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Snape's Boon
The Train

by amr

Summary: Hermione wakes up tired, sore, and injured, and tries to work out what’s happened to
her.

It was the light that she noticed first, flickering against her eyelids. Hermione tried to open her
eyes as she slowly struggled into consciousness, but the light hurt them, and she abandoned her
attempt almost immediately, instead squeezing them tightly closed against the unbearable
brightness. She felt weak and dizzy and bruised all over. Even her face felt swollen and tight, and
it was a bit difficult to breathe. Had she been attacked? Merlin! Heaven only knew what sort of
situation she’d got herself into this time—it might be safest not to let anyone who might be
watching know she was awake. She lay very still, taking stock. She was in a bed—that she was
sure of—with soft sheets, pillows, and very heavy bedclothes. Did that mean she was safe? Did
Death Eaters let people recover in beds? Surely not—at least not Muggle-borns. She was very,
very tired and sore, and it hurt to move at all. Nonetheless, the constant movement of the light
against her eyelids was extremely annoying and she began to feel she really had to do something
about it. She tried to complain, but she found she could barely open her mouth, and moving her
tongue was very difficult. It was dry and thick and wouldn’t bend properly. She moaned,
sounding melodramatically pathetic even to herself.

“Hermione? Are you awake again, dear? Wonderful!” said a kind female voice in a tone of
delighted surprise. Surely a Death Eater wouldn’t sound happy. “Merlin,” the voice went on, a
little incoherent with relief. “I told them you’d regain consciousness soon. Such pessimism and
impatience as I’ve had to deal with, I can’t tell you! I’m so glad you’ve come around. I’d hate to
think what it would do to… well, all of us, really. They’ll all be so pleased. It’s wonderful to see
you conscious again, dear! Let’s sit you up, and I’ll let you have a few sips of water before you
try to talk. Your mouth must be terribly dry.” An arm slipped behind her shoulders, pulling her
upright in the bed and supporting her back with soft pillows. Hermione moaned again.

She continued to squeeze her eyes tightly shut as she slowly sipped from the glass, moving her
tongue slowly around her teeth, which all seemed to be there. It was terribly difficult to swallow.
The woman would only give her a few sips before taking the glass away. She tried to reach out to
take the glass herself, but she found she couldn’t lift her hand from where it rested on the
coverlet. Even the effort to do so was exhausting. The irritating light still flickered.

“Br… br… bright!” She managed to force the word from her throat. Her voice sounded strange
and hoarse, and she realized her throat was terribly painful.

“Of course, dear. I’m sorry. You’ve been out so long—it must be excruciating.”

Hermione heard the swish of a wand and the swoosh of heavy drapes drawing closed. The
flickering light disappeared. Cautiously she opened her eyes, wishing she could lift her hands to
rub the dried bits out of them. She found herself looking through a dim haze into the kind,
familiar face of Madam Pomfrey. She must be in very bad shape indeed not to have recognized



her voice! The mediwitch’s eyes looked worried. Oh dear, Hermione thought. I’m in the hospital
wing again. I wonder what’s wrong with me this time?

Madam Pomfrey cleared her throat nervously. “Can you tell me your name, dear?”

A stupid thing to ask, Hermione thought blearily. Surely Madam Pomfrey knew her name, what
with all the time she’d spent here. Not as much as Harry, of course, but she’d certainly spent
more than her share of time under the kindly mediwitch’s care.

“Her… Hermione… Hermione Granger,” she spoke very slowly and with difficulty. Her tongue
seemed sore, and her throat rasped painfully with every syllable.

Madam Pomfrey sighed. “Thank Circe! We were terrified you’d be… mentally damaged. That
curse….” Then her eyes widened. “But I thought….” She cleared her throat again, nervously,
and then quickly became brusque and professional. “Yes, of course. Hermione Granger. And can
you tell me the last thing you remember, dear?”

Hermione thought for a moment, and suddenly was seized by terror. “The train!” she croaked.
“Death Eaters! Is… Harry…? And Ron? And…”

“The train?” She paused, clearly thinking hard. “Yes, of course. The Hogwarts Express. Don’t
worry; everyone’s fine. You got everyone away safely. You’re a great heroine. But can you
remember anything at all after that?”

Hermione thought hard for several long minutes and then whispered “no.”

The mediwitch cleared her throat again, sounding even more nervous. “I’ll fetch the
Headmistress. She’ll know what to do.”

“What’s… what’s wrong?”

“Your memory seems to be a bit fuzzy, if that’s the last thing you remember. But it will all
probably come back. You’re all right. That’s the important thing. Professor McGonagall will
explain. You just relax—rest a little—and I’ll fetch her.”

“Madam Pomfrey?” she croaked, and the mediwitch stopped and turned in the doorway. “How
long have I been knocked out? What day is it?”

“It’s Thursday,” the mediwitch said firmly. “Now, don’t worry; just relax, and we’ll talk all
about it later.”

Before the door closed behind Madam Pomfrey, she was accosted abruptly by an authoritative
masculine voice. “Well, I’ve just sent owls to Potter and Weasley,” the man said. “What?
Awake, again? Truly? Thank Merlin! Is she… herself?” Hermione didn’t recognize the relieved
voice or the man, who was just a tall shadow against the brightness beyond the door. But he was
a friend, she felt suddenly. It was odd, but she felt very sure that if the man with the authoritative



voice was here, everything was going to be all right. She settled back into her pillow and relaxed
a little.

“Yes, she’s awake and talking, though very sore and weak, of course.” Madam Pomfrey hadn’t
quite closed the door completely, and Hermione could hear both worry and caution in her voice
as she replied. “She’s obviously herself, but she’s not quite mentally back to normal. You
certainly shouldn’t go in to see her yet. You see, the last thing she remembers is the attack on the
Express.”

“Merlin! You can’t mean…? She’s completely forgotten…?” The man whose voice sounded so
comforting was clearly alarmed.

“It seems so, I’m afraid. But please do stay calm. I’ll fetch Minerva; she’ll sort her. The girl’s
herself, after all. She asked about Potter and Weasley right off, so she’s not lost track of who she
is. That’s the important thing. A bit groggy and confused, that’s all. And she clearly hasn’t
realized…”

Her voice cut off as the door was shut more firmly. What hadn’t she realized? She closed her
eyes, straining to hear more of the conversation going on outside her door. She was vaguely
sorry that Madam Pomfrey had told the man with the comforting voice to stay away. It would be
nice to have him near her. He could give her more water for one thing. Who was it? Not her
father—her parents were in hiding, and her father’s slight German accent was very distinctive,
his voice deeper and rougher than this one. Hermione sighed. She needed clues to figure out
what was going on. Why wouldn’t Madam Pomfrey explain?

As she listened, a cat yowled pitifully. Was Crookshanks here? The noise gave her a sinking
feeling—frustration that she couldn’t go and soothe the poor animal. But how did he come to be
here? She hadn’t taken him on the train to Hogwarts, as they’d only planned to stay two or three
weeks. Perhaps someone had brought him to her? Yes, Harry and Ron might do that, if she’d
been hurt and it looked like she’d be here for some time. Were they taking proper care of him?
Perhaps he was standing guard out in the corridor with the comforting man. If she was badly
hurt, and she felt like she was, maybe they would let her cat visit her. She’d feel better if they
had let her have him on her bed; and then he wouldn’t cry for her and disturb the other patients.
Did they allow cats in the hospital wing? She tried to remember her previous visits, but she
didn’t think Crookshanks had ever been with her here.

She still felt very groggy and confused, just as Madam Pomfrey had told the man. How had she
got here? What had happened on the train? They’d taken the Express on Sunday—Merlin, if it
was Thursday now, she must have been out for four whole days! But she’d obviously been
awake sometime in between, or Madam Pomfrey and the comforting man wouldn’t have been so
alarmed that the attack was the last thing she remembered. Something important must have
happened afterwards.

She turned over the events of the past two months in her mind. They were certainly clear enough.
After a few sad days spent mourning Dumbledore and imagining what tortures they’d like to
visit on the traitorous Severus Snape if he were caught, she, Harry, and Ron settled down to work



at Harry’s house at number twelve, Grimmauld Place. Harry had told them sheepishly about his
duel with Snape, and how easily Snape had parried his shouted hexes. Hermione had found it
ironic that, in his eagerness to insult Harry, Snape had told him exactly what he needed to do to
be a more effective fighter—keep his mouth and his mind shut, and not to bother with the
Unforgivable Curses that required hatred. The boys had been dubious, but eventually they had
agreed that Snape’s sneer required their attention. Hermione worked hard with them on their
non-verbal curses, and as with Harry’s Summoning spell their fourth year, she proved an
effective teacher when Harry was properly motivated.

Remus Lupin had agreed with a scowl that Hermione was probably right in believing that it was
Legilimency that had allowed Snape to fight Harry with such frustrating effectiveness. When
Hermione pointed out that Voldemort was twice the Legilimens Snape was, Harry became really
nervous and agreed that they all should learn to block that kind of attack with Occlumency.
Resolutely, Hermione owl-ordered all four books on Occlumency that Flourish & Blotts sold,
and the three of them began reading them and doing the exercises they outlined. Since they’d all
agreed that Snape had never really meant that Harry should learn Occlumency, they were
surprised to find that the books all said essentially the same thing that Snape had told Harry—the
important thing was to clear your mind of all emotion. With occasional visits from Remus Lupin
and Nymphadora Tonks to work with them, their Occlumency skills had improved substantially.
Hermione had done the best, but after a few practice duels with Tonks, Remus thought that Harry
and Ron would be able to close their minds well enough when fighting to keep an opponent from
anticipating their non-verbal curses with Legilimency.

And although he had probably simply been taunting Harry, Hermione thought that Snape was
probably also right to say that Harry would never be able to cast effective Unforgivable Curses.
Killing Voldemort with an Unforgivable didn’t seem to make use of “the power the Dark Lord
knows not,” which Dumbledore had said fairly unambiguously was love. Hermione did some
research on this, but all she could find were some spells that worked as the equivalent of love
potions and a number of spells that harnessed parental love. Ginny had been clamoring to be
allowed to help, so Hermione sent all her notes on the question to The Burrow, and put her in
charge of the research on useful love-based spells. She loved Harry, and Hermione and Ron
thought this was a good way to involve her, since Harry was adamant that she not be included in
the dangerous Horcrux hunt.

This, of course, had been their main project for the summer. They had made secret visits to
places that were important to Voldemort’s life (the orphanage had burnt to the ground in 1951)
and Ron had even talked the twins into going with him to a rather dodgy bookstore in Knockturn
Alley to find a book about Horcruxes. He was extremely proud of his acquisition, which gave a
number of gruesome details about how a Horcrux could be made, but it did little to suggest how
to destroy one. Their attempts to locate the Horcruxes themselves had been more successful,
Hermione thought with satisfaction. Soon after arriving at Grimmauld Place, they’d realized that
the mysterious R.A.B. had been Sirius’s brother Regulus Black, who had been a Death Eater, but
turned against Voldemort. They’d found the locket that he’d taken from the cave hidden in
Kreacher’s cache in the basement, and Harry had managed to open it by commanding it to open
in Parseltongue. It was pretty clear from the noxious-smelling black cloud that filled the back
garden and then dissipated that the Horcrux had been destroyed. But it was only the third of six.



Far more dangerous was their retrieval of the Hufflepuff cup. They found it in a flat in
Knockturn Alley that had been left unoccupied since Voldemort, or Tom Riddle as he was called
then, had abandoned his job at Borgin and Burkes a half century previously. Despite a terrifying
series of wards and traps, they’d managed to escape with the cup, though Harry had come
perilously close to losing his wand hand to the guillotine-like door behind which the cup was
hidden, and Ron still had scars from the Slicing hex that had got him in the leg when he tripped
one of the wards accidentally. They hadn’t destroyed that Horcrux yet—it wasn’t obvious how to
get a soul out of a cup. And Hermione was still researching ways of detecting the other curses
that might be on it. Still, it wasn’t bad for two months’ work.

In August they’d been joined at Grimmauld Place by Hermione’s parents. Minerva McGonagall
had received a warning message—well, she received hundreds of warning messages these days,
actually. She’d said it was as bad as being the Daily Prophet with all sorts of nervous people
sending her owls detailing their slightest suspicions, hoping that she would alert the legendary
Order of the Phoenix. They were trying to be helpful, she knew, but she said if she’d acted on all
of them, she and the Order would do nothing else. This particular message, however, happened
to draw her attention and it made disturbingly good sense. It claimed to come from a disgruntled
Death Eater and it insisted that Hermione’s notoriety (the Daily Prophet had helpfully described
her as “Harry Potter’s brilliant, Muggle-born best friend”) had made her and her Muggle parents
a target. The writer maintained that Voldemort thought she, Harry, and Ron might even be
concealed at the Grangers' house, and gave a day and hour for the planned attack. The
Headmistress found the suggestion quite likely, so she passed the warning to Hermione’s
parents. Rather to her surprise, they had immediately moved their furniture into storage, sold
their dental practice, and prepared to move into a large manor house that was serving as a safe
house for several endangered families, from the Muggle and magical community alike.

Hermione, too, had been rather surprised at the alacrity with which her parents abandoned their
lives and prepared to go into hiding. However, her father reminded her that his own parents had
been slow in leaving Germany during the Second World War, departing only after his
grandfather and his uncle had been arrested for participation in an anti-Nazi plot. Heinrich
Granger had been only six, but he retained vivid memories of the difficulty of the trip and his
parents’ terror for the safety of himself and little Erika, his three-year-old sister. His father, one
of the last of the ancient von Grange family, had delayed for months, reluctant to leave the
family home, which was completely destroyed soon after their departure. Heinrich did not want
to repeat his father’s mistake, he said, and Susanne Granger, fifteen years younger than her
husband, had deferred to his experience. His insistence on taking the threat seriously proved wise
when the Granger house, entirely emptied of its contents, had exploded and burned to the ground
at exactly the time and date the attack had been predicted.

Hermione had enjoyed spending time with her parents and having the chance to introduce them
to her friends and her life in the wizarding world. Arthur and Molly Weasley had visited
occasionally, and Heinrich and Arthur had long conversations about Muggle technology. Her
mother also made friends with Tonks, giving the younger woman much useful advice about
dealing with a recalcitrant older man who hesitated to accept the love of a younger woman.
Professor McGonagall also visited the house several times, in preparation for their move to the



safe house in late September, and she and Susanne Granger found much to talk about.

It was on one of these visits that Harry had asked Professor McGonagall if they could spend
some time at Hogwarts doing research on the history of the Founders for a secret project
Dumbledore had asked him to complete. The Ravenclaw or Gryffindor Horcrux was still a
mystery, and they’d decided after long discussions that Hogwarts was the best place to research
it, and possibly to find it. Hermione had thought a short visit there would be a particularly good
idea for Harry’s sake. He had returned from a short stay with the Dursleys terribly depressed and
discouraged. He and Ginny had broken up at Dumbledore’s funeral, against both their
inclinations, but it was clear to Hermione and Ron when they’d all visited The Burrow one
afternoon for Bill and Fleur’s wedding in early August that Harry missed her terribly and was
very depressed at the thought of a longer separation. A stay at Hogwarts would cheer him up and
help him focus, they had decided. And they might find clues to the unknown Horcrux in the
History Section of the library there, while the Restricted Section might have useful information
on destroying such items. The Headmistress had agreed, and suggested they return with the
students on September first, since the Hogwarts Express was well guarded and they would be
less conspicuous traveling on the train than they would be making their way to Scotland on their
own.

Well, that had been a stupid idea, apparently. Everything was perfectly clear until the time they’d
left for the station. She had a vague memory of Ron saying that there were Death Eaters on the
train, but nothing more. At least Harry and Ron were all right. And she seemed to have survived,
even though she couldn’t quite remember what had happened. She pushed against the edges of
her memory a bit, but soon gave up, exhausted by the effort.

She must have drifted off to sleep for a moment, because she woke suddenly to the sound of the
door closing and the comforting scratch of Professor McGonagall’s starched robes as she
approached the bed.

“Hermione?” the Headmistress said uncertainly. “Er… Miss Granger? Do you feel well enough
to talk to me for a while?”

“Of… of course.” Her voice was still very sore and raspy, she noticed. “May I have a bit more
water, please?”

“Certainly, dear. I’m sorry. And I have a potion for your throat as well.” She heard Madam
Pomfrey come around the bed to fetch the glass. “We’re all just so happy to have you awake.”
The mediwitch gave her a teaspoon of a viscous potion, and then a sip of water. “And the
Professor was so relieved.” She stopped, looking almost embarrassed, and then held the glass to
Hermione’s mouth so she could drink a bit more.

“How are you feeling, Miss Granger?” The Headmistress seated herself primly on the side of
Hermione’s bed and looked at her appraisingly. “I can’t really see you properly in this dim light.

“I… I feel terrible,” she croaked pathetically, although the pain in her throat was fading fast.
“I’m sore all over and I feel so tired. I don’t understand.” The words began to come more easily



now. “Madam Pomfrey said I’ve been asleep, and the last I remember is Sunday morning, but I
don’t feel like I’ve had any sleep for months. And my muscles all feel sore and bruised. And my
bones ache. What’s wrong with me?”

“You’ve been in a coma,” she said soothingly, “and there were some complications, recently.
But you’ll be all right—it’s perfectly normal to feel….”

“Normal?” Her voice cracked in outrage. “Not to feel like this! I’ve never felt so horrible in my
life. Not even after Dolohov’s curse, and that was terrible. Is that what happened? Did a Death
Eater curse me on the train? It’s all really fuzzy.”

The Headmistress and the mediwitch exchanged uncomfortable glances. “You were indeed
cursed by a Death Eater. But I think it will be better if you remember all about it on your own,”
Professor McGonagall said firmly. “Now, let’s start with the train. Just tell us what you
remember.”

“But surely Ron and Harry told you—they are all right, aren’t they?” she asked anxiously. “And
Ginny and Neville and Luna? They were with us, I think.”

“Yes, yes.” To Hermione’s surprise, the Headmistress took her hand and patted it. “They’re all
fine. We’ve heard it all from their point of view, but yours will be slightly different. And going
over it will help clear your head—at least, we hope so. Now, just tell us what happened. Harry
had asked me if you three might come to Hogwarts to research the Horcruxes, so you took the
train with the students on September first. You’d all been staying with your parents at
Grimmauld Place, and I believe Molly and Arthur and Tonks and Kingsley accompanied the
three of you and Ginny to the Express. You remember that don’t you?”

“Yes, of course. We all got through the barrier…. Wait, Professor! How do you know about
the...? Did you say what I thought you said?”

Professor McGonagall appeared confused and then her eyes widened and she looked almost
ashamed of herself for a moment. “Yes, I know about Harry’s task. But you’re quite right. I
shouldn’t have mentioned them. Do, please, go on with your recollections.”

“But Professor Dumbledore told Harry not to tell anyone! Why would he have…? Have they
asked you to help?” It annoyed her that the boys would make such a decision when she was in a
coma—hadn’t they agreed that they wouldn’t tell anyone else unless they all agreed to it?

Professor McGonagall released Hermione’s hand and removed her glasses to polish them.
“Don’t worry, dear. I shouldn’t have mentioned them. We’ll talk about your special project later.
Now, just close your eyes and tell me what happened when you got to the train.”

Hermione looked at the Headmistress for a moment. She looked older and more tired, with a
streak of silver in her hair that Hermione didn’t remember seeing before the Headmaster was
murdered. Best to do what she asked—it was good of her to take the time to visit Hermione in
the hospital wing at all, she realized, since she was acting Headmistress. School must be in



session and she had a lot of things to attend to, probably. Not to mention managing the Order and
the war. Hermione sighed. Then she leant back on the pillows and began to tell them about the
train. As she spoke, her memories came back to her, clear, detailed, and full of the sensations of
the moment.

It had been a cold, damp London day, misty and pouring rain, and they had rushed from Tonks’
magically expanded little car into the train station, glad that they had fewer bags than usual. The
boys carried only knapsacks, and Hermione had a single small duffle bag; the owls and
Crookshanks had been left at Grimmauld Place, in the care of her parents and Remus Lupin.

As Hermione and her friends walked through the automatic doors, Arthur Weasley made no
delighted comment on the Muggles’ ingenuity, and even Molly Weasley was silent—apparently
scanning the crowds for Death Eaters prevented her from voicing her usual series of warnings
and reminders. Arthur and Tonks walked ahead of the young people, and Kingsley and Molly
behind them. The heavy drops beat down relentlessly on the roof that stretched above the
platforms, and the space heaters in cafes and ticket booths sent swirls of steam wafting around
the Muggle trains, reminding Hermione of old black-and-white films. They went through the
barrier in pairs, carefully, watchfully. Standing on platform nine and three-quarters waiting for
the others, Hermione realized how secondary the magic had become to the danger and the
defensiveness. It made such a contrast to her first gleeful passage through that magical barrier.
Even the bright red of the train seemed darker and dimmer, less shiny and magical, and the
clouds of steam that swirled around it felt ominous and frightening.

The clusters of laughing, gossiping students on the platform that Hermione remembered from
previous years were absent now. The few students she could see were all being hurried onto the
train by their parents, and the adults who stood silently waiting for the train’s departure looked
tired and wary.

“Let’s get you lot all in a compartment by yourselves,” Kingsley said. “You can lock the door to
the corridor, and we’ll wait outside the train until it’s moving. After that, the anti-Apparition
wards kick in, and no one can Apparate to it or Disapparate from it.”

“Something in the last car,” Tonks said. “Fewer people walking past to notice you.”

The last compartment on the train was dark, however, with the curtains pulled shut. Ron made a
tasteless joke about some of their classmates not even being able to wait to get to the Astronomy
Tower, and his mother glared at him. He was so busy ignoring her glare that he tripped over a
small metal fitting that protruded from the platform, and fell hard on his injured hip, still stiff
from the Slicing Hex.

Tonks helped him up, her laughter echoing oddly. “Sorry, mate. It’s just so nice to see someone
else trip.” She ran her wand down his leg. “Just a sprained thigh ligament, I think. That’ll have
to heal naturally—too bad it’s not a break. We could fix that right away.”

While they helped Ron up, Ginny had gone to the window of the second to last compartment,



from which a deep voice had called to them. She returned saying that Neville and Luna had
saved seats for them; and Kingsley, hearing their names, gave a nod of approval. He shook
Neville’s hand seriously through the open window, and then Molly shooed the others up to the
entrance of the car. Hermione, Ginny, and Harry helped Ron to climb the steps and then
followed him. When they were all inside and seated, their escorts seemed to relax.

“That’s fine then,” Tonks said, following them into the compartment and casting revealing spells
and feeling carefully along the luggage racks with a wink at Harry. “Now, you lot watch
yourselves! Be careful when you get to Hogsmeade! Wands out at all times; keep together; and if
you’re attacked, form a circle and back each other up.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Harry said cheekily, and Ginny punched his shoulder lightly.

“Don’t worry,” Hermione said seriously. “I’ll look after them.” Tonks nodded at her with
satisfaction and left the compartment quickly. Hermione noticed that she almost never tripped
and broke things when she was being an Auror.

“See that you do look after them, Hermione!” called Molly, through the window. “Don’t let
these boys do anything silly.” She looked at her husband. “Maybe we should go with them,
Arthur….”

“Now, Molly. They’ll be fine. You-Know-Who has no idea they’ll be traveling. And they’re all
pretty competent at Defense by now.” He put his arm around his wife and pulled her away from
the window, giving his youngest son an encouraging nod as he did so. A few moments later, a
whistle sounded and the train slowly began to pull out of the station. They all waved at the
Weasleys and Tonks, although Hermione noticed that Kingsley did not wave, but turned his back
to the train, wand out, ready to hex anyone who might attack them in the final moments before
the anti-Apparition wards kicked in.

The train gathered speed, and they all sat back in the comfortable seats, exchanging news and
describing their holidays.

“Dad and I took a Portkey to Canada,” Luna said happily. “We stayed at this wonderful Muggle
resort in the mountains—beautiful scenery and full of magical wildlife. We saw several Double-
necked Loons and Clawfoot Burblers. It was very exciting. Unfortunately we didn’t get to see the
Honking Purple Hufflemoose. I think I heard it one night, though. It was a honk… a sort of
ethereal honk—a really spooky, haunting sound.”

“Unless it was a goose,” Ron muttered sarcastically under his breath.

“That’s too bad, Luna,” Hermione said carefully keeping a straight face and shooting a quelling
look at Ron. “But at least you had a nice holiday with your dad.”

“Oh, yes,” Luna said absently. “And it’s wonderful to have heard a Hufflemoose, after all.
Something I can tell my grandchildren about.” She gave them all a luminous smile, and
Hermione was pleased to notice that Ron smiled back at her affectionately. He’d always found



the blonde girl amusing and her admiration for his jokes was flattering, but he could sometimes
thoughtlessly hurt her feelings.

She turned to the other young man. “What about you, Neville? Did you spend the whole summer
at Longbottom Hall?”

“No, actually, we were only home for the first two weeks. Gran and I took my parents to
Munich,” Neville said enthusiastically. “It was wonderful to get out of England—away from all
the bad news. The wizarding hospital there has an experimental treatment that they think might
help them.”

He paused and gave a hesitant look at Harry. “The… the Headmaster suggested it to Gran over
the Easter holiday. He said that Snape had heard…. Anyway, Gran thought it would be worth
trying, despite… everything. And they’ve done some really intensive magical therapy. Mum and
Dad still seem pretty much the same to me, but it was hard to tell. We spent a lot of time walking
around the city together—it was so great to be out with them, away from the hospital. There’s a
huge park, and beer gardens, and the Muggle museums were wonderful. And Mum really liked
the mechanical clock in the old square, I think. She waited very patiently, and clapped her hands
when the little figures started moving. She looked like she was trying to remember something.
They’ve stayed on, and the Healers there sounded really hopeful. Gran’s going back tomorrow.”

Hermione smiled encouragingly at him. He’d only mentioned his parents at all since the battle at
the Ministry at the end of their fifth year. “What great news, Neville! It’s a wonderful city, isn’t
it? I love Munich. That’s where my dad’s from. And how wonderful it would be if they can help
your parents!”

“Yes, that’s wonderful news, Neville,” Ginny said. “We’ll all hope for the best.”

Harry nodded, smiling at their friend. “That would be really great, mate. It would be nice to
have something good happen for a change,” he said morosely.

“So what will you three be doing, if you’re not going to be in school?” Luna asked. Ginny smiled
happily at her—she’d been told off by Ron several times for asking the same question during her
brief stay at Grimmauld Place.

“We really can’t say, Luna,” Harry said apologetically. “It’s a special project Dumbledore gave
me. We’re doing it for him. It needs some research, and Hermione thought it would be good to
use the Hogwarts library.”

“Why can’t you tell us about it though?” Luna’s question hung awkwardly in the air. “We’re in
the D.A. Can’t you trust us?” She turned her pale, hurt eyes to Ron questioningly.

“Of course we can, normally. It’s just that Dumbledore said not to with this, Luna. I’m sorry.”
Ron shifted uncomfortably in his seat and then gave a little yelp. “Ouch! I can’t wait to get to
Hogwarts. Maybe Pomfrey will give me some anti-bruise salve,” he groaned. “I really banged
my hip hard when I fell.”



Hermione reached into her bag and pulled out a small jar and handed it to him.

Ron’s eyebrows went up. “You carry anti-bruise salve in your bag as a regular thing?” he asked
her curiously. “I mean, I could see if Tonks did, but….”

Hermione looked a little embarrassed. “It’s good when I read too long in the library. It gets rid
of the dark circles under my eyes.”

Ron sighed in exaggerated happiness. “At last! It’s finally happened! Our Hermione’s finally
developed some proper feminine vanity!” He batted his eyelashes and grinned at her.

The others snorted and Ginny gave Ron a warning glare. “Don’t be stupid, Ron,” she said,
scathingly.

Hermione felt a lump in her throat, but managed to ignore it. “When I’m reading a lot, it keeps
the teachers from bothering me about how little sleep I’m getting,” she told him. “Now, do you
want it or not?”

“Thanks. Sorry. I’ll just take it down to the loo and rub it in.” Ron took the jar with an
apologetic smile and limped out the door. Hermione looked out the window, where the suburbs
of London were quickly giving way to gardens and fields. Did Ron really want her to be more
feminine, and take more care with her appearance? Maybe she should take the trouble to get up
an hour early and put Sleekeazy’s Hair Potion on her hair every morning. He’d noticed at the
Yule Ball—but would he notice if she did it every day? Would he like her better? They’d been
together for a few weeks, after he’d broken up with Lavender, and Hermione had been happier
than she’d ever been in her life, but since Dumbledore’s funeral, nothing more had been said.
She assumed it was because Harry had broken up with Ginny, and Ron didn’t want to rub his
nose in their relationship. But maybe if she spent more time trying to be beautiful….

When she turned back to the others, she caught Ginny’s eye. The redhead gave an emphatic little
shake of her head and then returned to her argument with the others over whether to play
Exploding Snap or Magical Hearts. They all looked sharply towards the door when it opened
and Ron slipped in quickly and closed it silently behind him. He turned to his friends, his face
pale and shocked.

“That last compartment is full of Death Eaters!” he said in an urgent whisper. “I looked through
a gap in the curtains. They’re just putting on robes and masks. It’s Crabbe and Goyle and
Zacharias Smith and Cormac McLaggen and a guy I don’t know.”

“Smith? McLaggen? Damn!” Harry muttered.

“Draco Malfoy isn’t with them?” Hermione asked. “How odd! I would have thought he’d have
been in on anything like this.” But Ron shook his head.

“Well, we can lock our door,” Luna said sensibly. “They couldn’t get past our wards. Or we



could fight them. There are more of us, and we’re probably better at dueling.”

“I think we’d better fight them,” Ron said worriedly. “The next two compartments up are full of
first and second years. And if we just let them move up the train, they could do horrible damage.
We’d better move the kids in this car into the next one; then maybe we can disconnect this car?”

“Good idea, Ron,” Ginny said approvingly. “They’re probably not after anyone specific—just
trying to make trouble. They can’t know you three are here. The Daily Prophet has been saying
you wouldn’t be returning to school.”

Everyone turned to Harry. “Right,” he said. “Ron, you’re still limping badly, so you’re not
fighting. But you’re a prefect, and Luna is good with the younger kids. You two get everyone to
the next car or even further up—tell them it’s a drill or something. If you meet any D.A.
members, send them back to help us. Ron, wait at the back of the next car, ready to unhook it
after we come through. And Luna, you go ahead with the kids and find the lady with the cart. She
can probably alert the driver and the Aurors.”

The pair nodded brusquely and slipped out the door. He turned to the others. “Hermione and I
should be first, I think and the two of you behind us. Hermione’s shield spells are the strongest,
and I know the most curses. Back us up if one of us falls, and retreat slowly. Hurry! If they aren’t
out yet; we may be able to keep them in their compartment.”

They moved quickly out into the corridor, but the five young men in black robes and white masks
had already begun to emerge and immediately began to shoot spells at them. Hermione set up a
Protego Charm, and she and Harry began fire hexes at the Death Eaters, crouching so that
Ginny and Neville could cast spells over their heads. Tarantallegra, Jelly-Legs, Stinging Hexes,
Tripping Spells. The corridor was filled with multicolored lights.

Hermione had been pleased to get McLaggen with a Confundus Charm right off. That should
slow the bastard up a little. And Neville’s Tarantallegra hit him as well. Behind them, they could
hear Ron and Luna coaxing the younger students to gather their things and move up the train, as
the Death Eaters yelled in frustration. The dancing McLaggen was at the front (of course),
blocking the corridor so the others couldn’t get past. Didn’t his friends even know the basic
Finite Incantatem spell? Or perhaps they simply didn’t have the sense to cast it? As McLaggen’s
heavy feet pounded out a clumsy Highland Fling in the aisle, Hermione felt an instant of
gratitude that the one party she’d attended with the young man hadn’t been a dance.

The five young Death Eaters were clearly unused to fighting in masks, and made little progress
against their four D.A.-trained opponents. Only Smith was at all a threat, thanks to Harry’s
training, but his repeated attempts to cast a Cruciatus Curse were inept and Harry eventually
Stunned him. Ginny had got Crabbe down with her Bat Bogey Hex, and Neville and Hermione
had cast a variety of spells at the three still standing, when the train began to slow.

“That’s weird,” Neville muttered. We can’t be anywhere near Hogwarts yet.”

Suddenly the door at the rear of the train burst open and three older Death Eaters burst into the



corridor behind their younger colleagues, their wands casting spells as they came. Ginny was
Stunned almost instantly and Harry yelled to Neville to get her back into the next car. Neville
transported her with a Mobilicorpus Spell, casting Impedimentas and Stunners over their heads
which added to the confusion and noise but didn’t hit anything. Harry and Hermione continued
blocking the much more dangerous spells that were now being cast at them as they quickly
moved backwards up the corridor. Harry barely escaped a Cruciatus Curse—the corridor was
so narrow, it made it difficult to dodge. One green Killing Curse flew over their heads, but
Hermione hoped it was just being used to intimidate. Harry got the largest of the three with
Snape’s horrible Sectumsempra Curse, and that alarmed the others enough to give them some
time to back up. Luckily, the younger Death Eaters were piled so thickly in the corridor,
twitching, wobbling, and dancing, that the scarier adult Death Eaters had a difficult time getting
past them. Hermione and Harry backed quickly to the front of the car.

Neville was holding the doors to the next car open, but Ron yelled for one of them to stay in the
rear car. “You’ve got to unhook the coupling from inside the door on both sides at the same
time,” he shouted. “The instructions say it’s a safety precaution. You’ve got to break that square
panel of glass and then tap the large red knob with your wand at the same time I do. But I don’t
know how you’re going to get back!”

“Safety!” Hermione scoffed. “You go on, Harry. Tell Ron to tap the knob when you close the
door.” She stepped past him to cast the complicated Roadblock Spell in front of the Death
Eaters, who had just fought their way past their younger colleagues. “They’ll blast through that
in a moment, but a few Roadblocks will hold them for long enough for me to get away. Do what
you can to slow us. When the car stops, I’ll Apparate to Grimmauld Place and owl you from
there.” She found the square recess with the knob inside and broke the glass cleanly with a
Shattering Spell.

“But Hermione.…” Harry hesitated, holding open the door to the next car.

“Go on, Harry! I can’t do this if you’re standing between the cars! Move!”

She closed the door and watched the facing door through the glass. The moment Harry closed
the door, she tapped the red knob with her wand. The cars decoupled instantly, and hers began
slowing, rocking roughly from side to side. She steadied herself with a hand to the corridor wall.

When the blasts on the far side of the Roadblock seemed to be penetrating, she cast a second
spell and wondered if there was a spell she could use to slow the train more rapidly so she could
Apparate. She should have moved into a compartment and warded it, she realized, but her
second Roadblock had blocked that option. The space she had left would be barely enough to
cast a third one. But she didn’t want to derail the car by casting anything on the tracks. Perhaps
she should try to jump out and Apparate before she hit the ground? Or maybe the car was
already slow enough. She steadied herself and turned, attempting to Disapparate. It was exactly
as it had been in the Great Hall, during her first lesson. No magic. Presumably, the wards were
still active.

She looked out the window and saw the rest of the Express pulling rapidly away. The students



were all safe then. She sighed with relief and prepared to attempt a Disapparation as soon as the
wheels stopped. She turned back and could see no chinks in the Roadblock, which reached
almost to the ceiling of the corridor. By the sound of things, they had stopped trying to blast it
away. Perhaps they’d realized she’d be able to Apparate in a matter of minutes and had given
up, she mused. After all, the Death Eater Harry had hit with the Sectumsempra Curse would
require attention, and quickly.

Suddenly a wand snaked over the top of her barrier, someone shouted “Stupefy!” and
Hermione’s memory ended in a flash of red.

Professor McGonagall shook her head sadly. Both she and Madam Pomfrey looked paler than
Hermione had ever seen them.

“Miss Granger,” the Headmistress said. “We had no idea….” There was a long silence.

“Professor,” Hermione asked them tentatively. “How did the Death Eaters manage to Apparate
onto the moving train? Kingsley said they couldn’t, and I assume he’d know.” She smiled
slightly. “I’ll have to tease him about that next time I see him.”

The two older women exchanged glances, and Professor McGonagall was silent for a moment
and then took off her glasses and cleaned them with a tissue in a distracted way. Her story
seemed really to have disconcerted the women. The Headmistress suddenly seemed to realize
that Hermione was waiting for an answer. “Excuse me, Miss Granger. Now, what did you want
to know? Oh, the anti-Apparition wards. Yes, it hadn’t occurred to anyone to ward the little
platform at the back of the train. The witch who sells sweets off the cart goes back there from
time to time to have a cigarette. The Death Eaters Apparated onto that when the train slowed.”

“Why did it slow? Was the driver a Death Eater?”

“No, they’d put a Roadblock Spell on the tracks in front of the train—the driver slowed down to
have time to remove it and make certain he wouldn’t be blasting or driving over anyone. It was a
sensible thing to do in the circumstances.”

“I see. Do you know what they intended to do? Did they know Harry was on the train?”

“No, they didn’t. It was just meant to be another one of those destructive terrorist incidents.
They’d apparently been given orders to kill, although they were hesitant to do so—after all,
many of the Death Eaters send their own children to Hogwarts. But thanks to the six of you, you
were the only one who didn’t arrive safely in Hogsmeade. And we didn’t realize you weren’t
safe until after the start-of-term banquet, when I Flooed Remus at Grimmauld Place and then
Molly at The Burrow. Harry said you seemed so confident; we assumed you’d been able to
Apparate away. When we realized, of course, we were terrified.” She looked at Hermione
curiously. “But why did you send Harry back? He’s better at Defense than you are. He would
probably have been able to block the Stunning Spell.”



“Yes, but he couldn’t cast the Roadblock Spell. And I couldn’t think of another spell that would
work. I could have blocked the Stunning Spell myself, if I’d been paying proper attention.” Well,
that all sounded rather weak and arrogant, didn’t it? “Besides, Harry’s….” She hesitated. “He’s
the ‘Chosen One,’ they say. I knew it would be worse if they captured him than me. And my
Occlumency is better than his is.” Would it really have been worse? Harry was better in Defense
than she was. How could she have been so over-confident? He might not have been captured at
all. He might have had the sense to jump into a compartment and ward that! Were these her real
her reasons, she wondered? Or was it just her own stupid insistence that she could do everything
better than anyone else? She’d have to think about that later.

“The ‘Chosen One’? Yes, of course,” Professor McGonagall said after a pause. “You knew about
the Prophecy, so you wanted to keep him safe.” She caught Madam Pomfrey’s eye and nodded
approvingly. “Quite right, I suppose. Still, I wish it hadn’t been necessary. It all came right in the
end, but I’m sorry you did it, nonetheless.”

Hermione barely heard anything the Headmistress said after the word “Prophecy.” She looked
sharply from the Headmistress to the mediwitch and back again. “Harry has told about you that?
Both of you? But no one was supposed to learn about the Prophecy! Dumbledore was very
insistent, Harry said.”

The Headmistress sighed. “Yes, we know about it. Circumstances have… changed, Hermione.
Don’t worry.”

“But Harry’s all right, isn’t he? He’s safe, he’s sane, and he can still defeat Voldemort?”

“Yes, yes. Of course he can. Don’t fret, Miss Granger. You’ve had a difficult time. Harry’s fine.
Just relax. Now, tell us what happened when you woke up.”

Hermione thought for a moment. “I… I really can’t remember anything after that.” This must be
the part they were so surprised she’d forgotten. She hoped she hadn’t given anything away. How
stupid to get captured in the first place, though. She really had to rein in her Know-It-All
arrogance or she’d do real damage in this war.

The two women were still looking at her worriedly. “Maybe what they did to me was so terrible,
I’m suppressing it?”

“Perhaps. Trauma can sometimes cause memory loss,” the Headmistress said. “We’ll try again
later. When you’ve had a rest.”

Madam Pomfrey brought her the water glass again, and Hermione leaned back on her pillows,
taking small sips, her brow furrowed in worry.

“Whatever they did to me must have been horrible. How did you get me away? And how long
have I been...?”

The door opened, and a tall man with lank dark hair hanging around his face stepped into the



room. Hermione’s jaw dropped. Snape. The greasy git. The ugly black bat of the dungeons.
Dumbledore’s murderer. Here at Hogwarts. She suddenly realized where the worst of her pain
was centered: between her legs. Bits of memories of what had happened after she awoke from
the Stunning Spell came rushing back to her.

“Minerva,” her former teacher said in a characteristically irritated voice. “I really don’t see any
reason why it wouldn’t be just as effective to…” He stopped when he caught the look on her
face.

“RAPIST!” she shrieked, her voice rasping. Of course. It was rough and sore from the
screaming. She had screamed, she remembered, until she could scream no more.
“MURDERER!” she croaked. “YOU DAMNED RAPIST! HOW DARE YOU COME HERE!
GET OUT! OUT! OUT OF THIS ROOM, YOU BASTARD!” She turned to the two women.
“KEEP HIM AWAY FROM ME! PLEASE, PLEASE keep him… keep him out!” She burst into
wracking sobs that hurt her throat and her eyes.

“Hermione, calm down!” the Headmistress said, holding her shoulders gently back against her
pillows. “Be calm, dear. You don’t understand. Leave us for a moment, Severus, please.”

“But I just thought….” He sounded almost concerned.

“Please, Severus. Out.”

Madam Pomfrey brought a vial of potion to the bed. “Drink this, dear. Try to calm yourself and
don’t be agitated. It’s not good for you. Sleep now. You’ll deal with things better when you’ve
had some rest.”

Hermione tried to twist away from Pomfrey and McGonagall. What was wrong with them? What
was Snape doing at Hogwarts? What could possess them that would they let Dumbledore’s
murderer into his school, not to mention the hospital wing? Voldemort’s most loyal supporter! A
Death Eater who had raped her! Damn it, he’d raped her repeatedly! She wouldn’t swallow the
potion—how could she trust them? But she was too weak to resist for long, and the heavy
coverlet prevented her from turning away. She swallowed the sleeping potion, and as she waited
for the darkness to descend, she glared at the man. He hadn’t even left the room, but stood
silhouetted in the doorway, clutching some sort of poultice to his shoulder protectively,
muttering in a low voice. Just as Hermione’s world began to darken, he turned a little and she
noticed the light glinting off the long vertical scars that marked his cheeks. Someone had
obviously injured the man in the shoulder and cut his face. She was glad, and she smiled as she
drifted off to sleep. Someone had avenged her, then, after all.

Author’s note: Since it follows Half-Blood Prince, this story is obviously a lot darker than The
Lioness Prophecies, and I hope it doesn’t disappoint fans of that rather light-hearted story. I’ve
tried mightily (but probably failed) to keep Snape more in character here. Avid readers of fan
fiction will detect a lot of clichés (as in Lioness)— the emergence into consciousness under
Poppy Pomfrey’s fussy care after an ordeal being only the first of them. I like to think I’ve given



a few of them a bit of a new twist, though.
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Snape's Boon
The Dungeon

by amr

Summary: Hermione remembers her unpleasant experiences in Voldemort’s dungeons.

The room was still dark when Hermione awoke again, although it was a little brighter than it had
been before, with faint vertical bands of light glowing to her right, where the drapes weren’t
quite closed. The light that had been bothering her must have been the setting sun—now a
diffuse morning glow filled the room. After several minutes spent listening carefully for the
breathing of another person, she decided that she was alone in the hospital wing. Madam
Pomfrey had said she’d been the only one hurt, so that made sense. She wondered briefly why
Harry and Ron hadn’t visited. After all, they weren’t students any more, and she’d have thought
they’d want to see her as soon as she woke up, as they always had previously. Perhaps they’d
found a clue about the location of one of the Horcruxes and were away hunting for it? She heard
Crookshanks crying outside the door again, and again she felt a frustrating wish to comfort him.
She hoped someone was taking care of him. He could be really annoying, and her friends weren’t
really very fond of him. She wished they’d let him in.

She was a little stronger this morning, she thought, although she was still tired to the bone and
the place between her legs, where she’d been so brutally raped, was sore and sensitive. Damn,
damn, damn the man, she thought. How could he have done that to his own student? He was
really as evil as Harry had always said. And she’d defended him, time and time again. She’d told
Harry to be more moderate—that hating him so much was a weakness. Well, she wouldn’t object
any more. Next time Harry started sputtering enraged imprecations about Snape, she’d join right
in.

But why on earth had the Headmistress allowed him into Hogwarts? He must have convinced her
to trust him again, just as he’d convinced Dumbledore. How could she be so stupid? Perhaps she
had been what convinced the Headmistress, she realized suddenly with a shock. She envisioned
Snape waiting penitently at the gates of Hogwarts, carrying her, Stunned and bleeding from his
violent rapes, and then telling the Headmistress that he’d rescued her from the Death Eaters. Yes,
that would have worked. He’d had some sort of bulky bandage or poultice on his shoulder—
probably he’d claimed to have injured himself in the process. Even Harry and Ron would have
been grateful. And the Headmistress, she remembered, had clearly found it difficult to believe
that he’d killed Dumbledore in the first place. She was so soft-hearted, really, and protective of
her students, past and present. She’d always seemed rather fond of Snape. Such a story might
well have convinced her.

But would Professor McGonagall have merely tried to calm Hermione, when she’d called him a
rapist? Surely her first reaction should have been surprise, and then horror. They’d been talking
rationally, after all—she had no reason to think Hermione wasn’t telling the truth. She should
have turned on Snape and demanded an explanation. But she had not. She and Madam Pomfrey
had seemed almost embarrassed—as if they’d already known the facts and Hermione’s
accusation was somehow indiscreet. No, it was very unlike Professor McGonagall to have
ignored her accusation. And she would also have expected outrage from Madam Pomfrey.



But perhaps they weren’t who they appeared to be! They could be Death Eaters who’d taken
Polyjuice Potion! After all, they hadn’t really said much, and what Professor McGonagall had
said had been… worrisome. She’d mentioned both Horcruxes and the Prophecy, the two biggest
secrets Hermione knew. And the Headmistress hadn’t meant to say anything about them—she’d
been mortified by her mistakes. But if Snape had managed to torture those secrets out of
Hermione, it wasn’t surprising that a Death Eater might know. Hermione almost cried with
frustration. She should never have let herself be captured. If Voldemort had found out the
complete Prophecy and that Harry was destroying his Horcruxes, the Death Eaters would have a
huge advantage. And if she was being held captive, Harry wouldn’t know they knew—
Voldemort could lead him into a trap.

Yes, those slips had definitely been clues to what was going on. And the woman who seemed to
be Madam Pomfrey had known about them, too, which was even stranger. Harry might tell
Professor McGonagall about them, if he really needed help, but there would be no reason to tell
the mediwitch.

So they must have been Death Eaters masquerading as McGonagall and Pomfrey. Polyjuice had
to be taken every hour. Had Hermione seen them drink anything? She didn’t think so. But she’d
had her eyes closed much of the time, really, and she hadn’t been very clear-headed. She felt a
moment’s alarm about what she’d told them about the attack on the train. Was there anything
she’d said that would help Voldemort further? She didn’t think so. Luckily, she felt better this
morning—she’d be more alert and aware today. And more careful.

But why would they do such a thing? Were they trying to make her feel safe so she’d tell them
something else? But if they knew about the Horcruxes and the Prophecy, what was there left to
tell? Death Eaters were notoriously irrational, but this seemed like a lot of trouble to go to when
she had so little to hide. Perhaps there was something that she didn’t know that they thought she
did? She couldn’t imagine why they would waste so much time otherwise. And it must have
been incredibly dangerous and difficult for Death Eaters to sneak into Hogwarts and….

Hermione stiffened with shock. But was she really at Hogwarts? No one had actually said so.
They’d said she was safe, which meant Hogwarts to her. After all, it had been where she was
headed. And she’d just assumed that’s where she was when she saw Madam Pomfrey—or
thought she did—yesterday. If it was only yesterday. How long had it been since Hermione last
woke? Only a day? They’d given her a potion, after all. After Snape… no, she wouldn’t think
about that.

She ran her hands experimentally over the smooth surface of the sheets. The sheets on the beds
in the hospital wing were coarse, and smelt slightly of bleach; these were softer, with a smooth,
crisp surface. They were more like the sheets at her Grandmother Leicester’s house, polished
cotton, washed often enough to be as soft as butter. Percale, she thought, not something they’d
have at school. No, not the hospital wing, then, and she hadn’t been there the previous day either.
She remembered hearing Madam Pomfrey drawing heavy drapes, but the hospital wing had only
shades and light cotton curtains. She pushed herself up a bit higher on the pillows and looked
around. No, she certainly wasn’t in the hospital wing, and almost certainly not at Hogwarts.



The windows on her right were covered by deep blue brocade drapes. They weren’t fully closed,
but her eyes were able to bear the light better now. Through the gap, she could see a padded
window seat. A bay window, then, she thought, flanked by bookshelves that were stuffed to
overflowing. The ceiling angled down toward the wall, but formed a pleasant little arch above
the window seat. She was in a bedroom, probably in an old Victorian house. Whose? Could she
possibly have been sent here to recover from her experience with the Death Eaters? Why not
Grimmauld Place, if it wasn’t possible to have her at Hogwarts? It was very suspicious. Would
Death Eaters let her recover so comfortably?

She looked around the small room, observing the furnishings with interest. They were very much
to her taste. She lay in a large, four-poster bed with sheer white curtains. The beds in the hospital
wing didn’t have bedposts or curtains—how had she not noticed that? Between the bed and the
window, most of the polished wooden floor was covered by a lovely old oriental rug, on which a
splash of light fell, showing rich jewel colors in which blue predominated, matching the drapes.
The wall on her left was nearer to her. Nestled in the corner, not far from her night table, was a
wood-burning stove. Further along the wall were a dresser and a ladder-back chair. Above the
dresser hung a pleasant landscape painting, with birds and cattle that seemed to be moving.
Definitely a wizarding house, then. The color of the walls and linens appeared to be a variety of
shades of blue, from a rich, deep sapphire to the pale azure of the walls. Yes, very much to her
taste.

At the foot of the bed stood a closed door, and to the right of it a dressing table with a mirror and
another ladder-back chair. She suddenly knew that the door led through a short passage into a
sitting room. How did she know this? It must be a memory of some kind returning, though she
had no memory of the room beyond—only that it was a sitting room and not a corridor or
another bedroom. She’d been here, then, and awake, before. She tried to remember, but could
not. As she stared at the door, it opened.

“Hermione, darling?”

Hermione started. “Mum? What are you doing here? You’re supposed to go into hiding!”

“Don’t worry.” Her father’s voice was reassuring, as her mother closed the door behind them and
the couple approached the bed. “We’re safe here, Schätzle. How are you feeling?”

Surely no Polyjuiced Death Eater could mimic that faint German accent or would know that her
father routinely used that particular endearment. Hermione relaxed a little.

“Mum? Dad? Where are we? Why are you here? And what day is it?”

“We’re here to see you, of course, darling.” Susanne Granger’s voice was soft and a little
hesitant. “It’s Friday. You woke up late yesterday afternoon.” She seated herself on the bed. “I’m
so glad you remember us. Minerva said there were some gaps in your memory, and I was so
worried….”



Heinrich Granger put an arm around his wife. “Now, love, I told you—memory loss usually
affects recent memories. And Minerva said magical amnesia works the same way. Hermione
would never forget her parents.”

“No.” Hermione looked at her father worriedly. “But are you sure that that was really Professor
McGonagall you talked to, Dad? She didn’t seem like herself at all to me, and I’m not sure you
should trust her. Death Eaters can disguise themselves, sometimes, by using Polyjuice Potion.”

Her parents exchanged worried glances, and then both turned to look at her skeptically.

“I’m not being paranoid, really! It makes them look and sound exactly like the person they’re
pretending to be. And she and Madam Pomfrey both knew things that no one is supposed to
know. And…” her voice faltered, but she would have to tell them about this eventually. She
cleared her throat. “When I told them that Snape had raped me, they didn’t seem surprised or
upset at all.”

She examined her parents’ faces nervously for their reactions, but what she saw appalled her.
They simply nodded and exchanged sad looks.

Hermione’s eyes narrowed. “Mum, can you tell me the name of the blond doll I got for my sixth
birthday?”

“Sarah, darling,” Susanne Granger said gently. “Although that’s not really a very good security
question. Most little girls named their dolls Sarah that year because of that silly television show.
Your Sarah had a ruffled brown velvet dress with an embroidered white pinafore, and she
acquired a set of rather unrealistic black freckles about a week after you got her, after little
Tiffany next door attacked her with a laundry marker.”

“That’s right—I tried everything to clean that ink,” Hermione’s father said with a sudden laugh.
“And your Aunt Erika insisted on rubbing the face with a lemon juice paste and laying the doll
out on the grass in the sun for a few hours.” His voice softened. “You dragged a chair out onto
the lawn and watched over her carefully the entire time. You were always a very loving and
protective mother to your dolls.” He smiled at her fondly, his eyes strangely teary.

Hermione snorted. “Tiffany. Heavens, I’d forgotten all about her! All right, that passes. You’re
really Mum and Dad.” She looked at them accusingly. “But how can my parents be so calm
about such a thing? I was raped by my teacher. And I was a virgin, too! I don’t know what he
told you, but I don’t see how you can overlook that! It still… it still hurts… down there.”

Hermione burst into sobs, and was immediately lifted into her mother’s embrace. After a while,
she felt her father’s hand resting on her shoulder and pulled herself together. He gave her
shoulder a soft squeeze as her mother loosened her hug and laid Hermione’s unresisting body
back onto the pillows.

“Mum,” she said, still sniffling a little. “Madam Pomfrey said I’d been unconscious for a long
time, but it still hurts. Did he hurt me so badly that I won’t… won’t be able to have children?”



“No, dear. Madam Pomfrey has checked you over. You’re fine. You’re just still very sore. But it
will get better, and soon. And you’ll be able to have children. I promise.” Susanne Granger
looked a little teary, too.

“But Mum, Dad, what did Snape tell everyone? And how could you listen to him? How could
they let him come into my room?

Her father looked at her seriously. “We were both angry indeed when we learned that he’d raped
you. Very angry. What he did was completely outside the bounds of civilized behavior, and he is
very aware of that fact and very sorry. But you’ll remember that you both were outside the
bounds of civilized behavior. There were circumstances neither of you could….”

“He’s sorry?” she interrupted him, her voice scathing. “Well, that’s kind of him. And because
he’s sorry, you let him come into my room when I’m so weak I can’t defend myself? I don’t
even have a wand!”

Susanne Granger put her hand on Hermione’s shoulder. “Hermione the circumstances were very
difficult for both of you….”

“But he killed Dumbledore! What circumstances could excuse that?”

“Hermione,” her father said reprovingly. “You’ve been at war. And as your Opa Granger once
explained to me, sometimes, in a war, good people are forced to make terrible choices—to do
horrific things. I don’t think you’re remembering the situation very well if you think he chose
wrongly.”

Hermione’s frustration exploded. “But why won’t you tell me what you say I’ve forgotten? I
want to know what’s happened! I don’t even know where we are or what day it is!” Despite her
best efforts, Hermione’s voice sounded childish and plaintive and she sniffed to keep from
crying again. “I’ve been trying to work things out, but nothing makes sense.”

“I know, darling, I know.” Susanne gave her husband a look of desperation.

“Hermione,” her father said, seating himself on the bed next to his wife and turning to his
daughter with a serious look. “You’ve always been good at grasping problems intellectually.
Perhaps if I explain the situation a bit you’ll see why we’re being so mysterious. You’ve had a
memory loss, and the memories you’ve lost are important.”

“Important? You mean for the war?” Hermione asked, looking up attentively.

Her parents exchanged glances again. “That as well,” her father said slowly. “But they’re even
more important to you personally. Things have happened… they’re a part of who you are. And
as I understand it, if we were to tell you about what you’ve forgotten, you might never get your
own memories back. You’d always remember things that happened to you at second hand, so to
speak, through our memories as we’ve told you about them. And there will be holes in those



memories—things you saw and felt that you’ll never be able to recover if you put our
interpretation of your memories on top of your own. So it’s best if we give you as few clues as
possible and let your own memories come back naturally.”

Hermione frowned, thinking hard. “But I’ve been trying to work out why….”

“That’s just what you mustn’t do, darling,” her mother said. “We know it’s difficult not to try to
find logical answers to your questions—for you particularly. It’s what you do best. But if you do,
that, if you reconstruct your experiences based on clues, your guesses could also get in the way
of your real memories, and perhaps prevent their coming back.”

Heinrich nodded in agreement. “You have to trust us; just relax and remember. Minerva said the
storytelling therapy worked rather well, so it shouldn’t take you more than a few days to
remember. By then your pain should be gone. In the meantime, we can swear to you that you’re
safe, that this house cannot be attacked by Death Eaters, that Professor Snape will do you no
more harm.”

“Professor Snape?” She snorted. “He’s not a professor; not now.”

“That’s how Minerva refers to him,” her father explained smoothly. “And you always called him
that as well. Now, she suggested we ask you to tell us what happened when you woke up after
the Death Eaters kidnapped you. Can you remember some of that now?”

“I think so. It’s really hazy, but the train memory was too, before I started talking. But Dad, I
don’t think I can tell you and Mum what he… what he did to me. It’s too… too personal.”

Susanne Granger took her daughter’s hand and looked at her sternly. “Hermione, you could tell
us if they’d beaten you or hurt you in some other way, couldn’t you? Rape is no different. It has
nothing to do with sex; it’s about power and inflicting pain. If the victim feels shame as well, it
simply makes the torture more effective. But there is no reason for you to be ashamed of what
someone else did to you, and I’m sure you realize that. Keeping it inside and fearing the reaction
of others is what creates the shame. You have nothing to fear from us, and if you tell us about it,
it will make it easier for you to deal with it yourself. Now, just lie back and close your eyes, as
you did yesterday, and tell us what you remember after the train.”

“All right, Mum, Dad. But you’re not going to enjoy this.”

“No, I’m sure we won’t,” her father said with a grimace. “But it must be done.”

Hermione resumed her story.

She’d woken suddenly, probably from an Ennervate Spell, she thought. She was lying spread-
eagled, her arms and legs fixed by metal clamps to a low, very cold metal table, and the air
around her felt cold and damp. The table stood in the center of a large, vaulted, stone-lined
room—a cellar in an old mansion, she thought, or perhaps the dungeon of a castle like



Hogwarts. It wasn’t Hogwarts, though, since there was a very strong and unpleasant smell of
mildew. The house-elves at Hogwarts would never have tolerated that.

Her robes were twisted awkwardly, and her lower legs felt bare and chilly. Annoyingly, the
fabric was bunched behind her, making a very uncomfortable lump in the small of her back. She
began to squirm a little, trying to flatten or move the lump, but she froze at the sound of
sniggering from near her feet. Raising her head slightly, she could see the foot of the table,
where three Death Eaters watched her with an air of satisfaction. Dressed in their black robes
and white silk masks, they appeared to be enjoying the spectacle of her twisting bare legs.

The fattest of the three turned to the tall one. “Can I take this bloody mask off? I can’t see a
bloody thing through these bloody tiny eye holes.”

“Vell,” said the tallest man, “normally I vouldn’t advise it. If prisoners get avay, they can testify,
you know. I shall see that this one vill not escape me—not again.”

Oh, lovely, Hermione thought. Antonin Dolohov. And Vincent Crabbe, too, she saw, as he
awkwardly pulled the silk mask off his sweating face. Hermione glared at him silently, and then
shifted her attention to the third dark figure, who swaggered a bit closer to the table and used his
wand to lift her robes further, exposing her knickers. He turned to the others with a proprietary
air.

“Rather an appetizing little thing, isn’t she?” he said. “I could’ve had her at school, you know.
We dated last year, but she played coy for a little too long, and I decided that a swotty little
Mudblood like her wasn’t worth the trouble. Poor little tart—she was sadly disappointed when I
called off the game.” Like Crabbe, he took off his mask and looked down at her smiling smugly.

Hermione had recognized the arrogance long before she saw the face. “Please, Cormac,” she
said disgustedly, “Dated? I went to one party with you to make Ron jealous. And you think it’s
coy when someone breaks your fingers? You didn’t….”

”Silencio!”

Obviously, the twit didn’t want his mates to know she’d sent him to the hospital wing.

SLAP! Hermione recoiled as much from the thought of his touch as the pain.

"You filthy little Mudblood!" McLaggen shouted in her ear, sounding a little panicked. “By the
end of the night, you’ll wish you’d been a bit more accommodating to me last year, damn you.
Then, I might have been gentle—but I won’t be gentle tonight! None of us will be. And we’ll all
get a taste.”

Dolohov waved his wand. “Never use the Silencing Spell. He enjoys the prisoners’ screams.”

“Yes, but this one might tell all sorts of lies.” He stood and glared at Dolohov. “Maybe the Dark
Lord will let me have the first go. I deserve it—after all, the filthy whore dared to refuse me!”



“You may ask the Dark Lord for a boon,” he sneered, “just as any Death Eater may. But I vould
not recommend that attitude. He vill balance it against your service to him.”

Cormac looked at the older man curiously. “A boon? Right; Goyle told us about that. It’s a
favor, right? Rather medieval. All right,” he said with a swagger, “I’ll ask for a boon. I haven’t
asked him for anything yet, and it’s been four months since I took the Mark.”

“Fine.” The older man’s glance at McLaggen was not flattering. “Now stand back; this vill
enhance our evening’s entertainment, and it’s too important to leave to drooling adolescents.”

He waved his wand again, and Hermione felt her knickers vanish. She blushed deeply as the
man’s rough hands began to rub some cold, oily substance on the backs and insides of her thighs
and on her abdomen and buttocks. She clenched her eyes shut helplessly. No shame. This wasn’t
her fault.

“What… what are you doing?” Crabbe’s voice sounded thick and a little strangled.

“Ah, you young men have not yet seen a Mudblood interrogated? This salve is one of Snape’s
cleverest inventions, Carnal Cream. Better than a lust potion. It creates arousal vithout desire,
so ve can enjoy her vithout easing her pain. There is no pleasure at all for her. Quite the
contrary. But she vill be very ready—so there vill be much pleasure for us. You’ll see.”

Carnal Cream? Who had thought that name up? Surely not Snape! She almost snorted. As
Dolohov left the room, the areas he’d touched began to sting slightly. She felt her body becoming
warm and aroused, though there was no corresponding feeling of pleasure or anticipation.
Peculiar, and rather alarming. But it was useful that her mind would remain clear, she
supposed. A lust potion would have been worse.

“I’ll be back, Mudblood,” Cormac said. “And I guess you’ll be ready for me this time whether
you want to be or not!” He gave her what he clearly thought was an evil smile and then turned
on his heel and departed after the others.

Hermione shivered in the chilly atmosphere. She was going to be raped. Ron would be furious,
she thought sadly. She’d insisted they wait, when he had tried to convince her they should make
love last May. And now, they’d never have that beautiful first experience together that she’d
promised him. But she’d discussed the possibility of capture and rape with Tonks and Hestia
Jones once, and the two older women had agreed that it was something that could be endured.
Female Aurors were taught, Tonks had said, that if it was inevitable, the big thing was not to
blame oneself or feel ashamed, but just try to relax the body and keep the mind alert, watching
for opportunities to escape. Rapists got careless… after. Hermione shivered, thinking about
after. This was going to be really awful. Cormac… Crabbe and Goyle… Dolohov… probably
Draco Malfoy… maybe even Pettigrew! Yuck. But if she could live through it, perhaps she could
work out some way to escape. She had to. Harry, Ron, her parents—everyone would be
miserable if she didn’t return.



She had no time to think about this, however, as the room began to fill with robed, masked Death
Eaters, drinking, laughing, and talking to one another. They clustered to her left, joking and
slapping one another’s backs as if they were at a party.

“Welcome,” said a high, cold voice from her right, at which the other voices fell silent.
“Dolohov has brought us a little treat tonight, as you see.” He paused and his voice lost its light
tone. “I would have much preferred the gruesome photographs of dead and hideously maimed
children on the front page of tomorrow’s Daily Prophet, but this girl will have to satisfy me. And
satisfy you all.” He laughed and the crowd murmured appreciatively.

They had been ordered to kill, then. Hermione was grateful to be reminded of the lives her
sacrifice had saved. She twisted her head to look at the owner of the voice. He stood in the center
of a semicircle of Death Eaters to the right of her table. Those in the semicircle wore very dark
green robes, and their polished silver masks were set in ferocious grimaces, distinguishing their
wearers from the black-robed Death Eaters with white silk masks. Green and silver—how very
Slytherin! Voldemort himself wore robes of deep purple with ermine trim—fantasies of Muggle
royalty, she thought. The color brought out an ugly greenish tinge in his pale skin and clashed
badly with his glowing red eyes. So this was Voldemort, then. He was extremely ugly, she
thought, with his large, bald, snake-like head and vestigial nose. Rather like those Muggle
fantasies about aliens. His voice was amazing, though. That must be what he used to command
the loyalty of his troops—that, and a good knowledge of his supporters’ weaknesses.

Dolohov groveled at his feet, frantically apologizing for his failure and kissing the hem of his
master’s robes. The grotesque man smiled down at him with satisfaction. Yuck. Very B-movie,
she thought. What sort of pathetic, insecure berk needed that? Was he really as powerful as
everyone said?

“Severus,” the monster said, turning to the tall figure at his right. “I feel no desire to delve into
the muck of a Mudblood mind this evening. Administer Veritaserum.” The cold voice sounded
bored.

Her eyes moved with a jerk to man who strode confidently toward her, casually flipping his
silver mask around to hang behind him. Severus Snape. Dumbledore’s murderer. Damn. She
should have expected this. The breeze from his swirling robes crossed her face, as he moved to
the far side of her table, turned to face his master, and with a theatrical flourish pulled a crystal
vial of clear liquid from his robes.

“Open your annoying mouth, Granger. Do not force me to do so.”

Years of reflexive obedience to that threatening voice kicked in and she held her mouth open like
a baby bird as he dropped three drops of the potion onto the back of her tongue.

“Excellent, Granger.” Well, those were words she’d never heard in class, Hermione thought,
rolling her eyes. “Now swallow like a good little prisoner.”

There were snickers at his tone, but she obediently did as she was told. Occlumency was



supposed to work against Veritaserum, she remembered. She tried to clear her mind. Suddenly,
she went rigid.

“My potion has taken effect, my Lord” Snape purred unnecessarily. “Now, Mudblood, tell us
your name… for a start.”

“Hermione Jane Granger.” Her name spilled from her mouth automatically, without a thought.
Oh, dear.

“Very good. Now tell us what you thought when you first saw the Dark Lord. Describe your
impressions for us.” Did she hear a secret note of amused sarcasm in that soft insinuating voice?

Hermione gave a mental shrug. Why fight the compulsion to tell the truth? They could hardly
blame her. She took a deep breath and spoke without emotion.

“I wondered what happened to his nose—he looks like a space alien from a Muggle film. And
only someone really insecure would insist on people groveling and kissing his robes like that.
His robes are a ludicrous imitation of Muggle royalty, just like his fake Muggle title—he’s a
half-blood, of course, and that’s probably why he’s so insecure with all the pure-bloods around
him.”

There were gasps, and then an instant’s total silence, though she thought she’d heard a soft,
smothered laugh. Then the Cruciatus Curse hit her, and she started to scream, barely noticing
the crack of her wrists breaking as she twisted against her bonds. Merlin, this was painful!

“Bella, enough! We need to hear her answers before you render her incapable of giving them to
us!”

The pain stopped, and she realized with surprise that the authoritative voice had been Snape’s,
not Voldemort’s.

“But she called him a half-blood!” whined a high, babyish voice. “She insulted the Dark Lord!”

“No, Bella, Severus is quite right,” Voldemort said, his voice holding something almost like
affection, “as he usually is. Do calm yourself, my dear. We hardly need pay attention to the
calculated insults of a Mudblood.”

Calculated? She’d taken Veritaserum, hadn’t she? Though she certainly didn’t feel like it. Could
Snape, of all people, have messed up the potion? Best to Occlude her mind as well as she could,
and to adopt the emotionless tone that Harry had described hearing at the interrogation of Barty
Crouch.

“You may go on, Severus,” the voice continued, “The potion is clearly effective. She’d never
dare voice such thoughts were she not under its influence.”

“Yes, my Lord.” He glowered down at her. “Now, Granger, tell me. Where is Harry Potter?” he



said softly, insinuatingly.

”Hogwarts, I assume.” True enough. Why did he make her feel as if she was betraying Harry to
tell them that?

“And what is he planning to do against the Dark Lord?”

“I don’t know.” A total lie; it took some effort to prevent herself from telling him all about the
Horcruxes, but she was able to wipe her mind of emotion and fight the compulsion.

“I find that rather difficult to believe, Granger.” Snape didn’t sound at all surprised. “Once
again, what are his plans?”

“He and Ron are working on something, but they never tell me anything.” She was pleased with
the whinging note that crept into her voice.

“Why would they not enlist the assistance of the brightest witch of the age?”

First time he’d admitted that! “Because they’re boys. Witches are for dating and I’m not that
kind of witch. And they hate that I’m smarter than they are.” This was quite easy. Surely she
wasn’t that good at Occlumency! The Veritaserum must have been spoiled, somehow.

“What did Dumbledore teach Potter in those sessions they had last year?”

“He wouldn’t say. Ron thought it was dueling.”

“And the Prophecy? Does Potter know the complete Prophecy?”

“He does, but he wouldn’t tell us. He said it was too dangerous.”

“Is this possible, Severus?” Voldemort sounded skeptical. “The potion seemed effective, but this
all sounds very unlikely. She is a close friend of the little bastard, is she not? Perhaps I should
take a look into the chit’s mind after all.”

“As your Lordship wishes, but I fear she may be speaking the truth.” Snape paced back and
forth thoughtfully alongside the table. “Disappointing as that would be. Adolescent males often
find intelligent young women both threatening and unattractive. Weasley was dating an empty-
headed beauty last year, and Potter was quite taken with another pretty, brainless little chit.
Potter is arrogant enough to resent those more intelligent than he. The Mudblood’s intellectual
superiority might be annoying enough to make them overlook other… possibilities.”

Snape paused in his pacing to look lingeringly and surprisingly hungrily over the exposed lower
half of her body, drawing his long index finger meditatively along the length of one thigh.
Hermione looked at him aghast, and then remembered the effect the oily cream was having on
her body and a hot blush began to creep up her neck.



“One more test, I think,” Snape said, absently tapping the same finger against his lips. “Tell us,
Granger, which of your male acquaintances do you find most attractive?”

Hermione almost snickered as the perfect answer came to her. The name that she had to resist
saying shocked her, given the circumstances, but she suppressed it firmly.

“Neville Longbottom, sir,” she said in a monotone.

Snape’s eyes widened in horror. “The potion must be effective, my Lord. She’d never admit such
mortifyingly bad taste otherwise—Longbottom is a pudgy fool, one of the least prepossessing
boys in her class—an embarrassing crush, indeed, and she’s blushing deeply, as you can see.”
He looked into her face thoughtfully for a moment, and she blushed more deeply. “She often
assisted him secretly in my Potions class, now that I think of it. What peculiar taste!
Unfortunately, it suggests she is speaking the truth. I’m sorry, my Lord, but I fear she has
nothing of value to tell us.”

Voldemort snorted. “We shall see. Mudblood!” Hermione winced at the imperious tone. “Listen
to me carefully. In a moment I shall offer my Death Eaters the opportunity to enjoy you in
whatever way they like.” He laughed delightedly. “Well, you know what men are. You know the
sort of thing that most of them will want to do. Yes, Mudblood, they’re going to rape you. My
Death Eaters are masked, but you know many of them. Several are your fellow students; and you
see one of your teachers before you now. You might not recognize them, but they know you. And
soon they will all know you… intimately.”

His voice became soft and threatening, making her flesh crawl. “Now, won’t you find that
humiliating? Won’t you be ashamed that they’ve all enjoyed your most private parts? Mortified
that you lay before them like a common whore, unresisting, with your legs spread, hot and
dripping, just begging for them to have you? Won’t it be humiliating for so many men to know
what a filthy little slut you really are?”

He actually seemed to expect an answer, Hermione thought incredulously, trying to suppress her
embarrassment. “Yes, very humiliating,” she said slowly, telling herself firmly that it wouldn’t
be, that it wasn’t her fault. Rape victims were not whores or sluts.

“Yes, humiliating,” the freak hissed, “and very painful, too, I assure you. Now, there’s a way to
avoid all this, Mudblood. If there’s anything that you’ve been keeping from us, tell us now. Tell
us all of it—anything that might be of help in our fight against the Order. If it is useful, you will
not be raped or further injured. I give you my word.”

His word. Bloody likely. She caught Snape’s eye for a moment and saw a glimmer of fear. What
was he afraid of? Did he think she’d denounce him as a spy for the Order? Well, she could, she
supposed—he’d saved Harry’s life more than once, and she could name some of the warnings
he’d given the Order of attacks. She suddenly felt a fierce determination not to tell Voldemort
about Snape’s admirable acts—if he was to suffer, it should be for his crimes, not his good
deeds. She had that much honor. She looked at him defiantly, meeting his eyes proudly, and a
look of surprise crossed his face before he looked away. She certainly wasn’t going to tell



Voldemort about the Horcruxes or the Prophecy. So they were going to rape her. Fine, so be it.

“Please,” she said, as calmly as she could. “I don’t know anything! They won’t tell me things.
Please, can’t you just let me go?” She knew they wouldn’t.

“No, of course not, Mudblood. You must be punished. Adolph Yaxley bled to death, you know.
Now, how shall we make your punishment most effective and entertaining?” A long finger
stroked his chin meditatively.

Yaxley had bled to death? From the Sectumsempra Curse? But Snape had been able to cure
Draco completely—why hadn’t he cured Yaxley? Perhaps he had been away until it was too
late?

“I crave a boon, my Lord.” Cormac McLaggen’s voice interrupted his master’s thoughts, and
Voldemort looked a little irritated. The young Death Eater emerged from the crowd of black
robes, swaggered forward to face Voldemort, and knelt smoothly at his feet.

“A Death Eater has asked a boon of his Lord,” the high, cold voice chanted formally. “Lord
Voldemort will consider it. What do you ask and on what grounds?”

“I ask the right to begin. Granger spurned me, and I would like revenge. It will be worse for her
to be taken by someone she knows, especially because she may be a virgin—it’s hard to imagine
anyone would want such a swotty know-it-all. I have been in your service for four months, and
I’ve never asked a boon before. And I participated in her capture.”

There was a brief silence and then Voldemort’s high, almost feminine laugh filled the room.
“You are young, Cormac McLaggen, and have much to learn. As I understand it, your
participation in the capture was limited to a terpsichorean exhibition.” Behind the silk mask
McLaggen darted a glance of loathing at Dolohov as Voldemort continued. “No, McLaggen. Not
this time.”

Cormac slunk back into the crowd, averting his eyes from Hermione. The other Death Eaters
laughed along with their master, but fell silent instantly when his laughter stopped.

“Very well. The interrogation is finished.” A few black robed Death Eaters approached
Voldemort, kissed the hem of his robes, murmured excuses, and departed. Far too many
remained. “You see, Mudblood?” Voldemort said. “Most of them are staying. It is not often I
can offer my Death Eaters such a treat. The night is yet young, and we have many hours of
pleasure ahead of us. Accio the Mudblood’s robes!”

Hermione suddenly lay naked on the cold table, her robes crumpled at Voldemort’s feet. There
was an appreciative murmuring as the crowd to her left moved closer. “Now,” Voldemort
continued. “Who shall be given the honor of beginning? McLaggen may have a point. Someone
she knows will be most painful. I think… Severus, would you like to do the honors?”

Hermione gasped and Snape turned, startled, to his master. “My Lord, you know I don’t



usually…”

“Severus, this is a punishment for the chit, as well as a pleasure for you, and I think your
participation will be the most… effective. Relax. Enjoy the privilege I have given you.”

“Very well, my Lord,” Snape said, making a series of jabs with his wand. “I have no desire for
this particular Mudblood,” he said sullenly. “It will be a moment until the charm takes effect.”

“Take all the time you like.”

“Your Lordship is gracious,” he said sarcastically.

He must really be high in Voldemort’s favor, Hermione thought, to be allowed to sound so
grumpy about raping people. But, Merlin! Snape!

But it didn’t really matter who it was. Tonks’ voice sounded in her mind. “They say it’s worse
than death, but it’s not. You can endure anything if you abstract your mind from it. Just tell
yourself that eventually it will be over. Concentrate on something else and try to relax. Start
working out how to get away.”

“Granger?” Snape was kneeling by her head now, his whisper next to her ear, soft, silky, and
threatening, and she winced as he ran a finger slowly across her breasts, tweaking her nipples as
he passed them. “I must do this—do not doubt it. I need you to scream in agony as I rape you. I
need you to writhe in humiliation and shame. Death Eaters enjoy such things. It will be futile and
stupid to hide your pain. The more you control yourself, the more I’ll have to hurt you to satisfy
them. Show your terror and your shame. Scream for me as loudly as you can.”

He was really going to do it. Her once-trusted professor was going to rape her in front of a
roomful of drooling men. She looked at him in disbelief as he stood, and he gave her a short nod.
His advice was good, so far as it went, but the reality of her situation suddenly came home to
her. “No!” she sobbed softly. “No, please, no! Please don’t!”

“What are you telling the chit, Severus?” Voldemort sounded amused. “You seem to have
frightened her rather effectively.”

“I thought she might think that, as her teacher, I would hesitate to rape her, my Lord,” he said,
his voice rising over her sobs. “But she is no longer under such a silly misapprehension.” He
looked at Hermione with a twisted smile and then moved determinedly to the bottom of the table.
She looked away. When she felt his hands come to rest on her bare thighs, Hermione began to
scream.

She was still screaming some time later when someone slapped her across the face. The noise
startled her into silence, but oddly it didn’t actually hurt. “Stop it, Granger. Or I’ll give you
something more to scream about,” Snape sneered. So it must be over. One down, about forty to
go. She looked down at her body and saw that there was blood on her thighs. But it didn’t hurt as
badly as her wrists, which were beginning to swell agonizingly in the clamps. She must have



pulled them again. She would try to keep them still next time.

Voldemort’s laughter suddenly reached her ears, echoed by the room as always. “That was very
entertaining indeed, Severus,” he said. “Am I correct in concluding that the chit was a virgin?”

“Yes, my Lord,” Snape said smugly. “Surprising in such a slutty little whore, but I believe she
was.”

Slutty little whore? How did that square with being a virgin?

“Excellent. Excellent. And now she is no longer. Very well done, Severus. So, have you anything
to tell us now, Mudblood? No? Very well, Severus. Renew your charm, clean up the blood, and
do it again.”

He did so, and Hermione screamed until her voice was hoarse and she could scream no longer.
She again forgot to hold her arms still, and the pain in her wrists was overwhelming. Soon,
Snape was standing again.

“Give the prisoner a potion for her throat, Severus,” Voldemort said casually, “we wouldn’t
want her to become unable to vocalize. Your brothers must also have a chance to elicit and enjoy
her suffering, too.”

Hermione glared at the man as he lifted her head almost gently and poured a soothing potion
down her throat. He met her eyes with a look that was unfathomable. He’d said “to satisfy
them,” she realized suddenly. Did this mean he hadn’t wanted to hurt her? When she had
finished, he replaced the empty vial in his robes and stood, turning to Voldemort and sinking to
his knees.

“I crave a boon, my Lord.” He sounded far more humble that McLaggen had.

“A Death Eater has asked a boon of his Lord,” Voldemort answered, smiling paternally. “Lord
Voldemort will consider it. What do you ask and on what grounds, Severus my boy?”

Snape bowed gracefully before him. “On the grounds of my years of loyal service, my Lord, and
the task I completed for you last spring. I ask to be given this girl. She is intelligent and can help
me with your potions. She also knows Potter and Weasley well, and when she lowers her guard,
she may accidentally give us insight into their plans, even if she doesn’t know the details. They
have not treated her well, and in time she may come to see that she has much to gain in working
with us. If we kill her, they will be determined on revenge; but if we hold her, they will fear that
their actions might inspire us to hurt her. I ask for her for myself, I admit, but also for your
service.”

Voldemort sighed. “Only the second boon you’ve asked of me, Severus, and each has been for a
Mudblood! What strange taste!” he said tauntingly. “Rise, my boy. Look at me. Yes, I can see
you feel possessive about her. Have I never given you first chance at a virgin before? I
apologize—it was an oversight. But do you truly believe she can assist you? She might sabotage



my potions.”

“No, my Lord. She is accustomed to working under my direction, and she would not dare to
disobey me. And I think she may have a leaning toward the Dark that we might encourage. Her
methods of revenge against Miss Edgecombe and Dolores Umbridge in her fifth year showed
great promise.” He paused. “And I confess I do feel unexpectedly… possessive. But I will
endeavor to overcome it, if you wish.”

“Yes, a virgin can have that effect. Very well, Severus. Your first request for a boon came to
naught, as you remember, and you’ve since earned far more than this useless little Mudblood.
Your boon is granted. SILENCE!” The swell of grumbling that had arisen amongst the other
Death Eaters ceased immediately. “We shall find another treat for the rest of you. Take her
home, Severus. She’s yours; enjoy her, but do not release her. When you tire of her, kill her and
bring me the body. You may harvest any useful potions ingredients first. Wormtail, accompany
them, and keep your wits about you.”

With a wave of Snape’s wand, the clamps that held Hermione’s arms and legs were released. She
pulled her legs together quickly and tried to cover herself with her hands, but her wrists were so
painful she couldn’t lift them from the table. Snape huffed impatiently and strode to the table, her
robes over his arm. He tapped her wrists with his wand to heal the breaks, and then helped her
up and into her robes, leering possessively as he smoothed them over her body. As she stood
trying to deal with this sudden change in her circumstances, Snape turned to Voldemort and
bowed low.

“Thank you, my Lord. You are indulgent, as always. I am grateful for your boon, and I shall
endeavor to deserve it.”

“You are welcome, Severus. Now go. Enjoy your Mudblood. I will summon you tomorrow
evening. Make sure the girl is safely bound when you leave. Who has her wand?”

Crabbe came forward with her wand, and Hermione reached out for it, but Snape intervened.
“I’ll take that,” he sneered. “I must put restraints on it before you can use it in my service,
Granger.” He leered at her again. “You’ll not need it tonight.”

Peter Pettigrew emerged from the crowd and joined them, running his hand possessively up over
her breast. “You’ve grown, Miss Granger,” he giggled. “It will be a great pleasure to have you
at our home.”

Hermione moved a little closer to Snape. “Keep your hands off me, Pettigrew,” she said loudly.
“I’ve had…” She stopped in surprise when she noticed the pudgy little man had his wand at her
throat.

“That’s enough,” Snape said, moving the wand away with a flick of his hand. “Wormtail, keep
your hands off her. And it’s my home, not ‘ours.’ Granger, we don’t mention Wormtail’s name,”
he added in a low voice. “Very few here know it.”



“Oh. Sorry,” she said. Why was she apologizing to a man who’d just raped her twice? But he’d
also prevented her from being raped by many others. But only by having her made his personal
slave. On the other hand, she suspected he’d given her ineffective Veritaserum. How did you
balance all that out? She didn’t know what to think.

But when Wormtail moved sulkily to a door, she followed him up the spiral staircase as quickly
as she could. She didn’t want to linger in the dungeon, lest Voldemort change his mind. After a
long climb, they emerged through a heavy wooden door into the cool darkness of the star-filled
autumn night. She turned to examine the ruins behind them. In the starlight, the scene resembled
some romantic vision of a ruined castle, calm and peaceful, evoking battles long resolved, a
stark contrast to the depravity that existed in the dungeon below.

“You needn’t memorize the location, Granger,” Snape sneered as he emerged behind her and
closed the door. “It’s Unplottable and has a Secret Keeper. You’d never be able to find it
again.” He nodded to Wormtail, who vanished with a pop. Then he turned to her. “I trust you
can Apparate, Miss Granger? Good. Take my arm.”

Together they turned and Disapparated.

Susanne and Heinrich Granger were each gripping one of Hermione’s hands tightly when she
finished her account. Mrs. Granger had tears running down her cheeks.

“My God,” said her father. “I had hoped that such evil had been vanquished, at least for this
century. This sounds like the sort of thing one associates with medieval torture chambers. It’s
barbaric. They were as gleeful as the Nazis about their brutality.”

“Darling, I’m so sorry that you had to experience such a thing,” her mother said, wiping tears
from her eyes. “No wonder you screamed at Professor Snape so violently when you saw him
yesterday. I can’t believe he did that to you. He told us, but we didn’t quite realize the
brutality….”

Hermione shook her head grimly. “Dad was right. He had no choice. Voldemort is a madman,
and if he orders his servants to do something, they do it or they’re killed. No, once he’d joined
Voldemort in the first place, the horrible acts followed almost automatically. We really need to
get rid of that red-eyed bastard. I'm so glad Snape got me away from him—so now I can help
Harry fight him when I've recovered.”

Hermione’s father patted her hand silently, and her mother wiped her eyes again. “I hope you’re
not angry with us for making you relive that, darling. We didn’t quite realize what we were
asking of you.”

“No, Mum. I’m not angry at all. After all, I got away, and that’s the important thing. I’ll get all
my memories back and start building up my strength, and then we’ll defeat the bastard.”

Her parents were silent and Hermione thought for a moment. “You know, you were right. I’m



much less angry at Snape—much less disturbed by the rape—than I was before I went over those
memories. All I remembered yesterday was the screaming and the fact that I’d been raped. But
what happened before it made a huge difference. He can’t have given me real Veritaserum, or at
least not full strength, and that made me trust him a little. And when he had to rape me, he really
didn’t want to. He said ‘they’ wanted to hear me scream. He didn’t. And it was good he told me
to scream; I think it actually distracted me from what he was doing. I don’t really remember what
it felt like, and I don’t think I knew even at the time.”

“Perhaps,” her father said. “Or perhaps you’re still repressing that memory. I don’t think you
need to worry about recovering it, if that’s the case. And leaving the dungeons is the last thing
you remember?”

“No, actually. I think I remember arriving at his house. Lots of books. But I want to stop now
and think about things, if that’s all right.”

“Yes, I think that’s a good idea. It’s past noon, and Madam Pomfrey suggested we give you
some chicken broth today for lunch, and let you have a nap. She’s going to Floo in later this
afternoon and show you some exercises you can do to get your strength back. We have your
wand. She asked us to keep it until she’s talked to you, because it’s very easy to overtax your
magic in your condition; you should be able to begin doing some simple spells. Then perhaps we
can talk again this evening, if you’re not too tired.”

Hermione nodded. She was learning to live with the idea that she had no idea where she was,
why, or how long she had been there. But it would be good to find out these things as soon as
possible. She was sure if she could just talk about things for long enough, she’d get her memory
back completely.
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Snape's Boon
The House at Spinners End

by amr

Summary: Hermione remembers her arrival at Snape’s house.

Hermione woke from her second nap of the day feeling much stronger. She was feeling less pain
today than the day before, she noted, and she also was somewhat less disoriented. She no longer
worried that everyone she saw was a Polyjuiced Death Eater. Her father had explained why all
this mystery was necessary, and she had reconciled herself to waiting a few days before she truly
knew what had happened to her, and where she was now.

The morning had been productive. Thanks to her parents’ patience, she’d recovered the memory
of her captivity with the Death Eaters and made her peace with the horrible things that had been
done to her in Voldemort’s dungeons. After a large bowl of soup and some applesauce, she had
taken her first nap of the day. Madam Pomfrey had woken her at three, and worked with her for
two hours, teaching her a sequence of exercises and then allowing her to cast a few simple spells.
The mediwitch had left her a parchment giving her a schedule of physical and magical exercises
to do three or four times a day, slowly increasing in intensity.

Madam Pomfrey had opened the drapes, since Hermione’s eyes could bear the late afternoon
light that now filled her room. The window seat looked comfortable, with soft pillows in
different shades of blue and multicolored magical flowers growing in neat window boxes outside
it. The flowers were charmed, she was sure, because the tree some distance behind them had
only a smattering of yellowish leaves still fluttering in the breeze. This reassured her a little. She
hadn’t lost too much time, since leaves wouldn’t hang on into November, no matter how far
south she was. She couldn’t have lost more than two months’ worth of memories, and she should
be able to recover those soon and get back to helping Harry find the Horcruxes. It was the leaves,
she realized, that had caused the flickering light that had so annoyed her the day before.

Behind the tree was a huge factory smokestack. The house must be in an old industrial area, she
thought. From the height of the tree, she deduced she was on the second floor, and the sloped
ceiling meant this was the top floor. Three stories were too many for a workingman’s house, but
the rooms were too small for an owner; perhaps it belonged to a factory manager? Except that it
was clearly a wizard’s house, and wizards didn’t normally manage factories. Odd. In any case, it
was nice to see a little bit more of her environment.

There was a tray on the table at the side of her bed, and Hermione was pleased to be able to take
the bowl of beef broth with noodles into her lap without spilling. Madam Pomfrey had given her
a strengthening potion before she began her exercises, and it seemed to have made them much
more effective. She could sit up on her own, now, and arrange the pillows behind her. Madam
Pomfrey had helped her walk slowly to the toilet that opened off the passage outside her room.
When she finished the vanilla custard, she took the little vial of potion on the tray and washed it
down with pumpkin juice. Then she went through her exercises again.

The light was fading, now, and Hermione cast a spell to light the candles. She glanced at the



Muggle clock on her bedside table. Almost half past seven. Her parents had given her the clock,
but refused her the Daily Prophet she’d begged for when they stopped by after lunch. How else
could she know how the war was going? But they were adamant—a few more days would not
make any difference. She didn’t know the month and the date, but at least she knew the time and
the day of the week, Friday, and that gave her a small feeling of security. Her parents would be
returning in a quarter hour to discuss her memories of her stay in Snape’s house. She must have
been there for weeks, she realized. But she wasn’t trying to force these memories; they would
come to her as she related them, she felt confident. Oddly, she felt no dread, as she had that
morning—which was odd, since they involved Snape, who had caused her so much grief in
school. And who had taken her virginity by force.

She was feeling rather ambivalent about her former professor this evening, and a little ashamed
at having screamed at him the day before. Given her state at the time, he shouldn’t have taken
offense, but in light of what she now remembered, her accusations seemed a bit ungrateful. Yes,
he had committed the ultimate physical violation, but he had protected her mind and her memory
from the Veritaserum. He had taken possession of her, but by claiming her, he had rescued her
from the assaults of other men.

And almost certainly death, it occurred to her suddenly. How could she have been so certain that
they would let her get away after raping her? Dolohov had told Crabbe he could take off his
mask—that she wouldn’t be getting away this time. He must have known that the plan was to kill
her. Snape had saved her from far more than rape. If he had protected her and treated her well,
her accusations had wronged him. After all, subject to Voldemort as he was, he could hardly
have disobeyed.

Her parents were a little late—they didn’t arrive until quarter past eight, and both of them
seemed flustered.

“A problem’s come up,” her father admitted when she inquired, “but it’s not to upset you,
Schätzle. The most important thing at the moment is getting your memories and strength back.
However, we shouldn’t leave… we shouldn’t stay with you for too long.”

Hermione heard the cat cry again, and again a nameless fear clutched at her. Was this something
she’d forgotten, too? “Is that Crookshanks? It doesn’t sound quite like him. Is he all right?”

“I’m sure Crookshanks is fine, darling,” her mother said. “He’s at Hogwarts.” She paused.
“There are several feral cats in this neighborhood. Perhaps that’s what you’re hearing. Now,
darling, we do need to get to work on your memories.”

“Yes, we must continue, Schätzle,” her father said. “As I remember, after Voldemort gave you to
Professor Snape, which I must say irritates the hell out of me, he helped you to Apparate to his
home.”

“That’s right,” Hermione said. She leaned back on the pillows and let the memories return.



With Snape’s guidance, Hermione Apparated into a shabby sitting room, lined with shelves of
leather-bound books and smelling slightly of mildew. Wormtail was already there, pulling off the
silk mask, his ratty little nose twitching as he looked her up and down. Hermione stood still,
trying to orient herself. She wondered for a moment if she’d be allowed to read the books. Not
the most urgent question, she thought, laughing at herself a little.

“This is my house, Number Two, Spinners End,” Snape said impressively. He paused in some
confusion. “Will you require something to eat?” he said stiffly.

“No, thank you, sir.” She felt oddly like a troublesome houseguest. “I don’t believe I could. Just
bed I think.” Then she blanched. Surely he wouldn’t….

“Very well. Follow me.” He pointed his wand at one of the bookcases, which opened to reveal a
narrow stairway. He moved onto it without further discussion, and disappeared around a corner.
She and Wormtail climbed behind him, pausing at a landing after the second turn. “Here on the
first floor, there is a drawing room I use as a library,” Snape explained before continuing, “and
Wormtail’s room and another small bedroom.”

When he reached the open landing on the floor above, he turned to look down at his housemate,
who was halfway up the stairs. “Wormtail, you will not be joining us. She was my boon, not
yours. And I shall use Silencing Spells, so there’s no point in eavesdropping. Now go.”

“But the Dark Lord said I was to….”

“He did not ask you to oversee my sex life,” the dark man sneered. “It is of no concern to you.
Leave us.”

Wormtail scurried back down the stairs, muttering to himself, and Snape opened the second door
on the landing to reveal a narrow sitting room. He bowed to her. “Enter, Miss Granger.”

The room was small but comfortable. A shabby sofa and two equally shabby armchairs
surrounded a low, book-covered table in front of a large, dark marble fireplace. The hardwood
floor boasted a dirty Oriental carpet, and heavy, dark red drapes covered two windows on the
wall opposite the fireplace. There was a second door in the far wall and a large wardrobe to the
left of it. Candles cast their flickering light from elegant sconces on the walls and mantelpiece.
Snape began casting a series of complicated spells which Hermione assumed were to lock and
silence the room.

When the spells were complete, he turned to Hermione. “This is my dressing room, Miss
Granger. My bedroom is just through that door. A small bathroom and toilet open off either side
of the passage to it. These rooms will be yours as well. Welcome home.”

Hermione turned on him angrily. “And that’s it? I’m to be your sex slave?”



He stood looking at her for a moment in thought, a finger to his lips. “I have not entirely decided
what you will be. As you saw, my decision was an impulsive one, based on my realization that
there was a plausible pretext….”

“My virginity. Or my former virginity, I should say,” she said bitterly.

“Exactly.” He sneered. “How refreshing it is to talk with someone who grasps the meaning of
my words.”

“I suspect Wormtail is not a particularly difficult act to follow,” she snapped.

He snorted. “Quite. Now, please take a seat. Are you in any pain?”

“Not much at all,” she answered, lowering herself into an armchair and rather surprised to
realize it was true. “It’s mainly my wrists.”

He reached into his robes and pulled out a jar of salve. “This should take care of the swelling,”
he said, seating himself on the end of the sofa nearest her and taking each of her hands in turn to
rub salve gently into her wrists. The swelling went down at once. “There was a very strong pain-
soothing component in the potion I gave you for your throat. And there are timed-release
painkillers in that ludicrously named Carnal Cream as well.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said gratefully as he released her hand. “You seem to carry a lot of
potions with you. It’s a wonder you don’t clink when you walk.” She gave him a tentative smile.

“It is wise to have an array of options when I attend the Dark Lord,” he said austerely. “I never
know what he will demand, so I travel with half an apothecary’s shop in my pockets.” He paused
and met her eyes for a moment. “You did well Occluding the Veritaserum this evening.”

“It… it didn’t seem to be very effective, sir.” She looked at him a nervously.

“It was about one-third strength. I assumed you knew a little Occlumency. It is more credible
when the potion is at least partially effective. Your responses were well devised and quite
convincing—except for the ludicrous preference you expressed for Longbottom.” His mouth
twisted in distaste. Hermione was startled to remember that her first impulse had been to name
Snape himself.

He had intentionally given her flawed Veritaserum. “Professor,” she said, looking at him
earnestly. “What side are you on, really?”

He snorted. “How can you ask such a thing of the murderer of Albus Dumbledore?” he said
scathingly. “My allegiance is no concern of yours.”

He was right, of course. Still, he was treating her with unexpected kindness. And he obviously
had not wanted her to tell Voldemort what she knew. On the other hand, he had raped her, and
now he was sneering at her. “Can you tell me what’s going to happen to me, sir?” she said, a



little desperately. “That is my concern, surely, and I’m a bit nervous.”

His lip curled in disgust. “I take no pleasure in raping former students. Barring a repetition of
tonight’s circumstances, I shall not assault you again. However, we must maintain the fiction
that I am doing so regularly and perhaps in rather… unorthodox ways. It will be necessary to
share a bed—I cannot keep Wormtail out of my rooms in his rat form when I am asleep, and he
will undoubtedly report to our master about our sleeping arrangements. I shall also touch you
rudely and frequently in Wormtail’s presence. I shall not hurt you , but we may want to
manufacture some bruises and other injuries to give the impression that I am treating you more
roughly in private. You will react with revulsion and fear to my... overtures.”

“Yes, sir,” she said obediently. “I’ll do my best.” They sat in a surprisingly comfortable silence
assessing each other as allies for a moment. “Professor, may I ask about what Vol….” She
flinched at his glare. “…what the Dark Lord said about possessiveness?”

He looked at her meditatively. “Yes, that was unexpected, but it worked out rather well. I had not
realized that you were a virgin. The taking of a woman’s virginity sometimes creates strong
feelings of possessiveness. I had not expected such an experience to affect me, but it did, and the
Dark Lord saw it in my mind, which was useful.”

“Useful?”

Snape looked exasperated. “Must I spell everything out for you? It provided an explanation for
my completely unprecedented behavior. You were meant to die tonight, of course, after we were
through with you and probably in great agony. Your naked and abused body would be dumped at
the Hogwarts gates, to demoralize your friends and induce parents to withdraw their children
from the school. Your murder was intended to achieve the same end as the massacre you foiled
on the train.”

She gasped in shock. She hadn’t really understood that they would kill her. He looked at her
coldly, obviously registering her surprise. “I see. That was why you were so foolishly brave.” He
paused. “I could not have prevented your death, wasteful though it would have been. It would
have appeared disloyal, and I cannot afford to be seen as disloyal. Much has been sacrificed to
establish my position with the Dark Lord, and I was prepared to see you die tonight to protect it.
I loathe needless suffering, so I gave you an extremely strong pain-relief potion; but after
murdering Albus, I could hardly flee with you and beg sanctuary from the Order.”

The almost wistful expression on his face was covered so quickly by a sneer that Hermione
thought she’d imagined it. “Luckily for you,” he said coldly, “this phenomenon occurred. The
Dark Lord could see that I was appalled by my own reaction, which amused him. I ask little of
him, so he was prepared to indulge me—and forcing you to submit to my depraved desires
emphasizes my separation from Hogwarts and the Order. Potter will be told of your fate, which
will unnerve and depress him, and will make him fear to endanger you with rash action. As Mr.
McLaggen must learn, a boon is never wholly for oneself.”

“Thank you, Professor. I hadn’t quite allowed myself to realize how hopeless my position really



was. I’m grateful to you, sir, for saving me.” Had he said that he wanted to save her? It wasn’t
clear. It sounded like it, but his tone was as sneering and cold as ever.

He stood abruptly. “Indeed. Now, if you are finished with your incessant questions, I shall
prepare for bed. I shall draw you a bath and put a potion in it to heal any... internal injuries.
Please remain immersed for at least ten minutes. And I believe that one of my mother’s
nightgowns will fit you.” He searched for a moment through the upper shelf of the wardrobe and
handed her a soft flannel nightgown printed with tiny yellow flowers. Taking a pair of dark red
flannel pajamas for himself, he disappeared. She picked up one of the books on the table in front
of her and leafed through it with unseeing eyes. Ten minutes later, he opened the door to tell her
that her bath was ready.

The bathroom was tiny, only about a foot wider than the narrow, claw-foot tub and not much
longer. The small window was cracked, there were spiders in the corners, the wainscoting was
stained, and the enamel on the tub was chipped and worn. But the water was satisfyingly hot and
the soap was soft and sweet-smelling—sandalwood, Hermione thought. She had a number of
large bruises—probably from when she was unconscious—but they were already fading. She
scrubbed herself with the bath sponge until she felt clean and glowing. Then she washed her
hair, leaning back in the bath and meditating on the evening’s events. She was no longer a
virgin. It hadn’t been a major part of her identity, but she had expected losing her virginity to be
a memorable experience. All she could remember was screaming until she realized that it was
over and a general feeling of pain and violation. But the pain was gone now, and she felt like
much the same person. It was very confusing.

She dried her hair as well as she could with the threadbare towel, and put on the nightgown,
which was a little too long, so that she had to hold it up in front. Carefully, she hung up the
towels, rinsed out the tub, and blew out the candles. She knocked lightly on the door of the
bedroom, and heard Snape say “Enter,” just as he always had at Hogwarts. This was a very
weird situation, she thought, carefully opening the door.

The room was tiny, dominated by a large bed, its head against the far wall and its curtains tied
back. Professor Snape was dressed in the red pajamas, sitting cross-legged on the bed, his face
in his hands. He did not look up as she entered, closing the door behind her.

“Professor Snape? May I use my wand to dry my hair? If I don’t, it will get the pillow really wet.
Oh, and I’ll need a comb. I haven’t got my things.”

He sighed and slipped off the bed, going to the dressing table beside the door. His movements
were confident and graceful, as always, but the lack of billowing robes made him somewhat less
intimidating. He yanked impatiently at the drawer, which stuck at first and then he removed a
lovely old tortoise-shell comb and brush set. “You may use these… and your wand.” His dark
green robes were draped over a ladder-back chair next to the small pot-bellied stove in the
corner, and he fumbled through them to retrieve it. He held it silently for a moment, and then
handed it to her. “There are anti-Apparition wards on the house,” he said flatly. “Do not try to
Apparate or you will be injured. You could try to hex me, but I wouldn’t recommend it as a
recipe for domestic tranquility.”



“No, sir. I won’t. Thank you, sir.” It occurred to Hermione that she hadn’t given the slightest
thought to escaping since reaching the house. She should, though. Ron and Harry and the Order
would be frantic. Perhaps she could work out a way to escape when Wormtail was guarding
her—she’d rather get him in trouble than Snape.

He climbed back onto the bed and she did as well, laying her wand on the night table when she’d
completed the drying spell and taking up the comb. She paused before beginning and turned to
look at him. “I’m sorry, sir, but this is a rather lengthy process. Shall I go out to the dressing
room so you can sleep?”

“No. Remain here.” He looked at her oddly for a moment and then asked hesitantly, “Shall I
assist you? It will go faster.”

She thought for an instant. “I must do this...” he had said, “...to satisfy them.” It was Voldemort
that had attacked her, really, not Snape. He had saved her. They were going to be allies. They
were going to sleep in the same bed. She took a deep breath and handed him the brush.

She turned her back to him and began to comb out the snarls on the front sections of her hair.
After a moment, he began to work silently on the back with the brush. She could feel his long
fingers combing loosely through her curls and then lifting sections and brushing them out
systematically from the ends. It was very peculiar, having Professor Snape pay her such personal
attention. It struck her suddenly that he was probably almost as uncomfortable with the situation
as she was. After all, to save her, he had brought one of his least favorite students into his house.
She would have to share his space—share even his bed—to make his claiming of her plausible.
She would try to stay out of his way, to be helpful, she thought. She didn’t want him to regret his
decision and return her to Voldemort. With the bits that would be useful as Potions ingredients
removed, she recalled. No, she would trust him not to do that.

Was she right in trusting him, though? He had saved her life, for which she was increasingly
grateful, as she gained perspective on her experience, and he had promised to treat her as kindly
as the circumstances allowed. Yet Dumbledore had trusted him, too, and he had been wrong,
hadn’t he? Snape had admitted to her that he had murdered the Headmaster. Was there any
possible way that Snape had not betrayed Dumbledore’s trust? He’d also said that he’d been
prepared to allow her to die to maintain his position with Voldemort. Why was he so helpful to
her and yet so anxious to be loyal to Voldemort? To appear loyal to Voldemort, she corrected
herself. That was the difference. He had raped her because he had to. Could he have killed
Dumbledore for the same reason? “Much has been sacrificed,” he had said.

Snape had finished working out the tangles and was now simply brushing her hair with long
smooth strokes. It felt heavenly, and she tried not to let him see how much she liked it. To her
surprise, it was he who broke their silence with a question.

“This is surprisingly relaxing, Miss Granger. Do you do this every night?”

“Only two or three times a week, unless I’ve got it especially dirty. Then I have to wash it more



often. Like when we were cleaning Grimmauld Place.”

“Indeed. Well, I shall endeavor to give you similarly dirty jobs, in that case.”

She snorted, but was strangely flattered. He enjoyed brushing her hair? Perhaps this was part of
the “possessiveness” that he felt after taking her virginity. The feeling was presumably foreign to
his previous feelings toward her. Would it wear off?

After a few moments of silence she changed the subject. “I’m surprised that you’re living with
Wormtail, sir. We’d all assumed you’d probably be with Draco Malfoy. Was he one of the Death
Eaters at the meeting tonight?”

The brush stopped. “Mr. Malfoy is no longer a Death Eater, Miss Granger,” Snape said in a
harsh voice. “I do not wish to discuss him.”

“Sorry.” The brush moved again. Had he been killed then? Draco had vanished without a trace
after Dumbledore was murdered, and his name was always linked with Snape’s in her
discussions with Harry and Ron. She thought again of Harry and Ron and her parents and how
worried they would be.

“Sir,” she asked hesitantly, “is there any way I could write the Order to let them know that I am
all right? And my parents? They’ll all be terribly worried.”

He gave her hair several long strokes. “Yes, there is a way,” he said finally. “Write to Potter
tomorrow. Do not mention my name, but inform him that a Death Eater has taken you into his
protection and that he should not believe what he will hear about your treatment. You will not be
able to rejoin your friends, but you will be safe and may be able to pass them useful information
from time to time. You may enclose a note to your parents. I shall read both letters to ensure you
do not compromise me.”

Hermione took a deep breath. “Really? You’ll let me help them?”

This time Snape was silent for so long that Hermione thought he wasn’t going to answer. “Yes,”
he said at last in a very soft voice. “And I can help them as well. The more you are able to tell
me of what they need to know, the more assistance I will be able to give them. I understand that
Albus…” he paused and she heard him swallow, “that Albus had set you three a task.”

Hermione stiffened. The Horcruxes. Snape knew about the Horcruxes, she thought in a panic. Or
at least he knew that there was something to know. “I… I don’t know what you’re talking about,
Professor.”

She realized suddenly how useful it would be to tell him. He would know what to do about the
Hufflepuff cup. If anyone knew about Horcruxes, Snape would. But perhaps that was why he’d
been allowed to take her home and be kind to her? He had told Voldemort he might be able to
extract more information, after all. She’d have to be very careful not to let him know about their
mission until she was sure of his loyalties. But it was a pity.



Snape sighed and then handed her the brush. “I believe your hair is sufficiently dry and
untangled for you to sleep now, Miss Granger. And I confess that it has been a very long day.
Are you ready to go to bed?”

“Yes, sir. Which side would you like?”

He appeared to consider the question. “I shall take the side nearest the windows. The door opens
that way, so I shall be able to defend you from housebreakers.” She grinned at him. “And you
will be nearer the stove, which will become increasingly important this winter.”

This winter? How long did he think she would be here? But Hermione let the statement pass. She
scooted to the head of the bed and got under the bedclothes. When Snape had also inserted
himself, she turned to him formally and held out her hand. “Thank you again for saving my life,
Professor. I do appreciate it, and I’ll try not to be a bother to you. Good night.”

Her professor looked at her outstretched hand for a moment and then took it in both of his. His
hands were warm, she thought, and the calluses were somehow reassuring. “You are welcome,
Miss Granger. I am sure we can work out a suitable modus vivendi. Good night.”

He extinguished the lights and she felt him move further down under the covers as she did the
same.

She was in bed with Professor Snape. And it had been less than twenty-four hours since she’d
said good-bye to her parents, before heading to the train station. They were still at Grimmauld
Place with Remus Lupin, and they’d be terribly worried by now. She missed them already. And
Ron and Harry. She thought of how well the three of them had worked together that morning,
saving all those children. Well, that had been a good day’s work. And she’d survived, thanks to
Snape. But she’d been very close to death, without quite realizing it. The sacrifice of her virginity
should have been a small thing, by comparison, even Ron would have to admit that.

Ron. The possessiveness Snape had described should have been his. She hoped he wouldn’t be
disgusted with her for losing her virginity—it hadn’t been her fault. She suddenly saw herself in
Voldemort’s filthy description, a slut, her legs spread like a whore. She flushed. She’d lost her
virginity in front of a huge group of drooling voyeurs, and entertained them with her nakedness
and her screams. Would she ever be able to have sex with someone she loved? Would she
develop a taste for kinky, violent sex? And then, her most secret fear, would Ron want her, now
that she’d been so defiled? She wasn’t the kind of witch most wizards dreamed about anyway,
and now…. Ron was the only one who’d been interested. Would Ron think she was… dirty, now?
She stifled a sob.

“Miss Granger?” The slight quaver in that confident voice surprised her so much she stopped
crying immediately. Could it really belong to her horrible professor? “It was not your fault. I
am… sorry that I hurt you. I would never have done so if there had been any other way.”

He sounded as if he was near tears himself, and she realized, suddenly, that his anguish was



probably as great as her own. She, at least, had the comfort of having been innocent. He’d been
forced to do something horrible, violent, and hurtful. And he hadn’t wanted to. He’d said he
loathed unnecessary pain. She turned and pressed herself against him, and allowed herself to cry
more openly, rubbing her face against the dark red flannel. As she recovered herself, appalled by
her own daring, she realized that her professor’s arms were around her, and one callused hand
was stroking the back of her head.

“Shhhh,” he said softly. “Shhhh.”

She decided consciously not to pull away. She didn’t want him to feel that she wasn’t grateful for
the comfort he had given her, after all. She sighed deeply and relaxed into his embrace. It had
been a horrible day, and it was very nice to be held, she thought sleepily, no matter by whom.
She rubbed her cheek against his chest.

As she drifted to sleep, she heard the silky voice murmur, “Stockholm syndrome. It must be the
Stockholm syndrome.” The voice turned a little fierce. “I don’t care,” he said even more softly,
and his arms tightened slightly around her.

Her first morning at Snape’s house, Hermione awoke alone. The dark drapes were open, and
sunlight streamed in through the bowed windows, the dirt on the dingy glass making abstract
patterns on the dusty floor. An anemic-looking tree struggled up outside the window, and a
depressing smokestack towered over all. Tall bookshelves flanked the windows, filled with
tattered Muggle paperbacks.

She climbed out of bed and winced at the chill of the bare floorboards under her feet. This room
needed rugs. In the bright light, the bed curtains looked worn and tattered. There was a bench
set into the window, covered with an extremely dusty cushion which was losing its stuffing at the
seams. Honestly, the man was a wizard! You’d think he’d clean his house and repair or replace
things that had worn out.

Her school robes were lying folded on the dusty dresser. Her wand was still on her night stand,
so she performed a few cleaning spells and smoothed the crumpled fabric. They would have to
do. She badly needed a toothbrush. And knickers. She washed and brushed herself as well as she
could and made the bed, noting that the sheets and bedclothes were as worn and tattered as the
curtains.

Passing through the dressing room she saw that it, too, looked dusty and worn in the bright
daylight. Well, if she was going to be living in these rooms, she’d have to clean things up a bit.

She emerged onto the landing and before going downstairs, she cautiously opened the other
door. It led to a suite of rooms parallel to but even narrower than the rooms she’d just left. A
nursery, she thought, to judge from the pastel décor. They were packed to the ceiling with boxes
and old furniture. She noticed several dusty rolled rugs. Perhaps one of them would do for the
bedroom?



She descended the stairs and continued her exploration on the floor below. An open door showed
her a room with a stained mattress on the bare floor, its sheets crumpled. Hermione wrinkled her
nose. Wormtail’s room, obviously. A small, very dirty bathroom and an empty bedroom
completed that side of the corridor. Across from it lay a large, sun-filled library, extending
across the full front of the house, with a table in an alcove at the far end. A good cleaning would
do no harm here, either.

She continued downstairs and emerged from the bookcase into the small front parlor. It was also
crammed with dusty books and shabby furniture. Beyond it was a dining room, dust-sheeted and
dim. The carpet had been worn threadbare on one side; it was clearly used as a corridor. She
followed the path to the cellar stairway.

Emerging into the basement kitchen, Hermione might have thought she was at Grimmauld Place,
except for the dirt, the clutter, and the pervasive smell of scorched oatmeal that replaced the
scent of Molly Weasley’s delicious cooking. The two men sat at the kitchen table and both turned
to look up at her as she stood in the doorway.

Snape frowned. “Why are you wearing those schoolgirl robes? Go and change them
immediately!”

Hermione smiled. “Good morning, sir, Wormtail. They’re the only clothes I’ve got, sir. Do you
think my overnight bag might have been taken off the train?”

Snape looked at Wormtail inquiringly.

“It might,” the pudgy wizard admitted. “We searched Potter’s compartment, but his Invisibility
Cloak wasn’t there. Then the Aurors arrived.”

Good, Hermione thought. He’d had it in his backpack.

“I shall see what I can do, then,” Snape said austerely. “In the meantime, you may wear any of
my mother’s clothes that you can find—just transfigure them to fit. Now, have some breakfast.
Wormtail has made enough oatmeal for three.” He gazed at the bowl before him with fastidious
distaste.

Hermione looked into the encrusted pot, her lip curling at the lumpy, congealed glop burnt to its
bottom. “More than enough, I’d say. Do you have any eggs?”

Snape gestured morosely towards the pantry door. “Help yourself.”

After a few moments search, she emerged with a carton of eggs, a substantial piece of cheese, an
onion, an old-looking tomato and some butter. “I’m making an omelet. Would either of you like
some?”

“Yes, please,” said Wormtail, eagerly. The dark man nodded as well, so Hermione broke the
eggs into a bowl and whisked them. She chopped the ingredients finely, swirled some butter in a



pan, and in a few minutes was able to set three plates of steaming, fragrant golden omelet on the
table.

Snape cleared the bowls of uneaten oatmeal with a wave of his wand. “There’s coffee in the
pot,” he said stiffly. “Refill my cup as well, Granger.”

Hermione poured coffee for the three of them, took the seat Snape indicated next to him, and
began her breakfast. There was a period of silence broken only by the irritating smacking of
Wormtail’s lips.

“You cook well,” Snape admitted at last, wiping a bit of butter from the corner of his mouth.

Hermione looked at him, acting for Wormtail. “Your boon has many talents,” she said coldly.

“A well chosen boon indeed,” Snape said, turning to her with a taunting smirk. “I think I shall
call you ‘Boon,’ so you don’t forget your place.” Hermione stiffened as he ran his finger
teasingly along the line of her jaw. “Relax, Boon.”

Wormtail snickered. To hide her confusion, Hermione took a sip of coffee. “But this is
wonderful!” she exclaimed, unable to keep the surprise at the dark richness of the drink out of
her voice.

“I made the coffee,” Snape said, with a superior glance at the other wizard. “I shall continue to
do so, but otherwise, I think my Boon will do the cooking. Give Wormtail a list of what you’ll
need. He’ll shop for us.”

“Yes, sir,” she said obediently.

He folded his napkin neatly on the table. “I have several complex potions to make this morning.
Far beyond your skill—you’d only be a nuisance. If you’d like me to select some appropriate
reading material to help you pass the time and augment your meager knowledge, Boon, I’d be
happy to do so.”

She bristled at the nickname, but then realized how clever he’d been to suggest it. “Miss
Granger” was far too respectful for a sex slave and would remind him unpleasantly of her
student days (just as the robes had, she realized). “Hermione” was too intimate, and “Granger”
and “Mudblood” more insulting than he really wanted to be. “Boon” was short and she could
accept it as ironic. Furthermore, when Wormtail told Voldemort about it, it would emphasize his
gratitude and loyalty to his master as well as her own subjugation and servitude. Merlin, but the
man had good instincts!

“Thank you, sir,” she said in annoyed voice. “I’d be grateful. But if I may, I’d like to spend
today cleaning and tidying your house a little.”

“Cleaning? Tidying? What’s wrong with my house?” Snape sounded genuinely startled and
slightly offended.



“I thought it would be nice to have a rug in the bedroom—the floor is terribly cold.” (Wormtail
snickered again, imagining Merlin knew what.) “And there are tears in the curtains and the
upholstery, and the rugs are dirty and worn. There’s dust all over everything, and the windows
are filthy.”

“Are they really? I hadn’t noticed. Well, enjoy yourself, Boon. Just don’t move my books and
papers.” He paused. “You may use your wand. The limitations I put on it last night will prevent
you from casting inappropriate spells.” He’d put no limitations on her wand, she thought. He’d
trusted her.

“Thank you.” She took their dishes to the sink and began to wash them, along with the other
dirty dishes that had been piled there.

Suddenly she felt his presence looming behind her and froze as pulled her hair aside and ran his
tongue along her neck. “I trust that the activities you propose will make your hair truly filthy,
Boon. I shall look forward to that,” he murmured into her ear.

She gave a nervous squeak and tried to squirm away, but his arm held her against him, and he
gave a little moan as he ground his hips into her backside. Wormtail sat, wide-eyed, watching
them from the table, she noticed. It’s only a charade, she told herself. Snape’s just acting.

Snape glanced at their companion as well. “Get used to it, Boon,” he murmured silkily. “I like a
woman who tries to fight back… and fails.” He gave her bottom a possessive smack and released
her. “There’s parchment and ink on my desk,” he continued in a completely normal voice.
“Leave a shopping list for Wormtail on the counter here. Food for three days and any personal
items you feel are essential. And anything you need for your cleaning. I shall stop by our rooms
to... say good-bye before I go to see the Dark Lord this afternoon.” And pick up my letter for
Harry, she thought, although his voice suggested a different reason and she cowered a little for
Wormtail’s benefit.

To Hermione’s great amazement, she rather enjoyed the weeks that followed. Most mornings she
helped Snape with potions, and her skill increased dramatically under his exacting supervision.
After lunch she cleaned and repaired Snape’s house, much to his surprised approval. He liked
the soft leather upholstery on the armchairs and sofas, the brilliantly clean carpets and windows,
and the restored curtains. Wormtail purchased flower seeds, which she charmed to grow in the
window boxes despite the increasing cold, and the dying tree outside their bedroom window was
given a new lease on life with several of Professor Sprout’s most effective potions, although
Snape grumbled at having to make them up.

After her housecleaning, she pursued a course of readings Snape had set her in her N.E.W.T.
subjects. In the afternoon, she would spend several hours reading and making notes on the books
he’d suggested. After dinner, protected by wards in the dressing room, they discussed her
reading, and he answered her questions with surprising patience. There, too, she could practice
spells or do Arithmancy problems or study Runes. Snape even helped her work on her dueling
technique.



Once a week, Hermione wrote a reassuring note to her parents and a long letter to Harry, giving
warnings of all the Death Eater plans that Snape could obtain. The results could be seen in the
Daily Prophet, where the thwarting of such plans began to be proudly reported. And often they
had earlier notice, when Wormtail returned from Voldemort’s dungeons angry or, increasingly,
bleeding.

Snape was serious about maintaining the fiction that she was his sex slave. He fondled her
outrageously whenever Wormtail was present, and her genuine yelps of outrage when a warm
hand was insinuated beneath her robes apparently amused her former teacher almost as much as
they did the leering Animagus. As she cooked, he caressed her bum as he passed or turned and
ground his hips against hers. If Wormtail talked long after dinner, Snape would pull her onto his
lap with an iron grip and stroke her while he continued to talk, unmoved by her irritated
protests. He never hurt her, but he embarrassed and startled her constantly—although his rude
assaults stopped instantly when his housemate was not present. They even staged late-night
orgies for Wormtail’s edification, in which screams cut off by a Silencing spell or rhythmic
pounding on the floor suggested violent sex. (Wormtail always looked at Snape with great
respect the following morning.) She had worried that this play acting would remind her of the
rape he’d been forced to perform in Voldemort’s dungeons, but in fact it helped her to deal with
it, as she slowly came to regard it as part of their charade.

Each night he brushed out her hair before bed in a ritual that, to her, seemed to convey a gentle
affection very different from the rude lust he showed in front of Wormtail. And each night he held
her until she fell asleep, never initiating the embrace himself, but always waiting for her to move
into his arms. The respect and affection he offered when they were alone contrasted with, and
atoned for, the liberties he took with her during the day for Wormtail’s benefit. They never
discussed this.

Two months after her arrival, Voldemort and a group of Death Eaters were entertained for
dinner in the refurbished dining room, and for two weeks beforehand, Snape gave Hermione
intensive lessons in Occlumency. The dinner went off without a hitch. Bellatrix Lestrange even
complimented Snape snidely on the skill of his slave’s cooking. Hermione’s brief interview with
Voldemort after dinner was unpleasant—she almost lost her dessert at the sight of the hideous
man, now in bright yellow robes—but she successfully hid from his inspection her secret
correspondence with Harry, as well as the freedom Snape allowed her.

Because in violation of Voldemort’s orders, Snape did not bind her when he left the house, but
left a warning spell on the stairs so she could bind herself convincingly for Wormtail’s
occasional visits of inspection. In early December, the ratty little man attempted to molest her
during Snape’s absence, and she cast a surreptitious Stunning spell, as if her bound body had
been warded against him. Snape was so furious with Wormtail that he obtained permission from
Voldemort to bar him from the entire upper floor of the house. He needed a cat to prevent
Wormtail from evading the wards in his Animagus form, and agreed to Hermione suggestion that
they collect Scabbers’ old nemesis, Crookshanks. Hermione wrote Harry and arranged to collect
Crookshanks at the house at Grimmauld Place. It was her first time away from Snape’s house
since September, and she welcomed the opportunity to assure Harry of her safety and good



health.

Harry had been unable to reply to Hermione’s letters, so she spent several happy hours at the
house hearing news of her friends and family. He assured her that they had all missed her, and
showed her the taunting letter Voldemort had sent assuring him that she was being regularly
tortured and raped by one of his Death Eaters—luckily he hadn’t said which one. He’d included
her knickers as evidence. (“As if I’d have recognized them!” Harry said disgustedly.) They’d
been very relieved by her accounts of the treatment she was actually receiving—and Ginny had
snickered for hours over her description of one of the staged orgies. Harry made a half-hearted
attempt to convince Hermione not to return, but the information about Voldemort’s plans in her
letters had been so valuable to the Order that it was easy to convince him that she should
continue her charade. Hermione knew very well that her role as a go-between was essential.
Snape had mentioned that he’d attempted to send the Order information anonymously the
previous summer, including a warning about the attack on the train, but most of his notes had
been ignored. Her letters to Harry, however, were acted upon immediately.

She suggested to Harry that she tell her captor about the Horcruxes. Harry and Ron, with the
help of Ginny, Neville, and Luna, had now tracked down the Ravenclaw dagger, but as with the
Hufflepuff cup, they were uncertain about how to destroy the Horcrux that they knew it
contained. Hermione emphasized her captor’s experience and skill with Dark magic, Harry
reluctantly encouraged her to ask him for assistance. In return, Harry promised that, when
Voldemort was defeated, he would do his very best to obtain amnesty for the Death Eater who
had been so kind to her and saved so many lives. Hermione thought this would be unlikely, once
he learned that it was Snape.

Just before Hermione left with Crookshanks, Harry mentioned in a carefully casual voice that
Ron had asked Luna to the Hogwarts Christmas Ball. He was clearly worried about Hermione’s
reaction. Ron and Luna had grown increasingly close in the past few months, he said, working
on the Horcrux problem at Hogwarts, and since Hermione would not be able to go....

For a moment, Hermione’s heart sank. Had Ron been put off because she’d been raped? Did he
think she was dirty now? But when she pulled herself together, she was surprised to find that she
was almost a little relieved. It would be selfish, really, to insist that Ron deny himself company in
her absence—she thought a little guiltily how much she enjoyed being held and comforted by
Snape.

“It’s all right, Harry,” she said. “He should enjoy himself and not feel guilty.” She smiled.
“Luna will be so happy—and she’s always liked Ron. And after all, Ron and I aren’t really a
couple, so he’s free to attach himself to someone else if he wants to. Nothing will ever interfere
with our friendship.”

Harry’s eyes narrowed suspiciously. “You’re not getting too attached to your Death Eater, are
you, Hermione? I mean, even though he’s protected you, he is a Death Eater, and he’s probably
not a very nice person.”

“I’m… fond of him,” she admitted hesitantly. “We have to live together and we’re… allies. But



he’s much older… I don’t think he’d really want a relationship with me.”

Harry nodded, relieved. “That’s good. Ron does seem pretty attached to Luna, though. Are you
sure that’s okay with you?”

Hermione reassured him as best she could, then took Crookshanks and bid him farewell. She
joined Snape by arrangement at a nearby Muggle tea shop, and they Apparated together back to
Spinners End. She realized, oddly, that it felt a little like coming home.

Since she feared Crookshanks would react badly to Snape’s Dark Mark, Hermione had cleared
out the day nursery as a study for herself and a place for her cat to live when Snape was in their
rooms. She’d made a door from it into the dressing room so that Crookshanks could wander
freely when she was alone. But to Hermione’s surprise, Crookshanks took an instant liking to
Snape and often chose his lap in preference to hers as they sat reading in the evening. Snape
even stroked the cat as he read—absently, of course, as if he were unaware of showing any
affection.

Encouraged by her half-Kneazle’s confirmation of Snape’s trustworthiness, Hermione told him
about the Horcruxes. He had known from Dumbledore, it turned out, that Voldemort had made
more than one Horcrux, but he was appalled to learn that there were six. He immediately
dictated instructions to Harry for destroying the Horcrux in the dagger of Ravenclaw, and at his
next meeting with Voldemort he was able surreptitiously to confirm Dumbledore’s guess that
Nagini was also a Horcrux. The cup, however, puzzled him. Eventually he asked to work on it
himself. He arrived at Grimmauld Place with Hermione, having used Polyjuice Potion to take
the form of Harry himself. Luckily they had brought several vials of Polyjuice, since he worked
on the cup for hours. Eventually, however, they moved out into the desolate garden behind the
house and Snape performed a series of complicated spells and burned a number of rare herbs. In
the end, with a loud rasping noise, the cup cracked. A noxious black cloud formed in the air
above it, only to be dissipated by a sudden gust of winter wind.

Harry again promised to do what he could to ensure the disguised Death Eater’s freedom after
the war. In case of his own death, he’d signed a statement, witnessed by Ron and Ginny, stating
that despite his Dark Mark and whatever other evil deeds he had done, the Death Eater who had
held Hermione was a loyal servant of the Order, having saved many lives, helped destroy
Voldemort’s Horcruxes, and saved her from gang rape and certain death. Snape had scoffed at
Harry’s arrogance on their return to Spinners End; but Hermione noticed that he charmed the
paper to be impermeable to almost anything and that he made a very dangerous visit to
Gringotts the next day to put it in his vault.

When he returned from this excursion, he seemed unusually thoughtful. That night he suggested
that, with the entire upper floor of the house completely off limits to Wormtail, Hermione might
safely make a bedroom for herself in the night nursery. Rather to her surprise, Hermione found
that she didn’t want such a separation. She hesitantly told him so, though she said she would
move if he wished. In reply, Snape kissed her.

“Boon,” he said to her, after finally releasing her lips from a kiss that drove all worries about



Ron from her mind, “you are indeed a Boon and a blessing to me, though not of the Dark Lord’s
giving. You give me hope.”

Mrs. Granger was wiping her eyes again, but this time she was smiling. “Oh, Hermione. That’s
so romantic! And he’d been simply holding you every night?”

“Yes, but he always made it my choice. We were both lonely and it was comforting. And
although he never said so, I knew as soon as he told me that we could help Harry that I could
trust him. That he was still a spy for the Order.”

“I like the name ‘Boon,’” her father said with a smirk. “He never told us that part. It was very
clever of him. What did you call him?”

“Just ‘sir’ or ‘Professor,’ I think. But we’re in Snape’s house, aren’t we? That’s why he’s here.
But I still don’t understand how you can be safe. I mean, Voldemort knows where he lives.”

“He won’t be able to hurt us here, darling. Don’t worry,” her mother said. “And you’ll have
some visitors tomorrow morning that will help clear things up, I think. You’ll need to rest so
you’ll be fresh for them.”

“But I remember more, Mum. Wormtail disappeared, I think. At least, I hope he’s not here. He’s
terribly untrustworthy.”

“No, he’s in Azkaban. Now, go to sleep. We need to get back to… we need to leave, now.”

“Okay, Mum. But could you ask Professor Snape to come in for a moment? I want to apologize
for what I said yesterday.”

Her parents exchanged glances. “That’s the problem, Schätzle,” her father said. “He’s gone. He
left a note saying he’d be away for a bit. I’m going to see Minerva in the morning and I think
she’ll be able to find him. He knows you were confused, and he understands. And it’s always a
difficult time....” He stopped speaking suddenly when his wife nudged him.

Susanne turned to her daughter. “We’ll find him, darling. Don’t worry.”

Her parents both kissed her good-night affectionately, and then hurried out. Hermione did her
exercises and then lay awake for a while, worrying about her former captor. She admitted to
herself, secretly, that what she’d been tempted to say under the Veritaserum was true: he was the
most attractive man she knew. He’d been kind, and she’d become fond of him. But was he fond
of her, too? Perhaps he had felt too guilty to reject her when she needed comfort? There was that
kiss, however. And often, when he’d teased her in front of Wormtail, she could feel his body
respond. You couldn’t fake that, could you? She wished she could talk to him. Perhaps, after the
war was over, they could be friends, or even something more than that, if he didn’t still feel too
guilty about what he’d done to her.



Suddenly she realized that the memories she’d recovered meant that she’d been here well into
the winter. The leaves outside her window were sparse, not because they were falling, but
because they were not fully out yet. And if it was spring, it was no wonder that Madam Pomfrey
had been so worried when the most recent thing she could remember had happened the previous
autumn! But why was she still sore? It couldn’t be from the rape at Voldemort’s headquarters.
Had Snape been forced to assault her again? That might explain why he’d disappeared, rather
than sit waiting for her to reach that memory!

But where would he go? Would he be safe from the Aurors? He’d been accepted by the Order,
but the Ministry was another story. She remembered suddenly the scars she’d seen on his cheeks
that first evening—had Voldemort discovered his duplicity? Had Harry or Ron cursed him when
they found out that he was her Death Eater? She’d have to make sure her friends were pleasant to
him, now. That would be difficult. But it would go a long way to help them destroy Voldemort,
in the end.

As she settled into her pillow, she realized that she’d unconsciously left a space for Snape on his
preferred side of the bed. She smiled gently and drifted off to sleep.

Author’s note: I realize that many readers will find Hermione’s ability to talk calmly with
her rapist, much less allow him to touch her, extremely unlikely so soon after the event. I
think a lot depends on one’s attitude towards sex and virginity, one’s ability to analyze
one’s own feelings, and in this case, the circumstances. I see Hermione as a brilliant, level-
headed, and above all logical young woman, who will be able to see Snape’s action for what
it was and accept the apology and comfort that he offers her. And I’m trying to create an
approximate parallel between what he did to her and what he did to Dumbledore; the
latter act was much worse, of course, but (I believe) done with Dumbledore’s approval for
a higher purpose. It was this act that Snape refers to when he says “Much has been
sacrificed.”

Archivist's note: I am completely to blame for the lateness of this chapter. Send the author her
reviews, and to me go the Howlers. ~Jen



Snape's Boon
Avebury
by amr

Summary: Hermione, Harry, and Ron go over her memories of a battle with Voldemort.

“Hermione? Are you awake?”

Hermione pushed herself up on her elbows, noticing that the exercises had already made her
arms much stronger. It was difficult to imagine that she hadn’t been able to lift her hands two
days ago. Then she recognized the voice. “Ron! No, I’m not asleep. Not now. Come in!”

She was suddenly enveloped in the arms of the tall redhead, and she clung to him tightly for a
long moment before releasing him. “Oh, Ron. I’ve missed you so much!”

“And me? Have you missed me?” said a young man with dark, messy hair, his bright green eyes
peering around Ron’s broad shoulder.

“Harry! I’m so glad you’re all right!” She held out her arms and hugged him just as fiercely. “Of
course I’ve missed you!”

“Have you remembered it all, then?” Harry pulled away from her and looked at her hard.

“No, not all of it. Not yet, I’m afraid, but we’re making pro…. Harry! Your scar is gone! What
on earth…?”

She paused, and her eyes widened as there rose in her memory the vision of a screaming man in
vile, acid green robes writhing and bleeding on the ground, as the familiar lightning-bolt scar
drained off Harry’s forehead. An arm rested across her shoulders and she turned to look into the
black eyes of Severus Snape. “I remember, now,” she said, softly. “You vanquished him, didn’t
you? And I was there. With Snape. I’ve only just remembered.”

“That’s right, Hermione,” Ron said, grinning. “The Prince brought you with him, and it was
really lucky he did.”

“Shhh! Ron!” Harry gave his friend a playful shove. “We’re not supposed to tell her anything
she can remember for herself—and nothing about Severus.”

“‘Severus’? You’re calling Snape ‘Severus’ now?” she asked, surprised. Hermione’s world was
reeling. A moment ago, she’d been thinking of Voldemort as the greatest threat to her and those
she loved, and now she knew he was dead and she was really safe for the first time in years. And
she’d worried that Harry and Ron would never be able to accept the careful friendship she’d
forged with Snape—but Harry was calling him “Severus.”

The boys exchanged glances. “Well, yes,” Harry said. “We’ve sort of had to work with him.” He
looked at Ron. “We can tell her a bit about the trial, since it happened after she was knocked out,



don’t you think? I’m sure that’ll be all right.” He turned to Hermione. “I promised you I’d do
what I could for the Death Eater who helped you, remember?” She nodded. “And we knew by
then it was Severus. You had….” Harry paused at a quelling look from Ron. “Well, you’ll
remember that later, I’m sure,” he said quickly.

“Harry was really unhappy about it being him at first, of course,” Ron chimed in. “But we had,
um, reasons to want to help him, anyway. You’ll remember that, too. And he was almost
pleasant, once Voldemort was dead.”

Harry nodded seriously. “And Scrimgeour treated him so horribly! He showed up when
everything was all over, with about thirty Aurors that we could really have used earlier. He
wanted to arrest people—he’d even brought a photographer from the Daily Prophet to snap him
doing it. The git.”

Ron laughed. “Only by then half the Death Eaters were dead and the others were wandless and
bound. So the Aurors sort of wandered around admiring them and looking uncomfortable. And
Scrimgeour tried to arrest Ginny and Luna for using their wands out of school.”

Harry grinned. “Yeah. That berk never knew how close he came to a major hex. Lucky for him,
Ginny had lost a lot of blood and Luna was busy trying help Ron and Neville convince her she
really needed to go to St. Mungo’s. Anyway, you’d been knocked out by then, Hermione, and we
thought you were dead. Severus was just sitting on the ground, holding you on his lap and… I
think he was crying, but we really didn’t dare look very closely—he was so sad it was scary. And
Scrimgeour spotted him and called the photographer over to commemorate the big arrest. But
you were in the way, you see, and when Scrimgeour tried to pull you away, to make the photo
better, there was a huge flash that knocked him about twenty feet—it was one of those emotional
magic things, like when I blew up my aunt—and the photographer got that instead, and when
they printed the picture of Scrimgeour trying to attack a man who was clearly mourning….”

Ron broke in, shoving Harry and laughing. “I think Scrimgeour really lost the whole case right
there. Professor McGonagall started screaming at him like a maniac, saying she’d take full
responsibility for Severus showing up in court, and Scrimgeour better be damned certain he
could prove his case, or they’d sue the Ministry for wrongful arrest. Scrimgeour just sputtered
incoherently, and the photographer got that as well.”

Harry laughed. “Ginny found out later Scrimgeour and McGonagall dated when they were at
Hogwarts, and he cheated on her. But he needed to look powerful, so he made the arrest, but
McGonagall wouldn’t let them take him to Azkaban. So Scrimgeour staged this huge show trial
only two weeks later, and did a lot of posturing about how he was protecting us from Death
Eaters.”

“Only it didn’t work out like he’d planned,” Ron said with a smirk. “Everyone who’d been at the
battle testified in Severus’s defense. They’d all seen clearly how many Death Eaters he’d cursed
in the fight, and since Scrimgeour hadn’t sent enough Aurors, we’d have lost if he hadn’t been
there.”



Harry nodded. “And Tonks testified about all the information he’d given the Aurors and the
Order during our fifth and sixth years, and Remus described several Order operations where he
had predicted exactly what the Death Eaters would do.”

“And Harry and I testified about how he’d helped with the Horcruxes, of course,” Ron said, “and
how he’d warned Harry about the fake prophecy. And Luna had been tabulating your letters and
the lives saved. She read a list of two hundred or so witches and wizards who had been warned
of attacks and got away as a result.

Harry grinned. “Anyway, just as everyone was wondering how such an all-around hero could
have murdered Dumbledore, McGonagall showed up with a Pensieve memory that had appeared
on her desk that morning, labeled ‘for the defense of Severus Snape.’ She hadn’t even opened
it—Dumbledore’s seal was intact. So they played it for the first time before the full
Wizengamot—you must imagine a huge figure of Dumbledore, towering over the Pensieve,
playing to the audience like the showman he was. It nearly caused a riot.”

Ron winced in memory. “Yeah—it was actually pretty scary. Dumbledore had talked to himself
in a mirror and then sealed his memory in a vial. He showed that horrible withered arm and said
the curse had been creeping towards his heart despite everything that Severus did to slow it. It
was Voldemort’s curse on the Peverell ring—Dumbledore knew it would kill him by September
at the latest. He said Snape had been tricked by Narcissa Malfoy into making an Unbreakable
Vow to kill him if Draco didn’t, so he’d insisted that Snape do it, to save Draco Malfoy and to
get more information from Voldemort. He said he felt sure that Draco had it within him to
redeem his family. And he’d set up a way for Severus to send messages directly to his desk, so
the court could assume that any helpful messages that had arrived by that means were from him.”

Harry sighed. “Only he hadn’t told McGonagall that trustworthy messages would be arriving that
way—he hadn’t realized that hundreds of people would be sending her warnings. She thought
the Prince’s were just more of the same, though she’d been puzzled about how they got in. But
after September, when they came from you, we paid attention, of course. And in one letter, you
told her that all the information had been from Severus, and that he’d saved you, and she should
trust his Patronus. You said he’d need to alert her in a hurry sometimes, and you might be
somewhere where he couldn’t send notes any more.”

Hermione wrinkled her brow. “Yes, I vaguely remember writing something like that. I’ll
remember it when I come to it, I suppose.”

Ron touched her hand sympathetically. “It must be weird for you, of all people, not to know
about what’s happened.”

“I know. Snape can’t call me a Know-It-All any longer. Know-barely-anything is more like it,”
Hermione said, shaking her head ruefully. “I think it’s been good for me, though. I’m looking at
my actions more objectively this way. Seeing where I’ve gone wrong.” Ron gave her hand a
comforting squeeze.

Harry grinned at them both. “It’ll all come back, Hermione. And you mostly did really well. I



think you’re really going to like some of it.”

She smiled at him slowly. “I already like the part about Voldemort being dead. I’ve been so
worried about him—my parents must have thought I sounded terribly paranoid. But what
happened with Snape’s trial?”

“Well, he was completely exonerated, of course, after Dumbledore’s testimony,” Ron said, “and
because of it, every wizard in Britain knows how important he was to the defeat of Voldemort. In
a way, it was good that Scrimgeour arrested him, because it brought it all out. He’s been offered
the Defense position at Hogwarts again, since it isn’t cursed now. And after Scrimgeour’s
Ministry fell, the new lot gave him the Order of Merlin, First Class—the same one that
Dumbledore had. After all, he helped kill Voldemort and his…” Harry nudged him. “What? Oh,
right. And he’s better looking now—eats well, washes his hair and everything, and your parents
did something to his teeth that helped a lot. All up to you, Severus said.”

Hermione found it very strange to hear Ron and Harry call Snape “Severus” but she smiled back
at them. “Well, I did my best. You should have seen this house when I arrived. It was as
neglected as he was.” She paused. “But you mentioned Draco Malfoy. Snape wouldn’t tell me
what happened to him. Did Voldemort murder him?”

Ron sighed regretfully. “No. Unfortunately, he’s back at Hogwarts, but he’s not quite the same
Draco without his dad to back him.

“Lucius is still in Azkaban, I hope?” Hermione asked, worriedly. She wouldn’t feel safe if he
weren’t—and the man had talked his way out of so many things in the past.

“No, he’s dead. Aurors searched Voldemort’s dungeon right after his death and found really
detailed records, and the Prophet published most of them. Lucius Malfoy’s activities were all
described in detail, including the World Cup, bribery in the Ministry, the Department of
Mysteries fight, and his leading role in the McKinnon and Bones murders. He committed
suicide. You’re not supposed to be able to do that in Azkaban, but his money always could buy
him anything, and apparently it could even buy that.” Ron shook his head.

“Anyway,” Harry continued, “all his assets, Malfoy Manor and everything—even his foreign
bank accounts—were taken to benefit war orphans. Narcissa Malfoy had a house and some
money of her own in France, and she and Draco had been hiding from Voldemort there—
Severus was their Secret Keeper—but Draco hated it. He doesn’t speak French, so he couldn’t
even order the house-elves around. When the war ended, they sold it and bought a small house in
Hogsmeade, and he’s back at Hogwarts, doing his seventh year with Ginny and Luna’s class, just
like Harry and me.”

“Really? So you can do your N.E.W.T.s?” Hermione was terribly jealous. “That’s great. Will
they let me do that?”

“Probably,” Ron said enthusiastically. “But you’ve got to remember everything first. And get
your muscles and your magic back in shape. You’ve been out a while, now.”



“Right,” Hermione said. “And of course you can’t tell me for how long.”

“Er… no. I’m afraid we can’t.” Ron looked sorry. “They say it would be bad for you,” he added
apologetically.

“That’s all right. I guess I understand. So, I’m supposed to tell you about the rest of my stay here
with Snape?”

“No,” Harry said uncomfortably. “We’re supposed to ask you about the part after you left here,
even though it’s out of order. Your mum said you should tell that part to Severus, since he was
here, but they haven’t tracked him down yet.”

Hermione knit her brows. “I wish he’d come back. I said some... some awful things to him. You
remember how we felt about him right after Dumbledore’s funeral? I was just at that stage in my
remembering, and he walked in and suddenly I realized that he’d raped me, though all I could
remember was the screaming. And I hadn’t yet remembered that he saved my life, too. I’m afraid
I really hurt him.”

Ron winced at the mention of the rape, but then he put his arm around her. “Don’t worry about it,
Hermione. He’s an intelligent man and he… he’s fond of you. He knows why you said those
things. I think it’s just been hard for him, having to relive it all as you have. And he’s been under
a lot of stress of course, and worried about you and….”

“Yeah,” said Harry, giving Ron a nudge. “He still feels really guilty about what he had to do.
And having the war over has been hard for all of us. We were focused for so long on getting rid
of Voldemort and now he’s just… gone. And for us it’s just been the last seven years or so, but
for Severus it’s been more than twenty. And then your condition and the trial and all that—going
from hated outlaw to beloved hero in a matter of weeks. It’s been really hard for him to adjust.
He was really happy when you woke up, but then he couldn’t talk to you.... I think he just needed
to get away from things for a bit. He’ll be back soon. He wouldn’t leave his….”

“His house,” Ron finished, shoving Harry in the ribs again. “Now, we’re supposed to ask you
about the battle, Hermione. I don’t think we’re as good as your parents are at not giving you
hints, so perhaps we’d better just let you talk.”

“But I don’t quite know where to start. I don’t think we left for the battle from this house. That
just doesn’t seem right, somehow.”

“No, you were living with Voldemort, I think, or where he’d been recently,” Harry said
encouragingly. “Remus got a Patronus message directly from Snape. About Sirius. Were you
there when he sent it?”

“Sirius,” she said slowly, “I remember the meeting when Voldemort explained his plan for the
ambush. They’d somehow got Sibyll Trelawney’s hair for a Polyjuice Potion. That hideous
Alecta Carrow was supposed to take it and sit near you in the Three Broomsticks during a



Hogsmeade weekend and pretend to give a prophecy. It was quite clever, really. Just enough
hints to make you believe that Sirius could be brought back from the dead if someone born on
Lammas eve—you—went alone to the center of the Avebury circle on that day and built a
bonfire just before sunset and pulled him back through the veil that would appear.”

“It was the same old trick, just the way I got Sirius killed in the first place,” Harry said sadly. “I
think I would have been suspicious even if Remus hadn’t told me about Severus’s Patronus, but
I’m not sure. She was horribly convincing. And just for a moment, I hoped…. It… it was really
cruel to give me hope.”

“It was, Harry. I remember now where I was when we heard about it; I had to use every bit of
Occlumency I had to keep Voldemort from seeing how angry I was about what it would do to
you. That’s why I told Snape to send the message to Remus, rather than Professor McGonagall. I
knew you’d be more likely to listen to him on that subject—and he’d keep you from doing
something desperate.”

“So you were there? In Voldemort’s hide-out?”

“Yes. I think Nagini was killed in early July? Yes, that’s right. Voldemort thought Snape was
one of the few in the first rank of Death Eaters who couldn’t have known where Nagini was at
the time, and since he couldn’t trust the others, he wanted to have him close at hand. So we had
to go there. Voldemort didn’t trust him, exactly, but he distrusted him less, if you see what I
mean.”

“But it was Severus that told us where that damned snake was kept! He suggested the plan Harry
used, even.” Ron looked puzzled. “How could he do that when he hadn’t been told?”

“Well, Nott knew, and Snape read his mind. That’s how he got a lot of the information we sent
you. Voldemort blamed a lot of people for the failures, but never Snape, because he was rarely
around and didn’t hear much.”

“That’s right. You told us that he used to read Wormtail’s mind at dinner, sometimes.” Harry
shook his head. “So you had to go to the hide-out, too?”

“Well, I was supposed to be his prisoner and sex slave, remember?” Both young men winced.
“They were hardly going to let me go. Voldemort suggested that Snape simply kill me, but he
couldn’t order him to, since he’d given me to Snape as a kind of gift and it would have looked
really cheap.”

Ron nodded resignedly. “So what was it like?”

“It was horrible. Dank and moldy. Red Caps everywhere. It was the underground part of a ruined
castle—the same place they’d… that I’d been taken when I was first kidnapped. Horrible,
horrible place. Luckily, we were only there for a fortnight. It’s a wonder all the Death Eaters
weren’t all suicidal. He had everyone crammed in there, all suspicious of one another, dueling in
the corridors and competing for his favor, with bad food and smelly air. And a damp, penetrating



cold, even in July.”

“Well, start with that, Hermione,” Harry said firmly. “Tell us about what happened when you
arrived at the hide-out.”

Hermione nodded, pulled herself up more fully, and began to remember.

With Snape’s guidance, Hermione Apparated near the heavy wooden door she had left ten
months before. The ruined castle behind it could not have looked more different from its magical,
starlit appearance the previous September. Then, she’d been escaping from hell, and nothing
could have been more beautiful than the open air. Now, she was returning. The ruined walls
were overgrown with noxious weeds and smelled of rotting vegetation, and stagnant pools
reflected the heavy dark clouds overhead where they were not covered with a layer of green
slime. Hermione put her hand over her nose and hurried to the door, but Snape followed her,
shaking his head.

“It only gets worse inside. You’ll adjust to breathing the stench after a while,” he said
heartlessly. “The air and the mold aren’t actually harmful—I’ve tested them—just very
unpleasant. But it’s about the only thing down there that is not dangerous, so keep your
Occlumency shields up at all times, and obey me instantly, no matter how illogical or ridiculous
my requests may seem. Otherwise, I will have to put you under the Imperius Curse. We cannot
afford mistakes.”

“Will we really be safe here?”

Hermione’s voice was surprisingly timorous, and Snape’s soothing answer seemed equally
unlike him. “I hope so, Boon. I devoutly hope so. My possessiveness should protect you from any
physical harm, but you will be taunted and verbally abused. Don’t allow yourself to become
angry, and don’t retaliate. Remember, your spirit has been completely broken. Keep to our
rooms as much as possible—there’s a small library there. And you should attempt no spells
without my permission.”

“Yes, sir,” she said meekly. “We can talk in your rooms, at least, can’t we?”

“In bed, yes.” He smiled wryly. “It will be expected that I cast Silencing Spells there, so your
agonized screams don’t keep my brethren awake. But our rooms may be watched, so remain in
character at all other times. I shall have to resume pawing you again, as I did in front of
Wormtail. But you can do this; I know you can. It won’t be for long. I’m depending upon you,
Boon.” He put his hand on her shoulder and gave it a light squeeze, and then he turned hurriedly
toward the door.

When he pulled it open, Hermione took a deep breath (which she regretted instantly) and
descended the stairs, stopping at the bottom, her eyes downcast, to wait for Snape to emerge. He
led the two of them quickly through the dank meeting room where Hermione had been raped,



striding quickly ahead of her, perhaps so he wouldn’t have to look at her as she remembered
what he’d been forced to do to her there. She herself averted her eyes quickly from the metal
table. They left through the opposite door and traversed a complex series of corridors and
stairways to a large, marble-columned hall with a vaulted ceiling where Voldemort sat upon an
elaborate throne. He was surrounded by five Death Eaters in dark green robes, their wands
drawn and pointing at the pair as the door opened. Snape removed his mask, yanked Hermione
forward, and pulled her roughly to her knees as he knelt before his master and kissed the hem of
his robes.

The white-skinned man looked down at his groveling servant, his red eyes gleaming with
satisfaction. He was wearing red-orange robes today. Perhaps he’d taken her criticism to heart,
Hermione thought wryly. They weren’t much better than the purple and ermine or the vomit
yellow ones, though they did match his eyes. Why always such bright colors? So he’d be noticed
in a crowd? She’d read that the Queen Mum dressed with an eye to that….

“Ah, Severus,” Voldemort said. “You join us at last! And you’ve brought your little Boon—how
sweet! Are you sure she is well-behaved enough to live amongst us? I would have been happier I
think, if you’d chosen the other option I suggested.”

Snape kissed the hem of Voldemort’s robes again and stood. “I am aware of that, my Lord; and I
apologize. I couldn’t bear to relinquish such a sign of your favor. However, she’s docile enough,
I promise you. I’ve been sending her out into the Muggle town to purchase food since Wormtail
was captured, and she has never failed to return to me directly. I’ve treated her quite well, you
see, and her former friends will be… annoyed with her after so long a sojourn with her hateful
professor.”

He smiled evilly at his master, and Hermione marveled at how frightening he seemed. “I’m
afraid I’ve rather spoiled her. She’s come to enjoy… activities that none of her little friends
could stomach,” he said. “She craves the pain and pleasure only I can give her. And she’s
become adept at the more tedious Potions chores, among other things. It would take me some
time to train another, and from what Bella said the other day, you need many potions at the
moment.”

“This is true,” Voldemort said slowly. He looked at Hermione skeptically. “Rise, Mudblood, and
look into my eyes.”

“Do as he says, Boon,” Snape said softly, releasing her shoulder to allow her to rise.

Hermione looked into the hideous red eyes of the man before her, and showed him her true
feelings of trust and loyalty toward Snape. Then she showed him exaggerated fears about Harry
and Ron’s anger and disgust if they knew of her situation. She dwelt upon her feelings of
hopelessness and abandonment, and her secret enjoyment of Snape’s sexual abuse. (He’d shown
her some rather Dark books about sex, and she was able to project the images as if she’d
experienced them.)

“You do not want to escape to Potter, then, little Boon?” the high, cold voice sent shivers of fear



down her back that she did not trouble to hide. Her reaction made the freak smile smugly.

“No, sir,” she said, respectfully. “Harry and Ron don’t want me themselves, but they don’t want
anyone else have me either. They’d kill me if they knew about some of the things the professor
has done to me. And that I’ve... that I’ve enjoyed it.” She shuddered and looked at her feet as if
in shame, and then turned to Snape. “But Professor Snape will protect me.” She spoke
confidently, and projected anger at Harry and Ron and exaggerated pictures of Ron’s
resentment of her friendship with Viktor Krum.

Voldemort turned to Snape with a pleased smirk. “She still calls you ‘Professor,’ does she?
Interesting, her loyalty. And if Potter would really feel angry and betrayed.… Yes, I suppose he
would. She knows him well, after all. He’d find it disturbing. I see what you’ve been thinking,
Severus. Well done. You have served me well in your conduct with the Mudblood. You may keep
her.”

“Thank you, my Lord. I knew you would be able to discern the possibilities that less subtle minds
would overlook,” his tone was confidential and flattering. “Might I ask you to put her under
your Lordship’s own protection? As you’ve seen, she has a childish faith in my ability to protect
her. I may not be able to do so, here, and I fear that her loyalty might flag if she should be…
injured by my brothers, who, lacking your insight, might consider her only as a source of
momentary pleasure. They tend to be rather short-sighted.”

“Yes, this is reasonable,” Voldemort said slowly. “You wish to preserve what you have so
cleverly created for my use—and your own, of course. Very well. Approach my throne,
Mudblood.”

Snape pushed her forward slightly, and Voldemort put his clammy left hand on her head. Making
a complicated motion with his wand, he chanted, “I mark this Mudblood witch, known to us as
Boon, as under my protection. Any of my followers who attempt to harm her physically or
magically will find themselves suffering the intended harm themselves.” He paused and with a
sly smile at Snape added, “—her master, Severus Snape, excepted, of course.”

Snape smirked at Hermione as a powerful wave of magic passed through her. Then he pulled her
back to stand next to him, his hand resting possessively on her derriere as he bowed deeply to his
master. Hermione again gazed at the floor.

“Thank you for your kindness, my Lord,” Snape said smoothly. “May I retire with Boon to our
quarters to… settle?”

“Yes, I suppose so. I have long wished for you to join me, you know, Severus,” he said rather
petulantly, “There’s no one intelligent to talk to since Malfoy and Rookwood were imprisoned.
But perhaps it is as well that you were absent when I gave Nott his orders about my dear Nagini.
Now I can truly be certain that you are not a traitor. It is well that now I have at least one Death
Eater that I can trust fully.”

Hermione had to restrain herself firmly from pointing out Voldemort’s logical fallacy. Just



because Snape hadn’t been (he believed) the one to betray him, there was no reason to believe
him more trustworthy than before. And he had the temerity to disparage the intelligence of those
around him?

“I am greatly honored by your Lordship’s faith. Thank you, my Lord.” Snape retreated
backwards to the door, bowing, and waving Hermione back as he went.

The quarters were not quite as bad as Hermione had feared. They were on the highest level of
the dungeons, near the throne room and the quarters of Voldemort himself, and they had high
barred windows along one side, which actually allowed some natural light and slightly less
noxious air into the rooms. There were only two rooms and a small, filthy shower and toilet, and
Hermione, with Snape’s acquiescence, cleaned them thoroughly even before she unpacked. The
sitting room contained a small library, and when Snape left, she was busily trying to find a
charm that could be modified to clear the air.

The following day, they both attended the meeting at which the ruse to lure Harry to Avebury
was announced. Snape was able to send the warning Patronus to Remus Lupin two nights later
when they left the dungeons to pick fluxweed, although they knew that, as it was the full moon, it
would be the next morning before the werewolf received it. He also took the opportunity to send
a message to Professor McGonagall, repeating the warning and suggesting ways in which the
ambush might be turned to the Order’s advantage.

The following days passed slowly. Hermione had been put to work completing the Polyjuice
Potion for Alecta Carrow, and some days, she helped Snape brew other potions; but more often
he worked alone, saying that he didn’t want her near the Dark ingredients he used. Otherwise
she occupied her time improving her Air-Freshening Charm and reading the books that the
library afforded.

When he was free, they took meals in their rooms, but he was rarely able to do so; and since
Snape insisted that Hermione eat regularly, she had to eat in the Death Eaters’ mess—a huge
room with rough tables and overcooked food. She was taunted there by resentful Death Eaters
who felt they had been unfairly deprived of the pleasure of raping her the previous fall. But none
of them dared touch her, as word of Voldemort’s protective spell had been widely circulated.
Her robes were often spat upon as she passed through the mess, and she received Snape’s
permission to cast a shield over her food, since Cormac McLaggan and another former
Gryffindor named Ken Towler enjoyed spitting and flipping filth from the floor into it as she ate.
It must irritate the lower ranks, she mused, that someone whom they viewed as the lowest of the
low was afforded their master’s protection.

She’d also got permission to cast minor hexes on Red Caps, who were everywhere and seemed to
sense her vulnerability. Mostly she tried to stay with other wizards. She noticed many that she
knew from Hogwarts in the corridors. Zacharias Smith passed her once and tried to dodge
behind someone else so she wouldn’t see him. Theo Nott, Vincent Crabbe, and Greg Goyle, on
the other hand, seemed always to be in the Death Eaters’ mess and smirked at her whenever she
entered. Rather to her surprise, she saw no sign of Draco Malfoy. She hadn’t quite believed
Snape about his not being a Death Eater, but surely Crabbe and Goyle would not have been so



consistently with Nott if Malfoy had been available.

Snape usually arrived at their rooms exhausted, often very late. Voldemort talked to him for
hours—paranoid, megalomaniac ravings, he confided to her, accusing each of his senior Death
Eaters in turn of treachery. In addition to these confidential chats and his potions brewing, he
spent much of his time working on Voldemort’s plan for taking over the Ministry. His master
now much regretted that Snape had made himself an outlaw by killing Dumbledore, since the
only remaining viable Death Eater candidate for Minister of Magic was Eustace Goyle, the
father of Hermione’s classmate. His most trusted Death Eaters had been imprisoned after the
affair in the Department of Mysteries, and while several of them (Dolohov, Rookwood, Avery,
and Nott) had staged a mass escape during their trials, none were likely to be accepted by the
wizarding population at large. Goyle, though from a highly respected family and untainted by
convictions (legal or moral), had been named as a Death Eater in Harry’s interview with Rita
Skeeter, and Voldemort wanted Snape to magically change the text in every surviving copy of
that interview to omit Goyle’s name. Snape had wasted many hours on this impossible task,
which to him seemed quite secondary to the problem of Goyle’s functional illiteracy.

The discussions Hermione and Snape did have centered on her presence at the Avebury ambush.
Voldemort would be calling all his Death Eaters to Avebury by means of the Dark Mark, not to
fight, but to witness his final defeat of Harry Potter. This duel would allow him to demonstrate,
finally, that Harry’s successes had been mere flukes. The Death Eaters were not to interfere
(unless Harry showed signs of winning, Hermione suspected). The anti-Apparition wards in
Voldemort’s dungeons would be lifted for that afternoon, so they could Apparate instantly to his
side. Voldemort wanted her there, since he believed her presence would distract and demoralize
Potter. Snape was ordered to keep her by him and bring her along via guided Apparition.
Hermione enthusiastically agreed, showing Voldemort her anger at Harry and desire to revenge
herself for his supposed neglect.

Alone with Snape, she argued that, with the protection Voldemort had given her, she would be
perfectly safe from everyone except Voldemort himself. Since he would be concentrating on
Harry, she would be in an excellent position to attack the other Death Eaters. Snape was dubious
about this, and she suspected that he would try to avoid taking her, but since she’d visited
Avebury with her parents, she knew she could Apparate to the Muggle pub there on her own if he
left without her.

As it happened, however, they were together when the signal came, and she gripped his arm the
moment she noticed his wince of pain. He glared down at her for an instant, and then his eyes
softened. “Be careful, Boon,” he said, dropping a kiss onto her forehead.

“And you, Severus,” she answered, a moment before they Disapparated.

They Apparated to the right of Voldemort, who was removing his Invisibility Cloak and reveling
in the apparent terror of Harry Potter, who cowered before him in the flickering light of a small
fire. It was early evening, and the sun was still well above the horizon, giving Harry a clear view
of the circle of Death Eaters Apparating in around him, wands out. They were unmasked, the
more clearly to see their lord’s triumph, for they believed Harry could not possibly escape this



time. Hermione caught Harry’s eye briefly as he looked around the circle to the sound of
Voldemort’s high, cruel laughter, his face a mask of dismay.

“So, young Harry Potter, we meet again,” Voldemort declaimed. “This will be the last time,
however. You have once again been betrayed by that useless emotion, your love for the dead
man, Sirius Black.” Harry winced. “Will you never learn, you foolish boy? No, you will not
remain alive long enough to make learning of any value to you. Do not concern yourself with my
Death Eaters—they are only here to see fair play. Oh, and did you recognize my newest
recruit?” Voldemort gestured at Hermione. “Don’t expect any help from her; she belongs to
Severus Snape now, body and soul. Particularly body,” he leered.

Harry turned to Hermione in exaggerated horror, but she could see him examining the ground
between them as well. “Hermione! How could you!” he gasped dramatically.

“Yes, indeed, Potter,” Voldemort sneered. “Your neglected little friend is now one of us. I can
see that this disturbs you. But never mind—you have other things to worry about, now. We are
going to duel, Potter, and I am going to kill you. Now, I wonder if you have learned any better
manners in the three years since we last dueled. Bow to death, Potter! Or must I make you do so
again?”

To Hermione’s surprise, Harry bowed deeply, without hesitation. But as he bent over, he
whipped his father’s Invisibility Cloak over his head and vanished. He must have run hard for
the gap between Snape and Hermione, since she felt him pass by her only a few seconds later.
But the sound of his running feet was drowned out by a shout as about forty fighters from the
Order and the D.A. ran out from behind the stones of the circle and the bushes that surrounded
the Muggle pub.

“Betrayed!” Voldemort shouted. “One of you has betrayed me! Guard me, Severus! Kill any of
my servants who attacks his fellow Death Eaters!”

As the other Death Eaters turned quickly to face their opponents in the outer circle of Order
members, Snape moved behind Voldemort, his back to his master’s. “Have no fear, my Lord,” he
called over the shouting. “I shall keep behind you while you fight the boy, guarding your back
from the traitor. He will not hex you if I can help it!”

Suddenly there was a brief fusillade of loud pops, as about ten of the lower-level Death Eaters
realized that their ambush had itself been ambushed and Disapparated. Hemmed in by a force
almost equal in size to their own and with no masks to hide their identities, they obviously
preferred to flee. Voldemort and Alastor Moody cast simultaneous anti-Disapparition wards,
and Moody cast anti-Apparition wards as well. There were now only about fifty Death Eaters,
and their circle shrank to adjust for the gaps left by their comrades. Now they were only about
ten feet from their opponents.

Curses began to fly, obscured by the smoke of the fire and the slowly deepening dusk, and
Hermione quickly realized she would be safer and more useful standing with the Order, where
the Death Eaters’ spells could not hurt her. She ran between the lines to Tonks, who was fighting



in a part of the Order’s circle some distance from Harry, since she didn’t want to draw
Voldemort’s attention to her defection. Many Death Eaters noticed, however, and as she ran, she
felt their spells hit her back and dissipate. When she turned, almost half of the Death Eaters on
her side of Voldemort had fallen victim to their own spells. Dolohov had a great gash running
across his face, presumably from the same spell he had cast at Hermione in the Department of
Mysteries, Bellatrix Lestrange was writhing in pain from her own Cruciatus Curse, and Josiah
and Theo Nott lay together, both Stunned.

Hermione began casting spells at the Death Eaters as fast as she could. Some fought back, and
fell to their own cruel curses—others remembered her protection and merely dodged, not daring
to hex her back or even cast a shield. Snape had told her that there had been much discussion
about whether her protection would actually counter a Killing Curse, but given Voldemort’s
magical power, there was obviously no one who would chance it.

Snape kept his back to Voldemort, holding his wand out and, when he could, cursing the Death
Eaters whose backs were to him. Most of them were simply Stunned, but several fell bleeding to
his Sectumsempra Curse.

Voldemort noticed neither Hermione’s nor Snape’s desertion, focused as he was on his duel with
Harry. He and Harry were both aware of the possibility of linking their wands and the Priori
Incantatem effect; and since Harry had come off better from their last experience of the rare
phenomenon, he was less anxious to avoid it than Voldemort was. He managed to land a Slicing
Hex while Voldemort circled cautiously, trying to get a spell under his guard. To distract Harry,
he shot several spells at Ron and Ginny, who stood beside him. Ron parried these easily, and
Ginny hit Voldemort with her Bat-bogey Hex, although he countered it almost instantly. But
while he was doing so, Harry got in another Slicing Hex, this time to the shoulder of his wand
arm. Furious, the pale wizard sent a Killing Curse at Ginny, who rolled out of the way, so that it
hit Amycus Carrow, who had been dueling Neville Longbottom behind her. Neville gasped at his
own near escape, but moved quickly to engage Bellatrix Lestrange, who had recovered from her
own Cruciatus Curse and was shooting hexes from the ground. She sent one at Harry, and
dodging it distracted him long enough for Voldemort to heal his own shoulder.

The two circles had broken, now, and several D.A. members who were overmatched in their
duels had retreated behind the standing stones to fire curses at their adversaries from relative
safety. Snape had done quite well at keeping behind Voldemort as he circled Harry, which both
prevented Voldemort from realizing what he was doing and protected him from the curses of any
Death Eaters who noticed that their comrades were falling to his hexes.

Harry and Voldemort continued to circle cautiously. Voldemort had finally landed a Slicing Hex
on Harry’s wand arm, but Luna stepped up with Ron, and both began firing a coordinated
sequence of hexes at Voldemort to prevent him from taking advantage of this while Ginny quickly
healed Harry’s wound. Soon, they returned to their circling.

Hermione moved carefully back towards Harry where the remaining Death Eaters were
clustered. They were now badly outnumbered, thanks largely to her and Snape. Many were
fighting desperate duels against two or three opponents, while the Aurors present disarmed and



bound those who had fallen. Bellatrix Lestrange, who was fighting both Neville and Remus
Lupin, suddenly turned and caught sight of Snape’s smirk of satisfaction as he hit Rookwood
with a Sectumsempra Curse.

“My Lord!” she shouted, “It’s Snape! Snape’s the traitor!”

Most of the twelve or so Death Eaters still standing aimed curses at Snape, and Hermione, who
had been fighting Zacharias Smith not far from him, cast a hurried Full-Body Bind, and rushed
to stand by her protector, so that four of the curses aimed at him dissipated against her and
rebounded upon the Death Eaters who had cast them. Aurors moved forward to ensure that those
who were only temporarily disabled did not rise to fight again.

“Get away from me, Boon,” Snape hissed under his breath. “The Dark Lord’s going to turn on
me soon, and you’re not safe from him! You know your protection’s no good against him.”

But Voldemort did not seem to be immediately concerned by Snape. He turned suddenly and cast
a Slicing Hex that hit Ginny in the neck. She fell, bleeding freely, and Ron, who had been helping
Harry deal with Voldemort cast a despairing glance at his sister.

“I’ll look after her, Ron,” Hermione shouted and ran toward them. But as she passed Voldemort,
he stepped adroitly to the side and grabbed her, pulling her in front of his body, and holding his
wand to her head. His hands were damp and clammy, but the long fingers were terrifyingly
strong. Try as she might she could not twist away. And she knew that he could curse her—his
protection was no protection from himself.

“Severus! I’ve got your Boon! Do you see? Show me your loyalty, if you dare. Kill these brats
for me, or I’ll kill her. Now!”

Hermione was miserable. She couldn’t see what was happening, since Voldemort held her face
tightly pressed against his chest in a travesty of a lover’s embrace. Snape wouldn’t let Voldemort
kill her—she knew that with cold certainty—but surely he wouldn’t kill Harry and the others
either? The others were probably afraid to do anything for fear of hurting her. She would have to
distract Voldemort herself, somehow, and then get away from him as best she could. But it was
hard to think clearly with the bastard’s revolting body pressing up against her own. Suddenly, an
idea struck her. He is just a man after all, she thought. She pushed hard against him, as if trying
to topple him backwards. It didn’t work, but she hadn’t expected it to. He growled his annoyance
with her and shifted his feet apart slightly to stabilize his stance. She’d never push him over now.

Voldemort’s new, bold stance seemed to inspire him to gloat. Hermione could feel his breath
ruffle her hair as the high, cold voice rang out again, every inch the mad meglomaniac. “If
you’ve betrayed me, Severus, you’ve made a very stupid decision. You’ve turned to the wrong
side. They’ll never kill me! I am Lord Voldemort! I am INVINCIBLE! I am IMMORTAL!”

Hermione saw her chance. She wrenched her face away from his chest to look up at him. “No
you’re not, Riddle!” she said scornfully. “We’ve destroyed all your Horcruxes. All six of them,
and now we’re going to destroy you.”



Voldemort went rigid with shock. His eyes widened as he glanced down into her face and saw
that she spoke the truth. His grip loosened for an instant and Hermione pulled away from him a
little, but his wand was still pressed against her temple.

“Avada Ke…,” he began, as Hermione took a deep breath and raised her knee as hard and as
fast as she could between his legs, just as she’d learned in the Muggle self defense class her
mother had insisted she take one summer. Voldemort’s curse ended abruptly, its fourth syllable
changing to a high-pitched shriek.

Hermione had wondered, actually, from time to time, if Voldemort’s new body had any sexual
parts at all. She knew that his height, his unnaturally long fingers, and his high voice were all
attributes often characteristic of eunuchs, and his raving and insecure demands that his Death
Eaters abase themselves before him seemed to her most likely the result of a tremendous sexual
insecurity. But the lump she’d felt against her abdomen and the soft target her knee encountered
were proof that her suspicions had been unfounded. He let go of her and she ran to Ginny,
leaving him bent double, trying to gather the concentration to cast a pain-numbing spell. Ron
was already healing Ginny, however, and she turned back just in time to see Harry hit Voldemort
with a Slicing Hex and another she didn’t recognize. Snape cast the Sectumsempra Curse at him
an instant later.

Voldemort’s screams rang out across the fields as he bled to death. And as the red blood—
Harry’s blood—poured out from Voldemort onto the grass at what seemed an unnaturally fast
rate, Hermione watched the red lightning bolt slowly drain from Harry’s forehead. There was a
strange rattling noise from Voldemort, and a few seconds later, Harry’s scar was completely
gone. The red eyes continued to stare up at them. Snape put his arm around Hermione’s quaking
shoulders.

“You did it, Boon,” he said. “You helped Potter vanquish him. But you took a terrible risk, you
silly girl. You terrified me!”

Harry grimaced as he looked down at the vile, staring red eyes. He rolled Voldemort’s body over
with his foot. “He’s dead! Voldemort’s dead!” he shouted triumphantly. “It’s over! The bastard
is no more!”

Hermione smiled at her friend, “Happy birthday, Har….”

“And that’s really all I remember,” Hermione said, puzzled. “How strange! It seems very odd
that my memory should break off while I was actually talking.”

“No it’s not.” Ron said. “That’s when Bellatrix Lestrange hit you with this horrible curse. Since
Voldemort was dead, his protection had ended, and she was able to hex you. Remus thought he
had her down, but she shot it off the second she knew he was dead. It’s strange she didn’t go for
Severus, really. Or Harry.”



“I don’t know,” Hermione said. “Maybe she was aiming for one of the others and missed?”

“She didn’t miss,” Harry said. “Remus was certain. It still seems very odd to me. And why did
Snape call you ‘Boon’? That’s a weird name.”

Hermione smiled reminiscently. He’d called her that in so many tones of voice, scornful in front
of Wormtail, and affectionate when they were by themselves. She didn’t want to tell her friends
about that, though. “It’s a kind of nickname—it’s a long story. But you haven’t told me what her
curse was. Was it some sort of sleeping curse?”

“That’s just the problem,” Ron said. “We didn’t know—still don’t. Severus has been working
like mad to lift it for months, with no success at all. It’s not in any of the books, and he thinks it
was something she’d invented herself. The incantation was non-verbal, but it seemed to be a kind
of an irreversible Stunning Spell. Madam Pomfrey said the effect is close to the Draught of
Living Death. And there was a lot of pain, too, at the start, but they were able to stop that. But it
seems to have lifted itself when….”

Harry nudged him. “Shhh. We’re supposed to let Severus tell her about that.” He sighed.
“Bellatrix was the last Death Eater to be subdued, and she tried to make a run for it, but Severus
went after her firing spells like a madman and so did Neville. Severus was so angry he only
winged her; it was Neville who actually killed her. He hit her with a Tripping Spell as she ran,
and she fell hard against one of the stones and broke her neck.”

“And Ginny?” Hermione looked nervously at him. “You said she was sent to St. Mungo’s.
She’s…?”

“She’s fine,” Harry said firmly. “Wonderful, actually. She’s got Head Girl duties this weekend,
or she’d have come with us. She invented my final curse, you know.” He looked very proud.

“I was going to ask about that—what was that hex you threw after the Slicing Hex?” Hermione
was ashamed to feel a little jealous. Inventing spells had been something she did.

“It wasn’t actually a hex. It was a Summoning Charm that used the ability of love to call to love.
Ginny said it was all there in the notes you gave her, actually. She only had to modify it a little.”

“Oh, I remember that one. It uses love to call a relative’s blood—I think it’s mostly used by
parents to call children when they’re lost or needed at home right away. But you didn’t love
Voldemort, surely.”

“No, of course not.” Harry looked a little embarrassed. “But I loved my mother, and Voldemort
had my blood, with the traces of my mother’s love and sacrifice in it, you know. I was able to
call it to me, to make it flee Voldemort’s evil body. That’s why I was casting cutting spells like
Sectumsempra and the Slicing Hex. I knew if I could get him bleeding, I could call forth the
blood and he would bleed to death before he could heal himself. If it hadn’t been for Bellatrix
Lestrange, I might have got him when I hit his shoulder that first time.”



“Very simple, and very clever, Harry. That was brilliant of Ginny.” Harry beamed at her as she
hesitated. “So we didn’t lose anyone? In that last fight, I mean?”

Harry sobered quickly. “We did, of course. The Order had been really lucky up to then—most of
the fights during the raids had gone our way, and the Aurors were the ones on the front lines. But
they were casting Killing Curses this time, and we did lose five. Kingsley Shacklebolt and
Sturgis Podmore of the Order were killed, and Colin Creevey from the D.A. And two of the
Aurors who defied Scrimgeour—I’d only just met them. It was really sad, amidst all the
rejoicing, to go to the funerals and see their families. Colin’s family in particular—they’re
Muggles and don’t really understand. But we were lucky, really. It could have been many, many
more of us. And they died fighting for something they believed in, which is something. They’ll
be in the history books.”

“And so will you, Harry.”

“And you, Hermione,” Ron said, smirking. “You’re as famous as Harry now. I mean, people
loved it that you got Voldemort in the dangly bits—just what everyone had wanted to do to him
for years. There were some really funny headlines—we’ve saved the Daily Prophets for you.”

Hermione smiled, and looked at her two friends. “So it’s really over? I can’t quite believe it. We
don’t have to be afraid any more?”

“Not of Voldemort and his Death Eaters,” Harry said confidently. “Almost all of the upper-level
Death Eaters are dead, and the rest are in prison with the lower-ranking ones. The ones that
Apparated back to the dungeon hide-out thought they’d be safe, but Voldemort had made
Severus its Secret Keeper, so he told Tonks and Moody where to find it—Tonks said most of the
Death Eaters were actually relieved that Voldemort had lost. After all, they’d run away. And
there were membership lists and records of attacks and who was in charge, so none of them
could.…” He turned, suddenly, as quick, determined steps sounded in the dressing room.

A moment later, Severus Snape appeared in the doorway, looking at Hermione with an intense
expression. “Boon? They say you’ve finally asked to see me.”

Hermione looked up at him and smiled. “Yes, sir, I’d like to apologize. I’d... I’d forgotten.”

Ron and Harry exchanged almost frightened glances. Harry cleared his throat nervously. “We’ll
take off, then, Hermione. Severus. See you later.” Ron nodded his agreement and they walked
quickly out of the room, leaving Hermione to face the difficult man who had protected her for so
long.
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Snape's Boon
Echoes of Godric’s Hollow

by amr

Summary: Hermione learns a bit about Snape’s past... and his facility with a broomstick.

Snape watched the retreating backs of Harry and Ron for a moment and then turned to
Hermione.

He did look better, she thought, though he was clearly rather tired. He no longer had a poultice
on his shoulder—but how had he been injured, now that the war was over? And then she was
suddenly overwhelmed by the realization that he had no scars on his cheeks at all. The lines
she’d seen as he watched her that first afternoon had been the tracks of tears, and her heart ached
as she realized how badly she’d hurt him. She swallowed with difficulty.

“I’m so sorry, sir,” she said, raising her eyes to his to stress her sincerity. “It was really
ungrateful and unkind of me to say what I did. I hadn’t remembered the circumstances. Now that
I know what you’ve been through—how much you did for me....”

“You need not apologize to me, Miss Granger,” he said formally. “It was I who acted
improperly. I fear Madam Pomfrey had not quite made clear the severity of your memory loss,
and I intruded inappropriately. I ought not to have alarmed you when you were not ready to deal
with me.”

“Perhaps not, given the pain it caused you,” Hermione said gently. “But it did bring back the
next stage of my memories. And my reaction might have been very different at a different
moment. When I first heard your voice in the dressing room, just after I woke up, I had a
tremendous feeling of calm and safety, though I couldn’t remember whose voice it was. On some
level I knew already emotionally what I now know intellectually: You were my protector, and
you kept me safe in a terribly dangerous situation.”

“Not entirely,” he said dryly. “But your memories are now returning?”

“I’ve been going back over what happened, telling people what I remember, and that seems to
bring everything back more completely. My memories just emerge as I describe them.”

“How far have you got, then?” He had a peculiar look on his face that Hermione couldn’t quite
decode.

“Almost everything, I think. I first went over the attack on the train with the Headmistress and
Madam Pomfrey. Then yesterday, I told my parents about the… that evening in You-Know-
Who’s dungeon, and my first few months here. I remembered up to the time when you helped
Harry and Ron with the Horcruxes, and I vaguely remembered that Wormtail disappeared later.
But Mum thought I needed to go over the rest of my stay here as well, and she said I should tell
that part to you. But you weren’t here, so Harry and Ron came this morning and I told them
about our stay in the Dark Lord’s dungeons and the battle. And they told me about your trial and



a lot that happened afterwards, too. I’m so glad everything has worked out so well for you, sir—
the Dark Arts job, and all that. And congratulations on the Order of Merlin!” She smiled at him.
“It’s wonderful that everyone finally appreciates all that you did for us.”

He nodded curtly. “Thank you. It has helped, yes. But I have been concerned about you, so I
have perhaps not yet fully enjoyed the novelty of public acceptance.” He smiled wryly. “I admit
that it has been amusing to watch your friends adjust to my rehabilitation, however.”

She smiled at him a little reproachfully. “They were quite enthusiastic about you, actually.
Though it was strange to remember the battle and skip over the second half of my time here at
your house. Did something significant happen? Things went quite well, I thought, after the first
few weeks. We’d worked out a routine.”

He looked oddly disappointed. “We did have a routine, yes. But there were… developments.
Things it would be better for you to remember on your own. But you must have had a very early
breakfast, and it’s almost noon—would you like some lunch before we begin?”

Hermione looked surprised. “I don’t think I had any breakfast actually. Ron and Harry woke me
when they came in and we’ve been talking ever since.”

Snape frowned. “Very inconsiderate of them. You must keep your strength up. Have you done
your exercises? No? Well, perhaps you should do them while I prepare lunch for the two of us. If
you’d like, we could move into the dressing room to eat. You must be very weary of these
walls.”

“That would be nice, sir, though I really like this room. It’s kind of you to let me stay here. But I
could only walk a few steps yesterday without support. If I might lean on you…?”

“It would be an honor, Miss Granger,” he said gravely. “I shall return soon.”

Hermione took another vial of the Strengthening Solution and went through her exercises. She
felt much stronger today, almost normal, and her magic responded to the simple charms quickly.
The physical exercises gave her time to worry about Snape, however. He seemed less friendly
than she’d remembered. Would he back away from their friendship, now that it was no longer
essential to their charade? She hoped not.

Soon after she finished her exercises, he returned, and Hermione found she was able to walk
quite easily, leaning lightly on his arm, into the dressing room. Like the bedroom, it was
spotlessly clean—she noticed the scent of furniture polish as she passed the wardrobe. Snape
seated himself by her on the sofa, and had a sandwich while she quietly sipped the fragrant
minestrone with pesto and ate her custard. Then he built up the fire and brought a shawl from the
wardrobe and tucked it solicitously around her shoulders.

“The weather is quite sharp, and you should not allow yourself to become chilled, Miss Granger.
These old houses are not very well insulated. Has Madam Pomfrey allowed you to cast a
Warming Charm?”



“Yes, sir. But the bedroom is so nicely warm that I haven’t felt the need. Is it autumn again,
already? Yes, it must be, since Harry and Ron are back at Hogwarts. Can you tell me what month
it is?”

“No, I’m afraid I can’t, just yet. I apologize. It must be very disorienting for you. But it will not
be for long. You will remember it all soon. At the moment you must simply relax and trust us
that all is well and that you are safe.”

“That’s what everyone keeps saying—except for Harry and Ron who kept nudging each other to
keep from saying too much.” Hermione sighed and stared at the fire for a moment. “It’s been
very difficult, sir. I keep moving forward in time. When I woke up Thursday, it was as if I’d just
been on the train to Hogwarts, over a year ago. Then, yesterday morning, when I knew I’d been
captured, I thought I’d been unconscious for a few weeks. But yesterday afternoon, I realized I’d
spent several months here as your prisoner, and then this morning, I remembered that it was
more like ten months and that You-Know-Who was gone. I’m a whole year older than I thought I
was two days ago. And now it sounds as though there’s going to be more things I’m not
expecting.”

Snape nodded. “I fear so, Miss Granger. Your life before you were cursed was rather…
eventful—not that your life has ever been uneventful.”

“No, I suppose not.” Hermione sighed and then looked up at him sharply. “And why do you keep
calling me ‘Miss Granger’? You called me ‘Boon’ when you first came in. And besides, you
kissed me. I’ve remembered that. You shouldn’t call me Miss Granger after that.” She blushed a
little at the memory.

He actually smiled at her, his eyes lighting up in a surprisingly attractive way. “Ah, so you
haven’t forgotten that! But you kissed me back, and you’re still calling me ‘sir.’” He sounded
almost teasing, but he quickly sobered. “It had occurred to me that you might dislike the name,
now that I no longer need to pretend that I own you.”

Hermione sniffed. “You never said ‘Boon’ as if you owned me. It was just a name, and a rather
clever one to choose, in the circumstances.” She paused for a moment. “I always liked it when
you said it to me up here. It made me feel that you valued me.”

He looked down at her sharply. “I am glad of that. You never were a possession, and you have
been a boon to me, indeed. When you were captured, you know, I was closer to giving up
entirely than I have been since just before I first turned from the Dark Lord. I had been sending
warnings to the Order, often at great risk, and people were dying because they were ignored. If
you and your friends hadn’t stopped the attack on the Express...! And no one knew that I had
killed Dumbledore at his own insistence. I missed him terribly, and yet I had to gloat and joke
about his death in order to maintain the position he died to put me in. I did what I could to help
you during your questioning, but when the Dark Lord gave you the chance to escape rape, I was
certain that you would reveal the Prophecy and the Horcruxes—though you would have been
raped and killed anyway. I was in despair. But you were so tremendously brave, Hermione, that



it gave me hope. It was that, I think, rather than your virginity, that bound you to me—bound me
to you, really, although the Dark Lord didn’t see it that way, fortunately. You saved my life as
much as I saved yours.”

“I’m glad it helped, but I’m afraid it was more ignorance than bravery, you know. I thought that
if I could just live through the rapes, I’d be able to get away.... And thanks to you, I did.”
Hermione took both his callused hands in hers and squeezed them lightly, finally looking directly
into his face. His eyes met hers with such tenderness that it took her breath away. After a
moment, she leaned her head against his shoulder, and was pleased, but somehow not surprised,
when he freed one hand and wrapped his arm around her.

She sighed contentedly. “This feels right, somehow.” His arms tightened, but he said nothing.

After a long, comfortable silence, Snape cleared his throat. “You must tell me your story, now,
Boon. When you’ve finished, I will tell you something about the time that has elapsed since the
battle and answer some of your questions. We shouldn’t waste time. There’s someone you must
meet this evening.”

Hermione looked up at him curiously. “Meet? Do I have to? I’m not sure I can deal with new
people yet.”

Snape smiled down at her. “I think you’ll want to meet the gentleman by the time we’re through.
He has been in large measure responsible for your recovery. But that’s enough. I am being as
indiscreet as Potter and Weasley.”

“But where should I begin?”

“Do you remember our Christmas? That was far from routine.”

Hermione laughed. “Of course. You were so funny….”

Hermione wanted a tree. She had never had Christmas without a Christmas tree, and she felt it
was an indispensable accoutrement of the season even if one was being held captive by Death
Eaters. Three days before Christmas, she explained this firmly to Wormtail, and rather sullenly,
he agreed. Snape was in the laboratory behind the kitchen making potions for the Dark Lord,
and couldn’t be disturbed, so he wasn’t consulted. Wormtail carefully bound Hermione to him
with an Invisible Leash Charm and took her shopping. They purchased a goose and crackers and
a pudding, as well as a large selection of ingredients for other Christmas treats. And then they
picked out a bushy fir tree and carried it home like Muggles.

Wormtail slowly became almost cheerful, and Hermione began to see what Harry’s dad and
Sirius had liked about him when he reminisced about the Christmases of his childhood. They
spent the afternoon stringing popcorn and cranberries and making and decorating holiday
biscuits—some frosted gingerbread, others mincemeat-filled, and yet others studded with rum-
soaked sultanas. Then they set up the tree in a corner of the dining room and began to decorate



it, attaching the biscuits and candies with gold ribbon and draping popcorn and cranberry
garlands over the branches. The scent of fir mingled with that of the biscuits, and Hermione
began to feel she might have a Christmas this year after all.

At dusk, Snape emerged from his laboratory with a large flask of some vile Dark potion. He
stopped in the doorway and stared at the tree in outrage. “What is this?” he sputtered. “Death
Eater captives do not decorate Christmas trees! Whatever are you thinking of, Wormtail?”

“Sir, we thought you’d find it cheering. You’ve been working so hard,” Hermione interrupted,
trying not to smile as she noticed the corners of his mouth twitching. “Can’t we have the roast
goose? And the Christmas pudding?”

“And the crackers?” Wormtail added plaintively.

Snape’s face twisted as he controlled his reaction, which was certainly not anger. He turned to
the cowering Animagus. “If one word of this gets back to the Dark Lord,” he hissed, “I assure
you, you will regret it. You know very well that he does not hold with Muggle holidays,
particularly Christmas.”

“You know you can trust me, Severus,” Wormtail whinged.

“Trust you! As the Potters trusted you?” Snape asked sarcastically, clearly disgusted. “Not
likely.” He smiled cruelly. “Finish decorating the tree with Boon, then, and I shall watch. If you
betray my trust, I shall show the Dark Lord these memories, and you shall be punished far more
severely than I.”

Hermione went back to work, covering her misgivings by humming Christmas carols under her
breath. Wormtail assisted her reluctantly, with many nervous glances back at Snape. She noticed
that he tried to hang the biscuits and candies surreptitiously, blocking Snape’s view with his
body. After a stressful quarter hour under the piercing black gaze, Wormtail turned to Snape
angrily. “You’ve ruined it, you bastard. I’m going upstairs. Have you enough memories to satisfy
you?”

Snape smirked at him. “Enough memories of trimming the tree, yes. I shall also be collecting
memories of the goose and the Christmas crackers. But you may go now.”

Hermione, now humming Joy to the World, watched as Wormtail huffily retreated through the
sitting room. As his heavy footsteps sounded on the stairs, she was startled by a nearer sound,
and turned in surprise to Snape, who was humming the tenor line of the carol along with her and
tying a candy to the tree.

“What if he looks into my mind?” she asked worriedly, when they’d finished the carol. “He
might see you decorating the tree!”

Snape raised an eyebrow. “It was for just such occasions that I taught you Occlumency, Boon.
Besides, you and the rat are too short to decorate the upper branches properly.”



They finished the decorating, softly singing carols together.

Christmas was surprisingly festive, despite Wormtail’s frightened glances at Snape throughout
the day. Hermione had found some pounds in the overnight bag that Snape had retrieved from
the looted luggage, and she’d talked Wormtail into a second shopping trip, this time to a Muggle
shopping center, an excursion grudgingly sanctioned by Snape. For Snape, she’d found six
classic mysteries by her favorite authors (he’d never encountered the genre); and when
Wormtail was off making a mysterious purchase of his own, she bought him a selection of
gourmet cheeses. On Christmas morning, Wormtail offered her a package that held a selection of
hair ornaments, and he’d got Snape a tin of his favorite pipe tobacco. (Hermione had long since
learned the cause of the man’s yellowed teeth and slightly smoky scent.) To Wormtail’s surprise,
but not at all to Hermione’s, Snape also produced presents. Hermione received a controversial
new potions book, and Wormtail got a book about Guy Burgess and Kim Philby. Hermione
thought the latter gift was rather too pointed, but Wormtail didn’t seem to mind. The pleasure of
opening these small gifts lent a surprising normality to their Christmas morning.

They had a cheerful dinner with goose and pudding and crackers, and then Hermione and Snape
retired to the sofa before the fire in the dressing room upstairs, still wearing the silly hats that
had come out of their crackers. Ensconced at what had become their customary spots on the sofa
and in the armchair, they read their Christmas books. Snape smoked his pipe and read Sayers’
Murder Must Advertise, snorting over the advertising slogans and occasionally interrupting
Hermione to ask her to explain the Muggle references. In turn, she sometimes interrupted his
reading to ask him to explain some of the more technical sections of her new potions book, which
he did with far more patience than he ever had shown at Hogwarts.

The thought struck Hermione that they’d become like an old married couple. They had achieved
a great deal of comfort and intimacy without ever explicitly addressing their growing affection
for each other, touching only at bedtime and in the crude possessive gestures Snape made in
front of Wormtail. At least, Hermione hoped that his feelings matched hers. He was a spy, of
course, and other than that one kiss, he’d never actually betrayed any affection. Hermione
decided that she wanted him to. Therefore, after leaving the room for a moment, she didn’t
return to her usual armchair, but sat next to him on the sofa.

He looked at her in surprise, and she smiled and nudged his arm. Without a word, he reached
the arm around her shoulders and pulled her close. Then he returned his eyes to his book.
Hermione wriggled against him a little to find a comfortable position, and returned to her own
reading, satisfied with this small advance in intimacy. After all, she told herself, Christmas was
all about the birth of hope.

January and February passed with little variation in their routine. Hermione continued her
cooking, potion making, and private N.E.W.Ts courses with Snape. Occasional indications of
affection from her protector helped to keep the drab weather from depressing her, but the war
was also growing more intense and frightening. She sent a steady stream of notes to Harry
detailing Voldemort’s plans as Snape discovered them. Attacks on Aurors, Muggle-borns,
suspected Order members, and pure-bloods who had “married beneath them” were now usually



thwarted, but attacks on Muggles had increased. Often, when the targeted wizarding family had
received a warning and fled, the Death Eaters would murder several nearby Muggle families in
their frustration. The pictures of the resulting carnage in the Daily Prophet were horrendous,
and Hermione felt terribly guilty about this. Nonetheless, they continued to send the warnings. It
was impossible not to.

In late February, much to her relief, the Order began passing their information to the Aurors.
The raids became pitched battles in which several Aurors and not a few Death Eaters lost their
lives. Tonks and Kingsley were both badly injured at different times, and spent several weeks
each at St. Mungo’s. Snape had managed to avoid the earlier raids, since he took no pleasure in
them, but his skill as a duelist was such that Voldemort now required his attendance. He and
Wormtail were often gone until early morning, and when Snape returned, sometimes badly
injured, to his bedroom, he would refuse to talk. Hermione learned about the results at breakfast
from Wormtail’s gloating or (more often) the Daily Prophet’s triumphant announcement of
another captured Death Eater. One night Snape had been recognized, and banner headlines
screamed for his apprehension for days afterwards.

One morning in mid March, Hermione awoke to a huge crash in the sitting room two floors
below. Snape was not in bed, and a glance at the clock showed her it was not yet four. Quickly
pulling on her dressing gown and slippers, she rushed down the stairs to find Snape alone,
curled in front of the sofa and bleeding freely onto the rug. She immediately began the crooning
incantation he had taught her for healing the Sectumsempra Curse, and when the bleeding
stopped, she rushed downstairs to the laboratory to fetch the dittany.

“Can I help you up the stairs, sir?” she asked when he had recovered enough to sit up and she’d
cleaned the blood from the rug.

“I shall rest on the sofa for the rest of the night,” he replied tiredly. “After that, I must go to the
Dark Lord. Tonight’s raid was a disaster for him. The Aurors sprang a very clever trap, and
about fifteen of us were captured. I was nearly taken myself—Alastor Moody got me with my own
curse, and by the time I’d taken down his anti-Apparation wards, I was almost too weak to
Apparate.”

“Moody did this to you?” Hermione was outraged. “How could he? He knows you’re an Order
member.”

Snape sighed wearily. “No one knows I’m an Order member, Boon. Only you and I. And now
Wormtail would have as well, if he were here.”

Hermione gasped, realizing her mistake.

“But he is not here,” Snape continued, “nor will he be. He was captured, and he’ll be sent to
Azkaban for life when they realize who he is. That’s one of the reasons I need to see the Dark
Lord. He may want to send another spy here to watch me. He’s always been a suspicious of my
loyalties, despite Dumbledore’s murder. He doesn’t understand me.”



“Well, he’s right to be suspicious, of course,” Hermione said indignantly. “But the Order would
know soon enough if you were captured—they’d stop getting warnings of the raids. That would
be disastrous! But don’t worry; I’ll take care of it.”

She helped him onto the sofa, where he lay back exhausted on the pillows she’d arranged. She
sat in the armchair and thought furiously for a bit, twisting in her hands the modeled silver mask
that marked his membership in the inner circle of Death Eaters. Suddenly, she stopped, looked
down at the mask, and then stood briskly, looking around the room. Taking the heavy iron poker
from the fireplace, she fitted the mask over the padded arm of the chair and gave it a resounding
whack over the left eye hole, making a very noticeable dent in the modeled eyebrow. The metal
mask rang like a bell.

“What the HELL are you doing, Boon?” Snape was sitting up glaring at her.

“Protecting you, sir. I’m sorry—I didn’t realize it would make such a noise.” She moved to the
sofa and pushed him gently down onto the pillows. “Go back to sleep. I’m going to write Harry
and tell him my protector was almost captured tonight. He’ll understand that if you’re hurt or
captured, there will be no more advance information about attacks. He can tell people like
Moody and Tonks not to curse the Death Eater with the dented mask. And you can tell the Dark
Lord that it was dented in the attack tonight, and that you want to keep it that way because
you’re proud of having suffered such a blow in his service. You can deliver my note on your way
to his dungeon.”

Snape subsided, still weak from the curse, and muttered under his breath something about Know-
It-Alls trying to tell him how to do his job. Soon he was asleep, and Hermione went upstairs to
write her note to Harry.

Fortunately, the failed raid had depleted Voldemort’s manpower so severely that he had no one
available to stay at Spinners End. He wanted Snape to return to his dungeon instead, to be more
readily available, but Snape put him off, complaining about the terrible coffee, the smell of mold,
the lack of a good library, and the inferiority of the potions laboratory. Another result of the
manpower shortage was a sharp decrease in the number of raids. Although he could no longer
get advance warning about every raid by reading Wormtail’s mind, Snape did manage warn the
Order about most of them. And thanks to the obvious dent in the left eyebrow of his mask, he
never again returned home badly injured.

Wormtail’s absence made other differences in their routine. Hermione took over the shopping,
and began to spend more time in the pleasant library on the first floor, since she no longer had
to worry about being cornered as she read. A less welcome change, however, was that Snape
began to treat her more formally, as if he felt the lack of a chaperone. He still brushed her hair
and held her when she moved wordlessly into his arms at night, but he never touched her during
the day now, and her attempts to curl up against him as they read in the evenings were brushed
away impatiently. Hermione was increasingly bothered by this. When she examined her feelings
about her former professor, she realized that she had come to depend upon his unspoken
affection and she missed it.



Oddly, this new distance increased, rather than decreased, the growing sexual tension between
them. He often released her, now, after holding her a few moments in bed, and turned his back to
her. She told herself firmly that he did so because he was tired, or perhaps even to hide his
arousal. But it felt so much like a rejection of her trust and affection that she had to struggle to
hide her hurt feelings. In her darker moments, she worried that her experience in the Dark
Lord’s dungeon had made her disgusting to him.

After two weeks of this new coldness she decided to confront him about it. “Sir,” she said, one
evening after dinner, as they sat reading as usual in the library. “You’ve seemed really cold
since Wormtail left. Have I annoyed you? Would you like me to leave, too? You-Know-Who
probably wouldn’t notice if I left, now, and I don’t want to be a burden to you.”

“No,” he said, considering her face carefully. “You are no burden, Boon. Don’t be silly. It is
merely that I no longer need to pretend to be abusing you. Surely you do not regret the
impertinent liberties that I took with you for Wormtail’s benefit?”

“Well, I don’t miss the leering part of it. That was annoying and not like you at all.” She paused,
gathering her Gryffindor courage. “But I do miss your touching me. I … I enjoyed it.”

Snape sighed and closed his book. “I have been treating you more formally since Wormtail’s
departure. I fear I was taking unfair advantage of the situation before that. I’ve always been a
lonely and solitary man, you see, and it has been… comforting to have someone who seemed to
trust me and enjoy my company and my… my touch. We have been allies in a deception, Boon,
and it has created a bond. But while it was necessary to deceive Wormtail, touching you when
we were alone was inappropriate. I was your teacher until recently, after all.” He added with
obvious reluctance. “In fact, it would probably be best if you slept in the night nursery, as I
suggested several months ago.”

Hermione felt it was a little late to insist upon Victorian standards of propriety. “But I told you
then, I don’t really want to sleep elsewhere,” she responded. “You aren’t my teacher now, and I
do enjoy your company and your affection. If you enjoy mine as well, I don’t see why we
shouldn’t continue. I turned eighteen last September. I’m quite capable of deciding what I want
and what I don’t want.”

Snape laughed bitterly. “If you knew how young that sounds! You must understand, Boon, that
this situation has forced us into a very peculiar relationship. Kidnap victims often come to feel a
kind of affection for their captors, and the fondness you claim to feel is probably of that sort.
Because you are dependent on me for everything, you think you’ve developed feelings for me.
But it’s an illusion. If you were to return to your friends or family for a few weeks, you would
soon realize that what you think is affection is only dependence.”

“Dependence? Tell me how I’m dependent upon you?” Hermione said in an annoyed voice. “My
role is hardly that of a kidnap victim. You would starve in a week if I weren’t here to shop and
cook for you. I make half your potions, heal your wounds, and keep your house from falling into
disrepair. I’m your communications conduit to the Order, and I help you deal with the Muggle
world when you need to. I’m not your captive, sir, I’m your wife!” Hermione blushed at her own



vehemence. “Except for the obvious, of course.”

“Yes, and there was even a bit of ‘the obvious’ at the beginning of our association, as I’m sure
you remember.” Snape sounded disgusted. “And the rest of your role has been no less forced
upon you. That’s my point, Boon. You would have been appalled by the idea of my touching you
a year ago. But because of this damnable situation and the cursed Dark Lord, you now think you
want my… caresses. But you don’t, really. And I shouldn’t… I can’t let you give me affection that
you don’t really feel. You’ll feel shamed and… dirty when this is over and you’re yourself
again.”

“I will not,” Hermione said flatly. “That’s nonsense and you know it. And you? What about your
affection? You’ve never said anything, but I refuse to believe that you aren’t fond of me—that
you haven’t enjoyed the development of our friendship and our affection as much as I have.”

He sighed. “No, you’re correct,” he admitted. “I’ve become very fond of you, Boon. You are an
attractive young woman, and I have enjoyed that as well as your intelligence and kindness. But I
have no desire to become the sort of dirty old man who takes advantage of young girls. And the
closer I allow us to become now, the more difficult it will be for me when you leave.”

“But I’m not sure I will leave.” Hermione looked at him pleadingly. If he undervalued himself,
he should know that she did not. “Isn’t that always a risk? Frankly, I think we’re quite well
suited. We enjoy the same sort of things and have interesting conversations. Neither of us is an
easy person to live with, but we get along quite well together and enjoy each other’s company.
To me, the possibility of a good relationship is worth the risk.”

“A relationship? Is that what you think we could have? Don’t be ridiculous.” He shook his head
impatiently. “We could never have anything but a temporary association—an affair if you
allowed it. I’m twenty years your senior and used to be your teacher. I’m a Marked Death Eater,
and I shall be dead the moment the Dark Lord works out who’s been letting the Order know his
plans. And if by some miracle I manage to survive his fall—assuming he falls—I will almost
certainly be arrested for the murder of Albus Dumbledore, convicted, and sentenced to spend the
remainder of my life in Azkaban. I’m no marriage prospect, you silly girl.”

“Oh, don’t be such a defeatist.” Hermione was becoming impatient as well. “Harry has already
said he’d try to get you cleared, and I’ll do my best as well. And the Dark Lord thinks you’re his
most loyal supporter.” She looked at him thoughtfully. “You’re a kind, honorable, and brilliant
man, though you don’t let people see the kindness and the honor, and you’d never be intimidated
by my intellectual interests or test scores like a man my own age would be. I can be myself with
you, without worrying that I’ll show you up or intimidate you. And we can discuss problems
without getting angry—even an emotional subject like this one. I get mad at Ron and Harry all
the time, and it’s really painful. No, actually, I think you’re an excellent marriage prospect, for
me. Marriage to you would certainly never be dull. Assuming we’re sexually compatible, of
course.”

“Miss Granger, of all the outrageous….” he scoffed, with all the condescending force of his
teaching manner.



“Don’t you 'Miss Granger' me! I’m your Boon, remember? And I don’t think it’s outrageous at
all to wonder if we’d be good making love together. I can barely remember the first time, and
I’m sure you aren’t at your best with an audience.” Her voice softened. “I’d… I’d like to know
what it should have been like.”

Snape took her hands and looked intently into her eyes. “Please understand, Boon, that I want
you to have wonderful sexual experiences, someday. With someone who loves you—someone
who will be gentle and considerate and give you all the pleasure the act can give. But I cannot
do that for you myself. I cannot be the one.”

Hermione looked down at their joined hands curiously. “Why not? Is it… is it because the first
time was such a horrible thing that you couldn’t forget about it?” She felt her eyes tearing up
and tried to control her voice. “Or because I was so disgusting? That you would always
associate… always think of me as I was… then?”

Hermione burst into tears, sobbing uncontrollably. The thought that her ordeal in Voldemort’s
dungeons might forever keep her from having a real relationship had been nagging at her for
months. And now that she’d decided she wanted a relationship with Snape, his memories of her
humiliation would prevent him.... It wasn’t fair.

Snape let go of her hands and gathered her into his arms, holding her tightly until finally her
sobs began to subside.

He handed her a handkerchief. “No, no, no! It has nothing to do with that night. You must never
think that, Boon!” he murmured into her hair. “What I was forced to do to you wasn’t sex at all,
Boon,” he said softly. “It was an assault. You must never think of that as anything other than an
attack on your body. Sex is an entirely different thing—nothing to do with that at all. When it is
with someone you love, it’s an incomparably beautiful thing. That’s why they call it making
love.”

She looked up at him, and rather to her surprise found that he was staring off into space with an
expression she’d never seen on his face before. “You’re in love with someone else, then?” she
said a little tearfully. “Is that why?”

“No.” His voice was harsh and his face froze. He paused, and then continued in a softer tone.
“That is, I did love someone else, many years ago, and she loved me. But she’s dead now.”

“Were you married?”

He looked down at her for a moment as if he was going to reproach her for her personal
question, but then he sighed. “No. I was young and foolish and I lost her love. She married
another man, and I joined the Death Eaters in my stupidity and anger. Then, less than a year
later, I reported a prophecy I’d overheard to the Dark Lord, not realizing that he would interpret
it as requiring the death of her family….”



“Harry’s mum? You and Lily Potter were in love?” Hermione’s eyes widened, as she recognized
the circumstances.

Snape nodded distractedly. “We had been, when she was Lily Evans. When I realized what my
master intended, I warned Dumbledore, and he sent them into hiding with a Secret Keeper. But
he sent me back to the Dark Lord as a spy, and when their location was betrayed, the Dark Lord
insisted I accompany him—an honor, he said—and I asked for her life as a boon. He granted it,
but she insisted on defending her baby, and he killed her—and I had to watch him do it.” He
averted his face. “That’s why Dumbledore was so sure of me. He knew that I would do anything
to destroy the Dark Lord—that I could never again serve the man who killed Lily.”

“But if she loved you, why…?” Hermione pulled away and looked up at him.

“I was sixteen and extremely stupid,” he said coldly. “Potter may have told you the story—he
saw my memory of the incident in Dumbledore’s Pensieve several years ago.” Hermione shook
her head, and Snape looked rather surprised. “I was being humiliated by Black and Potter, and
she tried to defend me. I was mortified that she should see me in such a state and lashed out at
her like an embarrassed child—I called her a… a Mudblood. She was terribly hurt and called me
several names in return.”

“How awful! But everyone says she was a kind woman. Didn’t she forgive you when you
apologized? I would have. It was understandable that you’d be sensitive.”

“She probably would have, yes. But I didn’t apologize. I was a coward. You see, although we
had been friends secretly for years—we met during the summers, but in Slytherin, it’s difficult to
be friends with a Muggle-born—and we had only recently realized that it was more than
friendship. And acted on that realization.”

Hermione gasped. “Oh, dear.”

“Exactly. My reaction was quite unforgivable. I was so sure that she wouldn’t accept an apology
and that I’d lost her love forever that I… I pretended I’d never loved her. She owled me over the
summer and I returned her letters unopened. I was a fool. We were lab partners in N.E.W.T.
Potions all through our sixth year, but I never let her see again how much I loved her—I was
sure that she despised me and that if I lowered my guard and she would take her revenge. Over
the following summer, I finally realized that it wasn’t the insult that had destroyed us, but my
stupid pride and my inability to tell her how I felt. I wrote her then, but she answered saying that
although she forgave me, she was dating James Potter. They were married a year after our
graduation, and I joined the Death Eaters the same day.”

Hermione took a deep breath. “I’m so sorry. What a horrible, tragic story!”

“I hardly need your pity, Boon. I was the villain of the piece, not the hero. That was James
Potter.” The bitterness in his voice cut like a knife.

“You were young and obviously insecure. You didn’t quite believe she loved you, and you



probably secretly expected her to turn on you, given any excuse. And because you expected it,
you brought it about. It’s very sad.”

“Perhaps. In any case, it explains why we cannot have a ‘relationship.’ I cannot allow myself to
love anyone again—I would only hurt both of us. Lily was killed by my insecurities, my poor
judgment, and my spite. I will not allow that to happen to you. Nor will I put myself through all
that again. And I have no appetite for loveless affairs. I have found I do not enjoy them.”

“Sir, I….”

“You know all my horrible secrets now, Boon; surely you can call me by my first name?”

Hermione smiled a little at that. “Very well. Severus.” She paused. “When you first tried to fly a
broomstick, Severus, were you a natural, like Harry? Or did it take you a while to learn? Did
you ever fall off?”

He looked at her curiously for a moment, a little startled at the change of subject, and then gave
her a wry smile. “You are going to advise me that when one is bucked off a recalcitrant
broomstick, one should get right back on? Good advice, I suppose. However, I did not follow it.
And as a result, I am now completely unable to fly.”

“That’s all right—I can’t fly well either,” she said sympathetically. “When we play Quidditch,
my team always gets an extra fifty points to compensate. It’s just another thing we have in
common.”

He drew himself up and looked quite offended. “I was speaking metaphorically, Boon,” he said
coldly. “I’m an excellent flier and I play Quidditch rather well, as a matter of fact. You’ve seen
me referee a match yourself, you silly girl. But I have never learned to love. And I shall never
again risk my heart or the heart of another. I will doom no other women to her death for having
made the mistake of loving me.”

“Sir… Severus, I don’t think I’ve ever heard you say anything so completely ridiculous—or so
disgustingly melodramatic.”

Snape snorted. “It is nonetheless true.”

Hermione huffed with impatience. “You’re being very silly, you know. You are no longer an
insecure, paranoid adolescent, but a frighteningly intelligent and extremely courageous man. I
have no doubt that you are capable of a loving relationship with a woman. It’s time you got past
all these adolescent emotions—avoiding love, fearing embarrassment, and hating Harry. Grow
up. You’d be much happier.”

The dark man looked away from her, tilting his head so that his hair covered his face, but she
could see from his chin that he was not going to back down.

She stood, putting her hands on her hips, glared down at him, and feeling for the first time in



months the familiar sensation of lecturing a boy who was being silly and difficult. “I will give
you three weeks to think about it, Severus. If, at the end of that time, you decide you don’t, on
balance, think a potential relationship with me is worth the risk and the bother, I will accept
your decision and move to the other room and stop bothering you. But I’d like you to think about
it for that time. Now, I’m going to bed.”

Snape snorted angrily. “Don’t talk to me like one of your little friends, Boon!” Then he looked
up at her appraisingly. “But you may be correct. All right. Three weeks. That sounds fair.” He
raised his chin a bit further to look down his nose at her. “But never call me silly again, you
impertinent little chit.”

Hermione smirked. “I can only promise that if you promise never to talk such utter rubbish
again.”

He snorted again, but the corners of his mouth quirked. “Boon, you have asked me to consider
you as a potential mate and sexual partner. I have been attempting with some success for the
past six months not to think of you in that light. Under the circumstances, your presence in my
bed would confuse my deliberations. If you would be so kind….”

Hermione nodded and went to clean out the night nursery.

The ensuing three weeks were difficult. Hermione was not surprised to notice that Snape… no,
Severus, as she must remember to think of him, spent a good deal of time looking at her. He
spent even more time, however, gazing absently at nothing. She wondered if he was going over
his relationship with Harry’s mother. She was pleased that he was taking her request seriously,
and tried not to push him, although she did find herself taking particular care with her
appearance and cooking his favorite meals.

At the end of the second week, their personal drama was interrupted by a call from Voldemort.
Severus returned in the middle of the night, tired and discouraged, and found Hermione waiting
for him on the sofa in his dressing room. He and a small group of Death Eaters had been
ordered to attack the home of the Auror who had led the fight in which Wormtail and the others
had been captured. He had been able to send a surreptitious Patronus message to Minerva
McGonagall while Voldemort was arranging the Portkeys, but she had obviously suspected a
trap and hesitated to trust his message.

“They didn’t evacuate the family,” he said in a broken voice. “Not even the children. There
would have been time, but they simply set a squad of Aurors and Order people to watch the
house. I suppose they worried it was a trap. When we arrived and broke through the wards, they
followed far too slowly and cautiously. The Auror fought, but there were too many of us. He and
his wife and the two older children were tortured for a time; and fortunately we were interrupted
and Disapparated without killing them. But there were two very young witches upstairs, whom
we were ordered to kill immediately.”

Severus’s voice shook with exhaustion and emotion. “I saved the baby, by ‘accidentally’
intercepting Nott’s spell. I can always pass that off as over-eagerness if it’s noticed, but he



didn’t. He left the room without checking on her and I cast a Full-Body-Bind so she’d stay quiet
and still. But unfortunately, he noticed my interference the second time, and he had time to send
me away in disgust and cast another Killing Curse before the Aurors arrived and he
Disapparated. She was a sweet little thing—about five-years-old, with terrified blue eyes….”

His voice broke again, and Hermione pulled him down onto the sofa and put her arms around
him, trying to soothe him. “You saved a baby’s life tonight, Severus, and four more of her family,
too. You can’t save the world, you know. You did well. The Order and the Aurors wouldn’t have
been there at all, but for you.”

He shook his head. “If Minerva had only trusted me, they might have all been saved. Boon, I
think I must risk exposure—I’ve been careful for far too long. Would you be willing to vouch for
me in a note to Minerva?”

“Of course, Severus. Whatever you’d like.”

“Tell her that I am the one who has been supplying the information you’ve been sending, and ask
her to treat a Patronus from me as she has your warnings? It will allow me to send last-minute
warnings on occasions like this, and also give us a way of contacting the Order if we are forced
to return to the Dark Lord’s dungeons, as he continually threatens. I will be unable to send the
letters you have been writing to Potter from there.”

“I think that’s an excellent idea. Professor McGonagall was very distraught and unwilling to
believe that you had.... Anyway, I’m sure she’d believe me and keep your loyalty to the Order
completely secret from the rest of them, if you think that’s necessary.”

“I do, although it will not be for long. The Dark Lord will attempt to destroy Potter soon,
perhaps when the potential Death Eaters in your class have graduated and been Marked; he
needs to fill out the ranks a little. But Potter’s existence is a constant reproach to him, a
reminder to both him and his followers that he is not as all-powerful as he pretends to be. And if
he attacks Potter, I must protect him. My masquerade will be over then in any case.”

Hermione looked at him worriedly, but she wrote the Headmistress a long letter the next
morning. Severus read it with a sardonic smile. “And you can accuse me of melodrama, Boon?
Was it really necessary to mention the two little witches? A pathetic appeal to Minerva’s
maternal instincts—you should be ashamed of yourself. But it will serve.” He folded it and
replaced it in the envelope.

Hermione had hoped that Severus would have come to a decision before the end of the three-
week period she’d given him, but he’d clearly decided to take the entire time—he was the sort of
man who always completed his work exactly on deadline, she realized. But unfortunately, he
came to her apologetically, three days before the end of the third week, explaining that he’d be
staying in the Dark Lord’s dungeons for several days.

“He’s asked me to train some new recruits in dueling. Several of them were my students, so I am
familiar with their skills and intelligence—or rather their lack of them. I fear that it will be more



than a day or two.”

“And he really thinks you’re going to leave me tied up all this time?”

“Actually, he hasn’t mentioned you since Wormtail was taken. He needs me, and he does not
question my ability to deal with the tasks he gives me. But Boon, I suppose I may trust that, in the
circumstances, you will extend my deadline if necessary?” He quirked an eyebrow at her.

“You never approved of extensions, Professor,” she said archly. “But I suppose I can be a bit
kinder.”

It was very dull with Severus out of the house—she missed his conversation, his teasing, and the
strenuous but productive arguments they had. And she missed the touch of his hand on her arm
as he made a point, on her shoulder as he peered into the potion she was brewing, or on her
back as she climbed the stairs with him. It seemed to her that such touches had increased
somewhat over the past week. Perhaps that gave her grounds for hope, she thought, as she sat
studying in the dressing room on the last night of her three weeks. She took comfort in the fact
that he’d told her what had happened on the raid, and let her see his pain. It was really a very
peculiar kind of courtship, she mused, a long, passionate, revealing discussion of the issues
followed by a period of contemplation of the pros and cons, small tests and re-evaluations, and
then a decision. It didn’t seem very romantic, but it suited them both.

It was odd, she thought. She’d expected him to be most put off by the age difference—he was,
after all, the same age as her best friend’s parents. But that seemed to disturb him very little, in
comparison to his fear about making himself vulnerable to love and about bringing her danger,
pain, and unhappiness. She supposed that, given the longer life-spans of wizards, the age
difference mattered less. Well, there was no predicting the man; she’d known that already. And
he’d give her his decision when he returned in a few days. She resumed her attempt to translate
her self-assigned two nightly pages of Ancient Runes.

It was almost midnight when the door opened, much to her surprise. Severus stood in the
doorway for a moment, contemplating her.

Hermione suddenly noticed that she was short of breath, as if she’d been running. “Come in,
Severus,” she said, nervously, setting her book on the table. “I’m so glad you’ve finished. You
must be exhausted! Shall I light a fire? I didn’t, since it seemed to be warmer this evening. It is
almost May, after all, though it doesn’t feel like it, not yet….” She decided she was babbling, and
abruptly fell silent.

Severus swept into the room with his usual drama, and removed the dark green Death Eater
robes, draping them carefully across the armchair. Silently, he made his way to the sofa and
knelt at Hermione’s feet. He took both her hands in his own and looked deeply into her eyes.
“Boon… Hermione,” he said, his voice soft and serious. “I’d be a fool and a coward to pass up
the chance at love that you are so kindly… so very generously offering me. If you are still
willing, I shall try to be the lover you think I can be.” He smiled at her gently. “It is long past
time for me to get back on that broomstick.”



Hermione tried desperately to control her face for a moment, before giving it up as a bad job
and collapsing into helpless laughter. “I’m… I’m so sorry, Severus,” she said, gasping as she
slowly recovered herself. She looked down into his face, which was confused and a little hurt.
“I’m terribly, terribly sorry, Severus, but Ron and Harry don’t exactly censor themselves in front
of me. There’s another metaphor….” He still looked puzzled. “Just imagine the… um… position
of the broomstick, and the… er… angle?”

Severus threw back his head and laughed until the tears ran down his face, and Hermione joined
him, the contrast of his serious, gentle smile and the ridiculous metaphor was irresistible. Still
laughing, he rose to his feet, scooped her up in his arms and carried her into his bedroom.

“Boon,” he said softly into her ear, still chuckling, “my broomstick and I shall fly you to the
moon tonight.” But he sobered as he set her down and looked into her flushed, smiling face,
brushing a soft curl from her cheek. “Are you truly certain you want this? I will do my best, but
I’m not an easy man to love, I fear. If you decide you don’t want to go through with it, I would
understand. Or if you’d like to wait a little and be more certain?”

Hermione raised herself on her toes and kissed the end of his nose. “No, Severus. I want this.
Now. Please.”

“Very well, then. On your head be it.” He smiled politely. “Perhaps you will allow me to
undress you? Very slowly?”

Hermione looked up into the face of the dark man whose shoulder she had been leaning against.
“Surely you don’t expect me to tell you that part, Severus?” she said. “I don’t think I could. It
was wonderful, but I can’t.... What I was thinking and feeling when.... It’s just too much. Do you
mind?”

He chuckled. “Well, I suppose not. But I want you to remember it completely. Tell it to yourself
in your head, like a non-verbal spell. Then we can continue. There is a good deal yet to cover.”

“There’s more than this?” Hermione had assumed that this was what he had been so insistent that
she remember.

“Yes, indeed. There was quite a bit more. Don’t worry—you’ll get to it.”

Hermione leaned back against his shoulder and remembered the first time she’d truly made love.
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Hermione did not immediately look up at Severus when she’d finished going over her memories
of their first few weeks of lovemaking. It had been brilliant, really, by turns tender, passionate,
playful, and giddy—and nothing at all like the solemn, demanding test of love and skill she’d
expected. But the real miracle of those first weeks was that Severus had relaxed his guard with
her. Slowly and cautiously, as she overcame her initial physical shyness with him, he offered her
in return his trust—he’d shown more of himself than she had thought she would ever see. He had
trusted her with his own history.

He’d described his happy childhood with his family in the house at Spinners End, marred only
by occasional visits from his frighteningly Dark and angry Uncle Severus Prince, who scorned
his godson as a half-blood and berated his mother violently for her marriage to a Muggle. But the
summer he was eleven, the idyll ended. Tobias Snape had died suddenly from a heart ailment,
and the boy had been unable to dispel Eileen Snape’s deep depression. She had insisted that he
start at Hogwarts, however, and his tears on the train, mourning his father and not wanting to
leave his mother, had inspired scornful mockery in James Potter and Sirius Black. Their
animosity had persisted and grown through their school years. Severus had defended himself
using spells he’d learned from his older cousins, the Prince twins, both aspiring Death Eaters.
His mother had returned to Prince Hall, her family home, where he’d spent a last summer and a
final Christmas holiday with her, but by the end of his second year, he was an orphan.
Subsequent holidays had been spent trying to avoid his volatile Uncle Severus, his disdainful
Aunt Livia, and the twins—his only respite had been secret visits to Lily Evans’ Muggle home.
To Hermione, it explained his love for the small run down house in which they were living. For
him, Spinners End was the site of paradise lost—a loving family.

He’d also told her more about Lily. Their friendship had been secret at his insistence. He had
worried that her popularity with her housemates would be destroyed if they associated her with
the boy they called “Snivellus.” And he had trouble enough maintaining his façade in Slytherin
without the handicap of a Muggle-born friend. During the three years in which their friendship
grew into love, Severus had been happier than at any time since his father’s death. He’d spent the
two years that followed their break-up alternately cursing his own pride and disdainfully trying
to pretend that he didn’t care—spouting his cousins’ racist nonsense and telling himself that a
Muggle-born witch wasn’t good enough for even a half-blood Prince.

Lily’s engagement to Potter soon after graduation had left him feeling that nothing mattered, and
he’d listlessly succumbed to his cousins’ pressure to meet Lord Voldemort. And Voldemort,
already a byword for evil and violence and fear, had played him like a virtuoso, praising his
brilliance, encouraging his prejudices, twisting his sadness into anger, until Severus rushed to
him the night of Lily’s marriage and begged to receive the Mark. For almost eighteen months
afterwards, he’d been one of Voldemort’s most enthusiastic recruits, not joining in the violence,



which he found crude and distasteful, but developing potions and hexes that would advance his
master’s agenda.

Voldemort had rewarded him with a coveted assignment: to apply for the Dark Arts position at
Hogwarts and spy on Albus Dumbledore from within. In the process, he’d overheard the
prophecy, brought it proudly to his master, and listened with horror as Voldemort transformed it
into a death sentence for Lily and her family. He’d been badly shaken by the thought that his
action might bring about the death of the only woman he had ever loved, and who, for a time,
had loved him. Suddenly he came to realize the uses to which his creations were being put and
the pain that he was visiting upon others. He had gone to Dumbledore the next morning, and
irrevocably changed sides.

Hermione was relieved to learn that Severus had served Voldemort of his own free will for only
eighteen months, but he’d pointed out that he had done far more heinous things to maintain his
cover as a spy than he had ever done as a sincere Death Eater. He offered to confess his sins, but
she preferred to trust his assurances that, like his murder of Dumbledore and his attack upon her,
his more recent crimes had all been done to keep his allegiance secret, and to enhance his
position, and to spy more effectively for the Order. He’d been admitted to the ranks of the green-
robed elite less than two years previously, when he’d warned Voldemort against the Department
of Mysteries plan. He’d known Lucius Malfoy would ignore the warning, and Malfoy’s fall had
resulted in his own rise.

Yes, it was the intimacy of those confidences that she treasured the most—though the sex had
been wonderful, too. Entirely wonderful. Actually, perhaps she treasured her memories of the
sex just as much, she thought with a smirk.

”Well, I was certainly right not to tell you that part,” Hermione said, looking up at Severus and
giving him a cheeky smile. “You’d be unbearably pleased with yourself. What a pity you took so
long to decide to have a relationship! I might have been living in bliss for months.”

Severus smiled down at her smugly. “You seem to have taken your time remembering. Admit
it—you went over those memories more than once, didn’t you.”

“No, just those first three weeks—I don’t seem to remember leaving your bed in all that time.
We just made love and talked. I don’t even remember eating.”

“Yes, we were rather absorbed in each other, weren’t we? The Dark Lord may have summoned
me once or twice, but if he did, I don’t believe I noticed.” He smiled. “I’d never been so happy in
my life, Boon, nor laughed so much.”

Or cried so much, probably, she thought silently.

He continued in a teasing voice. “You were quite delightful as well, my dear. Such a fast learner!
There is, after all, an advantage to being a swotty little Know-It-All.”

“So, we are still lovers, aren’t we, Severus?” Hermione said, a little nervously.



“I devoutly hope so. You’ve been unconscious, of late, so of course we haven’t been. But I’ll be
quite at your disposal as soon as you feel better.” He waggled an eyebrow at her suggestively.

In answer, Hermione turned her face up to his, pulled down his head, and kissed him thoroughly
and lingeringly.

“Now, now, Boon,” Severus said reprovingly, though his breathing was a little uneven. “We
mustn’t get carried away. You still have several more months to tell me about, and then you’ll be
almost finished.”

“Almost?”

“Well, as I said, there are things that happened while you were unconscious that you need to
know, too. But come, now—tell me what happened after our little orgy.”

“It’s just so strange remembering what we thought then, how afraid we were, knowing how it all
came out.”

Snape shook his head. “My dear, you have not the slightest idea how everything came out yet.
The battle was the least of it.”

She looked at him curiously, but then sighed in resignation and leaned back onto his shoulder.
She’d learn what he meant soon enough. She resumed her narration.

Hermione was extremely happy, as she puttered around the house. Severus had become a much
more pleasant companion with his increasing trust in her affection, and sex was even more
enjoyable than he had promised. In the four weeks since they’d come together, she’d felt more at
home than she’d felt for years—she glowed with happiness. Severus had not returned from lunch,
however, so she was a little at loose ends, and decided to take a break from her studies to clean
the day nursery, part of which she turned into a tidy storage area for the bits of stored furniture
and boxes for which she could find no other place. They’d not be needing a nursery for quite
some time, she thought, but perhaps some day…. After the war, it would be a pleasure to re-
create for Severus the happy family life to which he looked back so fondly.

The downstairs remained largely untouched by her hand. Severus had explained that it was
useful for his Death Eater colleagues to think of him living in shabby poverty. But it didn’t mean
the place had to be dusty, Hermione thought, as she made certain that the rickety bookcases
were dusted and the scarred floor clean and polished. When she’d finished, she returned upstairs
to the library. Severus found her there, so distracted by research into magical snakes that she
didn’t notice him until he sat down beside her, took her book, and wrapped her in a tempestuous
hug.

After being thoroughly kissed, Hermione pulled gently away, wrinkling her nose. “You should
take those robes off, Severus. They smell like those moldy dungeons. Why were you there? I



thought you were just sending my note off to Harry.”

“I’m sorry if my odor offends you. I needn’t kiss you at all if you prefer,” Severus raised his
eyebrows in mock offense.

“No, the kiss quite made up for the smell—it would just be better without.” She smiled up at him
impishly. “Go change your robes and then come back do it again.”

He did so, and when he released her, she repeated her question.

“I did send off your letter, Boon. And then our megalomaniac friend summoned me for three
tedious hours of fawning and groveling. He seems to need that, these days—there’s lots of
muttering in the ranks about Potter, and he’s getting fractious. But it was a good thing I was
there, since it led to the first of two excellent developments today. I ran into old Josiah Nott—the
Dark Lord has been pressing him to withdraw Theo from Hogwarts so he can be Marked. I
promised him to put a word in against that, and in return, he offered to tell our master that he
stops by for visits here, to ensure I’m not up to anything. That makes it less likely that I will have
to move to the dungeons, as the Dark Lord is increasingly anxious for me to do.”

“That’s good news, I suppose. So we’ll have him to dinner from time to time?”

“Yes, he’d appreciate it—the food in the Death Eaters’ mess is horrible. You can stay in the
kitchen except when you’re serving us—he’s an old man now, but he was nasty enough for two
when he was younger, and I wouldn’t want you to spend much time with him. But the best news
is that he’s been charged with taking care of Nagini. The Dark Lord’s got her hidden away
now—they move her regularly and it’ll be a new location tomorrow. I thought I’d ask him to
dinner the day after, and then we could get word to Potter the next day. Could you make
something rather special? He is doing us several favors—one more than he knows.”

“Of course. Although I’m afraid the plan for Nagini may take some time.”

Severus looked at her inquiringly.

“It looks to me as if simply killing her won’t remove the Horcrux. Even magical snakes don’t live
as long as humans do, and the Dark Lord must know that. If her death would destroy that bit of
his soul, using her for his Horcrux would be a pretty stupid thing to do, and he’s not stupid. It
must be woven into her skeleton somehow, so it will be permanent. We could modify what you
did to the Hufflepuff cup, perhaps, although I can’t imagine she’d hold still for that. Or maybe
Harry can talk to her in Parseltongue and get her to expel it herself? That would be simplest.
After all, Dumbledore told Harry that it’s a great risk to put a Horcrux in a living being like a
snake. And the Dark Lord told him once that possessing snakes shortened their lives. Perhaps
Harry could explain that to Nagini?”

“Perhaps. We shall have to get to work on this—the last Horcrux must be destroyed before a
confrontation becomes inevitable, and that point is coming soon. I’d rather not risk Harry to
destroy her, but I’d forgotten that he’s a Parselmouth. That might be quite useful.” He looked



thoughtful.

“And you said there was a second excellent development?”

“I received a Patronus message from Minerva McGonagall. She has discussed your letter to her
with Lupin, Potter, and Weasley, and the four of them have agreed to trust any message from me.
She says I will obviously be expected to explain my actions eventually, but for now, they will take
your word and my own that I am on the same side that they are. She sounded very pleased
indeed.”

Hermione could see that Severus was greatly moved by his colleague’s willingness to trust him.
“That’s wonderful news! I’m so glad you have the trust of the Order again!”

“Not the Order,” he corrected her. “It won’t go beyond those four. I sent Minerva a reply
directly, begging her not to announce it more generally. If there should be spy in the Order—and
it’s not impossible—I could be revealed as a traitor to the Dark Lord, which would be giving up
the access to the Dark Lord’s plans—access that Dumbledore died to maintain.”

“And it would endanger you, too, of course. Yes, I see. Nonetheless, it’s nice to know they’ll
believe your warnings. It makes me rather unnecessary, though.”

“Never,” he murmured fiercely into her hair, and she smiled happily.

The dinner for Nott two days later was a great success. The old man was delighted with
Hermione’s canard à l’orange and he returned thereafter for dinner every week, allowing
Severus to keep track of Nagini’s movements and many of Voldemort’s plans via his subtle
Legilimency. In the meantime, Severus and Hermione worked hard on a strategy to destroy
Voldemort’s sixth Horcrux.

In late June, another meeting with Harry at Grimmauld Place was arranged, this time with Ron
as well, so that Hermione could pick up some books and research materials that she and Severus
needed. The three talked over the Nagini plan and agreed that it needed further refinement.
Hermione was happy to learn that Ron and Luna were now dating. Ron seemed both a little
guilty and proudly defiant about this new relationship. Harry was dating Ginny again, too,
although they were not going out publicly as a couple. Both Harry and Ron expressed awe at the
sacrifice Hermione was making, living with their nasty professor for such a long time, but she
extolled the virtues of Severus’s library and assured them that he was much nicer out of school,
explaining how their need to deceive Wormtail had made them allies and how Severus had used
Legilimency to learn Voldemort’s plans from him.

“Yeah, I guess it’s sort of a pity the Aurors got him after all,” Ron said. “Mind you, Harry was
delighted to have Sirius exonerated at last. And he’d been feeling guilty for years about letting
the rat live.”

“But now I feel better about that.” Harry grinned. “After all, Voldemort would have worked out
a way to come back eventually, but Wormtail has let Hermione save dozens of lives through him.



You don’t know how important your letters have been, Hermione. We’d have lost the war if all
those people had been killed, I think. People would simply have given up. And the Horcruxes,
too. We wouldn’t have been able to do them without the help of your Death Eater. It’s really too
bad, though, that it turned out to be Snape. Snape and Wormtail—I don’t know how you stand it!
It must have been terrible. You’re just trying to make us feel better, I’m sure.”

“No, I’m not. Snape’s really okay, and it’s interesting living in his house. We have really good
discussions and I’m learning a lot. And you’ve promised, Harry. You’ll defend him and keep him
out of Azkaban, won’t you? When this is all over?”

“Well, he made certain I would, didn’t he?” Harry said with some bitterness. “He’s got a signed
promise. Don’t worry. I’ll do what I’ve promised—he really has been our most important ally.
But he’s never explained killing Dumbledore, has he? I can’t see ever liking someone who could
do that, no matter why. What’s he told you about it?”

“I’ve never asked him, actually,” she said, surprised to realize it. “At first, I was afraid he’d
stop being kind to me, and later I simply trusted him. He said something once about
Dumbledore’s sacrifice, though,” she added thoughtfully. “I suppose they planned it to ensure
continued information for the Order. Professor Snape is a good man, Harry—I trust him.
We’re… we’re friends.”

Harry began to protest, but rather to her surprise, Ron interrupted him. “Leave it, Harry. She
knows him better than we do, after all this time. Maybe she’s right about him. And it takes a lot
of energy hating him—energy we can use elsewhere, since he seems to be on our side. Okay,
mate?” He put a hand on Harry’s shoulder.

Harry nodded sheepishly. “I suppose you’re right. It’s just hard to think of Dumbledore’s
murderer….” He sighed. “I miss him so much, Hermione.”

“He misses him, too, Harry,” she said. “They were friends.”

Harry nodded reluctantly, and she threw her arms around him. “And I’ve missed you all so
much. But Se... Snape thinks the end is coming soon, Harry. Then we can all live again. In the
meantime, you take care of yourself—and give Ginny my love.” And then she hugged Ron hard
and whispered in his ear. “Thanks, Ron. You and Luna are perfect for each other, and I’m so
happy for you!” She stepped back, took one look at his gobsmacked expression, and burst into
laughter. “Really. And I’ve got to go now.” A little nervously, she scooped up the satchel holding
the books and research notes that they’d asked for, and quickly let herself out of the house. It
would be wonderful to be able to spend more time with her friends, but she feared if she stayed
much longer, she’d slip and reveal what had happened between her and Severus.

She Apparated directly back into the sitting room at Spinners End—the new wards included
her—and went upstairs to the library to find Severus working at the table in the alcove.

“Boon! It went well, I hope?” She nodded. “Well, then, bring the books over here and we’ll get
started.” Hermione smiled, pulled a chair up to sit opposite him, and set to work.



A week later everything finally came together. Harry had consulted with Hagrid about Nagini,
and the Care of Magical Creatures professor had given him some useful tips about what snakes
like Nagini liked to eat and how they behaved. Nott had again been to dinner, and Severus had
seen in his eyes that Nagini had been moved again, this time to a place where it would be
relatively easy for a single person in an Invisibility Cloak to sneak in. He even got the password
to the wards and details of some of the other defenses.

Severus had been experimenting and had at last arrived at a calming and confusing draught that
could be diffused in Nagini’s favorite half-rotted mangos to put the snake in a more receptive
mood. Harry was to sneak into her quarters daily for a week, offering her the tainted mangos
and chatting with her, before proposing the spell. In consultation with Severus, Hermione had
worked out two spells, a fairly simple one that could be used if Nagini agreed freely to have the
Horcrux removed and turn spy for the Order; which would be the best possible outcome. The
second, compiled from some of the research notes Severus had requested from his rooms at
Hogwarts, was much Darker and more complicated. It would kill the snake, simultaneously
destroying the Horcrux. Severus was dubious that Potter would be able to learn the spell before
the snake was moved again, but Hermione just smiled.

“Harry can learn things really quickly when he knows he has to,” she said, as she sealed her
letter and tucked it into the box that held six vials of the mango-tainting potion. “He’ll be able to
do it. And just to make sure, I’ve told him you didn’t think he could.”

Snape snorted, but looked slightly reassured.

Minerva McGonagall had agreed to send Severus a Patronus with news about Harry’s success
with the snake. In the event, however, they knew even before she did. Severus’s Dark Mark began
to burn unbearably at about four in the morning, waking him and Hermione very unpleasantly.

“Damn. That’ll be Potter,” Severus said grumpily as he pulled on the dark green robes. “He
must have killed Nagini. I hope he didn’t botch that spell. Don’t worry—the Dark Lord wouldn’t
be so angry if Potter had been killed or captured. He’s fine. Go back to sleep, Boon. I will
certainly not be back before morning.”

It was, in fact, late afternoon by the time Severus returned. Hermione had slept late and woke
feeling oddly lethargic, sore, and slightly sick to her stomach. Perhaps it was because her period
was due—even a little overdue, she realized as she counted back--but normally hers weren’t this
annoying. Lavender and Parvati had suffered terribly, however, and she knew there were simple
potions that were very effective against the cramping and soreness. She dragged herself down to
the library and found an appropriate recipe in an old but useful household spell book she had
discovered, its flyleaf inscribed “Eileen Prince Snape” in a flowing hand. When she had copied
the simple recipe, she took a moment more to copy the contraceptive potion on the facing page.
It was simple and used only cheap ingredients. After all, there was no reason Severus should
always bear that responsibility.

Although... she’d never actually noticed him doing a charm, it occurred to her. He must have



taken a potion of some kind, she reassured herself quickly. He was much older, after all, and
more experienced, and he must have known that she hadn’t made up a potion. But she should ask
him to make certain. Her brow furrowed as she suddenly remembered her mother once
complaining that men of her generation had usually left such things to women, since they ran the
greatest risk. Severus was not that much younger—could he possibly have assumed…? Hermione
was struck by a possible explanation for her slightly late period and her soreness and nausea.
And the soreness did rather concentrate in her breasts now that she thought about it.

Her hand trembling a little now, she turned to the section of the book dedicated to pregnancy
and found a detection charm. How conventional, she thought wryly—the charm showed pink
sparks for a girl, light blue sparks for a boy, and white sparks for not pregnant. Carefully, since
it was dangerous to cast spells on oneself when alone, Hermione read over the spell and then
cast the charm. And then she cast it again. She was numbly observing the fifth shower of pale
blue sparks….

Hermione sat up so fast she was momentarily dizzy. “I’m pregnant? Merlin! Why didn’t you tell
me, Severus?” She backed away from the dark man. “How could you not have told me
immediately? How can I possibly have forgotten that?”

He looked down into her eyes seriously. “Come now, Boon; think! If we’d told you when you
first woke, before you’d remembered our relationship, you’d have been terribly angry and upset.
You were completely disoriented. Poppy was trying to keep you calm.”

“But… but I hurt terribly… down there when I woke up, Severus! Is the baby all right?” A
thought struck her and her voice was barely a whisper. “Merlin, Severus, please tell me I didn’t
lose our baby!”

“No, Boon. Our son is fine.” He pulled her into his arms and held her tightly, speaking softly into
her hair. “You’ve nothing to worry about. Really. Poppy has been looking after you quite
ridiculously obsessively since I brought you away from Avebury. You know she’d never let
anything happen to you or our child.” He began to stroke her hair comfortingly, murmuring into
the top of her head in his low, silky voice. “Now, calm down, Boon. You know I wouldn’t tell
you everything was all right if it wasn’t.”

“No, I know you wouldn’t, but….” She pulled away from him a little and rubbed her hand over
her belly. “I feel a bit swollen, but not very much. How can I not have noticed this? Are you sure
he’s okay? I can’t feel anything in there!” A panicked note came into her voice again. “And Ron
and Harry are clearly back at school, so I must be at least three months along! Are you sure he’s
in there and alive?”

“I can assure you that our son is in the best of health, as are you, barring some weak, disused
muscles. You went through a stressful medical procedure just before you woke up, and that
explains your soreness. And you have, of course, lost a considerable amount of weight during
your coma. Nourishment charms do not allow you to retain much of a reserve. Don’t worry,
please, Boon. Trust me one more time.” He sounded almost helpless. “Just finish your



remembering, please, and then we’ll talk about it.” He touched her cheek pleadingly, and she
smiled at him through her tears, took his hand, and curled up against him again. He sighed
deeply. “Now, you’d just performed the pregnancy spell, successfully, five times….”

The pretty, pale blue sparks from the detection charm were still twinkling in the air as Severus
swept into the room. He looked at them with idle curiosity as he passed, but hurried to the
armchair where she was sitting and knelt at her feet.

“Boon, I’m afraid I have bad news.”

Hermione was startled out of her stupor. “Harry?” she said, terrified.

“No, Harry’s fine; he destroyed Nagini and the Horcrux, and he got away safely. Everyone’s all
right, as far as I know. I’m sorry to have frightened you. No, it’s simply that the Dark Lord
insists that we move into his dungeon. Ironically, he now says that I’m the only one he can truly
trust. It’s not entirely bad news. I’ll be able to get more information for the Order there—I won’t
miss things as I’ve occasionally done. Of course there will be fewer opportunities to send
messages, but I think I can manage.”

“But I can’t live there! I wouldn’t last a day! A Mudblood amongst all those Death Eaters?”

Severus frowned. “Don’t use that word of yourself, Boon. You must live there, I’m afraid. I’ve
managed to beg a few days to close up the house here and finish some potions, but I must
definitely be there by the end of the week. And he has made it quite clear that I must bring you
with me, alive or dead. He’d prefer you dead—he’s puzzled that I’ve kept you so long as it is.
However, you are my Boon, so he can’t take you away without looking ungenerous, and indeed, I
think I can manipulate him into protecting you himself.”

“Well, you’ll have to. I have disturbing news as well, Severus.” Hermione spoke nervously,
hoping he wouldn’t be angry. He couldn’t really blame her, she thought. He hadn’t asked her
about contraception, either.

“You have news?” He frowned. “Surely you haven’t been foolish enough to leave the house
alone when I was away?”

Hermione shook her head. “More foolish even than that, I’m afraid. You see,” she said a bit
shyly, “I just assumed that you would take care of it. I mean the boys at Hogwarts usually do, my
roommates say. I thought it was obviously your responsibility, so I never considered it. I mean, I
worried a lot about that first time with the Dark Lord, because I knew neither of us had expected
it. But more recently, I just assumed you’d been taking some sort of potion. I’m sorry. I should
have asked.”

Severus sat down carefully in an adjacent armchair. “Contraception. No—I had assumed…. And
you know that I haven’t…. So you think you’re pregnant? Are you sure?”



“Men in books always say ‘Are you sure?’” Hermione said giggling a little hysterically. “It’s
odd to hear it in real life. But yes, I’m pretty sure. The charm is from this book of your mother’s,
and it seems to work. The blue sparks mean it’s a boy.”

“A boy? A son?” Severus sat staring, absolutely still and silent for a few moments, and
Hermione tried to breathe normally. Finally he turned to her, his expression completely
unreadable. “My son. You’re pregnant with my son,” he added slowly. “Merlin.” He seemed to
be unable to accustom himself to the word, let alone the idea.

“You can try the charm, if you like.”

Severus mutely held out his hands for the book, and after a moment’s study, he cast the spell. A
sixth shower of lovely blue sparks fell around them both. Then he cast it on himself and the result
was white sparks.

“Merlin,” he said again, closing the book to examine its cover. “I remember this book. Mum
referred to it for everything—she always said it was absolutely reliable.” He stared down at the
book, clearly not seeing it at all. “A son. A hostage to fortune….”

Hermione watched his face, trying to determine whether he was pleased or angry.

Finally he shook himself a little and turned to her with a very serious expression, taking both her
hands. “Hermione, whether or not to keep this child must be your decision. A child would be a
tremendous burden for you, and as long as the war continued, he would be in terrible danger
and could endanger you as well. Even if all goes well, and he is born into a world free of the
Dark Lord and his Death Eaters, he will link you forever to a man who will probably either be
dead and despised or a condemned murderer—and the child would suffer from the association
with me as well. Motherhood would take your time and attention from your studies and your
career, and it could prevent you from becoming the brilliant, successful witch you were born to
be. If you decide that you want to terminate your pregnancy, I can brew a potion that will do so
safely. It is entirely your decision.”

“And if I decide to have the baby?” Hermione could still see no indication of his feelings.

“I would, of course, support you as well as I could. But my circumstances are uncertain. I would
make a will leaving you everything—this house and the contents of my Gringotts account. The
remainder of the Prince family money is there—my uncle and cousins long ago failed the Dark
Lord and paid the usual price. It would not allow you to live in luxury, but it would feed and
clothe you both adequately. But If I am condemned as a Death Eater, all my assets could be
confiscated—you might not be allowed to inherit them. You would have to depend upon your
parents in such a case. I can’t guarantee you anything, really.” His words were despairing, but
his voice was flat and emotionless.

“What would you like me to decide, Severus?” she asked finally.

He shook his head. “It shouldn’t matter what I want. I’m sorry that my inattention to such a



basic danger has forced you into such a dilemma, but I will support your decision as well as I am
able to.”

Hermione thought hard. Despite the dark picture he painted, her first instinct was to keep the
child. Their son. Severus would be a wonderful father if he allowed himself to be. But she knew
she should consider the dangers for the child’s sake. Ending her pregnancy would be a very
difficult decision, but she thought she could do it if she had to. After all, there might be
circumstances when it was irresponsible to bring a child into the world.

She imagined the worst possible circumstances. If Severus was killed by the Dark Lord before
the war ended, he might never be vindicated. Harry could be killed, too, after all. She would be
left in his house, to raise a baby alone with very little money, or sent into hiding with her
parents. She wouldn’t be able to help with the war. She would never take her N.E.W.Ts, and she
would grow away from her friends, if they didn’t shun her altogether for her relationship with
Severus. She would be a mother and a housekeeper until he went away to Hogwarts—important
work, but not really what she was best suited to do. And at school, the boy could well be scorned,
branded as the son of a murderer and a traitor as soon as his name was mentioned. She could
take a job, then, of course, but it would probably be a low-level, boring one. More than a decade
past her school years, with only her O.W.L.s, she’d never be admitted to the post-Hogwarts
training programs. And she was ambitious, she acknowledged to herself. She would hate
watching those whom she had surpassed in school achieving the goals she had wanted for
herself. It would be a lonely dull life—a waste of everything she had worked so hard to acquire.

But would it be, necessarily? Her parents would always support her, she was sure, though they’d
be disappointed. If the war were over, they might help take care of the child while she got further
training. And she knew her friends—those that survived—would stand behind her, despite
Severus. Ron was being reasonable about him already. The Order would know what he’d done
for the war; they would help her. And perhaps some of her professors could suggest ways of
combining motherhood and a career. She was a bright girl, after all. She could think of all sorts
of avenues that could be explored. And the child would be a companion, a reminder of Severus if
she had lost him. He would be brilliant, of course, and powerful. He would be his father’s son.
And of course, if Severus did survive, they could really be a family. Hermione’s brow furrowed.
Assuming he wanted to be. If he lived, but didn’t want to live with them—if he couldn’t love their
child, could she deal with that?

Severus broke in on her reverie. “There is no need to decide in the next ten minutes. It would be
wise to take a day or so, at least. After all, you gave me three weeks to make a far less
momentous decision. You’ll want to consider all the ramifications.” He stood as if to leave the
room.

Hermione put her hand on his arm to detain him. “Would you… would you help me care for
him?”

“If you liked.” His voice was still quite emotionless.

How could he discuss his own potential child so coolly? Perhaps he felt nothing?



“Severus,” she said almost desperately, “I need to know how you feel to decide. It makes a
tremendous difference to me whether or not you could love this child—whether you could love
me enough to create a family for our son. I could raise him alone, if something happened to you,
I think, but not if I felt that you weren’t connected with him—that you’d never wanted him—that
you wouldn’t have loved him.”

“But don’t you see, Boon?” His voice was suddenly rough, and Hermione realized that he’d
been desperately suppressing all emotion. “I can’t guarantee anything! The Dark Lord could
discover my loyalty to the Order tomorrow, and I wouldn’t live to see him born. I agonized about
this in deciding whether to risk a relationship with you—that you might lose me and be hurt. And
to abandon a child in that way would be far worse. I’m sorry, but I can’t guarantee you
anything. My feelings shouldn’t influence you.”

“But there are never any guarantees in life, Severus. The safest, most ordinary Muggle father,
not involved in a war at all, can have an accident or fall victim to some horrible random event.
Terrible things can happen to anyone. But I don’t think I could give birth to a son whose father
didn’t want him. If he would be a wedge between us…. I don’t think I could do that.”

Severus let out a pent-up breath. “Of course I’d love him, Boon, as I love you. I’d do my best to
be there for you both. But it’s no good saying ‘accidents happen.’ My life continues only at the
whim of the Dark Lord—it’s far more precarious than most.”

Hermione was tremendously relieved. “If you will love him and help me make a family for him,”
she said, “I will do it. And I think you’ll be fine. Don’t worry.”

“Boon, you dropped Divination before you even got to crystal balls! We can’t depend on your
limited skills in that area!”

Hermione snorted. “No, just common sense. You’ve said that the Dark Lord needs a
confrontation with Harry soon. Nagini’s dead, and Harry’s ready for it, so he won’t avoid it. If
we can hide my pregnancy until the war’s over, there shouldn’t be any danger. Voldemort trusts
you, so you’ll be safe from Death Eaters. And surely Harry will tell the Order that you’re on our
side at the end. No one will be attacking you. We’ll both be fine—all three of us will be fine.
Now, come on. We need to pack.”

As they began packing and securing the house for what might be a long absence, Severus
continued to argue with Hermione, begging her to take the time to consider what difficulties a
child might cause her. But once he had admitted that he was willing to love their son as well as
support him, she was determined. Severus disappeared into the potions lab while she made
dinner, packing and putting stasis charms on his ingredients, she supposed. To her surprise,
when he emerged, he handed her a flask filled with tiny golden capsules.

“It is essential that no one learn that you are pregnant. Each of these capsules contains a
shrunken half-pint of potion that should prevent any symptoms of morning sickness and give you
all the vitamins that you need. Take one every evening before you go to bed. We’ll use charms to



conceal your pregnancy if we are still in the Dark Lord’s dungeons when it begins to show,
which I devoutly hope we will not be. There are probably some safe concealing charms in my
mum’s book. You should pack it.”

He’d accepted her decision at last. She hugged him tightly, and later he made love to her for
hours, tenderly, with a gentle concentration that was entirely new. As she curled in his tight
embrace, both of them still sweaty and shaking from their final, simultaneous paroxysm, he
murmured into her ear. “Never again will I allow you to doubt my love for you and for our son,
Boon. I will remain with the two of you as long as I can—as long as you’ll have me.”

Hermione smiled softly to herself. “Then you will be with us a long time. I’ll never send you
away.”

He made a tired, happy noise in the back of his throat, and Hermione snuggled closer to him.

The next morning, she lay lazily in bed, propped up on her elbow and watching appreciatively as
Severus dressed.

“Boon,” he said hesitantly. “Did you mean what you said last night? That you’ll never… you’ll
never send me away?”

“I couldn’t send you away from your own son, surely,” she replied curiously. “I can’t imagine
why I’d want to.”

“No, at least… What I mean is… do you feel ready to make a permanent commitment?”

Hermione blinked. “Marriage, you mean? I’d have liked to be married, actually, if it were
possible. But surely it wouldn’t be while Voldemort is alive. Perhaps, when he’s gone….”

“Actually, there is a way.” Severus looked at Hermione speculatively. “I’d hesitate to suggest it,
but we might not be able to marry before the child is born and given the nastiness that is usually
directed toward an unmarried mother and her child in our world, I think it might be best if we
marry before we leave here, so that our son will be legitimate in the eyes of wizarding law.”

Hermione’s brow furrowed. “But surely any legal marriage would have to be registered with the
Ministry, and the Dark Lord has spies there, doesn’t he? Wouldn’t it be terribly dangerous for
you?”

“Not in this case. The Matrimonium Privatus Charm is rather complex, but it creates a highly
secure, legal marriage. In a way, it’s a combination of the Fidelius Charm and the Unbreakable
Vow. It needs no witnesses or bonder, but it makes two other people, Marriage-Keepers, aware
of the marriage, although they cannot reveal it to anyone else until given permission by one of
the parties. A document is created in the process that is automatically filed in the Ministry, but it
cannot be read until the marriage has been formally revealed by the Marriage-Keepers.”

“But… an Unbreakable Vow? Aren’t those dangerous?”



“The Unbreakable Vow is indeed extremely dangerous and coercive, as I know to my cost. The
Matrimonium Privatus is similar only in that it creates a bond between two people, though there
is no bonder. The marriage ends automatically after five years if it has not been revealed and if
both partners are still living, so if secrecy is still necessary, the charm must be re-cast. Normally,
there is a second, public wedding when the marriage is revealed, since a marriage involves
society, too. But our child would be indisputably legitimate.”

Although Hermione agreed to the marriage immediately, it turned out that Severus did not
actually know the charm. He’d learned of it only because he had been made a Marriage-Keeper
(he still could not say by whom).

“But you’ve got so many books here, Severus! Surely one of them contains instructions for the
Matrimonium Privatus,” Hermione said, heading for the bookshelves.

They spent much of the day searching the Charms books on the sitting room shelves. These were
mostly his mother’s books, so Severus didn’t know them very well. They leafed through them one
by one, but it quickly became clear that the spell was rarer than Severus had believed. He
eventually gave up in discouragement, and left to deliver the will he’d prepared the previous
evening to his family lawyer, while Hermione went upstairs to continue her quest in the library.

Before beginning her search, she pulled out Eileen Snape’s book of household spells again.
Severus was out and would not see her lack of faith, she thought as she quickly found the
pregnancy detection charm and cast it on herself again. Blue sparks. So at least yesterday had
not been an illusion. She flipped idly back through the section on pregnancy, finding several of
the concealing charms that Severus had mentioned, and reached the previous chapter on
marriage, and there it was—the Matrimonium Privatus.

She read it over carefully. This was the spell that would transform her into a married woman.
She was sure that Severus was the wizard for her; nonetheless, things seemed to be moving
awfully quickly. If she wanted to wait, she thought, she could simply conceal the fact that she’d
found the spell…. No. When she heard the pop of Apparition downstairs, she took a deep breath
and went to show him.

While Hermione prepared dinner, Severus made up the potion they would need to perform the
spell. Afterwards, they collected the materials on the library table and hunched over the book
studying the spell. They had both bathed and changed into dressing gowns after dinner. It was
not quite what Hermione had planned to wear for her wedding, she thought wryly, but it was
practical, as the consummation was part of the spell.

The spell required each of them to designate a witness of the opposite sex who would be a
Marriage-Keeper. Hermione quickly approved Severus’s choice of Minerva McGonagall, but
they argued extensively over her choice of Harry Potter. Severus felt that this would be courting
disaster, but Hermione argued that he would be the least surprised of any of her friends except
Ginny and Ron.



“It will give him time to get used to the idea. And I’m sure he’d never forgive me for listing
someone else. My father would be the only other choice, and he’d be furious if he suddenly knew
I was married and couldn’t tell Mum. And he wouldn’t understand how he knew and it would
worry him. Besides, I want Harry to know you’re my husband. He knows what side you’re on,
but he still might be tempted to hex you if he misunderstood something you did. But he’d never
hex my husband. And it’s my choice, and I choose Harry.”

Eventually Severus resigned himself to her decision. “We’re not naming the boy after him,
though,” he said threateningly. “If you insist on that, Boon, the whole bargain is off.”

Hermione smirked, knowing she’d won her point.

The spell required them to use each other’s wands, and then bind the wands while they
consummated the marriage. Severus pulled his wand out and removed several safeguards that
prevented it from being used by another wizard.

“Can you teach me how to put those protections on my wand?” she asked. “They could be really
useful. What is yours? Mine’s vine wood and dragon heartstring.”

Severus raised his eyebrow and gave his wand a wave, releasing a shower of green and silver
sparks. “Holly, with a phoenix feather core,” he said, imitating Mr. Ollivander. “Fifteen
inches—rigid—an excellent wand for dueling.”

Hermione looked surprised. “Holly wood and phoenix feather? It’s just like Harry’s! The Dark
Lord’s has the same core as Harry’s, but the wood was yew. But every wand Mr. Ollivander
offered me had a different composition. Is it rare to have matching wands? Does it mean
anything?”

“Nothing, as far as I know,” he said indifferently. “Eternal animosity might be a likely
hypothesis, however. You’ll notice,” he added in a slightly aggrieved voice, “that my wand is
considerably longer and thicker than Potter’s.”

Hermione whooped and covered her mouth. Severus turned to her in surprise, and then his eyes
narrowed. “Another adolescent metaphor, I presume? Never mind. I must accustom myself to
them, I suppose.”

They began by preparing two large sheets of parchment for the contract. The preparation spell
was cast simultaneously, each using the other’s wand. They then shared a small glass of wine
into which a potion had been mixed that prevented false vows—a weaker variant of Veritaserum,
Severus explained. Each of them copied onto the charmed parchment the marriage vows given in
the book, filling in the names of their chosen Marriage-Keepers, signing the contract, and
burning their quills. They read their vows aloud to each other in turn, smiling slightly, and
looking deeply into each other’s eyes. Then, simultaneously, they cast the complicated
Matrimonium Privatus Charm, and the writing rearranged itself into duplicate copies of a
formal registration of marriage, properly signed, with space left for a large seal. As she looked
at the registration, Hermione finally began to feel with no little amazement, that she was actually



marrying Severus Snape. The process was so mechanical and unromantic that it didn’t feel at all
like a wedding, but the official document was impressive.

They took the parchments to their bedroom for the final phase of the spell, the binding of wands
and the consummation. They had created colored cords based on the instructions in the book and
considerable discussion of what each wanted from the other in marriage. Around their wands,
Hermione tied cords whose colors symbolized passion, intelligence, and joy, offering to him
those characteristics which he most treasured in her. Then Severus bound the wands with a
second set of cords, offering her love, wisdom, and protection. The wands rose to float over the
bed, just beneath the canopy.

Solemnly, they undressed each other and climbed onto the bed. Hermione felt rather shy in the
bright candlelight required by the ritual, and even Severus seemed a little nervous. No
bedclothes could cover them, and the chill made them both shiver a little and cling together
tightly. This was a ritual, but it was also an act of love, and Hermione was moved almost to tears
by the gentle smile in Severus’s eyes as he loomed above her, caressing her with his callused
hands, entering her, and rocking her in the rhythm they had discovered together. After a while,
they forgot the ritual in their growing passion, and when they had reached completion, Severus
held Hermione tightly for a long moment as they both returned to themselves. Finally, as they
separated, a thick rain of sparks in the colors of the six binding cords began to fall onto their
naked bodies from the bound wands above them. The sparks came to rest on their bodies, cool,
but still twinkling and tickling slightly, so that they sparkled and shimmered as they moved. They
turned to each other, marveling at the flickering beauty of their bodies. Eventually, their wands
drifted down to the bed and the sparks winked out. There was a pop and a bright flash from the
dresser where they had laid the registration documents, as one copy was magically transmitted
to the Ministry. They were married.

Severus rose from the bed and brought Hermione the remaining registration, which now bore a
large, red wax seal, impressed with tiny, idyllic domestic scenes and bordered by a band striped
in the colors of the cords that still bound their wands. They admired it for a moment, both
looking slightly stunned, and then Severus rose and slipped the cords off their wands and put
them with the registration in the hidden safe under the window seat, while Hermione gathered
the bedclothes. Severus returned to bed and extinguished the candles.

As she had been doing for almost a year, Hermione moved into Severus’s arms and composed
herself to sleep.

“Goodnight, wife,” Severus said, with an odd note of pride and possessiveness. “Sleep well.”

Hermione smiled. “Good night, husband. Thank you for thinking of this.” He kissed her forehead
and she rubbed her face against his naked chest before falling into a restful sleep.

The next morning, not knowing when they would return, the newly married couple locked and
warded the house at Spinners End and Apparated to Voldemort’s ruined castle.



Hermione turned to her husband. “You were right—that was quite a lot to happen in the course
of a few months.”

Severus nodded. “Indeed. You might just review our weeks in the dungeon before the battle. I’m
sure there were some details that will make more sense now that you’ve retrieved the earlier
memories. I apologize for my absence yesterday. It was doubtless more difficult to recall these
last segments in reverse order.”

Hermione quickly went over the memories of Voldemort’s dungeons that she’d retrieved for
Harry and Ron that morning, and was surprised now to see so much evidence of their marriage
and her pregnancy. How could she have forgotten their long, joyous arguments in bed about
names for their son? And Severus’s obsessive reminders to take her potion capsules every night?
She suppressed a qualm as she remembered his pleas that she stay away from Avebury, for fear
he would lose both her and their son. It had so nearly happened.

She smiled up at her husband. “Details, indeed. Are we still decided on the name Tobias
Heinrich Snape? Or have you gone back to favoring Marcus Aurelius?”

“Our son shall bear our fathers’ names. Your father approves, by the way; and he’s quite
insistent on being second. Your mother agrees that Heinrich is a difficult name to live with in
Britain. One’s always explaining.”

“And Tobias is a good name for a half-blood,” she said, nodding enthusiastically. “It’s a little
old-fashioned for a Muggle, but quite normal; and it’s distinctive enough for a wizard. So,
Severus, nothing can compare to marriage and pregnancy. What else do I need to know? Can you
tell me what the date is yet?”

Severus raised an eyebrow. “Is there no end to your interminable questions, Madam Snape? I
believe I’ll go and see about some tea.”

“Interminable….,” Hermione sputtered, outraged. “That’s… that’s really not fair, Severus! I’ve
been unbelievably patient and I’ve done everything everyone asked me to do! How can you
just…?”

“Oh, very well,” Severus said with a tired air. “I’ll have the house-elf get the tea, then. Toots?”
He raised his voice slightly, and a blonde house elf with huge blue eyes in a spotless
embroidered pillowcase appeared with a pop. “Boon, this is Toots. Toots, Madam Snape and I
would like some tea, I think. With plenty of those bittersweet chocolate biscuits, please, for me.
And perhaps some custard for Madam Snape.”

The elf nodded, dropped two curtseys, smiled broadly, and disappeared with a pop, leaving
Hermione staring at Severus. It took every ounce of control she had to prevent her mouth from
hanging open.



Author’s note: Just a brief apology for the chapter title. I’d originally planned a series of place
names for every chapter in this story, but this chapter (like the previous one) just kept growing,
and I got a little desperate. In fact, I had often wondered whether Snape’s wand might not be the
same as Harry’s—they seem to mirror each other in so many other ways. And when I realized
how that wand wood would combine with Hermione’s, I simply couldn’t resist. Sorry.



Snape's Boon
Home
by amr

Summary: Hermione learns what happened while she was unconscious, and begins to deal with
some of its consequences.

Hermione sat staring at the spot where the tidy little house-elf had curtseyed a moment before.
“You have a… a house-elf, Severus?” she said in an odd, strangled voice.

“No, Boon,” he smirked. ”We have a house-elf. Toots is the gift of a grateful nation.” He held up
a restraining hand. “And you may not offer her clothes. It’s part of her contract with us that you
will never do so. It took several days of difficult negotiations to convince her to come to us at all,
even with that concession.” His voice was teasing. “Your name is surprisingly well known
among house-elves, and although she was eager to serve us—we’re a noted wizarding family,
now, you know—she was rather concerned that you would not accept her service.”

Hermione nodded mutely. She hardly cared, she found. It was all very suddenly just far too
much. She had gone to sleep last night as Hermione Granger, a schoolgirl involved in a war and
held captive by a surprisingly nice former teacher and disloyal Death Eater, whom she was
beginning to trust. Now, less than twenty-four hours later, she was Hermione Snape, the wife of
her one-time teacher. She was a war hero. She was going to have a baby named Tobias Heinrich
Snape. She had remembered these things and she’d accepted the memories as hers, but she felt as
if she’d aged ten years since waking up. And now, strangest of all, somehow, she was part-owner
of a house-elf named Toots. It was exhausting, and she suddenly wished desperately that Severus
would leave her alone and stop changing her world. She moved away from her husband and
turned to stare listlessly out the window.

Toots appeared with a crack, bringing a delectably full tea tray. She set it down on the table,
looked at her new mistress in alarm, and vanished without a word.

“Boon? Hermione?” At the sound of her name, she turned to Severus. He was looking at her with
grave concern, she noted idly, and stroking her cheek. “Boon, what’s wrong? Talk to me, please.
I was just teasing! Boon?” He continued to talk, but his voice seemed to come from a great
distance and said nothing intelligible. After some time she noticed that his cheeks appeared to be
wet, as they’d been that first afternoon after she’d woken. She felt a little sad to think she’d upset
him again, but she couldn’t find the energy to work out how. She shivered a little and he pulled
the shawl more tightly around her shoulders. She turned away from him and stared at the fire.
After a while she noticed that he was kneeling in front of the fireplace, his head in the green
flames, and sometime later Madam Pomfrey was there, waving her wand over Hermione, who
watched unmoved as it gave off silver sparks and little puffs of smoke.

“What have you done to her, Severus? She’s completely emotionally exhausted!”

“She was fine until just now, Poppy,” Severus said, his voice sounding unusually defensive.
“She’d remembered everything, just as Minerva predicted. She was amazing—she adjusted to all



the changes so quickly. She seemed to be taking it all in stride and was asking about our son’s
name. I teased her, just a little—I pretended I wouldn’t answer her questions, and I told her she
couldn’t offer clothes to Toots when she brought tea. At first she was adorably indignant, as she
always is... and then she simply stopped reacting.”

“You teased her. The poor child has been through almost a year’s worth of memories in less than
three days. Since this morning she’s had to deal with memories of a major battle, the death of her
greatest enemy, the beginning of an affair, marriage, and pregnancy. And she’s just recovered
from a debilitating curse and a major shock to her system. From what her mother said, she’s been
extremely restrained about guessing. I would assume it’s been her curiosity that’s been holding
her together, really. And now, just at her most vulnerable moment, you decided to tease her.
Rather inconsiderate, Severus, even for you.”

“But what can I do? I don’t want her like this. I want her to be herself.” He sounded surprisingly
young and desperate.

“Give her support, Severus. Remember, you’ve had all these months to adjust to what happened
last spring and summer. She’s had only a few days. Be kind to her. Reassure her; show her that
she’s loved and cherished and that she and her baby will be taken care of. Show her you’re still
the man she married. Oh, and you might give her a little exercise, perhaps, to pull her out of her
emotional stasis, but don’t push her, physically or psychologically.”

“But I have to push her—she has to know it all soon, Poppy. Tonight. You said it would be better
for her…. And she’ll never forgive me if she misses the ceremony tomorrow….”

“Yes, of course,” the mediwitch said impatiently. “I’m just saying you shouldn’t tease the poor
girl! Merlin knows she stands it better than most, but in her current circumstances….”

“You’re right, Poppy,” Severus said penitently. “I ought to have been more considerate. I’m
sorry to have bothered you.”

“Humph. Don’t hesitate to call me if you feel you need me. I know you’re glad to have her back.
Show her that. Hermione is a strong-minded woman, but even she has her limits—and her body
definitely does. Don’t let her overdo. Now, while I’m here, I’ll just step into the nursery and see
how the Grangers are getting on.”

“Of course. Thank you, Poppy.” Severus walked her politely to the door and held it for her.

A wise woman, Hermione thought, as some of their discussion penetrated the fog that
surrounded her. Madam Pomfrey, at least, seemed to understand what she’d been through. She
was mildly interested to learn that her parents were staying in the nursery. They must have
cleared it out—it had still been half full of junk when they’d left. And it would have to be redone
again when her son was born. Her son—their grandson. She hoped they weren’t too unhappy
about that. They were probably staying here so they could help when he was born. How soon
would that be? She supposed she’d be told, eventually.



“Boon?” Here he was again. “Boon, can you hear me? I think we should get you back to bed
now. We’ll have our tea in there.” Hermione didn’t object as he helped her to stand and put a
supportive arm around her waist. “Good girl. Just one foot in front of the other. Excellent. You
seem even stronger than you were just a few hours ago. Perhaps twice more around the dressing
room. And now to bed. Here we are, then. Let me get you out of the dressing gown… that’s it,
my love. Now, you pull the covers up and I’ll fetch our tea.”

Severus returned to the bedroom with the tray and cast a warming charm on the teapot. He
poured them each a cup, putting a great deal of sugar in Hermione’s. He held her tea to her
mouth and she sipped it slowly. It was badly stewed, but the sugar seemed to bring her back to
herself a little. Then he fed her the chocolate custard, which brought her around even further. She
was able to murmur a faint thank you, and he smiled into her eyes encouragingly.

“Would you like to sleep, Boon?”

Hermione thought for a moment and then gave a slight shake of her head. “No,” she said softly.
“Let’s finish. No more surprises.”

Severus couldn’t quite hide his relief at her decision. “Good girl,” he said again encouragingly.
“Don’t worry; there’s only one more surprise coming, and it’s a very happy one. Shall I brush
your hair while I talk? You always find that relaxing, don’t you?”

She nodded listlessly. The familiar ritual would help and she knew she needed to hear the rest of
this. Her part was over; she had only to listen. She closed her eyes and heard Severus open and
close several drawers, and after a moment she felt him climb into bed behind her. As he always
did, he arranged his knees to support her back, and began slowly brushing the tangles out of her
hair.

“I suppose I should start with the battle,” he said tentatively, “since we’ve never discussed it. I
was in despair when Voldemort grabbed you, you know. I’ve never been so badly at a loss in my
life. I couldn’t let him kill you, but killing Potter was out of the question as well. I could only
delay and hope something occurred to distract him so you could get away. I moved my wand
back and forth between Weasley and Potter, as if I couldn’t decide which of them to hex first.
Weasley was bent over his sister, although he kept a wary eye on me; but Potter just smiled and
kept his wand and his attention trained on Voldemort.”

Severus’s voice softened a little. “He has such faith in you, Boon. It almost makes me think well
of the boy, the way he trusts you. And of course he was right—you did find a way, and we won
the battle as a result.”

Severus sighed deeply. “When Voldemort died, I think we all lost track of things for a few
moments, and that’s when Bellatrix hit you. Potter doesn’t realize it, but I’m sure it was because
she wanted to punish both him and me, and she knew she only had time to cast one last curse. I
haven’t told him—I didn’t want him to feel responsible—but she knew that hexing you would
hurt us both. I think she thought she might get away in our dismay, and she might have, had
Longbottom not kept his head.”



The brush stilled, and Hermione felt his forehead leaning briefly against the back of her head. “I
thought she’d killed you, Boon. It was a horrible, cruel curse—she’s always been excellent at
inventing them. The effects resembled the Draught of Living Death for the first hour, and then a
Cruciatus-like pain began. You must have been in agony—you began shrieking and writhing,
and I could hardly hold you. Of course I got you to Poppy as quickly as I could after that. And I
confess your agony was a relief—I was so happy to know you were alive. Filius was helping
with the injured students, and he and I managed to neutralize the pain component of the spell
fairly quickly, although Poppy was concerned that you might have some mental damage. That’s
why she was so delighted when you woke up and were yourself.”

He began brushing her hair again, in long smooth strokes. “Unfortunately, the coma defied all
our efforts. I made the antidote to the Draught of Living Death immediately, of course, but it did
nothing. During that first month, all of the time I wasn’t actually before the Wizengamot, I was
in Slughorn’s laboratory, working on a cure. Slughorn helped—he’s very fond of you, you
know—but neither of us made any headway. Lupin and Filius tried various remedies, too, but
nothing seemed to work.”

Severus’s voice grew soft and affectionate. “You saved me again at the trial, you know, Boon.
People love you for attacking Voldemort as you did—most witches and wizards would have
liked to do that to him themselves. I’ll have to show you the photograph. Dennis Creevey took it;
he picked up his brother’s camera when Colin was killed and bravely continued to photograph
the battle—and it’s been vital documentation for the Death Eater trials—but that picture of you
has made him a fortune. Your knee rising and the surprised wince on his face... it’s priceless.
People frame it and hang it in their houses.” He snorted. “But the other photographs in the Daily
Prophet linked us, which helped my case. The top half of the front page the next day had a large
photo of us watching with Potter as Voldemort bled to death. And below it, there was a smaller
photo of us with Scrimgeour after the battle. I was holding you, thinking I’d lost you, and he
tried to pull you away to arrest me, as if you were a sack of potatoes, the bastard. Potter was too
besieged to help, but my magic threw Scrimgeour about ten feet. They cut that bit from the
photograph they published, but the cruelty of his attack on you didn’t help his case.”

He’d finished brushing her hair, now, and was massaging her back and shoulders. “I hope you
agree with my decision to reveal our marriage, Boon. Minerva and Harry came to me that first
night in the hospital wing. I told each of them that the other was also a Marriage-Keeper, so that
we three could discuss the question of whether to reveal it. They both urged me to allow them to
do so. Scrimgeour was threatening to take you away from me—to make you a ward of the
Ministry—and our marriage would give me the legal right to oversee your care. They also felt
strongly that if it was known that we were married and going to have a child that it would help
my chances in the trial. I felt a little guilty, using your heroism to save myself, but they
convinced me it was what you would want. The three of us revealed it together at the Ministry
the next day.”

He pulled her hair aside and looked around at her face. “I’m sorry you couldn’t be with us. If you
like, we can have a full, formal binding ritual once you’re feeling better.”



“I’d like that, Severus,” she replied slowly, turning her head a little to look into his eyes. “And I
would have agreed, of course. I’m just sorry I couldn’t testify for you.”

His hands tightened on her shoulders for a moment. “But you did, Boon; you did. Minerva read
aloud the letter you sent her, asking her to respect my Patronus. There wasn’t a dry eye in the
hearing room.” He smiled. “I told you it was ridiculously melodramatic. Potter read some of your
letters to him, too, saying how kind I was to you. Little liar.” He brushed his lips against her
cheek. “Are you feeling better, Boon?”

Hermione nodded, clearing her throat. “I… I just got a little overwhelmed, Severus. I’m sorry to
worry you. I had two naps yesterday—perhaps I should have had one today as well.”

“I’m the one who should be sorry, Boon. I’ve missed you so much, and I’ve been so eager to
have you back with me, so we can begin our life together. But I’ll try to go slowly and not push
you.”

“The house-elf was a shock, somehow,” Hermione said slowly. “It was such a change from
before. I had been feeling that at least I was home, but then, with her—it was too different. It
wasn’t home any more, and it was just all suddenly too much to deal with.”

‘I’m sorry. I’m used to her now, and she’ll be very helpful with the baby of course. Toots is an
excellent elf—she takes great pride in her work. She was presented to us with our Orders of
Merlin, First Class.”

“I have an Order of Merlin?”

“Yes, of course. Didn’t Potter tell you? That was Scrimgeour’s next campaign, after he failed to
convict me at the show trial in August. The Wizengamot voted First Class honors to us, Potter,
the two youngest Weasleys, Longbottom, and Miss Lovegood. Your friends deserved the honor,”
Severus said firmly. “The five of them had all worked together on finding the Horcruxes and
practiced dueling until they worked together smoothly as a unit.”

Hermione smiled at his praise of her friends. “Of course they did.”

“As did we. But the Minister has the discretion to award the Orders or not, and he didn’t want to
award them to us. Scrimgeour wanted to have a huge ceremony to award them to the others—he
called them his ‘fantastic five’ and began referring to himself as their ‘commander-in-chief,’ as if
they’d been following his orders, when in fact he’d only wanted to send three Aurors to
Avebury, ‘to observe.’ Those in the Order and about ten others joined us anyway, but
Scrimgeour didn’t even realize that Voldemort was there until an Auror returned to the Ministry
to say he was dead. Then he showed up and tried to take the credit. And arrest me.” Severus’s
voice was bitter.

“Your friends refused to accept the Order unless we were given it as well, and Potter also
insisted that Scrimgeour admit he had had nothing to do with the defeat of Voldemort. But
Scrimgeour wouldn’t do either, of course. He claimed I couldn’t be honored because I was a



Death Eater and a murderer, and you couldn’t because you had been ‘hoodwinked’ by me.”
Severus watched her carefully. “He even… he made allusion to the fact that you’d been captured
and ‘corrupted’ by the Death Eaters. ‘Sexually corrupted,’ he said.” Severus looked grim. “There
was a huge public outcry, with witches screaming about blaming rape victims. So he withdrew
the charge, quickly, publicly, and with abject apologies. Otherwise you’d have awoken to find
me in Azkaban.”

“I’m glad he apologized, then,” Hermione said, giving his hand a little squeeze.

“I wasn’t the only one out for blood. Molly Weasley confiscated Ron's and Harry’s wands as
soon as she saw his comment in the Prophet. So instead, the two of them wrote a beautiful piece
about how you’d sacrificed yourself to save a trainload of schoolchildren. It was published the
next day. And some of the families who’d been evacuated on my information circulated a
petition against Scrimgeour for what he’d said about me. So Scrimgeour tried to force the issue
by calling your friends to the stage at a Ministry ceremony to honor the fallen Aurors. He tried to
give them the Orders there—he thought they’d be too embarrassed to refuse, but they did. They
were all furious. Harry accused Scrimgeour of dishonoring the Aurors’ sacrifice by exploiting a
ceremony in their honor to play political games. He spoke very eloquently, about how Kingsley
and other Aurors had helped train them for battle. Scrimgeour’s Ministry fell that evening and
Griselda Marchbanks was appointed the new Minister of Magic. The first act of her Ministry was
presenting all seven of us with our long-delayed Orders. Would you like to see them?”

“Yes, please,” Hermione said weakly.

Severus went to the safe in the window seat. She remembered vividly the last time she’d seen
him open it. “Can you bring our marriage registration, too?”

Hermione looked at the registration first, smiling at Severus apologetically. “I just wanted to
make sure I’d remembered correctly,” she said. “It all happened so quickly. And actually, I’d
remembered the central part of the seal as red.”

“It was, when we submitted it. It turned gold when our marriage was formally revealed. Makes it
look much more impressive, doesn’t it?”

Hermione nodded and set it aside. Severus opened the two hinged boxes, and she admired the
heavy gold disks on gold and black striped ribbons, beautifully engraved with depictions of
Merlin and the Round Table of Camelot.

Curving around the base of one, inlaid in white gold was the name “Severus Prince Snape.” She
traced his name with her finger. She knew how much the lack of recognition for his sacrifices
had hurt him over the years. This was a well-earned honor. It would have been a crime if he had
not received it.

On the other medal was written “Hermione Granger Snape.”

“I hope that’s all right,” he said, a little nervously. “We never discussed whether you’d take my



name, but your mum thought that with Toby coming you would want to. Practically, it makes
things easier when mother and child share a surname.”

“She’s right of course. I want us to be a family.” Hermione leaned back into his arms. “How long
have my parents been here, Severus? Since the battle?”

“Yes. Their house was destroyed in the attack, so I invited them to live here during my trial.
Then, since nothing was helping you, we all decided to try St. Mungo's, and they remained so
they could use my Floo to visit you. After six weeks, the Healers wanted to put you into long-
term care, but we decided we could take care of you here at home. I’ve enjoyed getting to know
them, Boon, and they’ve been a great help with your care. We’ve had to exercise your muscles
daily, you see, and Poppy had prescribed a complicated regime of nourishing and strengthening
potions. She’s visited often, to monitor your pregnancy and muscle tone. The fact that you can
almost walk already is mostly due to her work and your parents’ dedication.”

“And all this time, you were working to cure me? Making potions?”

“After the first few months, I was mostly researching Dark spells. Then the French allowed the
Ministry to auction off Chateau Lestrange to benefit those who lost so much during the war.
Cornelius Fudge bought it—he paid a huge price, though there have been questions recently
about where the money came from. He sent me all the books and papers, in hopes that some of
the annotations or manuscripts would help me find a cure for your condition. Forty-five boxes
arrived just before Christmas, and I’ve been reading through them systematically for the last
three months. Unbelievably Dark, horrible books.”

“I don’t know how to thank you, Severus. So you found a cure, finally?”

“No, I didn’t. I’m not sure I ever would have. Bellatrix may never have written it down.”

“Then how…? And three months? That means it’s… it’s February? But how…?” She looked
down at her belly, which seemed even flatter than it had been earlier.

“It’s April twelfth, 1999, Boon. And our son is fine,” Severus said, wrapping his arms tightly
around her from the back and resting his chin on her shoulder. “You gave birth to a beautiful,
healthy baby boy the day before yesterday. That’s what broke the spell and woke you up.
Apparently, Toby countered the curse.”

She turned in his arms to look at him in shock, and then burst into sobs. Once started, she
couldn’t seem to stop, and he held her and stroked her hair until she finally began to quiet. His
shirt was quite damp and disgusting when she finally managed to control herself, but Severus did
not move away from her. He summoned Toots, who fetched a damp face cloth and a warm dry
towel, as well as a clean shirt for Severus.

“Thank you, Toots,” Severus said, and Hermione suppressed a slightly hysterical giggle at the
elf’s name. “Would you ask the Grangers to bring Toby in about ten minutes?” Toots curtseyed
and disappeared with a loud pop.



After tidying her face and changing his shirt, Severus moved behind Hermione again, and began
to braid her hair into a thick rope. “We don’t quite understand how it happened. You seemed to
wake up when you went into labor. Your mother and I called Poppy Wednesday night, and we
three stayed with you throughout the birth, which finally happened at about six in the morning on
Thursday. You didn’t speak or open your eyes, but you were awake and responding to Poppy’s
instructions. And screaming. Your mother said it was normal, but I found it terrifying. It was
terrible to see you in such pain, Boon.”

She looked at him curiously. “I don’t remember that at all.”

“That’s all right. Poppy said you might forget that part—some witches do. Then you seemed to
fall back into the coma, although Poppy’s tests showed there was no trace of the curse left. It
didn’t make sense, and we were terribly disappointed. Then, late that afternoon, just after Poppy
finished magically extracting your milk, you awoke. She has continued to do that every night so
we could feed Toby—we didn’t want to alarm you by bringing him in before you remembered
him.”

Hermione nodded. “That explains why I hurt so badly. I thought for a while that I’d been raped
again.”

Severus looked troubled. “Your mother thinks that the pain or possibly just the screaming caused
you to associate the birth with the... rape. It could explain why you’d lost all the memories in
between—you collapsed the two occasions into one. Poppy asked for your last memory when
you awoke, to determine whether you remembered the birth. She was expecting you would say
the battle, so you can imagine her concern when you mentioned an incident eleven months
earlier. She fetched Minerva, who knows a lot about memory problems, and she suggested the
story-telling method we’ve used.”

“It was kind of her to listen so patiently, that first day. She must be terribly busy.”

“She is. But this was important. And I was alone here. Your parents had gone into London for
dinner—they wanted to leave us and Toby alone, to get acquainted. Poppy and Minerva thought
that if you didn’t remember living here with me, I had better stay away. So I watched Toby while
they went over your memories of the train. But I convinced myself that seeing Toby would repair
your memory loss, just as bearing him had cured the curse, so I brought him to see you. I didn’t
believe Minerva and Poppy when they said my presence would be disastrous, but they were
right.”

Hermione was startled. “So what I thought was a poultice was... Toby? I’m so sorry I hurt you,
Severus.”

“Shhh.... You’ve already apologized; and it wasn’t your fault anyway. After that, of course, I was
only too happy to let your parents work with you. But at lunch yesterday, when they said you
still hadn’t asked for me—you were awake and yourself, but didn’t remember the connection
between us, and I… I couldn’t bear it. It was cowardly of me. I Flooed Minerva and asked if I



could have a room at Hogwarts for the night, just to prevent myself from intruding and hurting
you again. Heinrich came and fetched me this morning. He said you had been asking….”

He looked up suddenly as Susanne and Heinrich Granger appeared in the doorway, Heinrich
carrying a complicated camera and Susanne carrying a bundle of blankets. Severus removed
himself from the bed, propping Hermione up on the pillows with her neatly tied braid of hair
over her shoulder. He retrieved the bundle from Susanne, and carefully laid his son in
Hermione’s outstretched arms, showing her how to support his head with her elbow.

“Madam Snape,” he said, “Allow me to introduce Tobias Heinrich Snape, our son.”

Hermione looked down at the tiny person on her lap. Her son. Severus opened the blankets so
she could admire his tiny body. “He’s... he’s perfect,” she gasped.

Heinrich moved to the far side of the bed, madly snapping pictures of the pair, as Hermione
examined the face of her son. He had Heinrich’s eyes, just as she did—soft brown ones, slightly
angled and deeply fringed—as well as her mouth; but he also showed signs of his father’s fierce
brow and Roman nose.

He looked up at her angrily, his forehead wrinkled in an impressive frown, and she tentatively
stroked his cheek with the tip of her finger. “Hello, Toby,” she said softly. “I’m Mum.”

The frown changed to a look of surprise and then beatific happiness spread across his face.

“Look, Severus,” she said excitedly, all listlessness gone. “He’s smiling at me!”

Severus climbed back into the bed next to her and put his arm around her shoulders, looking
down into their son’s face. “He is smiling, isn’t he? I’m sorry about the nose, but doesn’t he have
the most beautiful eyes?” He looked at her, and she saw that his eyes were full of tears.

“It’s not really a smile, you know—it’s just gas,” Heinrich said without pausing in his
photography. “Babies don’t….”

Susanne cut him off with a brusque wave of her hand. “Of course he’s smiling, darling. He’s
glad to see his mum.” She turned to her husband and huffed in exasperation, her hand on her hip.
(Severus snorted softly, and Hermione suspected it was because he found her mother’s pose
familiar.) “Really, Heinrich! You said that about babies until Hermione was two years old, and
it’s not true! Now stop that incessant clicking so we can all think. Surely you have enough
photographs.”

“Not with Hermione and Severus together,” her husband answered unrepentantly. “Just hold him
up a little, Schätzle, so I can see his face. That’s it. Come now, Tobias; smile for your Opa.”

“I thought you said they didn’t smile at that age,” Susanne said sweetly. She looked down at the
couple on the bed, who sat absorbed in the baby and each other, and her eyes softened.



“There’s still his hair to worry about,” Hermione said, caressing the soft down that covered
Toby’s head. “I hope it’s not bushy.”

“Better that than lank and greasy,” Severus murmured. “But perhaps he’ll be lucky and get an
average of the two.”

“Don’t borrow trouble,” Susanne said. “He’s an excellent baby. He barely cried at all after the
first few hours, which is a good thing. You thought he was Crookshanks when you heard him,
Hermione. You’ve really done very well.”

Hermione looked up at her. “But I’ve missed so much. Almost the entire pregnancy. And the
birth itself. Severus’s mum had this book I was reading, all about how you’re supposed to bond
with the child as it grows, talk to him…. Do you think he’ll have psychological problems
because I couldn’t?” She looked from Severus to her mother worriedly.

Susanne laughed. “Don’t be absurd, darling. Any mother I know would be delighted to miss all
the miseries of pregnancy. You’ll have years to bond with the boy. And Severus talked enough
with him for any three mothers.” She laughed at her son-in-law, who colored slightly and
wouldn’t meet his wife’s eyes. “He consulted Toby about all the experimental potions and
charms he concocted for you, explaining to him what he was trying to do. I expect Toby already
has a thorough knowledge of magical theory. Don’t worry. He’ll be fine.”

“Now, now, Susanne,” Heinrich said reproachfully, replacing his camera in its case. “We must
allow the children to enjoy their son in privacy. Let’s give them some time alone. And we must
change for dinner.”

“He means he’s run out of film,” Susanne confided. “We will leave you alone in a moment, but
Poppy suggested I show Hermione how to nurse him. It can be a little tricky at first, but quite
pleasant when you get the hang of it—a good bonding experience.” She smiled down at her
daughter, who looked up shyly from her intense exploration of her son’s tiny waving hands.
“When he’s really alert and active like he is now, it’s usually because he’s going to be hungry
very soon.”

After a few attempts, Hermione had learned how to help Toby to latch onto her breast, and he
was nursing greedily. Her parents looked down at them fondly, and next to her, Severus watched
the process with awe.

“We’ll leave you to it, then, dear. Severus, would you like to have dinner up here with Hermione
and Toby? Toots has made pasta, so Hermione can have that as well. We’ll tell Ron and Harry
that Hermione has recovered her memories completely. They’ll be so relieved. And I must say
we are too—it was so sad to see you still terrified by Voldemort and the Death Eaters.”

“I know, Mum,” Hermione said. “You must have thought I sounded really paranoid. They’re still
here, then?”

Susanne nodded. “They’ll be staying until tomorrow. They got special leave from school to come



see the baby. They watched him all afternoon while I was shopping.”

Hermione turned to Severus. “Could they come up after dinner? They left rather… quickly, this
morning. I’d like to thank them for all their help. And show them Toby myself,” she added
proudly.

“Of course.” Severus got up and escorted his in-laws to the door. “Thank you, Susanne. And I’ll
brew some Developing Potion tomorrow evening, Heinrich, so you can develop the photos you
take at the ceremony tomorrow, too. We’ll look after Toby tonight.” He waved his wand at the
wall between the bed and the window, and a narrow door appeared. “Minerva put in a door to the
night nursery for us, but I concealed it so you wouldn’t find it disorienting,” he said, smiling at
Hermione.

“Thank you, Severus,” Heinrich said. “You’ll find Toots makes it very easy. He’s much less
trouble than Hermione was. Good-night. Schlaf gut, Schätzle. Gute nacht, Tobias.”

Susanne kissed her daughter and her grandson on their foreheads, and then, rather to Hermione’s
surprise, she kissed Severus on the cheek and disappeared after her husband. Severus returned to
his position next to his wife, looking down possessively at her as she continued to feed their son.

“What’s the ceremony tomorrow, Severus?” she said as she shifted her son confidently to the
other breast.

“It’s a naming ceremony,” he replied, brushing a strand of hair behind his ear. “I hope you feel
well enough to go. It’s traditional to have it on the third day after the birth, and Minerva has
agreed to perform it at Hogwarts. Many of your friends are still there, doing their seventh year
along with the class behind them. And she can bar the press from the school grounds, which is
useful.”

“Do we choose godparents, then? Or have you done that already?”

“I’ve chosen them already, I’m afraid.” He seemed a little embarrassed as he seated himself. “I
asked Weasley and Potter to be Toby’s godfathers. I wrote them right after the birth, when I
thought you’d fallen back into a coma again. I….” He swallowed hard. “I was horribly
disappointed when you didn’t wake fully after Toby was born. You can’t imagine what it was
like to see you moving and responding to Poppy’s instructions during the birth, after watching
you lie still, barely breathing, for so long. When it looked like you had returned to your coma,
I’m afraid I rather gave up hope for a few hours. I wrote and asked your friends to be Toby’s
godparents because I wanted him to have people near him who’d known his mother.”

“Oh, Severus. I should have stayed away from Avebury. I’m so sorry that my insistence on being
there has put you through all of this.”

“If you had not been there, Voldemort might have killed Potter. I will never reproach you for it,
but it has been difficult, I admit.”



“But eight months! How am I ever to make it up to you?”

In answer, Severus tilted her head up and kissed her lingeringly. Finally he broke the kiss. “I fear
we can’t continue this, my dear. Poppy said that, even with magical healing, another week of rest
is advisable. But after that, you’ll have many, many opportunities to make it up to me, in all sorts
of ways.”

Hermione’s eyes sparkled. “I’ll look forward to next week, then.” She looked down at her son,
who had scrunched his eyes shut and was waving his arms again. “Can we dim the light a little?
It seems to bother him.”

Severus waved his wand and all but three candles went out.

Hermione smiled. “Thank you—that’s very romantic, actually.” She smiled as he put his arm
around her shoulders and gave her a little squeeze. “So what happens tomorrow? Do I have to do
anything?”

“Not if you’d rather not.” Severus raised Toby against his shoulder and patted him lightly,
freeing several gentle burps. “It’s a very patriarchal ceremony. Originally, the mother wasn’t
even present. I am to formally introduce Toby to Minerva, who represents the wizarding world,
and Harry and Ron are to confirm his names and agree to protect and watch over him if anything
happens to me. They will be encouraged to take his moral education in hand—yet another
circumstance that makes me extremely glad that the war is over and that I no longer fear
imminent death.” He smirked.

Hermione didn’t bother to respond to his provocation. “So I simply watch from the audience?”

“You may, if you like. But in the past few centuries, it’s become traditional for the witch to bring
her son into the circle and present him to his father before the father presents him to the world. If
you’d like to do that, I’ve asked Miss Weasley and Miss Lovegood to assist you. Ginevra assures
me she’s good with babies—Molly trained her well, apparently. She will carry Toby, and Luna
will lend you a shoulder or a steadying arm, as you require. Then, after the ceremony, you may
show Toby to all your friends while everyone drinks champagne and eats little blue-frosted
cakes.

“That will be nice. I do wish Mum and Dad could be there. I suppose it wouldn’t be possible for
the Headmistress to lift the Muggle-repelling charms for a short time?”

Severus shook his head. “There are simply too many Muggles using the nearby A road. But
Flitwick has worked out a solution, he tells me. We’re to meet him at the gates with your parents.
I’ve asked Dennis Creevey and Neville Longbottom to look after them while we prepare for the
ceremony. Ah, here’s dinner,” he said, as Toots appeared with two trays. I’ll put Toby in his
cradle, and I’ll change him when we’ve eaten.”

“I shall do that, Professor, sir,” Toots said firmly, holding out her hands. “Give me Master
Tobias, and I’ll change him. That’s house-elf work.”



Rather to Hermione’s surprise, Severus handed her the baby without protest. “Thank you, Toots.
Dinner looks delicious.”

The elf and the baby disappeared through the door into the night nursery. Severus arranged the
tray across Hermione’s lap and poured them each a glass of golden, elf-made wine. “Toots is a
wonderful cook—Poppy suggested Fettucini Alfredo and acorn squash soufflé as soft dishes that
wouldn’t disturb your stomach or make your milk taste unpleasant for Toby.”

“Why is she so insistent about soft foods? You’d think I’d lost my teeth rather than my
memory.”

“You have not eaten solid food for eight months. You must allow your stomach time to
remember as well. It is best to eat slowly and take little rests when you can.”

“It’s difficult, when the food is so delicious. You’re right—she’s a very good cook. And she
talks proper English as well. I didn’t know house-elves could.”

“I insisted upon it, of course, when I interviewed candidates. Toby may spend considerable time
with her. It depends upon what we decide to do.”

“What options do we have, Severus?” Hermione had been wondering about this. “Harry and Ron
said you’d be returning to the Defense position at Hogwarts.”

“Not necessarily. I’ve been offered it, and I find it… attractive, particularly as it would include
the Deputy Headship of the school—I’d be in line for the Headmastership when Minerva
retires.” He sounded almost wistful, but then he shook his head. “I am not certain that I can bear
the memories—of what I had to do there. I have had several other offers, or I could set up my
own Potions label. You also have choices to make. The Ministry has offered you a job in Madam
Marchbanks’ office, and the Auror program has made inquiries. The head of the Department of
Mysteries also wants to meet you—they won’t accept you without your N.E.W.Ts, but I think
you’ll be quite ready to take them by June when your friends do. The Unspeakable training
program is very highly regarded, and its graduates often get offers from other segments of
government and industry, not just the Department. Or, if you’d like to be a full-time mother, that
would be possible, too. My salary in addition to the Prince inheritance would still allow us to live
very comfortably.”

“If you took the Hogwarts position, would we live in your rooms in the dungeon there?”
Hermione’s mind was reeling at all the possibilities.

”I would certainly have rooms at Hogwarts—although I wouldn’t remain Head of Slytherin, so
they needn’t be in the dungeons. We could request rooms large enough for the three of us, or I
could Floo home every night. Or, of course, if you find this neighborhood too depressing, we
could move into Prince Hall, my mother’s family home. The Order had it as a safe house during
the war—Minerva was its Secret-Keeper—so it’s been well maintained. It’s a huge place, but the
park might be nice for Toby when he gets older.” Severus looked at her with concern. “But



there’s no reason we have to think about all this now. I’m sorry—I’ve had so much I wanted to
talk with you about for so long, Boon. I’ve missed our discussions.”

She laughed. “Well, you’ve got me back now; you’ll be sick of my ‘incessant chatter’ again in
no time. But you’re right. We have plenty of time to discuss all this. Right now, we can simply
enjoy each other and Toby.” She held out her arms as Toots returned with the sleeping infant.

A few minutes later, Toots brought four bowls of île flottant. Harry and Ron appeared at the door
at the same time.

“Your mum said you wanted to see us, Hermione,” Harry said hesitantly. “May we come in?”

“Yes, of course,” Hermione said, as they pulled the chairs nearer to the bed at Severus’s gesture
of invitation. “I just wanted to thank you for listening to me so patiently this morning. Severus
helped me fill in the rest this afternoon, and introduced me to Toby. Would you like to hold
him?”

“Have you really remembered it all, now, Hermione?” Ron asked carefully, as he set his pudding
aside and took Toby confidently into his arms.

Hermione nodded and then looked doubtfully at Severus.

“As far as I can determine,” he said, “there are no more surprises. There may be some gaps in my
account of the past eight months, but they will be filled gradually.” He turned to his wife.
“We’ve saved the Daily Prophets from last autumn. There has been less of interest since
Christmas.”

Ron nodded. “Thank Merlin! It was horrible, for a while. Mind, all the free stuff is nice, but
Luna and I tried to have a quiet dinner in Hogsmeade last October, and we were mobbed by
photographers. They put a list of what we ate on the front page of the Prophet, if you can
imagine.”

Harry grinned. “Yeah, thank heavens, all that is over. I can almost walk down Diagon Alley
these days. Although there’s bound to be more stories about the naming tomorrow, when they
find out Ron and I are godfathers, and that’ll start it all up again.”

Hermione winced. “Oh, dear! I didn’t realize....”

Harry shook his head. “No, Hermione, we’re really pleased that Severus asked us. It’s really
flattering to be trusted with your son’s moral education. Let me hold him, Ron, while you finish
your pudding.”

Hermione smiled at her husband, who was rolling his eyes. “I’m glad he asked you, too. I
couldn’t have asked for a better waking-up present than you two being Toby’s godfathers.
Severus is so kind to me.” She looked at him with real gratitude, and his expression softened.



Harry took Toby with a look of awe. “Your mum showed me how to hold him last night—he’s
such a little miracle! And he has his mother’s eyes.”

“And his father’s nose,” Severus added with a snort.

Harry and Ron both laughed and the atmosphere grew a shade warmer.

After a while, Toots appeared to collect their dishes and serviettes. Severus put his arm around
Hermione possessively, and pulled her close, smiling as she leaned comfortably into his
embrace. The three friends were chatting softly about who would be at the ceremony the next
day. Toby was back in his mother’s arms, sleeping profoundly.

“Ginny and Luna will be there, of course,” Harry said softly. “Ginny’s Head Girl; otherwise,
she’d be here this weekend, too. But there are loads of people from our class at Hogwarts. The
Patil twins are back, and Seamus. And Hannah and Ernie and Susan Bones. Neville finished last
year, but he’s stayed on as Professor Sprout’s apprentice. But he’s living at his Gran’s, since his
parents are there now, too. The wizards in Germany did wonders for them. I think all three of
them are coming tomorrow.”

Ron grinned. “Dean graduated last year, too—I don’t think he ever told his parents about the
war. But he’ll be back for the naming, since it’s a Sunday. He’s got a job at the Ministry, a real
plum. There weren’t a lot who graduated last year, so he had his pick. Harry and I are still hoping
to get into the Auror program. Any chance you’ll apply with us? It’d be fun to stay together.”

“I don’t think so, Ron. I’ve never done well at Defense. And I don’t really enjoy dueling. Not
like you and Harry.”

“Hermione had a letter of interest from the Department of Mysteries yesterday,” Severus said
casually.

Ron looked impressed. “Really? You could train to be an Unspeakable? That’d be really cool,
Hermione!”

“It’s just one possibility. And I’ve got to take my N.E.W.Ts first.” Hermione turned to look at
Severus, puzzled. “They wrote yesterday? How did they know I wasn’t still in a coma?”

“You’re kidding, right?” Harry asked, smiling. At her puzzled look he fumbled in his robes. “I
meant to show you this anyway. Your mum said you were asking for a Prophet yesterday. This
is why they couldn’t let you have one.”

He thrust a folded newspaper at Hermione. The headline stretched across all six columns.

” HERMIONE SNAPE AWAKE!” it screamed. Beneath it was a huge picture of Hermione, and
beside it, in only slightly smaller type, “TOBY DOES THE TRICK! BABY AND MUM
DOING WELL! NAMING SUNDAY, MCGONAGALL SAYS!”



“Merlin!” Hermione exclaimed softly looking at her companions. “Who would have thought it
would be in the paper? And how do they know Toby’s name?”

Severus looked a little shamefaced. “That was my fault. When our marriage was revealed, Witch
Weekly asked for an interview. Minerva thought it would be a good idea for me to agree, and
they sent that Skeeter woman. She was very Slytherin about it—she suggested in that nasty way
of hers that you and I could never agree on a name for the baby, and I fell into her trap and told
her.”

Harry smiled at Severus teasingly. “The man can keep secrets from Voldemort for decades, and
he doesn’t last ten minutes with Rita Skeeter.”

Severus merely snorted.

Hermione turned to her husband with concern. “But what did she say about you? She can be
really nasty, I know.”

“She was actually rather in awe, once she realized I really was married to you,” Severus said
thoughtfully. “She said she admired tremendously anyone who could get Voldemort by the short
and curlies….”

“But that’s not what I did! I just kneed….”

Ron winced and interrupted her. “You needn’t go into detail, Hermione. Please. You’re a
heroine. That’s all we need to know. Everything you do is going to be news.”

“So there will be reporters at the naming tomorrow?” she said, worried.

“Thousands,” Harry said mournfully, and Hermione gave him a nervous look.

“But they’ll have to stay outside the school,” Ron reassured her. “We’ll be all right as long as
we’re inside. They’re going to go spare when they find out that Harry’s a godfather.”

Severus nodded sadly. “They will indeed. And for that reason, I might suggest that we all get a
good night’s sleep, so we do not say or do anything untoward?” The minimal edge in Severus’s
voice would have shamed him during his years as a professor, but it still had its effect.

“Right, sir,” Harry said quickly. “And you need your sleep, too, Hermione. We’ll see you both at
breakfast.” He hopped off the bed and came around to give Hermione a quick hug. “Good night,
little Toby,” he said in a very silly voice, bending over to put a kiss on the baby’s forehead.
Severus snorted, and Hermione smiled at her friend apologetically.

“’Night, Hermione. ’Night, Severus. ’Night, kid.” Ron yawned as he left the room behind Harry.

Hermione looked down at her sleeping baby. “Can we have the cradle in here? I don’t like the
idea of his sleeping alone, even if it is just through the door.”



“Don’t worry—Toots sleeps in there, too. When he needs to be fed, she’ll bring him to you.
Your parents have been sleeping in the day nursery for the last few days, and your mother’s been
giving him a bottle when he cries at night. I offered to do it, but she insisted I needed my sleep—
that this was going to be difficult.”

“I’m sorry, Severus,” Hermione said apologetically. “I know it has been. And where have you
been sleeping? Please tell me you haven’t been sleeping on the sofa since November.”

“No. I hope you don’t think it’s perverse of me, but I’ve been sleeping here, with you. I wanted
to be here in case you woke up. And, of course, these last few weeks, I’ve had to be here in case
you went into labor. I’ve slept on the sofa only since Thursday.”

“Actually, it’s rather nice to think I wasn’t alone. Shall we… can I visit the night nursery? So I’ll
know where he’s sleeping?”

Severus walked her to the door, one arm steadying her waist, the other holding his tiny, sleeping
son. She approved of the pale blue room—it was the same color as the sparks in the spell she’d
cast the previous July, and Toots took the baby competently and laid him in the little cradle with
elegant hand-carved decoration.

“I remember that—I found it when I cleared out the nursery.” She smiled. “It’s a lovely cradle.”

“It was my grandfather Snape’s,” Severus said proudly. “His grandfather made it for him when
he was born. The Snapes of that era were makers of highly prized furniture.”

“Muggles?” Hermione asked curiously.

“Of course.” Severus sounded impatient. “It was my great-grandfather who left the family
business to work as a manager in the mill. He was a rebel in his time, and both he and his father
were very proud men. The cradle was a sort of peace offering—my grandfather told me that his
father cried when he gave it to him, at the time my own father was born. I want Toby to know
the history of the Snape family as well as the Prince family.”

“And the von Grange and the Leicester family history, too.”

Severus looked startled. “Your father is a von Grange? From the German noble family?”

She nodded. “There’s no German nobility any more, really, but that was the original form of our
name. My grandfather changed it when he got his British citizenship. It was right after the Blitz.”

“Interesting. Your father has never mentioned it. The von Granges were pure-blood wizards you
know, very powerful and wealthy. But they were cursed about 1880, and all the male children
thereafter were Squibs. It’s a noble name, nonetheless. A pity he changed it.”

“Do you really think so, Severus?” Hermione was very tired, but this seemed an important



question.

“It makes no difference at all, of course. But it might prove useful to Toby, to be known to be a
descendant of such an eminent magical family.” He smiled at her a little shamefacedly. “Heritage
is important in our world, even after the defeat of Voldemort, and I will do anything I can to
increase my son’s chances in life. It’s odd that you should be related to Draco, though. Lucius’s
grandmother was a von Grange—Helga von Grange Malfoy, a powerful witch and an admirable
woman.” He looked down at his son’s face, perhaps trying to trace a resemblance to Draco or
Lucius.

Hermione was appalled. “Can we not mention this to anyone, Severus? I don’t want to be related
to the Malfoys. After all, we’ve been all Muggle for several generations.”

Severus gave her a startled look and then his eyes softened. “Whatever you like, Boon. You must
be exhausted. Let’s get you to bed. I just was surprised to hear that you weren’t entirely Muggle-
born. It doesn’t matter.”

They both said goodnight to Toots, who held out her embroidered pillowcase in an elegant
curtsey, and then Severus helped Hermione back to bed. After he kissed her goodnight, he turned
to leave.

“Severus,” Hermione said quickly, suddenly reading his intention. “Please, stay. It’s silly to sleep
out in the dressing room.” He’d admitted he’d been sleeping with her when she was unconscious.
Why shouldn’t he now?

He turned back and looked at her silently for a moment. “I don’t want to upset you, Boon. If you
should wake, and have forgotten again….”

Hermione gave an exasperated huff. “I won’t lose my memory again. I didn’t last night. But if I
do, just remind me.” She looked at him pleadingly. “Please. I want to hold you again. Then I’ll
really feel I’m home.”

He continued looking at her for some time, and then gave a curt nod. He opened a drawer and
changed into his red flannel pajamas and crawled into the bed. When he had settled himself a
little, Hermione moved over and laid her cheek against the lapel of his pajamas, and smiled a
little as she felt his arms come around her, just as they always did. Home.

“Goodnight, Severus. Thank you for everything,” she said drowsily. “I’m sorry I forgot you.”

“I’m glad you’ve remembered. Sleep well. Toby will have you up before long, I fear.” Severus
gave a sigh of pure contentment. “Goodnight, Boon.”



Snape's Boon
Hogwarts

by amr

Summary: A ceremony at Hogwarts has an interesting aftermath.

”Madam Snape? It’s Master Tobias.”

Hermione opened a bleary eye for the third time that night and struggled to sit up against the
pillows. According to the Muggle clock on her night table, it had just gone six. “Give him here,
please, Toots. I’m sorry he woke you again.”

“Nonsense, Madam. I’ve been up for hours. I was ironing Master Tobias’s naming robes. May I
bring you some tea?”

“Oh. Well. I’m glad he didn’t disturb you.” Hermione felt a bit nonplussed. “A cup of tea would
be lovely, thank you. With just a little sugar, please.”

The elf curtseyed and returned to the night nursery.

Hermione got the baby settled at her breast and turned to see whether Severus had slept through
this disturbance as he had the previous one. His side of the bed was empty, and she felt a
moment of desolation until she noticed a shadow behind the curtains. He was sitting in the
window seat, then. Probably reading.

“Severus,” she called softly. “I’m awake. You can read here if you like.”

She opened the heavy drapes with a wave of her wand and admired the lanky figure of her
husband, silhouetted against the morning light, his hair swinging back as he raised his head from
his book. He closed it instantly and swung his legs around to the floor, making his way quickly
to her side of the bed. He kissed her on the forehead and gazed down at Toby fondly. She
scooted a little to the side.

“You look so beautiful this morning, Boon, you take my breath away,” he said as he seated
himself beside her. “And Tobias seems to find you rather attractive as well,” he added, gesturing
to his son, who was sucking at her breast with a frantic energy. “Voracious little bugger. You’d
think after three days of constant care, he’d have the confidence to relax. Did you get any sleep
at all?”

“Do I look like I didn’t?” Hermione asked, very conscious of her tangled hair falling around her
face. “I must have terrible dark circles under my eyes. There’s some bruise salve in my book
bag—oh! No, I suppose there isn’t. I don’t think I ever got that jar back from Ron.”

“Are you contradicting me, Miss Granger? Did you not hear me say you look beautiful?” She
smiled at his threatening teaching manner, and his eyes softened. “You seemed to be dreaming
rather intensely, but I didn’t wake you, since you didn’t appear frightened or in pain. How do



you feel this morning? Still overwhelmed?”

“Better, I think,” she said slowly. “The dreams must somehow have integrated all the
memories—they don’t feel so strange now. Last night it was a bit like I’d turned into another
person, but this morning I’m simply Hermione, who’s been asleep for a long time. But
everything up through Avebury seems quite… normal. The last three days are a bit hazy and
surreal, of course, but I suppose that’s to be expected.”

“And physically? Do you think you can attend the ceremony? If I Apparated us both to
Hogwarts?”

“I think so,” she said, taking a teacup from Toots, who had just appeared with two cups and took
the empty one that Severus had been cradling. “Thank you. But you can’t Apparate onto
Hogwarts grounds, you know, Severus,” she added cheekily. “It says so in Hogwarts: A
History.”

He snorted. “Do you take me for one of your little friends, Boon? I’ve read the book. And after
years of rushing off to Voldemort, I know exactly where one can and cannot Apparate.”

“I suppose you would,” Hermione laughed and then paused in surprise. “It’s so strange to hear
you say Voldemort’s name, Severus, after I worked so hard never to say it in front of you.”

“The Dark Mark burned when his name was spoken, you know. But now it’s stopped. Even the
Mark has faded, though I assume it will never disappear completely.” He pulled back his pajama
sleeve so she could see the pink Mark, like a healed burn, on his arm. “Pink,” he sneered. “He’d
have hated that.”

“Do you really think so?” Hermione asked speculatively. “I’d have expected him to have pink
robes. He seemed to have every other hideous color. And speaking of robes, do I have anything
to wear to this naming ceremony? Toby has special robes, Toots said, but I don’t have dress
robes here, and my Hogwarts robes don’t seem appropriate.”

“Oh, yes. All three of us have new robes.” Severus’s lip curled slightly. “That is, Toby’s are old,
but new to him. I retrieved the traditional Prince naming robes from the attics at Prince Hall—
they’re quite elaborate, all satin and gold lace. Rather effeminate, but luckily babies are not
easily embarrassed. Your mother and Minerva went to Madam Malkin’s yesterday morning and
got something suitable for you. Madam Malkin insisted on presenting them to you as a token of
her gratitude for your service in the war. She did the same with the robes I ordered for myself.
You’ll find this happens all the time, now. It’s quite disconcerting.”

“It’s like being Harry,” Hermione said, shaking her head in disbelief. “I remember he always
used to get endless free ice cream sundaes at Florean Fortescue’s…. Oh, dear. I’d forgotten. Mr.
Fortescue was kidnapped. Is he all right?”

“No, he was killed.” A shadow passed over Severus’s face. “It was one of those terrible
occasions when I could do nothing. However, his son Fabean has reopened the shop—he’s kept



his father’s name as a memorial.” He became rather brusque. “Now, would you like a bath
before breakfast? Toby appears to be finished for the moment,” he added, scooping up his son
and the towel with a practiced gesture and holding the infant against his shoulder. “I’ll walk him
while you do your exercises, and then we’ll get you bathed and dressed.”

Toby gave a surprisingly loud burp, and Hermione laughed. “Greedy little beast,” Severus said
lovingly. “Vulgar, too,” he added as the burp was repeated at an even greater volume.

Hermione spent the morning in the nursery, getting acquainted with her son. The others joined
her, speculating about Toby’s future and the ceremony that afternoon. Hermione felt strong
enough to walk without help now, and her mother showed her a number of “baby techniques,”
such as diapering and burping. Toots radiated disapproval at the sight of her mistress learning
house-elf work until Susanne carefully explained that Toots could not accompany Toby on visits
to the friends and relatives of her Muggle family.

At one o’clock, Toots appeared with the elaborate concoction of satin and trailing gold lace that
was the Prince family naming robes, and everyone went to dress for the ceremony. Hermione
thought Severus looked wonderful in deep blue robes with tiny embroidered silver stars; he
explained with some embarrassment that it was bad manners to wear black to a naming
ceremony—or a wedding, and there were many weddings these days. Hermione’s own robes
were lovely—deep chocolate brown with bands of polished copper-colored satin at the collar,
cuffs, and fronts. They brought out copper highlights in her hair, which Toots had arranged in a
simple but very flattering French twist. Her parents had purchased robes as well—her father
wore deep purple with subtle embroidery in lilac, and her mother wore robes of forest green and
silver. (Severus called her his little Slytherin, which seemed to amuse her.)

Harry and Ron also had new dress robes, Harry’s of cranberry, and Ron’s of dark forest green.
They were both excited about the ceremony, and as soon as Hermione and Severus reached the
ground floor, began to press them to depart. Severus handed his son to Toots, and Apparated
Hermione to a point just outside the Hogwarts gates, bending slightly so that he could also guide
Toots’s Apparition with Toby. Ron and Harry Apparated a moment later with Hermione’s
parents, who looked around in confusion.

“This is your school, Schätzle?” Heinrich asked, turning to his daughter. “It looks terribly
unsafe.”

“I agree. We must leave, Hermione,” Susanne said, her brow wrinkling with concern. “It’s far
too dangerous here for you and Toby.” She sounded panicky, and Hermione and Ron tried to
calm her while Severus and Harry coped with Heinrich, who insisted that they return
immediately to the house at Spinners End. Toby seemed to sense their unhappiness and began to
cry loudly, despite Toots’ efforts to soothe him. Severus took his son and had a word with Toots,
who Disapparated with a soft pop.

“Ah, there you are!” Professor Flitwick said, emerging from the gates, and fumbling in his robes.
“Here are the spectacles I’ve prepared. Let’s see how they work.”



He handed the Grangers two pairs of heavy, horn-rimmed glasses with large, round, rose-colored
lenses. Harry and Ron helped the nervous Muggles to put them on. The effect was instantaneous.

“Du meine Gute!” Heinrich exclaimed. “What a beautiful castle! No wonder Hermione is so
fond of the place! And the lake—how lovely!” The Grangers began to look around curiously the
castle and the school grounds, and Harry and Ron pointed out the sights. The Grangers were a bit
puzzled by the winged boars on the gateposts and the motto, but overall they were very
impressed with the school. By the time they had recovered themselves, Professor Flitwick had
expressed his pleasure at Hermione’s recovery and turned his attention to admiring young Toby.

“A very fine young man, Severus. I congratulate you. I look forward to teaching him in eleven
years’ time. He reminds me a bit of your mother, and she was always a dab at Charms. The line
of the brow, you know. Very expressive.” He was introduced to the Grangers. “Your daughter
was one of the finest students I’ve ever had. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” He shook Heinrich’s
hand and bowed over Susanne’s.

Hermione smothered a snicker at her parents’ glasses, which enlarged their eyes and made them
look like matching caricatures of Professor Trelawney. “Thank you for the glasses, Professor.
How do they work?”

“You’re welcome. I’m rather proud of them, in fact. The lenses counter the obscuring spells, and
there are a series of counter-spells on the earpieces that neutralize the various repelling and
confounding charms. The most difficult part, of course, was convincing Minerva to tell me about
the spells protecting the castle from Muggles. She’s allowed me to charm enough pairs that
parents of Muggle-born students can attend the graduation in a few months.”

“Really? That would be wonderful!” Hermione beamed at the little man. “I remember Penny
Clearwater saying that that was the worst thing about being a Muggle-born witch—she graduated
from Hogwarts with all sorts of honors, and her parents couldn’t even attend.”

“Yes, that was sad. But Albus always thought it was too dangerous—one could never tell
whether the parents or even some of the graduating students might be Death Eaters. But now,
thanks to you…. Ah! Here are the carriages.”

Hermione paled at the sight of the four black, winged, skeletal horses that pulled the two
carriages. She remembered Harry’s reaction at the start of their fifth year and suddenly realized
why he had been so unnerved.

Ron put a hand on her shoulder. “I know. Weird, aren’t they? Ginny and I almost fainted when
we came back to school this fall and saw them.”

Severus turned to the two of them in consternation. “You couldn’t…. But the six of you rode
them to London your fifth year! Surely you couldn’t have…?”

Hermione smiled up at his horrified face. “Harry and Neville and Luna could see them. The rest
of us just took them on faith—I mean, Hagrid had said they were real, and Harry was absolutely



determined. But I must say, invisible Thestrals are very my least favorite form of wizarding
transportation, and that’s saying a lot.” She shuddered.

Severus looked from Hermione to Ron with tremendous respect. “I take off my hat to the three of
you. I can’t imagine….”

Susanne turned to Hermione. “You mean, there are invisible horses? And here I thought I was
seeing the original horseless carriage!” She smiled, but Hermione noticed that her father was
looking uncomfortably at the Thestrals.

“They’re Thestrals, Mum,” she said, with a glance at her father. “They’re flying horse-like
animals, but they’re only visible to people who’ve seen death.”

“And you children can all see them? That’s so very sad. And even your father and I can’t.”

“Dad can see them.” Hermione turned to her father, “can’t you, Dad? When did….”

Severus put a hand on the older man’s shoulder and gave Hermione a quelling look. Luckily,
Ginny, Neville, Luna, and Dennis Creevey had piled out of the second carriage and were
surrounding her, hugging her and congratulating her on her recovery from the curse. Toby was
again much admired and cooed over, and Hermione gave Dennis her condolences on his
brother’s death. Finally Severus put an end to the conversation with a sharp reminder that
Hermione shouldn’t overdo. His former students all piled into the carriages quickly after that,
and they rode to the door of the castle.

In the Entrance Hall, the Headmistress greeted them graciously. Mr. and Mrs. Granger were sent
off on a tour of the castle with Neville and Dennis, while Professor McGonagall escorted those
who would participate in the ceremony into the Great Hall, where the tables had been replaced
by rows of chairs facing the platform at the far end. At the back of the Hall, near the door, were
three small sofas. The Headmistress gestured for them all to be seated. Hermione noticed that
while Harry had his arm around Ginny with a fiercely possessive air, Ron and Luna simply sat
together talking in low voices. Luna laughed delightedly at something Ron said, and Hermione
realized that Ron’s affection had made Luna a slightly different person—still confidently quirky,
but more willing to relax and interact with others. Ron, on the other hand, basked in her obvious
admiration. Luna was much better for him that she would ever have been, Hermione realized.
She caught Luna’s eye and winked at her and the other girl grinned back at her.

The Headmistress stood before them, her dress robes of maroon tartan with gold velvet trim
billowing impressively. Why, Hermione wondered, did she wear those silly thistles around the
brim of her hat?

“Now,” she said, “the naming ritual is very simple. The main point of it is to allow everyone to
see the baby. Keep this in mind at all times. The ritual bestows a name on young Mr. Snape and
provides him with adult godparents who will stand in the place of parents to him should that ever
be necessary. Otherwise they are merely to support him, give birthday presents, and provide
sympathetic ears when he becomes an adolescent and begins to find his parents unbearable.”



Harry and Ron snorted, but Hermione looked down at her sleeping baby and couldn’t imagine
him ever becoming an annoying adolescent. Severus might find him annoying, though. She
hoped he’d be nicer to Toby than he was to his students. Professor McGonagall glanced at
Severus, and Hermione suspected her thoughts were running along the same lines.

She continued. “Professor Snape and I have the principal speaking parts, and I’m sure he knows
his, as do I, so we needn’t rehearse that. During the naming, Mr. Potter and Mr. Weasley will
stand on the dais, toward the back, so as not to block the guests’ view of young Mr. Snape. Then
each of them will come forward and hold him in turn and answer a short series of questions, after
which they will touch their wand tips to Professor Snape’s and cast the spell simultaneously. I
will say a blessing spell over Mr. Snape, and then Professor Snape will return him to his mother.
Now, which of you will go first?”

“I will,” Ron said. “Harry’s never been to a naming, so we thought it would be best if he went
second.”

“Excellent. Now, normally, the mother sits in the audience, and brings the baby to its father and
then returns to watch the remainder of the ceremony. I’ve put you here in the back so the guests
will have a chance to see you both as you walk to the front; do you think you can walk so far,
Madam Snape, with the help of Miss Lovegood?”

Hermione smiled at Luna. “I’m sure I can. I just climbed the steps to the Entrance Hall, after all.
But I don’t quite trust myself to carry Toby yet.”

“Miss Weasley will carry Mr. Snape. After the naming, Professor Snape will bring Mr. Snape
back here to you, and everyone can offer their best wishes. Champagne will be served to the
adults and pumpkin juice to the students, and there will be cake decorated with appropriate baby
motifs, the house-elves assure me. Are there any questions?”

There were none, so Hermione took Toby from Severus, and the Headmistress led him and Harry
and Ron to a door behind the dais. Harry looked around nervously as he entered, and Hermione
remembered that the room was where Harry and the other champions had gone at the start of the
Triwizard Tournament.

Luna and Ginny were giggling together. “How does it feel to be the mother of a ‘Mr. Snape’?”
Ginny asked, turning to Hermione with a raised eyebrow. “I can’t believe McGonagall called
him that! He’s only three days old! Such a dignified name for such a tiny person.” She wiggled
her fingers in front of his face and he blew a bubble at her.

Luna laughed. “I think the professor jumped when she said it—he must have been ‘Mr. Snape’
when he was a student. But she’s the Headmistress,” she said sensibly. “She must already see
him as one of her students. Maybe he’ll be in Ravenclaw! With you and Professor Snape as his
parents, he’s bound to be an intellectual.”

“Severus will probably be very disappointed if he isn’t in Slytherin,” Hermione said musingly.



“He said that even if he teaches Defense next year, he won’t be Head of Slytherin. Perhaps that’s
why—his son couldn’t be in his House then.”

Luna and Ginny began to discuss Severus’s potential reaction to a Gryffindor son, but Hermione
was silenced by a sudden fear. What if Toby wasn’t magical? Severus said that the male von
Granges had been Squibs since the late nineteenth century. Did that mean that Toby would be?
Draco and his father weren’t but perhaps Lucius’s grandmother was married before the curse
struck. Hermione didn’t know much about Squibs except that they were rare. Would Severus
love Toby less if he wasn’t magical? Surely not—his father had been a Muggle, after all. But it
would be a terrible disappointment. She herself would be sad if her son wasn’t invited to go to
Hogwarts.

She was distracted from her worry by two house-elves, who appeared with a small, sturdy table,
which they placed in the center of the dais. Its top was tilted slightly towards the audience and
surrounded by low railings. Inside the railings they laid a thin pad, and, with a snap of one elf’s
fingers, the railings became invisible. Clever, Hermione thought. Toby would be fully visible to
the guests, but still protected by invisible railings.

A moment later, Hermione and her friends were joined by her parents, Dennis, and Neville.
Ginny conjured screens around them so that they would not be disturbed by the entering guests.
Susanne Granger joined Ginny on the sofa next to Hermione. Neville and Luna chatted
comfortably, while Heinrich and Dennis Creevey compared cameras and discussed the effect of
Lumos spells on F-stop settings.

Hermione’s part in the ceremony passed in a blur: a sea of faces when Professor McGonagall
banished the screen and the students and guests turned to see them; a cheer as she stood, so loud
and sudden that Toby woke again and cried lustily; Luna’s arm under hers as they walked
between the rows of smiling faces to the front of the Hall; the steadying hand on her back as she
took Toby from Ginny and handed him formally to Severus; the proud, happy look in Severus’s
eyes as they met hers and then looked down at their son; and then Hermione’s slow return to the
sofa, leaning rather more heavily on Luna, who whispered encouragement.

More tired than she’d expected to be, Hermione watched as Severus declared Toby’s name to be
Tobias Heinrich Snape, and then held him high to present him to the guests and ask their help in
raising him to be a responsible member of the wizarding community. The Headmistress then
took Toby into her own arms and spoke about the duties of godparents. She handed him to Ron,
who solemnly promised to give him love and moral guidance and teach him the ways of the
wizarding world. Then Harry held him and confidently promised the same, though his promise of
moral guidance was a little undermined by a sad roguish smile. Hermione felt certain that he was
remembering that his own godfather, Sirius Black, must have made this promise with regard to
him, and perhaps thinking how little moral guidance he’d got from the man. But love… Sirius
had given him love in vast quantities.

Harry laid Toby on the angled table, arranging the gold lace robes carefully around him, and
Severus extended his wand so that its tip met those of the two godfathers directly above his son.
All three men incanted “Dedicatio,” and a shower of silver, gold, pale blue, and red sparks



began to fall onto the baby. Toby seemed completely entranced by the tiny lights. He raised his
hand toward their source, waving almost as if to conduct them, Hermione thought fancifully.
Slowly, the thick stream of sparks clumped together into a rapidly spinning five-pointed star—a
pentagram—above him, which gradually slowed and then hung still in the air above him. Slowly
the glittering star tilted so that its shape was clear to the assembled guests, rose slowly to the
enchanted ceiling, and finally winked out.

The Hall was completely silent as the eyes of the guests returned to the dais, where the
Headmistress quickly pronounced a blessing spell over Toby, welcoming him to the wizarding
community. As Severus took him from the table and walked down the aisle, the conversation
swelled from a murmur to an excited babble, and Hermione wondered that Toby didn’t begin
crying again. When Severus laid him in her lap, however, he was sound asleep—apparently all
the excitement of the sparks had tired him out.

“That was a very impressive ceremony,” Susanne said admiringly. “That sparkling star was
particularly beautiful. Does it have a meaning?”

“The colors do,” Hermione said, puzzled. “But Severus didn’t mention a star when he described
the ceremony this morning. Did the star mean something, Severus?”

Severus leaned over and began to speak, but was interrupted and quickly pulled away by Arthur
Weasley. Friends began to gather around the sofa to offer Hermione congratulations on her
recovery and on the birth of her son. The two other sofas and all the chairs had vanished, and
people were standing and chatting in groups, holding champagne glasses and cake.

Molly Weasley was one of the first. “Hermione! It’s wonderful to see you up again. What a
miraculous child Toby is! Such an amazing ceremony! And it was lovely of you to invite Ron to
be one of the godfathers, dear—he’s so proud!”

“Thank you, Molly, but it was actually Sev….”

“Hermione! Hermione!” A hugely pregnant Lavender Brown approached on the arm of a
beaming Dean Thomas. “What a beautiful baby! I’m so thrilled! We’ll both have children in the
same class at Hogwarts. Mine’s a little girl, due in June. And I’m terrified, of course. Did it hurt
terribly?”

“I don’t really remem….”

“Congratulations, Hermione! Cute kid! Hey, Ministry gossip says we’re offering you a job
working directly under Madam Marchbanks. Are you going to take it?”

“I don’t know, Dean. I’ve only just….”

“Hermione, he’s beautiful! Even Snape’s nose looks good on him! Are you going to come back
and do N.E.W.Ts?



“Thanks, Parvati! I’m hoping that….”

“Hey, Granger, I still wank off thinking how slutty you looked lying naked on that table.” The
voice was right at her left ear, and she whipped her head around to face Cormac McLaggen,
crouching next to the arm of her sofa and murmuring so only she could hear. “Old Snape must be
sick when he thinks of what a second-hand little whore he has to fuck to stay in the Ministry’s
good graces.”

“How peculiar, McLaggen,” Hermione said coolly, handing Toby to her mother to put him out of
the reach of the wiry-haired man. “I’d understood that the Death Eaters were all in Azkaban.
What are you doing free?”

“What a rude accusation, Granger!” he said in a shocked voice. “I was under the Imperius Curse
the whole time, and surely you’d agree that it would have been a shameful travesty of justice for
a promising young man like me to be imprisoned merely for failing to resist an Unforgivable!
That’s what my Uncle Tiberius at the Ministry said, anyway. The jury was very sympathetic.”

Hermione just turned her back—he could hardly hurt her in the Great Hall with hundreds of
people having cake and champagne all around her.

The murmur came again. “Hope old Snape takes the job here. I’ll be apprenticing with
McGonagall, so I’ll see a lot of you. Not that there’s any of you I haven’t seen already! But this
time I’ll get to touch—the third time’s the charm, isn’t it? Don’t think for a moment you can
avoid me, Mudblood. I’ll have you yet.”

Hermione kept her back resolutely turned, but she suddenly felt frightened and filthy. No one
appeared to have noticed McLaggen, and she didn’t want to worry her mother, who was having a
pleasant conversation with Professor Sprout about magical plants. Hermione answered another
series of well-wishers almost automatically. Center of attention though she was, no one really
seemed to be paying much attention to her.

“Hermione, Severus said you should have some cake.” Harry handed her a glass of champagne
and a small piece of white cake decorated with a marzipan stork. “He said the sugar will help.
You look a little tired.”

“Hermione, what’s wrong?” Ron knelt down in front of her. “You’re white as a ghost! You don’t
look tired; you look terrified. What’s happened?” Harry looked at her sharply and then knelt as
well.

“Cormac McLaggen,” she whispered, looking around to make certain he wasn’t still nearby.

“That git!” Ron said indignantly. “I would have sworn he was a one of the Death Eaters on the
train, you know, but the Ministry said he wasn’t on Voldemort’s lists and he got off on the old
Imperius Curse excuse.”

“He was a Death Eater,” she said softly. “He asked Voldemort for the privilege of being the first



to rape me, but he was turned down. He’s just reminded me of it. He said he’d ‘have me yet.’
And he’s going to be here at Hogwarts.” Her voice shook.

Ron took both her hands and then recoiled. “Merlin, Hermione! Your hands are like ice.” He
shook his head. “We can’t tell Severus—he’d murder the bloke right here, and that wouldn’t be
good. Not today anyway. Not after Toby’s ritual.”

“We’ll just stand here next to you, Hermione,” Harry said confidently, rising. “If he tries to get
near you again, we’ll hex him. You just forget about him and eat your cake and chat with your
guests. Drink the champagne. That’ll warm you and calm your nerves a bit.” Ron nodded in
agreement.

Hermione thanked them warmly and followed their advice. The cake was delicious, and she did
feel a bit better. Ron and Harry leaned against the wall on either side of the sofa, casually
twirling their wands. Tonks came over to chat with Harry while Hermione was receiving
congratulations from Remus Lupin.

“I can’t tell you how glad we all are to have you back among us, Hermione,” he said gently.
“Harry and Ron have been miserable, and Severus… well, Severus has been quite desperate,
knowing you were alive but not being able to help you. Minerva tried to get him back to
Hogwarts in September, but he wouldn’t think of it so long as you were unconscious. And then,
of course, there was all that nonsense with Scrimgeour, so it was probably just as well. The
bastard would have fought his appointment.”

Hermione nodded seriously. She’d been so focused on regaining her memories that she hadn’t
really considered how her situation would have affected Severus. She’d have to make sure to
think that through, too. Right now, however, she had other things to worry about—Cormac
McLaggen and whether Toby was a Squib for starters. She looked at Remus gratefully. “Thank
you for telling me. I’ll need to see about making it up to him.” Remus smiled and she noticed he
had a new scar snaking down his left cheek. “So you didn’t come out of the battle unscathed,
either?”

The werewolf laughed ruefully. “Stupidity, I’m afraid. Bella hit me with one of her fancy hexes,
but I was trying to keep her from hexing Harry so I barely noticed it. And then, after the battle…
well, Nymphadora was quite badly injured and we sat up talking all night. I didn’t get it healed
until it was too late to keep it from scarring. But it was worth it. We’re to be married next month,
and Severus has promised me that the two of you will be there.”

“Of course, Remus! That’s wonderful! Congratulations! I’m so glad I haven’t missed you
wedding. I’ve missed so many others. Dean and Lavender have been married for six months, and
I didn’t even know they were dating.”

“Well, there will be plenty more to come. Harry and Ginny are planning for August, I think….”

“What? Harry didn’t tell me a thing about it! How wonderful!” She turned to tug at the sleeve of
Harry’s robes. “Harry! Why didn’t you tell me that you and Ginny were engaged?”



Her friend looked a little ashamed of himself. “Yeah, we got engaged at Christmas, and we’re
getting married August twelfth.” He hesitated. “I guess I was sort of saving it to tell you when it
wouldn’t get mixed in with everything else. Ginny wants to talk to you about being in the
wedding, when things calm down a little. Don’t tell her I told you, though, okay?”

“I won’t. But it’s wonderful news, Harry. I’m so pleased.” She darted a glance at Ron, who was
now talking with Luna, and then looked back at Harry, who shook his head minutely. “I see. Not
yet, then. Hello, Severus,” she added as her husband emerged from the thinning crowd. “Is it
time to go?”

“Are you all right, Boon? You’re looking a little pale.”

“Well, it’s been a little overwhelming to see everyone, but wonderful, really,” she said, trying to
look cheerful. “Are we ready to go home?”

The Headmistress appeared behind him. “If you’re able, Madam Snape, I’d like to show you
both the rooms we’ll be offering Severus along with his new position.” She smiled
apologetically. “Since you’re at Hogwarts already, it would save you the trouble of coming back
if you could look at them now and let me know if you’d like any alterations. Then, you can move
into them temporarily in mid-May, when you’ll want to join the seventh years in reviewing for
the N.E.W.T.s.” She smiled. “I am trying very hard to convince Severus to return to Hogwarts,
you see.”

Hermione was at that moment not entirely certain that she wanted Severus to teach at Hogwarts.
If McLaggen was truly apprenticing with the Headmistress, there would be endless opportunities
for him to corner her. And even if she avoided Hogwarts and lived at Spinners End, or the
mysterious Prince Hall, he could learn Severus’s schedule and attack her at home when he knew
Severus was teaching and she’d be alone with Toby. Still, she couldn’t really refuse to look at
the rooms.

Professor McGonagall sent Harry and Ron to the gates, where the press had been promised an
interview about the naming, so the young men left after promising to visit their godson the
following weekend. Luna and Ginny also said goodbye, and Hermione gave each of them a hug
and thanked them for their help. She felt no fear of Cormac while Severus was with her, but she
noticed that Ron nodded significantly to Tonks as he left, and Tonks managed to include herself
and Remus with the Snapes and the Grangers for the tour of the new rooms. Toby was getting
fretful, and the lace seemed to be rubbing his neck uncomfortably, so Severus summoned Toots,
and sent her home with him.

They moved slowly through the corridors, talking amongst themselves. Hermione leaned a little
on Severus’s supportive arm and enjoyed her parents’ pleasure at seeing her school as they
passed through the castle.

The rooms were in the North Tower, just below those of Professor Trelawney, reached by a
revolving stair like that leading to the Headmistress’s office. They occupied three-quarters of the



tower on two floors, with wonderful views to the north, east, and south. The lower floor had a
large sitting room, with a series of tall, arched windows looking out toward the Forbidden Forest
and, to the south, the castle courtyards, the other towers, and the lake. There were more lake
views in the library, which occupied the southwest quadrant of the tower. Between them was the
door to a round turret room, extending out towards the lake with three large windows to the east,
south, and west, and furnished with a large dining table. The second floor had the master
bedroom (over the library), a luxuriously appointed bathroom (in the turret), and the nursery on
the south; and two smaller bedrooms in the northeast quadrant. The rooms seemed incredibly
large to Hermione after the small but efficient rooms at Spinners End, but they were bright and
clean and furnished with comfortable furniture.

Hermione’s father stood with Tonks and Remus looking out the sitting room windows to the
south, and Hermione heard Remus pointing out the Whomping Willow. After an overview of
both floors, Severus and Hermione and Susanne rejoined the others in the sitting room and
settled into the chairs.

“The rooms are pleasantly warm in the winter, with all the sunlight,” the Headmistress
explained, “and there are large fireplaces in every room, although only those on the lower floor
are connected to the Hogwarts Floo. I’ve chosen only landscape paintings, warded against the
entrance of human portraits, since I know that’s what you prefer, Severus, but of course the
Hogwarts stores will be open to you for any additional furnishings you need. I thought you might
want to expand the nursery to take in the smaller guest bedroom, at least until Toby is older. And
you’ll certainly want to add a toilet on the lower floor—I don’t know how Aloysius Kettleburn’s
family managed without one. Perhaps opposite the dining turret, between the sitting room and
the library?”

Severus shook his head. “Minerva, Hermione and I have barely had time to discuss your offer
and how we plan to live our lives, now that the war’s over and she’s awake again. My principal
reason for wanting to teach Defense was always to train the students to protect themselves
against Voldemort and his Death Eaters. That danger is past, now.”

Tonks snorted loudly, and Severus gave her a dark glance before continuing. “I’m aware that the
Dark Arts will always be a threat, Nymphadora, but even an Auror must admit that Voldemort’s
death and the incarceration of his surviving Death Eaters makes that threat much less pressing.”

“If you would prefer the Potions position,” Professor McGonagall replied, “I’m sure Horace
would be glad to retire in your favor. I want you back at Hogwarts, Severus. Having you as my
Deputy Head would be a tremendous help. Madam Marchbanks has been insistent that no
expense be spared in staffing Hogwarts with the finest faculty I can find, and she specifically
requested that you be rehired if I could convince you to accept a position. We’d both prefer you
teach Defense—we believe that you could have a great influence for good. Just think, Severus.
You might have the opportunity, not just to train several generations to fight the next Dark Lord,
but to prevent there being another Dark Lord at all. You understand the attraction of Dark magic
in a way that no previous professor has done—excuse me, Remus, but you know what I mean.
You both have the intellectual understanding of the Dark, but Remus has always been repelled
by it. Severus has experienced its attraction, and knows how to fight it from the inside, so to



speak.”

“You want me, in essence, to be a living warning to the students against the road I chose in my
youth, Minerva.” He raised his hand to forestall her protests. “I have no objection to playing that
role if it is a useful one, and I appreciate your confidence. But I tell you frankly, Hogwarts is the
scene of many of the worst moments of my life. I am not certain that I can endure to return here
even for a year.”

“Then try it for six weeks, Severus. Madam Snape must take her N.E.W.Ts—it would be a
travesty for such a brilliant student not to graduate. Reviewing will begin in the middle of May;
she should have recovered fully from the curse and from childbirth by that time. You may have
these rooms on trial during those six weeks—come and go as you please, with no duties, use the
library, take your meals here or in the Great Hall. Then the two of you can discuss my offer and
give me a decision by the first of August. Does that sound fair?”

“Of course, Minerva,” Severus said with a sigh. “You are very generous. I just want to make it
clear that I can make no promises. And Hermione will have an equal say in our decision. We
have much to discuss. Does the trial period meet with your approval, Boon?”

Hermione felt herself in a quandary. Would returning to Hogwarts subject her to McLaggen’s
taunts, and possibly an attack? It was best to find out, and she was no good at subterfuge. “I think
so,” she said hesitantly. “But Professor McGonagall, could you tell me whether your apprentice
will be working with you in May? Or will he not start until the autumn?”

“My apprentice? Are you interested in apprenticing with me in Transfiguration, Madam Snape?”
The Headmistress looked confused.

“No, I meant Cormac McLaggen. He told me he would be apprenticing with you.”

Severus turned to Hermione sharply. “McLaggen? He was here?” He took her hands
apologetically. “I’m so sorry—I should have warned you...”

Heinrich was also disturbed. “Wasn’t that the young man you mentioned who….” He looked
hard at Hermione, who nodded.

Tonks interrupted. “McLaggen was making threats… sexual threats to Hermione in the Great
Hall.” The Headmistress gasped. “Harry and Ron stood with her for the rest of the reception, and
they suggested that I follow her and see whether I could witness any incriminating behavior.
Obviously, she’s in no danger when she’s with Severus, but the boy’s arrogant enough that he
may not realize that.”

Professor McGonagall shook her head in disbelief. “He has an appointment here at six. Madam
Marchbanks made it a personal request, though I told her I could hardly offer an apprenticeship
to a student without even an O.W.L. in the subject—but Tiberius Ogden was insistent,
apparently. I am appalled to hear that he used the occasion to attend the naming ceremony
uninvited, much less to threaten Madam Snape. You have my sincere apologies. I shall see him



this afternoon and express my displeasure. He will not return to Hogwarts while I am
Headmistress, I assure you. It’s an outrage that he should attempt to intimidate you here.”

Severus turned to Hermione, his jaw set. “I’d meant to tell you that he got off, Boon, but I had no
idea he would dare approach you. We shall have to discuss whether to prosecute him for his
threats—or possibly even for his activities as a Death Eater.” He turned to the others.
“McLaggen asked and was denied a… a privilege at the meeting when Hermione was a captive.
That was hardly the action of a man under the Imperius Curse. I attempted to testify in his trial,
but my testimony was disallowed in cases where it was the only evidence. His name must not
have been on Voldemort’s records, or my testimony would have been allowed.”

“Actually,” said Tonks, “I thought his name was on the list when we submitted it. I read it over,
and I noticed him particularly, since I know his uncle is a crony of Rufus Scrimgeour’s and very
powerful at the Ministry. But everyone refers to the printed version now, and his name isn’t on
that. His presence in a Death Eater's hood at Avebury was the only evidence against him at his
trial, and that was consistent with the Imperius Curse. Did you get a clear look at him in a Death
Eater meeting, Hermione? We could use your memory, if you’d prefer not to testify.”

Hermione looked at her husband, and then at her parents. Her mother had her eyes closed and her
father was stroking her back. Hermione took a deep breath. “I’d be glad to testify; my memories
would be a bit embarrassing, but I’d do that, too. I talked to him when I first was taken by the
Death Eaters—you weren’t there, Severus—he had his mask off and he said he’d ask Voldemort
if he could rape me first.”

Professor McGonagall gasped.

Hermione continued. “He referred to that conversation and what came afterwards when he spoke
to me this afternoon. I think my memories would be quite damning. He’s hardly under an
Imperius now.”

“Excellent,” said Tonks. “Brave girl. And if we can get evidence that Scrimgeour left his name
off the published list as a favor to his uncle, we may be able to prosecute them as well. I knew I’d
seen his name.”

The Headmistress stood. “I’m terribly sorry you should have had such an unpleasant and
frightening experience on your first day back at Hogwarts, Madam Snape. But please do let me
know if I can do anything to make the rooms more comfortable for you. I’m afraid I must return
to my office for a Floo call now.

Severus and Hermione stood and thanked her for her trouble, and assured her that the rooms
were beautiful. The Grangers also thanked her for her hospitality and attempted to return the
spectacles that Professor Flitwick had given them.

“No, no! Please keep them,” the Headmistress said, smiling. “I hope you will be visiting Severus
and your daughter here frequently in the future. Remus, I shall be talking to you next week; in
the meantime, may I ask you and Miss Tonks to help return the Grangers to Severus’s house?



And Severus, Hermione, congratulations again on such a very successful naming ceremony.”

Severus turned to Hermione as the Headmistress departed. “Are you ready to return home? I
think Toby will probably be anxious to see you.”

She smiled up at him. “And I’m anxious to see him. Let’s go home.”

As they walked through the corridors towards the front door, Remus mentioned that he’d been
offered the position in Ancient Runes, as Professor Stonebridge was retiring after fifty years.
“It’s always been my real subject, you know. A little impractical, perhaps, but far less dangerous
than Defense. If the two of you—or I should say, the three of you—will be here as well, that will
be an added incentive for me to accept.”

The others congratulated him, and Hermione was relieved to think that there was no reason, now,
that Severus shouldn’t take the position, if he wanted it. As they passed the junction with the
familiar corridor that led to Gryffindor tower, Hermione paused at a small alcove that contained
a table with a large bouquet beneath a large framed photograph of Colin Creevey, smiling and
waving enthusiastically. Her eyes filled with tears. There was a long memorial text below it,
detailing the reasons for his receipt of the Order of Merlin, Second Class. She turned to the
others who had paused uncertainly.

“I’ll catch you up in a moment. I… I just want to read this about Colin.”

They moved on as she read through the lengthy citation. She hadn’t realized that Colin had
accompanied the Order on many of the raids in the months before the battle at Avebury,
photographing the Death Eaters who took part so that the Aurors could identify those who were
still leading double lives and helping in the prosecution of those who were captured.

As she turned away from the memorial, she found herself facing Cormac McLaggen, who
grabbed her around the waist with one hand and quickly cast a Silencing Spell. Hermione looked
helplessly down the corridor, where she could just see the top of Severus’s head disappearing
down the stairs. McLaggen pulled her into the alcove again and pushed himself up against her,
but she struggled free of him and drew her wand.

“No escape for you this time, little Mudblood! Oh, your wand doesn’t frighten me. For one thing,
you can’t speak, and for another, it said in the Daily Prophet this morning that you can’t cast
much more than a Lumos these days.”

Had the man never heard of non-verbal spells? Probably didn’t make it into N.E.W.T.-Level
Defense, she thought. She only hoped she wouldn’t pass out from using too much magic. But it
would be as well to let him talk a bit—more memories for the Wizangemot.

He was looking at her meditatively. ‘Now, let me see, shall I just Evanesco your robes, or shall I
give myself the pleasure of ripping all that expensive fabric off your lewd little body? I could
take you right here, where anyone might wander by—I love that kind of danger. But I think I’ll
drag you off to a classroom so I can rape you at my leisure. I wouldn’t want to be interrupted



again. You just caught me off guard the first time, and then after I’d captured you, the Dark Lord
gave you away before I got a chance to enjoy you. But you’re helpless now.”

He took a step towards her and Hermione concentrated all her magic on casting a non-verbal
Stunning Spell. A bright red bolt of light shot out of her wand and hit Cormac in the center of the
chest. He toppled backwards with a surprised expression on his face, and Hermione was a bit
ashamed of the pleasure she took in the crunching sound his head made against the stone floor.
She slumped against the wall in relief and exhaustion.

“Sorry, Hermione,” Tonks said, dispelling her Disillusionment Charm and materializing in front
of her. “I was so astounded at his stupidity that I just stood goggling. Lean on my arm, then, and
we’ll catch up with the others before they have a chance to worry.” With a careless flick,
McLaggen was wrapped tightly in ropes and floated in front of them.

McLaggen’s Silencio spell had, of course, dissipated when he lost consciousness. “What
happened?” Hermione asked. “Where were you?”

“Oh, I thought he might be stalking us, so I tipped Severus the wink and Disillusioned myself.
The silly bugger crept up behind you while you were reading. But I’ve got him all on the record,
now.” She tapped a small silver box hanging from her belt. “If you want to have him up for
assault, I doubt you’ll even have to testify.”

“That’s a tape recorder?”

“The magical equivalent. Standard Auror issue. Here we are.”

The others seemed unsurprised to see McLaggen floating ahead of Tonks, although Severus
hugged Hermione tightly and insisted on carrying her out to the carriage. There was only seating
for six, so Tonks laid McLaggen across the floor and they all rested their feet on him.

“I still don’t understand how McLaggen explained his Dark Mark,” Severus said angrily as they
climbed out of the carriage at the gates. “That should have been sufficient evidence against an
Imperius.”

“But… but all the Marks completely disappeared!” Tonks said, surprised. “We were instructed
not to waste time looking for them.”

In reply, Severus pulled up his sleeve and showed her the pink Dark Mark. “It’s perfectly clear. I
suspect your superiors didn’t want incontrovertible evidence to be found in some of the cases
where they had been convinced to let the Death Eaters off.”

Tonks freed McLaggen’s left forearm and found the same clear, pink Mark. She swore angrily.
“We’ll see about this. This is appalling. I’ve got that order signed by Scrimgeour in my files. I’ll
talk to Mad-Eye and then I’m going straight to Madam Marchbanks. And we’d better let
Minerva know that her six o’clock appointment is on his way to Azkaban.” With a flick of her
wand, a ghostly white werewolf flew off to the Headmistress’s office. “Now, let’s get you lot



home, and I’ll come back here and pick up the Death Eater.”

Susanne took Tonks’ arm, Heinrich took Remus’s, and Severus held Hermione tightly. Soon they
were back in the sitting room at Spinners End, saying goodbye to Tonks, who Apparated away
almost immediately. A few minutes later, Remus left them as well, having promised to make
Tonks dinner.

“I think, Boon, that you’ve had more than enough excitement for the day,” Severus said. He
turned to the Grangers. “When Hermione’s finished feeding Toby, she should rest until dinner.
Perhaps, as it’s just us, you won’t mind eating with us in our dressing room?”

“Of course not,” Susanne said, giving Hermione a brief hug. “I think I’ll lie down for a while
myself, after all the excitement.”

When Hermione had changed out of her robes and got settled in bed with Toby, who had been
relieved of his gold lace, Severus sat down beside her, looking a little uncomfortable. “I’m so
sorry about McLaggen, Boon. I wish you hadn’t been reminded of the horrible beginnings of our
relationship on such a triumphant day.”

She sighed. “That wasn’t the beginning of our relationship, Severus. Our relationship started
when I was eleven. It’s had some really bad moments, but the good greatly outweighs the bad,
and being reminded of the bad isn’t going to change that. We’ve got past the worst now. I was
just worried when he said he’d be at Hogwarts that I’d have to be looking out for him all the
time. I’ve had enough of that. And Ron was afraid you’d do something violent to him, and I
didn’t want that either.”

“I’d like to, of course. But I think Miss Tonks will take care of the matter much more effectively,
and possibly get rid of some of our more corrupt Ministry officials into the bargain. I don’t think
you’ll be troubled by McLaggen again. I worried when you looked so worn at the end of the
reception. Was he the only reason?”

“Well, a big part of it, but....” She paused. “Severus, doesn’t the Deputy Head keep the book that
lists children who will get Hogwarts letters? Could you look up Toby for me?”

“Of course, if I become Deputy Head.” He looked at her curiously. “But it will only give his
name and ours.”

“Ginny and Luna were talking about which House Toby would be in, and it struck me that he
might be a Squib. You said that all the male von Granges have been Squibs. I’d… I’d feel better
if you could check and make sure he’s magical enough to attend Hogwarts. That’s what I was
mainly worried about.”

Severus looked shocked. “Toby a Squib? Didn’t anyone explain the star, Boon?”

She looked at him blankly and shook her head. “You said the colors were significant, like our
binding cords, so I thought passion, intelligence, understanding, and inspiration were good.”



“Yes, very good. But I should have explained. You see, the sparks normally simply shower over
the baby. Strong baby wizards and witches sometimes form them into a circle that floats over the
child for a few moments. That’s what I did at my naming. But the pentagram is something none
of us has ever seen before—and Toby did that himself. He’s going to be an exceptional wizard.
A Squib indeed! He may be a second Merlin! Everyone was talking about it. I’m amazed that no
one explained it to you.”

“I see. No, everyone said it successful, but I just thought they meant that Toby hadn’t cried or
anything.” She paused thoughtfully. “And of course he countered my curse, too. Do you suppose
he did it on purpose?”

“It’s quite possible. It might have been a kind of defensive magic—Poppy wasn’t entirely sure
that the curse would allow you to give birth. We were all terribly worried.”

“So Toby may have saved my life, too. I’ll have to think about that.” She looked down at her
sleeping son. He was going to be a great wizard, like Dumbledore, perhaps.

“Don’t think, Boon. Just get some rest. We’ve got a lot to talk about and think about before we
leave for Hogwarts. But tomorrow is soon enough to start on that.” He took Toby, tucked her in,
kissed her, and promised to return in two hours to take her into the next room for dinner. Then he
drew the bed curtains to keep out the flickering afternoon sunlight.
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Snape's Boon
Courtroom Ten

by amr

Summary: Hermione deals with the aftermath of McLaggen’s attack.

“Excellent answers, Madam Snape,” said Prometheus Croaker, Head of the Department of
Mysteries. “You certainly seem well-grounded in the principles of magical research. I very much
hope we’ll be able to enroll you in our training program. Those are all my questions; perhaps
there are some questions I can answer for you?” He leaned forward confidently in his seat and
smiled, his long, pale hands folded on his desk and his protuberant brown eyes gazing
sympathetically at the nervous young witch before him.

Hermione sat up a little straighter. “Only a few, sir. The material you sent me last week was very
thorough. But my husband tells me that not every graduate of your course becomes an
Unspeakable. Could you give me an idea what other sorts of employment I might be offered at
the end of the course?”

The pale man nodded. “Professor Snape is correct, of course. Only our most successful trainees
are offered positions as Unspeakables, although most who are offered them accept them. I would
hope you would be inclined to do so, if you were selected for an offer; I think you would find the
work very congenial. But our program is very well regarded and most of our graduates receive
multiple offers, primarily from other Ministry departments that value the creative thinking,
experimental formulation, and research methods we teach. We’ve placed numerous graduates
over the years in the Committee on Experimental Charms, the Experimental Potions Group, the
Invisibility Task Force, and, of course, in Magical Law Enforcement—mostly in Internal
Security, the Committee for the Development of Protective Charms, and the Hex Creation
Section.”

Hermione nodded and made several notes on the parchment in front of her. “And outside the
Ministry?”

“Of course. A number of Hogwarts Professors have graduated from the program, notably
Septima Vector. She speaks quite highly of you, by the way—you must be sure to ask her for a
recommendation. And, of course, private industry values the skills we teach very highly, and the
pay there is often somewhat higher. For example, our two most recent graduates, Verity
MacIlroy and Jolie Knutsworth, are researchers for Weasley Wizarding Wheezes. But a wide
variety of companies make offers to our graduates: all the big broom companies, Gringotts,
producers of a wide variety of potions and charmed artifacts, textbook publishers, Magical Pest
control…. And, of course, there’s always medical research—St. Mungo’s has an extensive
research program that has hired many of our graduates. Most students who complete the program
successfully have five or six positions offered to them, allowing them to accept the offer that best
suits their interests and lifestyles.”



“I see. That’s very encouraging.” She finished scribbling a few more notes and then looked up at
him hesitantly. “I was also wondering about security. I get really excited about my studies and
my work, and it would be frustrating not to be able to talk them over with others—my husband
and my friends. And I’m not very good at dissimulation, or so Severus tells me. How much of
my work would have to remain confidential?”

Again Mr. Croaker smiled as though he’d expected the question. “In the training program itself,
nothing is confidential. Most sessions are held in the Ministry library and the classrooms here on
the Atrium level. Some of the advanced Potions and Charms classes are even shared with the
Auror training program. Trainees are allowed into the rest of the Department of Mysteries only
on escorted visits to a few of the less secret sections.” He smiled apologetically. “It’s not only for
security. The Department itself can be a little confusing until you learn your way around.”

Hermione nodded knowingly. “Ridiculously so, I thought. Those unlabeled doors in the
revolving room seemed extremely impractical to me. But I suppose it’s organized conceptually?
I wasn’t quite sure what the Brain Room had to do with the Veil Room—the relationship
between consciousness and soul, perhaps? I did work out the connection between the Time
Room and the Hall of Prophecy eventually—I assume they’re both related to the question of
predestination?”

“You’ve been in the Department?” Mr. Croaker’s eyes, bulging already, threatened to take leave
of their sockets.

“Yes, I was with Harry Potter in the Department there three years ago. Severus said Augustus
Rookwood lowered all the wards that evening.”

“Ah, yes. Rookwood was one of our more spectacular failures at screening,” he said in a dazed
voice. “And you’ve worked out the connection between time and….” He sat looking at her with
a rather stunned expression for a moment. “Very promising. Very promising indeed.”

After a long moment’s silence, Hermione felt she needed to say something. “But it was all quite
fascinating, I thought. One of the reasons I thought I might be interested in becoming an
Unspeakable, really. I mean, time is quite interesting. Of course, Divination was never my
subject, but it would have been useful to understand the limits on changing time the year I was
using a Time-Turner.”

“You used a Time-Turner,” Mr. Croaker said flatly.

“Yes—well, it was supposed to be confidential, but since you said you’d seen my Hogwarts file,
I assumed you’d have realized I couldn’t have taken all those classes my third year without a
Time-Turner. I was a wreck, though. They really shouldn’t have let me use it, although it was
just as well in the end.”

Mr. Croaker nodded absently and then cleared his throat and pulled himself together. “Very
interesting, Madam Snape. But you were asking about security. One of the modules of the course
will give guidance and practice in dealing with questions about confidential work—useful



techniques that can deflect or partially answer questions without offending the questioner or
encouraging more questions.”

The bulging eyes crinkled into a surprisingly pleasant smile. “As an Unspeakable, of course,
you’d sign an oath of confidentiality. But if Professor Snape signed the same oath, you always
could discuss your work with him. He is, after all, a graduate of the course.”

“He is?” It was Hermione’s turn to be surprised. “He failed to mention that, I’m afraid,” she said
wryly, “although he spoke very highly of the program. I suppose he thought I should get any
information I needed from a more authoritative and up-to-date source.”

“Yes,” Croaker said musingly. “He did quite well in the course—as you’d expect, of course.
Normally, he’d have been offered a position as an Unspeakable. Things might have turned out
quite differently, I’ve often thought, if…. But he had a very attractive offer in Potions research
from Malfoy Enterprises, and there was a certain amount of pressure from higher up in the
Ministry not to undermine their offer with one of our own. Looking back, of course, certain
things become obvious.”

Hermione nodded. “Of course. What a pity.” Well, that explained another few years of Severus’s
life. She shook her head a little as if to clear it. “I should also ask about the childcare facilities. If
I start the course in September, my son will be only five months old. Is there on-site care or a
wizarding crèche in the area?”

“Of course.” He shuffled through some papers on his desk. “I read about young Toby’s
pentagram in the Daily Prophet with great interest, you know. Very unusual—I did a preliminary
search of our archives, actually. There are some earlier occurrences of triangles and squares, but
nothing so complex as a pentagram. But doubtless you and your husband will want to look into it
yourselves.”

Mr. Croaker handed her a glossy brochure illustrated with moving photos of children romping in
sunny, pastel-colored rooms with thick carpeting and wood-framed picture windows. “The
Ministry operates a very highly regarded crèche. It’s here on the Eighth Level, on the opposite
side of the Atrium from our classrooms, so you’d find it quite convenient. The twelve house-
elves on staff are fully trained in childcare, and there’s a St. Mungo’s mediwitch on call. A two-
way Floo connects to a large suburban park, with playground equipment for toddlers, and there’s
pre-Hogwarts instruction for older children. Most parents find the monthly charges quite
reasonable—and there’s a reduced rate for younger children who bring their own house-elf.”

“Thank you; that would be excellent,” Hermione said, smiling at the cheerful pictures of
worried-looking elves watching small children on slides and toy brooms. “I had no idea there
was such a pleasant place for children at the Ministry. And my schedule would allow me time to
drop in and see him?”

“Well, it is a rather intensive course, you realize. Since we finish in fifteen months—you would
be graduating a year from this December—we have a tightly-packed schedule of classes,
tutorials, and laboratory practice. But there are half-hour breaks in the morning and afternoon,



and you’ll have ninety minutes for lunch. And you’ll have three-day weekends, too, although
you’re expected to complete extensive reading assignments during that time. Nonetheless, it will
be on your own schedule.”

Hermione nodded and tucked the pamphlet in her bag. “I think that’s it, then.”

Mr. Croaker folded his hands. “Now, you’ll need to take your N.E.W.Ts at some point before
August fifteenth, you understand. We can’t offer you a place without them.”

“I’m going to Hogwarts tonight, actually. I’ll do the last four weeks of review at Hogwarts and
then take the tests there with the other students.”

Mr. Croaker raised his eyebrows. “The N.E.W.Ts cannot be retaken, you know. You should give
yourself enough time to earn the best scores you can. Our standards are quite high.”

“Severus thinks I’ll be all right,” she replied. “He gave me readings and assignments when I
lived at his house before the battle, and he worked with me on Potions and in the evenings. He’s
quite a good teacher, one-on-one.”

Mr. Croaker smiled. “I suppose he might be,” he said. “Which subjects are you taking?”

“Charms, Transfiguration, Potions, Herbology, Defense, Arithmancy, Runes, and History. I
realize now that I should have stuck with Divination, but one simply doesn’t know these things
when one is thirteen.”

“That shouldn’t be a problem,” Croaker said dubiously, “as long as you can scrape a pass in
Arithmancy, Charms and three of the others. But eight N.E.W.Ts? I would really advise you to
concentrate on your five best subjects, in the circumstances.”

She shook her head and he sighed. “Well, I hope you do well, then.” He rose and shook her hand.
“May I offer you my Floo? I can lift the wards for a moment if you’d like to get home more
quickly.”

She shook her head regretfully. “Thanks. I wish I could, but I have an appointment at Magical
Law Enforcement after this one.”

He frowned. “You are considering the Auror training program as well?”

“Um, no. Actually, I’m supposed to testify against a Death Eater who slipped through the
cracks.”

The man’s eyes bulged again and he shuffled his papers nervously. “Slipped through the...?
Indeed! Well, good luck to you, then. Thank you again for your application. Just give the form to
your Head of House and your N.E.W.Ts results will be magically forwarded to us.”

After thanking Mr. Croaker for his time, Hermione made her way up to Tonks’s office on the



second floor. She was surprised to see the Minister of Magic, Madam Marchbanks, waiting with
the Auror. She was wearing deep purple robes, with a large white W appliquéd on the right
sleeve.

“I’ll walk down with you and Miss Tonks, dear,” the elderly witch said, leading them slowly
back towards the elevators. “We’re very grateful to you for having the courage to testify about
such a terrible experience. And I fear you may be cross-examined rather… aggressively. I’ve
talked to Tiberius, but.... I hope you won’t let it upset you.” The Minister gave her a rather guilty
look.

“Um… I don’t think so, Madam Minister. Tonks and I went over it all last Tuesday.” She’d been
cross-examined by Voldemort, after all. How could the Wizengamot be worse than that?

Tonks put her arm around Hermione’s shoulder. “Hermione knows how important it is to prevent
Death Eaters going free. She’s already suffered from our failure to imprison them all.”

Madam Marchbanks nodded solemnly, pushing the elevator button for Level Nine. “Yes. I was
furious when I heard about that. It should never have happened! Unlike 1981, this time we could
have incarcerated every single Death Eater, had we made full use of the materials that Professor
Snape provided us. And it’s shameful that he was prevented from testifying in so many cases.
However, I believe that with your help, we may just be able to clear things up completely this
afternoon, though they may not get quite the prison sentences they deserve.”

“Really? Why not?”

Tonks explained. “There are legal difficulties in re-trying those who’ve been exonerated
previously—one can’t be tried twice for the same crime.”

Hermione nodded. “Right—Double Jeopardy is illegal in Muggle Common Law as well. Is that
why the Death Eater trials were conducted so quickly? So Severus couldn’t testify?”

Madam Marchbanks nodded. “We believe so. Your evidence should convict McLaggen for
attempted rape, but we’d like to put him away for longer than that, since he really was a Death
Eater.”

“Can we prove that?” Tonks asked.

“Oh, yes!” The Minister bent her head confidentially, though they were alone in the elevator.
“The original handwritten lists were ‘accidentally’ destroyed, but Mr. Robards very wisely made
certified copies of all the parchments you recovered, Miss Tonks, before turning them over to the
Minister. He gave them to Gringotts for safekeeping. We haven’t let that information out yet—
nor what Professor Snape has shown us about the Mark. Aside from Mr. McLaggen, there were
only three others who were also left off the published lists, all friends of his, oddly. And two of
them work for his uncle, Tiberius Ogden. Coincidentally, those two testified in Mr. McLaggen’s
defense at his trial and all three will be witnesses for the defense today.”



“Really? Who are they?”

She consulted a slip of parchment. “Kenneth Towler, Terence Higgs, and Adrian Pucey. Do you
know them, Madam Snape?”

“I know Ken, of course. He was in Gryffindor, and he and McLaggen were always getting at the
Weasley twins and Lee Jordan. He was definitely a Death Eater—I saw him often when I was
living in Voldemort’s dungeons. He and McLaggen used to spit in my food. The other two were
on the Slytherin Quidditch team, I think. But I wouldn’t have recognized them out of uniform.”

“Pity.” Madam Marchbanks said, as she led them out of the elevator on Level Nine and down the
hall toward the black door to the Department of Mysteries. “We’re in Courtroom Ten—the full
Wizengamot,” she said, taking them slowly down the stairs beside the door. “Towler, like
McLaggen, was exonerated. I hope we’ll be able to convict the two of them of perjury, although
the prison sentences will still be less than they are for treason. Pucey and Higgs weren’t at
Avebury, so we can try them for treason.”

“That’s odd. Voldemort made sure everyone would be there. Perhaps they were part of the group
that Apparated away, right at the start? Harry said that they all went back to the dungeons, but
perhaps they were smart enough to Apparate somewhere else.”

“That may be. If so, it is rather disturbing that those who actually fought against us will receive
lighter punishment than those who ran away.”

Hermione thought for a moment. “Couldn’t you demand a retrial for McLaggen and Towler on
the basis of tainted evidence? I mean, Voldemort’s membership lists must have been
intentionally altered, and you might even be able to make the argument that their Dark Marks
were ignored because of intentional misinformation.”

“We’ll make that argument, of course, but there’s no exception for tainted evidence in the
restrictions against Double Jeopardy,” Madam Marchbanks said slowly.

“Oh.” Hermione was disappointed. “Perhaps it’s only in the Muggle law, then. Parliament passed
a change the summer before my sixth year, I’m certain. My Aunt Erika is a Muggle barrister, and
I remember her talking about it.”

The Minister paused at the foot of the stairs and turned to Hermione in surprise. “Is that so?
That’s very interesting. Unless it’s been changed to conform to wizarding practice, the
Wizengamot normally applies the relevant Muggle law directly. I must consult my legal advisors
about this. If the Muggle law has changed, we may be able to invoke it. Thank you, Madam
Snape. In 1996, that would be, correct? That may be very useful information.”

The Minister preceded them into the room. It was round, with tiers of benches rising steeply
around a central area. It reminded Hermione oddly of the Veil Room in the Department of
Mysteries, except that instead of the arch with the veil in the center, there was a single wooden
chair, with chains piled around its legs. This was the room, she realized, where Harry had been



tried for defending himself and his cousin from the Dementors. But unlike Harry’s trial,
witnesses were apparently expected. As Hermione followed Tonks to the benches on the right
side of the room, Aurors conjured eight chairs and arranged them in a V with the chained chair at
the point and two angled rows of four on either side of it. Hermione took her seat in the lowest
tier, next to Tonks and directly in front of Madam Pomfrey.

The central section of benches, opposite the door, was filled with about fifty witches and wizards
in the same purple robes and large white W’s that Madam Marchbanks wore. At the center of the
first row she recognized Ignatius Tofty, who had administered her O.W.L. exam in Charms; he
was apparently presiding. The old man settled his pince-nez on his nose and glanced nervously at
Tiberius Ogden, the youngest of her O.W.L. examiners, seated to his right. He was a good man,
she thought—like Madam Marchbanks, he had defended Dumbledore during the last year of the
Fudge Ministry. But he was also McLaggen’s uncle, she remembered, and a good friend of
Rufus Scrimgeour, who sat beside him, muttering into his ear.

On the other side of Tofty sat Madam Marchbanks, who was talking animatedly to Percy
Weasley. As Hermione watched, they both turned to look at her. The redhead looked back at his
employer, nodded enthusiastically, and strode quickly out of the room. Only after he’d left did
she notice Professor McGonagall sitting next to the Minister. She smiled grimly at Hermione.
The only other Wizengamot members she recognized were Neville’s grandmother, seated three
rows behind Madam Marchbanks, Mad-Eye Moody, who smiled at Hermione approvingly, and
Cornelius Fudge, the former Minister, who sat next to Moody, looking nervously at his
companion.

Conversation hushed when a small door on the left side of the room opened. Aurors led Cormac
McLaggen, wearing hideous pink and lime-green striped robes, to the central chair. Hermione
had heard about this chair from Harry, and she was heartened to see the chains wind around
McLaggen’s arms and legs. This seemed to unnerve him. He searched the benches for her and
glared at her angrily for a moment when he caught her eye. Then he looked over at Tiberius
Ogden, and the older man smiled at him. Both men turned to look at her with identical smug
smiles.

“How can he possibly think he’ll get out of this?” she whispered to Tonks, who was watching the
exchange. Tonks merely shook her head.

Just as Tofty rapped for order, Severus slipped onto the bench beside Hermione and took her
hand. Hermione gave him a warm smile before they both turned their attention to the
proceedings. In a quavery voice that Hermione remembered from her O.W.L.s, Tofty read the
charges and identified the witnesses and the principal interrogators for the Wizengamot. A dark-
skinned man in black robes who sat next to the last Wizengamot witch at the far end of the front
row took frantic notes. When he looked up, Hermione realized it was Dean Thomas. He smiled
at her broadly, and then began writing very quickly again.

“Cormac McLaggen,” Tofty said, peering down at the young man through his pince-nez, “you
have been charged with the very serious crime of attempted rape. Do you deny the charge?”



“Yes, I do, Unc… Chief Warlock Tofty,” McLaggen said firmly. “The Auror had no business
interfering, and I intend to prosecute the Ministry and Madam Snape for wrongful arrest and for
the damage this ridiculous proceeding is doing to my reputation.”

“Very well, Mr. McLaggen. That will be noted in the record. Would the accusing Auror please
come forward?”

Tonks descended and gave a very professional account of what she’d been told by Harry and
Ron and what she’d observed in the alcove. Then she played the recording. There was much
angry murmuring amongst the spectators as Tonks seated herself in one of the chairs.

Professor Tofty turned to McLaggen. “And how is the scene that Auror Tonks has described
consistent with your plea, Mr. McLaggen? Do you contend that the situation was inaccurately
described?”

“No, sir,” McLaggen said respectfully. “Well, I am certain the Auror cast the Stunning Spell, and
not Hermione, but otherwise what she said was accurate. But she misinterpreted what she saw.”
He smiled ingratiatingly at the members of the Wizengamot. “It seems rather ungentlemanly to
admit it, but under the circumstances….”

He glanced at Hermione and then gave Tofty a sheepish smile. “I know it didn’t look like it, but
what the Auror saw was completely consensual. Hermione and I have had had a rather… kinky
sexual relationship since she was in her sixth year at Hogwarts.”

“WHAT! That’s a total lie!” Hermione was outraged, but Severus’s hand clasped hers tightly and
kept her from reaching for her wand.

“Quiet, please!” Tofty’s cold glare belied the tentative sound of his voice. “One more such
outburst, Madam Snape, and you will be removed from the proceeding and not allowed to
testify.” Hermione closed her eyes briefly. She would have to control herself—he would clearly
love to have an excuse to throw her out of the courtroom. This must be what Madam
Marchbanks meant by “aggressive” cross-examination. She should have foreseen it. Severus
probably had.

McLaggen glanced at her triumphantly, and then turned again to the Wizengamot with a look of
charming embarrassment. “I’m sorry to have to mention this sort of sordid behavior in your
distinguished presences, but Hermione’s a Muggle-born, and like many Muggle women, she’s a
bit er… sexually aggressive. She likes to play naughty games. She… well, she needs to feel
completely helpless to enjoy sex.”

Tofty looked very interested in McLaggen’s account. “And did Madam Snape ask specifically to
play one of these ‘naughty games’ on this particular occasion?”

“Um, well, yes, she did. She asked me to stalk her when we spoke at the reception. I told her we
shouldn’t do that sort of thing any more, now that she’s married and a mother, but she insisted,
and I… well, I’m a normal wizard. It’s really hard to resist a woman who is so desperate to have



you, like she’s always been. It was consensual—she was just embarrassed when we were
caught.”

“And the earlier incidents you referred to in what we heard on the recording?”

“All sex games we’d played in the past.”

“You had previously had intercourse with Madam Snape, then?”

“Oh, yes, sir. Often. But she likes me to pretend that each time is the first time.”

Tofty nodded as if he had expected nothing less. “Were your earlier trysts before her capture by
Death Eaters and her incarceration by Professor Snape?”

“Before and… well, it was harder afterwards, of course, because she couldn’t get away from him
often. But we managed it four or five times. I did wonder whether the kid was mine or Snape’s.
Or it might be someone else’s, of course. Some of my friends had sex with her, too. She’s quite
the nymphomaniac.”

Hermione glanced at Severus to be sure that he didn’t believe this. McLaggen made the lies
sound terribly plausible. Her husband’s mouth was set in a very thin line, and she could a muscle
twitching in his cheek, but he shook his head minutely and squeezed her hand. She relaxed a
little.

Madam Marchbanks leaned forward in her chair. “Could you give us the names of these friends,
please? It might be useful to have corroboration as to Madam Snape’s… er… habits.”

“Of course, Madam Minister,” McLaggen practically simpered. “Ken Towler said he’d had sex
with her while they were at Hogwarts. He was in Gryffindor, too, like she and I were, so he’d
have had lots of opportunities, just like I did. And Terence Higgs and Adrian Pucey, from my
uncle’s office--they mentioned that they’ve had her as well. These things sort of come up when
you’re having a few drinks with the guys, you know, so I’ve asked them to testify to support my
story. They’ll tell you what she’s like.”

“You are quite within your rights to call witnesses.” Tofty looked pleased at the thought of
hearing more details of Hermione’s depravity. “Will the three young men named descend to the
bench?”

They descended from the same section where Hermione was sitting and took the three chairs
near McLaggen’s. Towler looked back up into the crowd and smirked at her. Next to him, she
vaguely recognized Terry Higgs, tall and blond, who had briefly played Seeker for the
Slytherins, and Adrian Pucey, a large but graceful Chaser on the same team. Severus glared at
the former members of his own House.

“And all three of you have had sexual relations with Madam Snape?”



“Yes, sir,” they said in unison.

“Before her capture?” They again chorused in the affirmative. “And afterwards?” The young
men looked at each other and McLaggen in confusion, as if not quite sure what they ought to say.
Tofty chose to move on quickly.

“And can you tell us about her sexual preferences as you’ve experienced them individually?”
Tofty was nearly drooling. “Mr. Towler?”

Professor McGonagall interrupted. “Just who is on trial here, Ignatius? This is outrageous. Why
should Madam Snape’s alleged sexual preferences be the subject of public discussion?”

Tofty turned to the Headmistress. “Madam Snape has accused Mr. McLaggen of attempted
rape,” he said with an air of righteous indignation. “This is a serious charge, and he is allowed to
call witnesses to support his account. We must discourage other young women who might be
encouraged by her example to make similarly frivolous false charges.”

The Headmistress snorted. “‘Other young women,’ Ignatius? ‘Frivolous false charges’? Aren’t
you rather prejudicing the issue here?”

“Mr. McLaggen is innocent until proven guilty,” Tofty said piously. “Mr. Towler?”

Towler grinned. “Yeah, sir. It’s like Cormac said. Hermione always liked it really rough.” He
leered at her. “She liked to be tied down and blindfolded and then teased until she begged for it.
And she always did beg for it. It really turned her on. We always used to use red and gold silk
scarves—Gryffindor colors, you know.”

Professor McGonagall looked as though she was going to be ill. Madam Marchbanks leaned over
and whispered something in her ear that seemed to calm her, however.

“Mr. Pucey?” Tofty continued. “Your view?”

“That’s right.” Pucey’s eyes gleamed with enjoyment. “She liked to be spanked, too. Hard. And
bitten in… well, private places. It’s been so long, now, though, that all the marks are probably
gone. But you could look—there might be scars. Terry and I often had a go at her together. She
liked it when one of us watched.”

“Our Hermione’s a right little slut,” Higgs agreed without prompting. “She’ll do anything for
sex. She usually asked me to tie her up and pretend I was raping her. Told me to do whatever I
liked once I had her helpless.” He looked over at her and licked his lips. “She really enjoyed the
struggle, but she didn’t really want to get away.”

Hermione put her face in her hands. She didn’t want to be thrown out of the courtroom, but it
seemed really unfair that she had to listen silently while such ludicrous, filthy lies about her were
bruited about in front of the wizarding world’s highest court. When she looked up again, Madam
Marchbanks caught her eye and grimaced apologetically.



There was some agitated and rather emotional consultation amongst members of the
Wizengamot and two of the older witches took out their wands and pointed them at Professor
Tofty, who looked rather frightened until another witch calmed them down and took their wands
away.

Finally, Tofty turned to Hermione. “Madam Snape, I understand you’ve agreed to testify to
these... charges. Will you step down, please? Given your previous outburst, I must caution you to
answer only the questions you are asked, as succinctly as possible, with no additional comments.
We will endure none of your attempts to win the audience’s sympathy.”

Severus put his hand on the small of her back as she rose, and when she turned to him he smiled
at her encouragingly. She descended and Tonks gestured for her to sit next to her, well apart
from McLaggen and his cronies.

“Now, Madam Snape, after all this testimony, do you still claim that your sexual relations with
Mr. McLaggen weren’t consensual?” Tofty smiled at her archly.

“I’ve never had sexual relations with him at all, and I certainly would never consent to do so.”

“And the other young men?”

“I’ve never had sex with them, either. I’ve never even talked to Higgs and Pucey, that I
remember. I’ve only seen them playing Quidditch.”

“Are you sure, Madam Snape? Lies told to the Wizengamot can be prosecuted as perjury.”

“Excellent. You can prosecute them, then,” she said firmly. “I’ve never had relations with
anyone except my husband.”

Tiberius Ogden leaned forward with a glint in his eye. “You were raped, or so the news accounts
claim, in Voldemort’s dungeons. Don’t you consider that having sex?”

Hermione took a deep breath. “I don’t, actually. However, it was my husband who raped me
then, on Voldemort’s orders, to save my life and his own. He was a spy, and if he’d refused, he’d
have been killed. And he used it to save me from being raped by all the others and killed.”

There were loud gasps, and a puzzled murmuring arose among the observers. Ogden looked
quite surprised.

“Quiet please,” Tofty interposed. “Please limit yourself to answering the questions, Madam
Snape.”

“You asked for that information, sir.”

Rufus Scrimgeour leaned forward, sneering at her. “If you weren’t anticipating an attempt on



your virtue, then—or perhaps trying to entrap an innocent young man—perhaps you can explain
to us all why you stopped to wait for Cormac, allowing your family to go on without you?”

“I stopped in an alcove to read about Colin Creevey. There’s a memorial bouquet and a picture
and his Order of Merlin citation. He was a good friend, and I’d only learned about his death the
previous morning. We were both Muggle-born, and since I was a year ahead of him in school, I
used to explain things to him. My family left me alone out of respect for my sorrow.”

There was another murmur, this time clearly approving.

“And yet, when assaulted, as you claim you were, you did not protest and you made no attempt
to resist?” Scrimgeour’s smile was disgusting.

“You heard McLaggen cast the Silencio Charm on the recording. Obviously, I couldn’t speak, so
you couldn’t hear me. However, I twisted away from him and got my wand out, and I cast a non-
verbal Stunning Spell. You heard Auror Tonks apologizing for making me do so. And I request
that a Prior Incantato be cast on my wand, to prove that it was me who Stunned him. I’m
recovering my magic rather slowly, after coming out of my coma, and that’s probably the most
draining spell I’ve cast since I awoke.”

An Auror cast the Prior Incantato and, after a series of little puffs and sparks, a thick beam of red
light came out of the wand. McLaggen looked surprised and a little disturbed. His uncle looked
at him inquiringly.

Scrimgeour harumphed. “And how do you explain the two previous sexual encounters that Mr.
McLaggen described?”

Hermione gripped the arms of the chair trying to control herself. Every question seemed to
presume that McLaggen’s account was the true one. “They were not sexual encounters,” she said
flatly, “but earlier, failed attempts at rape.”

Tofty sighed impatiently. “However you prefer to characterize them, members of the
Wizengamot are entitled to answers. Would you please describe them?”

“In sixth year, we attended a Christmas party together. Cormac kept trying to paw me, and I was
disgusted, so I left. He followed me and grabbed my wand, then shoved me into an empty
classroom. He put one hand up my shirt and the other down my knickers.”

“And you deny that this was something you expected and desired?”

“Yes, I deny it. I broke five of his fingers and one thumb.”

“Without a wand? That’s rather advanced magic for a sixth year,” Tofty sneered skeptically.

“I did it without magic. When my parents learned about the war, my mother signed me up for a
Muggle self-defense course. When McLaggen grabbed me, I fought back without thinking. It



was in the same course that I learned the attack I used on Voldemort.”

The murmur this time was deeply appreciative, and someone started to applaud. Most of the
audience joined in until Tofty ordered the Aurors to eject those who were clapping.

“That’s quite enough!” he said angrily as the room slowly quieted. “Please limit yourself to
answering the questions, Madam Snape. A reputation as a war hero hardly entitles you to make
false accusations of attempted rape. I shall not warn you again. Did anyone witness this supposed
defense of your alleged virtue?”

“No. But I took him to the hospital wing so Madam Pomfrey could heal his hands.”

Tofty cleared his throat uncomfortably. “Is Madam Pomfrey present?”

The mediwitch stood. “She is quite correct, sir. I remember the circumstance very clearly. Mr.
McLaggen had five very badly broken fingers, and his thumb was both broken and dislocated.
He was in considerable pain. Miss Granger—Madam Snape, but she was Miss Granger then—
she brought him in and said she’d broken his fingers without magic, and his injuries were
consistent with that. She was quite right to bring such severe injuries to me, rather than to heal
them herself. I noticed she didn’t apologize, which was peculiar, since she’s usually very
deferential. She was obviously furious with the boy. I reported the injury and the circumstances
to their Head of House, Professor McGonagall.”

Tofty looked shocked. “Professor McGonagall?”

“I saw Miss Granger—Madam Snape—immediately afterwards. Her robes and her knickers were
badly torn, and she showed me bruises and scratches….”

“Hem… hem….” Hermione looked up in horror to see Professor Umbridge glaring down at her
from the uppermost bench of the Wizengamot. “That would be quite consistent with rough sex,
would it not, Professor McGonagall? Did it not occur to you that the girl might have asked for
the bruises?”

“No, it did not,” the Headmistress said angrily. “There had been other young women with the
same injuries and the same complaints about Mr. McLaggen. I believed Miss… Madam Snape,
because....”

“Well, your inexperience always did make you a bit naïve, Minerva,” Umbridge interrupted
sweetly. She turned to Hermione, speaking loudly over the Headmistress’s outraged protests.
“But if you could break all his fingers then, Madam Snape, why didn’t you do the same when, as
you claim, he grabbed you a few weeks ago? Your failure to do so suggests that you didn’t really
want to defend yourself.”

Hermione glared up at the toad-like woman. “I’m a witch, Madam Umbridge. And I had just
recovered from a rather debilitating curse. I could barely walk. Since I had my wand, a Stunning
Spell seemed the wisest choice. It was effective.”



Tofty didn’t comment. “Thank you. Could you tell us about the second occasion, Madam
Snape?”

“The second occasion was in Voldemort’s dungeons. I was bound to a table, and McLaggen first
taunted me by saying that he and all the other Death Eaters were going to rape me, and then later
he asked Voldemort if he could be first—a Death Eater’s boon from his lord, he called it.”

Tiberius Ogden turned to Tofty, outraged. “How can you allow this filthy slut to say such things
about my nephew?” he shouted. “Cormac was no Death Eater. He can’t be accused a second
time! It’s against the law! She should have no further right to speak in this court. She’s trying to
destroy the reputation of a man whose innocence has been proven!”

Madam Marchbanks leaned past Tofty. “Calm down, Tiberius. They’ve said terrible things about
her, and so have you. As Ignatius said, the charge of rape is a serious accusation. We need to
hear all the evidence on both sides.”

“Very well, Madam Snape.” Tofty glanced nervously at the angry man on his right. “Were there
witnesses to these alleged encounters?”

“The first was witnessed by only Antonin Dolohov and Vincent Crabbe.”

“Both of whom are conveniently dead, as you are no doubt aware.”

“I wasn’t, actually. McLaggen’s request for a boon was witnessed by all of Voldemort’s Death
Eaters. That must have included Ken Towler, since was also a Death Eater. He and Cormac
McLaggen spat in my food in the Death Eaters’ mess later on. You could ask him about what
happened.” Hermione was getting tired of this charade, and allowed a bit of her anger to surface.

She noticed with satisfaction that Towler looked at McLaggen with alarm, and the four began
murmuring angrily among themselves.

“Don’t be insolent, Madam.” Tofty quivered with anger. “You are very free with your
accusations. Mr. Towler, like Mr. McLaggen, was exonerated—they were both under the
Imperius Curse. So you say there are no reputable people who witnessed this confrontation and
can support your ludicrous claims?”

“Well it was in Voldemort’s dungeons. Aside from my husband, reputable people were rather
thin on the ground.”

There was a ripple of laughter, quickly quelled by Tofty’s glare around the room.

Hermione continued. “I assume you won’t accept my husband’s testimony as independent. So I
am willing to allow the members of the Wizengamot to view my memory in a Pensieve.” She
paused, but was encouraged by the alarm on McLaggen’s face. “It is not pleasant to think of
other people seeing what was done to me there. But it will clarify matters, so I’m willing to do



it.”

McLaggen and his friends conferred nervously; they’d clearly counted on her embarrassment to
keep them safe. But Tiberius Ogden seemed pleased by the offer—he looked at Hermione
triumphantly, as if he expected that this would vindicate his nephew.

“Chief Warlock Tofty,” McLaggen said. “I object to that. Hermione lost her memory after she
woke up. We’ve all read about it in the paper. They said she couldn’t remember anything after
the Death Eater attack on the Hogwarts Express. Her memories can’t be trusted—they may be
partly imagination.”

“If I may answer that objection, please?” Professor McGonagall leaned forward and looked at
Tofty, who nodded resignedly.

“It is true that Madam Snape suffered a temporary memory loss. I have considerable experience
with memory loss, and Madam Pomfrey called upon me when it was clear that there was a
problem. The first day she was awake, the two of us had great success with story-telling therapy,
eliciting her own account of the events on the train and restoring them to her memory. In the
following two days, her friends and family elicited further memories, and her husband tells me
that her memory has been fully restored as a result. When asked about events, she can remember
details that she did not relate during the therapy. The memories she has offered to show the court
are her true memories.”

A rather prim-looking witch sitting behind Rufus Scrimgeour clicked her tongue. “But we all
know that a person who has suffered memory loss is extremely vulnerable to the implantation of
false memories by the person who is supervising the story-telling therapy. Anyone with basic
training in Obliviate spells can do this. Surely Professor Snape can—he’s a graduate of the
Department of Mysteries training course as I remember.”

The Headmistress smiled coolly at the woman for a moment. “Yes, Professor Snape might have
done this. However, he did not talk to his wife until the afternoon following the day that she
recovered this memory. Since she was unaware of her marriage to him at the time, we judged it
important to keep her isolated. The memories you will see were recovered with the help of her
parents.” Professor McGonagall smiled. “Who are Muggles. Moreover, several of the
Wizengamot are former Aurors, and would be able to detect the inconsistencies that characterize
implanted memories. With so many viewers, it is not possible that a false memory would remain
undetected. The memory you will see of the traumatic abuse Madam Snape endured in
Voldemort’s dungeons is genuine.”

Rufus Scrimgeour made a growling noise in the back of his throat. “If Madam Snape enjoys
playing a rape victim,” he sneered, “she must have found plenty of scope for enjoyment in
Voldemort’s dungeons. However, I see no reason to subject the Wizengamot to the sight of her
shammed struggles and other lewd and unwomanly behavior. I refuse to visit her memory. No
decent wizard would want to see such things.”

“As an indecent wizard, then, I’d like to see it.” The gruff voice of Alastor Moody echoed in the



silence that followed, and after another ripple of laughter, a number of the other members
nodded slowly in agreement. “After all, there’s no reason to watch the actual rape. We’re
concerned here only with McLaggen’s behavior preceding it.”

Scrimgeour knit his brows. “On the contrary, I must insist that if any part of her memory is
viewed, the entire episode be included.”

Madam Longbottom snorted. “First you say no decent person would view such a memory, and
now you insist on including a rape? That would serve no purpose. You’re simply trying to
intimidate the witness.”

“Not at all,” Scrimgeour said coolly. “Madam Snape claims she’s had relations with no one
except her husband. The aftermath of her rape would allow us to determine whether she was a
virgin.” He smiled blandly at Hermione. “Or not.”

“The intact state of the victim has been irrelevant in rape trials since 1922, Rufus,” Professor
McGonagall reminded him, her Scotch burr becoming a little thicker, and an angry muttering
arose.

“If I may….” Hermione interrupted so loudly that even Tofty looked at her inquiringly. “I don’t
really remember the rape. Severus told me to concentrate on screaming, so the attack is blurred
in my mind and you may not be able to see it. But I would like to offer it as proof of my
virginity. Since all four of these wizards have claimed before the Wizengamot that they had
relations with me before I was captured, wouldn’t evidence of my virginity be evidence of their
perjury?”

“It would indeed,” said Madam Marchbanks in a satisfied voice, looking complacently at the
four worried young wizards before her. “I think we need to see these memories.”

Over an hour later, Hermione sat on the hard bench between Severus and Tonks, with her
husband’s arm holding her tightly against his shoulder. Almost every Wizengamot member had
entered the Pensieve. Only Scrimgeour, Umbridge, the prim-looking witch and a few very
elderly wizards had refrained. Hermione felt very odd, knowing that almost the entire
Wizengamot would emerge from the Pensieve having seen her naked. And having seen the rape
that she secretly felt ashamed of, even though she knew intellectually she shouldn’t be. Had seen
Severus raping her.

“You shouldn’t have come, Severus,” she said. “It’s much worse for you than it is for me, I’m
afraid.”

“You’ve been very brave, Boon,” Severus said softly. “You did very well. And once they’ve
been proven to be Death Eaters, all the horrible things they said about you will be forgotten.
Those four had better hope they end up safe and well guarded in Azkaban, where I can’t get at
them.”



“Do you think it would be worth suing for damage to my reputation?” she asked.

“It would just rake all this up again, Boon. I don’t know whether it’s worth the bother.”

“It might be, though,” Tonks said. “The Puceys are incredibly wealthy, and McLaggen’s mother
was an Ogden—she must have inherited as much as her brother. You could have a nice little nest
egg for Toby. After all, McLaggen questioned his paternity….”

“Shhh!” Severus said. “Here they come.”

Tiberius Ogden was first to emerge, looking pale and shocked. He ostentatiously avoided
McLaggen’s eyes as he took his seat. He was followed by more shaken-looking witches and
wizards, some of whom paused to shake hands with Hermione and offer her their thanks.

Among those to stop was Neville Longbottom’s grandmother. “You two should be proud,” she
said softly. “Such grace under pressure! Griselda and I held shawls over your body when you
were naked, Hermione. And we all turned away during actual rapes, and Minerva sang some
loud Scottish thing over the screaming, so no one could even hear. And those parts of the
memory were very blurry in any case. Only the women confirmed that you’d just lost your
virginity. So you have that small bit of your privacy intact, both of you.”

“Thank you, Madam,” Severus said warmly, and Hermione nodded her gratitude as well.

The old witch smiled. “If you didn’t both already have Orders, I’d have voted them for just that
evening—and for having the courage to show the memory to us. These young men have clearly
perjured themselves. Don’t worry—it’ll all come right in the end.”

She resumed her seat with a grim smile. In front of her, Hermione noticed that Madam
Marchbanks was again talking to Percy Weasley. Two thick stacks of parchment stood on the
Minister’s desk, and as she watched, Percy summoned Dean Thomas with a brusque gesture, and
handed him one of the stacks.

Moody was the last to return from the Pensieve, and he turned to face the four friends who sat
squirming a little under his magical eye. He pointed his finger at each in turn. “Death Eaters,
every one of them,” he said in a soft gruff voice that was, however, audible all over the
courtroom. “I saw their faces through their masks. They were all laughing. Laughing while an
innocent young woman—a virgin—was raped. It is impossible to laugh under an Imperius Curse.
I do not understand why they were not convicted.”

Scrimgeour, who had not entered the Pensieve, spoke condescendingly. “We all know that you
see Death Eaters everywhere, Alastor. You can’t simply….”

“I recognized them, too, Rufus,” Tiberius Ogden said in a tired, flat voice. “I heard their
laughter, and then I saw all four of them standing together. And I can explain why they were not
convicted. My office was responsible for transcribing Voldemort’s membership list, and I
assigned the task to Higgs and Pucey. It’s obvious now why these four were not on it. And why



the original list was 'accidentally' destroyed. Higgs and Pucey should be prosecuted for treason.
Unfortunately, the Double Jeopardy rules prevent my nephew and Mr. Towler from being tried
again.” Hermione was pleased to see that he looked genuinely annoyed at the fact.

“Actually, they don’t,” said Madam Marchbanks. She signaled Percy Weasley, and he and Dean
began to distribute packets of parchment to the Wizengamot. “Three years ago, Muggle
Parliament amended that law to allow re-trials in cases of tainted evidence. The Wizengamot has
not modified the amendment, so it stands as wizarding law as well. Mr. Weasley has made
copies of the relevant provisions and is distributing them to you with evidence for two types of
tainted evidence.”

She waved a handful of papers. “First, we do in fact have certified duplicates of Voldemort’s
original handwritten membership lists. They were prudently made by Gawain Robards before the
lists were given to Rufus Scrimgeour. He kept the lists in a Gringotts vault. Copies of these are
being distributed along with the printed copies so you can compare them.” She looked to her
right, where Hermione recognized Rita Skeeter. “I should hope that a more accurate transcription
will be published in tomorrow’s newspapers?”

Rita nodded emphatically, as Dean handed her one of the packets.

Madam Marchbanks shuffled the papers in front of her and held up two more sheets. “Secondly,
I’m circulating copies of memos signed by Rufus Scrimgeour, informing Aurors and members of
the Wizengamot that the Dark Mark had completely vanished from Voldemort’s servants, and
that no good purpose could be served by checking for it. This is not true. Severus Snape,
recipient of the Order of Merlin, First Class, for his work as a spy against Voldemort, was
Marked as a Death Eater. He has very kindly pointed out that the Mark is still visible, and is
willing to show the very visible remains of his Mark to anyone who would like to examine it. I
have no doubt that the four young men before us will be found to have similar Marks. Ignatius, if
you would?”

With a wave of Professor Tofty’s wand, chains appeared on the chairs of Towler, Pucey and
Higgs and snaked up to bind them. And at his nod, four surprised Aurors pulled back their left
sleeves and confirmed that each prisoner bore the Mark. At Tofty’s request, Severus descended
and the Aurors confirmed that his mark and those of the four young men were identical.

Madam Marchbanks cleared her throat. “I would like to make the following motions, and I move
an immediate vote. First I move that the Wizengamot convict Cormac McLaggen of attempted
rape, and McLaggen, Kenneth Towler, Terence Higgs, and Adrian Pucey of perjury. If they are
convicted, I would strongly encourage Madam Snape to sue them all for defamation of character.
Further, I move that the Wizengamot schedule re-trials for McLaggen and Towler and new trials
for Higgs and Pucey on the charge of high treason against the wizarding community, and
furthermore that Higgs and Pucey also be prosecuted for destruction of crucial Ministry
evidence. Finally, I move that Rufus Scrimgeour be removed from his seat on the Wizengamot
for intentionally impeding an investigation into these most heinous crimes.”

“Seconded. I second all those motions.” Moody’s gruff voice drowned all the others.



“It has been moved and seconded,” Tofty chanted in his quavering voice. “Would you read those
motions one by one, Madam Minister, and we’ll vote them up or down?”

The Wizengamot voted overwhelmingly in favor of all Madam Marchbanks’ motions. There was
a moment’s silence when Tofty announced the convictions and the new trials, after which the
three young men began to shout angrily at McLaggen. It was obvious that they believed they
would have remained free if he had not tried to assault Hermione. Aurors took their wands and
marched them off in chains. McLaggen was the last to be removed, and Tiberius Ogden, angrily
shrugging Scrimgeour’s hand from his shoulder, stepped down to accompany his nephew.

As they passed Hermione, McLaggen tried to spit in her face. He missed, and the spittle fell onto
her chest. “I’ll get you yet, you filthy Mudblood slut,” he hissed as she sadly shook her head.
“You’ll never be safe from me.”

“Yes, she will, McLaggen,” Severus said in a soft voice as he cleaned Hermione’s robes with a
flick of his wand, “You, however, should pray for a life sentence in Azkaban, because the next
time I see you, I shall ensure that you permanently pose no sexual threat to anyone. Ever. And
you know I can do it.”

McLaggen paled visibly. He turned hurriedly and prepared to move on, but his uncle signaled the
Auror to stop. He looked at Snape appraisingly. “I understand your feelings, Snape,” he said. “I,
too, am very disturbed by nephew’s actions. We had to contest this little tussle with Madam
Snape. I’m sure you understand.” He smiled at Severus confidingly. “We can’t let the life of a
promising young man be ruined over such a trivial complaint. But I assure you I had no idea that
he’d been a Death Eater.”

Severus’s cold voice silenced the surrounding conversations. “‘Little tussle’?” he spat in an
outraged voice. “‘Trivial complaint’? Is that how you view the attempted rape of my wife,
Ogden? A new mother, recovering from a Death Eater curse as well as childbirth? A woman who
is largely responsible for the safety that you and the rest of the wizarding world enjoy today?
What about her reputation, sir? She, too, has a promising career ahead of her, and yet you felt
justified in calling her a ‘filthy slut’ on no evidence at all! Have you no shame, sir? The pure-
blood creed used to include chivalry—a proper respect for women. How would you like your
wife or your daughter to be treated as you’ve treated my wife today? You, sir, are a disgrace to
the name of wizard.”

Ogden looked extremely affronted. “She’s just a Muggle-born witch!” he began defensively.
“Surely, a promising young wizard with Cormac’s family connections deserves greater
consideration than a mere….” He looked around and saw the deep frowns on the faces of most of
his colleagues, and suddenly seemed to realize the implications of what he had said. Nodding to
the Auror abruptly, he and his nephew left the room.

Hermione suddenly noticed Mad-Eye Moody standing nearby, watching Ogden’s retreat with
both his eyes. “Well said, boy,” he said, turning to Severus with a brusque nod of approval.
“Rubbish like that makes me wonder where the next Dark Lord’s coming from and how long



we’ll have before he gets here. Griselda says you’re considering the Dark Arts job at Hogwarts.
Hope you take it, for all our sakes. You could teach them… teach them about the dangerous
allure of the Dark. Constant vigilance!”

“Thank you, Alastor,” Severus said, sincerely moved. “That’s what Minerva said. I’ll… I hope to
be able to accept it.”

“And Madam Snape, my congratulations upon your recovery and your son.” The mismatched
eyes looked at her kindly and the voice was even gruffer than usual. “It was a very brave thing
you did today. You should be proud.”

“Thank you, sir,” she said, smiling. “Could you really see through their masks in my memory? I
don’t see how you could, since I couldn’t, and it was my memory.”

The battered old man laughed loudly. “Well,” he said softly, when he’d recovered his gravity.
“They thought I could, didn’t they? And Tiberius thought I could. Clever girl!” He was still
chuckling as he stumped out the doors of the hearing room.



Snape's Boon
The Two Towers

by amr

Summary: Hermione returns to Hogwarts to prepare for her N.E.W.Ts

As she walked to the night nursery to feed Toby, Hermione looked with satisfaction around the
tower rooms they’d been given while she studied for her N.E.W.Ts. They were really beautiful
and comfortable, she thought, and she found herself rather hoping that Severus would be able to
accept the Defense position so they could live here. Tonks had been encouraging, too. She’d
painted a pleasant picture of the two of them Flooing together to the Ministry every morning and
returning to their husbands at Hogwarts in the evening, and perhaps going to Hogsmeade for a
nightcap after dinner. Severus had finally acceded to Remus’s pleas for a truce, and Hermione
had very much enjoyed their dinner as a foursome at a wonderful Italian restaurant in Diagon
Alley two nights previously.

And Hermione had found it a great relief to return to Hogwarts after the horrible hearing at the
Ministry—to negotiate the familiar shifting stairs, to talk to her old friends among the portraits,
and to have dinner in the Great Hall with her friends as if she’d never left. So much of her time at
Hogwarts had been overshadowed by the threat of Voldemort and his Death Eaters. But her brief
ordeal at the hands of the last four that afternoon had felt like the final gasp—the real threat was
long gone. It would be wonderful to enjoy the magical castle in peace again, as she had during
those first months of friendship with Harry and Ron. And it was pleasant to think of Toby
growing up here as well. If only Severus could be happy in a place that held so many horrible
memories....

Toby’s nursery looked out over the lake and the Forbidden Forest and over the Hogwarts wall to
the train station. Hermione allowed herself to imagine as she gazed out the window, how excited
Toby would be, when he was a little older, by the view of the bright red Hogwarts Express
steaming into the station on September the first and of the little boats carrying the first-year
students across the lake. Didn’t all little boys like trains? He was going to be a great wizard,
everyone said, but Dumbledore had been a great wizard, too, and he certainly hadn’t been above
such enthusiasms. As she watched, a pair of Thestrals rose gracefully out of the forest and then
dived down beneath the leafy canopy—one part of Hogwarts that she hoped Toby would never
see. Her father could see the Thestrals, she remembered suddenly. Her mother had assumed he
wouldn’t be able to, but it was clear to Hermione that he could. She’d have to ask him why.

She took one last loving look at Toby. It felt odd leaving him alone to go downstairs and study,
but Severus had assured her that Toots was better trained and more experienced than any Muggle
nanny. Even though she was in the Hogwarts kitchens with the other elves, she had assured
Hermione that the elf-charm she’d put on Toby’s bed would alert her to the slightest change, and
she could pop back immediately. And Hermione was here to prepare for her N.E.W.Ts, after all.
Taking a deep breath, she retraced her steps down the stairs, where her sitting room had become
an impromptu study hall.

She stopped at the foot of the stairs and smiled at the sight of her parents in their oversized, rose-



colored Hogwarts glasses. They sat comfortably together on the sofa, absorbed in the delights of
their Muggle dental journals. Severus had invited them to stay for a few weeks, since they were
still rejoicing in their daughter’s recovery and enjoying the novelty of their grandson. The
reserved couple had found the sudden onslaught of young people this evening after dinner a little
alarming, but they seemed to have adjusted to the quiet presence of Ginny, Harry, Ron, and
Luna, who were sprawled across the furniture amidst piles of books and papers.

“It’s really kind of you to let us work in your rooms, Hermione,” Luna said quietly as Hermione
entered. She sat cross-legged on the floor in front of Ron’s armchair and leaned back against his
long legs. “I don’t know about Gryffindor, but the Ravenclaw common room is a madhouse this
week.”

“Gryffindor’s worse,” Ron muttered grimly, marking his place in his crumbling Charms textbook
with a finger before he looked up. “One of the second-years got Fred and George’s deluxe
fireworks box for Easter and they’ve been setting them off every evening. Merlin only knows
how we’re expected to get enough revision done to make the Aurors program if we can’t hear
ourselves think. Inconsiderate kids! No respect for the rules!”

The Grangers exchanged amused glances, and Hermione snorted.

“Nothing like us,” Harry said wryly from the floor in front of the fire, where he was revising
with Severus’s old Advanced Potions book. “Let’s see... second year. That was when we flew
your dad’s car into the Whomping Willow, followed spiders into the Forbidden Forest, tossed
fireworks into Goyle’s Swelling Solution so Hermione could steal Boomslang skin, brewed
illegal Dark potions in the girls’ bathroom, held the Defense professor hostage at wand-point….
Yeah, we were so respectful of rules that year.” He grinned at Hermione. “Speaking of stealing
from Snape, is he around? I need him to explain why he changed the Dreamless Sleep recipe.”

“No. I don’t know where he is,” she replied, her forehead wrinkling with concern. “McLaggen’s
trial was just as hard for him as it was for me, and afterwards half the Wizengamot asked to see
his Dark Mark. He said he wanted to be by himself for a bit after dinner.”

Ginny sat curled in another armchair, with Crookshanks stretched out across her lap and her
Herbology text balanced on the armrest. “Isn’t this his first night back since… that night? Maybe
you shouldn’t let him be alone, Hermione.”

Luna shook her head. “No, he was back here for a few weeks after the battle, wasn’t he? He must
have dealt with it all then.”

“I don’t think he has, really,” Harry said slowly. “He stayed in the hospital wing with Hermione,
and when he went to Slughorn’s private Potions lab, he would go a long way out of his way to
avoid the Astronomy Tower or the dungeons and his old office. He never came to meals.”

Heinrich Granger nodded. “It must be difficult for him, to return to the scene of such a terrible
event,” he mused. “Severus has been very unhappy here, I think, both as a student and as a
professor. I’m impressed that he’s willing even to try.”



“Do you think he’ll come back and teach?” Ginny asked, looking at Hermione. “I hope so. We
learned loads more fifth year than we did from anyone before or after. We’d never have survived
at Avebury without the things he taught us that year.” She smiled at Hermione. “If he’d been
teaching Dark Arts my first year, I’d have given him Riddle’s diary and saved us all a lot of pain.
But I was hardly going to give it to Lockhart!”

“Lockhart!” Harry said scathingly. “What a waste of time. Of course, it’s not quite so crucial to
have a good Defense professor now—the war’s over.”

“That’s not true, Harry,” Ginny replied. “There’s always another Dark Lord. Voldemort was
only about twenty-five years after the previous one. And it’s not as if there aren’t people out
there who share Voldemort’s views.”

Hermione thought of Tiberius Ogden’s remarks that afternoon and nodded her agreement. “I
think he wants to,” she said cautiously. “He sounded like it was mainly a matter of dealing with
the memories. And Professor McGonagall is trying to make it as different as possible—offering
us these new quarters and everything.”

“You know,” Ron said thoughtfully, “when you showed us these rooms, I wondered if
McGonagall hadn’t chosen them because they have gorgeous views of everything except the
Astronomy Tower. The bit of this floor that’s used for the ladder to Professor Trelawney’s
classroom completely blocks your view.”

“She probably did,” Hermione said. “Although you can see the Tower from our turret—the
dining room. I noticed it when Mum and I were bathing Toby in the bathroom above it earlier.”

“Can you really?” Harry said. "Can you see onto the platform? Or is it too high?” He got up and
moved towards the dining room as she followed him.

“I think it’s too high—and that’s a good thing,” Hermione said with a smile. “Otherwise
Kettleburn could have seen us sending Norbert off to Charlie first year.” The other students had
risen and followed them, and even her parents drifted in to look. “If you stand here by the
window, you can just see the crenellation of the parapet.”

“That’s odd,” Ginny said, narrowing her eyes. “There’s a light up there, but there’s no
Astronomy class tonight.”

Ron and Luna exchanged smiles. “Well,” Luna said carefully, “it does get used a bit by er...
couples. It’s pretty easy to ward.” She looked a little embarrassed at Mrs. Granger’s raised
eyebrow.

“That’s not lovers,” Ginny said firmly as jets of colored lights burst over the battlements. “That’s
a duel. I’d better get up there and put a stop to it. Damn.”

Harry stared at the tower, watching the spells with a professional air. “That’s a pretty serious



duel. Sectumsempra, an Entrail-Expelling Curse, a Slicing Hex, a Blood-boiling Curse …
Merlin! That one was a Cruciatus. Malfoy, do you think?”

“Or Severus,” Ron said. “Maybe he’s trying to exorcise a few demons. But you can’t cast
Cruciatus without an opponent. We’d better get up there.”

The students moved quickly toward the door, but when they opened it, the Headmistress stood
outside, her hand raised to knock.

“Someone’s dueling on the Astronomy Tower, Headmistress,” Ginny said quickly, “and they’re
using lethal hexes. Harry saw a Cruciatus Curse. We thought it might be Draco Malfoy.”

“Or Severus,” Hermione added in a worried voice.

The Headmistress nodded sharply. “I’ll go. Mr. Potter and Madam Snape, if you would join
me?” She stepped past them into the sitting room and tapped the wall four times, and suddenly a
door appeared. She held it open, and Harry and Hermione moved through it, onto a landing of a
curving stone stairway. The door disappeared as soon as Professor McGonagall closed it behind
her. “Headmistress’s privilege,” she said, in response to Harry’s questioning look. “Wands out,
please.”

The three climbed to what Hermione recognized as the heavy wooden door that opened onto the
upper platform of the Astronomy Tower. The Headmistress tapped the door twice but nothing
happened. She gave an impatient huff and twirled her wand in a complicated pattern and then
tapped it again. The panel shimmered into transparency and they could see Severus standing
against the battlements at the far side of the platform, lit by the multicolored light of a barrage of
spells. He was batting them away with little twitches of his wand, and his face registered more
concern than fear.

The Headmistress sighed with relief. She tapped the door once again and suddenly they could
feel the cool evening breeze and hear Draco Malfoy’s angry voice shouting incoherently.
Professor McGonagall restrained Hermione and Harry with a stern look and stepped through the
doorway, turning her wand to the right, toward the source of the spells. A mahogany wand
whirled into her free hand, and she shot off another non-verbal spell.

At her nod, Hermione followed Harry out onto the platform. To their right, Draco stood frozen
with one foot on the parapet, one hand on the crenel as if he intended to hoist himself up onto the
ramparts. His pale, pointed face was turned toward the door, frozen in a grimace of rage, but the
tracks of tears on his pale cheeks told a slightly different story.

As Hermione gazed at Draco in horrified sympathy, Severus moved beside her and put an arm
around her shoulders. “What are you doing here, Boon? You should be studying.”

“I asked her to come,” Professor McGonagall said. “We didn’t know what was happening, and if
you’d been hurt, I thought she’d want to be here. And I brought Potter in case his wand was
needed. Did you seek out Mr. Malfoy?”



“No, of course not. I simply came up here to confront my… feelings about the place. Draco
followed me. I gather he holds me responsible for his father’s suicide. He was so angry that most
of his spells were going wild, so I thought it was as well to let him get it out of his system.”

“Yes, I see.” The Headmistress looked at Severus apologetically. “I didn’t really think you
would attack Mr. Malfoy, but I thought perhaps if you’d been startled….”

“I have that much self-control, Minerva,” he replied exasperatedly. “That damned Vow would
have killed me if I’d attacked him.”

The others gasped. “I had no idea that was still in effect, Severus,” Professor McGonagall said.
“I’ll have Narcissa up to the castle tomorrow and insist she render it fulfilled. We can’t risk
losing you. If one of those spells had bounced off your shield and hit him….” She shuddered.

Hermione looked at the frozen blond man, her sympathy gone. “He knows about it,” she said
bitterly. “How cowardly—attacking someone you know has sworn on his life to protect you.”

“I don’t think Draco was thinking clearly, Boon. He was….”

“He can hear you, you know!” Harry interrupted in a harsh voice, and Hermione was shocked to
see tears in his eyes. “He can hear and see everything, and he can’t speak or react at all. It’s
horrible.” He turned his back on them abruptly and moved to look out over the parapet.
Hermione suddenly realized that he hadn’t been here since he’d watched Severus kill
Dumbledore, and she could see the same realization in Severus’s eyes. He went over to the
young man and put his hand on his shoulder, but Harry shook it off roughly.

Severus gave the Headmistress a helpless look. “I doubt I’ll be of much assistance tonight. Draco
is in some senses right to blame me for Lucius’s death; and Harry knows I killed Albus. Perhaps
I can send someone else to help you deal with them? Miss Weasley, perhaps?”

“Nonsense,” the Headmistress said firmly. “I think the three of you who were here that night
need to have a little talk. You have much to teach each other. Madam Snape, if we might use
your sitting room?”

“Of course, but it’s a bit crowded at the moment. Shall I ask the others to leave?”

“That won’t be necessary.” Minerva opened another door and Hermione walked through it into
the sitting room she had left a few moments ago.

She saw immediately what the Headmistress had meant. Her friends had gone, and her parents
looked up in surprise from the sofa. “They thought you might want privacy,” Susanne explained.

Severus nodded. “I believe we shall.” He led Hermione to the loveseat to the left of the sofa, and
she curled up against him, waiting. He did not let go of her hand.



They all looked out the partly open door at the night sky over the Astronomy Tower. Neither
Professor McGonagall nor the two young men were visible, but there was the sound of low
conversation, and a few moments later, Harry walked stiffly through the door and took a seat in
the armchair, not meeting anyone’s eyes. Hermione looked at him worriedly. He looked like he
was trying very hard not to cry.

They all sat in silence for what began to feel like a rather long time. Finally, Draco Malfoy
walked through the door, wiping his eyes a bit nervously. He stood looking around the room and
sniffed derisively. The Headmistress entered directly behind him and closed the door, which
vanished. She took the remaining armchair, between Harry and the sofa and silently gestured for
Draco to sit on the sofa next to Susanne. He sullenly seated himself, twisting to turn his back
disdainfully on Severus.

Heinrich folded away his and his wife’s journals. “Would you prefer that we leave, Minerva?” he
asked gently. "We don’t want to intrude."

“Not at all, Heinrich,” she said in her usual clipped, no nonsense voice. “This is, after all, a
family matter.” Harry turned to look at the Headmistress in surprise, but she continued
unperturbed. “Heinrich, Susanne, I’d like you to meet your cousin, Draco Malfoy.”

Draco and Susanne looked extremely puzzled, but Heinrich clearly understood what was
expected of him. He reached across Susanne to offer Draco his hand. “I’m Heinrich von Grange,
and this is my wife, Susanne. We’ve heard a lot about you, Draco.”

Draco looked amazed, but he shook Heinrich’s hand politely and then Susanne’s. She looked
confused as well, but it was nothing to the confusion on Harry’s face. He moved as if to object,
but Hermione caught his eye and he closed his mouth. She watched him realize the connection
between the surnames and relax back into his chair, still looking puzzled.

Severus had been watching Draco, but he turned to Susanne and explained a little further.
“Draco’s paternal great-grandmother was Helga von Grange Malfoy, Heinrich’s great aunt. She
was a very powerful and wise witch. She lived with the Malfoys until she was taken and killed
four years ago on Voldemort’s orders.”

”What?” Draco looked appalled. “The Dark Lord killed Oma Helga? But my parents said it was
a heart attack—they never said….”

Severus glanced at the Headmistress, who nodded that he should continue his explanation. He
turned to Draco. “Surely you know how Voldemort treated his servants when they failed him,
Draco! When he learned that your father had given his diary Horcrux to Ginny Weasley and that
Harry had destroyed it, the Dark Lord was furious. It had been a seventh part of his soul, after
all. He never explained to us why it was so important, but he made it very clear that it was far
more valuable than Lucius thought. Your father was given a choice—you or Helga must die.”

“You mean Oma sacrificed herself to save me?” Draco’s eyes were teary again.



Severus laughed. “Not a bit of it. Lucius expected her to, since he knew how much she loved
you. He didn’t much like her—she’d always made him feel guilty, and he resented her friendship
with Albus. She suggested instead that Lucius simply abandon Voldemort. He’d just returned,
remember, and there were only about thirty free Death Eaters, most of whom had seen him
defeated by a fourteen-year-old.” He nodded at Harry. “Lucius said she wanted him to turn
Wormtail over to the Aurors, and she quite rightly believed that the others would have followed
his lead. Voldemort was mainly served by morons like Avery, Goyle, and Crabbe at that point—
Lucius was the only loyal Death Eater of any intelligence not in prison.”

“Except you,” Malfoy said bitterly.

“I said ‘loyal,’ Draco. I’d have abandoned him the moment he posed no threat. But Lucius made
a very bad choice. He always endured the Dark Lord’s cruelty because it allowed him to be cruel
to others. That’s the real reason he committed suicide. The elite Death Eaters arrested at the
Department of Mysteries were his friends and equals. But after Avebury, he knew that large
numbers of ordinary Death Eaters would be arriving. He’d recruited them, and he’d treated them
with ruthless cruelty—tortured and killed their families in the name of discipline. There’s no
privacy or safety at Azkaban, you know. He was probably right to prefer death. He sacrificed
Madam Malfoy without hesitation.”

Draco looked at Severus incredulously. “But my father was proud of his family. He would never
have delivered his grandmother to the Dark Lord!”

Severus again shook his head. “How little you knew your father, Draco. I was with the Dark
Lord when Lucius brought her to him, bound, gagged, and struggling. It was an initiation
meeting, with about twenty new Death Eaters to be Marked. Lucius threw her at Voldemort’s
feet, looking quite unconcerned, and the Dark Lord laughed at her. He told her he planned to
have his new recruits rape her, and then cut off pieces of her living body and send them to Albus
one by one, over a period of months. She was furious—I’ve never seen such a display of
wandless magic. She burst her bonds and launched herself at him. She was a hundred and ten,
but she had Voldemort on the ground and was bashing his head against a rock when Lucius cast
the Avada Kedavra.”

Draco gasped and then buried his face in his hands, but he didn’t contradict Severus again.

Severus continued almost wistfully. “I’ve often regretted that I was too startled to kill Lucius
before he could curse her—though I suppose Voldemort’s Horcruxes would have kept him alive,
and it would just have been another delay. Lucius told me to ‘take care of the bitch’s body’ while
he healed our master. So I brought her here to Albus, and I’m sure he gave her a proper burial. It
cost me several rounds of Cruciatus when I told Voldemort that I’d simply transfigured her into a
stone and thrown her into the sea, but it was worth it. She was an amazing woman—just like her
great-great-niece.” He bent down to kiss Hermione’s cheek as she looked up at him in wonder.

“Granger’s related to…?” Draco suddenly realized the connection of the names and turned to
look at the Grangers. “You’re her parents? Granger is a von Grange? But that means you’re
Muggles!” He looked quite alarmed.



“My grandfather was Wilhelm von Grange,” Heinrich explained, “your Oma Helga’s younger
brother. Severus tells me he was a Squib, and my father must have known that his family was
magical. Tante Helga helped us when we arrived from the continent, and we used to see her quite
often. My sister and I adored her. She had us for picnics in the summer, and she usually visited
us on Boxing Day, with wonderful presents. When we were older, she sometimes talked about
her grandson, little Lucius. Although she and Papa were quite close, when he died, Erika and I
couldn’t find her address—and there were no Malfoys in any directories. We’d never visited her
home—her husband’s parents didn’t approve of Germans, Mutti always said.”

Professor McGonagall snorted. “Her husband’s parents didn’t approve of anyone, particularly
not Helga. Abraxas Malfoy—not your grandfather, Draco, but his grandfather—was the Darkest,
cruelest wizard I’ve ever met, and Helga avoided Malfoy Manor until his death. Her husband,
Lucius, died young, and she returned to her family in Germany with their son, your grandfather.
Abraxas and I were at Hogwarts together, Draco, and he was a very good man. Helga was back
in England by then, fighting Grindelwald with Albus. Grindelwald had allied himself with Hitler,
you see. He’d long ruled the magical communities in Germany and Austria, and he had
considerably more success in England than his Muggle ally, though they fell at about the same
time.”

Heinrich looked surprised. “Grindlewald? I remember my parents and Tante Helga talking about
him. I didn’t realize, of course, that he was a wizard, but they regarded him as the author of all
our troubles.”

Professor McGongall nodded. “He was. The von Grange family fought Grindlewald for decades.
When Helga was quite young, he cursed her father so that all his heirs would be Squibs. But it
was unfortunate for the Malfoys that she was so involved in the war and spent much of its
aftermath in Europe. As head of the family, Abraxas’s grandfather Abraxas arranged for him to
marry Eleanor Lestrange. They hated each other on sight, and both of them fought the marriage
for a decade, but their families were adamant. Eleanor had only one son before she ran off to the
Argentine with her niece’s Charms tutor. Lucius was mostly raised by the old man, his great-
grandfather. Helga and Abraxas were still in Europe when he started Hogwarts. That’s why
Helga always spent so much time with you, Draco. She told me her greatest regret was allowing
her father-in-law to have such influence over Lucius.”

“And my father really killed her?” Draco looked like his world had come unraveled.

“I assume so,” the Headmistress said. “There was certainly blood under her fingernails. We
buried her out by the lake on Midsummer’s Eve. He told me that that was where he wanted his
own tomb to be, and so it is. After all, they’d been friends, comrades-in-arms, and lovers for over
sixty years. She refused to marry him, lest she lose her influence over Draco.”

Draco said slowly. “That’s why Dumbledore was so completely certain I couldn’t kill him. He
knew no one raised by Oma Helga could do it. And perhaps why he offered to hide me and my
mother?”



Severus shook his head. “He’d have hidden anyone in your situation.”

Harry nodded. “It explains why he was willing to die rather than to allow you to become a killer.
He loved her, and her great-grandson’s soul was worth his sacrifice.”

Professor McGonagall shook her head sadly. “I don’t honestly think it was much of a sacrifice at
that point. He seemed to let go of life after she died. His mistakes in dealing with you during
your fifth year, Harry, may have been due in part to his grief.”

Severus nodded. “That’s likely. He always said that love—real love—was stronger than any
magic. That’s why he was so certain I’d never to go back to Voldemort. I’d always wondered,
since he’d never married himself, how he could understand my feelings so well.”

Harry looked at Severus sharply. “Wait… He trusted you because you loved someone? He told
me it was something to do with my parents.”

Severus sighed. “Your mother, Harry,” he said sadly. “I was in love with your mother.”

Draco’s surprise mirrored Harry’s. “But Potter’s mother was a…. You became a Death Eater
even though you were in love with a Mu... Muggle-born, Severus?”

“It’s complicated. But the only women I’ve ever loved have been Muggle-borns, Draco,”
Severus said, hugging Hermione a little more tightly. “Two, so far.”

She swatted his arm. “Two is a nice round number, Severus; I’d advise you to quit while you’re
ahead.” Everyone except Harry and Draco laughed, and some of the tension in the room
dissipated.

“Did… did she love you back, Severus?” Harry asked, clearly trying to control himself. “My
mother? Is that why she was so shocked when you called her…. what I saw in your Pensieve?
Did she reject you then?”

Severus sighed. “That was indeed the end of our relationship, Harry; but only because I didn’t
trust her to forgive me. I was a very foolish young man.” He raised a quizzical eyebrow at Harry
and gestured eloquently at his left forearm. “But you’ve known that for some time now, haven’t
you?” He gave Harry a serious look and then glanced briefly at Draco. “Shall we discuss this
later, Potter?”

Harry nodded reluctantly, and Hermione turned to her father. “Did I ever meet your Aunt Helga,
Dad?”

Heinrich looked surprised. “You did, Schätzle. I’d quite forgotten. Your Opa was extremely ill,
and he was staying with us. You had just turned one and were only beginning to walk. I hadn’t
seen Tante Helga since your birth, so she brought you a toy—a stuffed bear with a chime inside
it, and you were delighted with the sound. You would turn the bear back and forth and back and
forth to make the chime sound, as if you were trying to drive us crazy. We kept taking it away



from you and putting it out of reach, but no matter where we put it, five minutes later, we’d hear
the chime again. It was maddening. But Papa and Tante Helga just laughed and laughed. Erika
and I were so puzzled. Was Tante Helga retrieving it with magic?”

“No, of course not,” the Headmistress said brusquely. “Hermione was retrieving it. They were
simply pleased to know she was a witch. Albus always told Helga that Grindelwald’s curse on
her family would be lifted when he was killed. Tell me, has Hermione been the only child born
to the von Grange family since 1945?”

Heinrich looked thoughtful. “I suppose she might be. My grandfather and my uncle were taken
by the Nazis, and executed. My uncle had twin sons my sister’s age, but they may also have been
killed in the war. Or perhaps my aunt married again and they took their step-father’s name. I’ve
never been able to find them.”

“Perhaps. But they may simply have moved back into the magical world when their children
proved to be magical. I could make inquiries at Durmstrang. They don’t accept Muggle-borns,
but any von Grange would be offered a place. And your sister? She has no children?”

“She married for the first time two years ago. But she’s fifty-seven, so it isn’t likely they’ll have
children.”

The Headmistress looked pleased. “I wouldn’t be so certain. Witches can give birth into their
seventies, and your family was cursed—it’s not the ordinary Squib to Muggle progression. If she
has children, they may be highly magical. The two generations of suppressed magic seems to
have had that effect.”

“She did the naming spell, didn’t she?” Susanne said, suddenly. “Tante Helga. I remember her
now. A very formidable German woman, I thought she was a friend of Erika’s. They all clearly
preferred to speak German together, so I just left them to it. But I remember the little bear. And
she went out into the garden with Hermione, later. I came out a few minutes afterwards and there
were a lot of sparks and I was annoyed, since I thought she’d been entertaining Hermione with
fireworks—sparklers or something.”

The Headmistress nodded. “Yes, she did a version of the naming spell. But she didn’t trust it,
since she was doing it alone and Hermione was considerably older than usual. And the results
were most peculiar. She came to me that evening and asked me to check the Hogwarts registry of
magical births to confirm that Hermione was in fact a witch, which of course she was.”

Severus looked interested. “Did the sparks form a pentagram, like Toby’s?”

Minerva’s eyes twinkled. “Nothing so simple. They formed a small, three-dimensional toy bear,
just like the one Helga had given her. She was clearly focused on that at the time. Albus was
delighted. He was sure she would be very skilled at Transfiguration, his own subject. He was a
bit disappointed, my dear, that because you were so good at everything else, your
Transfiguration skills did not stand out in particular.”



Heinrich looked a little hurt. “But why did she stay away, once she knew Hermione was a witch?
Erika and I missed her. And it would have been wonderful for Hermione to have had a magical
relative.”

The Headmistress sighed. “I forget that the dates are not as significant to you as they are to us.
Her visit was in 1980, at the height of Voldemort’s power. Helga was living at Malfoy Manor
again by then, trying to counter Lucius’s influence on Draco. She knew that if Lucius learned
that he had Muggle relatives, they’d be in tremendous danger. She had advised your father to
change his name, for that very reason. And she took care not to lead Lucius to you. Even after
Voldemort’s disappearance, Lucius remained faithful, and he watched her quite suspiciously.
The danger did not disappear.”

To everyone’s surprise, Draco nodded thoughtfully. “She was right. They’d have been murdered
in their beds the day he learned about them.” He looked at Heinrich and Susanne apologetically.
“He was like that about Muggles.”

“Helga thought so, too,” the Headmistress said, nodding. “Albus placed strong protective spells
on your home and your sister’s, but she herself decided to stay away until Hermione was a fully
qualified witch and could protect her family. She planned to approach you then, Hermione, under
cover of attending Draco’s graduation, and explain things. She even had hopes of a romance
between the two of you. You were the same age, and your relationship was distant enough. She
liked the idea of her great-grandson marrying such a powerful witch, and she thought
Hermione’s Muggle childhood would counteract the pure-blood snobbery that Draco was being
taught. She was quite disappointed during your first year when I told her that you seemed to
loathe each other. But she was very proud that you competed for the top spot in most of your
classes.”

Hermione carefully did not look at Draco. “So you were all talking about us all the time? All the
teachers knew?”

“Of course not. No one knew of your family connection with Draco except Helga, Albus, and
myself. It was kept a great secret, for the sake of your safety. Unless…. Did Albus tell you,
Severus?”

“No, I learned of the connection only last month, when Hermione and I were discussing Toby’s
family heritage. I was surprised and delighted when she mentioned that her father was born a von
Grange. Since she was not enthusiastic about the connection, we haven’t discussed it further,
although I told Heinrich about his magical heritage. I admired Helga Malfoy tremendously, and
was delighted to think my son was related to her.”

Hermione smiled up at him. “I must say that Tante Helga sounds like a really interesting woman.
I wish I’d known her.”

“Granger… er, Hermione, would you….” Draco hesitated, and then went on quite firmly.
“Would you like to see some pictures of her? I have some photographs in the album in my dorm,
and Mum helped me rescue two paintings and a miniature of her from Malfoy Manor before it



was sold. Perhaps you could come to tea with us in Hogsmeade, one day? And bring your
parents? Maybe Heinrich would like to see what she looked like as a young bride.”

“Very much,” Heinrich said, interestedly.

“That would be nice, Draco,” Hermione said warmly. “I’d really love to see them, but....”

There was a pop, and Toots stood before her. “Excuse me, Madam Snape; it’s Master Toby.
Shall I bring him here, or will you come upstairs?”

“Harry? Draco? Will you mind if I feed him here?”

Harry shook his head. He was still gazing at Severus in wonder. Draco gave her a peculiar look.
“I’d like to meet your son, Hermione.”

“Take my shawl, darling,” Susanne said, standing and handing it to her daughter. “You can nurse
modestly in public.”

Harry turned to Professor McGonagall. “I thought you said we were going to discuss what
happened on the Astronomy Tower that night. I mean, it’s interesting that Hermione is related to
the Malfoys, but I thought you said that talking over that night would help.”

The Headmistress gave him a measured look. “And you don’t believe that it helps a little to
understand why Albus trusted Severus, why he was so certain that Draco wouldn’t kill him, and
why he wanted so desperately to keep Draco from joining Voldemort?”

“I suppose. But if he planned for Severus to kill him, like he said, why Petrify me and make me
watch? It was… really hard.”

“He couldn’t allow you to interfere, Harry; and he knew you would.” The Headmistress sighed.
“And I think, on a very basic level, he wanted you with him when he died because he loved you.
That’s true of Draco and Severus as well. And he wanted you to understand Draco’s dilemma
and to see the subtle clues that Severus was acting on his command, so that when Voldemort was
dead and the truth came out, you could forgive him. You do understand that, don’t you, Harry?”

Harry sighed. “I know that he ordered Severus to kill him, and I can sort of understand why he
obeyed. Dumbledore made me promise to do whatever he said, too. And I fed him that terrible
potion, so I know how hard it was.”

“I’m sorry… What potion did you feed him?” Severus looked at Harry in surprise. “You’ve
never mentioned that.”

Harry looked embarrassed. “It was a horrible experience… I don’t like to….” He cleared his
throat. “I thought Hermione would have told you about it. It was when we were in the cave,
retrieving that fake Horcrux—the locket Regulus Black left.”



“No, I never told him about it, Harry,” Hermione explained. “We… we never talked about that
night. I just told him the locket had been substituted for the locket Horcrux.”

“What was the potion?” Severus looked interested.

“I don’t know. I don’t think Dumbledore knew either. It was green and glowing, and the locket
was at the bottom, and the only way to get the locket out was to drink it.” Harry sounded a little
defensive. “He insisted on drinking it himself. I’d promised to do whatever he said, and he
ordered me to make sure he drank it all, no matter how he protested. He said he was sure it
wouldn’t kill him, because Voldemort would want to know how he’d got there and why he
wanted to drink it.”

Severus was clearly proceeding carefully. “Can you describe the effects?”

“It was awful—sort of like a Dementor. He sounded… guilty, like he was reliving some horrible
mistake that he’d made. He begged me not to make him drink, but he’d… he’d made me
promise. And afterwards he collapsed, and he asked for water. The Aguamenti spell didn’t work,
so the only water I could give him was from the lake, and it helped, but it woke the Inferi. They
tried to drag me under the water, but Dumbledore conjured fire and saved us. It was peculiar,
really, since if they’d drowned us, Voldemort wouldn’t have known the answers to those
questions at all. Do you recognize the potion?”

Severus shook his head thoughtfully. “No, I’ve never heard of a potion with those effects. And
they sound highly unlikely. Green, you say? And he assured you that it wouldn’t kill him?”

“Well, he said it wouldn’t kill him immediately, and he wanted me to get you quickly, so he
obviously thought you’d be able to cure him before it did.”

“Or, if death from the potion was inevitable, he wanted Severus to kill him before the potion
did,” Heinrich said gently, looking at Harry sympathetically. “It sounds as if he forced you both
into positions in which either of you might have killed him, so that you could share any guilt you
felt. He made your positions as symmetrical as possible, so you’d each understand why the other
had had to hurt him. He wanted you to understand each other, to forgive each other, and work
together against Voldemort.”

Severus looked at his father-in-law in surprise. “You may be correct. But I had no idea he was
suffering from a potion. I assumed that Draco had hexed him. The… the newspaper reports
didn’t mention a potion.”

“No… I… I never hexed him. I just cast Expelliarmus.” Draco looked in confusion from Severus
to Harry. “And then we talked.”

Hermione lifted Toby to her shoulder and patted him. “We all decided that Harry shouldn’t tell
anyone about the potion. We didn’t want Voldemort to realize Dumbledore had been in the cave.
If he did, he’d know we were searching for the Horcruxes.”



“But he said that it wouldn’t kill him!” Harry sounded desperate to believe his own words. “I
would never have killed him.”

“No, of course you wouldn’t have,” Heinrich said. “So he didn’t tell you, or he didn’t quite tell
you, what the potion would do. Likewise, Severus would probably never have agreed to cast the
curse he did if he hadn’t known that the Headmaster was dying from the curse on the ring
anyway. I wonder if he really accidentally missed the last curse on that ring. It sounds to me as if
he set it all up in advance. He knew just how far the two of you would go, and Draco, too.”

Susanne shook her head. “He sounds like an extremely manipulative man.”

“No! No, he wasn’t!” Harry was almost shouting. “He was wonderful—a kind, sympathetic,
loving person. And I loved him. I would never have poisoned him. It was horrible enough as it
was, but I wouldn’t have done it if I thought it would kill him. And he said I’d done well,
afterwards.”

“You did do well, Harry,” the Headmistress said softly, “and so did Severus. And so did Draco.
All three of you lived up to his expectations and his hopes for you. Albus was an extremely
manipulative man, but he was also a wonderful man, and he loved all three of you dearly, and
trusted you. I don’t believe he really intended for events to play out quite as painfully for you all
as they did. But he was also human and he made mistakes. You had to do what you did, all of
you, regardless of how painful it was.”

Draco buried his face in his hands. “How can you say I did well? Potter and Severus obeyed him
and trusted him! But I set the whole thing up! He would never have been killed if I hadn’t let
those Death Eaters in. And when Dumbledore said he could save my family, I didn’t believe
him. If I’d trusted him to hide us, my dad would be alive today. And Dumbledore would have
been, too.”

“I don’t think so, Draco,” Severus said gently. “He might have been able to get you and Narcissa
away. And he’d have protected Lucius from Voldemort once he got out of prison. But Lucius
killed himself before he left Azkaban, so the protection could make no difference. And Albus
would have died within months from the curse anyway, if not within hours from the potion.”

“But how could he have sacrificed himself for me?” Draco asked incredulously. “I’d been trying
to kill him all year! I’d almost killed Bell and Weasley! And I let Death Eaters—and Fenrir
Greyback—into his school! I wasn’t worth it.”

“He didn’t sacrifice himself for you, or not just for you,” Severus said. “Just as your great-
grandmother didn’t. They both were trying to win the war against Voldemort. Madam Malfoy’s
courage inspired those of us who saw it. It was similar to Potter’s courage the night of
Voldemort’s resurrection, and had similar effects. None of those twenty who were to be Marked
that evening ever joined Voldemort, and several of them joined the Order. And Albus’s sacrifice
put me in a position to obtain much more information for the Order than I had previously. If you
had not brought the danger that forced me to act, Draco, his death would have been far less
valuable.”



“But....” Draco clearly didn’t feel that his unintentional contributions to their cause were
particularly admirable.

Severus interrupted him. “And we must remember that unlike Harry and me, you were fighting a
lifetime of prejudice against Albus and all he stood for. Minerva is right. You did well.”

Professor McGonagall nodded. “I must get back,” she said. “There will be no repetition of this
evening’s attack, Mr. Malfoy.”

“No, Professor. Of course not.” He glanced at Hermione. “I’d forgotten about the Vow. I’m sorry
Severus.”

“Excellent.” The Headmistress stood. “Mr. Potter, Mr. Malfoy, your curfew is in half an hour.
Do not linger.”

She bid them all good night, but at the door she paused and turned back. “I was about to forget
the reason I stopped by your rooms in the first place tonight, Severus. I’ve been deputed to invite
you to become a member of the Wizengamot. It’s to replace Rufus Scrimgeour, which I thought
might please you.”

She smirked at the naked surprise on Severus’s face. “You have until Friday to accept or decline.
They’ll owl you an official invitation tomorrow.”

“But I’m not even forty yet!” he said. “I thought one had to be sixty at least!”

The Headmistress smiled. “That has been the custom, yes. But Alastor argued quite successfully
at our meeting this evening that your years of dual service to Voldemort and Albus should be
counted double. ‘Prematurely experienced,’ was the phrase he used. He was very impressed by
both your principles and your eloquence. Think on it, Severus.”

“I shall. Thank you very much, Minerva.” Severus bowed and held the door for her, and as he
straightened she reached out and squeezed his shoulder. Their eyes met, and Hermione could see
her husband’s back relax a little.

After the Headmistress’s departure, Draco formally invited the Grangers and the Snapes to tea on
Friday afternoon at his mother’s house. Hermione carefully restrained herself from pointing out
that when last they’d met, Narcissa Malfoy had called her, Harry, and Ron “scum,” and merely
suggested blandly that he should perhaps check with her first.

Draco squared his jaw. “Malfoys know what is due to our relatives. Family is family. She
understands that. Do you think I might hold my young cousin for a moment?”

With only a little trepidation Hermione put her sleeping son into his lap. The look on Draco’s
face was thoughtful, but he smiled almost sweetly when the dark eyes opened and the infant
reached out a tiny hand to grab his finger.



“He’s very handsome. My congratulations, Hermione, Severus. I wish I’d known about our
relationship in time to attend his naming. I stayed in my dormitory, since I... I thought it might
spoil your day to have a reminder of the Death Eaters present.”

“Thank you. It didn’t, actually,” Hermione said. Draco looked at her, clearly puzzled.

“I’ll explain later,” Severus said. “We haven’t time before curfew. Or you may see something
about it in tomorrow’s Daily Prophet.

“Oh.” Draco looked back down at Toby. “Well, perhaps you can bring Toby on Friday, too?” He
looked a little sheepish. “Mum loves tiny babies—it might help. And you’ll want to show him to
Oma Helga’s portraits, too.” After a few more compliments, Hermione took her son, and Draco
stood and bowed formally. “It was very nice to meet you, Cousin Heinrich, Cousin Susanne. I
look forward to seeing you Friday.”

He nodded goodbye to Severus, who had just arranged to have lunch with Harry in Hogsmeade
the next day, and Harry took his leave as well. As the door closed, they heard Draco ask Harry
quite civilly, “Where are we, anyway?”

“I think we’ll retire as well, Kinder,” Heinrich said, pulling his wife from the sofa and sounding
a little tired. “That was a very… enlightening conversation. I shall have to think it all over.” He
turned to Severus. “You had told me of Tante Helga’s death, but it was good to hear of her
courage. And it was interesting to meet Draco Malfoy, after all we’ve heard about him.”

“Yes,” Susanne said, yawning. “He was very much as I expected, essentially, though obviously
chastened and a bit thrown by the relationship—as I imagine you were, darling.”

Hermione smiled wryly at her mother. “I wasn’t overjoyed, no. But he may improve with time. I
hope so. Good night.”

“Good night, darling. Sleep well, Severus.”

Severus seated himself where Draco had been sitting on the sofa, leaning his head back and
closing his eyes. “This has been the most exhausting day I have had since Avebury, I think. What
on earth was the point of all that?”

Hermione looked at him thoughtfully. “I think I understand what the Headmistress was doing. It
was the same kind of storytelling memory therapy she had me do, only as a group. She made
everyone put together their memories of Helga von Grange, of Albus Dumbledore, and of
Lucius. All of us knew some of them, but none of us knew all of them, and they interlocked and
made things clearer and more vivid. I had never quite seen before the similarities between what
Dumbledore demanded of you and what he ordered Harry to do, or how Draco and I are similar
in some ways but opposites in others. And Draco’s family history was interesting.”

Severus nodded. “You’re right. It was quite… satisfying in some ways. It cleared the air, and



even events I knew about seem more comprehensible. And I feel much better about Albus now,
actually. Now that I know that Harry went through the same thing that I did, and also obeyed
Albus’s instructions to hurt him. But it shocked him terribly, I’m afraid, to learn that he might
bear some responsibility for the Headmaster’s death.”

“I don’t think it did, really.” Hermione smiled sadly. “I suspect it’s been worrying him for a long
time. I remember he hesitated, even when he told Ron and me about it the first time. I think it
was useful to talk about it, and it will be good for both of you to talk.”

“I hope so, although Potter and I have never really had very much to talk about. Albus used to
tell me that he was far more like me than he was like James. It seems to me that he was indeed
trying to accentuate that parallel on the last day of his life, as your father pointed out. But I dread
telling him how horribly I treated his mother.”

“Don’t. He’s already seen the worst bit, after all. And he will be really interested in anything you
can tell him about his mother. He knows almost nothing about her, you know, despite her
importance in his life. Remus and Sirius always talked about James.”

“Really? But he grew up with her sister, didn’t he?”

Hermione looked at him curiously. “You really don’t know anything about Harry, do you? His
aunt and uncle hate magic, and they were horrible to Harry—they treated him like Malfoys treat
house-elves. They wouldn’t tell him anything about his parents except lies—they died in a car
wreck, his father was an unemployed alcoholic, all sorts of horrible things. And they punished
him for asking questions. He didn’t even learn that his mother was good at Potions until his sixth
year, when Slughorn kept going on about her.”

“Indeed? I had no idea.” Severus looked thoughtful. “Albus always said he was safe with his
aunt and uncle. I assumed he had a normal, upper middle class upbringing.”

Hermione shook her head. “We’ve all had our difficulties. But we have survived, Severus, and
it’s all history now. Has all this talking… has it helped any about the Dark Arts position, do you
think?”

“You’d like me to take it, I know,” he said, smiling. “I would like to do so as well. And this
discussion has made it clearer to me why Albus was so insistent upon.... In fact, it was probably
Minerva’s main reason for taking so much time to talk with us all. The sooner I get over my guilt
about Albus, the more likely I am to take the job. And a position on the Wizengamot! That
would be two voices from Hogwarts, which could be really helpful to the school. If we could just
get them to agree to Albus’s proposals about the revision of the N.E.W.Ts curriculum….”
Severus broke off, clearly musing about school politics.

After a few moments restful silence, Toby suddenly burped sonorously and spat up a little onto
Hermione’s sleeve, and she laughed. “What a good thing he didn’t do that when Draco was
holding him! I’m sure he would have taken it personally!”



Severus smiled, too, and then stood, taking Toby from her lap. “Come, Boon,” he said. “We have
a lot to do in the morning. And you need your sleep.”

Hermione pulled herself slowly from the comfort of the loveseat. “It was a day, wasn’t it? But I
really feel as if the worst is over now. Voldemort and his Death Eaters are out of the way, and
we’ve got Toby and our whole lives before us.” She paused. “And all because I arrogantly and
incorrectly assumed I’d be more capable than Harry in fighting off Death Eaters on the train. I
wonder what would have happened if I’d been more sensible, and less of a Know-It-All, and let
him stay behind? I really reproached myself about that, you know, when I first woke up from the
curse.”

Severus smiled at her for a moment. “It doesn’t bear thinking of, does it? Now, to bed with you,
while I put Toby back in his cradle.”

Hermione nodded tiredly, and trudged up the stairs to the huge master bedroom above the
library. It was really too large a room just to sleep in, she thought, though the view was
wonderful. She walked to the large arched windows and looked out at the stars shining over the
placid lake, towards the Hogwarts gates, its statues of winged boars glowing magically out of the
darkness.

She felt her husband’s arms come around her waist. (Merlin, but the man could move silently!)
“Bed, Boon,” he said.

Author’s Note: I find one more chapter is necessary. I’m still writing it, so it may be a few
days. It is an epilogue of sorts, and occurs about six weeks after the events here recorded.
Let me take a moment (as long as I’m in boldface type already) and reiterate my thanks to
the Beta from Heaven, Potion Mistress, for all her help and encouragement with this and
other stories. And thanks to all of you for reading!



Snape's Boon
Prince Hall

by amr

Summary: Hermione graduates from Hogwarts.

“More tea, Hermione?” Narcissa Malfoy’s voice was graciously condescending.

“No, thank you, Madam Malfoy. These cakes are quite delicious,” Hermione replied, feeling as
though she were acting in a rather unimaginative play.

“Thank you, dear. But you must call me Narcissa. As Draco says, family is family, no matter
what they... what their circumstances are.” There was a pause in which Hermione could hear the
faint grinding of teeth. “Heinrich? Susanne?”

The Grangers declined a little too quickly.

“Severus, my dear?” She gave him a weak smile that was almost genuine.

“Thank you, no, Narcissa.” He set down his empty cup and took Toby from his wife’s lap and
raised him to his favorite position against his shoulder. “We must return to Hogwarts soon, I’m
afraid. I have a meeting with Minerva.”

Draco intervened, looking a little uncomfortable. “May I show the Snapes and the Grangers the
paintings, then, Mother?”

“Certainly, dear,” Narcissa said promptly. “And I’ll just go see how Mandragora is getting on in
the kitchen.” She turned confidingly to her guests with a little sigh. “Young witches need so
much more supervision than house-elves, you know. I must say I’ve never really understood why
the Wizengamot insisted on freeing all the Malfoy house-elves. After twenty years of marriage,
you’d think I’d have been entitled to at least one or two.” She looked at Severus a little
resentfully. “You have a house-elf now, I understand, Severus.”

“As you know, Narcissa,” Severus replied coolly. “Is that Mandragora Goyle?”

“Of course. The dear girl cooks like a dream, of course, studying at Beauxbatons as she has. But
she’ll adjust to Hogwarts next year, I’m sure, now that she has to. I’m so pleased I’m able to give
her a chance to practice her cooking this summer—and to help her family a little at the same
time. They’re living very... quietly these days.” She sounded slightly defensive.

“Of course,” Severus said blandly.

“So if you’ll excuse me...” Narcissa said, rising and turning to her guests. She shot a rather
commanding glance at Draco as she left.

Draco led his guests down a narrow passage to the dining room. The cottage was rather rustic in



style, and the architecture did not suit the delicate gilded furniture with pale blue silk upholstery
that had been crammed into its small, low rooms. The pictures in their gilded frames hung
thickly on the walls, the smaller ones stacked one atop the other. Hermione was reminded of the
upper floors of some of the older European art museums.

Edging carefully between the massive sideboards and the huge dining table with its eighteen
chairs, Draco led them to the far end of the dining room, to a large full-length portrait of a
beautiful young woman about Hermione’s own age with white-blonde hair. Hermione
recognized her from Draco’s photo albums, although she was much younger here. And she had
Heinrich’s brown eyes, which had not been so clear in the black-and-white photographs. She
wore a very elaborate striped silk dress of light brown and ivory with a huge bustle and a long
train. She held a half-open fan in one hand, and the other rested affectionately on the head of a
similarly blonde boy of about twelve who was seated at her feet.

“Oma Helga?” Draco said. “May I introduce your great-nephew Heinrich von Grange, his wife
Susanne, their daughter Hermione, and her husband, Severus Snape? And this is Hermione and
Severus’s son, Tobias.”

The young woman curtseyed shyly. “It delights me to meet you,” she said in careful but thickly
accented English. “And I am honored to present my brother, Wilhelm.” The boy stood and
bowed deeply from the waist.

“Tante Helga?” Heinrich’s eyes grew wide. “And... Opa?” he said, turning to the boy. “I don’t...
it is wonderful to see you. But very odd....”

“I am sorry, Heinrich,” Helga said, her brow furrowing. “My brother does not yet speak English.
Sprichst du Deutsch?”

“Aber ja, natürlich!” Heinrich said, and began speaking German with the boy, whose eyes lit up
as he replied enthusiastically.

Hermione looked curiously at her great-grandfather. He’d been a fierce opponent of the Nazis,
she knew. Her father had told them about several successful actions against the regime. The last
one, however, had failed, and he and his younger son had been executed as a result. It was hard
to reconcile the stories she knew with the shy blond boy talking so happily with her father, his
grandson.

Helga Malfoy looked apologetically at the other guests. “I am very sorry—Wilhelm has talked
only with me for many years. I cannot bear to interrupt him, though he is rude. Will you excuse
him, please? He is young.”

Susanne smiled at the young woman in the painting. She loved talking to the portraits at
Hogwarts about the long-ago lives they’d led and events they’d seen. “Of course,” she said.
“And Heinrich is equally rude, without youth to excuse him. But we are your family, so there’s
no need to stand on ceremony. Your own English is very clear. How long had you been in
England when you were painted?”



“Two years. My dear Lucius invited Wilhelm to visit me, and he granted my wish to have us
painted together. It is very difficult to live so far from my family.” She looked down at Toby and
smiled. “But I rejoice to know I have more family now. I, too, will have a baby in six months’
time, Hermione. Draco says that your Tobias will be very powerful. And he has our eyes—the
von Grange eyes, like my father’s. Congratulations.”

“Thank you, Madam Malfoy.”

“No, Hermione. You must say Tante Helga, as Heinrich does.” Her eyes filled as she looked at
Hermione, and she smiled apologetically as she wiped a tear away. “I’m sorry. You resemble
Mutti very much, and I have not seen her for so long. I wonder if my older self will agree.”

Hermione was surprised. “I thought when someone had more than one portrait, there was really
only one painted person, who moved from one frame to the other.”

The young woman nodded wisely. “Yes, that is often the case. However, my older self and I are
such very different people that when her portrait was charmed, we remained separate. It is a
blessing, because she visits us often—to practice her German, she says. You’ll understand when
you meet her. Would you have the kindness to take them in, Draco? I can direct Heinrich, when
he and Wilhelm have finished their chat.”

Draco nodded and led them out the double doors at the far end of the dining room. As they left
the room, Hermione turned and glanced back at Helga, who had enthusiastically joined the
conversation with Heinrich and was prattling away in German as happily as her brother.

Draco led them back down the corridor and into a library. The shelves were largely empty, but a
small portrait of Helga Malfoy hung opposite the only table that seemed to be in use. Hermione
noticed several Hogwarts books on the table. This must be where Draco worked when he spent
weekends with his mother.

“Ah, Draco! You’ve brought my family! How delightful! Thank you so much! How kind of you
all to come and see me.”

Her voice was the same, although it was a little deeper and her accent was only slightly more
noticeable than Heinrich’s. The intonation of her speech was oddly reminiscent of Albus
Dumbledore. It made sense, Hermione thought, since Helga’s husband had only lived three or
four years after their marriage. She must have learned much of her English from her later
friendship with the Headmaster.

This painting showed only the upper part of Tante Helga, dressed in dark blue robes. She was
much older here, though still quite handsome, with white hair like spun silver under the tall blue
hat framing a face that had clearly seen both happiness and pain. This was not a woman who
would overlook anything important, Hermione thought, although her eyes were kind and
twinkled when she looked at Draco. She looked from one face to the next shrewdly as Draco
introduced them all. She greeted Susanne with a reminder of their last meeting and apologized



for not explaining to her and Heinrich about Hermione’s magic.

“I was tempted, you understand—very tempted. It would have been so pleasant to know her and
guide her and to help you deal with her gift. But I was afraid. The name Granger was close
enough to von Grange to make the connection evident to anyone who had a reason to suspect it.
My grandson was not a stupid man, except in his politics. If he had learned about your family or
Erika, you would all have been in terrible danger. Heinrich’s father agreed with me.”

“Of course, Tante Helga,” Susanne replied. “Minerva explained your reasons earlier this week,
when she introduced Draco to us. It is a pity that circumstances did not allow you to be frank
with us, but we quite understand. Heinrich and his sister were both very sorry to hear of your
death.”

“I was old,” she said, with a dismissive wave of a ring-clad hand. “I would have died before long
in any case. And here’s Severus! How very good to see you again, my boy. Draco told me about
what happened on the Astronomy Tower.”

“I’m very sorry,” Severus began, “that I was required….”

“Nonsense, Severus. I must say that I can barely forgive Albus for forcing you into such an
impossibly painful position. He always did have a ruthless streak, but to do him justice I must
say that he would have had no idea how difficult it was for you. We old people see death so
differently. I can only thank you for doing as he asked, despite the terrible cost to yourself. And I
am glad that the ruse worked and allowed you to arrange for the defeat of that horrible man. But
I assure you that, when and wherever they met again, my real-world counterpart berated Albus
severely for his insensitivity. I apologize on his behalf and I offer you my humble gratitude for
saving Draco. I promise you that you won’t regret it.” The old lady gave Draco a sharp glance, as
if to enforce her promise.

The expression on Severus’s face was carefully neutral. “I’m sure I never shall, Madam Malfoy,”
he said formally. “And no apology is necessary. It was indeed painful to lose such a friend, but
anything Albus could have asked of me was far less than I owed him.”

“Always the same Severus,” she said, laughing. “Albus always said you insisted upon repaying
your debts tenfold. And now you’ve married Hermione! How pleased Albus would be! He
always thought she would be a good match for you.”

“He did?” The bland look vanished abruptly from Severus’s face; he looked thunderstruck.

“Yes, indeed. He looked on you very much as a son, you know. And he thought my great-great-
niece would make you very happy, when she grew up a little. She reminded him of me, he
always said. I wanted her for Draco you see, but he was sure they wouldn’t suit. He said Draco
wasn’t enough of a Slytherin to handle her, but that you were. Well, of course, I could hardly
argue, since I’d hardly seen Hermione since she was a year old. And he apparently had the right
of it.”



“I think so, certainly,” Hermione said, since her husband was apparently incapable of speech.

“Well, you would, wouldn’t you?” She looked at Hermione sharply. “It is a pleasure to see you
all grown up, dear. You look very like my dear mother, except for your eyes. She was a
Hermione, too, you know. And now there’s der klein Tobias. Draco read me what the Daily
Prophet said about his naming ritual. A pentagram. Very interesting. Minerva’s told you about
your little bear, I suppose. I always wondered what it would have been if you’d had a proper
naming. May I see him, Severus?”

Severus held Toby up to the painting. His son reached out both hands to the portrait as if to
embrace the old lady, and the sharp eyes softened.

“He’s got our eyes as well,” she said. “I always thought it peculiar that none of my descendants
did. You’d have thought that pale gray wouldn’t have been so dominant.... Heinrich! Let me see
you!”

Rather to Hermione’s surprise, her father approached the portrait and bowed from the waist, just
as his young grandfather had done. He and his aunt then proceeded to exchange news in a
mixture of German and English.

Draco drew Hermione aside. “I’m sorry about Mum,” he said softly. “She’s having a difficult
time adjusting to the family connection. It’s not her family, of course, which makes it more
difficult. The Black prejudices are really much more deeply ingrained than the Malfoy ones—
except my father’s of course.” He looked a little lost for a moment. “It’s very difficult for her. I’d
be grateful if you could give her another chance some time.”

“Of course, Draco.” Hermione looked at him sympathetically. “It must have been hard for both
of you to... lose him in that way. I wouldn’t hold anything against her. And she was making an
effort. We appreciate it.”

“Thanks, Granger... I mean, Hermione... You know, it’s really peculiar, now that I think of it,
that I never made the connection, with all the times I called you Granger. If I’d met your father,
perhaps, and heard the accent.... But your eyes are exactly like Oma’s. I can’t believe I never saw
it.”

“I’m not surprised, Draco. It’s not as if we looked at each other back then, not really. And it was
probably just as well you didn’t realize, under the circumstances.”

He nodded reluctantly, and then their attention was called by the rest of the group, who were
saying goodbye. Heinrich, with a glance at Draco, promised to bring his sister Erika and her
husband to see her portrait when he had an opportunity.

“And mind you do well on your N.E.W.Ts, Hermione,” the old lady said as Hermione took her
leave. “I’m expecting you and my great-grandson to share the top honors as usual!”

“I’ll try, Tante Helga.”



Narcissa Malfoy did not reappear, and Draco walked back with them to the castle. When they
reached the Entrance Hall, he turned to Hermione.

“Mother and I would like you to have this, Hermione, as a wedding present.” He pulled out a
heavy gold locket. “It was Oma Helga’s, and I’ve put in the miniature painting we have of her. It
was done in Germany after Grandfather Abraxas was born. Mum says she planned to give it to
the Headmaster for his pocket watch on the fiftieth anniversary of his defeat of Grindelwald, but
Father would never hear of it... afterwards. But we both thought you should have something of
hers, now.”

“Thank you,” Hermione said, opening the locket and looking at the beautifully painted miniature
of Helga von Grange Malfoy in her early thirties. She was still quite lovely, but her eyes had
already taken on the shrewd look of her older self. Tante Helga smiled a gentle, confident smile,
and Hermione felt her eyes tearing up. “She’s so beautiful... Thank you so much, Draco.”

The weeks following their tea with the Malfoys were intensely busy for Hermione. She had lost
the habit of going to classes regularly and the rigid timetable and structure of the classes was
exhausting. It seemed like a trip to the past to be making her way through the corridors with Ron
and Harry, sitting in the battered desks, taking notes, and raising her hand to answer questions—
rarely, now, as she had learned from Severus how annoying it could be. Her days were consumed
by studying and reviewing. She even nursed Toby with a book balanced against the arm of her
chair.

She was pleased to find that her readings and practice from her year of working with Severus had
covered all of the principles and most of the individual spells and potions that were being
reviewed. She was sufficiently beyond the N.E.W.Ts level in Potions to drop the review class, in
order to concentrate on the other seven. Other than Defense, which she had always found
difficult, she was most behind in Transfiguration and Charms, probably because of Severus’s
disdain for wand-waving. But after two evening sessions each with Professors McGonagall and
Flitwick, she felt ready to take those exams as well. She’d missed the chance to do Animagus
training, but she could do that later. If Hermione and Severus were living at Hogwarts, the
Headmistress assured her with a calculating glint in her eye, she could easily give Hermione
private lessons to become an Animagus.

The N.E.W.Ts, she learned during the review sessions, were far more practical in nature than
their O.W.L. exams had been, and students were not asked merely to demonstrate spells or brew
potions. Instead, they were given problems to solve. They were required to explain their choices
of spells and potions ingredients as they worked, and it was acceptable to use methods from
other fields in combination with the field being tested. Even more frustratingly, at least one
problem in each exam had been deemed insoluble by the examiners. They would be graded on
the reasoning and resourcefulness of their approaches and the understanding of the relevant field
that their answers demonstrated. Extra points were awarded in the rare cases when the student
was able to solve the insoluble problem. Even in Runes, Arithmancy, and History, where there
was a timed written portion, students discussed their written work with the examiners after



submitting it.

Hermione had worried that her recent experience with Tofty and Ogden would affect her grades
on the N.E.W.Ts, but fortunately neither of them were on the examining board this year. The
examiners were Dirk Cresswell, Head of the Goblin Liaison Office (Hermione had met him once
at a Slug Club supper), Miranda Goshawk, author of The Standard Book of Spells series, and
Gilbert Wimple, chair of the Ministry Committee on Experimental Charms. All were on the
Wizengamot, and had seen her Pensieve memory, but she took comfort in Madam Longbottom’s
assurances. And, after all, they were an impressive trio of examiners. Hermione was looking
forward to testing herself against them.

Her attitude towards the N.E.W.Ts differed markedly from the panic she’d felt when she took her
O.W.Ls. These tests would be exhausting, and she realized that panicking and over-studying
could harm her ability to perform well. She was articulate and could explain clearly the reasons
for her decisions, and she felt sure that she probably knew enough to pass at least Charms,
Arithmancy, Potions, Runes, and History. No more was required for entry into the Unspeakable
program. Getting eight Outstandings would be nice, but a year from now, it would make no
difference. She’d do best if she got adequate sleep and ate well—and good nutrition was also
important for nursing Toby.

Her calm amazed and alarmed Harry and Ron.

“Who are you and what have you done with Hermione?” Ron asked her jokingly one evening
when she shut her Charms book and selected a novel from the bookshelves.

“I’m just trying to keep the N.E.W.Ts in proportion, Ronald. They’re important exams, but I’ve
been preparing for them for seven years, and I just don’t believe I’m going to mess them up so
badly that I can’t get into the program I want.”

Harry shook his head. “But you sound so sane, Hermione. I mean, you haven’t even destroyed
your fingernails, and you’ve always done that—even for quizzes.”

Parvati Patil looked at Hermione’s hands in surprise. “You’re right, Harry. They’re almost
decent looking.”

Hermione gave her friends a withering look. “Are you going to let me read? Or shall I send you
all back to your common rooms?”

She had invited her friends to their rooms to study almost every evening, so she could spend
some time with them, and the quiet was much appreciated. The library and the sitting room were
filled with Gryffindors from both her own and the following year, with a good sprinkling of
students from the other Houses as well. Even “Cousin Draco” had taken to dropping by. As long
as he was civil to her friends, he was welcome—and his expertise at Runes and Potions was
sometimes tentatively requested when Hermione was otherwise occupied.

Severus, too, was occasionally called upon for help by his former students. Otherwise, he



remained in the upstairs rooms or joined the Headmistress or other former colleagues for drinks
and conversation in their rooms or in Hogsmeade. He spent most afternoons away from
Hogwarts, tending to matters that he had allowed to slide while he was tending Hermione.

Severus had taken on some short-term consulting jobs in Potions, including a project for the
Weasley twins. His expertise in Defense had been requested by the Department of Magical Law
Enforcement, where the Auror training program was being thoroughly reorganized, and his
induction into the Wizengamot had also carried with it occasional duties at the Ministry. Since he
was so often in London, Minerva McGonagall asked him to conduct some negotiations with the
Ministry on behalf of Hogwarts. He had, in fact, taken over a number of the Deputy Head’s
duties already, for which the Headmistress was extremely grateful. It was coming to be tacitly
assumed by all those concerned that he would be accepting the Defense position, though as yet
he had not formally done so.

Despite his decision not to return as Head of Slytherin, Severus spent several evenings in the
common room. Many of the present Slytherin students had parents who were Death Eaters or
sympathized with Voldemort’s goals, and they suffered from the sudden reversal of their long-
held assumptions and the hostility of the other students. Severus helped them to recognize and
re-evaluate their prejudices, explaining why Voldemort did most of his recruiting among
adolescents. He told them why he had become a Death Eater as well as his reasons for turning
spy for Dumbledore. His Order of Merlin was a great solace to them, showing that the talents
special to Slytherin House could play a heroic part as well.

He had been particularly pleased by the Slytherins who had resisted family pressure to join
Voldemort. Blaise Zabini had actually fled the country, hiding from his father and older brothers
(Hufflepuffs, both), rather than take the Mark. He confided to Severus that two casual remarks
had influenced him profoundly, one about the futility of fear as a way of ruling others and the
other, during his career advice session, about the stupidity of entrusting one’s choices to
someone else. Severus was extremely proud of Blaise, and of the other former students in whom
his subtle warnings had borne fruit.

Severus and Harry had had a long lunch to discuss Lily, and despite both their expectations, the
conversation had gone well. Harry confided to Hermione later that he’d been enthralled by
Severus’s stories of his summer visits with Lily, pranking Petunia and running wild all over the
Sussex countryside, and he was embarrassed that he’d never thought to ask anyone about his
mother. Severus had hesitantly offered to show Harry his memories of these summer visits in a
Pensieve. They agreed to do this over the weekend after graduation, when Harry, like a number
of Hermione’s friends, would be visiting at Prince Hall for a long weekend and a graduation ball.

Prince Hall had a huge ballroom, apparently, and Severus wanted to give a party to celebrate the
graduation of Hermione and all her friends. (She accused him of being glad to get rid of them all
and he just smirked.) Most of the Order had been invited as well. As the plans became more and
more elaborate, it became clear to Hermione that this party would be a celebration not only of
her graduation, but of her recovery, of Toby’s birth, and of the end of the war, marked by the
sentencing and imprisonment (for life) of the last four Death Eaters. All of these happy events
had been blighted by the complications that followed, but these were all past, now, and it was



time to celebrate. Severus had spent increasing amounts of time at the Hall, but he had
steadfastly refused to take her for a preliminary visit. It was to be a surprise.

He did, however, take Hermione’s parents. Prince Hall had been their refuge during the war, and
they found that they loved the area. They were negotiating to buy a dental practice in the nearby
Muggle town, and Severus had agreed to lease them the Prince Dower House, which was quite
near the town and very much to their taste. They had been furnishing it and installing Muggle
amenities (electricity, gas, and plumbing) since the end of the war, although they had lived
mainly at Spinners End. Now that Hermione was awake and Toby was safely born, they had
returned with a view to living there permanently.

The Grangers had become close friends of Andromeda and Ted Tonks, who had also been
refugees at Prince Hall until Voldemort’s defeat. The Tonks had run an informal school for all
the children in the refuge, pure-blood, Muggle-born, and Muggle, and after the war, they planned
to found a small school that would give Muggle-born students their last pre-Hogwarts year of
education, non-magical but with an emphasis on wizarding history and culture. The hope was
that Muggle-born students, a fifth of all Hogwarts students, would feel less isolated and out of
place at Hogwarts. Children from wizarding families would be allowed to attend as well, when
space was available. The Hogwarts Board of Governors had agreed to send students their
Hogwarts letters at age ten rather than eleven to facilitate this. Severus had been delighted to
offer space in the home of his snobbish pure-blood cousins for such a purpose, and he had been
supervising the necessary alterations.

Despite their busy schedules, however, Severus and Hermione made time for an early morning
walk every day. With Toby nestled into a sling on Severus’s shoulder they walked around the
lake or through the more beautiful parts of the Forbidden Forest, discussing their plans and hopes
for the future. Usually they took along bread and fruit and breakfasted along the peaceful, sun-
dappled paths under the canopy of trees or on one of the flat boulders along the lake, laying their
son between them and admiring his beauty and obvious intelligence. Students who met them
passing through the Entrance Hall on their return gazed at their relaxed, smiling former professor
in astonishment, which amused Hermione no end.

And then, suddenly, N.E.W.Ts were upon her. Hermione quickly realized that the reason they
were so exhausting was the long, nerve-wracking waits to be called by the examiners, followed
by quarter hours of intense work and questioning. The final segment of the Defense N.E.W.T.
entailed dueling in pairs, followed by a brief duel with one of the examiners. Hermione worried
that Miranda Goshawk had disarmed her just before time was called; Harry, in contrast, had
Stunned Dirk Cresswell within a minute of the start of the exam. However, Hermione thought
she’d probably done quite well on her written examinations, particularly in Runes, where Gilbert
Wimple, his horns glinting distractingly, had confided that she’d managed to emend and work
out a coherent translation of a newly discovered ancient passage that had baffled all three
examiners. And she had been lucky in Herbology, where she’d accidentally hit upon a successful
method for extracting Winghammer seeds when she grabbed the root to steady herself, only to
see the pod pop open.

Her last exam was a hugely complex Transfiguration problem, to Transfigure appropriate cages



and restraints for a number of magical creatures. After Transfiguring cages around the last three
frozen Cornish Pixies (reflecting that this was the first occasion she had ever used any skill
acquired in Professor Lockhart’s class), Hermione lowered her wand in exhaustion.

“Very well done, Madam Snape,” Professor Goshawk said enthusiastically. “Quite a clever idea,
using that Switching Spell with the Porlock and the Runespoor. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a
student take that approach, but it certainly worked like a Charm!” She chuckled gently at her
own joke and Hermione smiled weakly. The examiner gave her a sharp look. “You look all in,
my dear. Sit down and let me get us a cup of tea. You finished early, and I don’t have to meet
with my colleagues for another half hour.”

“Thank you so much,” Hermione said a few moments later, taking a biscuit from the tray Winky
had brought with the tea. “I am tired, but you must be completely exhausted. I don’t know how
the three of you do it—all this personal observation.”

The professor winked and pulled a fine gold chain out from under her robes, and Hermione’s
eyes widened as she recognized a Time-Turner like the one she’d worn in her third year.

“We meet after each exam and go over our notes on each student, using a Pensieve to resolve
any disagreements. It adds up to about forty extra hours over the ten days. The Wizengamot
gives us two weeks paid holiday in Aruba to recover. It’s quite pleasant.” She paused. “Tell me,
Madam Snape, what will you do after graduation?”

“Well, I’ll probably spend the next few weeks worrying about my results…” she began.

“No, no. You’ll get your results at graduation. The O.W.Ls are mostly written exams, so they
take longer to mark, but N.E.W.Ts grades are assigned immediately. After all, several post-
N.E.W.Ts courses begin in August, and many students will start jobs directly—it is essential that
students know where they are so that they can choose the best option.”

“I see,” Hermione said cautiously after having a sip of tea. “If my marks are good enough, I’ll go
into the Unspeakable training program. But it’s rather a shock to get them so quickly. I was
thinking I’d have several weeks before I had to deal with them.”

Professor Goshawk laughed. “I’m sure you’ll be a fine Unspeakable, Madam Snape. I teach the
module on Research and Development of Charms, you know. I’m delighted to hear you’re
planning to accept admission.” She hesitated. “There have been rumors that your husband is
insisting that you retire to Prince Hall and be a full time mother and political hostess.”

Hermione stared at her incredulously. “Political hostess? Why?”

“Well, people think Severus will want to become Minister when Griselda retires. He’d be well
positioned for it, you see—Order of Merlin and youngest ever member of the Wizengamot. Only
he isn’t terribly... popular, and it’s thought that you might help him there. However, it would be a
waste of your talents, and I’m glad it isn’t true.”



Hermione snorted. “And it would be a waste of Severus’s talents as well. He’d be a terrible
Minister. He has no patience with administration at all, you know. And it would take more than a
few cocktail parties to make up for fifteen years of his teaching methods. Not terribly popular
indeed!”

Professor Goshawk smiled. “Where is the man these days, by the way? I haven’t talked to him
for years.”

The graduation ceremony was very solemn and impressive, held in the Great Hall on the
morning of the End-of-Year Feast. The graduating class, the largest in Hogwarts history, sat on
the platform, and their parents and guests filled the hall to bursting. Hermione was delighted to
see several other families in addition to her own wearing the rose-colored Muggle spectacles.
Hermione’s Aunt Erika and Uncle Richard were present, too. They had just learned about the
wizarding world, and they looked a little shell-shocked as they sat with her parents and Severus,
watching the magical ceiling. On Severus’s other side sat Narcissa Malfoy, looking nervous, and
Hermione was pleased to see Severus chatting with her, distracting her from the nasty looks and
comments. She was not a nice woman, but she hardly deserved to be attacked at her son’s
graduation.

The ceremony began. Each student stood individually to receive a diploma and a white envelope
from Madam Marchbanks as Professor McGonagall read off their academic honors and
achievements. Hermione was the first of the Order of Merlin recipients to graduate, and she was
surprised and moved when the entire audience stood and applauded when her name was read.
The same happened for Luna Lovegood, Harry Potter, and Ginevra and Ron Weasley. (Professor
McGonagall finally had to cut off the wild ovation for Harry, so that the ceremony could
continue.)

Afterwards, it was announced that a light picnic lunch would be served for the graduates and
their families near the lake. Hermione joined Severus and her family, and they walked out onto
the lawn with Draco and Narcissa. At the foot of the steps, Narcissa said goodbye, and Erika and
Susanne thanked her again for tea the previous afternoon. A Hogwarts coach appeared, and
Draco kissed his mother’s cheek and then handed her into it.

“You’ll be at our party tomorrow evening, Narcissa?” Severus asked her through the window.

“I think so.” Narcissa smiled sadly and waved to Draco, and the coach pulled away.

“What on earth are those hideous things pulling the coach?” Aunt Erika asked Hermione as they
moved towards the long tables set up by the lake. “They’re the first truly unattractive thing I’ve
seen yet in this magical world of yours.”

“You can see them?” Susanne asked, shocked.

“They’re Thestrals, Aunt Erika,” Hermione said slowly. “You can only see them if you’ve seen a
person die.”



Aunt Erika looked at her, perplexed. “But I haven’t! How very peculiar!”

“Yes, you have, Erika,” Heinrich said.

Hermione turned to her father in surprise. “You can both see them? Was it something that
happened when you were young?”

Severus put his hand on Hermione’s shoulder. “It’s a very personal question, Hermione, as you
know.”

“It’s all right, Severus.” Heinrich shook his head. “But let’s find our places first.”

The tables were groaning with golden platters of sandwiches, fruit, salad, and cheese.
Hermione’s family was joined by the Weasleys and the Lovegoods, and everyone served
themselves from the trays.

“So, Heinz, what’s the story?” Erika asked in a worried voice.

Hermione looked at her friends and their parents. “You can tell us about it later, if you want to,
Dad.”

Heinrich looked down the table as well. “It’s all right, Schätzle,” he said. “They’ve all been in a
war. They’ll understand.”

“What?” Harry asked. “What will we understand?”

Heinrich smiled sadly. “I was going to explain why Hermione’s Aunt Erika and I can see those
Thestrals that pull the Hogwarts coaches.” He looked around and saw that most of the table was
listening. “I’ve never talked about this, but I told Severus the story because I wanted him to
believe that I truly did understand the terrible choices that one has to make in wartime.” He
looked up and smiled at Arthur Weasley, who was sitting next to Severus and nodding sadly.

Severus raised an eyebrow. “It might be disturbing for Erika, Heinrich. Perhaps it would be
better kept to a later occasion.”

“No,” said Erika, taking her husband’s hand and looking at her brother stubbornly. “Now you’ve
brought it up, Heinz, I want to know.”

Heinrich took a deep breath and looked at his audience. “When we escaped from Germany, I was
six and Erika was three. My grandfather led an underground group that was trying to bring down
the Nazi government from within. They had several successes, but the summer of 1944, my
grandfather and my uncle were involved in an assassination attempt, and they were captured and
executed. My father knew then that we had to get out, but he waited for months, hoping that the
war would end first. Finally, in October, he realized that it would be best to leave before winter
set in, so we abandoned our home, and traveled slowly and circuitously to the north coast,



avoiding big cities and sleeping in the woods. There was very little food, and it was cold. I don’t
know if you remember this at all, Erika?”

Aunt Erika shook her head. “Mutti said it was miserable. She never wanted to talk about it.”

“Why didn’t your parents simply Apparate you, Mr. Granger?” Luna asked curiously.

“My Grandfather von Grange was a Squib,” Heinrich replied, “Grindelwald cursed my family,
your Headmistress tells me. So my parents were both Muggles.”

“Ah, Grindelwald,” Luna said, nodding with understanding.

“Terrible, terrible man,” her father said knowledgably.

Hermione wondered for a moment if the Lovegoods and the Weasleys even knew about Hitler
and the war. But her father was continuing.

“Finally, we reached the sea. We hid with about thirty others, in the loft of a bombed-out barn,
on the coast near Hamburg. The day the boats were to arrive, the soldiers came in the late
afternoon. Erika and I hid in a very small, dark niche behind a large bale of hay. We knew by
then to be very quiet, and we could look up and see father and the other men hiding in the rafters.
The women and older children had been buried in a large stack of hay bales. The soldiers would
have had to shift them to find them, and they didn’t bother—they just looked around and
departed. They didn’t even look up.”

Hermione looked at her father in amazement. “What an escape!” she said, but he shook his head.

“As we heard the soldiers leaving below, a very young soldier came up the ladder, quite silently,
to sneak a cigarette. The women beneath the hay couldn’t see him, of course, and one called out
softly to the men to move the bales, and of course the soldier heard. He began to shift the bales
himself, and my father signaled for Erika and me to distract him. We crept out and I asked him
what he was doing. He was young and very kind. He told us that Erika looked like his baby sister
at home, and that we should not play alone in the barn at night—the bombing had made it unsafe,
he said, and there were also dangerous traitors about. He said he would take us back to the
farmhouse when he had alerted his comrades to search the loft again. And while he was talking
with us, my father climbed silently down from the rafters and killed him with a knife, right in
front of us.”

Heinrich stared out at the lake for a moment. Susanne reached an arm around her husband’s
shoulders and gave him a quick hug.

Erika looked at her brother in shock. “I’ve had nightmares about that. I can’t believe it was real. I
can’t believe Papa did anything like that!”

“I can’t either,” Hermione said, appalled.



“You should both be glad he did,” Severus said severely. “Neither of you would be here if he had
not.”

“Yes,” Heinrich agreed. “He had to—the young soldier would have brought the other soldiers
back. Luckily, no one came to look for him before we left for the boats. All the way to England,
Erika cried about the nice soldier, but Papa explained to me that although he was probably a
good man, if he hadn’t been killed, all the rest of us would be arrested and killed. You had to
balance such questions, he said, but it was very hard.”

“Such choices are terrible,” Severus said sadly. “Dumbledore was equally ruthless. He
sometimes failed to send warnings, even in one case, in the first war, to a member of the Order. I
was the only possible source of the information, and he told me that the sacrifice was essential to
maintaining my inside position, so many more could be saved later. He was right, but it was a
terrible responsibility.”

The rest of the table was silent. Some nervously played with their food, but others nodded in
agreement. Finally Heinrich spoke again, more cheerfully. “The other thing I remember from
that trip was Papa saying over and over that we should not have waited—if he’d been more ready
to abandon our home, it would have been easier. When the warning came that we might be
targeted in your war, I didn’t hesitate, because I remembered what Papa had said.”

“And you were right to do so,” Severus said. “I was forced to participate in that raid, and I
cannot tell you how relieved I was to find the house empty. Too many of my warnings had been
ignored.”

“You sent that warning?” Hermione said, startled. “Yes, of course. Oh, Severus. We all owe you
so much!”

Susanne nodded. “We do indeed."

“Your father sounds quite clear-headed and ruthless,” Draco said admiringly to Heinrich. “Are
you sure he was really a Muggle?”

Harry snorted. “You are so hopelessly prejudiced, Malfoy,” he said without heat. “I’m really
pleased that the Grangers are your family. You’ll find them very… educational.” He winked at
Susanne.

The table broke up into smaller conversations as dessert appeared magically on the platters and
Heinrich turned to Hermione. “Are we permitted to know how you did on your N.E.W.Ts,
Schätzle?”

“I... I don’t know. I haven’t dared open the envelope yet,” she said, glancing up at her husband
shamefacedly.

Severus snorted. “I thought you were being rational about these exams, Boon.”



Harry leaned across the table. “I haven’t opened mine either. I don’t think any of us have.”

Ron shook his head and exchanged glances with Luna who smiled shyly.

“All right, you cowards!” Ginny said firmly, looking around at her friends and then catching
Draco’s eye. “You, too, Malfoy? Fine. We’ll all open them at all once. Three... two... one...
open!”

There was the sound of tearing parchment, and then a whoop from Ron. “Excellent! I’m into the
Auror’s program. And I got an Outstanding in Defense! Harry?”

Hermione had been staring at her own parchment in disbelief, but noticing Harry’s silence she
folded it away and turned to him in consternation. “Harry?”

“I don’t know. I passed everything but Defense. There’s a little star there. No explanation.”

“But you must have passed, mate!” Ron said. “You Stunned the examiner! And you defeated
Voldemort! They can’t have failed you!”

Harry shook his head, and Ginny put her arm around him. “How’d you do, Ginny?” he asked.

She smiled. “I got what I needed. Five N.E.W.Ts. Outstandings in Potions, Herbology, and
Charms. They’ve got to let me into the Healers’ program with that.”

“Congratulations, Ginevra,” Severus said. “Your Potions grade is well deserved, I’m sure.”

“Thanks, sir,” she said, and then turned back to Harry. “But Ron’s right, Harry! If he got an
Outstanding in Defense you must have, too.” She smiled. “Maybe it’s a new grade. Better than
Outstanding.”

“That’s exactly what it is, Miss Weasley,” said Professor McGonagall, approaching the table.
“The Ministry has asked that the Defense scores of all students who participated in the final
battle be raised to the next highest grade, as testimony to their ability to defend themselves under
fire. Mr. Potter already had an Outstanding, so he has received a star. It will be counted as a
double N.E.W.T., Mr. Potter, so if you passed four subjects in addition to Defense, you will have
a total of six N.E.W.Ts.”

Harry let out a deep sigh of relief. “Thanks, Professor!” Then he was buried in Ginny’s hug.

“Luna?” Ron sounded worried. “How’d you do?”

The blonde girl been in deep conversation, but she turned and smiled up at Ron brightly, though
tears glittered on her cheeks. “I did it, Ron!” she said softly. “Six N.E.W.Ts, with Outstandings
in Divination and Runes. That’s more than enough to get me into the Department of Mysteries
training program. I can be an inventor, just like Mum.” She burst into tears, and Ron folded her
into his arms.



Hermione looked startled. “I didn’t even know Luna had applied!” she said, turning to Harry.

“That’s right—you were up with Toby when we had that conversation,” Harry said. “Yeah, it’s
what she’s always wanted to do. You’re in, too, of course?”

Hermione nodded mutely.

“Boon, may we see your results?” Severus said. She handed him the parchment and after a
glance he laughed until the tears ran down his face. He passed it to Heinrich and Susanne who
laughed as well. Harry reached out his hand and Heinrich gave it to him.

“Well,” said Harry, handing Ron the paper. “After all these years, she finally finds out how well
she can do when she doesn’t panic and bite off all her fingernails.”

Draco, who had been rather silent, turned to Hermione. “You did well then?”

“Eight N.E.W.Ts,” she said. “How did you do, Draco?”

“Seven. Oma Helga will be pleased. And three Outstandings—Runes, Potions and Defense.”

“What are you going to do, Draco?” Susanne asked him. “I don’t believe you’ve ever said.”

He looked around rather shyly. “I’d like to do a Potions apprenticeship. Now that I’ve got the
N.E.W.T., I’ll need to start applying. I’m hoping Severus can give me some advice on potential
mentors.”

“Of course, Draco,” Severus said easily. "We can talk that over this weekend while you’re at
Prince Hall.”

“I suppose you got an Outstanding in Potions as well, Hermione,” Draco said. “And probably
Arithmancy as well.”

“That’s right, mate,” Ron said, clapping Malfoy on the shoulder. “And in Defense, Herbology,
Runes, History, Charms, and Transfiguration. Hermione got eight Outstandings. She’s scary, but
brilliant, just like I always said.”

Draco looked at Ron in shock, his cheeks a pale pink. “ Mate?’” he said softly.

The End-of-Year Feast and the celebrations following it in the Gryffindor common room passed
quickly and pleasantly. Hermione slept that night in her old dormitory with Parvati and the
seventh year Gryffindor girls, with Toby in a cradle next to her bed with a Silencing Charm
surrounding them. Severus had left just before the Feast for Prince Hall, where they were going
to spend most of the summer. Severus wanted her to get to know the place so she could make
better informed decisions with him about where and how they should live. Then, after Ginny and



Harry’s wedding in early August (Hermione was to be Matron of Honor), Severus and Hermione
were going to spend a week or two in Venice—a belated honeymoon, while Toby was still
young enough to travel without difficulty.

So, after breakfast, Hermione joined her friends for a last trip on the Hogwarts Express. It was
the most relaxed journey to King’s Cross they’d ever taken. They played Wizard’s Chess and
Exploding Snap like the children they had been on previous trips and talked about their summer
plans and the courses they’d start in the fall.

Their compartment contained six students, just as it had at the beginning of their seventh year,
when Cormac McLaggen and the other young Death Eaters and Dolohov, Yaxley, and Amycus
Carrow had hoped to kill a huge number of Hogwarts students. But Draco took Neville’s place
this time, although Neville would be meeting them at the Hall. Draco’s presence was in some
ways a mark of how much things had changed. Another was Toby, rocking with the wheels on
Hermione’s lap as she considered futile moves against Ron’s chess strategy. And a third was
their behavior when they reached London. They did not pass through the barrier, because
Hermione’s parents, the Weasleys, the Dursleys, and Mr. Lovegood were not waiting for them
there. They would see them all the following evening at the Graduation Ball—all except the
Dursleys, of course. Hermione unfolded a Harrod’s shopping bag, they all grabbed parts of it,
holding their luggage tightly, and Hermione held Toby’s hand against it while Luna activated it
with her wand.

The six students and Toby arrived on a pavement of multicolored marble shapes inlaid in an
intricate geometric pattern. They faced a large and complicated fountain, which was the center of
a huge formal garden, sunny, redolent of sweet smelling flowers and herbs, and filled with the
hum of bees and the twitter of birds.

And surrounding the garden on three sides was the house. A pale gray Georgian stone building
of four stories, with a huge, white pillared pediment marking the center of each of the three long
wings. Clusters of chimneys sprouted from the roof, and the tall windows with their semicircular
lunettes glittered in the sun.

“Welcome to Prince Hall!” Severus’s voice said behind them, and they turned to greet him.
Beyond him, and beyond the low garden wall, was a beautiful view of the surrounding hills.

“This is unbelievable,” breathed Harry.

“This house belongs to one family?” Ron asked. “Blimey!”

“This is where you grew up, Severus?” Draco asked. He sounded as if he was trying not to be
impressed. “The garden’s been very well maintained.”

“A ludicrous extravagance, isn’t it?” Severus said bitterly. “There are fifty-six principal
bedrooms—four more than Buckingham Palace. It’s a huge waste of space and materials,
ruinously expensive to run and hideously uncomfortable to inhabit. Nevertheless, it’s a perfect
place to give a huge party.” He took his son from Hermione and smiled down at her fondly.



“Leave your luggage here—Minerva has lent me half of the elves from Hogwarts to help. They’ll
take it to your rooms while I give you the grand tour.”

“Where are we, anyway?” Ginny asked him.

“North Cumbria. The views of the Water and the mountains from the north face and the east
wing are magnificent. Now, come along. Neville and his parents arrived about half an hour ago,
and they’re waiting for us in the foyer,” he said, leading them around the fountain and towards
the central entrance. “The lower two floors of the west wing are the Tonks’ school now,” he said,
pointing to their left, “and the library is above it. The ballroom and formal dining rooms take up
the lower two levels of the east wing—that’s why most of the windows are double height.”

Hermione shook her head, as they climbed the monumental stairs to a higher terrace garden. She
looked back over the marble balustrade at the ordered vista of topiary, flowerbeds, statuary, and
little fountains, all contrasting with the wildness of the mountains behind them. “This is
unbelievable, Severus. Four people lived here until you and your mother moved in? This place
would house the Muggle Parliament!”

“Oh, there were a number of other long-term residents—distant relatives, staff, and... political
friends and allies.”

“What I want to know,” Draco said in a puzzled voice, “is what happened to the house-elves. A
house like this should have had twenty or thirty.”

Severus whirled to look at his former student. “Trust me, Draco. You do not want to know what
happened to the house-elves.”

Draco’s eyes widened. “Was my father...?”

Severus sighed. “Of course; he was a younger house-mate of my cousins in Slytherin. My
cousins and my uncle were Death Eaters, and allowed Voldemort to make this place his
headquarters from about the time I graduated from Hogwarts until his fall. Twenty or thirty
Death Eaters lived here with him, including your father, much of the time. They found ‘elf hunts’
entertaining. My uncle was killed by Aurors about six months before he fell, and the Dark Lord
‘punished’ my aunt and cousins for the failure of his mission. Then he wanted me to sell him the
house for a pittance, but Albus managed to keep the inheritance tied up and out of his hands.
After his fall, I sold it to Albus for a penny, and he brought the five surviving house-elves to live
at Hogwarts. It was a refuge for sixty families by the end of the war, and they repaired and
refurbished the depredations of the Death Eaters. Rather to my surprise, I learned after my
exoneration that Albus had returned it to me in his will.”

He sighed again and turned up the stairs to the grand entrance doors. “And now Hermione and I
have to work out something that will make use of it. If we live here, we will take only a few of
the rooms. We will have to find some worthy institutions to donate the rest of the space to. And
even then, I would worry about living here. Such surroundings have a tendency to breed
arrogance—a sense of superiority and entitlement—in the best of wizards.”



“But what about Toby?” Draco said. “Perhaps he’d want to live here. If he has a large family,
and then grandchildren and great-grandchildren. There’s a reason such houses were built, you
know. And you could trust him not to become another Voldemort.”

Severus laughed as he turned to the balustrade at the platform at the top of the stairs, and
gestured toward the garden and the hills beyond. “I wouldn’t trust myself if I truly accepted the
ownership of all this. I can’t forget that it was while I was living here that I began calling myself
‘The Half-Blood Prince.’ It’s insidious.” He turned and opened the great doors with an imperious
wave of his wand. “It’s ridiculous.” He added in a lower voice, taking Hermione’s hand and
leading her into the extravagant marble foyer.

It was almost half-past two in the morning, and the ballroom was still full of dancing couples,
when Hermione reached the landing above the ballroom where she and Severus had received
their guests hours before. After her last dance with Severus, a slow waltz out on the broad terrace
beyond the French windows under the stars and opposite the glowing lake and the shadowy
mountains, she had admitted to feeling tired. He had urged her to return here to rest, so that their
guests could find her and thank her when they were ready to leave or to retire to their rooms. No
one seemed to be leaving yet, however, and one of the Hogwarts elves had brought her an
armchair and a glass of champagne, so she could be comfortable as she waited.

The party had been a great success, Hermione thought as she looked out over the ballroom,
watching the kaleidoscope of colorful dress robes whirling under the eight huge crystal
chandeliers in a room four times the size of Hogwarts’ Great Hall. The walls between the tall
windows were covered with rich white and silver brocade, and the windows were hung with
polished silver silk, shimmering in the candlelight. Hermione tried to find her friends in the
crowd. There were Ginny and Harry, dancing together again, Ginny wearing pale green robes
with snowdrops in her hair. Near them, Ron was dancing with Luna, who was wearing the
Lovegood opals tonight rather than her bottlecap necklace, and looking surprisingly lovely in
pale pink robes. Draco and Parvati Patil made a very striking couple, she noticed, her exotic
turquoise and green sari bright against his dark robes. Everyone Hermione had ever known in the
wizarding world seemed to be dancing, sometimes in peculiar combinations. Charlie Weasley
was dancing with Professor Sprout, Sturgis Podmore with Angelina Johnson, Mr. Ollivander
with Professor Vector, Neville Longbottom with Hestia Jones, Madam Rosmerta with Mad-Eye
Moody, George Weasley with Pansy Parkinson, and Madam Marchbanks with Professor
Slughorn. Hagrid, she knew, had spent the entire evening waltzing with Madame Maxime on the
terrace (regardless of the music); and Tonks and Remus had been on the terrace as well,
admiring the thin crescent moon and its reflection in the beautiful lake.

Hermione had enjoyed the evening tremendously. Her robes, chosen for her by Severus, were
extremely flattering, concocted of lilac silk, white satin ribbons, and bunches of tiny white roses.
Toots had insisted on arranging even more ribbons and roses in her hair. (The elf had even
insisted on brushing her hair, which had made Severus quite petulant and jealous until they
began their first dance together.) Severus was wearing the blue robes with the tiny silver stars
again, and several people had commented on what a handsome couple they made.



Severus was dancing with the Headmistress now, she noticed, and the older woman looked very
happy, probably because Severus had just given her his signed, five-year contract. Severus had
admitted when they discussed the question before dinner that, under the circumstances, it would
be ridiculous to hold onto his feelings of guilt, and he had decided to accept the Defense
position. He had planned to tell Professor McGonagall on August first, and Hermione had rolled
her eyes at his insistence on waiting until the deadline. She had argued tactfully and successfully
that it would benefit the school to let her know right away.

The orchestra announced the last dance, and Severus and Professor McGonagall climbed the
stairs to join Hermione, as the guests all returned to their spouses or their dates for the evening.
Severus touched Hermione’s cheek.

“Are you all right, Boon?” he asked worriedly. “It’s been a wonderful party, but I had no idea it
would go so late. You have your health to think of. We wouldn’t want you to have a relapse just
as we prepare to head off to Italy.”

“No, I’m fine. I’m glad you suggested I come up here, though. It’s been nice to watch and rest
for a bit. How are you, Professor?”

“Very well, indeed, now that Severus has finally agreed to teach at Hogwarts again. And you
must call me Minerva, now, dear. After all, you’re a faculty spouse.”

“I’ll try. Actually, it should be easy, since I’m used to hearing Severus call you Minerva.”

“Excellent. Now, I have interesting news for you. I was just telling Severus—I’ve had an owl
from the Headmaster of Durmstrang. He says there are eight von Grange students in their recent
records, all of whom have done quite well. Three of them are still in school, but a Wilhelm von
Grange graduated seven years ago, and his twin sisters, Helga and Hermione von Grange,
graduated a year ahead of Viktor Krum. It’s very odd he never made the connection.”

“How strange! Viktor couldn’t even pronounce my name. And how peculiar to think that I have
a cousin with almost the same name.”

“Well, perhaps the other Hermione goes by a nickname. No doubt you’ll meet her one day, and
learn the story. The Headmaster gave me the addresses, and your father says he intends to send
them owls. They won’t remember him, of course, but they may have heard of him. Or of course
their mother may still be alive.... Oh, here they all come!”

The orchestra had stopped and the musicians were putting away their instruments as the guests
clapped their thanks. A few couples had begun climbing the stairs

“Boon, lean on me,” Severus said, helping her to her feet and vanishing her chair. “It won’t take
long.”



It had taken almost an hour, however, although at the end Harry, Ginny, Ron, Luna, and Neville
had joined them. Neville offered to walk Hermione to her room while Severus paid the
musicians. She’d found herself leaning on him rather heavily, but repaid him by listening to his
rhapsodies about Hannah Abbot, who had indeed been lovely in pale blue robes.

The suite Severus had taken for them was huge, containing three bedrooms and a sitting room.
The largest bedroom had two sets of tall French doors leading to a broad balcony. After checking
on Toby and changing into her nightgown, Hermione pulled on a cloak and went out. The night
air was refreshingly chilly, after the heat of the ballroom, and the eastern horizon over the
mountaintops was just beginning to brighten. She leaned on the balustrade and looked down past
the edge of the lawn to the woods and rolling fields with their gray stone walls, beyond which
was the Water, still as glass and reflecting the silhouetted mountains.

The house was beautiful, she thought, though ludicrously large, and it would be marvelous to
live in it for a while—to wake up to this view, to breakfast looking out at the mountains, to enjoy
the fresh mountain air. She was anxious as well to explore the family library and to make herself
at home in the various sitting rooms, drawing rooms and boudoirs, each beautifully decorated
with rich fabrics and woods. The grand genealogical tree carved on a polished marble panel in
the principal drawing room would repay study as well—she’d love to know how Severus and
Toby were connected to all the other wizarding families. And it had been a shock to see that her
name and Toby’s had been magically added at the bottom. Her name was given as Hermione von
Grange; apparently magical carving spells did not take account of name changes under Muggle
law. She had been relieved to note, too, that Eileen Prince Snape had not been blasted off, as
Sirius Black and so many of his relatives had been blasted off of the tapestry that held their own
family tree—although admittedly it was more difficult to do with marble. And there were the
gardens and the surrounding woods—and Severus had pointed out and a path that led to the town
where her parents would be practicing dentistry.

And yet, she felt, it would be hard to be a family here. She and Severus were both rather solitary
people, and it would be far too easy to be alone. She didn’t want Toby to grow up lonely, either,
rattling around such a monstrous house. And she loved the house at Spinners End, now. It was
where Severus had always been happiest, where she had got to know him, to see past his
defenses, to understand his honor and courage. She remembered, too, how safe she had felt there,
waking up after her long coma, even before she knew that it was Severus’s house, even while she
believed that Voldemort still threatened. Spinners End was home, small and manageable. She
knew every inch of its woodwork, every knot in its hardwood floors, every volume on its
bookcases. But it was small, and she and Severus did not want Toby to grow up without siblings.
If they had another child, or perhaps two, would there be space enough? And what about
schools? The neighborhood was quite rough, and she certainly didn’t want to send him to a
dangerous school where he wouldn’t learn because the teachers spent all their time on discipline.

She felt Severus’s arms come around her waist. “Boon?” he asked. “What are you doing out here
in this freezing air?”

“It’s so beautiful, Severus.” The edges of the mountains were beginning to glow more brightly,



and a wave of feathery bright pink clouds began to appear overhead, reflected in the Water
below.

“You’re so beautiful, Boon,” he said, turning her around. “You’re worrying, I can tell. Don’t.”
He ran a long, callused finger across her forehead, erasing the wrinkles.

Hermione laughed, looking up into his face. And suddenly she realized that it would all be fine.
She could have both places. Spinners End would always be their home. And someday, perhaps,
when they needed more space, Prince Hall could be home, too. She realized, no matter what they
decided, home would be any place that Severus and Toby were. Hogwarts, Spinners End, Prince
Hall, or somewhere else entirely. Venice? What security and happiness Severus had given her!
Boon, he called her, but he’d been a Boon to her as well. To the entire wizarding world, of
course, but especially to her. She raised herself on her toes and kissed him lightly on the lips, as
the rosy light of dawn slowly turned to gold.

The End

Author’s Note: I’d like to thank all my loyal readers for reading and, even more, my loyal
reviewers for reviewing. And most of all, I’d like to thank Potion Mistress, my loyal (and long-
suffering) beta for beta-ing and making me take out the really sappy stuff. (If you think it’s bad
now, you should have seen it with the rose!) Oh, and I’d also like to thank all the little people....

Later addition: I thought readers might be interested in my response to a review by animemiz,
who asked me about an epilogue:

"I don't think I'll do an epilogue, but I can tell you that Toby will be sorted into Slytherin and
surpass both his parents in his O.W.L. and N.E.W.T.s grades. After a long and glorious non-
academic career, he will be hired as professor of Transfiguration by the Headmaster of
Hogwarts School (Severus Prince Snape, Chief Warlock of the Wizengamot, Supreme Mugwump
of the International Confederation of Wizards, Director General of the Order of the Phoenix,
Order of Merlin, First Class), and, in a precedent-breaking decision, will become Head of
Gryffindor House."


