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“
Ucius, I 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.

“Ves?” 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. I'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, Snape 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 go in 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.”

ey v@;;«' A
»:,‘ NG ;;

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.

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,
yvet 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:




Mer eyes o¢ene9 wide as she rounded The corner.
She had been (ol[owfng 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?

long mindtes
Qoh, good.
'ﬂirough 1he corriders, détermined 1o Gné od_gus‘t_wh(d_he
She crossed out he.
dark ifentions he
planned? was up to?
gurgoseé
Mmm, ves! This was fun!
here in This suwoseélul
?roﬁdié haven. Yd‘
Oh, she was going to have to name herself. Well...
Mreloise qramarule could neflef™
angone. Threafen The sa(dq o( her beloved school and all

ifs charaes. Cven atthe cod‘o( her own sa(dq!

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

&d‘@néin% him There, dﬁr{na d?aighhﬁrher, his own
eyes wide with sheck cd‘sw‘ng her apeear so a)oru?ﬁil,
realfgfng The Bu‘rl
She crossed out girl.

9arin8 8€rl had been (ollowing 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 siglnﬁ% make her hearf™
S:ocmé more wflél‘1 Than iTever hao be(ore.
The sound o( (od?sﬁ?s!

Meloise threw a Blance over her shoulder, her mane
o( chesthutcurls 8us1_bruslnfn8 her cheek, bufsuééenhi
Stavros had

No, she wouldn't be calling him by his first name just
yet, would she?

Sablehearthao safgeé her arm, his Brt'? almostruel,




Qraggfng her (orwaré. You mad (ool!" he hissed Threat=
enfng(ul.

She o?eneé her medth 1o Tell him thatall was nofas it~
seemed, thather reasons (or bu’n8 There were aﬂzrl«i imacent,”
somdﬁng, amf(ﬁngh deceive him and make him (¢ther Bo!
gcﬂ"suééenl% his hand was upon her modth, crushu'n% back
anfﬂw‘ing she Mi8h‘r1wcm said, ma,rlul bruu'sin8 her rese gdak
so(’ﬁi?s as his ot her arm Twined around her slender waust;
€ull|'n8 her againsﬁﬁs Grm chest, where she could (eel Thal™
his heartwas becdﬁg as wiléhi as her own.

She almostswooned with The (eell'ng o( his 51%7)8 b09‘1
aBainsﬂ»ers.

Then, as she rea,lfgeé, with new terror, Thatthe (001?!7 s
behind her were becaming. laudes, and louder Cout-surely
net-as leud as the twinned beaﬁw3 o( their heartsl),

She did a little wriggle in her chair. Oh, that was nicel

Stavros looked in The direction o( Their awroach, his
(ace Twisted with anger and 9es¢ercd|‘_on, and abruﬁ'ﬁi

wrenched Afeloise o« her (ed,’éragafng her Towards...
T he door! \\ﬂ)cd_(au[ behind it what™?
She knew with Qreaé(ul

Qaaélul ced?u’rdq thatshe was abedt™
to Gné odf, even as she meaned her eroﬁsﬁnﬁ Sable-
heart™s ?alm, ﬁglﬂ—ovu her ln'?s as he fluna the Jdeer open
and hauled her 9@5¢era16(t1 smggung (orm along with him
mte the ﬁn% enclesure be%ona

@es?erajdul she tried T ?revuﬂ_hfm (rom closin8

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 deor behind them, bushe was no wafch (or his
sugerior sfrength, clasped fo bis black-clad fgure like
somatfing, ear (b, if only)) as he pulled the deor shat
The click was whisper-quiatin reality, batwas the o0
of @ deaty knell in her heart-

Ao pressed her againstthe wall nith the pressure of
bis hand.on her weuth, and thien ith the pressure ef bis
body on hers, hasd and lean and with tho male swell of
bim (lling, her senses (ke the headiest-champagne. fis
benyrblack eges bored infs her own everald ones.

“Not~a sound,” he hissed vehemently, “if you value eiffier
T




o( our lives!”

Odtzide she heard the emimous (001‘51??5 o( 1he fmemul.

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 ‘orfeflul be(ore Mo\ring ?ad_?ur?ose(u[lul.

Sableheart™s eyes krz?ﬁookfng mte hers with Thal™
dark Gre o( tamulideus emsfion. &eloise could (ee( ’nersel(
sha‘m‘ng as itall sfarted to (al( mte ?(ace. Rear (gro..he
was ?rcﬂzd—fng her! Stavres Sableheartwas netthe
enemy affer all

AT’; l’)er head_lea?‘!—wm? &Ok{ as ﬂ?@ blesseé \Rnowleége

came crasl'n'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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“Utocks,” Sab(eheaﬁ_grow(eé fmgd‘feﬁrq, “lee we will
be here (or a while”

Aeloise looked afhim soul(ullnt. “Umse sorry, sir. &
never meant.. she whu‘s?ereé Tiar(ul(ul, unable t& com?ld@‘
the senfence.

The man's eyes so(ﬁm& ﬁking in The sigh‘(’o( her
cr‘idal tears, slféing down These damask cheeks. Afis
hand, which hao been such a neagon o( (ierce Terror
bare mements ago, ow rose 1o caress Thatcheek, 8enﬂ71,
wigfng anay one 8[@1@{1»8 Qrc)?. “Well, dear 8u'rl, > sup-
pose your mtentions were 8@03. > awrd no"’ulour (auﬁ.'—’

"Batitsl” Lreloise Bas@Q con'!r_itilut. "Fve ?uﬁ_io_u m
Qanger! 9 mever meant— o, i( onl% 9 had known!ll”

She Jucked her (ace back toward her sheulder
abru?ﬁq, 1?‘1;”815 hide the (resh bureﬂ_o('tiars.

Ais @ngers, titl Benﬂé, new ook a held o( her chin
and Turned her (ace back 1& his. “Ssh, éon'fcrut, my
dear. You are... s0 very brave, you kenow. %( onl% ¥ hao
hao ene-fenth your courage when & was your age. ah,




the ﬂ?{n%s Y could have dene, could have withsfeed! Se
many mistakes & weulo nethave made...”

She lether mmmma Gngers touch his arm. "&d—ﬂou
are..nét e very much older than &

4 wry W‘s’ﬁo( the medth teok ?ossession o( Sable-
heart™s (ace. You are bifa sli¢ o( a 8€rl.”

Mer hand on his arm 8ras?e9 Mmore Gercelul. “No... ne, &

am nelT & am a weman, ogro(essor Sableheart Stadent—
S may be, bat™Y am net~a mere 8irl! Oh.." She €ulle9 her
(ace anay again miserabl‘i. “¥s thatall O am 15 10@"
she whf‘s?ereé ho¢e(essl%. “Susta sillﬂ, (oolish gfrl? Sic
thatall & ever shall be 15 10@"

&nd his Gnaers touched her chin aaa.fn ﬁnfcdﬁrelnt,
(orcina her (ace, blinded b% her tears, 16 look afhim
“‘8“‘;”' “&h, Meloise. 3( wl‘i Y could el you whatis in
my mmost heart”

Qae'él% she blinked anay her tears, suééenlu[ Gnéing her
courage again i That-one shortTevelation. “Then fell me.
Oh, ()Qro(essor — Stavres, ?lmse’ & \oeg o( you el me!”

& she gene o0 (ar? She saw his expressien when
she s?o\ﬁe his 8«'\ren name; had toeen — cmger? Ris-

¢leasure? ’&)‘ 3’1_“40,%...
RAPTURE.

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

“Meloise...” he murmured in a s‘t?amgleé voice. " ... no,
you do net enow wha‘t’ulou cusk...nlou camet enow...”

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

"Bal=Y del” she whfs€ere9 (er\reﬁfﬁt @arfng e\ren{fﬁng,
ﬁ\efng The 8reaj€s1‘rfs\e she had ever Taken, summonfng
all the courage (rom her Sefﬂis, she ?laceé her hands
behind his neck, clas?ing his hair

Could you clasp hair?
, his shoulders i her
TWo hands, so that™he could nof?ossﬂo[ul mistake her
Mecmfng. ‘Ob, Stavros, Tell me, dear, dear Stavros!”

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

Sableheart™ 8roa,m9. “DearestHeloise...l” he sighea
sha\eilul, her name on his lf?s The sweetest<sound she had

ever heard, as he leaned (orwaré as f( under some alien




power Thathe had ne lno?e o( resisﬁng, an alien power

named “The /med_ﬁg\fe Tor Heloise qramarule, and
ﬁlaceé his (i?s on hers, som adirst then with Brecdir
and Brecdir poner untif The kiss was aﬂ?fng o( ?assion,
a meet g of Two True hearls, a moment—in Time Thalmeither
ARG 5 Two true hearts, iTin Time Thateith

o( Them could ever, ever Qeml had eccurred...

/me MOS‘!—WOT)QQF(LL[ MOMQT;‘_O( her u[ocmg (10(.&7)8:.2 f(;),

nel se young, nel se young. as Stavres weuld have it) lf(e.
o g’ac‘(,’fn his arms she was ‘tFulul ageless.
&er kenees buckled fnescagablul and Stavros caug’rﬂ_
her in his smnB, arms, ¢ullin8 her bolél‘(ﬁ his black-
rebed chest-and su«orﬁng her (al'nﬁng (orM.

Was he saying her name enough? She wanted to make
sure that the delicious feeling of that came through.

"Aeloise, My sweel dearestHeloisel” he murmured
som, 8aﬂ§er€n8 her 1o him and Hss;na her medth again,
her chin, her (ace, her eyes, her (oraheaé, her hair, her
neck, as she cried ocﬂ_so(‘('ﬁ(, a seund Thaf wanted 1o be
his name buf~she no lonaer ¢ossesse9 the ab(lﬁqﬁ (orM

words, as she ¢rcu1e9 Thather lack o( resistance would
Tell him e\/er&f(ﬁng she could nat el him with her voice —

"Miss Granger, are you paying attention?”

Hermione started guiltily. "T'm sorry, Professor M.cGonagall.
Yes, Professor”

She shut the notebook and tried to focus on the Trans-
figuration lesson.

Ron looked at Harry and made a small, quick whoosh-
ing gesture with his palm over his head. Harry bit his
lips to diminish his grin.

Hermione saw it but didn't respond. She was think-
ing about the complexities of getting one’s robes off in
a small storeroom.
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On her bed, Hermione clutched the notebook to her
chest and stewed even deeper into her internal agony.

Was she really going to write that?

Did she have the nerve?

It was hard enough just to think it.

She squeezed her eyes shut and remembered the
smell of Snape’s skin. To have had his hand move away
from her mouth and down to the collar of her robes, to
the buttons on her blouse, opening them...

He could have done anything he wanted to her, there
in that storeroom...

She was filled with the overwhelming need to touch
herself.

Instead, she opened the notebook and did something
much, much dirtier.

The quill kept slipping in her sweaty fingers.

Y camet™ sﬁ? Mulsel(," Stavros bredathed hus\ef[u[.
"Dear (oro, hel€ me, bl =Y camnd_sﬁ? Mu[eel(. Meloise




~ (orgi\ra me...!”

She arched againd‘hfm meéilul, Tﬁamkfng whalever
8095 There were (or his sudden loss o( The iron centrol that™
made him The man she had so cow\?ldilci (allen (or, (or she
wanted now 15 see Tﬁaffwlmrabflﬂq thatweuld Wlu{ show
him as all too human, as a man, and mﬂ‘memlul as a here.

She should sﬁ¢ him 1'( he could nofsﬁ? hfmsel(, she
knew. Yetshe 22 mﬂ_?ossess the abfluuq 1o do thaleither.

Y o, Stavres,” she weé‘som, batwith ey net with
(ear. " o (orai\m you. o (orgf\ra you now, and (or every-
Tﬁfna, ever, Ym — nofa(rcu‘é."

T = O dontwant e hurt e 10(.(," he murmured Mllserab[&i,
his_ hands cu«eé 8@%{ areund her chin, d‘aﬁring mfe her
viridian eyes.

She tarned her head 1o the side and kissed his s'tﬁ)ng
Gngers. “You could never hurtme,” she whf‘s?ereé hus\tfl%.

Me crushed her 1 him a.gafn hcmgrflul, kfsefn& her ke

their \ferul lives Segenéeé on him showfn3 her how much he

loved her, and Then €ulle9 anay onl% (a.r enough ‘lﬁbegfn
un‘!qfng the sillken ribbon ather throat=Mer robes (ell

15 the floor as i( Theul had a will o( their own. She steod

be(ore him, clad in The clo‘l’ﬁng Thcd—miahﬁave belengea
1o a sfudent bat Thatshewed Thatshe was ne longer a
mere airl, bdt~a weman, with a wemans curves euftined
within The vesfments o( her station.

3“"00»1?[6"6(1 remeved ang lasﬁmsﬁges o( his will t&
resist-dfe had her ‘rag: unbdftened within mements, and
¢resse9 his (ace 1o 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.

beteen her bared breasts, breaﬂau‘ng "
the divine scen‘r—o( her skin, Murmurina, “Hreloise..., 9an’n3
to furn his (’aceﬁ kiss the side o( her alabaster breast
She ’rhouglﬂ—she would die in the ecs'!&sa1 o( it her Qngars
‘!anfng mte his hair, and he leeked up as 'H)ough she
M%H—be 1?«11'1»813 ?ull him anay, bud—seeing whafhe saw
m her (ace, his own was ﬁans(’ormé with such bliss that™
ithurther heart™e see it

She (all back agcu'nsﬁke wall as his hands, en (?re

with new pureose, slid & her ﬁm[ waist-and (oumé the (cus—

ﬁn?ngﬁ her skirtmShe 80“6?@9 atthe o\rerwhalm?ng realﬂq




o( whalhe was 90&)8, «ld_he silenced her with ansther
kiss, reaéul 1o take whathe could netresist and she was
8la9 o( it Blaé Thathe was who he was, nét semeene who
would have asked (urTher %uedi_ons or be83e9 her ?aréon
(or éoing his, any mere than he almaé‘{ hao. Tor f( she
were asked again i( she wanted this, she would net-have

been able f& 81\& her ?ermfssfon.

She so Gerce% wanted This Taken (rom her withoat 11!

Mis nf&l‘)‘tféark hair under her (?ngers was (ur‘ﬂ?er festa-
ment 1o The realﬂq o( him. This was ‘l?ulu{ her Stavros, net™
some dream.

&nd her net=dream Stavros had Lm(ad?mé her skirt,”
tid?riorﬁ inesﬁvg her o( it he had reached under ™
and
QOof. How did she refer to those? She rejected four all-
too jarring options before writing:

slid her Lméergarmerﬁ? (ree, and, m éra.wfng 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 (ooﬁea,r as well be(ore leﬂf_ng her skirf{all,
9em19fn3 her aﬁiaeﬁu.

Meloise tarned her (a,ce anay shtllul. Ko man had ever

lookkeo upon her (e This be(ore; she could netresist™
Moéesﬁi co\rerfng her bareo breasts with her hands. St~
Stavres 8@1»1‘&1 bd‘(?rm(ul Took a helo o( her wrists and
orew Them Qelibercdi(«i Jdown 15 her sides. "Y wanf 1o leok
cd‘ﬂou," he sfgheé ?assfoncd?dul. “You are se..so bead‘nrul,

Meloise...”
Passion made him hasfq as he removed his own cloﬂi{ng.

Sift ?afn(uu% shul, she \te?’l_’ner (a,ce averfed bash(ullul
as ene 51 one, his 8armen1? 8oim9 hers in a carelessltt-
strewn pile thatwas a Tesfament o the éeﬁk o(ﬂ?eir
$assfon

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

, and This time, when his slender, dﬁma Gngers

Tarned her (ace back 1o his, she 2id notresist, could net™
resist, 210 nol want 1o resisf
She knew whathe was seefng as he looked up and
down her naked boé‘i
Hermione bit her lip, but made herself go on:

,The ?ar(ecfro‘mé breasts, ca??ea
sweeﬂq with ?er(ed_coral 1%?5, 1he slenderness o( her ribs




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

secrefcurled fleece fiiatso profectvely
cencealed fie freasures befNeen her silken fhighs...fom
i top of her head with s sorrel frasses cascading, o
i tips of her girlish Taes, she kmen she mustbe o sight™
o make any wan hungry.

ButSfavros nas netjustany man. Afe was the only
one who watfered. Would Afe fnd her.. wanling?

Afis answer came as he < 5 his lenees and keissed
her belly. “Beaut il beadt il il he whisgered devel=
o2y, "My beadt il gil.

She gaseed in the ecstasy of bis nords, blissfull
wurnaring back, "Stavros..” as her beloved, ebony-haired
and-eyed grofessor (abl there nas so much she hal
abvags, always narted 18 learn (rom hiv) rose 1o his (ect~
again, gathering. ber 12 hi boldly, and she feliwhat -
nas ke 16 have @ waris kin upon hers, narm and alive

and se very, very real, and twas beffer than all The
Jreams Thathad ever been,

Ais ched—againsﬁers, the muscles There se s‘lﬁma
and (?rM, made her wantte ’ount her (ace agains't—ﬂ_as
well, and when he li(!?é his Gngers 1o her (ace once agau’n,
smking her hair back €ur€ose(u[lgl s thalthe (ull beaaﬁ
o( her eyes could net~be hidden (rom him, she 3““?“’9
it there, on The inside o( his arm: the mark o(’rhe fmw.
Cruel inelible stain o( his %ouﬁ(u[ (ol(%! Now it was his
talisman, (or withedl it he ceuld never have been trusted
b‘l these he woulo bd’r_atl, and bd?a%, and bd’r_aat.

&nd send 1o their very doem.

The fears sprang mte Heloise's eyes once more. Kow she
had his hand m hers, brfng(ng 1he terrible Token o( The

burden he carried so no‘olul 15 her lf¢s. “Mow — how you

have been hurf= oh, my dearest " She kissed the mark
Vnéerl%, as Jﬂiough she could heal Twith the pomer o( her
kiss, her 8(@95—8reen eyes never (eaving his.

She saw hew his eyes so(“?mé. “FtDoes nofmatter”
e gulleé his arm anay so thalhe could kiss her lE?s
agajn som. i (ael as ﬂioualn ne one could ever hurfme

ag(u'n, Mreloise, now that™Y have 160 you how & (eel. éno
THat =S am... mﬂ_un(avarable m your eyes as well.”




Oh, bitshe had ta tell him! ud to say the words...!

Bt he silenced her with a (?nger on her lu?s, as ﬂ?ougln
he kenew whafshe weuld say and could notbear 15 have
her commﬁ‘hersel( s0, as Tlﬁouah he were no’t‘womﬂ{ o(
such an hener.

Mis mouth souahﬁ'ﬁe side o( her slim white threat, and
then her shoulder, Srawing her even closer as he did se, and

she could (eel i his kisses, m his arms, how his arousal was
hefah‘l?nfng; and mﬂ’onlul that b new she could noﬁgwom
the a.lmos'l_lirrf(u[ing uld_!_hrf(lfna feel 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 ?ressfng

agal'nsﬁer bellni, roused 1o readiness bul 1he sweelfess and

goximi‘tq o( her. “The (ee(t'na made her gase (ear(ulltt; she had

18 Sraw awaulﬁloo\ﬁ down and see it was fm$ossiblul «kﬁfgﬁ,

H’wou@ never, never (f’ﬁnsfée The fn"?néeé laccdﬁm...!

Bl she Trusfed him, 0id she net™?

“leok dafme,” he murmured ﬂirocd_«'l«i, and Jd?ough she
was, she knew he meanthis (ace, and she looked up
hesﬁ?mﬂil, htingﬁ \Ree? her li? (rom mmbling.

“You are mine, do you undersfand me?” he wl')fs?ereé
Gerce(ul
Hermione made a little mewl.

, his breath ke kisses on her (ace. “ine, and no
others.”

She nedded ra?félﬂ, 9es¢ercdzﬁ assuage the sav-
agery she saw in his eyes. “Yours, ¥ swear, onl&1 uloars..."
The savagery amelioraled very sliglﬂLﬁi, batnet e
become 50(17 oh ne, on[ul 15 become somérhing wicked and
meé(ul, thafsuited his dark demeaner so well. S will

show Llou.”

Afe made her s?reaa her legs, there agcu‘nsﬁi%e wall
Her handwriting was getting worse.

, his hand ﬁuching her where onlu[ her own hand had
touched be(ora, and she moaned as he o?eneé her there
as well, one (?nger s-t?c)‘it;na as f( he enen e\zenﬂ'ﬁng

abou‘t_her, QVQI'&{ (CLT) (LS&{ ama Q\feﬂi res?onse CLT)Q QVQﬂi




WLW o( her flesh, as i( all women were exad‘lﬁl 1he same

and he'd known enougln o( them Thalshe was no QE((eruﬂ,_
no Qf«krenﬁn her skin or her lilkes or her wants, and she
(ocmé herszl( wonéering how many other women he had had,
(or surel‘{ (or him 15 be a,bleﬁérag this respense odl

o( her so reaéfl% it™had 18 have been éo8ens, surehi et~
hundreds, bt who knew?

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

Bt what=2id it-matter i( she was nefthe (?rd_? She
would never desire 15 be amiﬂifng batthe last-

Afe ?ressea his boéal close 15 hers.

“You Mad_nd_cr% odf,” he whiszQ (er\ruﬂ'ﬁi. "/ﬂ?e«i are
stifl oufthere.”

She 10dded unéersﬁné?ng[ul. X will nat
But then she thought of something.

Bulthen she Tkouald_o( someﬂifna. She Teek his hand
i hers, ’oroughﬁ!‘ﬁ her li?s, bat el e kiss; she set=it™
agafnd_her modth (irmlul, and he understsod her, €ressfn3
his €alm over her medfh and then sdﬁng his lf?s againsf

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 SWBE“” eyes mever lecwing
hers (or a moment as he slowlu{ ?ressea that male €a,r1_
o( him againsﬁer and inte her, and her ery was almest—
nonexistent-as it was abserbed agafnsﬁis $alM, and he
waited untit she was stitl aaafn be(ore care(ul[ul remov-

ina his hand and Murmurfng, “SweetMeloise, are you all
righ‘t? Im sorry "
She shook her head, blinking back Tears. “No, Stav-

ros. Theres netbing. 18 be sorry (or. Do stap, olease,” she
begged (erventty

A pressed his madth 16 her sheuller again as he
shifte2 bis bedy inside of hers slightty, then thrustfor-
nasd again quickly, and dfelaise woaned wifh gleasure
as her fngers (ound The locks of his swoke-dark hair
again, bringing. her woulh near 1tz kiss fhen urgentty, and
he. shoned her thiafhe was a man and a hero, yes, b
all atonce, the sawe way thatshe had fallen in love
wiff ool of those things afonce, so long. ase, in The
way izt he rede her 1o gleasure, bath bis and hers, urfi




he ex?[oéea mte her and she mte hersel(, a Grewor\e o(

ecd&sul bureﬂ{_ng Mfraculouslul 'ﬂirougln her mmd in @ nay
Thatshe had never fmaafmé 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.

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 il11.")

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 fﬁfd_s(fghfexhalcdf_on rich

Wl.—l—k QMO#

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.

"Grve 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, DrRAco! 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 —
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"'"— 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! “Srut 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.

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, I 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 [ 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 LAby 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, ves, I, I will, Professor
Snape, [ — thank you...”

"Don't thank me just yet, girl, Urvsses 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@/l[eaf his ;wgprf;e when the headmaster had

ff?O &/@Vl/ Aer name.

"Sarah ?/'na/[[e‘j.

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

Z}/e;, she will be Ifa/k/nz over jowr old j?OffﬁO}’k now
that jow have va/@/lfecf it for Ifﬁe/Defeme /{Z@imlf
7ﬁe/Da/rk /&I/? Jpo;IZ )/E)w remember ﬁer, don't
jow? Shes one ﬂl‘ our former students — r/'gﬁﬂfw[@

C[ever Z;J'r[./ z/l/e[[ nob e)@{ﬁ[j a Zirﬁ a/njmore; still

ite jozm/g, ﬂl‘ (ourse, but Qile Caj?a/é[e to take over
as ?rﬂre;;or ﬂl‘ Totions. She should arrive tomorrow.
just Eéfore the fr;ﬁ term 662/’1%.”

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

Zir[ Crwfﬁ on him. and the drama with wﬁicﬁ it
had been unveiled. Toor Sarah. /L(e A??ecf he had
handled it well — it had appeared that he had.
as she had seemed neither more nor less intimi-
dated 6j him. for the remainder of her jea/r; al
;Cﬁoo[, than a/nj of bis other students had.

75@15 had been, what — fve, seven jea/r; wgo?

Too much past perfect tense here.

And bere she was, Wyaa{kfnz her trunks in her
new Quarlers.

/‘(e krw@eaf on the ?:en door. not wa/nﬁ/'ng Lo
starile her.

Miss — Pr@fe;;or ?ndéej?”

She turned.

No. she was not frel?ﬁer than he'd /'mazgfneaf.
She'd been Jpre@ even then. But now she was
both preiy and older.

Matured. Interesting Verj, very prelly indeed.

Eﬂpe@'aﬂ] when she smiled. as she was afoinz
r/'gﬁﬁ now. At him.




Lg?r(fegor Ballard! Oh, how 20005 Lo see jow.’ ’

/L(e for@af his smile to ;Ifa/j natural. %rj few

fe(yaﬁe ever said it was zood to see him.

“Dorian. Jpﬂea/;e. 1 insist. a/ow are fa{wéﬁj now.

/L(er smile did not diminish. “(:ﬁ)en jow must
@/L[ me Sarah, /Profe;;or — 71 mean. Dorian. ]
was so Jp[ew;ea[ to hear jow were <till here. f&»&
ﬁea/d)ing o verj Jpre;ﬁziou/; Jaodﬁon indeed.

"No less Jare;ﬁge than Beinz named fa{w[ﬁj al
your age, Sarah!

“Well. 7 have been devoted to mj studjes.
“7/70/1? is verj lilte T remember jow. T was /'wfﬁ
Zoing for tea in the ;Faff room. would jow (are lo

/'oin me?"

No. she'd ;wreéj a4, I've had tea w[remﬁj.
No. T wouldn't fom'ééj want to take tea with
You. you sinister lech. No. my 6o1friend js mm@
me for tea in a few minutes and hes mwd) better
ﬁoo[oing than jow.

Why. yes. T'd lice that very much. We an

@/Eda Lﬂb on E/)inzf. f'(a/ve you been ;oolf/)inz ma/nj
other heartbrolen 5@)005@#5; re@mfﬁj 7"

‘Oh — l'(e feﬁﬁ his smile take on a frozen sorl
cf %a/ﬁilfj. "So. you-. remember that. do jow?”

Wﬁj 7)}’21[6550)’, 1've never forgolﬁﬁen it.”

She was still smiﬁing. Swreﬁj she was lfea/fin/g

him.. ?

Snape didn't realize it was morning until sunlight
fell across his desk.

Finid
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