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She was light branded by darkness. She was innocence. She was his melancholy
whore.
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She was light branded by darkness. She was innocence. She was his melancholy whore.
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She thinks his thin lips would scorch her, burn and blister her fuller ones. How could they not with the venom that drips off his tongue at the slightest provocation? She
questions why she is even here before him. Her vaunted courage is evaporating with every passing second under his obsidian stare. She cannot will herself to meet his
gaze for fear he will pierce to the depths of her very soul.

His measured, even drawing of breath is in stark contrast to her shallow gasping, her heart thrumming a tattoo of beats... dum dum dum.

Swallowing is difficult for her cottoned mouth, lips part, no sound.

Threads of blood trickle in slow, steady streams, crisscrossing through unclenching fingers before plopping, pooling, on the cold, stone floor.

He steps closer; she recoils, eyes focusing on black, dragon hide boots.

“Get. Up."
TBC
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She was light tainted by darkness. She was innocence. She was his melancholy whore.

A/N: | don't own anything, that right belongs to JKR. I'm just a fan who likes to take her characters out once in a while to play. Like to give a huge thanks to my rockstar beta,
SeveruslLovesUs.

Chapter One

“That was not a request, Miss Granger. Get. Up.” The Potions master’s harsh, velvet growl brooked no room for argument. Hermione unclenched her hands, wiping the
excess blood on the front of her school robe, and on unsteady legs, she pushed herself up from the hard stone floor. Her balance faltered slightly from the loss of blood as
her knees threatened to buckle from underneath. Blindly, Hermione grasped at the tabletop of the closest workstation to keep steady, her hold weak as the flow of her
crimson life force made the polished desk too slick to get a firm handle on.

The taciturn man scrutinized his pupil’s progress to remain upright and on her feet. Her robe, smeared with blood, hung heavy on her fragile frame. Severus took in her
bushy haired locks matted to her scalp as the ends hung limply past her shoulders.

“Tell me,” he hissed.
Caramel colored eyes snapped to his then back down to the floor as Hermione shook her head in the negative.

“Tell me,” Severus repeated, stalking closer to the trembling sixth-year prefect. She could feel his warm breath ghosting past her slightly bent head, smelling of lemon and
Earl Grey. Hermione knew that if she opened her mouth to inhale, she would be able to taste him. Taste the acid that was threatening to erupt from his lips marred by his
perpetual sneer.

Taking in a deep breath, a whimper escaped her as Hermione was assailed by the heady odor of ink, parchment, burnt myrrh, lemon, stale Earl Grey tea, and an aroma
that was warm and spicy, inviting, tickling her nose. She leaned in as rough, calloused, spidery fingers seized her chin in a firm grip, forcing her face to look up to his.

“Tell me,” he ordered, patience on the brink of snapping as he wrenched her closer to him, causing Hermione to bodily crash into him, her arms flailing, palms pushing
against his chest, soiling the crisp white linen of his dress shirt red with small handprints. His arms wrapped around her trying to regain their equilibrium.

A mournful cry ripped from her throat, “N—no,” she sobbed and flinched in Severus’ vice-like clutch. His hooked nose nuzzled Hermione’s sweat-soaked locks, tongue
flicking out to trace the shell of her ear.

“Tell me... Hermione,” the Potions master purred, causing the student in his arms to shiver.

“I—I can't... please don't...” she pleaded, sagging against his lean form. Frustrated by her impudence, Severus disentangled himself from the wayward girl, paying no heed
to the sticky smudges of coagulated blood that caked his fingers.

“Strip.” The order falling from his lips in a guttural snarl, Severus studied her hands partially cloaked by her robe. It appeared as if the blood flow had stemmed and begun
the process of clotting. Wand in hand, he muttered, “Tergeo.”

A shriek of agony was ripped from Hermione as she doubled over, landing on all fours, her face briefly making contact with the blood-splattered grey stone. Her soul-
wrenching wail of pain echoing off the walls of the deserted Potions classroom as the smell of singed flesh wafted through the room.

“En—" Hermione convulsed. “N—n—no mag... magic,” she ground out before falling under the sweet enchantment of unconsciousness.

Chapter One, Part I
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She was engulfed by darkness. She was innocence. She was his melancholy whore.

A/N: See Chapter One for standard disclaimer, a huge and heartfelt thanks to my wonderful beta SeverusLovesUs, and to everyone who has reviewed my little story, thank
you so much. Just a friendly heads up to my readers: this chapter is dark, and some might find it disturbing.

I've heard it said that even though unconscious, the subconscious is alert and cognizant of one’s surroundings and goings on. Is that the reason I'm standing here, no
breath escaping my lips, watching you watching me, in a perverse charade of voyeurism? Perhaps I'm an apparition or for the moment, existing on some astral plane; this
is Hogwarts after all. The sardonic thought crosses my mind as a smirk graces my lips.

You're looking down your nose at me, and I'm frozen to the spot, watching in rapt fascination as you stoop down to rest on your haunches. You loom over me like death
before gently turning me so that | might rest on my back. Your spidery fingers attached to calloused, rough, bruising hands start for my body again. | gasp, crying, “No!” For
the briefest of moments, you hesitate.

“Merlin above, please don’t let him.” My mouth moves, but no words spill forth, hoping the gods above hear my plea. Apparently, my prayer has fallen upon deaf ears; your
hands continue their macabre journey to uncover the mysteries of my flesh. Slowly, and with delicate precision that could only come from years of preparing potions
ingredients, you strip away my layers. My robe, sullied, is discarded, tossed away along with my sense of well-being. | feel the blood thrumming in my ears, my heart stuck
in my throat.

I'm amused that you ignore my hands, injured and bloody, the reason you gave me a detention in the first place. Instead, your hawkish gaze cuts to my chest. One by one
the little, pearl-like buttons are undone. Your breath quickens with each peak of flesh your greedy eyes steal. | step closer, unable to turn away from the scene in front of
me. | screw my eyes closed as you heft me into a sitting position, your hands fiddling and unclasping the hook of my bra on the second try. | exhale, my eyes creeping open



as you slide each strap down my unresisting arms. It too is tossed aside like some twisted version of “She loves me... She loves me not...” Am | a daisy to be plucked?

You lay me back down upon the cold dungeon floor, fingers caressing a pattern, beginning under my right breast, dipping down to my navel, and leaving a trail of
gooseflesh as your journey continues from my navel to the vee between my breasts. Fingers walk down my abdomen; you stop in your ministrations, your head bending
down, lips touching mine.

“I'm sorry,” you breathe against my parted mouth as your fingers glide upward, stopping at my left breast.

I laugh, mirthless though it may be. You're sorry? You don’t have the right. Anger wells up within me, my cheeks growing warm.
“Miss Granger.” You hang your head, hand resting on my thigh, the other stroking my hair.

“Hermione.” The moan is so soft, your voice so deep and rich—I strain to hear.

I turn away. | can’t bear the sight any longer. | cover my ears as the noises descend upon me. The grunts, slurs—they won’t go away. Shaking my head back and forth, |
pull on my hair, trying to quell the unease of my mind.

Muggle-born.
Whore.
Mudblood.
Gryffindor.

Epitaphs rising in a cacophony of sound, whirling, swirling, getting jumbled—Muggle, whore, Mudblood. Bile steadily rising, coating the back of my throat, voices drowning
out, dying in a hush, but one remains... hers... nasally, high-pitched, and as saccharine-sweet as butterbeer.

“STOP!” My voice hoarse as memories flood unbidden and unrelenting in their quest to destroy my psyche. The pain etches deeper, carving itself into my skin like the ‘W’
left behind by that fucking quill charmed especially for me.

W, twenty-third letter in the alphabet. Whore, five letters, me.
'My cross to bear' she called it—my scarlet letter.

My vision blurs, I'm falling, darkness.

She blinks; a feeling of warmth floods her system; familiar, gentle fingers do not cease their caressing, his hand inching upward with every stroke, even as she stirs.

“Now you know,” she states matter-of-factly, eyes closed, unwilling to move, her bearings regained. Hermione lifts a hand, flesh burnt, blistered, oozing sickly yellow puss.
“Don’t,” she gasps, “hurts.” She stills his hand with her own. He nods, unable to speak as he dumbly stares down at their entwined hands.

TBC

A/N: Ten points to anyone who can figure out who the "she" is Hermione refers to.

Chapter Two

Chapter 4 of 25

She was light entranced by darkness. She was innocence. She was his melancholy whore.

A/N: Rockstar thanks to SeverusLovesUs, my wonderful beta. Readers please heed the warnings as Severus is no angel.

Chapter Two

He roughly pushed himself away from her; a blind seething rage welled up within the Potions master as he gazed at the small, prone form, partially clothed and
haphazardly sprawled before him. He would kill her; he would steal the last wretched breath from her body and watch with glee as the last moments of her life were ripped
from her. He would smile a terrible crooked smile when her eyes would begin to dim, fading into vacant, glassy-eyed nothingness, one breath expelled before being
overtaken by the cold, black embrace of the veil.

Murder was not a foreign notion to Severus Snape. Dozens of unfortunate souls had perished at his hands over the past seventeen years. Some had been merciful, the
smothering of a child no more than five while she slept; if he concentrated he could still feel the nicks and pricks of small teeth upon his palm, trying to bite their way to
freedom, to life. Her pathetic attempts at self-preservation were made in vain. There was ever only one way the scenario ended. Years later he learned her name was
Amelia Feberstocklen. Little Amelia didn’t even have the strength to break through the roughened skin before succumbing to asphyxiation. Others he had taken pleasure in,
the occasional Knockturn Alley whore who knew too much and in Chaucer, a pederast, who lasted seventy-two hours, a record. Snape assumed after the castration he
would have begged for a swift demise.

Hour after hour, Chaucer had screamed, pleaded for mercy; inch by inch, pink flesh was severed from bone. Blood and bits of fat and muscle tissue splattered the front of
his frock coat. It was a heady feeling; Snape had become aroused. It was always the same, to know the life of another was in his hands. High on the thrill and rush of



adrenaline, he had climaxed as Chaucer’s whimpers began to die, shuddering forcefully, the placket of his trousers sticky and wet with semen. That was the only murder in
which Snape found sexual gratification. He preferred to lose himself in the warm and willing cunt.

His eyes unfocused, lost in memories, Severus pondered the triviality of life and how it could easily be snatched away; like birth, death was the other facet of the spectrum.
He often wondered what final thoughts passed through his victims’ minds: were they reminiscing about a happy childhood memory, why this was happening to them, or
perhaps what they had eaten that afternoon for lunch? He wondered, but did not particularly care; he shrugged.

Breath held, her tawny eyes watched, waited.

He had taken lives, bade to by cold manipulative masters, both believing the better angels were on their side; if so where was the fabled Lucifer? For hadn’t that been
Satan’s greatest achievement, convincing the world he didn’t exist? A humorless chuckle bubbled from his throat. If he wanted to find evil, he need not look farther than his
own reflection. Snape murdered, he enjoyed it, their labored breathing, pants, puffs of air, wheezing, choking on phlegm—silence. He found peace in the act, a calmness
he had not attained from the other aspects of his life.

He relished the feel of a blade as it buried itself to the hilt in the cavity of an abdomen. The slink as thick skin, sinew muscle, and dense bone were pierced; the tearing of
flesh as the blade jaggedly descended downward, innards spilling, flopping out through the peek-a-boo slit left behind as the knife was retracted. The way his hand fit
around the column of a slender neck, knowing a bit of pressure and a swift jerk in the wrong direction would cause it to snap. Or that if he positioned himself correctly,
weight pinning down a resistant quarry with a hand covering the neck right below the jaw, in a mere four minutes he could choke the life from someone.

Severus didn’t hear Hermione call his name, didn’t see her until she knelt before him apparently unconcerned with her nudity as her robe and shirt were still where he had
tossed them.

“Severus,” she whispered, fearful she might startle him from his thoughts, causing him to strike out. He blinked, his jaw twitched, and he stared ahead as if looking through
her.

“Your bleeding has stopped,” he stated, his voice rusty.

She nodded. “Yes.”

TBC
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Done; will send yes letter and validate today.
Chapter Three

Hermione shivered, the cool, damp air of the dungeons hardening her nipples. She crossed her arms over her chest, careful not to rub against her deformity. Severus
pushed himself up from the ground, his knee joints popping. Without a word, he strode over to his dais, picked up his discarded robe, and tossed it to her. She caught it
deftly and slid it on. It dwarfed her as she wrapped herself in the black, woolen fabric and buried her nose in the collar, inhaling his masculine scent.

“Thank you.” She smiled.

“You’re most welcome,” he purred.

He looked at her, his nose detecting the faint musk of her menstrual flow as he took in a breath. He released it slowly, her femininity was tangy, bitter, and he wanted to
savor her essence, taste it on his tongue, coppery, red, thick.

His desire was roused, the evidence tenting his black trousers as he stood before her.

Her cheeks flushed, eyes drawn to the bulge straining to be set free. A shudder of wantonness swept through her body. Hermione clamped her thighs together, desperate
to ease the ache that welled within.

“Please,” she moaned, tongue darting out to moisten dry lips, teeth worrying her bottom lip, plumping it.

He reached out his hand; centimeters from her face it hovered, drawing against her warmth. Her head lolled to the side, eyes closed. “Ughh,” she groaned. “Professor...”
She rubbed her thighs together, the friction wonderful, worth the pain.

Snape internalized her features, the furrow of her brow, the way her lips parted just so, white teeth plucking chapped lips, breasts rising and falling in rhythm with each
heaving gasp for air. He knew he was on the precipice; his hand snaked down his lithe form to stroke his clothes-hampered erection.

Harder, faster, his palm itching with every burning stroke against the coarse wool. A cry of pain stilled his movements; the haze of lust that had engulfed him began to ebb
away. Hermione was hunched over, hands on knees. She had orgasmed, turned on by the sight of him masturbating.

“Fine. I'm fine,” she panted, not looking up, the cauterized flesh unstitching, blood flowing anew. Taking a moment to regain her composure, she knew the flow would stop
momentarily; the bleeding never lasted long when she came without physically arousing herself.

“You're still on your menstrual cycle,” Snape stated, a note of disapproval in his dulcet tone. Hermione nodded in the affirmative.

“Tell me, Miss Granger, what do you know of theFidelitous Fealty?” he asked, eyebrow quirked. “Or better yet, of Delores Umbridge?” He uttered the name with such
malice, the very thought of the toad-like woman repugnant to his sensibilities.

She gasped, taken aback. “What | know | can’t say, sir.” The words rolled off her tongue with forced ease.

His eyes widened slightly, the only crack on his expressionless face. A chink in his impassive armor. Like a rubber band wound too tight, he snapped.



“Fucking oath!” he spat, spittle flying from his mouth. He picked up a half empty jar of dittany from his essay-covered desk and flung it against the wall, shattering it into
innumerable shards.

She didn’t move, transfixed by his display of controlled rage. Hermione had only ever witnessed this level of anger and unrestraint once before, three years ago in the
Shrieking Shack with Sirius.

Sev—no—Snape, he was Snape now, pacing, one measured step after another, a sharp pivot, step, step, stride, pivot. Softly he expelled grumbles of profanity, uttered
with every rotation. He was magnificent to behold: grace, stealth, an economy of motion, never wasted; he was purpose personified with any and everything he undertook.

If he had been wearing his robe, it would billow behind him. She bit down hard on her lip to tamp down giggles that were sure to erupt; she would not wound him with silly
schoolgirl emotions.

“For is not lust the burden of innocence

Virtue tainted by the sins of the flesh

Love fleeting, a notion, carnal and sordid.”

He was gone, no longer with her, but she dared not to interrupt him.

“O! Temptress be thy meek

Embrace thine body as one

Indulge in the fantasies of mortals.”

Her heart fluttered a cadence, his voice rising timbre with each stanza.

“Be now sullied and wounded,

Melancholy and wretched,

Be thine whore.”

Snape’s movements ceased; black pools ablaze with emotion, he looked up at her.
“O! Temptress be thy faithful... Eyes closed, he was a broken man.

Hermione sniffed and swallowed back a sob. “Faithful shall she perish, never to know original sin, she finished for him.
“I didn’t know you read Muggle poetry.”

“I am a half-blood, Miss Granger.”

“I know but—"

“Besides, is it not apropos?” He sneered and turned sharply from her, muttering, “A chuisle mo chroi,” as he stepped in between the work stations, weaving a path to the
small book case nestled between the wall and his desk.

“I didn’t mean...” Hermione fidgeted, abashed by his harsh tone.

Fingers glided over aged tomes before settling on a dusty, worn, leather-bound, Dark Arts volume. Hermione’s inquisitiveness got the better of her as she edged closer to
Severus.

“Curiosity killed the lioness,” he drawled.

Snape cleared his throat and squared his shoulders. Hermione knew this pose she had seen everyday for the past six years; he was in lecture mode.

“The Fidelitous Fealty or Curse of the Virgin Blood's earliest use was recorded in 918 A.D. and had been created and first cast by Humperdink Nunry (859-989 A.D.) as a
preventative measure to ensure his daughter’s virtue remained intact. Nunry believed when his daughter, Isabella, befell of the curse of woman, she would turn to the sins
of the flesh.

Nunry, destitute, sold his daughter into an arranged marriage by providing an untouched, child bride. The Fidelitous Fealty removes the pleasure aspect of sexual congress
and replaces it with unbounded pain and the mark of the Whore, a “W” magically carved into the breast should those cursed with the Fideliltous Fealty seek to engage in
carnality outside the marital bed or in fornication.”

Severus let his voice trail off as he slipped the marker in place and handed the book to Hermione.

“Miss Granger, | want you to read the tome and prepare two feet on the curse.”

She nodded, eager to have an assignment, something to preoccupy her mind. A smirk flitted, upturning Severus’ lips.
“Ever the little know-it-all, | see.” Hermione grinned outright.

“Yes, sir... Thank you, Severus.”

He inclined his head in acknowledgment, thoughts turning black, turning to death, to Umbridge.

A/N: Shout out to my beta,, SeverusLovesUs. The poem Snape recites is my original work. The Fideltious Fealty as well as anything unrecognizable to JKR are my
creations and original works, and last but not least the Irish quote Severus says, "A chuisle mo chroi," translates roughly to "O, pulse of my heart."
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Chapter Four

Hermione was ensconced in her favorite nook of the library, the sill of a picture window between the aisle shelving books on Care of Magical Creatures and the Restricted
Section. She had been poring over her essay since her confrontation with Professor Snape; the ferocity of his wrath excited her even as he had grabbed her, invading her
personal space. His grip had been bruising; the pain of the curse coupled with his physical roughness kindled her sexual yearning for him. Afterward, Severus had been
gentle. He always was in private, and the thought of him brought a small smile to her lips. She lifted her gauze-covered hand and gingerly caressed the imprints of fingers,
black and purple, through the thickness of her spare school robe and jumper.

With a heavy sigh, she turned back to her essay, four feet already completed. She skimmed through, proof-reading her work, making sure all key points were touched
upon:

"Mind over matter, pain versus pleasure, a Paviovian response to condition virgins, children, barely weaned from their mother's breast, to associate the act of sexual
intercourse as a dirty, foul activity and be forced into passivity and fidelity by domineering husbands for the sake of producing progeny.

The curse when properly cast would lie dormant in the victim until she reached the age of puberty or experienced sexual arousal by another who had not cast the curse or
for whom she was promised through an unbreakable betrothal. Self-gratification, or the act of masturbation, induces physical manifestations of the curse. Tell-tale signs
include:

1. Stigmatic blood flow from the hands
2. Unbearable pain, second only to the Crucio
3. The Mark of the Whore, a "W" carved into the breast of the offender, etching deeper in flesh with each assignation

During the period of ovulation and menstruation when the chance of conception and impregnation is highest, and when it is believed that a woman's sexual appetite is at a
frenzied point, the curse fully active and can only be assuaged through sexual congress with the accursed's spouse. If the woman is not yet married or denies her body,
she will bear the effects of the Fidelitious Fealty without relief until the end of her cycle. The pain women undertook was so excruciating that they took their own lives; such
was the case of Isabella Fitzgerber, nee Nunry. Thus, women were subjugated to the desires of their lecherous husbands, becoming nothing more than sexual slaves and
vessels for offspring.

Hermione rubbed her tired eyes, calling to mind how this all started. It was halfway through her fifth year, and an Order meeting was being held at number twelve,
Grimmauld Place to discuss the disarray of Hogwarts under Professor Umbridge's tenure and the prophetic visions Harry had been having about He-Who-Must-Not-Be-
Named. Bored with the game of Exploding Snap Ginny and Ron were playing, Hermione made her way to the study; it was always a comfort to curl in front of the fire with a
good book. The door was cracked; a muffled voice could be heard on the other side; she inched forward.

"... kissed the bastard's robes." It was Mad-Eye Moody. Hermione moved closer to the ajar door, attempting to discern the topic of discussion. The old hinges creaked; she
flinched. "Sorry," she began, pushing the door open to reveal herself as she tentatively stepped into the study.

"l didn't think anyone would still be up at this hour."

Mad-Eye was leaning against the mantle, his roving eye focused on her. "Never you mind, Granger." His voice gruff like sandpaper on wood, "Constant vigilance," the old
Auror harrumphed as he brushed past, leaving the room and her alone, or so she thought.

Out of the corner of her eye, hidden amongst the shadows, Hermione registered the slightest movement.

"Ah, Miss Granger, never one for subtlety, | see." The velvet richness of his voice washed over her like a warm embrace.

"Professor Snape," she acknowledged with a blush from being caught eavesdropping. He pushed himself away from the wall and slithered towards her. It was easy to see
how this man was a spy: he exuded cunning, confidence, and if she scratched enough to get below the fagade he constructed, she was sure he would bleed raw,

intangible power. He was control, and something was bound to give.

Silence engulfed the room; it was stifling, and the roaring fire did nothing to quell the heat rising off her body. His calculating eyes hadn't moved from her face. It was like
he was waiting, expecting something; he unnerved her.

"Are you going to stare at me all night like a codfish, Miss Granger, or is there something you wanted, girl?" Exasperation colored his words.

Hermione hadn't even realized she was staring and closed her mouth, her gaze turning to the fire in front of her.

"He shouldn't..." she breathed softly, words lost in the crackle of the flames.

"Speak up, Miss Granger. | cannot hear you!" Snape barked, with each word drawing closer to his prey.

She took an involuntary step back towards the door. "You...you..." she stammered,

frightened, "deserve respect.”

"What we deserve and what we are afforded are two entirely different things, Miss Granger." Without another word, he excused himself from the study.

Later that night, alone in her room, she played over the events of the incident in the study with Professor Snape. He had frightened her, but fear was the farthest emotion
from what she felt. Her center throbbed, dull at first, a mild hum, but with each thought of sallow man, the feeling intensified. With a shaky hand, Hermione timidly touched
herself, fingers sneaking below her nightshirt and under the elastic of her knickers to rest on the dark thatch of curly, coarse hair. Her hand was stationary for minutes,
unsure of her next move. Her fingers crept lower, making contact with her labia. The skin warm, she gasped at the sensation. A gentle stroke, her breathing quickened; she
tingled. Experimentally, she pinched herself. Her hips jerked upward, lip worried between her teeth. She did it again. Dampness touched her fingers. Hermione stilled,
swallowing against the lump that had formed in her throat.

Breath held and heart racing, she eased her index finger in, slowly, carefully, back arching, trying to accommodate the unfamiliar feel of her internal muscles clamping

down on her digit. Nervousness warred with exhilaration; her body felt tight. The awareness of her body all-consuming, tentatively, she wriggled her finger, groaning loudly
as every nerve ending seemed to awaken. Hermione wriggled her finger again, harder this time, pushing upward, deeper into herself; she cringed at the stab of pain.



Seemingly at an impasse, she gradually began to remove her finger; the tingle came back.

"Oh." Her eyes widened, surprised as her legs parted, knees bending up, tucking close to her body. She pushed in again and withdrew, in and out, in and out... a constant
erratic rhythm.

"Gods!" Her eyes shut tight, she felt oxygen leaving her, gasping, drawing in lungful after lungful. She was quivering, desperate to quell an undeniable need that was
evading her grasp with every pump of her hand. She stroked faster, her skin clammy from sweat, prickly with gooseflesh. A pounding of blood surged within her, guttural
cries tore from her throat, her body tensed, and her free hand wrapped itself in her bushy mane, tugging in tandem. So close, so close. Jerking hard, hair was pulled out by
the roots, strands clumped in the clenched fist. The pain pushing her over the edge, she released warmth...gushing out, seeping, dripping in thick rivets down her thighs.

Her body limp, weighted down, heavy, the only sounds in the darkened room were the inhalation of breath and pounding of her heart. Hermione was sticky; the thin, cotton
shirt clung to her wet form. She was hot, unbearably so; she nudged the down quilt off her body. Gingerly, she eased her finger from within; it too was sticky, coated in
white, viscous come. She brought the hand to her face and sniffed; the scent was damp and musky, not at all unpleasant. Her tongue darted out, licking the tepid remnants
of her arousal. There was no taste, in her opinion, more texture than anything else.

She wasn't sure how long her mind had wandered, but she knew it must have been a bit of time as a kink had developed in her back. She shifted, standing up, working out
the sore. That had been the first time she had ever fantasized about anyone in a sexual nature, let alone the most reviled professor at Hogwarts. The second time had
been in the prefects’ bathroom after hours, when Umbridge, on rounds, had caught her post-coital. Hermione had put up a Silencing Charm so as not to be heard, but in
her haste to pleasure herself to images of the surly Potions master, she forgot to ward the door. The harridan deducted forty points from Gryffindor for behavior unbecoming
a prefect and assigned her a detention. Lines with that bloody quill.

With a heavy sigh, Hermione turned her focus back toward her assignment:

"Though, the Fidelitious Fealty is considered a curse unto which only the most skilled of wizards would dare to undertake as it inhibits the magic of the witch for whom it is
cast upon by preventing her magical signature from safeguarding against the threat immersed in her veins. The curse, like a Muggle virus, acts as a repellant to all magicks
used for the purposes of health and healing.

Witches have been known to cast the Fidelitious Fealty, but do so at great risk to their own magical signature as the curse is feminine in nature. That being said, a conduit
must be used if a witch is to properly cast the spell without depleting her own essence.

With a yawn, Hermione scanned the rest of her essay and the conclusion.

"... In 1883 A.D. the Fidelitious Fealty was informally banned by the wizarding world at large, seen as a weapon for internment. Still the archaic practice of marital servitude
and bondage can still be found in remote wizarding villages in Southeast Asia, the Republic of Congo, and rural parts of the United States of America."

"Finished, are we?"

Hermione nearly jumped out of her skin. When had he entered the library?

"Only just, Professor.” One hand clutched her parchment, the other her chest.

"Good." He nodded.

"Professor Snape."

"Yes, Miss Granger?" He watched as she gathered her belongings, each placed with care in her rucksack.
"What are you going to do?" The question had been on her mind since yesterday afternoon.

"You needn't worry about such trivial matters, Miss Granger. Off to the Great Hall with you." He dismissed her with a wave of his hand, but there was coldness that
permeated from every pore of his body.

She reached out her hand, longing to touch him. "May | see you after dinner?"

"You may." He acquiesced.

A/N: The Fidelitious Fealty and anything else not belonging to JKR are of my own imagination and creation. Big thanks to my beta SLU for her tireless effort.
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She was light surrounded by darkness. She was innocence. She was his melancholy whore.

The Great Hall was engulfed in a cacophony of excited chirps and chatter as students from each House eagerly shared their plans for the Hogsmeade trip that was to be
held the next day. Hermione tuned out the din as she focused on her cold and congealed mashed potatoes, pushing the hardened mush from side to side. She hadn't
touched a bite; her stomach roiled at the very thought. Sighing heavily, she covertly scanned the High Table, her eyes briefly falling on Snape before turning back to her
Housemates.

"It's a shame you can't go tomorrow."

She continued to stare at her plate.

"Hermione, | said it's a shame you can't go tomorrow." The voice got louder, disturbing the withdrawn girl from her thoughts.

"What?" she muttered absently. "Sorry, Gin. What were you saying?"



"You okay, 'Mione?" The brown eyes of the youngest Weasley were etched with concern.

Hermione shrugged noncommittally, her fork diving into one pile of potatoes and spooning it onto the other she had constructed on her plate.
"Ruffy gip avtetntion,” Ron garbled. Food smacked loudly and sputtered out on the dishes before him and on Hermione's robes.

Repulsed, Hermione pulled a face at the boy sitting in front of her as she wiped her robe clean with a napkin.

"God, Ron! Swallow before speaking," she snapped. "Disgusting.” She spat, pushing her plate away.

After taking a deep swallow of pumpkin juice, the boy began again, "Ruddy git gave you detention." Hermione suppressed a growl.

"I botched the potion. | deserve detention,” she ground out, her anger mounting at having to hash out this discussion once again.

Hurt flashed in the redhead's eyes. "She's gone bloody mental, she has." He gulped, looking towards Harry wide-eyed for verification of his claim.

"Hermione, it wasn't your fault the knife slipped and you cut your hand. The bat's just looking for an excuse to punish Gryffindors," the Boy-Who-Lived chimed in, coming to
his friend's defense, cutting daggers at the dark wizard seated next to Dumbledore.

Hazel eyes softened, Harry, ever the protector. "I'm going to the library."

"Again? You were there all afternoon," Ginny piped up.

"I'm still working on my essay for Professor Snape."

"You and your bloody books."

"Go bugger yourself, Ron." Her face becoming drawn, pale.

Ginny gasped as she watched her bushy-haired friend push herself away from the table and stalk out of the hall.

Dark eyes obscured by lank locks trailed the fleeing Gryffindor.

"Ow! What the bloody hell, Gin!" Ron rubbed his shin.

"Prat!" his sister snipped and deftly kicked him again.

"What I'd do?" He shrugged, confused.

Harry shook his head; sometimes Ron was clueless.

"You hurt her feelings," the girl said, assuming the cause for her friend's hasty departure.

"Women! Can't win, | tell you," he bemoaned. "Neville, mate, pass the potatoes.”

Hermione briskly bounded down the halls, aggravated; it did not help that blood was starting to seep through the gauze covering her hands. "Blo..."

Vision blurred, Hermione staggered into the stone wall, trying to maintain some semblance of balance. Cramps seized her abdomen; it felt as if fire was singeing through
her veins, threatening to incinerate her from the inside out. She trudged against the wall; Moaning Myrtle's loo was in the distance, if she could just remain upright. Nails dug
into the grey stone, inching her stumbling form forward; slashes of blood marred the rough stone in her wake.

A gut-wrenching yowl broke from her constricted vocal cords, and she dropped to the ground. "Pleas... ple... pl..." Over and over, drag, rest, pull up, drag, crawl.

"Tergeo."Blood vanished from the wall and the runner where the girl lay sprawled, convulsions wracking her already trembling body.

The form, swathed in black, bent down and scooped up the girl, cradling her against his chest to muffle her cries. Disillusioned, long legs made haste to the safety and
solitude of the dungeons.

Whispered words and coos offered little comfort to the girl who thrashed in his arms. Snape nearly dropped her on the landing to his office, his breathing labored. "Almost
there, Miss Granger. Hold on."

Wandlessly, he dismantled the wards and heaved himself and his burden through the opened door before shouldering it closed. Ending his Disillusionment Charm on the
both of them, he gently laid Hermione upon the floor and turned to his door, casting a Silencing Charm and erecting the wards.

The pain intensified, rifling through her weak body. "Please," she cried again to no one in particular. Snape dropped to his knees, resuming his hold of Miss Granger; never
had he felt so helpless.

"Shh, it will be alright." A fucking lie and he knew it. What little dinner he ate was threatening to come up. Severus conjured a damp cloth and mopped her brow, futile in his
attempts to still her form and quiet down her discomfiture. Her hands, a bloody mess, were tearing at her robe; a rattling caught his attention. He helped her out of the
garment; a plastic, orange bottle clattered to the floor, rolling away from the couple.

Extending his leg while still keeping a firm hold on Hermione, he nudged the bottle towards him, plucking it from the floor as it came within his reach. The bottle was from
the chemist; only a few pills remained. The prescription made out to Eugene Granger for Percoset, he recognized the medication as being a Muggle painkiller. Popping the
cap using his thumb and forefinger, he dumped the little white tablets into his palm. Hermione's mouth opened on reflex, like a baby bird waiting for nourishment from its
mother. He placed one pill in her mouth, which she readily swallowed. She nipped at his fingers, begging for another pill, and hesitantly, he gave into her demand.

Convulsions still seized her body as she welcomed the undertow of unconsciousness. Severus was thankful for the reprieve; she needed rest no matter how it came to her.
He checked her pulse and vitals; they were returning to normal. He exhaled and scooted against the wall of his classroom, shifting to find a comfortable position for
Hermione and himself.

Two hours later, and she had only moved once, and that had been to burrow closer to him. She was clutching the front of his teaching robes in her sleep. His legs were past
the point of numbness. He was careful not to jostle about too much, but the loss of circulation was causing his calves to cramp. Shifting her to rest more on his left side, he
wriggled his right leg, hissing at the tingling pain as sensation began to return. After a few moments, he did the same with the other.

"Mmmm." Hermione twisted, face burying deeper into that wonderful scent. Unconcerned with itchiness, she rubbed her cheek against the woolen fabric. She shifted again,
eyes slowing, fluttering open. She yawned.

"Hello." She smiled sleepily, looking up into her Potions master's face.
"Sleep well?"

She nodded.



"Feeling better?"

"Much."

Yawing again, she stretched and lethargically pushed herself away from Snape and off the floor. He followed suit.

"Tea?"

"Hot cocoa?"

He nodded and gestured for her to enter his office. Once inside, he warded the door and cast another Silencing Charm; he did not want them disturbed.
He conjured a tea service for himself and a mug of hot chocolate for Hermione.

"Thank you." She blew on the beverage, taking a sip.

"You are welcome," he said, stirring a teaspoon of sugar into his cup of Earl Grey and adding a slice of lemon.

"Are you experiencing any lingering effects from the curse?"

"Not at the moment. The Percoset is doing a smashing job at alleviating my symptoms."

"l would say so." There was an edge to his tone as he handed her back the near-empty bottle.

"You've no refills left."

"l only take the pills when | need them; | just happen to need more of them on my menses."

"They are addictive, Hermione," he warned, taking a swallow of his cooling tea.

"l know," she admitted, "but it's the only way | know of to circumvent some of the effects of the curse. If | can't use magical means, I'll rely on Muggle methods."
"Fifteen points to Gryffindor for cleverness and a well-researched essay."

She smiled.

"I particularly enjoyed the pages regarding the implications of forced incestuous relationships between fathers who cast the curse upon their daughters, though those cases
only numbered a small percentage of the total number of women affected.”

"Still, 0.8 percent is disconcerting nonetheless, though | found if the curse was cast through familial bonds, it was done so out of greed.”

He nodded, pleased with her observations and quick mind.

Encouraged by his praise, she continued, "What | find most interesting though, is that theFidelitious Fealty is able to distinguish between sexual and non-sexual touch or
emotion."

"Go on." He was enjoying their discourse.

"It all boils down to the intention of the one who casts it. For example, if a male family member casts it to gain monetary wealth from an arranged marriage, as in Nunry's
case, then the sexual touch of any male other than the one to whom the woman is to be bonded will exacerbate the curse. Non-offensive, physical gestures of friendship,
familial ties, or say bumping into a man in Diagon Alley have no bearing on the curse."

"Very astute." What could be called a smile tugged at the corners of his mouth.

"If a husband were to cast the curse, any touch of a man who is outside the bloodline triggers an almost instantaneous reaction." Pausing for a moment, Hermione took a
drink of her cocoa.

"And if it were a woman who cast the Fidelitious Fealty?" he ventured.

"Women tended to cast the curse on their husband's mistresses, ending any relationships outside of marriage. Then there were women who did so out of petty jealousy,
which would render the woman a eunuch, for sexual touch from any man is an impossibility."

"Look at me, Hermione." Severus moved a hand under her chin and lifted her face to his. "Physical intimacy should only be one facet of a relationship, not its entire
existence."

She shrugged away from him. "I know that, but | can't even share a kiss, feel a caress, become a mother... Moments in life that are taken for granted | can never
experience." Hermione wiped away a few errant tears.

"It is getting late." The clock behind his desk read quarter to nine.

"The library will be closing soon; best get back to the tower before anyone comes looking." With a resigned huff, she grabbed her robe from the back of the chair and
waited as he dismantled the wards for her.

"Tomorrow, noon?"
"Noon," he confirmed as he walked with her out of his office and into his classroom.
"Goodnight, Professor."

"Goodnight, Miss Granger."

A/N: SLU my wonderful beta kicks butt. | would also like to thank everyone that has reviewed my story, it means so much to me.
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He was Darkness touched by light. He was tainted. He was a broken man.

A/N: Readers please heed my warnings, this chapter is exteremly dark. My darkest yet, so much so that it unsettled me to write it. Murder is dealt with in this chapter, as
well as faith/religion (Catholicism), and having a crisis of faith. If anyone has an issue with these topics, please skip this chapter and read my other author's notes at the
end of the chapter. Thank You, CordyAngelSeer.

Chapter Six

Sleep was evasive. It was not as if Snape needed more than a few hours on any given night, but he despised the feeling of restlessness that consumed him as he tossed
and turned. Realizing that no rest would come this night, he plodded out of bed and into his living quarters. The fire needed to be stoked. Long strides carried him to his
reading chair and butler where a bottle of aged firewhisky awaited him. He decanted a snifter and downed the shot in one gulp before collapsing boneless into his worn
wingback.

He set the glass down and threw his head back, eyes closed. He was so fucking tired. He could feel it in his bones: weariness, begging for resolution. He didn't know when
it had happened, but eyes green that once haunted his every conscious and subconscious thought had lightened into orbs of hazel tinged with the faintest specks of
amber. Eyes that were warm and inviting, honest, void of ulterior motive.

She was his innocence.

"Mo Anam," he breathed in toast, taking another shot.

The thaw had just settled upon Hogwarts. It was a late bloom this year; the weathered floorboards creaked with every step. Ivory keys yellowed with antiquity were caked
with dull, listless, grey dust. He came here to contemplate his misspent youth. This place was the catalyst that drove him further into the thrall of the Dark Arts. Decrepit,
and some would say beyond repair, the Shrieking Shack represented a festering pit of blackness, haunted by ghosts and sins of the past.

Snape took in a lungful of air, stale and tinged with the flavor of sawdust and cobwebs; he exhaled slowly. His fix of nostalgia, like a smoker craving his nicotine, he
welcomed the bitterness and regret.

His nose twitched; sniff, faint... The scent of blossoms. He sniffed again. Cherry blossoms.

"No!" he gasped.

Memories of auburn hair and emerald eyes. Lily, his sweet Lily, who smelled of spring and sunshine, of cherry blossoms. Lily, who was now bone and earth, decayed.
"Lily," he rasped, tears leaking from ducts he had believed no longer worked.

Floorboards creaked, wand at the ready. "Who is there?" he growled, hex on his lips.

"Professor Snape?"

Snape relaxed a fraction. It was Hermione Granger, her Muggle jeans coated in a layer of filth. The girl looked as if she'd been crying, if her damp cheeks and puffy eyes
were any indication.

"Miss Granger, why, may | ask, is a fifth-year prefect in this abysmal hovel instead of attending to her duties?" His eyebrow arched, awaiting her answer.
"I came here to think, sir." She looked down, embarrassed that her professor had happened upon her during a private moment.

"l like being alone, Professor. | embrace my solitude.”

Snape was shaken by her response; so young and yet she spoke as if she had resigned herself to defeat and bore its burden with apathy.

His gut clenched.

Snape poured another shot. He remembered that day well; her eyes enervated, she had given up.

"Miss Granger?" The Potions master was out of his element; emotional students were not his forte. He took a tentative step toward her.

"You miss her," the Gryffindor stated matter-of-factly.

Black eyes narrowed. "Forty points for speaking of matters which are none of your concern.” Venom dripped, his tone matching his eyes.

With the courage of the lion and of housemates who had come before, Hermione brazenly reached out and firmly grasped his forearm where the dark mark lay covered by
layers of linen and wool.

"Miss Granger!" He pulled away, but she held firm. "Remove yourself from my person this instant, or you shall..."

"You're a good man, Professor." She released him, removing herself from his personal sphere, her legs hitting against the back of an overturned chair. A cloud of dust and
dander erupted, causing student and teacher to sneeze.

"Do not presume to know me, Miss Granger. And please spare me the task of listening to you prattle on with meaningless platitudes."
Hermione shrugged, unfazed by his verbal throttling. "Yes, Professor Snape.”

His eyes followed as she left the shack, not once looking back.

It was in that moment that Snape vowed to himself that he would see no harm come to the slip of a girl who had touched him, had uncovered his soul not yet completely
decimated by the whims of madmen.

His fourth shot dropped to the carpeted floor. The burn; he was being summoned. Deliberate steps carried his lissome form to the mahogany chest of drawers in his bed
chamber. Silver mask was removed from its velvet casing as robes austere in nature with the coloring of midnight were slung over his shoulders. Warding his room, he



vanished into the labyrinth that was the dungeon sub-chambers. Feet followed paths traveled hundreds of times. On hands and knees, he scraped through the last tunnel,

pushing himself upward and out of the rotted, hollowed out tree trunk, his entrance in and out of the castle when summoned, and into the cool night. A quick Scourgify saw
his robes free of muck and debris.

Legs hurriedly carried him to the edge of the Forbidden Forest where he Apparated with a sharpcrack!

"My Lord." Head bowed, Snape prostrated himself in front of his lord and crept forward to kiss the hem of ruby robes.
"Risssse, Sssseverusss, and join your brothers," the Dark Lord hissed.

Snape melted into the ranks, taking his place between Lucius Malfoy and Bellatrix Lestrange.

"My loyal followers, what news have you?" Slitted eyes surveyed the mass of black-robed figures. Snape stepped forward, eyes locked onto his lord's, opening his mind to
the inevitable infiltration.

"Dumbledore, my Lord, is growing weaker by the day. In his infirm state, his tongue has become loose. The fool fears death, fears Potter will lose."

He felt the mental gust of invasion as his lord silently entered his mind, rifling through images of the Potions master's last counsel with the headmaster speaking on
mortality and Potter's short-comings concerning non-verbal spells and on the boy's unease and inability to successfully cast an Unforgivable. Flashes of Dumbledore's
gnarled hand barely able to hold his tea cup and of the Golden Trio's disagreement at dinner were pulled to the forefront of Snape's mind. Snatches of the everyday were
laid open, essays being graded, detentions overseen. Scenes flickered forward, staged incidents of purposely botched healing draughts that laced the Old Fool's lemon
drops.

With a dull throb, he felt the tug as the Dark Lord withdrew from his mind. A feral grin crossed thin, scaled lips.

"You have done well, Severusss..." he hissed. "Dumbledore should do well to fear hisss demise. Lord Voldemort shall be victorious."

Snape stepped back into place among his brethren, a self-satisfied smirk hidden behind his mask.

"My Lord," Malfoy deferred, head bowed, "Fudge has been reticent regarding placing the initiatives of pedigree requirements for entrance to Hogwarts into place." Malfoy's
breath was held; the Dark Lord did not tolerate unfavorable news or its messengers.

Wand twirled idly between skeletal fingers. "Then might | suggest, Luciusss, you line his pockets with your Galleons," Voldemort hissed in reprimand.

Abashed, "Yes, my Lord," Malfoy slinked back next to his sister-in-law, grateful to have escaped theCrucio.

Nagini parted the crowd, slithering towards her reptilian master; the hisses and spits of Parseltongue were shared between familiar and wizard. Rubbing the massive
snake's head affectionately, the Dark Lord addressed his audience, "Nagini informs me that Pettigrew has supplied ample entertainment for tonight, my loyal followers."

A ruckus erupted, bloodthirsty, with Death Eaters keen to slate their lusts. The doors of the old Riddle Mansion's ballroom opened; Yaxley, Greyback, and Dolohov
emerged. A group of women and children, Muggles by the look of them, were struggling against the bonds of their captors.

Bellatrix licked her lips in anticipation. The cheers of Snape's fellow Death Eaters grew louder.

"Fenrir has a taste for young blood," Lucuis leaned over and whispered to Snape, nodding his head in indication to a girl no more than four, whose chubby, little fingers
clung to the skirts of a middle-aged woman, dazed, who kept repeating, "My baby."

Out of his peripheral vision, Snape saw the girl; she was unremarkable, one in a line of many, and like the rest, she would be dead by morning... if her body held out that
long.

Death Eaters had begun to section off, surveying their spoils for the night. Snape felt his stomach lurch; Greyback had claimed the little girl. There would be nothing left
come morning.

Bile rose in his throat; he Disapparated. At the edge of the Forbidden Forest, he tore his mask off the metal, scratching his cheek before he doubled over in a fit of dry
heaves. The women brought forth for entertainment at revels never fazed him; they were a means to an end, culmination. But, the children... Gagging, he wiped the spittle
from his mouth. Removing his Death Eater garb, he made his way back to the castle to give his report.

Severus did not utter a greeting as he entered the headmaster's office. "Fourteen Muggle women and nine Muggle children." His tone was clipped and to the point.

"Tea, Severus?" Dumbledore gestured to the tea service nestled between his desk and Fawkes' perch.

"No, thank you, Headmaster." Snape remained standing. He watched as the older wizard popped a lemon drop into his mouth.

"l must say, Severus, you have really outdone yourself with this latest batch." Dumbledore offered the bowl to his Potions master, who declined with a wave of his hand.
"Fudge is dragging his feet on the pureblood mandates. It appears Lucius is not the only wizard lining the Minister's pockets."

Dumbledore shrugged, not surprised. "Interesting," he wheezed out.

"The Ministry has seen fit to send Delores Umbridge and Yaxley to begin registering all Muggle-born students currently attending Hogwarts. Safety precautions they say."
Snape's heartbeat quickened. Outwardly, he remained impassive. "l believe the Nazis deemed such 'safety precautions' the Nuremburg Laws, Headmaster."

The irony was not lost on Snape; the Dark Lord incorporating the ideologies of racial superiority from a Muggle tyrant. He wondered if Riddle kept a well-worn, dog-eared
edition of Mien Kampf on his bookshelf.

"If that is all, Headmaster, | shall take my leave." Severus excused himself. His heart leapt with excitement; Umbridge would be returning to Hogwarts... A pity though, she
would not be leaving.

Alone in his rooms, a throaty, maniacal cackle reverberated throughout his chambers; he trembled with need.

With great care, he hung up his robes and polished his mask before replacing them in his chest of drawers. Inching the false shelf from the second drawer, he fingered the
bundle of green silk. Gingerly easing it from the hiding place, he unraveled the silk slowly, the swoosh of the material a siren's song to his ears.

The hilt of the blade was of heft, gilded and forged of Vermeil. He brought the cold metal of the blade to his palm and drew down. The twitch of pain arousing his pleasure
further, the need burned within him, begging to be sated.

Globules of red leaked through the line of broken flesh. Clenching his injured hand into a tight fist, he watched as blood spilt from between his fingers and onto the blade.

"Baptized in my blood, so shall | shed blood."



As he had done hours before, Snape made his journey to the Forbidden Forest and Apparated.

The streets of London were littered as Snape emerged from an alleyway, cloaked in shadows he called home. Eyes scanning the passersby.

A woman, small in stature, perhaps in her mid-fifties, ash-blonde hair grey with age, skin yellowed, wrinkled; fat hung from her midsection. He entered her mind; she
moved past him, cigarette butt flicked into the gutter. He waited, watched, slowed his heartbeat. He moved, stalking forward, keeping his distance, his step nonchalant, a
deliberate pace, unnoticed. A crowd had assembled at an intersection, waiting for the light to change.

He weaved his way through the throng; nicotine and rose oil offended his keen sense of smell.

The light changed.

Footfalls pounded payment; street crossed, she broke away. He melded into the dark of night. Oblivious of her predator, she continued. A street post lamp flickered, cars
parked, dilapidated flats lined narrow streets.

Startled eyes, wide, hand covering mouth, thwarting attempts to scream.
"Ssh." His breath warm, tickling her ear, he pressed himself against her, shifting his prey, drawing them into an alcove between the tenements.

"Mother is the name for God, on the lips and hearts of all children." Low tones whispered into her ear, "A mother should never lay her hand upon a child." He released her;
disillusioning himself, he left the alley, leaving the woman badly shaken.

He continued on his way, up the street and around the corner. St. Mary's Church called to him. Ending his charm, Severus entered, knowing the door would be unlocked.
Dipping his stained fingers into the holy water, he crossed himself.

His left hand clenched the onyx-beaded rosary in his pocket. It had belonged his grandmother, Clara Snape, nee Kiernan, who had immigrated to London with her older
sister when she was six years old to escape the violence after the Easter Rising of 1916.

St. Mary's was his boyhood church. Snape had longed for summers when he would stay with his grandmother. She was a kind and decent woman, nothing like his mother.
She was devout in her faith, a value she passed on to her grandson as they attended Mass daily. He walked up the aisle, genuflected, and eased into the pew.

With rosary in hand, he prayed.

Snape felt a hand rest on his shoulder. "Severus."
"Father," he said, not looking up.

The priest gave the man's shoulder a squeeze.
"Would you like me to hear your Confession?"
"Please."

Father Coates had been Severus' childhood confessor and remained so to this day. The elderly priest made his way to the confessional. Snape would follow in his own
time; he always did.

"Amen." Last bead prayed, he crossed himself and genuflected as he exited the pew.

He entered the confessional. "Bless me, Father, for | have sinned. It has been two weeks since my last confession."
"Go on, my son."

"I've taken another life, father... God help me, but | did..." It was the same confession for each life he was bade to take. Twenty-seven in total.
"Yes, my son, go on."

Severus remained silent, guilt eating away at his soul.

"Murder is a Mortal Sin."

"l know."

"Do you repent and ask His forgiveness?"

"l do."

Father Coates assigned Severus his act of Penance and Contrition.

"| absolve you from your sins in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit."

"Forgive me, Father," wand raised, "Obliviate."

He exited the confessional and ran from the church, Apparating back to the Forbidden Forest. The darkness was leaching into his soul, the Dark Mark... He was violently
ill. Falling to his knees, head thrown back, he cried.

"What do you want from me?" Sobs wracked his body. "Am | a wizard or a Muggle? Is this my punishment for a mistake made nearly twenty years ago?"

God above, help him, but had he known that taking the Dark Mark would mean the erosion of his soul, he never would have done it. Had he known that bearing Tom
Riddle's mark also meant allowing evil to course through his veins, he would have taken his life, for it would have meant others would still be alive. Men, women, and
children whose lives were ended by his hand because his Lord had commanded it of him.

He was to blame though; he knew it. Fault lay heavy on his shoulders, and he would not shrink from bearing a burden he brought upon himself. Miss Granger thought him
a good man. He was not a good man; he was man broken beyond repair.

"God, don't let my sickness touch Hermione... My love damned Lily... I...I can't harm Miss Granger."

A/N: To my beta, SeverusLovesUs, you are amazing for getting me through this chapter and encouraging me. | had my reservations about this chapter and its content, but
your words of praise and letting me know that this was a turning point for the story that needed to be told. | thank you so much :)

A/N: This version is a heavily editied version of what | originally intended to post, but had a change of heart. In the original version Snape kills the woman. | felt exceedingly



uncomfortable with Snape's actions and decided not to post it. Thank you for your understanding...CordyAngelSeer.

A/N: The lines Father Coates recites can be found at HYPERLINK "http://www.wikipedia.org/wiki/confession"

"Mo Anam" means "My Soul" in Gaelic. Also, | played with Severus' lineage and religious beliefs. | am Catholic, and this section of the story is not meant to been seen as a
mockery of faith or to bash, disrespect, or misrepresent religion. That is not my intention for writing this chapter, so please don't take it as such. | am merely trying to show a
crisis of faith and of conscience. Severus is a half-blood, so, what belief system do you adhere to when one is divided as such and following a madman, and how can you
reconcile, if at all? | also played a bit with the mythos of the Dark Mark, and by bearing it, you also bear the taint of Voldemort's evil. That is not to say Severus is absolved of
the heinous crimes he has committed; he is responsible for his actions, regardless of the Dark Mark or not. And Snape is trying to come to terms with this and his guilt.

A/N: The scene with Snape and the woman on the street is based on a scene from the film "The Crow"
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He was darkness clinging to light. He was tainted. He was a broken man

A/N: Dear readers the opening scene is a bit graphic but it is not what it seems.
Chapter Seven

The dark welcomed him, lulled him into a quiet ease, like a mother crooning a lullaby to a disquieted toddler. Cloaked in shadows, steam hissed from sewer grates...thick
and heavy, clinging to him like a second skin.

He stalked his prey, unbeknownst to his victim; he relished his one-sided game of cat and mouse.

He brushed past her, long fingers caressing hers as he walked ahead, steps measured.

The fly was caught in the spider's web.

The alcove was dark and secluded, affording him discretion and privacy.

The blade of the knife caressed the meaty flesh of her throat.

Swiftly, he dragged the blade across; blood rained from her severed jugular.

Wet, wheezing, gurgling...he dropped her...fresh from the kiss of death, she flopped onto her stomach, body twitching to a halt, brain activity ceasing.

He woke with a start. Perspiration drenched the bedclothes. Heart hammering, he gasped for air. The acidic burn of bile scratched the back of his throat as he choked,
swallowing down the mucous. He winced as his esophagus constricted.

"A dream," he panted, trembling with anxiety.

Blood rushed in his ears; his vision blurred; Severus flung the bedding off of him. Swiping a hand across his brow, he eased himself out of the bed. Legs uncertain, he
clutched the nightstand for leverage.

"A dream," he repeated with forced conviction. On shaky legs, Severus apprehensively ventured to his bureau. Sliding back the false panel, he removed his blade, tugging
at the silk in a frantic attempt to verify the truth of his words.

Holding the hilt close to his face, he inspected the rust-tinted blade. Splatters of dry crimson kissed the silver, his own blood.
"A dream," he breathed, relieved that he had not spilt innocent blood, that he was able to hamper his bloodlust.

The clock above his mantle read quarter to five; in a few hours the dunderheaded-masses masquerading feebly as students would be waking. Eager greediness alighting
their eyes, wasting Knuts and Sickles not earned on frivolous, trivial trinkets. Snape's lip curled in disgust.

He had hated Hogsmeade weekends when he was a student, but he despised them even more so as a chaperone. What was there to enjoy when one was destitute? His
grandmother would offer him a spare shilling or two so he could have some pocket money, but he had always refused her. She had been a widow on a government
pension without a pound to spare and a stone's throw from public assistance.

"Hey, Snivellus."

Severus looked up, his lank, greasy locks, falling forward, obscuring his acne-pocked cheeks.

"What do you want, Black?" he hissed, hand on his wand. Ready.

His stomach growled loudly.

"Missed breakfast, Snivellus?" Black taunted, breaking into a raucous laughter with Potter

Embarrassed, he flushed pink.

"You know very well | did, Black." Severus, through clenched teeth, spat the name...a bitter profanity on his tongue.

The Mauraders had ambushed him coming out of the third floor lavatory. A deft Impedimenta issued by Potter had knocked him back, and tripping over his feet, he landed
with a hard thud on the ground. The Gryffindors chuckled in amusement at having bested him, save for Lupin who stood on the sidelines. Glee colored Black's eyes as he,
Potter, and Pettigrew warded the door to the loo, effectively locking Snape inside.



It had taken forty-five minutes to dismantle the wards they had erected and to do so while avoiding the jinxes and hexes Black, no doubt, had thrown in to torment him
further. By the time Severus had made it to the Great Hall, breakfast was over, and the students were filing out, preparing to leave for Hogsmeade.

Lupin placed a hand on Black's shoulder, "C'mon, Sirius."

"Having an attack of conscience, Lupin?" Snape sneered, eyes narrowed. "Silence makes cowards out of men." Snape looked down his nose at him. "But, you wouldn't
know anything about that, now would you, wolf?" The dig was below the belt, but he didn't care.

Resignation flashed in Lupins' eyes, his shoulders slumped, and he pulled Black back, trying to defuse a situation that was swiftly becoming volatile.

"James..." Lily grasped his hand in hers, tugging him away from the fray, not once sparing a glance in Severus' direction. Pettigrew, beady-eyed little rodent that he was,
was still egging Sirius on, eyes showing a lust for malice.

"Boys." There was an underlying tone of warning in the Scottish brogue.

"We were just leaving, Professor McGonagall," Remus offered as explanation.

"See that you do. | would hate to deduct points when Gryffindor is close to attaining the House Cup."

"Off with you, Snape." She dismissed the dark-haired boy.

"Yes, ma'am." He nodded, eyes trained on the gang of Gryffindors until they were out of sight, dipping into Honeydukes.
His stomach growled again.

Dejected, he trudged to the Three Broomsticks, the freshly fallen snow crunching under his boots. He slipped into a chair at a vacant table against the farthest wall, his
back pressed against the varnished wood paneling. From this vantage point he was able to observe the entrance and those coming to and from the loo. Book opened on
his lap, quill in hand, Snape continued his amendments to his Potions book.

A half hour into his revisions, the hunger pains began, cramping his abdomen. His concentration disturbed, he covertly surveyed the students. A group of Ravenclaws,
three tables down, threw a Galleon and a few Sickles on their table in payment. Patiently, he waited for them to gather their winter coats and down their last few sips of
butterbeer. Anticipation buzzed in his system.

Scanning the room, the patrons all appeared to be in their own worlds, conversations abounding, gossiping about Yule Ball dates. Inhaling deeply, Snape pushed himself
away from the wall and made his way to the empty table.

Bunched up paper napkins, empty mugs, a half-eaten basket of fried cod, and soggy, vinegar-drenched crisps littered the table.
Perspiration dampened his palms; tentatively, he reached for his prize.

A hand locked on his wrist. "Stealing, Mr. Snape? One hundred points from Slytherin. We will see what the headmaster has to say about this." Professor McGonagall
tutted.

"Professor, please... | wasn't..." Snape silenced his protests as he noticed the onlookers starting to huddle, taking in the scene.
"Come now, it is back to the castle for you."

Head lowered, he trailed behind McGonagall back to Hogwarts.

The headmaster was looking at him over his half-moon spectacles, the infamous twinkle in his azure eyes gone.

"Mr. Snape, this is the fourth time you've been sent to my office, and the school term is only two months in. Three times for fighting and now stealing. What do you have you
have to say for yourself?" Fingers steepled, he waited for his charge's response.

"l did not steal, Headmaster," he whispered, eyes and head downcast.

"Please pick your head up, Mr. Snape. | cannot hear you."

"l did not steal, Headmaster." He spoke firmly, black eyes meeting blue.

Dumbledore sighed heavily. "Please do not lie to me. Professor McGonagall caught you. Now, how about we try the truth this time, hmm...?"

Severus did not answer. He had only meant to take the discarded food. He'd had no money with which to purchase lunch and since he was forced to miss breakfast, had
been unable to eat. He would let the headmaster believe what he wanted; his precious Gryffindors could do no wrong. Potter was his Golden Boy, and Black merely
'horsed-around.’ Apparently, attempted murder didn't amount to anything, and why should it? He was, after all, a dark, mistrusted, and unpopular bastard of the House of
Slytherin.

"Very well then." Dumbledore stood up, pushing his chair away from his desk. "In addition to the loss of house points, you will write a letter of apology to the Three
Broomsticks in regards to your thievery, and you shall abstain from the evening meal. To steal money from the pocket of a man takes food from his mouth. You are
dismissed, Mr. Snape. Please return to your common room."

"Yes, Headmaster." Tears pricked the corners of his eyes.

Snape moved to his living quarters and gracelessly plunked himself down into his reading chair. A well-worn paperback of Crime and Punishmentsat on the end table,
leather bookmark holding his place.

With a wave of his hand, he conjured a glass of warm milk to ease the burn of the bile that was surely eating away at his esophagus.

"Miss Granger, my Sonia."
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Chapter Eight

"You are fifteen minutes early, Miss Granger," Snape commented, not looking up from the essay he was grading. A 'T" in red ink blotted the parchment as it slashed
through the abysmal work.

She was leaning against the doorframe, rucksack haphazardly shouldered, teetering on the invisible line between the corridor and his classroom. Lower lip secured
between her teeth.

"Either come in, or come back at noon, Miss Granger, but please do not darken my door with your indecision." Still not looking up from his paperwork, he moved on to the
next essay.

She hadn't moved. Teeth released her abused lip, red and slightly swollen from their assault.

He was in shirtsleeves, shoulders hunched and head bent low; fine black strands of hair slick from standing over cauldrons spilled forward brushing the edges of essays as
he furiously scribbled down corrections.

Hazel eyes, greedy with the initial stirrings of lust, drank in the sight of him. She bit down hard on her tongue, piercing the flesh as warm, thick, coppery blood flowed,
combining with saliva. She swallowed the metallic mixture, tamping down her wayward hormones for the moment. Hermione's desire peaked while on her menstrual flow.
She tended to isolate herself during that week of the month and would even forge through the pain of her curse and pleasure herself to lessen her sexual craving.

"In a bit of a snit are we, Professor?" With an eyebrow cocked, she sauntered into the room, closing the door behind her.

Snape cast a Silencing Charm, ensuring they would not be overheard.

"Your ability to state the obvious is astounding, Miss Granger."

Lips pursed in a pout, she moved to stand in front of his desk, rucksack still draped over her shoulder as she heaved it back into place.

"Petulance does not become you."

"That would be the pot calling the kettle black, sir."

"l am not ill-tempered, merely dour."

He straightened the piles of parchment on his desk, methodically organizing them by name, class, and House.

"Sarcasm: the poor man's wit."

"Misdirection. Really, | would expect more from you, Miss Granger, but, then again, Gryffindors lack the finesse for wordplay." A ghost of a smirk graced his lips as he
finally acknowledged her physical presence, his eyes meeting her face, giving her his undivided attention.

"Your face..." Concern colored her voice as she motioned to the welted, red scratch raised on his cheek.

His hand reached to his cheek, tracing the line marring his face. "It is nothing. | had forgotten it was even there." The subject was closed.
She nodded, itching to sooth the mark with her fingers.

"So..." She set her bag down and rolled her shoulder, working out the kink that had developed. "Should | continue cataloging your stores?"
"Please, have a seat." He gestured to the student workbench adjacent to his desk.

"Professor?" Worry crept into her voice; their light banter forgotten at his sudden formality, she was unnerved. Hermione moved to take her seat. Apprehension settled at
the pit of her stomach.

"Dolores Umbridge and Yaxley will be on grounds next week registering Muggle-borns as part of the pureblood mandates the Ministry has set into place under the guise of
protecting those in our society who are more apt to experience discrimination.”

Hermione gasped, shocked; she had as