couldn't let it be defused. She was, what, fifteen? six-
teen? and she was still going to have to see him every
day for the next few years; he couldn't let her carry this
one like a festering sore.

"Did — did you..."

What was she going to ask him? Did he hate her
when he realized he was the subject? Feel nothing of
the adrenaline of the situation two nights ago? Good
god, how could he possibly answer those?

"...read it?"

Oh. Well. Not that he hadn't been curious, but...

"Miss Granger. Understand several things. First, [ am




not trying to embarrass you, [ am trying to embarrass
you as little as possible here. No, I did not read it. I
saw the page Mr. Malfoy was reading when Mr. Potter
passed the book to me, and that was all.”

The breath she'd been holding in came out of her in
a sob, and he saw her hands clench a little tighter on
the notebook.

"Secondly, and this will hurt, but it is necessary: from
the little I did hear and see, I am not such a masochist
that I wanted to read anything so dreadfully bad. Good god,
girl, what in heaven's name were you using as a reference
for romantic fiction? That... was utterly appalling.”

"Oh..." It was a very small noise.

"I have never heard such drivel. Is someone paying
you by the adverb, or what?"

"I =" God, he hoped she wasn't going to start blubber-
ing again. But better to be cruel now and let her try to
improve herself, or give up the whole thing entirely. "It
was — the first time I'd ever tried... to write —"

"And all you've ever read on the subject are those door-
holding wedges of paper, I will not call them novels,
that feature some top-heavy wench in a negligee and a
long-haired and long-thewed pirate pawing her on the
cover, yes?"

She looked like she didn't know whether to laugh or
cry. Well, that was better than earlier.

"I thought so. I am giving you an assignment. This
is neither detention nor homework, but it is a com-
mand from your professor nevertheless. You are not to
come NEAR any attempt at writing either romantic or
adventurous fiction until you have read something of
merit in the genres. Take this down. Yes, use that note-

book to write; at least SOMETHING decent will be writ-
ten within its pages. Get LApy CHATTERLEY’S LOVER by
D.H. Lawrence, Uvrysses by James Joyce, and pay partic-
ular attention to the last chapter in that one, and as far
as adventure goes, start with Tue Count OF MONTE
Cristo by Alexandre Dumas.”

She was scribbling. "I — oh, yes, I, I will, Professor
Snape, [ — thank you..."

"Don't thank me just yet, girl, Urysses is eight hun-
dred pages of stream-of-consciousness. Not everyone
thinks that one’s a privilege to read.”

"Are — are these in the library, Professor?”

He snorted. "Of course not. The beauty of my plan is, it
will take you all the longer to get them in your hands, and
thereby the greater the chance that piece of... all right, that
first attempt of yours will die, as it should, untouched.”

She looked up at him, biting her lips.

Oh, god. He knew that look. He'd fallen too far on the
nice side.

Was she going to try to kiss his cheek?

Deliberately he twisted his features. "And Miss Granger,
do try to come up with some more cleverly disguised
names for your roman a clef characters. You are extremely
lucky that Mr. Malfoy didn't read further down the page
than he did.”

He sneered openly at her. "Stavros Sableheart indeed.”

That did it.

She squeaked, and fled, just the same way she'd done
two days ago.
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He couldn't sleep.

It kept surfacing like a needle on the skin of a waterglass;
every time he tried to bat it away, telling himself Forget it
and go to sleep, the day’s been long enough, there it was.

At last he rose, lit a candle, and took a piece of parch-
ment to the desk in his quarters.

Taking up a quill, Snape stared at the blank parch-
ment for a minute before beginning to write:

/’(e re@/[[eaf his ;w];vr/';e when the headmaster had

\!/)70&/6}’1/ A@F name.

“Sa/r a/ﬁ ?/n/a/{[ej o

There. That was how you disguised a name, for god's sake.

Zye;. she will be lfa/k/nz over jowr old Jw;fﬁom now
that jow have va/@/%c[ it for Fﬁe/DefeMe /{Za/fﬂfﬁ
7%6‘/])0/)’&/ f&lf; jaO;F. Zyow remember ﬁer, don't
jow? Shes one cf our forrner students — rigﬁﬂrwﬂj

C[ever er['/ z/l/e[[ nol e(a{ﬁﬁj a 2/'1"[ a/n/jmore: still

Qite jowng;. ﬂp (ourse, but Qite @jba/éée to take over
as 7%’8]%550)’ of Totions. She should arrive tomorrow.
/'U/;I? Eefore the fr;ﬁ Lerm 66‘2/'14/5.”

Oh. je;, he remembered her. /‘(e was nol [ike[j Lo
forgeﬁ the chj he'd learned that she had a school-

Zir[ Q’w;ﬁ on him. and the drama with wﬁ/'cﬁ it
had been unveiled. Toor Sarah. /‘(e ﬁyyea[ he had
handled it well — it had appeared that he had.
as she had seemed neither more nor less intimi-
dated Ej him. for the remainder of her years at
school. than any of his other students had.

750/1/“ had been, what — fve, seven ]ea/r; 0/207

Too much past perfect tense here.

And bere she was, wry»a{&/ng her trunks in her
new Quarlers.

/‘(e kn/o@eaf on the ?/7@1’% door. not wa/nﬁ/'ng lo
starile her.

Miss — ?rgféffor ?naf[ej.? ’

She turned.

No. she was not Jpreﬁﬁer than he'd imwgin@cf.
She'd been Jpreﬂ:y even then. But now she was
both preiy and older.

Matured. YW%refﬁnZ. %}:7, very prelty indeed.

Eﬂpec/'aﬂj when she smiled. as she was cfoing
rigélf now. At him.




“?r(ﬂre;;or Ballard! Oh. how Zoocf lo see jow.’ ’
/L(e for@af his smile to ;Ifwj natural. Verj few
Jaegpﬁe ever said it was gooaﬂ to see him.

“Dorian. fﬁew;e. 1 insist. éyou/ are fw@ﬁﬁj now.

l'(er smile did not diminish. “(:ﬂaen jou/ must
@/ﬁﬁ me Sarah, ?rofe;;or — 7 mean. Dorian. |
was so Jp[ea/;ed to hear jow were still here. /@wf
ﬁea/d)ing o verj Jpre;ﬁgiow; Jpo;iﬁon indeed.

“No less j”’é‘fﬁgf‘ than Being named fa{w[ﬁj al
your age. Sarah.

“Well. 7 have been devoted to mj studjes.
“7[70/5 is verj lilke T remember jou/. T was /'wgﬁ
goin@ for tea in the ;Ifoff room. would jou/ (are lo

/'oin me?"

No, shed ;u/reij ;a/j, 1've had tea w[rea/dj.
No., T wouldn't Jpo;;iééj want to take tea with
jow, jou/ sinisler éed). No. mj éoﬂriend is Fw(oing
me for tea in a few minutes and hes mwda better
éoo[oinz than jou/.

W/)j je;, 1°d like that verj mwcﬁ. We (on

@/lfd) cﬁp on ﬁ/)ing;. /‘(wve jow been 500ﬁ/>in2 ma/nj
other heartbrolen ;daooégirﬁf re@nﬁ[j 77

‘Oh — He felt his smile take on a frozen sort
cf o&wﬁiﬁj. "So, {ou-. remember that, do jow?”

Wﬁj ?rcfe;;or. 1 've never forgoﬁﬁen it.”

She was till ;mi[inz. Swreéj she was teasing

him... ?

Snape didn't realize it was morning until sunlight

fell across his desk.

Finis
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