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| know why the caged bird sings, ah me,

When his wing is bruised and his bosom sore,

When he beats his bars and would be free;

It is not a carol of joy or glee,

But a prayer that he sends from his heart's deep core,
But a plea, that upward to Heaven he flings —

| know why the caged bird sings.

-Paul Laurence Dunbar, Sympathy

Chapter One



Day 17

I can't be certain that that is the real elapsed time. | did try to keep track, but | think Snape must have noticed, because the scratches I'd been leaving on the desk
disappeared over a week ago. Maybe if | could see day turn into night, or if my meals came on a schedule, I'd be better able to count the days. But I'm obviously in a
basement or dungeon of some sort—no light gets in. My meals are sometimes there when | wake up, and other times they don't arrive for hours. Sometimes | get three or
four meals a day, hours apart, other times | wake up and go to sleep having only had one meal.

It will be easier, now that | have a quill and parchment.

I'd begged Snape for days for something to keep me from going mad. | pleaded for a copy of the Daily Prophet to see how Harry was fairing in the war against Voldemort,
but he wouldn’t be moved. He did say that everything was going according to plan, but | never know which plan he means: Voldemort’s, Dumbledore’s, or his own.

I don’t know who he is or whose side he’s on, but he’s all | have. And he did bring me this parchment. It smells really good... reminds me of the library at Hogwarts. |
wonder how everyone is doing there... | hope Harry isn’t looking for me. | hope he and Ron have carried on with the plan.

I'm hungry. My food is very late today. It’s all | have to look forward to, and it helps break the

The clang and clatter of the metal tray against the stone floors is familiar. Hermione couldn’t help but feel like she’d been trained to salivate at the sound. It was food. That
was all that mattered, really.

Turning, Hermione saw Snape standing there. The room was split in half by steel bars. In her half of the room was a bed, a desk, a small bookshelf, a chest of drawers, as
well as a toilet, sink, and very basic shower. Snape had been considerate enough to give her a folding room divider to protect her modesty, but that had taken days of good
behaviour.

Behaviour that was becoming second nature.

Hermione looked to Snape’s hands. He’'d brought a book for her today. That was better than food, though it was only when therevas food that she thought this way. When
she went without, she’d much rather have empty shelves than an empty stomach.

“Miss Granger,” he said stiffly, gesturing toward the tray. She picked it up and carried it to her bed. There was stew, Snape’s speciality—or perhaps the only thing he could
cook. There were also thick slices of heavily buttered bread—her favourite—and a medley of vegetables. She stared at the vegetables for a long moment, marvelling at the
colours.

“Thank you,” she whispered, touching the vegetables with one fingertip.

Snape took a seat in his half of the room. He usually stayed while she ate, and sometimes they read together. He didn’t read the same things she did, so they weren’t able
to discuss the subject matter. Hermione had asked him to bring her the same thing he was reading so they could talk, but then he’d left for almost an entire day, and she’d
been so hungry that she knew asking for things meant pain, so she didn’t ask again.

Except for the quill and parchment. But that had been important.

“Is the Dark Lord still alive?” she asked, the first of her daily recitation of questions.

“Yes,” Snape said, looking pleased that she’d used the proper title. It wasn’t worth the thirst to rebel and sayVoldemort.
“Is Harry?”

Snape eyed her carefully. “Yes.”

“What is happening out there?”

Snape never answered this question. He flicked a page in his book.

“Can | go home?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Because you are safe here.”

Hermione wanted to debate his understanding of the word ‘safe.” She'd felt safer before. And what was he keeping her safe from? If she were so safe, why not explain why
she was locked up?

“Can | go outside today?”

“No.”

He'd never said yes to that, but she’d promised herself she’d ask every day.
“Will you come in here?”

“No.”

“Will you open the door?”

“For an hour, when you finish eating.”

Hermione sighed and returned to her food. She wanted Snape to come in; she was sure that if he only got a little closer, she’d be able to tell what he meant to do with her.
She didn’t remember leaving Hogwarts. She’d gone to bed one night and woke up in a foreign bed, chained down.

She’d hurt herself trying to escape those bonds. She’d been alone that entire day—no food, no water. She’d had to pee so badly she’d been in tears by the time she’d
fallen asleep again. She’d been sure she was going to die, chained to a bed, eventually having to pass water, rotting in her own piss.

But sometime in the first night, the aroma of food had reached her nostrils, and when she’d reached for it, she’d realised she was no longer bound, nor did she have to use
the loo. She’d eaten greedily, falling back asleep with a full stomach after exploring the cell that was now her home.

After she ate in the evenings, or what she assumed them to be as she’d been up for hours and hours, Snape would open the door to her cell for an hour. She wasn’t
allowed to pass through, but having the door open gave her a sense of peace and freedom. It was short-lived but worth it. When the cage was closed, she felt tight and
sometimes it became hard to breathe.



“Professor Snape?” Hermione prompted, indicating her empty dish. She pushed it under the door to her cage, which had a gap just enough for the tray to fit through. She

hurried back to the bed, grabbing her book on the way. She hadn'’t quite finished Tolstoy’s Anna Karenina, but she probably would tonight. Snape always brought her
Muggle books. She didn’t know why.

Snape picked up the tray and set it on a small table. He watched her for a moment, and she remained perfectly still, not allowing any of that old challenge to rise to the
surface. She was saving that.

Apparently not seeing anything to disconcert him, Snape slid a long key into the lock and opened the door. The actual door to the room was beyond Snape, so even if she
ran through, she’d have to battle him and win before she could truly escape. And she didn’t think she was quite capable of fighting Snape when he kept his wand drawn
and almost always trained on her.

Although the bars on the cage didn’t in any way restrict airflow, when the door was open, it felt like the atmosphere became lighter, the air fresher, easier to inhale. She laid
back and linked her fingers behind her head, enjoying the only freedom she was permitted.

Snape cleared his throat and she looked at him. He held up the book in his hand and made as if to toss it to her. Even with the door open, he wouldn’t come through. She
nodded, and the book sailed through the air, landing with a thud on her abdomen. She coughed, but ignored the pain as she snatched up the book.

Tales of 1001 Nights.

At least he had a sense of humour.
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Chapter Two
Day 25

Snape took away my parchment last week. He let me keep what I'd already written and didn't try to read it, but whatever | had left, he asked for, forcing me to write on the
backs of old sheets with the ink staining through. | had no choice but to give it to him.

| know why he did it.

| asked him if | could read to him. He said no. He says no so much | wonder if he's forgotten how to say yes. If he's ever said it. If he'll ever say it to me when | ask to go
home.

But that wasn't all. That wouldn't be enough to make him angry enough to punish me. And taking my parchment was just the same as refusing to let me eat or drink. I felt
like | was going mad!

| asked if there was any other way | could entertain him. | swear I didn't mean it the way it sounds. Well, maybe a little. He's ugly as sin and the meanest person | think I've
ever met (having never met Voldemort), but I've never gone more than a few days without human contact. | once read that a person should be touched in a friendly way at
least once a day to remain a balanced, healthy individual. | thought it rubbish when I read it, for there must be thousands of people who go days and days and maybe even
years without contact.

But now | know what they mean.
| feel so

I can't help but

It just makes me

It hurts! | feel like my skin is yearning for touch. Just a hug, like Harry or Ron wouldn't think twice to give me. Or like my mum and dad were always so free with. But for
some reason, | want more than just a hug from Snape. He seems really unhappy. If | could just... because Dumbledore trusted him! And | trust Dumbledore. He knew what
he was doing. Snape just has to be on our side! But then why isn't Snape telling me anything?

I'm so confused. I feel like there are insects under my skin. Just one touch. | was good for the week after he took my parchment, never asked for anything else. But | have
to ask again, today. It's better to have human touch than parchment.

| just hope Snape doesn't take away anyth

"Miss Granger," said Snape, soft tones sounding loud in the infinite silence of her underground cell.

"Yes, Professor Snape?" Hermione put away her sheaths of paper and cleaned her quill. It wouldn't do to ruin it and have to ask for another.
"l have news."

Hermione gasped and threw herself out of her chair to the floor in front of the wall of bars. Snape had never offered news before.

"Yes, yes?" she begged, hands gripping so tightly on the bars that she could see the outline of her bones.



"l know you are aware of the items for which Potter has been searching.”

Hermione didn't know whether to confirm or deny. To confirm might bring her before Voldemort for torture, if Snape was a loyal Death Eater. To deny might make her
useless and dispensable. Her breath was coming quickly as she tried to decide what to do.

"Just tell me the truth, girl! | already know."

"Yes, | know."

"Good. Potter has found another."

A tear rolled down her cheek before Hermione had even realised her eyes had watered. Another Horcrux. Closer and closer.
"Is he okay?" she whispered, thinking of the ring and Dumbledore's hand.

"He is fine."

"Does... does the Dark Lord know?"

"He does not."

Hermione couldn't help it. She screamed. It was born of pure happiness and the feeling of freedom. If Voldemort didn't know, Snape was on their sideHer side.

"Do control yourself!" he snapped.

Hermione was laughing and laughing, and then she was crying. She felt tired and hot and just mad with relief.

"Professor Snape," she said when she'd gotten herself back under control. "What am | doing here? | should be helping Harry!"

Snape sighed in that long-suffering way that he loved to do whenever she asked a question he deemed foolish.

"It was not | who captured you," he said.

That was the most information he'd ever given her about the night of her abduction.

"Who?" It didn't really matter, but he was being free with information, and she wanted to lead up to the more important questions.

"Rabastan Lestrange."

"How?"

Now Snape looked very tired. "l don't know. And | don't know if there have been others kidnapped the same way."

Hermione hadn't even thought of that. She thought she'd been targeted as Harry's friend, but it might have been random.

"How did | get here, then?"

Snape rose. "That's enough, Miss Granger. Behave yourself and you might make it through this."

Hermione knew he meant we might make it through.'

She watched him leave. She finished the journal entry she'd been making, hastily writing out his news.

After reading nearly half of the book she had been given the day before, Hermione stretched out on the bed. It really was very comfortable.

Why would Snape keep her here? Wouldn't it have made more sense to return her to Hogwarts? Or better yet, to wherever Harry was?

Hermione got under the covers. As she had for the last four nights, ever since Snape had come in wearing new, fitted robes, Hermione moved her hand inside her panties.
Her fingers moved light and quick, desperate to relieve the tension as quickly as possible. A kaleidoscope of images flashes before her eyes: her furtive fumbles with Ron,
C:Ir”r;ez;sheel:.isses with Viktor Krum, the time she'd seen Harry wanking in the Burrow loo...but the predominate image was that of Snape, glaring at her, growling, even

Hermione bit her lip to stifle the moan, but it didn't help. She was gasping now, trying to draw out her pleasure. This was the only time that her strange feelings for Snape
became less confused.

With two fingers deep inside, and two from her other hand working her clit, Hermione panted. So close, almost... Eyes closed tight, she pictured Snape looming over her, lip
raised in a sneer...

"Miss Granger!"

But Hermione was over the precipice; there was no turning about. Crying out, Hermione's hands froze on her body as she was wracked with sensation.
She clenched her eyes closed and hoped that, just this once, his voice had been inside her head and not outside her cell.

"Well, that was illuminating."

Of course. Why would she have any luck? "Glad to provide enlightenment,” she quipped with a levity she didn't really feel. She pulled the covers up, hiding her flushed
body from his sight as she sat up. She could only be grateful that she'd been too needy to take her clothing off first.

"l see | have been remiss in tending toall your needs," Snape continued, seating himself in his chair beyond her cell bars.
Hermione stared. Was he suggesting...? Was he offering...?

But as quick as lightning, Snape's features became impassive, and Hermione watched the change with fascinated shock.
"Have you finished Les Miserables?" Snape asked as if he hadn't just witnessed her climax.

Hands trembling, Hermione reached for the book in question. She still had over a hundred pages left. "No," she whispered.

"Good. | am running out of Muggle literature for you. Do try to slow down your consumption."



"You could go to a bookstore," Hermione noted helpfully. She had a long list in her mind of books she wouldn't mind reading, again or for the first time. If she were to be
trapped, she might as well make the best of it.

A part of Hermione knew she was being conditioned. She was well aware of psychological side effects of captivity. She was confusing Snape's meeting her basic needs

with him being a good person. She wanted to please him, not because she liked him or because it was the right thing to do...as her brain convinced her more often and
more easily...but because if she displeased him, she'd go hungry. Over the course of nearly a month, he'd made the perfect little prisoner out of her. She even begged for

the 'freedom’ of having her cell door opened, when nothing could be more of an illusion. She was no less free for the door being opened. In fact, she was even more
trapped, because she knew she should at least make an effort to escape, but to do so would make Snape angry with her.

And when Snape was angry, Hermione was unhappy.

But despite knowing the mental repercussions of imprisonment, despite realising that her every reaction was calculated and duly noted, she still wanted to please Snape
because he was all she had.

Was this how Snape had felt when he'd first joined Voldemort? Had he felt at home, safe, taken care of, despite the danger of the situation? Perhaps he'd thought
Voldemort understood him, so he allowed himself to take part in atrocities because he couldn't believe that anyone else would care.

"What makes you think | would risk such a public venture just to entertain you?" he scoffed, leaning back in his armchair. Hermione watched, casting longing looks at his
cup of tea...half a sugar, nothing else...and waited for him to speak again.

But he didn't. So she asked, "Is Harry okay?"
Snape looked confused. "l have already answered your questions today, Miss Granger. | am not a man to repeat myself."

Despite the panic that flared when he wouldn't answer the question, Hermione nodded. She hadn't realised it was the same day as when he'd been here last. Snape never
visited twice in one day.

"Why are you here, then?" she demanded, her heart racing. Only bad things came of breaking the routine, very bad things. Horrible things. Harry must have failed. Harry
was dead.

Hermione burst into tears. Gasping, she tried to rein in her emotion; she hadn't even felt sad, she had no idea where this sudden fit dfistesse had come from. But her little
gasps weren't bringing her enough air. Her face felt tight, her lips swollen, her tongue too heavy and too far back in her throat. Her chest felt as though someone were
sitting upon it. She fell back on the bed, thrashing, trying to draw in air.

"Miss Granger!" Snape was shouting through the bars, his wand drawn. But she couldn't hear any spells, and even if there were any, they weren't reaching her. Hermione
clawed at her throat as if to make another pathway for air. She dimly felt a rush of warmth under fingers, but it didn't help her breathe.

Suddenly, the cell door was thrown open and Snape was beside her on the bed. He slapped her once across the face, and Hermione laughed inside her head...that only
worked on the telly.

But then Snape's grim lips were whispering something, his wand at her throat, and all around her, the cell lost what little colour it had, and everything went black.

*

"What happened?" Hermione croaked. Her throat was swollen and sore, and she couldn't move her head. Snape was outside of her cell again, but the door was open, and
that wasn't so bad.

"I believe you had a panic attack," he said, matter-of-factly.

"Oh," she whispered, nodding to herself. She'd never had one of those before, though on some nights before tests...especially practicals...she would feel lightheaded and
rather strange, like she wanted to laugh but nothing was funny.

"Oh'?" Snape repeated incredulously. "That's all you have to say? You attempt to tear out your own throat, and all you can manage is 'Oh'?"
Hermione went to shrug, but a dull pain stopped her. "That's never happened to me before."
"I should think not," Snape said. "Had | not been here to intervene, you would likely have bled to death, had you actually succeeded in your intentions."

"Thank you, sir," Hermione said in a small voice. But all of a sudden an intense rage flooded her, like a swarm of locusts, clouding her vision and buzzing in her ear. "You
shouldn't have kept me here!" she shouted, ignoring the pain that came along with her exclamation. "You should have returned me to Hogwarts! Or even to my parents!

You have no rightto keep me!"

Snape sighed and picked up his book. Hermione noted he was readingMagical Drafts and Potions and wondered if he would let her read it when he was done.

When he didn't respond, Hermione continued in a voice more conducive to her injuries. "Why can't you just let me go? | won't tell anyone that you're not really working for
Vol...for the Dark Lord, | promise! Not even Harry! If you'd just let me go, | could help! You're causing more harm than good, keeping me here. | swear | can do something
out there...be useful, help Harry, help the Order, help the cause! Please, Professor Snape, you can't keep me here. And why would you even want to? You hate me!

You've never kept that a secret. You must detest my presence. If you'd let me go, I'd never breathe a word. I'd just say | had no memory! And why won't you answer me?

Why won't you talk to me? Why won't you touch me? I'm dying in this cell, in this prison, in this cage! | can't live like this, and | don't want to! | don't want to!"

"Enough!" Snape roared, throwing his tea against the wall. Hermione snapped her mouth shut, watching the remnants of that lusted-after libation slide down the wall like so
much refuse. Pieces of the shattered cup danced and stilled, and Hermione felt a kinship with them.

"Enough," he said again, sighing and dropping his head into his hand. When he looked up at her, his eyes were tired, the lines in his face more defined. He looked very
old.

"Please let me go," she whispered, voice rasping. But Snape only flicked his wand at the tea, clearing up the mess and broken shards. Hermione could still see a drop of
the tea, far-flung from the initial point of impact. It slid slowly down the wall. He hadn't seen it. She wouldn't tell him; he'd take that away, too.

He got to his feet, moving as if afraid that hasty movement might damage him. He left the room and shut the door behind him.

Hermione fingered the swathes of gauze at her throat. She wondered exactly how trussed-up she was, but there was no mirror in the cage. Curling up on the bed, she
wondered how much longer he could possibly keep her. Three Horcruxes had been destroyed before she'd been captured. One since. Three left, and it was possible that
Harry had found more than Snape knew about.

Hermione wished she could feel safe here. It was true that there was little chance of anything bad happening to her, and she was certainly at less risk here than out with
Harry and Ron. But when she'd pictured her role in the war, she hadn't imagined staying inside a damp, claustrophobic cell, reading Muggle books and wanking to thoughts
of Severus Snape.

Before sleep took her, Hermione cried bitter tears for the way her chance to help had been stolen and replaced with nothing.
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Chapter Three
Day 27

Despite all the things | said to Snape two days ago, he hasn't punished me. The first time my food arrived afterward, | stashed it away in case he was just teasing me. But
the meals have been regular, and | felt safe in eating the food I'd hidden. He hasn't spoken to me much, but at least he doesn't seem angry. Just indifferent.

The wounds on my neck have been itching like crazy, and Snape promised he'd take the bandages off today. | almost don't want him to because I'm afraid I'll be tempted
to scratch, and | don't want to do damage to myself... again.

| haven't had another attack like that, and | hope | never do. I've always prided myself on being in control of my emotions, and I've so little control these days that | need to
cherish and hoard it whenever | do get it. That means being more resilient. One day I will get out. | can't doubt that. Hope is all | have to keep going.

Hermione heard Snape's footsteps outside the heavy wooden door to her room. She watched from her bed, pretending to be asleep, as he entered with another tray. This
was her fourth meal today. She wondered why the schedule was so erratic. She hated it. Routine was safe. Eating four and five meals a day made her worry that her next
one wouldn't be coming at all.

"l can tell that you are awake," Snape drawled, sending the tray across the stone under her cell door.

She opened her eyes, not even bothering to wonderhow he knew, because he just seemed to know everything. Things even a Legilimens shouldn't know.

The tray contained buttered bread, cheese, and little cutlets of meat. Just a snack, then.

And there was tea.

Hermione's eyes widened, and she looked to Snape, but he was settling into his chair and opening a book. She couldn't see the cover, but it was thick and quite beaten.

She fell to her knees in front of the tray and picked up the cup of tea. She burned herself a little, drinking it, but that didn't matter. It was the best thing she'd ever tasted.
She knew, just knew, that it was the stuff served at Hogwarts. She'd never had tea that tasted so strong and homey anywhere else.

When the tea was all gone, Hermione made a little whimpering noise. She didn't mean to, but thankfully Snape didn't look up from his reading.

It occurred to her, looking at the heavy cheese, salty meat, and thick bread, that she should have saved some of the tea to wash down the dry snack. But she wasn't really
that hungry, anyway. She ate a little of the bread, a nibble of cheese, and a bite of salami before pushing the tray back through.

Snape looked with disapproval at the still-full tray, and Hermione looked down, feeling ashamed. He'd made her a nice snack and had even given her tea...had he noticed
the desperate way she'd been staring at his, so carelessly tossed against the wall?...and she wasn't even good enough to finish the food.

"Was it not to your liking?" Snape asked in a voice that suggested he really didn't care.

"It was," she said slowly, fingering the hem of her shirt.

"Then why did you not finish it?"

Hermione bit her lip and looked into his face. He didn't seem angry. Emboldened, Hermione said, "Because | drank all my tea, and the food would have made me thirsty."
Snape's eyebrows furrowed together, and he watched her for a moment, but she didn't do anything to deserve or warrant such scrutiny.

Finally, he spoke. "You are capable of speech, yes?"

Hermione nodded. "Yes."

"And you are more than willing to beg and plead, barter and bribe for parchment and reading materials, are you not?"

That was obvious. She'd caved on the second day of her captivity and asked for a book. "Of course."

"And yet," Snape said, not breaking eye contact, "you are unable to so much as ask for something to quench your thirst? You would face my wrath to ask for a book, but
not water or tea?"

Hermione suddenly felt very small.

"Sir," she began, breaking his gaze. She really didn't want to be punished for this, but he seemed to be inviting her honesty. "l could live without a book or parchment if you
decided to deny me. But if | asked for water, and you said no, | wouldn't be able to survive."

"So you think me such a monster that | would essentially exsiccate you out of spite?"

Hermione gasped. "No, sir! | just didn't want to... | don't know!" She took a deep breath. "May | have some more tea, Professor Snape? Maybe with some milk and a little
more sugar?"

Rolling his eyes, Snape waved his wand at her cup. It immediately filled to the brim with tea. Biting her lip, Hermione reached for the drink, but stopped herself, looking at



Snape as if for permission. He nodded at her, and she took a sip. As good as the last...better, even.

"l don't keep milk, but there is more sugar. Whenever you want more tea, tap the cup with your finger and say,Repleo." | will bring you a glass, and when you want water,
tap the cup and say the same."

Hermione couldn't help the way her heart was racing over this concession. Snape have never given her power before. She'd had to count on him for everything. With

water, she'd be able to survive for about a week if something were to happen to him, whereas before, she would have died in a few days. He'd told her that the tap water
was not potable, and she dared not risk it.

Giddy with her new sense of agency, Hermione tapped the delicate teacup and announced, Repleo!" The already full cup filled and overflowed, soaking the tray and
ruining her food. She'd thought it would only fill to the brim, not that it would try to put the volume of another cup on top of the first.

Her eyes began to water as she stared at the soggy food. She'd ruined it. Snape was going to be so angry.
But when she looked up, wincing, to meet his eyes, they weren't angry at all. In fact, the corners of his mouth were twitching as if to hold back a laugh.
"I-I'm sorry," she stuttered, not brave enough to be sure that he wasn't going to yell.

Snape waved his wand and the food mess disappeared, leaving only the battered metal tray. The tea in her cup was back at a normal level. She took it and drank deeply
from it, watching him all the while. After a moment, he went back to reading, and Hermione gulped and gulped until there was no tea left.

Making sure he was ensconced in his reading, Hermione tapped the cup and whispered, Repleo, " inordinately gratified to see it fill up once more. It almost felt like getting
a first paycheque, or coming home with the groceries...the pride and security of being able to provide for oneself.

Hermione stayed on the floor for a while longer, watching Snape. He seemed to read slowly, but then again, no one absorbed what they read as well as Snape did. He
read every line like it was something he had to memorise, like there would be a test the very next day. She wondered if he had perfect recall.

Soon, her bladder was rather insistently urging her to use the loo. She'd never had to use it while Snape was right there. Shifting her weight, Hermione wondered how long
she could last, and what that was in comparison to how long he would be sitting there.

He licked a finger and turned the page. Hermione surmised that he would be there a very long time.

"Er, sir?" she said, crossing her legs.

"Yes, Miss Granger?" he intoned without looking up.

"l need to use the l0o," she admitted, cheeks flushing.

Snape looked at her as if she'd suggested she needed to swing from the ceiling. "And?"

She huffed. "l can't go with you here!" she exclaimed, whimpering at the pressure raising her voice put on her bladder.

Snape marked his page and stood. "I shall be back in an hour to remove those bandages and tend to your wounds. With dittany, you can be sure they will not scar, but you
must not touch them as they are healing. They need air at this stage, so you need to control yourself."

Hermione thought managing not to piss her pants right then was a pretty good show of controlling herself, but she only nodded meekly. Snape left the room and Hermione
lunged to the bathroom behind the folding curtain.

True to his word, Snape reappeared an hour later. Not that she knew he was exactly on time, having no way to measure, but she doubted he would ever allow himself to
be anything less than perfectly punctual, even in his own home.

If this was his home.
"I'm going to open the door," he announced, his voice making Hermione shiver as she sat up on her bed, placing her book on the narrow bedside table. "You will not leave

the bed the entire time I'm inside. If you attempt to escape, | will stun you. If you manage to evade that, which you will not, the door will not open to you. If you manage to
bypass that, which you will not, a front door will not show itself to you, and you cannot Apparate within this house, which I'm sure you've noticed. If you somehow manage

to get outside, which you will not, you will be captured and killed within hours of your escape. Do you understand this?"

Hermione's eyes had grown wide during his speech. She realised she was trembling and shook it off. "l understand," she said solemnly. Of course she'd tried to
Disapparate. She'd tried to make a Portkey, as well. She'd tried everything.

Snape nodded and unlocked the cell door. She noticed that he waved his wand at it as well; for the first time, she wondered if there was a spell keeping the door shut as
well as a key. She made a note to watch more closely next time.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, Snape pulled three vials from his inner pockets, as well as three handkerchiefs. None of the bottles were labelled, but the vials were different
shapes, the potions different colours.

"Lie back," he ordered softly, arranging her pillows to prop her up as she did. She felt vulnerable in this position, but a part of her was excited that he was going to touch
her. Besides the slap when she'd been hyperventilating, he hadn't laid a hand upon her. No human should go nearly a month without contact. It was a wonder she'd kept
her mind at all.

Snape touched his wand against the bandages on her throat, and they parted as if he'd cut them. He pulled them away, whispering a spell when they'd stuck a little to her
half-healed wound.

She felt strange without the bandages, naked and bared to him. She watched his face as he Banished the gauze and reached for the first potion bottle. It was squat with a
thick cork, the potion itself a murky green.

"Disinfectant," he murmured, apparently having seen her looking.
She nodded as if approval had been sought. He poured a little on his fingertips, and with a look of intense concentration, began to smooth his fingers along her neck.

She cringed a little, because even though the touch was soft, her wounds were very sore, and sensitive from not being exposed for a few days. But warmth was spreading
from his touch, and she wondered if the potion wasn't a little more than mere disinfectant.

Hermione found herself surprised at the amount of area he covered. She hadn't known she'd done so much damage with only her fingernails, but then again, they were
quite ragged, what with living in a cell.

Snape cleared his throat, causing her to look to him, but he didn't speak. She wondered if touching her made him uncomfortable.

Wiping his hands on the first cloth, Snape reached for the second vial. The thin, test tube-like container held a very slippery-looking clear potion. Snape touched the skin
on her neck, and apparently satisfied that the first potion had been absorbed properly, began to smooth the new potion in.



"What's this one?" she asked, feeling the pressure of his fingertips over her larynx.

Snape paused but didn't look away from her throat. "For healing," he said simply, continuing to rub it in. Hermione was sure this one was creating a warmth that hadn't
been there before. Heat was radiating from his fingers, making her flush. She wriggled a little on the coverlet. The way he was leaning over her, touching her so softly...
she hadn't known he was able to touch like that, without derision, without judgement.

He spread the healing potion farther than the last one, going as far as the area behind her ears and as low as the top of her shirt, getting the neckline a little wet. She would
change it after he left; Snape had provided a few drawers full of clothing for her, and if she put them back into the drawers at the end of the day, they were clean when she
took them out again. It had taken her days to realise that.

Snape's fingers on her chest made her shiver. His hand was moving more and more slowly, caressing, really. Hermione exhaled, knowing her breath would hit his hand.
She couldn't deny that she wanted more, more touching, more contact. It was beautiful, to feel so real, so human. It was too easy to forget she even existed, for what are
people but their connections to everyone else? If she was never touched, how could she be certain she was truly there?

After cleaning his hands on the second handkerchief, Snape dipped just a fingertip into the wide mouth of the third potion.

Bringing his finger to her neck, he smeared the sticky, pale blue potion directly onto a long cut. Hermione whimpered in her throat, not expecting the rather harsh contact.
Looking at his face, Hermione saw that Snape appeared to be almost apologetic. He looked down at her, his eyes dark.

Again and again, he dipped his finger into the vial and drew it across her various cuts. Again, she hadn't realised there were so many. She hoped she didn't suffer another
attack like that. She was so grateful he'd been there to save her...

An almost unfamiliar anger rose inside her. He hadn'tsaved her; he'd been the reason behind her attack! If she hadn't been trapped, she wouldn't have panicked like a
coyote ready to chew off its own leg for survival!

But he was taking care of her now, she knew. He hadn't meant for her to get scared like that. She could blame him all she wanted...and she did...but it wouldn't change the
fact that she was here. If she wanted to escape, she needed to keep her head.

"What's..." Hermione began, but her voice was only a breathy whisper. Snape pulled his fingers away as she cleared her throat. "What's this one?"
Snape peered at her neck critically. A final dab with a discerning finger, and he wiped his hands on the last cloth.

"For scarring," he said, putting a stopper to the potion. He took the first two and put them in his pocket. The last, he gestured to, saying, "Every evening for a week. You
only need to apply it to the wound. There isn't enough to spread liberally. Make it last."

Hermione nodded, looking at the vial. "But | can't see the cuts, sir."
Sighing, Snape got up from the bed. "Stay," he ordered, though she hadn't made a move to get up.

He walked over to the wall above the bureau and waved his wand at it. He tapped the wall and murmured something. The stones where he tapped shimmered a moment
and then faded back.

"If you want to see your reflection, tap the wall and say, tonsulo.' The spell will only last an hour, but is infinitely renewable."
Snape said no more as he swept out of the cell. Hermione watched as he twitched his wand just as he turned the key in the lock. There was definitely a spell involved.

Giving her another spell could mean he was beginning to trust that she wouldn't take advantage of his kindness. Hermione snorted. In reality, giving her another spell
meant he knew she was defenceless with absolutely no hope of fight or flight. He wasn't afraid that she would get out.

But it was a kindness that he need not have given her. She could have just felt where the cuts were and applied the potion accordingly. Actually, he needn't have given her
the anti-scarring potion at all. He had no concern for her appearance, and no need to appease her vanity. It wouldn't have made a damned difference to him if she was
scarred, and at this point, Hermione herself couldn't have cared less. In the long list of things that mattered, a blemish-free form was significantly low on the list.

Still propped up on the pillows as Snape had commanded, Hermione looked at the stones where the spell was. She didn't need to apply more of the potion tonight. There
was no reason for her to get up and see what she looked like.

She didn't want to know.
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Chapter 4 of 17

Hermione wakes up in a cell, held captive by none other than her former professor, Severus Snape. She’s scared,
alone, and confused about her feelings for her unwilling captor. How can she know what is real and what isn’t when he
won't tell her anything?

Chapter Four
Day 31

The potion Snape gave me is working perfectly. In a few days, | doubt there will be any scarring at all. But it's getting harder to feel where the cuts are. | think I'll have to
use the mirror spell today to make sure I'm getting them all. | don't know why I'm so afraid. A person can't change that much in a month, can they? Am | afraid | won't
recognise myself?

Absolutely nothing has happened. Nothing ever happens.

My mum had this necklace once. It was a pendant. On one side, there was an image of a bird. On the other, a cage. Alone, the bird was free, the cage empty. But when
you spun the cage and the pendant twirled, it looked like the bird was in the cage.



| hated it.

But I think | understand it. The thing is, the bird can't spin itself. The cage can't capture the bird. Someone else needs to come along and spin them. Someone else puts the
bird in the cage. The bird doesn't do it to herself.

It's not her fault. All she...the bird...can do is wait out the spin until the person spinning it gets bored of seeing the bird in the cage. When he walks away, the bird will be
free again, the cage empty.

But | understand something else. The person spinning the pendant doesn't necessarily understand that the bird rather likes being free. No, the man thinks he's only doing
what he's meant to be doing, spinning the chain and watching the images meld together. An illusion. It's not really his fault, either. The bird can't tell him, can't explain how
she hates the cage, and even if she could, maybe someone is forcing him to spin...

In any case, eventually I'll be free. When Snape is.

Snape hadn't visited that day. That is, he came in to give her the tray of food...stew, again...but he left immediately afterward. He hadn't answered her questions at all, but
she didn't feel sick the way she had before. Maybe he didn't know, or maybe he just didn't want to talk. It didn't mean Harry was dead and the war was lost.

Hermione had just tossed aside Flaubert's Madame Bovary (did Snape want her to get ideas?) and was now picking up Defoe's Moll Flanders (no, Snape was definitely
not trying to say something with the books he gave her!).

All she ever did was read. And write. She'd taken to writing short stories instead of her daily reminiscences. There was rarely anything to say. Snape had told her, when
she'd asked for more paper three times, to tap the pages and say, 'Charta.' More parchment would appear.

There were many spells around her cell she could do without a wand. They were all keyed to Snape's own spells. He had to go around and set the spell first. The word she
would say was simply a password to activating the always-ready spells. But it did make her feel like less of a prisoner.

Hermione considered all that she had done that day, realising she'd eaten at least three times. It was time for the scar potion. Sighing, Hermione brought her fingers to her
neck, but she knew what she'd find. The scars were too faint to apply the potion by feel. She had to use the mirror.

It was silly, she knew, to be afraid of herself. Even if she'd changed somehow, it wasn't as though she'd been the type to obsess over her appearance in the first place.

She could tell she hadn't lost weight while imprisoned. Snape fed her very well. In fact, she might have put on a couple pounds...at Hogwarts, she'd tended to skip meals in
favour of research and studying, but here, eating really was the highlight of the day... because it brought Snape to her.

Standing in front of the bureau, Hermione whispered, ''mago, " and tapped her fingers against the stone. They shimmered and flickered before turning into a large oval
mirror.

Hermione sighed with relief. She hadn't changed all that much. Her hair was still the same; even Snape's potion-like shampoos hadn't changed that. It had lost a bit of its
sheen, as had her cheeks. She no longer had that dewy, pink look she got when she spent a lot of time outdoors. She was very pale, so much so that the blue veins in her
throat were visible. There were dark circles under her eyes, and despite her suspicions on her additional weight, her cheekbones were more prominent than before.

But in her eyes were the real change. Still brown, still a little wide. Red-rimmed as if she was a little ill, but the changes weren't exactly physical. She looked like she'd seen
too much to bear, which was strange because, if she thought about it...and she often did...Snape treated her very well. He didn't abuse or even neglect her, except for a
few days when her food hadn't come at all.

Hermione shrugged and applied the potion. It was wise that she did use the mirror, because some of the fainter cuts had been neglected and were beginning to scar. Now
that she could see the extent of the scratches she'd inflicted upon herself, for the first time, she was truly grateful for Snape's intervention, both during the attack, and after.

"The potion is adequate?" came Snape's soft voice from behind her. She watched in the mirror as he settled in his chair. He had two books with him today. Maybe he
planned to stay awhile. She couldn't help but shiver at the thought.

"You made it, didn't you?"
Snape appeared to be about to answer, but he must have realised she meant it as a compliment to his capability and not an actual question.
He nodded curtly. "I thought perhaps a book on wizarding history wouldn't go amiss."

"Not at all, sir. I'd very much like to read some wizarding work," Hermione said, walking forward to stand at the bars. "Though that isn't to say | don't enjoy your selection!"
she hastened to add.

Snape got up and handed her the second book. It was a copy ofOlde and Forgotten Bewitchments and Charmes. Hermione hugged it her chest. When he sat back down,
she realised he was reading the same book.

"Sir?" she began tentatively.
"Mm?" He appeared to already be reading, but Hermione knew him well enough by now to know that he was listening.

"When I've finished the book, could we talk about it?" It had been so long since she'd been able to discuss literature with anyone, certainly longer than the month of her
capture. At Hogwarts, no one ever wanted to hear her thoughts on books, even if the person had read the same text, which was very rare.

Without looking up, Snape said, "Perhaps."

Noting that he was about a quarter of the way through, Hermione opened the book and began to read. In a few hours, she was at the same place as he was. Though she
hadn't absorbed the contents as thoroughly as she was sure he had, she had gleaned enough to be able to carry on a perfectly informed conversation. She could hardly
wait.

"What did you think about the chapter on ancient Animagi?" Hermione asked, seeing he had just finished it.

"l thought the research was compelling, though not complete enough to form such a firm position."

Hermione took a few long, deep breaths. This was like eating after a fast, having chocolate after Lent, getting a pass to the Restricted Section. "I thought so, too. | also
didn't think the author should have been so judgemental about the way Animagi used to train their acolytes. His writing is a little biased."

Snape chuckled, turning a page in his book. "He has earned the right to be biased. His work has provided the foundation for discoveries in magic for centuries."

Hermione scoffed, shutting her book. "No one can earn the right to be judgemental. If you ask me, the fact that he's so brilliant means that he should béess biased! People
take his work very seriously, and if he doesn't provide a balanced argument, no one will know the other side of it!"

"And what, pray, is the 'other side' of depraved older Animagi teaching young, impressionable students the craft of self-transfiguration in return for sexual service?"



"Well," Hermione began, warming to the subject. "If the decision to enter into such an agreement was informed and consensual, who is Michealus Scatternino to question
it? At sixteen and seventeen, a person knows himself or herself well enough to know what they can handle. The laws of majority aren't arbitrary, but they aren't an exact
science, either. | mean, you can't tell me that me at sixteen and Lavender Brown at sixteen were the same!"

"Maybe so0," Snape conceded, closing his book around a finger. "But we cannot have laws based on personality, intelligence, and maturity. Laws must apply to all people
across the board. To do otherwise would be anarchy."

"Of course," Hermione said, moving to pace along the bars to her cell. "I'm not saying that. But when this book was written, not to mention when the practise of Animagus

apprenticeship actually took place, no such laws existed. Cases were judged on an individual basis. And just because Scatternino at sixteen wasn't ready to enter into a
mutually beneficial relationship, doesn't mean he should condemn those who know themselves well enough to weigh the benefits and liabilities!"

"But how many students were coerced or unaware of the total implications of such an arrangement? And how many Animagi took advantage of their positions of power to
demand more than was rightfully theirs?"

Hermione stopped pacing and placed her hands on the bars. "Well, the author doesn't mention it, but | read elsewhere that there were tribunals to rectify that sort of
problem. And in another book, | learned that the apprentices actually had sponsors, who were former apprentices themselves, who took on a role of protector.”

Snape looked awfully smug when he said, "Exactly."
Hermione wasn't sure he had won that point. Looking at him quizzically, Hermione said, "But you just..."
"My point isn't about Animagi apprentices and the legality or morality of their traditions. | actually quite agree with you. My point was on the alleged biasness of Scatternino."

"And?" Hermione prompted, wishing she had been arguing the same debate as he had instead of wasting her time when he had obviously been playing devil's advocate.

"Scatternino is biased and quite judgemental. | wouldn't presume to argue that. But any reader worth his salt will consult multiple sources. If a reader can be persuaded
one way or the other by checking only one resource, then that person deserves to bask in ignorance. It is the reader's responsibility to gather information from all sides of
the situation and make a logical conclusion based on various findings."

Hermione huffed. She hated being lead like that. Of course he was right. She'd defeated her own argument that the author shouldn't be so biased by having read so many
additional texts on the subject and informing herself properly.

Walking over to her bedside table, Hermione tapped her teacup, smiling as it filled obligingly. She must be drinking Snape out of house and home at this point. She took a
sip to rally herself, noting that it wasn't as bitter as usual.

Looking at her cup, she knew right away what had changed.

"There's milk in this!" she accused, gesturing with the cup and sloshing it onto the stone floor.
Snape cleared the mess and looked at her questioningly.

"l mean, | wanted milk, so this is good. But | thought you didn't keep milk. You said that."

Snape made a humming noise and picked up his book again. Hermione drank deeply of her tea.

When Hermione had read all she possibly could that day, she told Snape she was going to bed. He'd looked surprised, and for the first time in a month, Hermione was
privy to the time. He'd cast the Tempus spell. It was 11:14 in the evening.

Hermione knew she'd remember that time for as long as she lived.

Without saying a word, Snape gathered his teacup and book and left the room.

"Goodnight," Hermione whispered to the closed door.

She crawled into the bed, placing the book on the bedside table. As much as it had annoyed her that Snape had used her sound arguments to prove his own point, she
knew that she'd never had such an invigorating debate. When she spoke with Harry or Ron, bless them, she spent a quarter of the time explaining the words she used,
another quarter trying to convince them that it was important, and a third quarter sighing heavily and wondering why she bothered.

That didn't leave much time left for actual discussion.

Lying on her stomach on the coverlet, Hermione snaked a hand beneath herself, fingers seeking out her clit. There was no question about it...debating with Snape had
made her desperately hot. His low, soft voice making her strain to hear every word, the way his mouth formed around words like he was tasting them before offering them

to her ears, the way his eyes blazed with triumph when he'd driven his point home.

Hermione moaned. She held her hand still and ground her body on top of it, pretending it was his hand, his thigh, his cock. She wondered what he'd think if she rubbed her
wet pussy over his severe black slacks, getting them all slick as she found completion.

Her other hand held onto the headboard, and she used it as leverage to haul her body over he hand, pretending it was him moving her, him guiding her.

Finally, her climax was in sight. Abandoning the games, Hermione fucked herself with her fingers as her palm ground over her clit. She shouted into the pillow, trying to
muffle her moans and soft cries.

Taking her head out of the pillow to face the bars, Hermione opened her eyes just in time to see the light from the hallway diminish as the heavy wooden door to her room
swung closed.
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Chapter 5 of 17

Hermione wakes up in a cell, held captive by none other than her former professor, Severus Snape. She’s scared,
alone, and confused about her feelings for her unwilling captor. How can she know what is real and what isn’t when he



won't tell her anything?

Chapter Five
Day 42

I know he knows | know he's watching. He can't honestly think that | don't hear the door open, his heavy breathing, that | can't see the light of the hallway. | even saw the
outline of his body last night.

I'm getting worn out from all this masturbating, but it's more important that he comes to me. At Hogwarts, | only touched myself once or twice a week, a relief from the stress
of school and the war and everything else. When I could find the time.

Now, all I have is time. | think I'll have to stop using my fingers inside myself, because I'm feeling a little sore. If | asked him for a nail file, would he blush, knowing why? But
he likes it when | pump my fingers in and out like that. His breathing changes. I've become attuned to it, even across the expanse of the room.

But if I hadn't seen him with my own eyes, | never would have believed he was watching. He acts exactly the same during the day, nonchalant and casual. As casual as
Snape can be, anyway.

Enough of this. He hasn't so much as entered my cell since he put the potions on me. | don't want to have to resort to hurting myself to get attention... would I do that? Am |
that desperate? But | think | am. When he touched me, I felt alive. It's like he was grounding me, keeping me tethered to this Earth. Without that, | feel like I'm floating
around in the cosmos, unable to control my movement, lost and alone.

I have to do som

The door crashed open and Snape strode in. Hermione watched from her desk. There were days when he wouldn't speak to her at all, and if she pressed him, he would
leave, returning only to bring her food.

Luckily, his behaviour seemed to reset the next day, so if she annoyed him, he would only torture her with silence for the rest of that day. The next morning would bring him
back to her.

It seemed as though this was to be a quiet day. She wouldn't press him. She knew the value of his company, silent or otherwise.

Seeing that he'd opened his copy ofImportant Modern Magical Discoveries, Hermione grabbed hers off her small shelf, as well. These days, they read the same book more
often than not. After, he would almost always treat her to a small discussion, which he invariably used to drive home some point or another, even if she didn't let him lead
her at all. She liked the talks even with the annoying smugness.

Curling on her side on the bed, Hermione opened her book to approximately the same place as his, but instead of reading, she watched him.

Having seen her own rather dismal appearance, it was no wonder he looked the way he did, if this was his life. He was in the dungeons almost as often as she. His hair
was lank, stringy, and greasy. On certain days, it looked almost clean, but that rarely lasted more than a day. He simply didn't seem to shower often enough, and combined
with oily skin, the result was underwhelming.

His nose wasn't anything but huge. It dominated his face, truly, even when she looked objectively. But it was hard to do that these days. Having seen him nearly every day
for so long, he just looked like Snape to her. Crooked teeth and black eyes and all. It didn't matter.

Snape looked up from his book. Hermione wasn't sure if she'd darted her own eyes back to her page quickly enough for him to have missed her staring, but he didn't say
anything, and she didn't look up again for at least another hour.

Hermione put her book on the bed beside her. She glanced at Snape under lowered eyelashes, but he seemed deep in his reading. She squirmed a little, wondering what
it said about her that watching him read made her wet. Her breath quickened as the thoughts she usually saved until after he was gone...or made her think he was
gone...raced unbidden across the forefront of her mind: Snape's fingers on her throat, Snape's low voice directing her, Snape's mouth on her body...

Without even realising, Hermione was running her fingertips over her stomach, her shirt having bunched up from all her wriggling. Closing her eyes, she imagined Snape's
voice reading the chapter on illicit dark magic in the fifteenth century. A low moan escaped her mouth, barely more than a breath, as her fingers slipped under the
waistband of her trousers. She didn't open her eyes.

Using her other hand to unbutton her trousers so her hand had more room to move, Hermione then kicked out of them, leaving her in a shirt and knickers in the middle of
her bed. Her hand was just venturing into her underwear when she heard Snape inhale sharply.

"Miss Granger, that is entirely inappropriate!"
A shockwave ran through her at his tone of voice. He was so... disapproving. It made her pussy clench. She wondered if he would talk like that in bed.

Panting a little, Hermione said, "This is my room; you're only a guest here." She couldn't quite bring herself to look at him, but her other hand sought out a taut nipple and
she began to stroke it through her shirt.

"This is my house!" Snape said, voice dangerously low. "Andyou are, in fact, the guest.”

Hermione laughed breathlessly, her hand finally delving inside her knickers, fingers playing lightly with her lower lips, not parting them, just teasing. She imagined Snape
would love to tease her. "In that case, you're not very much of a host. I'd like to go home, if I'm only a guest.”

"That is not possible," Snape ground out. From the clarity of his voice, she knew he was looking right at her as he spoke. "Now cease that at once!"

Hermione moaned, unable to hide her reaction to his voice. The angrier he got, the hotter it made her. She slid one finger within herself, wetting it before coming back to
stroke her clit. Her hips were grinding against her hand, and Hermione wasn't ashamed that a lot of her movements were calculated to get a reaction.

"No one is telling you to watch, Professor," Hermione whispered, knowing he could hear her. "No one told you to watch all those other times. But | don't mind." Hermione
slid two fingers inside herself and whimpered, "Promise."

Strange silence filled the room, broken only by her hitching breath and the angry inhalations of her audience. She'd thought for sure that he'd try to deny her allegations, but
he obviously had no such intentions. Better for her; now she could concentrate on herself rather than trying to hold a conversation while wanking.

Hermione stopped both her hands to take a break and unbutton her shirt. She was sure she heard a sigh of relief before Snape must have realised she hadn't actually
planned on stopping for good. When the shirt was parted, Hermione sat up to take it off. She saw Snape watching her intently. His face was partially cast in shadow. The
lamps in the room were burning a little lower, and she wondered if he had turned them down, or if he'd been remiss in tending to their oil.

Hermione bit her lip and held his gaze as she drew the shirt off of her shoulders, baring her body to him. He valiantly kept his eyes on hers, but she remained still in



challenge, and eventually, he broke the eye contact to sweep over her bared breasts. His searching look was full of greed and possessiveness, and Hermione wondered if
he thought he owned her, that she belonged to him. It didn't matter what he thought, though, because between the two of them in this lowlight room, there was no Dark
Lord, no Order, no Horcruxes, no Hogwarts. There was only them, Hermione and Snape, desperate with longing and punishing themselves and each other.

When he stared at her, it was almost tangible. Hermione fell back onto the bed, imagining it was his hands pushing her, his body pressing into her. Her legs fell apart, one
bending at the knee. Hermione toyed with the hem of her knickers, trying to reconcile the fact that she was actually about to bring herself off in front of Snape.

"Take those off as well, Miss Granger," came Snape's raspy voice, so low it was like whispers across her sensitised skin.

Hermione chuckled. It almost felt like sex, now that he was participating. Hermione squirmed out of her panties, tossing them to the floor beside her bed. She felt like a
princess on a pedestal, a slave on an auction block.

She heard him hiss the word yes, and she was encouraged to continue. Now bared to him, there was no point in teasing. She inserted two fingers, moving them around to
get herself slick. One hand played with her nipples, pinching them as she knew he would.

Her hands flew as she brought herself to the edge of orgasm faster than she could ever recall. It was as though the hours they spent reading had counted as foreplay. She
couldn't ever remember being so worked up. Lowering her hand from her breasts, Hermione used one hand to pump her fingers into herself, and the other to dance across
her clit. She was writhing and trembling, her legs moving restlessly as she played with herself for him. All for him.

"Three fingers," Snape directed. Hermione obeyed, and she heard his fingernails drag across the arms of the chair as she stretched herself around her fingers, mewling at
the reaction of being so filled. She wished he was doing it.

She was right there, balanced right on the edge. "Tell me to come," she cried, knowing his voice, one more time, was enough to push her over into bliss.
Snape growled low in his throat, and Hermione waited, holding herself there, knowing he would do as she begged.
His voice was rasping when he snarled, "Come. Now!"

Hermione's pussy clamped down around her fingers, and she bit back her screams...ineffectually...as her body rocked and shook in climax. Her lips parted, Hermione drew
in sucking breaths as she came back to herself. She was sweaty, the bed sheets were a mess, and her hair was disastrous, but she'd never felt so sated in her life.

Turning her head to the side, Hermione took in Snape. He looked almost as dishevelled as she did. But more than that, he looked furious. His lips were pulled back in a
fearsome sneer, and Hermione trembled with something more than afterglow when his baleful gaze pinned her. He abruptly stood and left the room, but not before
Hermione saw the immense bulge in the front of his robes. Despite his apparent anger, he was not unaffected.

And that was all she could really ask. For now.

"Is Harry okay?"

"Yes."

"Is the Dark Lord still alive?"

"Yes."

"Is everyone at Hogwarts all right?"

"..Yes."

"What?"

"What do you mean?"

"You paused after | asked that last question. What's wrong at Hogwarts?"

"Nothing is wrong, Miss Granger. | do not see why you must torment yourself with these infernal questions. You must know that even if | had the information you desired, it
is very likely that | would not tell you the truth. You cannot possibly believe everything | say."

Hermione sighed. "What choice do | have? | have to believe you because theres no one else. You are everything | have."

When Snape had come into her room that morning, there had been no talk about what had occurred the night before, nor had he given any indication that he even
remembered. Hermione herself couldn't stop blushing and stammering. She would not make a very good spy. Snape, on the other hand, was obviously well versed in the
art of avoidance and detachment.

But she knew the truth. She knew how his eyes burned with desire, how his breath shuddered and hitched.

"You know it is very likely that | am feeding you lies in order to keep you docile."

Hermione laughed. "Do | seem docile to you, Professor Snape?" It was the closest she'd come to referring to the night before, but Snape didn't even bat an eyelash.
Infuriating man.

Snape didn't answer, nor did he when she asked the unanswerable, "What is happening out there?"

Hermione sighed, curled up with her back against the bars so she was facing away from Snape. "When can | go home?"
Snape's pause was telling.

"What?" she asked, trying to quell her excitement. Maybe he was considering letting her go!

"You usually ask, 'Can | go home?"

"Oh," Hermione said, disappointed. "Can | go home?"

"No."

"Because I'm safe here?" she scoffed, rolling her eyes, feeling bold because he couldn't see her face.

"Yes."

"l don't feel very safe!"



"Why ever not?" he queried. "You have everything you need, everything you could possibly want. Nothing unsavoury can get inside your cage. | am thenly one keyed to
the wards on the bars, besides you, of course. If anyone were to try to get in, they would face spontaneous Disapparition followed by a series of painful hexes and
Confunding."

"Oh," Hermione said. That did make her feel a little safer. If another Death Eater found out about her and began to question Snape's loyalties, and then got rid of Snape,
the Death Eaters would come for her. Not that it mattered, if she couldn't escape. It would deter them, but she would still eventually die of starvation.

"Even if the door is open?" she asked.
Snape gave Hermione a withering look. "How else would someone attempt to get in, if not through the open door?"

"So, yes?" Hermione clarified, stifling a smirk.

"Yes," Snape snapped. "No one will ever get in."
"And no one will ever get out,” she added sadly, fingering the bar. She turned so Snape could see her profile. "Can | go outside today?"

"Miss Granger, that is one question you can cease asking immediately. You will never be permitted to go outside. It is impossible for reasons so vast and varied that | could
spend the day enlightening you. You understand why | do not find that appealing in the least.”

Actually, Hermione suspected Snape would rather enjoy 'enlightening' her, but she wisely kept mum.

"Will you come inside today?"

"l don't think that would be wise."

"I really enjoyed last night, Professor Snape."

Snape visibly started. Hermione realised it wasn't very Slytherin to be so blunt, but there was a reason she'd been Sorted into Gryffindor.
"Last night was very imprudent. You would do well to forget about it."

Snape reached for his book, obviously having decided the conversation was over, but Hermione wasn't one to give up so easily. She'd ask her final question and then circle
back to this conversation.

"Will you open the door?"

Snape almost growled. She did ask these questions every few days, so he must be getting sick of them, but the answers were changing as he grew more accustomed to
her presence and began to suspect she wasn't much of a threat, so she had to continue asking. One day he would let her outside, she was sure. One day he would tell her
what went on outside the walls.

"For one hour, after you eat dinner," he ground out.

Hermione pressed her warm cheek against the cool bars. It wasn't usually warm in the dungeon, and the heated air was almost unfamiliar to her, as if she'd forgotten what
it was like to not have to fend off a chill. It wasn't dinnertime, so she wouldn't enjoy the open door any time soon. The bars weren't so bad, really. After her panic attack,
Hermione had chosen a focus image, and whenever she felt scared or sad or angry or confused, she just pictured the image in her find, throwing all her attention into it,
imagining every detail and nuance, until the feelings went away.

"l don't mind that you watch me," Hermione said, fingers stroking the bars.

"Miss Granger, | will not have this conversation with you," Snape snapped, pointedly looking at his book and not at her.

"I'll just talk then," Hermione said agreeably. "l like it when you watch. It makes everything feel so much more real. When | did it alone, before you started to watch,

sometimes it was really hard to, you know... climax. Like halfway through | would just lose motivation or inspiration. But now that you watch, it feels really good. | just lie
back and think... would you like to know what | think about?"

Snape snapped a page on his book so hard she heard a small tearing noise. She shrugged. No one was forcing him to stay and listen. There was a reason he stayed in
her room for hours on end. Even if it was just because he was lonely, that didn't matter. One way or another, he wanted to be with her, and that meant he had to put up

with her when she worked through her own confused feelings. The door was always open... to him, anyway.

"I think about you."

Snape inhaled sharply, eyes going unfocused, even as he continued to stare at a page. He was obviously listening, and Hermione pretended she didn't know or care.

"I think about your hands on my neck from before, when you were putting the potions on me. Did you like that as much as | did? You have very gentle hands, Professor
Snape. Did my skin feel soft to you? After, | would touch my neck and pretend it was you doing it, and not just because you have the best bedside manner, even if it was
more impressive than I'd expected it to be."

Hermione stood, sliding her hands up the bars over her head, pressing the length of her body against them, moving her hips very slightly...he'd only notice if he looked right
at her, and he seemed to be doing absolutely anything to avoid doing just that.

"l want you to watch me again," she said quietly, stilling all movement.

"No."

"Why not?"

Snape didn't answer, only flipped a page. With how slowly he tended to read in order to absorb, she knew there was no way he'd actually finished the page.
"Professor Snape, are you working for the Order of the Phoenix?"

Snape drew in a hissing breath. He finally looked at her. "Any information you have can and most assuredly will keep you in a state of danger. Even if no Death Eater can
cross the threshold of your cell, do you not think they can throw curses at you from beyond the bars?"

Hermione hadn't thought that. The trouble with being a Muggle-born was that she still sometimes thought as a Muggle first, and a witch second. She'd be lying if she hadn't
pictured herself pressed against the back wall of the cell, laughing at the Death Eaters who couldn't reach her. It hadn't occurred to her that with one simple spell, she'd be
dead, protected cell or not.

"But if you were a Death Eater, | wouldn't be here. If you were loyal to the Dark Lord, you'd have turned me over ages ago!"

"Do you think the Dark Lord does not know of your presence?" Snape roared, throwing his book across the room. Hermione noticed with detached interest that it hit the



wall in almost the exact same place as the teacup had, the last time he'd lost his temper like this.

"Rabastan Lestrange took you from your bed; did you think | had killed him for you, stolen you from him to keep you all to myself? For a girl who is so widely acclaimed to
be clever, you seem to have a difficult time understanding the politics at work!"

"But if you were a true Death Eater," Hermione persisted, "you would be doing horrible things to me. Not bringing me books and keeping me safe!"

"You are delusional if you do not think that keeping a young woman in a cell for weeks on end is a 'horrible thing." I've stolen much from you, and with your naive
seductions, you are offering more and more to my avarice."

Hermione held her hand out through the bar, beseechingly. "It isn't stolen if | offer it freely. The only time | feel real is when your eyes are on me."
Snape stood and began to pace, throwing angry glares at her from time to time.

"If you were a real Death Eater," Hermione started again, but Snape interjected. He came right up to the bars, so quickly she withdrew her hand in shock. She wasn't afraid
of touch, but his quick movement had surprised her, and she didn't want him to take her hand in anger.

Snape ripped open the buttons on his cuff and yanked up his sleeve, exposing the Dark Mark in all its vile glory, burning edges looking fresh and painful. 'é4m a real Death
Eater, Miss Granger. | am not your hero. | am not your saviour. Leave that to Potter and his sycophants. | am going to come out on top no matter who wins this war. No spy
does his job without knowing that if one side loses, he is still safe. | act according to a role that will ensure my survival regardless of the outcome. That is worse than a real
Death Eater. "

Hermione reached out to touch his hand, but Snape jerked it away and left the room in a flurry of rage and robes.

17-dun

Chapter 6 of 17
Hermione wakes up in a cell, held captive by none other than her former professor, Severus Snape. She’s scared,

alone, and confused about her feelings for her unwilling captor. How can she know what is real and what isn’t when he
won't tell her anything?

Chapter Six
Day 48
I don't know how he does it. He acts as though nothing happened, not the fact that he watched me masturbate, or the fact that we had a huge fight over his loyalties.

I don't know if he realises that he admitted to working for the Order. | knew he was a spy, or at least, | knew we were to trust him, and from my time here, | knew he couldn't
be a true servant of Voldemort. The war is weighing as heavily on him as it is on any of us.

Only the war doesn't really touch me here. I'm safe and secure against the horrors that are surely going on outside these walls. Snape might not think he's protecting me,
and | certainly would have agreed with him not too long ago, but I've had enough time to realise that if Snape was working for Voldemort, I'd be long dead.

The last few days when I've asked about Harry, Snape's answers seemed strained. At first | thought | was imagining something, because surely a spy of Snape's calibre
couldn't be given away by vocal inflections determinable by a teenager. But maybe he's been letting his guard down around me, and that's why I'm more aware, more
attuned to his subtleties. Whatever the reason, I'm close to panicking thinking of Harry...if he's all right, if a Horcrux has damaged him the way it did Dumbledore, if he's
even alive.

But I can't let myself think like that. | need to stay strong. Whenever | feel anxious, | think of my focus image. It's a cauldron. | picture a perfectly brewed potion, bubbling
away inside a cauldron. | keep the cauldron from boiling over. | keep the flame from burning too high or too low. | control the potion, | control myself. It helps.

I've begun to see Snape the same way. | know exactly how to talk to him to make sure he doesn't boil over. | can keep him softly simmering, just within the confines of the
curved lip of the cauldron. If | wanted, | could stir...say a few choice words...at the wrong moment and destroy the potion. Or | could let it brew, adding just the right mix at
the proper time, until the potion is ready to be completed.

And then I'll consume it.

Frustrated, Hermione threw Wuthering Heights across the room. Her eyes were so tired that she just couldn't read any longer. She never would have thought she'd see the
day that she'd rather lounge around and do nothing that sit back with a good book...one of her favourites, even...but that day was obviously today.

"Is the book not to your liking?" Snape asked sardonically, raising an eyebrow at her petulant behaviour. She managed not to stick her tongue out at him, but it was a near
thing.

"Of course it's to my liking," she said, falling back against her pillows. "My eyes hurt. | think I've been reading too much."

Snape hummed. "lt's possible that the light in your cell is too dim. | can exchange the oil with my modified version, which will make the light burn a little more brightly."
Hermione stared. A moment later, she said, "lt's not just that, though. | don't think I've ever read so much in my entire life. | must read more than twelve hours a day!"
"So don't read," Snape said, going back to his book.

Hermione turned over onto her stomach. The position reminded her of her favourite position in which to masturbate. It was easiest to pretend it was Snape's hand getting

her off in this position. She clenched her thighs together in reaction. She was pretty sure she was getting addicted to orgasms. She'd never felt so desperate all the time.
And it was about more than relieving tension now, as it had been during school. She actually felt true desire now, true want.



She'd spend a lot less time reading if she had some toys to play with. Her wrist was sore from all the activity. But somehow, asking Snape for a vibrator was on a different
level than asking him for parchment.

Which reminded her. "The Charta spell didn't work yesterday. I'm out of paper.”
"Yes, | noticed that my personal stock had become quite low. | had no idea you would use so much. | will pick more up tomorrow. Will you manage until then?"

Hermione nodded. Her paper must come from his own stash, somewhere inside this house. She wondered if he'd gone to get some parchment to write something and
found it low. For some reason, that made her smile. It sort of connected them, in a way.

She watched Snape as he read page after page. He was reading some potions journal. He had millions of these, it seemed. He sometimes took notes in a leather-bound
notebook as he read, but today he was just reading, precisely as ever.

He licked a finger to turn the page. Hermione shifted her hips, the seam of her jeans becoming snug against her slit. She bit her knuckle. Snape's fingers rubbed the
threadbare arm of the chair he always sat in. The fingers smoothed, tapped, clenched, and stroked. Hermione stretched her arms above her head to grip the headboard,
rotating her hips to get more friction from the seam between her legs. She hadn't worn knickers that day, having hurried to dress once she'd heard him coming down the
stairs.

Hermione never knew she could be so wanton. She was getting off on his mere presence. And he must have known. Her movements weren't silent, and her breath was
audibly quickening.

"Professor Snape," Hermione said, schooling her voice to sound natural and failing.
"Miss Granger," he said ironically, without looking up.

"Read to me," she asked, watching him. As always, she could tell when he was listening and no longer reading. His body seemed to freeze, and his entire being was
focused on her. "Please."

He looked at her. She must have looked a sight, stretched out on her belly, face flushed, hands gripping the headboard as if she'd fall off the bed otherwise.

Clearing his throat, Snape began to read. His tone was so low and melodious that it was more like a sweet droning than actual words. And for that she was grateful, as she
wasn't sure his voice would be as affecting if she actually listened to the modern methods of distilling brentwad fibre.

For a long while, Hermione didn't move, only listened to him. It made her feel safe, hearing his voice. Being alone was the most difficult part of being imprisoned, except,
perhaps, not being able to help Harry. Having Snape here and reading meant he was alive, and as long as he was alive, she would be, too. She was sure of that. He would
do everything in his power to keep her alive. If he died, well, her life was forfeit. But he wouldn't die. He'd said so a week ago. He'd come out on top, no matter what.

But after about fifteen minutes of just letting his voice wash over her, the sense of peace she'd been deriving from his soft voice turned into a low-burning frenzy. Her hips
circled as the seam of her jeans rubbed her clit. She had to do a lot of manoeuvring to get the position right, but once she had, it was very right.

When she heard him turn a page, a new sensation would flow over her body, like his fingers were turning her, instead. Her nipples were rubbing against the inside of her
shirt, the additional touch making her more desperate. She knew her jeans must have been drenched on the inside.

Snape continued to read, oblivious to her need. She was grinding faster and faster, gasping softly whenever he put a special emphasis on a certain word. His voice
strummed cords deep within her body, plucking professionally until she only needed one more word, just one more... she recalled the way he'd ordered her to come the
last time, and her body tightened, waiting for that little... bit... more...

"Miss Granger, that is enough!"

It certainly was enough. His voice crashed through her body like a tsunami, destroying her. Hermione screamed as she came, not bothering to muffle her cries. He should
know what he did to her. Coming down, Hermione unclenched her hands from the headboard and let them fall. She was panting, her pussy clamping down, frantic for
something to fill her.

"Sorry," she whispered, though she wasn't, really. She was only sorry that he would probably never read to her again.

"You must learn better impulse control, you stupid child," he snapped. But at least he wasn't leaving.

Hermione nodded agreeably. "Teach me?"

Snape sneered at her and brought his journal close to his face, no longer reading aloud.

Hermione sighed happily, not even bothering to wonder when her life had become so fucked up. She fell asleep to the sound of pages turning.

*

When Hermione looked through her drawers the next day, she noticed her jeans were missing. She'd put them in at the end of the day to be cleaned, as she always did
with her clothing, but now they were gone.

She'd thought it was a magic bureau or something, but that had obviously been naive. Snape was cleaning her clothes. Or maybe he had a house-elf.

But if it was Snape, he had her come-covered jeans. The very thought made Hermione feel dirty and horny all at once. She wondered if he'd touched them... smelled
them... wanked into them.

Groaning, Hermione picked a skirt, instead. She was glad Snape decided to outfit her with Muggle clothing. She wouldn't be comfortable lounging around all day wearing
full robes. It was warmer in the dungeons, so maybe she could ask for some more summery clothes. But Snape would probably think she was just trying to seduce him,
and he wouldn't be wrong.

She'd never felt more alive in the weeks since she'd been captured as she had the two times Snape's voice had made her come.

Snape only came down to bring her food in the morning, and she didn't see him again all day. Her eyes felt much better than they had the day before, so she decided to
give herself breaks from reading throughout the day. She still wanted that new oil to lessen the strain.

When dinnertime finally arrived, Snape told her to get on her bed and stay there. Not even bothering to stifle her moan at his orders, Hermione obeyed.

He opened the cage door with a key and spell and put her tray on her bed beside her. It was a quarter chicken with mashed potatoes and carrots. Snape wasn't the best
cook, but his food sometimes reminded her of the way her parents had cooked. Meat, some variety of potato, some manner of vegetable. Every single night. The only thing
missing was pudding, but Snape obviously wasn't big on dessert.

She watched him as she ate. He went around her cell and switched out all the old oil for the new kind. Already the room was lit with a softer, whiter glow, less harsh on the
eyes, but brighter, overall.



When he came to the last lamp, the one affixed to the wall above her bed, he glared at her. She stared back, not sure what she'd done to deserve his wrath.
"Get off the bed. Go stand in that corner, and don't move," he commanded, watching her as she did as he bade.

Snape leaned over the bed and changed the last of the oil. He steadied himself on her headboard, but he seemed to notice where he'd placed his hand and jerked it away
as if burnt. It was the same place Hermione had gripped in the throes of passion.

Shooting another glare her way, Snape left the cell and locked it twice over.

*

The next morning, Hermione was finishing up Conrad's Heart of Darkness (just when she'd begun to suspect Snape wouldn't have any book written after the nineteenth
century), when Snape came in.

"Come to the bars," he ordered, walking up to them on his side. Hermione raised an eyebrow but complied, standing before him. She hadn't really been this close to him in
a long while. She noticed that he smelled especially good today...it must have been a shower day, because his hair was clean and soft, as well.

He thrust out his hand, holding a leather-bound journal. Usually when he gave her books, they were on her food tray. He didn't normally bother to hand them to her.

Hermione reached a hand through the bars and took it, wondering what it was. It didn't have a title.

"Thanks," she said, opening it. Its pages were blank.Oh!It was a journal; it didn't just look like one. She raised her eyes to his.

He waved a hand dismissively. "l imagine your little stories or what have you are getting rather messy. This way, you can keep your pages all together and not have to
worry about them getting out of order.”

Hermione decided not to say she had a fairly simple system...number the pages...and pressed the book against her chest. Snape's eyes rabidly followed the action. "Thank
you so much," she said, noting and disregarding the almost-reverent tone of her voice.

"Hmm," was his only reply. He went to sit in his chair with a journal in his lap. He tapped his teacup and it filled the room with a homey aroma, making her mouth water for
her own tea. Settling on the ground beside the bars with her cup, her new journal, and a quill, Hermione sighed. "Repleo," she said, touching the cup. Milk and sugar, just
as always.

Snape kept milk for her, just so she could have her tea the way she preferred. He changed the oil in her lamps so her eyes wouldn't hurt. He'd given her a mirror. Endless
parchment. A journal. Snape might think he was a monster, but she happened to disagree. Maybe she didn't like being trapped...or maybe there was no maybe about
it...but he made it easier for her to forget.

Sitting like this, sipping tea together and sometimes talking about what one or the other was reading, Hermione could almost imagine they were a married couple.
But instead of making her smile, the thought only made her sad. Her life was very lonely, and she felt useless.
But he wouldn't keep her here forever. One way or another, she'd get out of this cage. She only hoped she would be alive to experience it.

After asking her by-now familiar questions, Hermione said the one she'd saved for last. Perhaps Snape had noted the change of sequence in her interrogation, because he
sat up a little straighter, putting his potions journal aside to actually give her his full attention.

"Is Harry alive?"
"Yes." No hesitation, no inflection, no twist of the lips or twitch of the cheek. Harry really was okay.

Hermione let out a shaky breath, releasing the tension she'd been holding when she'd thought something horrible had happened to her friend. She wouldn't have been able
to bear it if he'd died while she was in here, unable to save him or help him or just be there when it happened.

"Before, you would hesitate. Did something happen?"

Snape didn't answer, only taking a sip of tea. His refusal to answer questions was infuriating. He didn't even bother to pretend he hadn't heard her asking. In a room this
size, there was no way he couldn't have. He just sat there and looked at her, making her want to smack him.

"Did something happen to Harry, Professor Snape?"
"...No."

"You hesitated!" she shouted accusingly. Her hands clenched on the bars as she watched his face. The hesitation was barely a millisecond, not something anyone else
would be able to pick up on, but she could. She heard it a mile away, and even if she'd been deaf, she would have known he was lying. His eyes went a fraction darker,
like he'd actually pulled a shield down behind them. What was the point of Occlumency when it was so obvious that you were using it, proving you had something to hide?

Was Voldemort really so trusting that he didn't just feed Snape Veritaserum and be done with it? Or maybe Snape could beat that like Harry could throw off /Imperio. Or
maybe he'd made an antidote to it, or built up an immunity.

Cursing herself for getting sidetracked, Hermione slapped the bar with her hand. "What's happened? Please tell meplease. | can't live like this."
"Nothing unfortunate has happened to Potter, Miss Granger. Please try to control yourself in my presence."

His words were an unsubtle reminder to her recent lascivious actions in front of him, but she didn't rise to the bait.

"Something fortunate, then?" Hermione pressed.

"Mr. Potter has eliminated another Horcrux," Snape said very slowly, as if he thought her dim, but she suspected he just enjoyed saying it, relishing the power of the words
and their import.

"My gods," she breathed. That was four. Harry was so close. She tried not to feel left out, but as juvenile as the feeling was, Hermione knew Harry was out there, most
likely with Ron, searching for and destroying the Horcruxes. Maybe they hadn't needed her, after all. Hermione sometimes had the feeling that the only reason she'd been
Sorted into Gryffindor was to help Harry. Now it appeared that wasn't true at all; Harry was coping just fine without her.

But that was good. It was good that Harry was doing this without her, of course it was. It needed to be done, and the world didn't stop just because she was no longer a
part of it.

"And he's okay?" she confirmed.

"He is no worse for the wear," Snape answered. Hermione had to take that to mean that he was fine. Destroying Horcruxes was nasty and difficult work; of course Harry

would run into some difficulty. But she didn't actually think Snape would lie to her. He had no reason to. Devastation at Harry's demise would only make hemore pliable
and docile, and she was already pretty compliant at this point.



"Thank you," she whispered, fingers curling around the bars. "Thank you for telling me, and thank you for being honest. And thank you for the journal. It's lovely."

Snape cleared his throat, picking up the potions journal once again. He waved his wand to warm his tea, and, as an afterthought, waved it again to warm hers. She didn't
want to repeat her words of gratitude yet again, so she smiled at him, taking a deep drink of her tea.

His eyes widened at her smile as if no one had ever done such a thing in his direction, let alone on his behalf, and the look was so comical she almost wondered if her
teeth were covered in green stuff or something. But of course they weren't. Snape had provided a toothbrush, after all.

Again, though, he just waved his hands as if to shoo her away (or maybe her thanks) and went back to reading. Hermione got up from the cool floor, stretching out her back
and limbs. As much as it hurt to sit there, she felt closer to him that way. She'd even tried to push her bed against the bars, but she wasn't able to move anything in her cell.

Once on the bed, Hermione opened her new journal and began to write. But she wasn't unaware of the fact that Snape regularly glanced over to the bed to check on her.
He thought she couldn't see him. Sometimes he looked very quickly, but other times, his eyes settled on her for long moments.

She wondered if he was waiting for her to get off in front of him again.
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Chapter 7 of 17
Hermione wakes up in a cell, held captive by none other than her former professor, Severus Snape. She’s scared,

alone, and confused about her feelings for her unwilling captor. How can she know what is real and what isn’t when he
won't tell her anything?

Chapter Seven
Day 52

Everything starts to take on a dreamlike quality when your days all blend together. At first | thought it would help keep me sane to make note of how many days had
passed, but now I'm beginning to think | was wrong. It just reminds me of how much time I've lost, how much I'm missing.

If I hadn't been keeping track, it might be easier to pretend | haven't been here for almost two months. Two long months of doing absolutely nothing but reading and
sleeping. | have been trying to get exercise, but | can only run in place for so long before | just want to run straight into a wall.

Snape isn't making things any easier. I've tried to entice him to stick around while | pleasure myself, but he leaves at the first sign of my arousal. Which is frustrating
because as soon as he leaves, my arousal leaves with him!

I don't know why I've suddenly become so attached to the idea of being with Snape sexually. It isn't that he's attractive or that | think he's a good person. | have my doubts
on that. But even though I'm the one with the bars around me, | can't help but think that he's in a cage, as well.

I wouldn't go so far as to say that I'm the happiness he deserves, but at this point, | just want to know what it feels like to touch and be touched. The romps | had with Ron
were great, but he isn't here now. | just need to know what | am in relation to the world, and Snape is the only one who can provide that.

If only he saw it the same way.
Snape passed the tray under the door of the cell. Instead of grabbing the food, Hermione snatched up the book.Of Human Bondage.
And was that a blush? Was Snape blushing as he watched her read the title?

This was one of the few books she'd never read before. It would be a nice treat to read something for the first time. She always read too quickly when she already knew the
ending, trying to get there as soon as possible to get that fleeting sense of satisfaction when one reads the final words of a long novel.

Was he blushing because of the sexual connotations of the wordbondage? Possibly. But maybe he was blushing because it was something of a gaffe to give a book thus
entitled to a person in a cage.

But the likeliest cause of his blush was the warmth of the room. If Hermione couldn't clearly see every corner, she'd swear there was a fireplace blazing in the room. It
seemed to get warmer and warmer, and yet, whenever she said anything, Snape acted as though he didn't know what she was talking about, even though he'd long since
stopped wearing his heavier robes when he came down to read.

"Will you read to me today?" Hermione asked, taking the tray to her bed and settling in to eat. Sandwiches today, with crisp veggies on the side. Hermione tapped both her
water glass and her teacup for refills.

"I think not," Snape said in a low voice, opening his version of the same book he'd given her. That was a good sign, at least. It meant he'd be willing to talk about it with her
after they'd finished, or, if she was lucky, as they read.

"I'l behave," she vowed, meaning it. Feeling the cadence of his voice soothe over her nerves was almost as good as climaxing to his words, and she felt she could control
herself, at least until he left. She suspected that once he did, she'd be ripping off her trousers and plunging a desperate hand between her thighs to relieve the tension.

But Snape didn't answer, only took a long sip of tea. Hermione tried to keep her anger in check. She hated it when he blatantly ignored her like that. Picturing that bubbling
cauldron, Hermione calmed down.

"Will you open the door now?" she asked a few long moments later, indicating that she was finished eating.

Snape opened the cage, key and spell, and entered, taking the tray from her bed without even looking at her. He left the cage and placed the tray on a sideboard before
settling back into his chair.

Hermione basked a little in the illusory freedom of the open door, letting the sensation wash over her in waves. Such a small thing, but it was her favourite part of the day.



Though she could see Snape through the bars, having the door opened made her feel closer to him. Like she was a guest instead of a prisoner.

Her thoughts were ridiculous, she knew. And yet, they didn't want to be banished.

"Professor Snape, could you please read to me? My eyes are hurting again. | didn't give myself enough of a break yesterday, but I'd very much like to read with you."
It was a lie. Her eyes hadn't hurt since he'd switched the oil in the lamps.

He looked at her sceptically. She smiled back, trying to convey that she really did intend to be good. Snape must have believed her, for he sighed and began to read from
the beginning.

As he read, Hermione was lying on her back, looking up at the ceiling. It was stone, just like the floor. Just like the wall. Just like the heart of the man whose voice
destroyed her.

She had no concept of the amount of time that had passed. She was listening with half an ear, enough to get an idea of what was happening so that she could converse
with him when he finished. It wouldn't do to ignore what he was saying completely, for if he knew she wasn't absorbing it, no doubt he'd stop reading to her altogether, and
then she'd really be lost.

But she went into a strange headspace where she couldn't even feel the bed beneath her. It was like his voice was cradling her, carrying her. She was floating along in the
blackness on a wave of Snape's words. When she closed her eyes, words danced before them, pulsing in tandem with the highs and lows of his voice. She could almost
taste them, taste them as they left his mouth and fluttered into hers, bonding them together through language.

Her arousal was a mere side effect to everything else that was happening to her. There was no sight, no sound but for his voice, no smell, no taste, no touch. There was
only Snape, enveloping her, keeping her safe and cocooned, not letting anything in, not letting anyone out.

But Hermione's blissful reverie was shattered by two loud cracks. Gasping, she sat up, looking around for the source of the noise.
Snape put his book down quickly, his face white and expression blank.

He spared Hermione one single glance before he left the room, closing the wooden door behind him. She heard him tramp up the stairs, but she could hear nothing else.

The cracks had sounded like Apparition. There were Death Eaters in the houseright now. They might come down here and find her. Snape wouldn't be able to protect her
because to do so would be to give away his cover.

She might be tortured and killed right in front of him, right in this cell. She might be taken away and given to Voldemort as an enticement to make Harry come to him.

Flashes of torture scenes from her worst nightmares blinked in front of her eyes. Hermione didn't know how much torture she would be able to bear...she had a moderate
threshold for pain and a stubbornness that was unmatched...but eventually, she would succumb to the pain and tell Voldemort everything. And the minute she did, he
would know they knew about the Horcruxes, and he would make more. And all their work would be for nothing. They would lose the war.

Hermione had moved without having realised it. She was standing before the open door of her cage. It was the first time she'd stood there, so close to freedom. It was
strange to see the other half of the room without the bars marring her vision. She wondered what Snape looked like without bars superimposed over his face. Which was
stupid, because she'd seen him without them for six years at school, not to mention the few times he'd come inside the cell. But she'd never stared at him like she did
through the bars.

She hated the bars.

Feeling sick to her stomach, Hermione took a step forward. She was now standing directly in the doorway to her cell. Not quite out. If Snape came back right now, she
might not be in too much trouble.

Hermione took another step.

She was out. She was free! She was outside of her cage for the first time in seven weeks. She could run, she could leave right now! She could hide in another part of the
house and wait for the Death Eaters to leave, and when Snape came back to check on her, she'd run up the stairs and out of his house. Forget the traps he'd set for her,

she knew, she just knew she'd be able to make it out.

Hermione began to shake and tremble. Her hands felt slick and clammy, and her eyesight was blurred with tears. Her breath was short and her lungs didn't seem to be
able to draw sufficient oxygen. She was dizzy. She let out a hoarse sob, horrified at the noise. She clamped her hands over her mouth. Snape would be so angry if she
made a noise. She couldn't make a noise, not now.

Hermione fell to her knees, ignoring the angry collision with the stone floor. She could still run... there was still hope. Desperately, she looked behind her to the cell. It
looked different from the outside. She'd never seen it from anywhere but within. It looked even smaller than it had from her perspective, and she hated Snape for a moment
for forcing her to stay there, but making her feel so sick and wrong, just for wanting to leave. It was completely normal to hate her captor! She shouldn't feel desire at the
sound of his voice; she shouldn't be desperate for his cock when he kept her in captivity!

But how could she knew which of her feelings were real and which were wrong?

Snape's chair was right there. It probably smelled like him, especially at the headrest where his greasy hair always rested. It probably even felt greasy. She wanted to walk
toward it and find out, sit in his chair and run her fingers over the arm where his hands had clenched as he'd watched her masturbate.

She shuffled a few inches toward it, but she just couldn't go any farther. She needed the cell to stay within reach. She needed to have the option, to be able to touch the
bars and make sure she was still here. In Snape came back, and he saw her outside the cage, maybe it wouldn't be so bad if she stayed close to the cell.

But as much as she didn't want to leave, she just couldn't make herself go back inside. If she did, it meant that she made a choice, a choice to stay captive, to allow Snape
to control and rule her. She'd never be able to forgive herself if she turned and crawled back into her cell like a beaten animal. She wasn't beaten.

Hermione lay down on the floor, curling up into a foetal position, holding her knees as tightly as possible to her chest. With one hand, she touched the door of the cell
where it was swung open into the room. With the other hand, she covered her mouth to muffle her sobs until she simply couldn't breathe any longer.

"Miss Granger!"

Hermione heard the voice, that hated, loved voice, but she couldn't move. She wished she was back in the cell. She was safe there. Here outside the bars, she was
nothing; she was floating free, trying to grab hold but slipping, always slipping.

Hands were touching her. She wanted to arch into the touches but she was too stiff, too cold. Fingers were prying hers off the icy cell bar. The room was freezing again,
and it made Hermione think of the time before, before the room had become warm and Snape had started fucking her with his voice.

Those same fingers were moving over her face, brushing her hair away. She was dimly aware that her eyes were open, but her mind didn't process anything that was
happening in front of them.



A hand rested on her neck, too fully to simply be checking for a pulse, and she was sure Snape didn't think she wadead.

Suddenly her body was being hauled into an embrace that was so warm and encompassing, she wanted to stay within it forever. She might have even said so, but she
couldn't hear her own voice. Her arms wanted to go around his neck, but they were unwilling to obey the orders her brain was trying to send, so all she could do remain still
and hope that he never put her down.

But nothing Hermione hoped was coming true these days. Snape brought her back into the cell, and the moment she passed the bars, almost like a tangible switch being
flicked, her body relaxed and her mind settled. Her sight came into focus, and she stared at Snape for a long moment before he very gently deposited her onto her bed.
She'd never known him to be gentle, not with words or actions. Except that time with the healing potions, but other than that, Snape had never been truly kind.

She wondered what sort of person it made her to love him anyway.

Snape very carefully pulled the blankets over her. She was alone for a few interminable minutes, but she took the time to look out the open cage door, hoping she never
had to see it open again. The freedom wasn't just an illusion; it was impossible. She vowed to never ask Snape to open the door again.

He came back with potions and a tall glass of water. She sneered at the glass. That wasn't her glass. She looked up at Snape with pleading eyes and gestured toward her
own water glass, which was sitting on her desk. He started blankly for a moment before getting up to retrieve it, tapping it to fill it.

She let him feed her potion after potion. The room grew warmer, while the potions warmed her inside, as well. She felt safe. She could close her eyes.
Snape made her drink the water, and she did it to make him happy. Only he didn't look very happy.

He left the cage and locked the door behind him. Hermione felt much better. She snuggled deep into the covers.

The only thing she regretted was that she hadn't had the guts to go to his chair and sit in it, smell him in it, just that once.

For she knew she'd never get another chance, and that didn't hurt nearly as much as it should.
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Chapter 8 of 17
Hermione wakes up in a cell, held captive by none other than her former professor, Severus Snape. She’s scared,

alone, and confused about her feelings for her unwilling captor. How can she know what is real and what isn’t when he
won't tell her anything?

Chapter Eight
Day 54

| feel like I've been sleeping so long that days could have passed without me knowing it. Snape could have knocked me out for a week with all those potions and | wouldn't
know the difference.

All I am is what he tells me.

It's strange to be forced to define myself by the parameters of another person's existence. If Snape doesn't exist, neither do I. If Snape ceases to exists, so will I. It's
inevitable, unavoidable, and yet somehow comforting. There are no expectations, no judgements made on me. There are only me and these bars and without these bars
there is no me.

I haven't decided how | feel about my pathetic escape attempt. | am, apparently, a willing victim. Even though | hadn't though of escape in so many words in quite some
time, there was always that underlying idea that | would, of course, get out, be free. But if | can't even make it past the fucking door to the room, how can | ever expect to go
home?

I even asked Snape if there's some sort of compulsion spell on the bars that would make me feel weak and panicked if | tried to pass through. He almost looked sad when
he told me there was nothing like that.

I don't know what to think anymore. | don't know if | can think. Who am 1? Where am 1?7 Besides the obvious, Snape's dungeon, where am | in conjunction to everyone else
in the universe? Am | less of a person because | exist to only one man? Are people more real according to the amount of people who know them?

| am Schrédinger’s cat. | am neither dead nor alive. | am both. | am nothing. | am in a box. | don't exist outside the box because there is no outside the box. There is only
the box.

There is no box.

When Snape came in and began to read, Hermione didn't try to pretend, try to hide what she was doing. She threw the coverlet off herself and plunged her hand into her
Eg{nies. Her other hand went to tease her nipple, snaking under the tank top she was wearing. Her clothes weren't meant to be seductive; the room was just ridiculously
Snape started at her with undisguised incredulity. Hermione stared back, challenging him. She quirked an eyebrow in the same way she'd seen him do a thousand times.
He looked torn between raging at her and letting his eyes slide down the length of her body to where her fingers were very, very slowly moving over her clit.

Apparently not one to be predictable, Snape began to read out loud.

Hermione sighed in relief, thankful that she would have this pleasure amid all the turmoil that was roiling her thoughts. She closed her eyes and let the melodic tones take

her away. Rather than going into subspace on his voice, Hermione focused on each and every word, making sure she heard the story. She'd never be able to read it again
without getting wet...just another facet of her conditioning. Snape probably didn't even realise how much he was training her to be an obedient reading and wanking



machine.

But then again, judging by the way his mouth seemed to be fucking the words rather than simply forming them, maybe he did have an idea. He was speaking even lower
than usual, so soft that it was like an actual caress.

It had become harder and harder to get off without him at least watching her. She almost couldn't do it by herself any longer. She'd get closer and closer to that point, but it
would remain elusive, and it took more and more stimulation, mental and physical, to get that desperately needed release.

But now, with his voice like hands on her body, and the knowledge that whenever he stopped reading for a moment, it was because he was watching her, Hermione felt
that peak approach her more quickly than it usually did. It wouldn't take much more, she knew, just another few minutes of him talking, reading to her, another few minutes
of her hands dancing so knowledgeably around her body, and she would be free, soaring so high for a few blissful moments, never wanting to come down.

But Snape had capitulated so easily this time, it was true. Maybe he wanted to help her. Maybe he wanted to make her feel good.
Maybe he wished it were his hands instead of his words pressing into her flesh.

Hermione watched him avidly, his mouth taking shape and forming around words that before had had no meaning other than that which they represented. But with him
speaking, the words were so much more. They were sex.

Hermione moaned as Snape's voice dropped another decibel, forcing her to strain just to hear, to bring him into herself. If she could bear to move, she'd stand against the
bars and rub herself all over them as he watched, letting the cold metal stain her heated flesh, rubbing her clit all over the steel, his eyes heavy on her body, until she fell.
Maybe he would come up to the bars and touch her, her cheek, her throat, her waist, her pussy. She knew his hands would make her scream.

Her heels digging into the bed, her fingers pumping fiercely, Hermione reached for the memory, the time he'd told her to come. She shaped the words in her head, creating
the tone and texture from what he was saying now. Her toes curled, and she tossed her head back to let out a primal scream of climax...

Snape stopped reading.

Hermione shrieked with frustration, her orgasm dying as quickly as it had risen. She launched herself out of the bed and at the bars, gripping them high above her head as
she pleaded.

"Please, Professor Snape, why did you stop? Just one more word... or you can tell me to come like last time! That wasn't so bad, was it? It's not like you're touching me,
though if you wanted to, I'd like that."

Snape was staring at her, his face almost frighteningly blank. She slid to her knees and reached her hands through the bars in supplication. She'd have kissed his robes if
they'd been near enough.

"Why are you doing this, Miss Granger?"

Hermione moaned. Her body was still throbbing with denied orgasm, her head dizzy, her fingertips twitching. She could smell herself on the hand she was reaching out to
him.

"Because you wouldn't finish!" she cried, lips parted and air straggled in past her parched tongue.

"l meant, why are you acting so wantonly? I've never known you to be so reckless."

Hermione couldn't bear it any longer. He dared to call her reckless, when she couldn't even leave the damned cell?He'd made her this way! He'd done this to her!
"Can you see me?" she demanded, mind racing with connections that didn't quite make sense.

"l can see you, Miss Granger," Snape confirmed, looking puzzled.

"Can you touch me?"

"l don't think that would be wise..."

"That's not what | asked! | didn't ask you to touch me!lCan you touch me?"

Snape looked at her, considering his words. "l am physically able to touch you, yes. Are you doubting your tangibility ?"

Hermione snorted. "Who wouldn't? If no one knows I'm here, I'm not really here, am 17"

"I know you're here."

"But who are you? Nothing. Nobody. | only exist because of you, and when you're dead, I'll be dead whether I've actually died or not!"
Snape sighed and stood, pacing a little, just beyond her reach. "Now is hardly the time for an existential crisis, Miss Granger."
Hermione laughed mirthlessly. "No? When is the time? Can you schedule it in between feedings and readings?"

Snape didn't pause in his pacing. "And what would you have me do?"

"Touch me!" Hermione screamed, slapping a bar and not even cringing at the sharp pain that followed. "Make me real!"

"Even if | do touch you, you still only exist for me," Snape reasoned, though she could see he was thinking very deeply.

"So I'll exist for you, at least that's something. At least I'll exist at all, Professor Snape. This is nothing but an unending dream, I'm sure of it. Maybe I'm in a coma
somewhere, or maybe I'm dead. But I'm not real. I'm not here."

Hermione could feel tears slicking her cheeks, and she angrily rubbed them away. Pressing her cheek against the bars, she watched Snape walked back and forth, seven
paces, spin, seven paces, spin.

"I cannot help you," Snape said, and he even sounded a little disturbed at that.

"You don't want to," she corrected.

And now it was Snape who laughed without joy. "You have no idea..."

"Tell me," she demanded. "If | have no idea, if I'm so clueless, tell me. Show me how wrong | am, how silly, how foolish. But just... come in here and say it to me."

Snape's steps slowed, and he glanced at her. "l can open the cell door."



"No!" Hermione gasped, jumping to her feet. Anything but that. The cell door being open was alie.

"Why not?"

"Because it's like... a picture of a pipe is not a pipe, you know? An open door is not freedom. I'd rather have the door be closed and not have to face my own cowardice."
Snape paused. "You are not a coward."

"l could have run. | might have escaped.”

"You wouldn't have escaped. The Death Eaters who'd stopped in would have killed you without a second thought. | might have been forced to kill you. You never would
have escaped.”

"But | wouldn't be here," she whispered. "l wouldn't be trapped."”

"Miss Granger," Snape said, and it sounded like pleading. "l don't know what you expect..."

"Nothing." She shook her head sadly. "I miss it. Being touched. You never think about how many people a day touch you, in greeting, in excitement, carelessly, casually.
To never have that again... it means I'm not real. We are who we are based on other people. If they don't hear you, see you, touch you, you aren't there." Hermione
swallowed. "I'm not really here. That's why you won't do it. Because you know it's true."

"It isn't true!" Snape snapped, stepping closer to the cell. "l can see and hear you."

"lllusions," she said. "Like the open door. | could pass right through these bars if | were brave enough, I'm sure of it."

"No," Snape denied. "You couldn't. You are not an apparition, you are real, alive."

"How do you know?" she demanded.

"Because |..." Snape broke off with a snarl. "Because you'reright there! For Merlin's sake, you're right there."

"You're a wizard, Professor Snape. Tell me you've never conjured something that wasn't there before. Tell me you've never glamoured something or transfigured
something. Maybe I'm nothing but a matchstick, or a thimble."

"You are trying my patience, girl!"" Snape said, voice rising.

"Good!" she laughed. "Some reaction is better than none at alll" And then she was laughing harder, not finding it the least bit strange than her lips tasted of salt and
wetness was smeared all over her cheeks. She dashed the tears away, but they were replaced, and Hermione laughed harder, clutching her stomach and she doubled
over. Then all of a sudden it wasn't funny anymore, and great, wracking sobs tore through her body, making the laugher seem like a tickle in comparison to the sting of
what she was feeling now.

"Enough," Snape said, taking a half-step forward before hesitating.
And then Hermione was screaming at the top of her lungs, and it feligood to make such a racket, it feltgood to be heard, even if she wasn't saying anything.

"That's enough!" Snape shouted, his features twisting when Hermione turned to look at him. But she couldn't spare a second's thought for his discomfort at her hysteria,
because she was much too happy letting herself go.

Another strident scream echoed off the stone walls in the room, and Hermione wondered if it were possible to rupture a Silencing Spell.
Then Snape was at her cell door, thrusting the key into the lock, and Hermione's pussy really shouldn't have contracted at that sight, but she was helpless, and it did.
She watched his lips form the spell to the door, and she sat motionlessly as he opened the door.

Seeing it open made her stomach clench, but he wasn't expecting her to leave, so maybe it wasn't so bad. Snape stepped into the room, and Hermione stopped making
any noise at all.

Snape inside her cell made the room seem much smaller. His tall, imposing presence made her feel two feet tall in his Potions class again, trying her hardest and getting
nowhere.

"Please," she whispered, but even she didn't know exactly for what she was asking.
Snape did, though.

He stalked toward and grabbed her upper arm in an impossible grip. She only noticed how cold she was when the heat of his hand spread over her arm like a fire. It felt like
he was branding her.

"See?" he hissed, shaking her. "l can touch you. You are real. Now, | have hacenough..."

Hermione threw herself against him, wrapped her arms around his neck, and pressed her lips against his. His entire being was frozen, unyielding, but Hermione kissed him
anyway, uncaring. He wanted it, she knew; why else would he always watch her, and even verbally participate, when she got herself off?

Snape's lips were thin, his mouth wide, and there was absolutely no way, even under pressure of her tongue, that she could make him open to her. So she just pressed her
body against his, hips rolling, trying to get that beautiful friction. He was hard. Maybe he didn't like her kisses, but he certainly seemed to be enjoying the contact.

She broke the kiss for a split second to inhale, and Snape went into action. Using his grip on her arm, her tossed her against the bars of the cell, the metal jarring her body,
sure to leave bruises. Snape followed her and pinned her there, his entire body holding her in place. Hermione panted as shockwaves of pain and desire flitted through her,
making her feel twitchy, eager to escape and yet wanting to stay in place.

"Does this feel real?" Snape demanded before his mouth crashed onto hers. Hermione gasped, stealing his breath as he punished her, for there could be no other word for
it. His body was as unforgiving as the bars behind her; her back was icy cold from being exposed and pressed against the bars, but her front was on fire, the heat of Snape
scorching her even through his multiple layers of clothing.

Now that he was ruling the kiss, Hermione let herself become lost in it. All of Hermione's other kisses had been soft lips and silky tongues, but Snape was all teeth and
anger and retribution. One hand bruised her arm while the other held her jaw in place, as if she'd wanted to escape.

Her mouth opened to him, Snape took advantage, and that was more like the man she knew. His tongue slid in beside hers, taking from her, but giving back more than
he'd probably appreciate. He tasted every inch of her mouth, exploring her carefully and leaving nothing untouched. Hermione could only tilt her head back and accept the

ravishment, her body flowing with renewed desire as it remembered that it was this man who'd caused her orgasm to get away.

When Hermione lifted her hand to touch Snape softly, softly, on the side of his neck, the instant her fingers made contact, his kiss gentled. Suddenly, his mouth was



coaxing a reaction instead of demanding one. Hermione responded just as eagerly, accepting whatever touch he deigned to give her. She hadn't felt so alive in all the time
she'd been here, and the horrible tenseness that had settled in her stomach after she'd tried to escape and found herself unable shifted into something more manageable.

Pressing herself against his hardness, Hermione wanted more. She took that hand that was cutting off the circulation to her arm, encouraging it to let her go. Snape snarled
a little into the kiss, and Hermione had the impression of dealing with some sort of wild animal, a lion, and she was merely the prey, expendable but still desirable.

However, his fingers did loosen. Hermione took his hand and placed it between her thighs. His hand was cool and soothed her fiery flesh, but Snape froze all over, pulling
back from the kiss.

"Please," she said, aware that she begged him a lot more than she liked. "What's the difference if it's your voice or your touch? It'gou, it's always you."

Snape looked torn, staring down at his hand, touching her skin but only just. Neither moved as Snape exhaled harshly, his eyebrows drawn together. Hermione could feel
her pussy throbbing in reaction to having his hand so close, and her hips twitched a little, beyond her accord, to entice him.

After an eternity seemed to have passed, Snape's fingers touched her panties, stroking lightly, barely more than a tickle. Hermione watched his face, but he gave nothing
away. After a moment, her eyes fell closed as he began to touch her more firmly. She spread her legs a little, arching into the touch. He already thought her completely
wanton, so why not meet his expectations?

"Feels so good," she whispered, pulling his face down for another kiss. She was almost surprised that he let her, but then his mouth was moving on hers and she no
longer cared about his motivations.

She wanted his fingers inside her knickers, inside her, but he was only pressing them into her folds, running the slick fabric over her clit. The stimulation was almost too
much, but his fingers were gentle and sure, sliding between her lips and rubbing.

Moaning into his mouth and deepening the kiss, Hermione's hips circled and rolled, wishing there was something inside her to fill her. But she didn't dare ask, in case he
stopped this as he had done with his reading not long ago.

Snape's mouth moved to her shoulder, mouthing the skin and nipping it. He was worrying it with his teeth, but instead of distracting her, the additional touch made her
desperate for more.

And then he was biting her in earnest, and Hermione thrust into his hand, bracing it with her own and forcing him harder against herself. She came with a shout, right
beside his ear, but he didn't reprimand her.

Her body wanted to slump to the floor with the excess of emotion and sensation flooding her, but Snape kept her pinned against the bars with his body. He was breathing
evenly, but his entire body was stiff.

All at once he pulled away, and Hermione staggered forward, having lost her grounding agent. He stared at her for a long moment, and Hermione did nothing but stare
back, wanting him to say something to make her think he wasn't going to pretend this hadn't happened. Even if she knew that was too much to ask, it wasn't too much to
hope for.

"That was a mistake," he spat, turning to leave her cell. Hermione reached out to grab his sleeve, but it slid through his fingers as he left through the open door, locking it
once, twice, and turning to face her again. "You have to control yourself better, Miss Granger. | am not made of stone. Your behaviour puts us both in danger. | doubt Mr.
Potter would be pleased to learn his efforts were for naught because his friend couldn't keep her hormones in control."

And with a swirl of robes that, at any other time, would have made Hermione flush with desire, he left the room, the heavy wooden door resounding as it hit the doorjamb.

Hermione slumped to her bed and fell face first onto the covers. She cried, less hysterically than befo