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Chapter 1

Harry Potter had just been brought to Number Twelve, Grimmauld Place and it became painfully obvious to Albus Dumbledore that they would have to more aggressively
recruit new members to the Order. The current members were stretched too thin. After the meeting he pulled Kingsley Shacklebolt aside. "Have you found any more
candidates?"

Kingsley was a mid-level Auror and, as such, in the best position to recruit his fellow Aurors, though he had to do so discreetly given the Ministry's current stance on
Voldemort. "l have one, but I'm not sure that you'll want her."

"We need to gather all the loyal wizards and witches we can. Why would | turn her down?"

"It's Wendy Westin," Kingsley replied soberly.

"l see," Albus replied. He silently mulled this pronouncement. "And you are sure?"

"Positive. We were out on a case the other night and | brought it up in conversation. | don't think you would believe how much she hates the Death Eaters."
"I believe | do. Can you bring her to the next meeting? I'll interview her and we can decide from there."

"l can do that. | owe her a pint so she shouldn't get suspicious."

"Excellent. Anyone else?"



"Afraid not. It's hard to find anyone that works for the Ministry that's willing to say anything about You-Know-Who or the Death Eaters. Everyone is afraid they'll lose their
job."

Albus placed his hand on the other man's shoulder. "Do what you can, but don't draw undue attention to yourself."

"Don't worry about me. | know how to maintain a low profile." He paused a moment before continuing, "You do realize they aren't going to like her being one of us."
"They are adults and will realize the value of an ally. | was at that trial and | concur with your assessment,"” Albus replied. He knew they would be resistant to her presence
at first, but if Kingsley vouched for her, that was all the confirmation he needed.

"Hey, Wendy, you busy after work today?" Kingsley asked.

Wendy looked up from her overly neat desk. "Depends, what did you have in mind?" Kingsley had been trying to get her to go out with him for years, but she vehemently
held to her rule of not dating coworkers. Of course, that pretty much meant that she didn't date. Aurors were notoriously busy and the closer she got to forty, the less
attention she found she got from men. Not that she really minded that much. Relationships were messy and complicated and only got in the way of her doing her job.
"Well, | said | owed you a pint for saving me from that cockatrice, | thought I'd pay up tonight."

"As long as you realize it's just a pint. You aren't taking me out to dinner or anything," she said in a very well rehearsed tone.

"Oh, come on, it'd be fun." He gave her a winning smile.

"Have | mentioned you remind me of Lockhart when you do that?" she replied sarcastically. She was one of the few female wizards in the department that actually didn't
care for Lockhart. She had spoken with him on one occasion and thought he was a complete idiot.

The smile had abruptly dropped from his lips. "All right, just the pint. I'll swing by when I'm ready to go."

"Right, see you then, mate." She shook her head as Kingsley walked away. She'd give him that he was persistent, but she couldn't fathom why. He could have done much
better than her. Her plain, shoulder-length, brown hair was starting to go grey, she had completely unremarkable hazel eyes and that nice scar on her cheek from Timor
Leah's poison-tipped dagger. That was a low point of her Auror career she didn't want to dwell on. One pint and she would head home to go through the stack of mail that
had undoubtedly been piling up in her absence. After that she could enjoy her three days off before it all started again. Of course, that assumed there was no crisis.

At the end of the day, Kingsley stopped by her cubicle. "Ready to go?"

"Let me finish this one last memo." Once she was done, she sent it on its way.

As they were walking to the lift, he said, "I have a quick errand to run; I've got to drop something off at a friend's place. You don't mind stopping there on the way, do you?"
"Can't | just meet you at the Leaky Cauldron?" she asked. Going on errands was not something she preferred to do.

"l thought we'd give this new place that's come to my attention a go. | want to scope it out as a source of information.”

Since the lift was now at the Atrium, she replied, "Fine, let's just get this over with."

"l didn't think | was that bad company," he said defensively.

"It's not you. It's been a long couple of days and I'm looking forward to my time off."

"Oh, that's right, your off cycle is up, isn't it?"

"Yes, so I'd appreciate you telling me where we are going?" She was quickly losing patience.

"Grimmauld Place, you know where that is?"

As an Auror she was very well acquainted with London, but that was not the only reason she knew about Grimmauld Place. "Yes, | know where that is." Why were they
a(i)tiag there? The only wizards in that area had been the Blacks and that house had been closed for ages. Besides, they weren't the type of wizards Kingsley associated
"Meet you there," he said cheerfully and Disapparated.

Wendy was suddenly very suspicious and gripped her wand tightly before following. When she arrived she spun around scanning the area, looking for danger.

"Wendy, nothing's going to jump out and attack you," he reassured her.

"Fine, deliver your package and let's go."

He handed her a slip of parchment. "You need to read this first."

On it she saw "The headquarters of the Order of the Phoenix is located at 12 Grimmauld Place' She laughed at the irony of that statement and watched as the familiar
fagade of the Black home appeared. "How in Merlin's name did you ever get access to the house?"

"I'll explain later. Now let's get inside before we attract attention." He went to the door and rang the bell.

Through the door she could hear the familiar screech of Mrs. Black.

Molly Weasley threw open the door. "If I've told you once, I've told you a million times, don't ring that doorbell!"

"Sorry, Molly. Old habit," Kingsley replied repentantly.

"Come in, come in. Almost everyone is here. You must be Wendy. I'm Molly Weasley. Let me take you to the drawing room."

"Nice to meet you, Molly." She looked around and could see someone vaguely familiar adjusting a curtain that she presumed must be covering a portrait of Mrs. Black, but
she was being rushed up the stairs and didn't get a good look at him.

As they walked upstairs to the drawing room Molly muttered. "l tell them not to ring the bell since it sets her off, but no one remembers. They don't have to live with that
portrait screaming at them every day."

Wendy tried not to laugh. From what she had heard, Mrs. Black had done an excellent job having her personality captured in that portrait.

"Here you go, dear. See you downstairs in a little while."



Wendy found herself alone and looked around the drawing room. It looks like the new residents had done some cleaning. Most of the dark artifacts she remembered seeing
the last time she had been here were gone.

"Ah, Wendelin, so glad you could join us," came Albus' kindly voice from behind her.

"Professor Dumbledore, what an unexpected surprise to see you here, though | should have suspected you had something to do with this."
"Then am | to assume you have an idea of why you are here?" he asked.

"Based on the Fidelius Charm and the words on the parchment, | assume you are reorganizing the Order of the Phoenix."

"Excellent. Anything else?" he prompted.

"I'm guessing Kingsley's recommended me for membership."

"He has. He speaks very highly of you."

"I'm not sure you want me. A lot of people are going to question my background. And while we're on the subject of background, how did you get in the house? Only a Black
could have gotten in here?" She was beginning to get a funny suspicion about the whole situation.

"l have never held anyone's background against them. | was at the trial and can vouch for your reaction. Besides, you were never accused of anything, because you didn't
do anything wrong. If | place my trust in you, so will the others.

"You know what we are fighting against. Every person on our side is a step closer to victory. Kingsley has told me your feelings on Death Eaters and Voldemort. This is an
opportunity for you to make a difference since the Ministry has foolishly chosen to ignore Voldemort's return.”

She snorted in agreement. "Fool is an excellent word to associate with Fudge. About the house?" she asked again.

"That is a secret known only to members of the Order. Do you wish to become one of us? Your duties to us will not interfere with your ability to do your job. Kingsley has
been working with us all summer."

She considered his offer. She knew she had complained numerous times to Kingsley about the Ministry's decision to ignore the Dark Lord's return since he had been a
sympathetic ear. They had both seen an increase in Death Eater activity since June, though it was still small scale. He was one of the few willing to admit that the Ministry
was going in the wrong direction. This would also give her a chance to atone for doing nothing the last time. "All right. I'm in."

"Good, then let's introduce you to the others."

"Professor, the house?" she prompted.

"Please, call me Albus. And as for the house, Sirius Black opened it and offered it to the Order." He could see her stiffen and go for her wand. He raised his hand to stop
her. "Sirius is not the murderer everyone thinks he is. Trust me for now and know that Kingsley can explain all the details to you later. Come now, we don't want to keep
everyone waiting."

Albus walked into the kitchen followed by Wendy and addressed the Order, "Good evening. Before we begin the meeting, permit me to introduce our newest member..."

Wendy interrupted, "Wendy Westin, Auror." She knew that Albus would call her by her full name and she detested being called Wendelin. It was easier to stop that idea
from forming in anyone's head now.

Albus quickly went around the room and introduced the others. After that the Order got down to the business of organizing the next round of watches outside the
Department of Mysteries and then receiving reports from the members.

Wendy couldn't keep from glancing at Sirius. She had a hard time accepting that he was not an escaped murderer and Death Eater. She noticed he kept whispering to the
wizard seated next to him. The man looked familiar but she couldn't place the name, Remus Lupin. Another surprise had been seeing Severus Snape among the members
of the Order. His presence was even more unexpected than hers.

At the end of the meeting, Albus announced that he was pairing up members of the Order to investigate some of the areas of purported Death Eater activities that Kingsley
had given. Wendy had been paired up with Remus to follow leads in Gloucester. This would at least give her a chance to find out why he looked familiar, probably from
Hogwarts. He must have been in one of the other Houses. She wasn't able to determine if he would have been ahead of or behind her. She thought ahead because of the
greying hair and lined face.

After the meeting broke up, she endured a slew of welcoming handshakes. She recognized Arthur Weasley because their offices were on the same floor and Aurors were
always finding misused Muggle artifacts that they turned over to him. Naturally, she also knew Tonks from the Ministry and Minerva from her days at Hogwarts. She had
given a disdainful look at Mundungus, who had wisely decided not to shake her hand. Unsurprisingly, Sirius remained on the other side of the room, studying her.

Remus stepped up to her when the crowd subsided. "Welcome to the Order, Wendy. | guess we'll be working together. I'm Remus Lupin."

"Nice to meet you, Remus. If you don't mind me asking, you look familiar. Have we met before?"

He chuckled softly. "I was thinking the same thing. Sirius and | discussed it, thinking it might have been school, but neither of us could place your name. We were
Gryffindors, '71-'78."

"Then it would be school. | was '69-'76. You probably can't place the name because | was Wendy Leah back then."

Remus still couldn't place the name. She must be married, but a quick glance showed no ring. "Sorry, that didn't help much. What House were you in? Ravenclaw?"

She knew it was bound to come up sooner or later. Better sooner, she guessed. "No, Slytherin."

He looked surprised, "Slytherin. I, uh, see."

She was amazed at how long that sort of information followed one around. When she had submitted her application as an Auror, it had been an issue, too. "Honestly, it was
a House and it was nearly twenty years ago. | don't hold it against you that most of you were Gryffindors. | don't hold it against my fellow Aurors and they don't hold it
against me. Besides, Severus was Slytherin and he's a member of the Order."

He smiled weakly. "It is nothing to get excited about, is it? I'm sorry. It's just very unusual.”

Sirius had approached, unnoticed, to eavesdrop on the conversation. "Wendy Leabh, is it? Feel good to be back in the Black house?" he asked snidely. "I'm afraid we've
cleaned up a bit since you were last here."

"Black," she replied gruffly.

"What possessed Albus to let you in the Order? Surely he knows who you hung out with?" His voice was filled with disgust.



"Yes, hung, past tense, and he knows. | severed all contact with your cousins and the others long ago," she replied defensively.

"And what about your family?"

"That's none of your business. I'm here for same reason as everyone else. I'm against Death Eaters and their master. Now if you'll excuse me." She had no desire to relive
the past with Sirius Black.

"What was that all about?" Remus asked.

"l knew she was familiar. Back in her school days, she was thick as thieves with my cousins Bellatrix and Narcissa and that whole group of Slytherins, including Lucius
Malfoy, which turned out to be Death Eaters or suspected ones. Her husband, Edgar Westin, was sent to Azkaban. The whole Leah family has been on the questionable
side of things, though none of them ever got convicted. Kind of like Malfoy, they kept their noses clean. | don't trust her."

"Kingsley and Albus trust her." Remus glanced over and saw her talking with Severus. "Besides she's been working as an Auror for quite some time. | think she's on our
side."

Sirius lowered his voice to a whisper. "You didn't see what they used to do. The whole lot of them used to practice Dark Magic all the time. And you know that there were
quite a few Aurors that switched sides last time. What if she's just been putting herself in a position to infiltrate us?"

"Il keep an eye on her when we're out. See what | can learn to make you feel better. Just because she was Slytherin doesn't mean she's all bad."

Wendy approached the one friendly face in the room, though with that scowl he didn't look particularly friendly. She hadn't really known Severus well at school. He had
been a studious loner a couple of years behind her. She had been Seeker on the Quidditch team and quite popular. While Bella and some of her other friends had used
him as a plaything, she had not. "Severus, good to see you again, though | will admit some surprise." She had known that Lucius had taken young Severus under his wing,
and suspected Severus had been involved in Death Eater activities.

"l am likewise surprised to see you here. You know some of them will always be suspicious because we are Slytherin." He cast his glare at Sirius.

"I think holding petty grudges is a criteria for being sorted to Gryffindor." She chuckled at her joke. "You know, it's a shame we didn't get teamed up, but | guess with you
going back to school it's best. Besides, it will keep people from thinking the Slytherins are conspiring to turn everyone in to the Dark Lord."

"Indeed. | was surprised he teamed you up with Lupin."

"Oh, why's that? He seems nice enough and it looks like he won't hold my Slytherin past against me, even if Black will. Though, that's not surprising; he's never liked me."
"You know Black?" he asked.

"Our families have been close for ages. Bella, Narcissa and | were close when we were young, though once Bella started exploring her darker side, | pulled away a bit. She
didn't notice since she had discovered boys by then. I'm afraid we used to pick on him a bit since he was the youngest. Well, actually Regulus was the baby, but we could
never get him away from his mother."

There was a gleam in Severus' eye as he listened to her admit her past. "You used to pick on Black?"

"We were quite nasty about it. Bella used to hold contests to see which of us could come up with the best hex. It's not something I'm particularly proud of now, and I'm sure
he'll be more than happy to bring it up to everyone as further proof I'm not fit to be here." She didn't really want to talk about her childhood. She wasn't that person
anymore. "Well, I'd better talk to Remus and find out what time he wants to meet up so we can check out some of Kingsley's leads."

"There's one more thing you should know about him," Severus said with an evil grin on his face.

"Oh?" She had seen that Slytherin sneer many times and had herself perfected it. No Slytherin could resist any information that was preceded by that grin.

"I've found it is information he's not prone to sharing, but since you will be his partner, it is vital you know. Lupin suffers from Lycanthropy."

Wendy could feel the color drain from her face. She despised werewolves. She had thought the Order was the best, the only chance they had to defeat Voldemort. Having
someone like Mundungus had been bad enough, but to have a werewolf? It was inconceivable.

"l would suggest you keep track of the moon cycle before inviting him to investigate any leads with you." This was one of those secrets Severus delighted in revealing.

"A werewolf," she said quietly as she glanced across the room at Remus and Sirius deep in their own discussion. Once she regained her composure, she turned back to
Severus. "Thank you for that information. It will be very useful.”

He gave a small bow. "My pleasure." He thought that she had been entirely too friendly towards Lupin.

Chapter 2
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Wendy walked back to where Remus and Sirius were still conversing. "I'll be here four-thirty tomorrow. Be ready. | don't have time to waste waiting for you," she said
shortly.

The two men looked at each other in confusion. "What was that about?" Remus asked.



Sirius looked towards Snape and saw the triumphant sneer on the Potions Master's face. "That bastard. I'll bet he told her you're a werewolf." He lunged for Snape.

Remus restrained his friend as Severus pulled his wand. "Give me a reason, Black. You continue to prove you are unstable and a danger to yourself and others," Severus
replied dryly.

Arthur joined Remus in restraining Sirius. "Now, Sirius, you know he does this on purpose. Walk away from him."

"Ah, he's not worth it anyway," Sirius snarled and stormed out of the kitchen.

Remus spared one last glance for Severus before following. Why does he insist on making my life difficu® Remus wondered. Now he would have quite the uphill battle in
getting Wendy to act normally around him.

It was four twenty-five and Remus was waiting in the kitchen. Being late would be the wrong way to earn his new partner's trust. He was surprised when he heard a knock
on the door rather than the doorbell. Most people forgot about the portrait and rang the bell. He hurried up to the door, not wanting to keep her waiting. His jaw dropped
when he saw her. She had styled her hair quite nicely and was wearing enough makeup to accentuate a beauty he hadn't seen yesterday, yet at the same time it wasn't
overpowering.

"Don't flatter yourself, it's not for you," she said sardonically. "Are you ready?"

"Yes." He cringed when his voice cracked.

She gave him appraising glance and raised an eyebrow in disapproval. "All right, we'll go with plan B then."

"What's plan B?" he asked as he stepped out of the house.

"We act like we don't know each other while trolling the pub for information," she replied shortly.

"Out of curiosity, what was plan A?" He wasn't entirely sure he wanted to know the answer to that question.

"You were going to sell me," she replied nonchalantly as she walked down the street looking for a secluded Apparition point.
He momentarily froze, aghast at what she had just said. "l was going to sell you? Is that how Aurors do business?"

"Doesn't matter. Wouldn't work anyway." She had always preferred working alone since a partner tended to ask too many questions. Though, it was always nice to have
someone watching your back.

"What do you mean it wouldn't work?" While he was against the idea, he knew an insult when he heard one.
"No one would believe that someone dressed like you would be selling a woman like me."

"Excuse me?" That was most definitely and insult.

"You are a bit shabby," she replied derisively.

He took one look at her traveling cloak, which was somewhat tattered. "And you are any different, how?"
She opened her cloak for him to see the low cut, tight fitting red dress she was wearing.

"Oh, my," he replied quietly unable to help staring at her.

She pulled her cloak closed and looked around the street, pleased to find it deserted. "Let's go."

Remus followed her to Gloucester.

They found themselves standing outside a pub that was somewhat seedy. "You're going inthere dressed like that?" he asked incredulously.
"Give me a couple minutes, then you can come in and start your own information quest.”

"And what if something goes wrong?" He didn't like this plan. He'd been in places like this before and the clientele had a tendency to get rough, especially with ladies of the
night.

She smiled confidently. "Don't worry. I'll come to your rescue. | can take care of myself, so don't interfere."

Remus couldn't help but worry. Going into the pub dressed as she was, she was sure to draw the wrong sort of attention. He began to question Albus' decision. She didn't
seem to fit in with the rest of the Order. He gave her the couple of minutes she had requested and then sauntered into the pub. The air was thick with smoke and the
stench of unwashed bodies. Instinctively, he searched for Wendy, but didn't see her.

After ordering a drink from the bar, he tried find a likely candidate to covertly interrogate. He was just about to hit his first mark when he heard a musical giggle coming from
a corner booth. Peering into the murk, he could see Wendy fawning all over what had to be one of the most repulsive men he had ever seen. His instincts told him to
protect her, but she had made it clear that they were working alone.

"Hey, luv, buy a gal a drink?" asked a plump witch that was at least thirty years older than he was.
He tried not to act repulsed while still keeping an eye on Wendy. "Sorry, no, I'm, uh..."

She saw him looking towards Wendy. "Hmph. | see how it is, after the young tart like all the rest. | have experience that she could never have," she purred as she ran her
hand along his lapel.

"Thanks anyways," he replied and picked up his mug, searching for a more secluded place to observe the patrons.

After an hour, he had yet to learn anything of any value from those he had plied for information, though he had been propositioned three more times. Wendy had been with
at least six men and, in his opinion, she had drunk far too much. He saw her give her latest victim a good slap and stumble away from him. Gripping his wand in his pocket,
he fought the desire to protect her.

As she walked by, he grabbed her arm. "What do you think you are doing?" he said through clenched teeth.

She threw herself on him. "Mmm, guv'ner, how much are you offering me? The others just haven't got the price. Have you?" She ran her fingers through his hair. "Though,
I don't think you have. Rather shabby, aren't you?"

"I've got the price," he said as he pulled his coin purse out of his pocket. "Outside, now," he added quietly.



She examined his coin purse and said cheerfully. "l guess you do have the price." She stood and led him by the hand out of the pub.

He pulled her into the alley. "Your behavior is despicable. We are supposed to be gathering information.”

She suddenly sounded very sober. "And what do you think | was doing? | told you not to interfere."

"What?" He was very confused. She had appeared totally sloshed just a moment ago.

Even though her voice was angry, she was still able to affect the appropriate body language so that anyone glancing in the alley would not see anything unusual. "Look,
Lupin, | know what I'm doing. Do you know how much information people will tell a pretty girl that acts interested in them? An awful lot. And | happen to be very good at

what | do."

"How far do you go?" He was appalled by this behavior, but then again, she was Slytherin, it shouldn't be that surprising. And he did have to admit that she did seem
skilled at what she was doing. His body was involuntarily reacting to her touch.

"Let's just say that I'm very good at memory charms." She gave him a cruel grin. "Now then, are you going to play nice and leave me alone or do | have to make a big fuss
when you go back in there?"

"How come you aren't drunk? As much as I've seen you drink you should be passed out."
She pulled a vial out of her pocket. "Standard Auror issue.”
"And you weren't going to share that with me?"

She shrugged. "No reason to. For what you are doing, you don't need to drink like | do." She patted his cheek condescendingly. "Now, be a dear and speak well of me. Tell
them what a marvelous blowjob | gave you, if they ask. | plan to be here until closing unless | get a particularly juicy bit of information."

He was really beginning to despise working with her. He had always been shy and had a hard time getting anyone to talk to him. On the other hand, she seemed to have
every male in the place wrapped around her fingers. Of course, wearing a dress like that probably helped. Once they had waited a decent amount of time, they walked back
into the pub. He watched as she almost immediately began flirting with her next victim. He ordered another ale and tried to find someone else to question.

The more he watched her flirting around the room the more it bothered him. It was unbelievable that Kingsley would have thought she was the type of person they needed
in the Order. Noticing his glass was once again empty, he ordered a refill to gain the courage to continue socializing.

As the barkeep announced closing time, Wendy pulled herself away from her latest would-be paramour. She looked around and saw Remus passed out at a table. "Oh,
bloody hell," she exclaimed under her breath. She saw the bouncer getting ready to throw him out. "I'll take care of him. He's my brother's mate."

"He's all yours, luv," the bouncer replied.

She walked over and slapped at his cheeks. "Lupin. Come on. Let's get you out of here." He was mostly unresponsive. "Bloody hell," she swore again. "Lupin!" she said
sternly and gave him a good shake.

"Five more minutes, mum," he muttered.

"You're bloody pissed. Come on, let's get some fresh air." She had to at least get him on his feet. Pulling him up, she almost collapsed under his weight. He was heavier
than he looked. "Lupin, you are bloody well going to walk out of this pub or I'm going to leave you here."

He opened his eyes and tried to focus. "My, aren't you pretty." He reached out to touch her.

She slapped his hand away and slipped under his left arm, trying to guide him out the door. As they were trying to walk through the door, he fell forward into the doorframe.
She didn't feel at all bad about that and hoped it left him with a black eye.

Once outside, she took him back into the alley and propped him in a corner created by a stack of crates and the wall. She fished a locket out of her dress. "Here, touch
this." She pressed his finger against the locket with her hand. She used her other arm to pull him towards her and hoped for the best. Thankfully the destination of this
Portkey was her front hall and no matter which direction he fell, he shouldn't hit anything.

Trying to maintain the precarious balance, she pulled out her wand. She was vaguely aware that his free hand was touching her quite inappropriately, but she could do
nothing about it. She touched her wand to the locket and said, "Portus."

Instantly, she could feel the tug behind her navel as the Portkey activated. Unfortunately, once they arrived Remus fell forwards, landing on top of her. She tried to shove
him away, but he was dead weight. "Lupin, get off."

"You called me Remus once," he mused.

"I'll call you a lot worse if you don't get off." She shoved again and he rolled over. She watched him babbling in a state of semi-coherencyl. hate my job she thought.
Picking her wand up off the floor, she decided to levitate him to the sofa in the drawing room. He wasn't a guest so there was no way she was putting him in the guest
room. He kept babbling incoherently and she continued to ignore him.

Once he was on the couch she called, "Cappa!"

A house-elf appeared in the room. "Yes, Mistress?"

"Get a bucket, pitcher of water and a blanket for our..visitor."

"Yes, Mistress. Should | take him to the guest room?"

"No. He can stay here."

"Yes, Mistress. Will you be needing anything tonight?"

"No. Turndown the bed and that will be all."

She walked upstairs to her bedroom and a long hot shower to wash away the filth of the night. Why had Dumbledore saddled her with an incompetent partner? First, he

almost ruined her cover and then he had the impertinence to pass out on her. She would send an owl to Albus requesting a new partner. She couldn't work under these
conditions. Her time was valuable and Remus Lupin was wasting it.

Remus woke to a splitting headache and thought his mouth tasted of old socks. Looking around the room, he tried to determine where he was, but thinking too much only
made his head hurt worse. He didn't recognize his surroundings, but he did see that water was on the coffee table. He helped himself to three glasses of water and re-
examined his surroundings. It was a very nicely appointed formal drawing room. He could smell coffee and followed the scent. He wasn't quite sure about eating, as queasy



as his stomach felt, but coffee would probably be a very good idea.

He entered the dining room and saw Wendy reading the paper and having breakfast. "Is there a washroom | could use?"

Without looking at him she pointed at a swinging door. "Through the kitchen, to the left. Ask Cappa if you get lost."

He muttered thanks, but they went unanswered. He found the small water closet with no trouble and went about trying to make himself somewhat presentable. As he
washed his face, he tried to remember how he had ended up in Wendy's drawing room. He had fuzzy memories of being in the pub in Gloucester, but not much more than
that.

Once he was as clean as he was going to get without a shower, he returned to the dining room. She was still ignoring him. "Do you mind?" he asked as he pointed at the
coffee service. When she didn't answer, he assumed she didn't mind and helped himself. He looked at the pastries and tried to decide if he should attempt eating. His
stomach wasn't quite sure it was ready for that step.

"About last night?" he asked nervously knowing he had made a complete fool of himself.

She folded the paper and glared at him. "Yes, about last night. | have sent an owl to Dumbledore requesting a new partner.”

"What?"

"Your behavior was deplorable. First, you almost ruined my cover with your little fit. Then, you went and got completely plastered, leaving me to make up some silly excuse
to explain why a whore would be taking a passed out drunk home with her."

He grimaced at her yelling. It made his headache pound harder. He interrupted, "Could you please lower your voice?"

"I bloody well will not lower my voice. You earned that splitting headache, so suffer through it. We can only hope that there will be no need to return to that pub. Though,
since it's highly unlikely you found out anything useful, there is a very real possibility that a return trip will be necessary.

"I think | might have chosen the wrong side. From what | have seen of the Order, you are bunch of incompetent boobs that let petty grudges dictate your behavior. The lot
of you could be wiped out inside a week."

Remus was in shock. He knew he hadn't used his best judgment, but he had not expected an outburst like this. "Well, you could have given me more warning about what
your plan was. That sort of behavior is not the type of thing anyone in the Order normally does."

"That's because you are all damned honorable Gryffindors. Wouldn't dream of doing anything sneaky, that wouldn't be honorable, would it? Well, you know what? The
other side isn't going to play fair. You lot need to realize that and change the way you play. That's why | was brought in. You need diversity, a new way of thinking. The
Order was almost wiped out last time and he almost won. You know what turned the tide? The Ministry deciding to let the Aurors do what they had to do, that's what. They
were encouraged to become devious and sneaky, to think like their adversary. That's what | do best.

"As | said, I've asked Dumbledore for a new partner so you can finish your breakfast and be on your way," she said dismissively.

He was glad that she seemed to have finally stopped yelling. "I have been assigned as your partner and until I'm replaced, I'm going to stay. Albus doesn't want any of us
working alone, not on any of these information gathering missions."

"Bloody lot of good you did. You were watching the insides of your eyelids, not my back. If that's all the help you can be, I'm better off alone.”
"l used poor judgment last night. | wasn't prepared for what you were going to do," he said defensively.
"What the bloody hell does preparation have to do with it?" She started shouting again.

He grabbed his head in an attempt to stop the throbbing. "I'm used to protecting my partner and you were placing yourself in a very vulnerable situation, and | felt like |
couldn't do anything about it."

"So you decided to get pissed? Very mature and wise decision there," she replied sarcastically.
"Look, I'm sorry. Give me another chance." He decided that perhaps he could stomach a piece of dry bread.

She was busy glaring at him when Cappa entered the dining room carrying a silver tray with a letter on it. Wendy took the letter and quickly read it. She crumpled it and
threw it across the room. "Looks like you're getting your second chance. Cappa?"

The elf stepped next to Wendy. "Yes, Mistress?"

"Escort Mr. Lupin up to the guest room so he can shower. Then get out some of Mr. Edgar's old clothes and clean his."

"Yes, Mistress." Cappa bowed and waited at the entrance of the dining room.

Wendy glared at Lupin. "I'm not doing this because | like you. I'm doing this because if | have to spend all day working with you, it's not going to be with you in those smelly
old clothes. You reek of the stench from that pub."

Remus had guessed that they were in Wendy's home, but he had no idea where it was. "Cappa, where are we?"

"In Mistress Westin's house," she replied.

"No, | mean, where is the house? | didn't see much when we arrived last night."

"Chelsea, sir. Here is being the guest room. Cappa will get clothes for you to wear and place them on the bed."

Chelsea, a very upscale neighborhood. Though, if what Sirius said is correct, | shouldn't be surprisegdhe thought. At least she had consented to letting him shower and
was following Albus' orders, no matter how grudgingly.

Feeling somewhat better after his shower, he went into the bedroom to dress and saw a small phial next to the clothes. He pulled the stopper and sniffed the contents. It
didn't smell like any poison he knew. Of course, he reasoned there would be no point in her poisoning him and he drank it. As he dressed, he could feel his mind clearing.
By the time he was finished, he felt completely refreshed.

Considering his reflection, he thought that he cleaned up quite nicely. He couldn't recall the last time he had worn nearly new clothing and it certainly had not been of this
quality. He went back downstairs with the intent of thanking her, but found that she was no longer in the dining room. He started walking around the downstairs looking for
her and realized the house was actually quite large. "Wendy?"

"In the library," came her reply.

He followed her voice to the library and found her studying an array of maps. "Quite a nice place you have," he said in a conversational tone.



"You aren't here to socialize. Now that you've recovered from last night, did you learn anything of value?"
"Thank you for the potion. It was quite helpful." He hoped that being polite would elicit the same behavior in her.
"Let's see that you don't need something like that again, shall we? Now, were you completely useless last night?" she asked derisively.

"l was talking to a, er, woman last night who mentioned that her man had been away from home a lot lately. Lots of late night meetings and she was feeling a bit jealous
over the whole thing. | think she was under the impression he was seeing someone else and she wanted some revenge."

"That's not particularly useful,” she replied sardonically.

"That's when | bought her a drink to see if she knew anything else. She seemed rather inclined to talk about it. | got her to admit that she had followed him one night, and
he had met up with a bunch of other men. At that point she got scared and left, but she told me they were meeting in a wooded area outside Gloucester." He pointed to a
place on the map. "She said they were all dressed up in robes and masks."

She smirked at him. "So, you aren't completely useless. | learned the same thing. One of the blokes | was with is one of the Death Eaters that's part of that group. They
meet on Saturdays so we should be able to infiltrate tonight's meeting."

"You intend to infiltrate a Death Eater meeting?" he asked incredulously.
"Why not? Can you think of a better way to find out about them?" she replied calmly.

"l can think of a hundred reasons why not. We will be outnumbered, we could be captured or killed. Really, the list goes on. We should get reinforcements." Her idea had to
be one of the most ludicrous he had heard in recent memory.

"None of them are compelling. We need to get information. As for the concerns you listed, based on the people involved | do not expect it to be a high level meeting. This is
a group of lackeys and maybe one trusted lieutenant. They aren't going to be expecting to have to deal with an Auror."

"No, but all it takes is one hex for them to take you down," he replied soberly.

She smiled slyly. "I'm smart, experienced and | don't play fair. We'll be fine."

"We should let the others know what we are doing in case something happens." He was concerned that she was a bit too confident.

"By all means, go tell them, but | was planning on spending my time on researching the meeting site. I'll meet you back here in two hours. She stood and Disapparated.
He knew he was doing the right thing, but she made it feel like he was acting childish and afraid. In reality, she was the one acting childish. He really didn't know what to
think about her. She was brusque and most definitely Slytherin in her approach to things. Severus liked to treat him in the same manner.

When Remus arrived at Grimmauld Place, he found Sirius alone in the kitchen. "So, she didn't kill you?" Sirius asked.

"No. Did you think she would?"

"l wasn't sure. Everyone else seems to trust her, but | don't. | don't think she's changed.”

"Well, she's definitely a Slytherin," Remus replied as he took a seat at the table.

"Nice clothes."

"What? Oh, after last night's adventure at the pub, she didn't like the way | smelled. They used to be her husband's." He had forgotten about the clothes.

"After more than thirteen years she still has some of his clothes? Very odd, especially if she would have hated him for being a Death Eater," Sirius said suspiciously.
"Some people just don't throw stuff out. Look at what we found around here. That place of hers in Chelsea is every bit as old as this place."

"You did check to see if they were cursed, didn't you?"

"Now you're staring to sound like Moody," Remus replied dryly.

"So where is she anyway? | expected the two of you to report your findings."

"That's why I'm here. She seemed to feel that reporting every little unsubstantiated fact to the Order is beneath her. She's scouting a place we think the local Death Eaters
use as a meeting place."

"And you let her go alone? Are you mad? What if she sets a trap to have you captured?"

"Now | know you're sounding like Mad-Eye," replied Remus dryly.

"Someone mention my name?" asked the grizzled old Auror as he stumped into the kitchen.

"What do you know about Westin?" Remus asked. He hoped Moody could provide some insight that he was missing.

"Good Auror. Nice person to have guarding your back in a fight. | worked with her a couple of times and didn't have any complaints. Why?"

"Sirius seems to think she's working for the other side and is trying to lure me into a trap," Remus said in a tone of voice that indicated he thought his friend was imagining
things.

"Wendy? No, | wouldn't worry about that. She's on our side, no question about it. Her family disowned her when she became an Auror,” Moody replied confidently.
"But what if she's decided she wants to get back in their good graces?" asked Sirius, clearly still suspicious.

"I've never heard her talk about missing her family. | doubt they'd want her back, anyway. There was a little incident,” Moody said cryptically.

"Incident?" asked Remus. This could be the insight he needed to better understand her methods.

"It's not for me to say. It just means that she's not trying to get in good with her family. Where is she anyway? Did you two learn anything last night?" His magical eye spun
its socket to see if she was somewhere else in the house.

"She's scouting a possible Death Eater meeting site we learned about last night. | came here to make a report on that in case anything happens tonight," said Remus.

"You let her go alone? Not smart. Place like that you can really use someone to watch your back. Where is this place?" Moody asked, sounding every bit like the paranoid
ex-Auror he was.



"Near Gloucester. They don't meet until midnight so it should be deserted." Remus had known that letting her go by herself was a bad idea and now it looked like he had
definitely made the wrong choice.

Moody grunted. "Should be has gotten people killed, you know. Good people. That's why we were all teamed up. I'd get out there if | were you. Make sure there's nothing
funny going on."

"Yeah, make sure she's not betraying us," added Sirius snidely.
Remus Disapparated from Grimmauld Place and reappeared outside Gloucester. He then began his search for his partner. He knew from the map that this was the
wooded area in question, but he could find no sign of anyone. Searching for any sign of human presence, he held his wand at the ready. While he did not entirely believe

Sirius' assertion that Wendy would turn them over to the Death Eaters, he also did not entirely discount it. For once, being a werewolf would be useful since his senses
were sharpened by his lycanthropy.

He heard a noise off to his left and turned to face it, but before he could do anything he heard the word,Stupefy," saw a bright red flash and the world went dark.

Chapter 3

Chapter 3 of 27
Voldemort is back and the Order of the Phoenix is reforming. They need new members and Kingsley recruits one of his

fellow Aurors - even though she is a Slytherin. Assigned to work with Remus Lupin, things get very tense. Set during
'Order of the Phoenix'.

Chapter 3
Remus could see light returning to the world and then began to feel the pain from hitting the ground. He tried to focus, but his head was still spinning.
"What the bloody hell are you doing here?" Wendy asked angrily.

"What happened?" he asked groggily. His short-term memory was still foggy. Looking around, he could see that he was in a wooded area, but he still wasn't exactly sure
why.

She leaned casually against a nearby tree. "You were sneaking around and | didn't know who you were so | stunned you."
He sat up and rubbed the back of his head. To his great dismay, he could feel a knot forming and grimaced. "Why did you do that?"
She crossed her arms and took on an air of superiority. "l told you, | didn't know who you were. I've learned to ask questions later. It keeps me alive longer."

"Aren't you going to apologize?" His memory was returning. He had come to help her scout the area for the Death Eater meeting. Given her recent actions, Sirius'
assessment was beginning to sound more and more plausible.

"For what? You showed no interest in coming. | would think you would be smart enough to know not to sneak up on an Auror. After all, Moody is in the Order and he's the
most paranoid person I've ever met." She watched Remus struggle to his feet, offering him no assistance. "Since you're here, | suppose | can make use of you. Scout
around that way," she pointed to the north, "and see if there's a good vantage point. Meet back here in half an hour. If you see anything moving, stun it and ask questions
later." She turned away and headed the other direction.

He couldn't believe she had offered neither an apology nor assistance. He loped off to the north to scout the area she had indicated, the pain dissipating the more he
moved. This was turning out to be a horrible assignment. She clearly hated him for being both a werewolf and a Gryffindor and was determined to continually demean and

bully him. If Albus wouldn't listen to her pleas for a new partner, perhaps the old man would listen to his. He simply couldn't work with her if she was going to continue to
treat him like a servant, there to do her bidding.

He didn't see any place that would provide a good vantage point for watching the clearing and still provide concealment. He checked his watch and saw that if he didn't
hurry, he would be late. He hurried back to the meeting point and found Wendy waiting impatiently. "l know. I'm late. The undergrowth is quite thick that way. | didn't find
any place suitable."

"l didn't expect you would. Come on, | found a place over here." She led him to a slightly elevated, though still concealed area. "From here we should be able to see
without being seen and the brambles are thick enough, it's not likely anyone would approach the clearing from this direction."

She headed toward the clearing and dropped an old shoe into the brush. "Remember where that shoe is. In case of emergency it will act as a Portkey and take you
someplace safe."

"Where?"

"Away from here, but still in the middle of nowhere. | can't risk someone else finding it and ending up in my house."

"When you say emergency, what do you think might constitute that emergency? | can't help but notice that it is closer to the clearing than our vantage point."
"I'm planning on capturing one of them and interrogating him for information," she replied nonchalantly.

"You mean torture. You are no better than they are."How could Kingsley have recommended her to the Order?

She was starting to get irritated. He obviously listened to Sirius far too much for her liking. "I mean interrogate. | will use only Ministry approved methods. If | were to tell him
I'm an Auror, that might convince him to cooperate, but that doesn't always work. Of course, | can't tell him that, now can |? That leaves my plan.”

"Why are you on our side? You seem quite eager to do things their way." He probably should have asked this question sooner, but it hadn't occurred to him to question her
motives.

She was aghast. "How dare you! | do not do thingstheir way. | don't use Unforgiveables and | don't kill people. You just cannot accept the fact that not everyone was a



Gryffindor. Add to that the fact you take everything Black says way too seriously. Not everyone does things the same way. What better way to get information from a
prisoner than a little creative interrogation?" She gave him a cocky smirk.

He didn't like the way she accused him of blindly listening to Sirius. "And what if you are caught? We will be outnumbered," he reminded her.
She laughed derisively. "l know a few tricks to help out with that. Aurors learn a little something about crowd control.”

He decided to change the subject a little. "You didn't answer the first part, why are you on our side?"

"l would think you would have figured it out, since I'm sure Black gave you all the details," she spat.

"He told me your husband was a Death Eater," he said simply, hoping to draw some more information.

"There's your answer," she replied shortly, clearly not wanting to discuss the subject.

He didn't think it was much of an answer. "Because your husband was a Death Eater? That's it?Could it really be as simple as some sort of twisted revenge 7If that was
the case, they definitely didn't need her on their side.

Her voice went cold. "We aren't going to talk about my personal life. | have no love of the Death Eaters, so I'm on your side." She stalked back into the trees.
Remus was left to follow her. He had obviously struck a nerve.

She stopped in a small clearing. "This is where we'll Apparate. We'll go back to the house until later. | figure if we arrive about ten o'clock we'll be early enough to get here
before any of them." She then Disapparated, leaving Remus to follow.

He Apparated and instead of finding himself in her house, found himself on a sidewalk on a well-appointed Chelsea boulevard. Once again, she wasn't treating him as an
equal by neglecting to mention she had anti-Apparition wards. Realizing he had no idea which house was hers, he looked down the street both ways for any sort of sign.
He saw her poke her head out of the door on number sixteen and headed in that direction. When he entered the main hall, he started looking for his hostess. She didn't
seem to be on the main floor. He heard the stairs creak and saw her coming down from the second floor.

"You might want to wash up before lunch." It was less of a suggestion and more of an order.

"Am | being permitted to stay?" he asked cautiously.

"We will have a strategy planning session this afternoon. | suggest you get a few hours rest after lunch and then we'll start planning at tea. We should be well rested before
facing our adversaries." When he didn't move she said, "There is a water closet at the end of the main hall on the left."

"How gracious," he replied. After he washed, he found she was already eating her lunch. Once again, she was making him feel like her inferior.
When he sensed she was almost done with her lunch, he asked. "Why do you hate me?"
"What?"

"Why do you hate me? You didn't hate me when you first met me. You only hated me once you found out what | am. | thought we should clear the air since we will be
working together for the foreseeable future." As painful as it might be, he had to know.

"l don't hate you. | have a very strong dislike and distrust of werewolves and stupid Gryffindors. You score two for two on that scale," she explained.

"Why do you feel that way about werewolves?" If he could get her to realize that he was a person and that he deserved a fair chance to be accepted, he thought their
working relationship might be more pleasant. One of equals, instead of the current senior/subordinate relationship they had.

"Werewolves are dangerous and unpredictable," she said shortly.
He thought she sounded like she was quoting the Ministry stance on his kind. "You're prejudiced.”

She set down her fork and turned her attention on him. "I'm practical. Look, I'll work with you as long as | am told to work with you, but that doesn't mean | have to like you.
The next time | see Albus, | plan to push for reassignment. | prefer not to socialize with werewolves."

"And how many werewolves have you known?" He knew that most people had never met a werewolf and based their opinions on hearsay.
"Enough," she replied and then got up from the table. "This conversation is over," she said with finality.

He was unwilling to let this subject rest. "We are normal people. We're just afflicted with an incurable curse. | have the same emotions you do."
"l will not discuss my hatred of werewolves with you," she growled and started walking out of the room.

"So, you do hate me," he replied.

She spun back on him, menace in her gaze. "You want to know why | hate werewolves? I'll tell you, if you really want to know, but | guarantee you will not like the answer.
Do you really want to know?"

Remus was not willing to admit he was afraid of the disdain in her voice. "l do."

She leaned forward on the table to appear more intimidating to the still seated Lupin. "It was early in my Auror career. | was at my family home, visiting my brother and his
family. It was full moon and we could hear the distinct sound of a werewolf somewhere on the property. | was young and felt invincible. After all, | was an Auror. | decided
to take care of this werewolf.

"I thought | could capture the werewolf. | was able to track him down and | had an opportunity to kill him, but | wasn't going to do that. Along with being young, | was naive.
| went for the capture instead. That werewolf escaped from me." She stood straight and walked towards the window.

When she spoke, her voice was filled with sorrow. "l didn't know that my nine year old niece had gotten outside the house. | was chasing the beast when | heard her
scream." She closed her eyes as the memory of the night came rushing back to her. It was familiar, since she saw it so often in her dreams. Once again, she relived the
horror of the night in slow motion. There was the werewolf, hunched over the small, prone body of her young niece, blood dripping from his jaws. Her voice caught, "By the
time | arrived, it was too late. She had been bitten. | killed the werewolf before he could get away and hurt anyone else."

She turned back to face him, cold malice in her eyes and voice devoid of emotion. "Since then, | have killed every werewolf | find out in the wild and | will continue to do so.
Unless you want to be number nine, you had best lock yourself up on full moon." She walked out of the dining room and upstairs.

Remus found he had suddenly lost his appetite. This must have been the event Moody had mentioned that ostracized her from her family. He could understand her hatred
of werewolves. While his parents had never spoken of it, he knew they must have felt the same way about the beast that had bitten him. Thankfully, they had been able to
show him love and look beyond his affliction.



He also understood how truly dangerous she was. She had let her emotions make her decision that day and it had cost her the love of her family. It was clear that she did
not let them sway her now.

As he lay on the bed, he wondered what had happened to her niece. He had no idea how long ago this had happened, but he assumed that the girl had not attended
Hogwarts since Albus had not mentioned it to him. Perhaps one day he could ask her about her niece. He might offer to speak with her about living life as a werewolf, but
something told him that her life would be nowhere near as difficult as his since she came from a wealthy family.

When teatime arrived, Remus found Wendy in the library with a topographic model of the gathering place taking up most of the large table. "Nice of you to join me," she
said sarcastically.

He checked the grandfather clock and saw that it was quarter to four and assumed she was goading him. "l was under the impression tea was at four. That makes me
fifteen minutes early."

She arched her eyebrow at him, clearly surprised by his response. "Well, congratulations. Do you want a reward for that?" she asked sarcastically.

He moved closer to the table so he could get a good look at the model. There were two figures, which he assumed were the two of them, on the small ridge they had
chosen as their vantage point. Never having seen this sort of visual representation of an area before, he was quite impressed by the level of detail.

She drew her wand out of her sleeve and waved it at the table. More small figures appeared in the clearing. "I'm going to assume that they would Apparate at the meeting
place. You didn't hear any different, did you?"

"Well, the woman said she followed her man. | don't know that she would follow him if he Disapparated. Perhaps they walk up from the outskirts of town?"

She thought about his statement. "Okay, it would make sense for them not to Apparate directly into the clearing. | would be inclined to attack someone appearing in my
midst."

"Obviously," he muttered.

She stared at him a few seconds before continuing, "It's likely they would have an Apparition point in this direction since it's the easiest way to approach the clearing and it's
the same direction as town. That's another reason our hiding place is where it is, it's a more difficult approach to the clearing.”

"What do we do if someone decides to use that approach anyway?"

"I'll take care of that."

"What does that mean?" He hadn't liked her tone of voice.

"It means, the less you know the better. You don't like the way | do business, so don't ask about it."

"The Order will not stoop to the same level as the Death Eaters," he said definitively.

"I'm not. I will not use an Unforgivable. | will break no Ministry law. That should be good enough for you."

"Look, | don't like the way you keep secrets. All of us in the Order have to trust each other. What | am doesn't matter and you have to put that behind you." He knew that
she was new to the Order, but she should have trusted Kingsley's judgment about the rest of them.

"Do you know why | keep secrets? I'm an Auror. | am wary of anyone that | don't know, and | don't know you. | am working with you because | have a great amount of faith
in Albus and he has ordered me to work with you. I'll do that. But | also know you're a Gryffindor and | know how you lot think."

He interrupted, "That's another thing, you seem to put me down just because I'm a Gryffindor. | have done my best not to judge you based on your former House affiliation,
why can't you do the same? | am not weak and useless. | fought in the first war, which is more than | can say for you."

She stared at him in stunned silence for several long seconds as she tried to ensure control of her emotions. "Finished?"

"No. All | ask is that you treat me with some respect. I'm not one of your rookie Aurors. In addition to fighting Voldemort last time, | have also successfully taught a year of
Defense Against the Dark Arts. Mad-Eye trusts me, Kingsley trusts me, isn't that enough?" He watched her raise an eyebrow. "Now, I'm finished."

"Understand that | grew up in a world far different from you. | grew up on the other side. | never fully subscribed to the pureblood philosophy and | guess | never realized
how far my friends would go in following that philosophy. In a way, everyone | knew betrayed me. For that reason, | am leery to trust anyone's word on another person's
trustworthiness.

"As for you being useless, I'll admit | entertained that thought, briefly. | know that wouldn't be the case with you in the Order. | just wonder why you were so deferential in
the beginning."

He tried not to sound too frustrated. "Deferential? | was trying to figure you out. You did a complete turnaround on how you behaved towards me. You are a very complex
and confusing person. Letting me know where your hatred of werewolves comes from helps, but | still don't know a lot about you."

"If I were you, | wouldn't expect to learn too much more. You are a partner that | do not particularly want to work with. | think you know as much as you need to know about
me. Now, | know how you feel about the way | do things. | hear about it all the time from the others. Ask Kingsley about it next time you see him. You know what? I'm damn
good at what | do, and when there's a particularly nasty job that they need an Auror for, they call me because they know | won't hesitate.

"Albus told us to gather information on suspected Death Eater activity in Gloucester. That's what I'm doing. He didn't give any more instruction than that, so I'm interpreting
it my way. If your way is to only watch the meeting and maybe get names, which is unlikely since they'll be wearing hoods, you can stay here for all | care. I'm going to get

some real information. And that's going to involve things you don't like. There's probably going to be some violence and torture and obviously some Obliviation to keep the
first two a secret. If you're going to come, | need to know that | can trust you. | need to know that you won't balk at stunning someone."

"You obviously don't," he replied snidely.
She replied defensively, "No, | don't. And you know what? I'm still alive. Ask Moody about constant vigilance. I'm sure he can tell you an awful lot about it."
"He has." He refused to let her rile him.

"Excellent. Now that I've wasted enough time explaining myself, are you going to be a help or a hindrance? Because if it's the latter, you can go now and save me the time
of planning for your presence."

"I'l help." She was so wrong for the Order. Once this mission was over, he would explain that to Albus. As powerful a wizard as Albus was, he could surely make her forget
her involvement with the Order.

"Fine, now, back to planning," she said gruffly.

They spent the next several hours going over numerous conceivable sequences of events. She ended the scenarios by discussing what should be done in case of injury



and a reminder of where the Portkey was hidden.

"Any questions?" she said when she was satisfied they had gone over everything. He had actually been quite useful in developing contingency plans. She thought they had
covered just about anything that could happen.

He shook his head. "No." He knew that he probably shouldn't ask, since they seemed to be on reasonably good terms, but he had to. "Would you really torture them for
information?" There just had to be another way. It's not that he had sympathy for the Death Eaters, it just wasn't how he liked to do things.

"We've been over this and | don't intend to change my mind. | will, if | have to. | have found some rather creative ways of getting people to give me the information | desire.
Mind you, | don't do it on a regular basis, but sometimes the situation calls for extreme measures. Since these are suspected Death Eaters, I'm not overly concerned. Their
adherence to the law is selective at best and since the Ministry refuses to acknowledge the current situation, there would be no trial."

"Does Albus know this is how you intend to handle things?" Remus did not like her way of doing things.

She shrugged her shoulders. "l would assume so. My methods are not a secret with the Aurors. I've worked with Kingsley many times so he knows how | am. | think I'm
just what the Order needs. | will go out there and get the information we need."

"You know that we are supposed to maintain a low profile so the Death Eaters don't know we have reorganized,” he reminded her.

"And they won't. You have to trust me that this will work. There's a reason | was given this mission, | have no doubt about that. None of the others were told to see if they
could figure out where Death Eater groups were meeting." She was truly tired of having this argument with him.

"And that was all we were supposed to find out, not spy on them or otherwise risk ourselves," he insisted. There were so many things that could go wrong, and if they were
captured, it would place the Order in very real danger before they could return to full strength.

"So I'm supposed to be a mindless follower and pass up an excellent opportunity to further our cause? I'm supposed to be just like them, huh?" she asked, not bothering to
hide her frustration.

She was twisting his words. "That's not what | said. You ask me to trust you, but why | should 1? You have already said you don't trust me because you don't know me. |
have the same reasons for not trusting you," he defended.

"Point taken, but that's not going to change the plan. | think we have minimized the risks. Now, if you have no further questions, it's about time for us to leave. We'll leave
from the foyer in ten minutes."

Remus waited in the library since he didn't have anything else to do. When the ten minutes was nearly up he moved to the foyer to wait for Wendy. She came down
wearing Muggle jeans and a dark jumper.

She saw him questioning her clothing. "lIt's easier to fight without having robes to get caught in anything. Ready?" She wrapped a cloak around her shoulders to ward off
any chill from sitting in the forest waiting for the Death Eaters to arrive.

When they arrived near the clearing, they quietly moved to their place of concealment, wands at the ready. They had no idea if they would be the only ones arriving early.
After half an hour, Remus tried to start a quiet conversation, but Wendy gave him a scathing look that said she would not tolerate any noise. He leaned against a nearby
tree and waited. He alternately checked the clearing and watched her. She looked very different than she had last night. Last night, she had exuded femininity. Tonight, it

was an air of danger and menace.

The fact he was watching her didn't go unnoticed. "Stop watching me and watch out for the Death Eaters," she whispered harshly. "I'll be back shortly," she whispered as
she got up.

"Wendy!" he called out in a hoarse whisper, but she didn't reply.

As the time for the Death Eaters to congregate arrived, Remus held his wand at the ready. He wanted to be able to help if she needed it. It wasn't too long before he started
seeing the first Death Eaters filter into the clearing, and he hunched down further into the brush. He hadn't heard any unusual noises, so he assumed that Wendy had not
been discovered. Surely if a Death Eater had found her, he would have raised the alarm. He noticed that they were all hooded and cloaked in typical Death Eater fashion.
As the clearing filled, he became concerned that Wendy still hadn't returned. His apprehension grew when the meeting started and there was still no sign of her. He was
torn between watching the meeting to learn what he could and looking for her. He rationalized that whatever had happened to her, the Death Eaters hadn't discovered her
since the alarm had not been raised, so she was most likely not in mortal danger. The mission was more important at the moment. Besides, it would be easier to search for
her once the Death Eaters were gone.

The meeting lasted just under an hour. The various members reported on minor acts of Muggle terrorizing. Their leader insisted that they keep their activities low key for
the time being, that the Dark Lord had plans, but they should not draw undue attention to themselves. They were also all encouraged to support the Ministry's stance that
the Dark Lord had not returned and foster that belief in their neighbors.

All'in all, Remus found this meeting a waste of time. He hadn't really learned anything that was useful and he was growing concerned about Wendy's absence. Had one of
the Death Eaters captured her and decided to keep her for himself?

The meeting drew to a close and the Death Eaters began filtering out of the forest. He noticed one of them was hanging back, obviously trying to catch the attention of the

one he had determined was the leader. Where is Wendy? This was her plan he wondered. Watching the clearing, he saw the Death Eater hanging back pull a wand out of
his sleeve and stun the leader. He leapt over the log he was hiding behind and ran down to the clearing, ready to attack.

"Put your wand down," said Wendy as she pulled the mask off her head.

"What they hell are you doing here? This wasn't part of the plan." Infiltrating the meeting had been even more reckless than her decision to capture one of them.

"l thought of a better one," she replied casually.

He couldn't believe she was so cavalier about the danger she had placed herself in. They could sort that out later. "Where did you get the robes?"

"From some other Death Eater. He's unconscious and tied up. He didn't really know anything useful."

"And what about this one?" Remus asked while pointing at the unconscious leader.

"We wait a few minutes to make sure everyone is gone and then we ask him some questions."

Remus frowned. He still didn't like the idea of interrogation. Despite all her assurances, there were too many things that could go wrong. "What are you going to do to him?"

"I've already told you not to worry about it. Now, let's move him somewhere | can tie him up." With a wave of her wand and a Mobilicorpus charm she moved him to the
smaller clearing and tied him to a tree. She pointed her wand at her captive.



"Wendy, we shouldn't do this. It's too dangerous. What happens if he identifies us?" He hadn't liked the plan and this wasn't even part of the plan.

"Don't worry. | have everything under control. Just stay behind him so he can't see you." She replaced the mask, returned her attention to the captive and said,
"Ennervate."

Remus cringed and didn't want to watch. She wasn't overly cruel, using itching and tickling charms for the most part, only occasionally using a pain causing hex, but he
was reminded too much of the friends he had failed to control when he had been a student. Grudgingly, he had to admit that her methods were effective.

"Well now, I'd like to thank you for your cooperation, but you won't remember any of this," she said. She was about to Obliviate her captive when she heard a noise behind
her. She and Remus both turned to face the noise, and she jumped out of the way when she saw motion. There was an explosion behind her, and she cried out in pain.

Remus took aim at their attacker and cried out, 'Expelliarmus,” before their attacker could get off another shot. Once their attacker was unarmed he stunned the man.
Wendy tried to get to her feet. "Fuck! Bloody hell!" she cursed from the pain of standing.
"Are you all right?" he asked.

"No, dammit. I've got tree lodged in my leg. Fuck! Don't touch it," she ordered when he tried to take a look at the splinters. "Where's our friend?" she asked as she leaned
up against a nearby tree.

"Over there," he pointed to the direction of the first attack.

"Bring him over here. I'll Obliviate them both and we'll be on our way." She limped closer to the Death Eater she had tied up and Obliviated him. She then stunned him.
"Untie him and move him down to the clearing."

While Remus took the leader back to the clearing, she Obliviated their attacker. Then she realized that she still had to return the robes to the first Death Eater and that
Remus had no idea where she had left that man. "Dammit." She looked around for something to use as a cane to help alleviate the pressure she had to put on her leg.
Thankfully, it had only been her left leg that was injured. She pulled out her wand, cut a tree branch and transfigured it into a cane. After pulling the larger chunks of wood
out of her leg, she ripped her cloak for bandages to stop the bleeding.

Remus returned to the clearing and found her gone. "Wendy," he called out, but not too loudly, in case there was anyone else around. He heard underbrush snapping and
headed in that direction, wand at the ready. It didn't take him long to catch up to her. "What are you doing?"

"l have to return the cloak and mask. There will be enough questions already." She grimaced in pain.

"You're bleeding," he said as he got a good look at her injury in his wand's illumination.

"l know. I've bandaged it as best | can. I'll take care of it when | get home." She stumbled and would have fallen if Remus hadn't caught her.
"We can't wait, we need to get you home," he insisted.

"No, dammit. We need to finish the mission." When they found her captive, she pulled off the Death Eater robes and leaned against a tree to take the weight off her leg.
"Dress him so we can get out of here," she ordered.

Remus dressed the man as quickly as he could. "Can you Apparate?"

She shook her head. "I don't think so." She reached for her locket, but it was gone. "We'll have to find the Portkey."

He tried to pull her arm over his shoulder to help support her, but she pulled away from him. "Don't...touch me."

"Wendy, we need to leave as soon as possible. You can move faster if | help." He was concerned that she was growing weaker and refused to admit it.
"I'l make it on my own," she growled. She didn't want that werewolf touching her.

He sighed and walked close to her in case she stumbled again. After she stumbled the third time, he wrapped his arm around her waist. "No arguments. They'll be waking
soon and we need to not be here when they do," he said firmly.

"Fine," she growled and let him help her. She had to admit they did make better time. They found the shoe fairly easily and with a touch, were in yet another wooded
clearing.

"Where are we?" Remus asked.

"Oh, bloody hell!" she shouted, having forgotten the Portkey would take them somewhere safe, not back to her house. "Near Hogsmeade." She was trying to decide what
to do next, but the pain in her leg was making it hard to think.

"Well, if you can't Apparate, we can take a room at the Three Broomsticks." He thought/f only the school year had started, | could have gotten Madam Pomfrey to heal
her.

"No! That will draw too much attention, coming in at this hour." She sighed. There was only one choice. "We go into the village and call the Knight Bus." She truly hated
traveling that way, but there was no other choice at this hour. The conductor and driver would not ask questions once she flashed her badge.

He helped her walk into the village and they summoned the Knight Bus. Wendy fished some coins out of her pocket, handed them to Stan Shunpike and then flashed her
Auror Identification. "Next, stop, Chelsea."

Stan took one look at her badge, gulped, and replied, "Right. Chelsea it is." He decided it was best to leave them alone.

Wendy slapped Remus' hand away. "l can make my own way," she insisted, but when the bus lurched, she fell into his arms.

He helped her to the nearest bed. "Of course you can."

Remus watched her throughout the bus ride. He could see the color draining from her face and a look at the floor showed him a puddle of blood forming around her foot.
Before he could say anything there was another bang and lurch as the bus stopped in front of her house. She tried to fight off his help, but was forced to accept it when she
found she couldn't stand on her own.

Once in the light of her house, he could see her injury more clearly. Her left leg was soaked in blood. "We need to get you to a healer."

"No! If we do that, then | have to explain it. Cappa," she called out for her house-elf. "Get the aid kit." She hobbled into the drawing room and collapsed onto the sofa.

"And going in to work with a limp won't draw the wrong sort of attention?"How could she be so cavalier about her health? That is a serious wound that needs professional
attention.



She tried to pull her blue jeans away so she could get a good look at her wound. "It looks like it's only a flesh wound. | can take care of that here."

"You've lost a lot of blood," he said, the concern very clear in his voice.

"The aid kit, Mistress," Cappa said as she arrived with a bag in her hand.

Wendy looked up at Remus. "If you don't mind?" She indicated that she'd like privacy.

Remus realized she must want to remove her jeans to treat the wounds. "I'm sorry."

"You can stay here in the guest room or you can return to wherever it is you live." The bite had gone out of her voice. She was too tired.

"I'll stay here in case you need anything," he replied quietly.

"Cappa is capable of tending to my needs. There is no need for you to stay," she said in a civil tone.

"I'll stay here. Tomorrow, we can report our findings." He felt a certain level of responsibility to make sure she was all right.

"You mean, my findings. Fine, whatever. You know where the guest room is. Now, if you will excuse me?"

Remus lay on the bed trying to assimilate the events of the night. He was beginning to wonder if his new partner had a death wish. He most certainly did not. Even with
everything he had learned about her, he still felt there was much that he didn't know. She seemed to go out of her way to not let anyone close to her. Why did he even
care? She would surely plead with Albus for reassignment every opportunity she had. Perhaps he could talk to the old wizard and add his voice to hers in requesting
reassignment. They were clearly incompatible.

He finally heard her hobbling up the stairs and down the hallway. He could hear her grunting in pain as she walked by his door and wondered why she hadn't taken
anything for the pain.

Tomorrow morning they would report to the Order on the night's events. He didn't have all the facts, since she had done some things without him, but he knew enough.

While they had gathered some potentially useful information, he did not agree with the manner in which it been obtained. She took entirely too many risks. True, the
interrogation had not been as bad as he thought it might be, but he still thought it was not appropriate.

Chapter 4

Chapter 4 of 27
Voldemort is back and the Order of the Phoenix is reforming. They need new members and Kingsley recruits one of his

fellow Aurors - even though she is a Slytherin. Assigned to work with Remus Lupin, things get very tense. Set during
'Order of the Phoenix'.

Remus awoke around mid-morning. His clothes were laid out on the valet chair, looking somewhat better than they had when he had last seen them. Obviously, Cappa had
repaired them as well as cleaned them. After taking a long, hot shower and dressing, he went down to the dining room. Breakfast was waiting for him, but his hostess was
nowhere to be seen. When Cappa brought out the tea, he asked, "Will Wendy be joining us?"

"Mr. Lupin, Mistress will be down later. She is taking breakfast in her rooms this morning."

"Is she all right?" | should have insisted she see a healer, no matter what sort of questions they would have had to answer.
"Mistress is fine. Just tired after coming home so late last night." Cappa replied evasively.

"That's good," he replied politely. He would not have wanted to tell the others that his partner had become seriously wounded on their first mission. That and he would have
felt guilty for not insisting she seek professional help.

After he finished eating, he decided to check on Wendy. He had a feeling that Cappa might not be telling the whole truth. Standing in front of her door, he steeled himself
for the reception he was going to receive. When he knocked on the door, he heard a gruff, "What do you want?" and replied, "I've come to see how you are doing," as he
opened the door.

She was sitting on a divan by the window, and adjusted her robe to cover her wounded leg as he entered her room. "l haven't died, if that's what you were checking," she
said brusquely.

He had seen the wounds on her leg. Judging from the tray next to her seat, she was in the midst of changing her bandages. "Good morning, to you, too. | just came to see
how you were doing. If you would go to a mediwizard or a healer..."

"NO! I'll be fine," she interrupted. "I've cleaned the wounds so there is no chance of infection. We'll leave for headquarters in an hour."

"Should | get you something for the pain?" he asked, trying to be helpful.

"Pain potions also dull the mind. Il meet you in the foyer in an hour," she said dismissively.

An hour later, they Apparated outside Number Twelve, Grimmauld Place. He walked close to her in case she needed his help. She was limping slightly and he could tell
she was still in a tremendous amount of pain. It must be a foolish sense of pride that had led her to decide she didn't need to use a cane. He performed the charms to
unlock the door.

Molly was coming down the stairs as they entered the foyer. "How good to see you. We were worried about you when you didn't report back last night. Come in, come in.
Some of the others are down in the kitchen."

Remus let Wendy precede him and watched her gingerly climb down the stairs as she leaned heavily on the handrail.



Kingsley stood and crossed the room to give Wendy a hug when he saw her. "Damn, girl, we were wondering where you were. Everything go all right last night?"

She did her best to look pleasant, though she did notice Sirius glowering at her from the far side of the table. "As well as can be expected. | learned some good information
last night. | managed to interrogate their leader." She grimaced as she lowered herself onto a chair.

"Did you hurt yourself again?" Kingsley asked.
"Nothing too serious. A little bit of an exploding tree hit my leg. It could have been a lot worse had the jinx actually hit me. I'll be fine in a couple days."
"You interrogated their leader?" Sirius asked. "How convenient," he sneered.

"Black, just shut the fuck up. I'm not in any mood to deal with your snide remarks today. If you can't limit your remarks to something useful, | will turn you into a
flobberworm,"” Wendy snapped.

"You don't have the guts," he replied confidently.
In a flash, she drew her wand and pointed it at him. "Try me. Ask Lupin, | think he'll tell you | do have the guts."

Sirius leaned back in his chair and crossed his arms. "Actually, | shouldn't be surprised you would stoop to something so cowardly, that's the way Death Eaters operate,
isn't it?"

She tried to leap from her seat to hex him, and the only thing that saved Sirius was the fact that she couldn't maintain her balance on her injured leg. With a complete lack
of grace, she fell forward onto the table.

"Sirius, enough," ordered Kingsley as he wrestled Wendy's wand out of her hand.

Sirius had no intention on stopping. "How do we know she isn't a Death Eater? She was married to one. | saw him in Azkaban. Old Edgar didn't last long. He was crying all
the time, whimpering and whining about how sorry he was and how he missed his beloved wife. | can only assume he meant you, but | can't see how anyone would pine
for you. But | guess for a Death Eater you are the perfect match.”

"I'l send you back. I'll send you right back to Azkaban. | had no idea what he was." She struggled against Kingsley's grip, but he was holding her tight.

"Oh, sure. You hung out with that whole lot of Slytherins that turned out to be Death Eaters. You played Quidditch with them. Malfoy, the Lestranges, Nott, Westin, they
were all on the team with you. Not to mention your friendship with my cousins. | find it very hard to believe you didn't know what they were and are completely innocent.

And now you tell us that you were able to interrogate the leader of this cell? How convenient," he replied snidely.

Kingsley admonished, "Wendy, he's not worth it. Leave him be. Sirius, if you can't behave, I'm going to have to ask you to leave. We have important Order business to
discuss."

"And I'm not important to it," he added. "I'm not important to anything because I'm stuck in this bloody house!"
"Stop this bickering!" Minerva ordered sternly as she entered the kitchen. "Nowwhat is going on here?"

Wendy pointed at Sirius. "He slandered me, and | demand an apology."
"l will not apologize to that Slytherin. | stand by what | said," he replied defensively.

Athena jerked away from Kingsley and straightened her robes. "When it is decided that | am a valuable member of the Order, I'll return. Until then, I'll be at my house. Lupin
knows how to reach me." She took her wand from Kingsley and did her best to make a dramatic exit, given her injury.

"Wendy, would you be a dear wait in the drawing room while we sort this out?" Minerva asked. She then shot a glare at Sirius. As she had feared, Sirius was unable to
overlook the fact that she had been a Slytherin and her husband had been in Azkaban.

Wendy sat in the drawing room and fumed. Why did | agree to this? | knew they would be suspicious and unappreciative. | should have walked away. Joining the Order
was a world-class bad idea. She thought she heard something outside. Moving as quietly as she could, she peered out the door. "Why don't the lot of you come down

here? There's no point pretending you aren't there, | can hear you." It was a few more seconds before a group of teenagers trudged down the stairs. She crossed her arms
and scanned the crowd. "Eavesdropping are you?" She let them protest for a few seconds. "Don't worry about it, | would have done the same thing if | were you." She
looked at the children, four boys and two girls. "Well, now, I've got a bunch of Weasleys, Harry Potter and Hermione Granger if I'm not mistaken."

"No, ma'am, you're not. I'm Fred, this is George, Ron and Ginny. And who might you be?"

"Fair question. I'm Wendy Westin, Auror. | think you know Mr. Shacklebolt, I'm a colleague of his."

"You're in the Order, aren't you?" asked Harry.

"Yes, | am."

"Then what are you doing up here?" Harry demanded.

"Harry," whispered Hermione, trying to get him to be polite.

She smiled. "It's okay. Black and | don't get along well. | decided to wait up here while he decides what's really important.”

"You know Sirius?" Harry asked suspiciously. He wondered if she didn't like Sirius because he was still thought to be a convicted murderer.

She got the idea that Harry rather liked Sirius and decided not to revisit the unpleasantness she had just escaped downstairs. "Not well. | was a few years ahead of him and
Lupin. | played Quidditch against your father though."

"You played against my dad?" Harry asked eagerly.

Now she was wishing she hadn't brought that up. It would invariably lead to them finding out which House she had been in, though she was sure Sirius would rather

quickly volunteer that information if they asked. "l did, | was a Seeker, so | didn't interact that much with him. They were a good team, but not good enough." The five years
she had played on the team, they had won the Quidditch Cup four times. Those had been happy days. She had enjoyed Quidditch and had even been offered a spot on the
Falmouth Falcons, but that was considered beneath her station. Instead, her parents had found her a respectable husband.

"How did he play?" Harry was excited to have someone to talk to someone who knew his father. Sirius had been rather bitter lately.

"I really can't tell you much. You know that as Seeker you generally don't get to watch the game." She really didn't want to tell him that his father had been a bit of a dirty
player. Of course, the Gryffindors had called their style of play aggressive. She wondered what was taking so long in the kitchen.



"Am | the only one that finds it suspicious that she was able to just infiltrate the Death Eater group like that?" asked Sirius.
"They were masked and robed. | didn't even know it was her until after the meeting when she took the leader aside," defended Remus.

"That proves my point. Death Eaters have rituals. How would she know what they were if she wasn't one?" He thought he had a very valid point and couldn't understand
why no one else seemed to understand.

"That's enough, Sirius!" said Minerva.
"Wendy is not a Death Eater. If she were, | would know," added Severus.
"Oh, like I'm supposed to trust you? | notice that you haven't really turned up anything useful. How do we know the two of you aren't working together?" asked Sirius.

Minerva interrupted, "Sirius, | will not tell you again. Both Severus and Wendy are trusted members of the Order. The fact they were both in Slytherin has no bearing on
their loyalty. Remus, what happened last night?"

Remus explained events from his point of view. He glossed over her methods of getting that information so as not further inflame Sirius. "So, while we weren't able to find
out anything about any meetings of the next level, we have learned about planned Death Eater attacks in the Gloucester area and that they have found a way to
communicate without using owls."

"That is most troubling. | haven't heard of anything like this before. And there were no oth