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Tyger! Tyger! burning bright 
In the forests of the night 
What immortal hand or eye 
Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 
 
In what distant deeps or skies 
Burnt the fire of thine eyes? 
On what wings dare he aspire? 
What the hand dare seize thy fire? 
 
And what shoulder, & what art, 
Could twist the sinews of thy heart? 
And why thy heart began to beat, 
What dread hand? & what dread feet? 
 
What the hammer? what the chain? 
In what furnace was thy brain? 
What the anvil? what dread grasp 
Dare its deadly terrors grasp? 
 
When the stars threw down their spears 
And water'd heaven with their tears, 
Did he smile his work to see? 
Did he who made the Lamb make thee? 
 
Tyger! Tyger! burning bright 
In the forests of the night, 
What immortal hand or eye 
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry? 
- William Blake 
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It all ended. 
 
Presaged by a rain of blood. Seconded by an impenetrable fog. 
 
Two weeks after their 7th year at school started, it all ended. 
 
Ron killed three Death Eaters before one he had left cursed his wand hand into oblivion. 
 
After that, the rain turned from blood to fire. 
 
A horrid inhuman shrieking had been going on for hours and hours by the time she was 
able to find Harry. 
 
All Hermione wanted to do was get to her friend, despite that fact that when she found 
Harry she was almost guaranteed to find Voldemort. Voldemort. Why did Harry always 
have to face him alone? She finally found the room, but Dumbledore held her back. 
 
"This is Harry's battle to win or lose." It was a tribute to the insanity of the moment that 
she considered trying to fight her way past him for an instant. 
 
Then they heard a voice, like Harry's only deeper, only a monument to wrath and rage, 
like Harry's if Harry had an inhuman monster hiding in the depths his soul. 
 
"Avada Kedavra," the Harry Thing spat. 
 
A scream. 
 
Shouts of "No," "NO." 
 
But the animal shrieking continued. 
 
Dumbledore threw the door open with his own hands. The cluster of wizards who had 
assembled there, held back like Hermione herself, pushed through the door. 
 
One of Harry's glittery green eyes hung uselessly from its socket, but he was still 
standing. 
 
Tom Riddle lay dead on the floor greyish fluid leaking from the corner of his mouth. 
 
The painful noise was still ringing out. 
 
There was a knot of Death Eaters, their wands trained on a single target, muttering what 
seemed a continuous string of "Crucio, Crucio, Crucio." 
 



Hermione recognised Lucius Malfoy, Bellatrix Lestrange, and Mcnair in the crowd. 
 
It took her a moment to realise who the victim was. He hung upside down and his face 
was crusted with vomit. 
 
Snape. 
 
Somewhere in the room she heard rather than saw Draco Malfoy, his cry was 
inarticulate, the only word she recognised was "Father." 
 
The tall blonde boy raised his wand. "Let him go." 
 
Lucius Malfoy looked at his son and sneered, "Your teacher is a traitor, the greatest 
traitor of them all." 
 
"Let him go," Draco insisted quietly. 
 
Lucius shook his head. 
 
"Avada..." Draco began, his wand pointed squarely at his father. 
 
"Avada Kedavra," Lucius Malfoy pointed his wand and killed his only son with lightning 
speed. Whirling around, he turned and executed the Death Eaters who stood nearest 
him, including one Hermione recognised as his own wife, Narcissa. 
 
Real time seemed to start again after Lucius dropped his wand. 
 
Of all people, Harry, stumbling and one eyed, insisted on carrying Snape's shaking body 
from the blood spattered burning room. Not even Dumbledore dared stop him. 
 
That was how it all ended. 
 
It was also how it all began. 

 
 
Three weeks later they were back in school. 
 
Neither Ron nor Harry would ever play Quidditch again, but they didn't seem to mind 
much. 
 
Harry combed his hair to cover the puckered blank socket. She had to admit it gave a 
certain rakish affect. He kept Ginny Weasley within arm's reach like his life depended on 
it. 
 
For reasons that could never be explained properly, Ron needed an entirely new wand 
now that he was forced to change wand hands. But he was doing fine using the stump 



of his arm for inane practical joke after inane practical joke; in fact, they were all fine 
and having the time of their lives. If it all seemed a bit forced and hysterical at times, she 
imagined that would wear off eventually. 
 
If Snape was not suddenly transformed into the picture of good cheer it was 
understandable, if anything, the man seemed tired. As though he needed nothing so 
much as a six-month long nap before he could get back to insulting his students with 
conviction again. He no longer tormented Harry in the classroom; instead, he seemed 
intent on pretending Harry Potter had ceased to exist. 
 
Hermione, for one, was surprised that he hadn't gone mad. More so when she learned 
the Potions master had survived more rounds of the Cruciatus Curse than any other 
wizard in the medical records at St. Mungo's. More than the Longbottoms. Yet he was 
as apparently sane as ever. 
 
He did finally have his Order of Merlin, though. 
 
Lucius Malfoy, ironically, emerged unscathed. 
 
He pled Imperio; after all, what else would drive a man to take part in the torture of his 
closest boyhood friend, then turn around and slaughter his wife and only child? 
 
The Ministry of Magic wouldn't have liked Hermione's answer. She overheard 
McGonagall and Snape agreeing that Fudge was more convinced by his finances than 
the facts. It made her miserable if she let herself think about it and, for once, even she 
wanted not to think. 
 
Nearly one quarter of the wizards in the country were dead. 
 
The students held impromptu parties in the common rooms at least once a week. 
 
The government seemed over-strident, but that was to be expected. Hermione paid it no 
mind, until the decree was issued. 
 
The Muggle-born Marriage Act. 
 
Decreeing that all Muggle-born witches were required to marry within six months of their 
18th birthday, to Pureblood wizards no less. Witches who failed to choose a wizard 
would have one chosen for them. Special dispensations were given for mental infirmity; 
somehow, she doubted she would be eligible for that one. 
 
Research was the obvious solution, but research only told her the law was much longer 
coming than she imagined. If she had been paying attention, she could have predicted it 
herself. After the battle at the Department of Mysteries, when she and almost everyone 
else she knew could think of nothing but Voldemort, the Ministry of Magic had passed 
restrictions on marriage between first cousins. 



 
Reasonable, right? Another instance of the wizarding world slowly catching up with the 
19th, if not the 21st, century? No. It seemed many old pureblood families took the 
legislation as a cultural vendetta against those suspected of questionable sympathies. 
 
As the war progressed, the law moved to ban unions between second and third cousins 
as well. 
 
She hadn't even noticed when, three months before the ultimate defeat of Voldemort, all 
marriages between purebloods were outlawed. 
 
As if by group consensus, the birth rate among purebloods, never exactly prolific, had 
dropped to zero. Zero. Nothing. In the last year, not a single pureblood witch or wizard 
had produced offspring. Given the choice between outbreeding and dying out they had 
chosen extinction. 
 
So the Ministry of magic had moved its misbegotten legislative attention to the Muggle-
born. 
 
She understood what the ministry was trying to do; instil some hybrid vigour into those 
old incestuous families, force them out of their myopic world of pedigrees and blood 
ties, wrest their alliance from them by coercion if necessary, but this was certainly the 
wrong way to go about it. She couldn't think of a right way, but this certainly wasn't it. 
 
She did the only thing she could think of, she sent a succession of howlers to Arthur 
Weasley. 
 
Within a week, an owl delivered a marriage proposal from Lucius Malfoy during 
breakfast. 

 
 
It was no great surprise when Professor McGonagall fetched her before the end of the 
day's classes. 
 
An argument was already in full swing inside the Headmaster's office; she heard them 
as she and the Transfiguration teacher sat waiting in the ante chamber. 
 
"Could you turn the divan on the opposite side of the room into a unicorn, Miss 
Granger?" 
 
Hermione blinked and obliged. She supposed the Transfiguration teacher was aiming to 
distract her. But she kept an ear to the other room, performing her task with less than 
her full concentration. 
 
"This is idiocy!" bellowed a deep voice. 
 



"It is, nonetheless, the law," came the calmer one, clearly the Headmaster. 
 
"So you are simply going to sit there, Albus, and let this happen?" She placed the voice 
as Professor Snape's as several portraits began to take him to task for using that tone 
with the Headmaster. 
 
"It seems to me, you came up with quite a viable solution, even if it currently strikes you 
as less than ideal," Dumbledore said gently and was for some time answered only by 
the sound of restless footsteps. 
 
Snape was pacing. 
 
"Less than ideal? It was a joke!" Snape screamed. 
 
"If you have a better idea, I am perfectly willing to hear it, Severus." There was the 
sound of clinking dishes. "Gumdrop?" Dumbledore offered. 
 
"Headmaster, please," came Snape's voice in what was perilously close to a whine. 
 
Hermione's eavesdropping was interrupted by Professor Vector's arrival with a 
parchment full of half-finished Arithmancy problems. With less than half her full 
attention, she grudgingly addressed the work. Nonetheless, it was some time before 
she was able to continue her "overhearing." McGonagall continued to address each of 
her subjects but potions in turn in the most irritating way; well, at least it gave her 
something to do. 
 
"As you know, Mr Longbottom has petitioned for her hand as well and the youngest 
Weasley boy has attempted to convince the Ministry to accept a petition from him, 
despite the fact that he is underage and his parents refuse their consent. What did you 
say Weasley and Longbottom's chances were against Lucius again?" Dumbledore 
asked in the lightest, most inane voice Hermione had ever heard. 
 
"Pfft," came Snape's reply. 
 
"Sadly, I must agree with that assessment," said the old man. He sounded as though he 
had something in his mouth. "So you propose what? We send the girl to China until 
Lucius dies of old age? I hear the Muggles have managed to send people to the moon, 
we might try that. Are you absolutely certain you wouldn't care for a gumdrop?" 
 
"It would hardly be more ridiculous than what you propose," Snape said sharply. 
 
"May I remind you, Severus, that the proposal was, and will remain, your own," 
Dumbledore sounded almost amused. 
 
What had Snape suggested? That she actually marry Malfoy? 
 



"It most certainly was not my suggestion. It was a joke," Snape hissed adamantly. "The 
girl is indecently young, Albus, and you must realise the impropriety..." 
 
Dumbledore cut him off. "I realise, Severus, that the choice is yours; ultimately, she lives 
and dies by your decision." 
 
At that point, the Potions master let loose a string of profanity the likes of which 
Hermione Granger had never heard before and, for the first time in months, he didn't 
sound tired at all. He was still swearing, making suggestions to the Headmaster 
regarding both his grandmother and mother that were both unsavoury and physically 
impossible, when Professor McGonagall led her through the door clearing her throat 
dramatically. 
 
"Sit down, my dear Miss Granger," the headmaster said pleasantly. "Let me reassure 
you that your predicament has not gone unnoticed. In fact, your Potions master and 
myself have devoted the majority of the day to attempting to find an acceptable solution. 
In case you have any doubts about our decision, both Arthur Weasley and Remus Lupin 
are in agreement with our conclusion, as is Professor McGonagall." 
 
McGonagall sighed. "I am at that." 
 
Snape turned and gave McGonagall a betrayed look. "I thought, of all people, Minerva, 
you would take my side." 
 
Dumbledore sighed looking over the tops of his glasses. "I believe Professor Snape has 
something to say to you, Miss Granger. Don't you, Severus?" 
 
Snape moved to stand before Hermione and, looking down his nose, he all but 
snarled, "Do me the honour of becoming my wife, Miss Granger, or die a horrible 
death." 
 
"I beg your pardon?" She couldn't help blinking. 
 
"Surely you can do better than that, Severus," Dumbledore said, still smiling. 
 
"Very well," Snape hissed. "Marry me, Miss Granger, because if you do not, Lucius 
Malfoy will most certainly kill whomever you choose instead before making the 
remaining year or so of your life such a hellish nightmare that you will find death a sweet 
release." 
 
Hermione could find no reply other than to go slightly green. 
 
"Well?" Snape snapped at her. 
 
She straightened in her chair. "Am I correct in assuming this would not be a real 
marriage, simply a formality, Professor?" she asked, attempting to clear her head. 



 
Snape stood over her, continuing to glare. 
 
"Your ignorance of Wizarding culture is astounding, Miss Granger," Snape said coldly. 
 
It seemed to Hermione that everyone in the room inhaled at once. 
 
Neither McGonagall or Professor Dumbledore seemed willing to look her in the eye. 
 
"Consummation is an integral part of the Confarreatio Ritual, child, without it the 
wedding has no more legal weight than a fancy dress play," the Transfiguration 
Professor said, laying a hand on her shoulder. 
 
Snape sneered. "The girl would no doubt prefer death via Malfoy to being mated to the 
fearsome Potions master. Well, you aren't exactly my type either, foolish girl." 
 
"Calm down, Severus, the girl has said no such thing," McGonagall clucked. 
 
"May I speak to the Professor alone, please?" Hermione asked. 
 
"Of course," the three answered at once; it was clear, however, that both Dumbledore 
and McGonagall believed they were the ones she wanted a private talk with, while 
Snape moved quickly toward the doors. 
 
"I meant that I would like to speak with Professor Snape, please," she was trying to hold 
onto a sense of decorum, even though all her intellectual powers seemed to be failing at 
the moment. 
 
Dumbledore chuckled, McGonagall smiled weakly, Snape threw himself down in the 
chair opposite her as though there were several hundred other places he would rather 
be. 
 
"Minerva, after you," 
 
"Certainly, Albus." 
 
"And Miss Granger, while you are perfectly free to deny Professor Snape's offer, I wish 
you wouldn't," Dumbledore said quietly as he shut the door. 
 
"Well," Snape said, eyeing Hermione suspiciously. 
 
"Well," she repeated, " I would like to know why you are agreeing to do this." 
 
"Rest assured, Miss Granger, I have not been lusting after you lo these many years," he 
said archly. 
 



"I never imagined you had, but I would like to know why you would marry someone you 
disliked. Is it because Professor Dumbledore asked you to?" she asked, trying not to 
sigh. 
 
Snape leaned back in his chair and he did sigh; he sighed so heavily that melodrama 
was the only word Hermione could find to describe it. He sighed melodramatically, 
perhaps the sigh came with the swirling black cape. 
 
"You think me such a fawning lackey to our good Headmaster that I should marry at his 
whim?" he asked. 
 
"I'll admit that didn't seem likely either," she said. "So, why?" 
 
"I do not dislike you," he scowled while looking pointedly away from her. "I imagine, 
were you not a student and were you not joined at the hip with the delightful Messrs 
Potter and Weasley, I might find you barely tolerable." 
 
"There are other girls in the same predicament, not with Malfoy but forced to marry, why 
not one of them?" she asked. 
 
"Firstly, because you are being threatened by Lucius and he does nothing without 
purpose, if he wishes to have you that is a compelling enough reason why he should be 
kept from it; secondly, because you are admittedly not stupid; thirdly, there has been 
enough killing, I am quite frankly tired of it... Miss Granger, do you know what the 
Confereattio means? Do you know what you are being asked to do? What you are 
being offered?" he asked, looking at her sharply. 
 
"I've seen a very few vague references in books, I know it's the pureblood wizard 
wedding ceremony but..." She faltered and he took the opportunity to interrupt her. 
 
"Is there more to it than that? Indeed there is, Miss Granger. I would offer you the 
Coemptio, the common marriage, but it would leave Lucius too many openings for 
attack and afford you little more protection than you have now. The Conferreatio is 
different; it is a spell within a spell, powerful beyond reckoning, performed by a minimum 
of 10 wizards," he said, watching her reaction closely. 
 
"A love spell?" she asked and immediately felt asinine. 
 
"Pfft," he snorted. "Merlin save me from the imaginings of teenaged girls! The purpose 
is nothing so plebeian; in the Conferreatio the participants' fates and powers are 
inextricably merged." He cocked his head. "Does the notion of having access to my 
magical abilities appeal to you, Miss Granger? From your expression, I would surmise 
you are either fascinated or revolted." 
 
Hermione made a concerted effort not react one way or the other. "I find it appealing," 
she said, folding her hands in her lap, afraid to elaborate. "Who wouldn't?" 



 
"You might be surprised," Snape said tersely. "Of course, you do realise if I did not 
believe you were destined to become one of the... more powerful witches of your 
generation, Albus could not have coerced me into this union no matter how long he held 
me captive in his office and offered me sweets. I believe," he paused and swallowed still 
looking sour, "that for you to die at your age, would be a senseless waste and I cannot 
abide waste." 
 
"I do have a great deal of respect for you, Professor Snape," she insisted. 
 
"So much respect you have, over the years, hexed me, set my robes on fire, stolen 
supplies from my private stocks," he glowered. 
 
"I was eleven years old," she said indignantly. 
 
"You were a brat and you are still a brat and I was your teacher!" he returned in an 
identical tone. 
 
"You are still my teacher and that is why I find this entire conversation inappropriate," 
she said huffily. 
 
"I find it disconcerting as well," he said with yet another sigh, "but it does appear to be 
the best course of action under the circumstances." 
 
"What about my school? The year has just started, I can't very well marry you and 
continue going to class can I? The ethical considerations as well as the discipline issues 
would be..." She was starting a good roll when he interrupted her. 
 
"Did you somehow fail to notice Professor McGonagall administering your NEWTS in 
the outer office?" he asked in a combination of sarcasm and wonder. 
 
"Hell, I wasn't even paying attention," she said, running her hand over her face. "I 
thought she was just trying to distract me from my impending doom." 
 
Severus Snape looked like he might almost smile for a moment before his face returned 
to its blank state. "We are agreed, then?" 
 
Hermione nodded. 
 
"Technically, you should say 'Nubo' to indicate your acceptance; it means..." he started. 
 
"It means "I veil myself" ... Nubo, then," she said resignedly. 
 
"And I should do this," he said, standing to unceremoniously dump a handful of galleons 
and a black iron ring from his pocket into her lap. "Miss... Hermione," he said, 
uncomfortably shifting from one foot to the other as he stood over her. "I... Um... We are 



not friends, but we are somewhat acquainted with one another. You understand I am 
not a particularly nice person, but I wish to make you a promise." 
 
"Yes?" She answered him with similar lack of ease. No matter how many times she 
reminded herself whose side Snape was on, or how many times he had saved one or all 
of them, his mere presence gave her a chill in the pit of her stomach. Always. Inevitably. 
The same way she moved her hand reflexively away from a hot stove, Professor Snape 
made her want to cringe. 
 
She was supposed to be his wife? The whole situation seemed bizarre and dreamlike. 
 
"I will do my best not to be cruel with you. I do not wish this marriage to be a 
punishment for either of us. And I will protect you. You need never fear for yourself as 
long as I am alive," he said solemnly. 
 
"What can I do in return?" she asked, wondering if there was anything at all she could 
offer that was of value to him. 
 
"Grow up, Miss Granger, as quickly and as thoroughly as possible," he said without 
hesitation. 
 
"Is that all?" she asked, it wasn't as though growing up hadn't been part of her plan all 
along. 
 
Snape looked away. "I might not be adverse to eventually having an heir," he muttered 
almost under his breath. "I am, at the moment, the last of my line." 
 
"That's reasonable," she said in what she hoped was a business like tone; she felt like 
retching. 
 
"I'm glad you think so," he answered blankly before continuing, his voice suddenly brisk. 
"Arthur and Molly Weasley should be arriving any minute by Floo for the adoption..." 
 
"What adoption?" she interrupted him. 
 
"The Conffereatio may not be entered into by any parties whose parents were not joined 
in Conferreatio themselves. Under the present circumstances, Arthur and Molly have 
agreed to have you join their... brood. I understand Albus and Arthur have everything 
they need except for your signature. Miss Tonks and the rest of the Order members 
should be arriving in a few hours on the Express," he said. 
 
She looked at him puzzled. 
 
"We marry tonight," he explained. 
 
"What? Isn't that rather sudden?" she asked. 



 
"It is sudden, but today is the ninth of the month as well as perilously close to the full 
moon and no part of the Conferreatio may take place on the ides or the nodes or the 
waning of the moon or any number of days for a host of arcane reasons. Today will be 
our last opportunity for some weeks, some weeks that we cannot afford to give Lucius. 
He will stop us if given the slightest chance." 
 
The awkward pause that would have surely followed was interrupted by Mr and Mrs 
Weasley stepping out from the fire. 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: Conferratio 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
In their Gryffindor Tower room, Neville Longbottom, Dean Thomas and Harry Potter 
were busy attempting to calm a rather outraged Ron Weasley. 
 
"Look, Ron, I know it seems terrible now but I don't think he'll be awful to her," Dean 
said, wincing, not quite believing it himself. 
 
Neville, grown to an impressive bulk and nearly as tall as Ron, leaned against the door, 
blocking it effectively. "I know how you feel, Ron," he said quietly. 
 
"What do you know?" Ron said angrily. 
 
Their eyes met and Neville insisted again, still quiet, "I know how you feel. I've loved her 
just as long as you have." 
 
"I don't know why I have to be in love with her to think she ought to have a better choice 
than Snape," Ron spat. 
 
Harry looked at the two of them and felt rage rising. 
 
"Could either of you go up against Lucius Malfoy and win? Because I'd rather have all of 
you alive even if it means Hermione has to marry Snape," he said angrily. 
 
"That's easy to say, Harry, as long as you don't have to picture Snape's filthy hands all 
over her," Ron hissed, inspiring the other three boys to go varying unnatural shades, 
"and I want to know why you gits think she can't take care of herself? Doesn't anybody 
think they oughtta find out what he wants with her, and why, before she up and marries 
bleeding Snape?" 

 
 
After that, events became a blur. Hermione learned her part in the spell, which did, 
agreeing with Professor McGonagall's description, seem like a play. 
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It happened too quickly for her to do anything but go along. 
 
It began with, of all unlikely things, ritual hairdressing. 
 
Mrs Weasley sat her down in the Head Girl's room, dressed in a single yellow tunica 
recta of linen, and plaited her hair into six sections, marking each part with the tip of an 
ancient rusted spear point. 
 
Ginny said a gladiator had been killed with it once. 
 
"SEPTENTRIONES, MERIDIES, ORIENS, OCCIDENS, CALEUM, INFERI," Mrs 
Weasley said intently, then paused before intoning triumphantly, "META." 
 
Hermione watched in the mirror as her hair arranged itself into an aggressive pyramid 
atop her head. 
 
"You look like a pinecone," said the mirror, wrinkling its nose. 
 
"She looks like a bride," said Mrs Weasley haughtily. "Flameum - Lutei Socci," she said 
with her next breath and Hermione's feet and head were draped with a cold fire. It was 
surprisingly ticklish. 

 
 
In retrospect there were certain things she remembered better than others. 
 
Mr. Weasley burning her clothes on an altar in the Gryffindor common room was not 
liable to be forgotten any time soon. 
 
When Professor Snape wrenched her out of Molly Weasley's arms, there were tears in 
her eyes and it stopped feeling like a play altogether, even though she knew the 
moment was coming. 
 
He seemed to hesitate a split second before he spoke his part. "Ubi tu Gaia, Ego 
Gaius," he said, pressing a bough of whitethorn into her hands. 
 
If she thought there had been a crowd in the Gryffindor common room, it was nothing 
compared to the sight of every student, staff and quite a few others lining each step of 
the way between Gryffindor and Slytherin towers. 
 
Molly and Arthur Weasley took her hands again. They were flanked by Remus Lupin 
and Nymphadora Tonks. Ron, Harry and Ginny came a half step behind. She hadn't 
had a chance to speak to them, but they seemed perfectly calm. Perhaps she was the 
only one who was verging on hysteria. 
 
Before her, a perfectly ordered line of first year Slytherin boys marched. She wondered 



exactly what Professor Snape had threatened them with to make them so incredibly well 
behaved. One carried a vase with the two stuffed animals she'd brought to Hogwarts 
from home; another carried a heavy grained cake; yet another, a torch lit from the altar 
in Gryffindor tower. Each bore something. Two particularly handsome boys, twins by the 
look of them, toted her wand and Professor Snape's on ornate pillows. 
 
Up ahead strode Snape, at his side were Dumbledore, Professor McGonagall, and of all 
people, Mr Filch. 
 
Snape stopped at the doorway to Slytherin tower. 
 
Every mouth stopped, over a thousand people held their breath, waiting as Severus 
Snape dropped all wards from Slytherin House. 
 
"The Wards are dropped, Lady," he called. "Set the wards." 
 
The procession parted to make way for her. 
 
She did it. She set the wards for Slytherin House. She affixed her whitethorn above the 
lintel and Severus Snape lifted her up as though she weighed nothing and carried her 
over his shoulder down down down into the dungeons and his own private rooms with 
all of the wedding party trailing behind them. 
 
"Well done, Persephone," he whispered into her ear as he set her down. 
 
In all the mad mad day, it seemed like a hysterical joke. Persephone carried down into 
the Hogwarts dungeon. She wondered if the house elves were serving pomegranates. 
She fought to keep a straight face. 
 
The wedding continued. 
 
Would it never end? 
 
After gifts of fire and water, she burned her childhood toys on an altar dedicated to the 
Snape Primogenitors, whoever they were. She gave Professor Snape a symbolic knut 
and threw another into the fire; the last, she presented to Arthur Weasley. 
 
Severus Snape pledged her his life and made solemn vows to various gods, ancestors 
and, it seemed to Hermione, every member of the wedding party. 
 
There was a pause and the assembled crowd quieted as Molly Weasley again stepped 
forward. 
 
Under her eye, the boys placed the wands side by side in a miniature four poster bed 
set up prominently in the centre of the room. 
 



The motherly red-haired witch took Hermione's hand and placed it in Severus', speaking 
clearly. 
 
"By the ancestors Immortal, I join you both in matrimony. Ever after shall you be 
intermingled like the abundant clouds and by this either be in shame or in glory." 
 
"Foedus lecti," called Arthur Weasley loudly. 
 
The Pledge of Fidelity. As it had been explained to her, it meant Mr Weasley was 
personally vouching for her faithfulness as a wife. It wouldn't be binding until Professor 
Snape did his part and consummated the marriage. 
 
Hermione watched Severus Snape's pale cheeks colour a bit as Molly led her away. 
 
He had blushed. Him. Severus Snape. The Potions master. She couldn't help being 
taken aback by the terrible wonder of it all. 
 
The bedroom, Molly Weasley was taking her to the Professor's bedroom. She was 
probably blushing herself. 
 
She couldn't bring herself to say a word as Molly undressed her before a bed strewn 
with saffron and violets. A bed that perfectly matched the tiny bed where the wands lay. 
Under different circumstances, she would probably have found it very romantic. 
 
"Hermione," Molly said, taking down her ridiculous braids. "You know I hoped you and 
Ron would... Well, it wasn't meant to be, but this way you will always be a daughter to 
Arthur and I." She cleared her throat as though trying not to weep again. "Now when he 
comes in, it's expected you'll resist him; say 'no', once. When he calls you 'wife,' you can 
go along, it's the way it's done." 
 
"I think I can manage that," Hermione said, trying not to sound sarcastic. 
 
"I had better be getting along now," Molly touched her cheek. "Don't be afraid, love, 
Severus is a better man than most people think; he's a better man than he thinks he is, 
most of the time. You won't be sorry if you give him a chance." 
 
Without another word, Molly Weasley let herself out of the room, leaving the girl to feel 
ill in peace for a few minutes. 

 
 
The next person who entered the room was the Bridegroom, tall, dark, and ugly. A 
strange male perversion of the fairytale she'd loved as a child, skin like snow or death, 
hair and eyes both black as ebony, he stood warily before her, clearly no more anxious 
to consummate than she was. Still, his nearness gave her the same cold in the pit of her 
stomach that it did in class. 
 



She sat up, careful to keep the sheet pulled up to her neck. 
 
"Miss... Hermione, we must do this tonight," he studied something on the floor very 
carefully, "but we need not do it again if you do not desire it." 
 
"No, I mean, yes, I mean, I don't know what I mean; this is all a bit sudden, you know?" 
she said. 
 
"As you wish," he shrugged, then seemed to consider for a moment. "I suppose I could 
manage a glamour of some sort if you like, despite the fact that I am currently 
wandless." 
 
She looked perplexed. 
 
"To render my person somewhat less... repellent," he explained, his voice as silky as 
ever. 
 
"That's insulting," Hermione said, leaning forward in her indignation and forgetting to 
keep hold of the sheet. One of her breasts escaped its chaste covering. 
 
Severus Snape had an unreadable look on his face. "To whom?" 
 
"To both of us, never mind the very idea of a marriage," she hissed. 
 
Professor Snape looked amused for a split instant. "Very well, now you refuse." He 
reached out and touched her fingers. 
 
"No," she said half-heartedly, pulling her hand from his. 
 
"Wife," he said passionlessly, as though it was the password to some mutual common 
room. 
 
"Yes," she said, as though she agreed with him. 
 
He stepped away from the bed and began to slowly unbutton the long row of jet buttons 
that began at his throat. 
 
She must have looked terrified because he stopped after the third button. 
 
"I could probably manage mostly dressed, but I warn you it will be rather awkward," he 
said, gesturing at his voluminous robes. 
 
"No, if I'm naked you ought to be, too. Fair's fair," she said slowly. 
 
Severus Snape all but groaned. "I see now I am doomed to be plagued by Gryffindor 
logic even in the bedroom." 



 
"Hmmpphh," was her only reply. 
 
"Has it not occurred to you, my dear, that while you are relatively unblemished 
physically. I spent years under the attention of the Dark Lord?" he asked sharply. 
 
Now oblivious to her own undress, she crawled toward him on all fours. 
 
"Show me," she said. 
 
"Why do you want to see?" he asked. 
 
"Because I'm willing to bet you haven't shown anyone else what they did to you, besides 
which I am your wife," she said crossly, as if they were the not mid-wedding, as if she 
had not spent the day before in his class where he docked 30 points from Gryffindor for 
"Miss Granger's inability to keep her hair out of the caldrons." 
 
As she saw it, he had sworn his life to her protection, the least she could do was invoke 
the wifely right to care. 
 
"Very well, but I did warn you," he said flatly. 
 
It took him forever to undress. Hermione counted no less than four layers of clothes, 
over a hundred tiny black buttons. What an agonising and terrifying striptease. She 
would have been hard pressed not to admit it was also slightly erotic. 
 
He was both more muscular and far thinner than she had ever imagined, as if he had 
the skeleton of a large man covered by the flesh of someone smaller. She was dazzled 
a little by the breadth of his shoulders; his ribs were plainly visible. 
 
She would never see him the same way after that, partly because curse scars crossed 
his bare chest like trails on a map, and partly because, when he undressed, he bent his 
head so his black hair covered his face like a curtain. He refused to look her in the eye. 
In that moment, she slowly began to love him a little. He was afraid of what she thought. 
It was strange to feel nauseated and aroused at the same time. 
 
It was only then that she thought to look between his legs. 
 
Oh. 
 
Her first thought was that Victor's had been much more purple. 
 
Professor Snape's erection was the same bright red colour his face turned when Neville 
melted yet another cauldron. It appeared to be longer, if not thicker than Victor's. Victor, 
that was her only basis for comparison. 
 



She hoped he wouldn't hurt her. He didn't seem to be aware of other people's feelings 
most of the time. 
 
Her eyes went back to the marks that ran across his torso. 
 
"Horrible, no?" he asked. 
 
"Everything I could possibly say would sound either false or insipid," she said, suddenly 
acutely aware that they were both naked and roughly two feet away from each other. 
 
"You've never let that stop you before," he said, sitting down on the edge of the bed, his 
back to her. 
 
The lines crossed his pale back, too. 
 
"I'm not going to dignify that with a response," she snorted. She was, in this exchange, 
starting to understand him the smallest amount. She realised he might not be that 
different than her friends in some ways. How would Ron be if he'd spent twenty years as 
a double agent, his life constantly in danger from all sides? Most likely as bad as 
Severus Snape, which was a strange thought. The main differences between him and a 
boy was matter of degree not kind. He was mostly bluster. She pitied him a little then. 
 
"So... Hermione, now that you've seen to it that I am taken down a notch, I will repeat 
my offer of a glamour," he muttered. 
 
She turned over a dozen different protestations in her mind; they all had their 
ambiguities for him to exploit. Finally, she settled on the direct approach. 
 
"And I will repeat my refusal; no, thank you, if it's you in my bed yours should be the 
face I see." 
 
"Suit yourself," he said, still facing the wall. "We can't go on like this indefinitely, 
distracting as this... banter is, we must complete the spell." 
 
"I realise that," she said inanely, expecting some Snapish retort to follow; none did. 
 
Instead, he cleared his throat. "I shall give you two options. I can either make this as 
brief as possible or as pleasant as possible. I cannot manage both; the choice is yours." 
 
"I would prefer pleasant, thank you, besides whatever happens tonight sets a 
precedent, don't you think?" she said, trying to force herself to be blithe. 
 
"Indeed I do," said the scarred figure, still seated at the foot of the bed, still facing away 
from her. 
 
Slowly, he turned toward her. Slowly, he looked her body up and down. 



 
"Well?" she asked. She may not have been extremely experienced, but she knew 
enough to recognise lust when she saw it. 
 
"Your breasts are small and you are disturbingly thin," he said, but there was no weight 
behind the words. His voice sounded far away as he slowly drew his right hand up the 
length of her calf. "No doubt it will be akin to congress with a broomstick." 
 
"Comet or Clean Sweep?" she shot back. 
 
He answered her with a snort. 
 
What followed was nothing like what she expected. 
 
At first all he did was brush his hands against the most innocuous parts of her body, her 
face, her arms, the soft skin directly below her navel. 
 
She shuddered, anticipating each slow caress. 
 
He continued as her body went from wire taut to languorous under his hands. 
 
He held her eyes as his fingers trailed over her hips with feathery delicacy. The softest 
of touches glanced over the inside of her thighs without coming near her sex. 
 
She all but convulsed and he groaned in response. She felt fierce satisfaction that she 
had moved him and she opened her legs in reply. 
 
He deliberately chose to give her far less than she wanted, drawing one white finger 
over the cleft where her labia met, barely touching. 
 
She arched her back against her will. Writhing. Willing him to touch her where it would 
do the most good. 
 
Again, his fingers wilfully avoided the plea of her body. The cruel man was teasing her. 
He stroked her softly without making direct contact with her clitoris, the fiend. 
 
Hesitantly, almost tenderly, he dipped one finger between her legs; there was an 
audibly wet sound as he removed it. 
 
"I believe," his deep, smooth voice came out choked and ragged for once. "I believe you 
ought to be ready now." 
 
"I want you," she stuttered. "I want you... to... do... it." 
 
"If you want me, ask me. You know my name, girl, say it. Say my name," he 
commanded. 



 
She thought she could manage that, barely. "Ssseverus, come to me, please. Severus." 
 
"Your wish is my command, Wife," he said. If there was any sarcasm in his tone, it was 
lost on her. 
 
Then in an instant, he was on top of her. She'd made a mistake; he was not a boy at all, 
not even comparable to Victor, but a great looming force, a grown wizard. There was far 
less bluster in him than she thought. It was as if suddenly she was eleven years old 
again and it was the first day of class with him looking for all the world like Bela Lugosi 
in the front of the potions room asking her tiredly to, "Please let someone else answer a 
question for a change, Miss Granger." 
 
She felt arousal and terror in equal parts and she understood for the first time the 
intrinsic vulnerability of her situation. She might be clever. She might be brave, but she 
was not his equal and they both knew it. She smelled the faintest lingering trace of 
liquor on his breath. 
 
"I am genuinely sorry, Miss Granger," he whispered as he thrust into her. "Now say the 
words, woman, complete the spell." 
 
"Ubi... tu ... Gaius," she stuttered, amazed that she could even manage to breathe. It felt 
much sharper somehow than being penetrated by Victor Krum. As if she were losing her 
virginity all over again. 
 
"You can do better than that," he chided her, grunting as he continued to thrust. 
 
"Ubi tu," she started again. 
 
"On top," he said roughly, managing to stay inside of her even as he switched their 
positions. 
 
Now that was magic, she thought. 
 
"Sit up," he instructed through clenched teeth. 
 
Her head began to clear a little, enough, at least, that she could focus her mind and say 
the words, "Ubi tu Gaius, Ego Gaia." 
 
She began to move instinctively. "Ubi tu Gaius, Ego Gaia," she repeated. 
 
She didn't have to ask him if he felt it. He moaned, his lips reddened, face flushed, hips 
rose, and the flush spread across his chest. She felt a strange tug and the oddest flood 
of emotion that was not emotion, closer to a state of being, swept into her, over her, a 
state that was darker and more seductive than she would have been able to imagine, 
like a brain full of bitter chocolate. 



 
"Fire," he muttered, his head tipped back and breathing shallow as he slipped his hand 
between them to stroke her clitoris. 
 
She almost stopped to argue with him before she realised that if his power felt like 
chocolate to her, she might very well seem like fire to him. The rubbing of his hand may 
have done something to curb her tongue as well. 
 
Her body began to tense of its own accord and another feeling entirely washed over 
her, not unlike being run over by the Knight Bus. 
 
Without warning, he was above her again, pounding, his breathing harsh. She felt him 
spend himself in a gush of heat and fluid. 
 
He collapsed beside her, panting like a winded greyhound. 
 
She lay her head against his chest to feel his pounding heart, heedless of the wary look 
he gave her. 
 
"You asked before about future," she couldn't think of an appropriate term "... unions. I 
think I would like that very much." 
 
"I shall be happy to oblige, Madam, all you need do is ask, but for the moment," he 
rubbed his face with both hands, "tradition demands we make an appearance to our 
guests." 
 
"Oh," she said dumbly. "I forgot about them." 
 
For the first time in the seven years she had known Severus Snape, he laughed. 

 
 
Ron Weasley and Neville Longbottom sat morosely, flanking, of all people, Remus 
Lupin, openly watching the two wands on the tiny bed across the crowded room. 
 
The black wand vibrated visibly on the saffron sheets as the paler, smaller wand slid 
down its length. Neville licked his lips anxiously. Ron clenched his teeth and suppressed 
the groan that rose in his throat in a combination of despair and imagining he was there 
in Snape's place. 
 
The rhythm of the wands was undeniable. Ron's knee bounced uncontrollably even as 
Lupin kept careful hold of the back of his neck. He glanced over at Neville, who looked 
like he was about to cry again. 
 
He watched as the black wand; what was it, ebony? It had to be ebony, seemed to 
overtake Hermione's bois d'arc wand and started labouring hard against it. He could 
have sworn he saw sparks. That bastard. 



 
"Let it go boys," Lupin said quietly. "It can't be undone now. There's always the next 
life." 
 
Dumbledore stepped in front of them, obscuring his view of the small bed. 
 
"Ron, Neville, you two young fellows look to be in serious need of more cake," he said 
earnestly. "Trust me when I say Hermione has made the wisest choice under the 
circumstances. Surely, you do not wish her the burden of knowing either of you came to 
harm in her defence." 
 
"But, Sir," Neville began. 
 
"I want to know why nobody believes Hermione can take care of herself," Ron said 
sullenly. "She's faced Dark Wizards before." 
 
Dumbledore peered over his glasses at the red haired young man. "Is that a risk you 
want to take, Ron? Lucius Malfoy is a powerful wizard. He has killed many and, while 
Hermione is an amazing witch for her age, she is still very young. Is it worth her life to 
have her for your own?" 
 
Ron blinked. "You ever think I just want her to be free?" 
 
"Have more cake, gentlemen," Dumbledore ordered. "You too, Remus. Eat up. Some 
things can't be helped, Ron," he added, shooting the boy a meaningful look. 

 
 
Leaning into Severus' side, in a gown of Slytherin green, she was presented to the 
packed room. 
 
"May I introduce the Viscountess, Hermione Snape," Severus said loudly, his face void 
of expression. 
 
Oh, that was a surprise. There were in all likelihood a thousand more things she didn't 
know about the Potions master. Her husband, a thousand things she didn't know about 
her husband. Her stomach went inexplicably queasy. 
 
The cheered response was surreal. 
 
She wasn't sure why Mr. Filch was the first to come before her and kiss her hand. 
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Their first full day of marriage was a Saturday. 
 
Severus would have preferred to have work to do. Unfortunately, there was none. 
 
Mostly, they spent the day reading, pausing occasionally to ask a stilted question or 
two. 
 
He had assumed she would head off to Hogsmeade for the day. But she had more 
sense than he reckoned. She thought it would put him in an awkward position were she 
to mix too much with her former classmates immediately. She also made a point of 
mentioning she preferred books to most people in any event. 
 
Statements like that almost made Severus Snape feel pleasantly disposed toward his 
new wife. 
 
Toward evening, he lit a fire in the hearth, because it was his habit and because the 
autumn wind chilled even the deep dungeons. 
 
She looked him over appraisingly, coming closer than she had all day. It was somewhat 
disconcerting. 
 
"I believe I would like to have sex again," she said bluntly. 
 
"May I assume you mean with me?" he asked sarcastically, although he may have 
wondered, ever so slightly, if that was what she meant. 
 
She didn't seem to see fit to dignify that with an answer. 
 
"You aren't required, neither by law, tradition or by your husband," he said simply. 
 
"What if I want to, I mean, you don't want to have a... a... a celibate marriage, do you?" 
she asked haltingly. "Because I rather enjoyed last night, I mean, the sex part; I'm not 
much for rituals or crowds but I liked the sex, didn't you? No sense not making the best 
of things." 
 
Severus Snape felt both vaguely pleased and acutely uncomfortable, though he 
betrayed neither as he stretched his legs out before him. 
 
"I suppose it would not be unpleasant to indulge you, in the spirit of conjugal goodwill," 
he said, looking at her out of the corner of his eye. "Do you think you will be making a 
habit of this?" 
 
"In all likelihood, yes." She nodded, seeming to lose some of her brusqueness. 
 
He stared into the fire. "All you need do is ask, woman, but know now I will not come to 



you. The initiative is, and will remain, yours alone." 
 
"Why?" she asked, more blunt still. The girl had the subtlety of a bull elk. 
 
"I find my own hand preferable to the embrace of a coerced female," he said crudely, 
hoping to frighten her off. 
 
"Understood," she said, swallowing hard. With no fanfare, she leaned over him where 
he sat and kissed him. 
 
He shouldn't have been surprised but he was. 
 
She had no reason to realise he had less experience being kissed than he had in... 
other areas. 
 
The Death Eaters made it a rule to keep their masks on during their infamous orgies. He 
might have known it was Bellatrix or Narcissa under him because he'd known them all 
his life, but he never had the confirmation of seeing their faces. There was no 
opportunity to kiss them even if he wanted. He didn't choose to think about the times he 
felt a body pressing into him that he knew belonged to Lucius. No. No kissing at the 
Death Eater's orgies. No use of mouths at all. To be honest, he would have been very 
wary of allowing his penis anywhere near Bellatrix Lestrange's teeth. 
 
And kissing whores simply wasn't done. It would be as appropriate and welcome as 
kissing one's barkeep. 
 
Surely, he had kissed a woman romantically, even if he could not remember the incident 
at the moment. 
 
It seemed best under the circumstances to lean back and let the girl lead, which made 
him feel ridiculous. Slightly less ridiculous when she seated herself on his lap. 
 
He wasn't prepared for the sensation of her lips moving up his throat to his ear. Imagine, 
a girl like that pleasuring him. 
 
He found it gratifying when she gasped as he pulled her gown up around her waist. 
Taking her arse in his hands, he found she had the quaintest little cotton drawers on 
under her rather grown up gown. He promptly ripped them off. 
 
She looked as though she might scream. 
 
He pulled away from her instantly. That had not been quite the desired response. What 
precisely did he think was he doing? 
 
Albus Dumbledore was a foul peddler of innocent girls and Severus cursed him 
internally for putting him and Miss Granger in this untenable situation. Only she wasn't 



Miss Granger anymore, was she? How to save the rest of his life stuck with the child? 
 
"Perhaps you would prefer I hadn't done that?" he said dryly. 
 
He would have her with him indefinitely. That terrifying thought ought to be enough to 
keep him on his best behaviour for a few years, at least. 
 
"Gods, no... it was rather sexy," she said breathily, even as she struggled visibly for self 
possession. 
 
"I can do much better than that," he said haughtily. Reminding himself to be gentle, he 
carried her to bed. She was awkward in his arms, but she gave all appearance of being 
delighted. 
 
It was a weakness of Severus Snape's that he liked to be appreciated. 
 
If he felt self conscious, he made no mention of it to the girl. Nimble fingers attacked his 
buttons and obscenely soft lips plied him as he got down to the serious work of making 
Lady Snape shudder. 
 
If women, metaphorically, could be compared with fruit, Severus Snape had taken his fill 
of the green ones plucked unwilling from the vine. He preferred to have his pleasure 
with not only whores but older whores, overripe women who had fallen from the tree 
long ago of their own accord; sweet, fleshy and yielding, if slightly bruised, suited him 
well. At eighteen, Hermione was somewhat under seasoned for his comfort. Too 
pristine. Too lovely. Too likely to startle him with her beauty during the act of intimacy. 
He liked his women plain and well used, not unlike himself. 
 
He looked her head to toe and decided he would make do with loveliness if he had to. 
 
He licked his index finger and proceeded to draw a wet viscous trail down his new wife's 
body. 
 
When he blew across the snaking wet line, she bucked her hips in involuntary response. 
His lips went decisively to her breasts. 
 
It wasn't a habit of his, at least not that he'd admit to, sucking women's nipples. Sucking 
a whore's tits was marginally better than kissing her but not by much. It seemed an 
acceptable thing to do to a wife, though. 
 
He pinched one nipple as his tongue swirled slowly around the other. Gratified and 
smug to hear her purr turn seamlessly into a moan. 
 
Wife. 
 
Perhaps one day his child would suck these breasts. It was a rather exotic thought. 



 
Wife. 
 
He lifted his head. His eyes on hers, a thin quicksilver slip of saliva slid off his tongue 
dropping effortlessly onto her nipple. 
 
She gasped, "Oh, fuck." 
 
It came unconsciously, he could tell. Her entire body quivered. One to one, unmasked, 
the author of her incoherent quaking, his touch afforded him a measure of intimate 
power he had never quite experienced before. It was a new and exhilarating thing. He 
decided, in that moment, to learn her every desire and response that he might play her 
body flawlessly. 
 
His. 
 
His wife. 
 
It titillated him the way he imagined a man with a history of monogamy would be 
titillated by the idea of a one night stand. 
 
For the first time since Albus put him in this ludicrous position, it occurred to the Potions 
master that a wife might be something worth having. Something worth more than 
keeping out of Lucius' bloody hands. Something worth cultivating. 
 
Age and poor choice of associates aside, the one that had been dropped into his lap 
didn't seem wholly objectionable. 
 
She wasn't unintelligent. She had thus far shown herself fairly mature. Most importantly, 
she had been the one to ask for this. She wanted him to touch her. Dominate her with 
ecstasy. She invited him to it. 
 
The trusting little thing turned herself over to him with no apparent hesitation 
whatsoever. It aroused many things in him at once. He would not fail her in any way. 
 
He slid two fingers inside her, grinding his palm against the centre of her sensation. 
 
She moaned and drove her body against his hand. Her breasts shook. She gave every 
indication of being utterly lost in the pleasure he gave her. 
 
At the moment, he did not find her objectionable at all. 
 
In her ecstasy, she resembled nothing so much as a perfectly simmering cauldron. 
 
He left the bed to patrol the halls precisely thirty seconds after sex was complete. 

 



 
She wished she had some one to discuss it all with. Someone besides Crookshanks. 

 
 
Severus was looking forward to returning to his usual routine. He was not, however, 
looking forward to seeing Filch. 
 
Knowing the caretaker as he did, he knew Filch would be feel obliged to say something. 
 
He saw Mrs. Norris first, of course. Her yellow eyes were angry, as if she expected him 
to leave his marriage bed to meet her master in the Hogwarts corridors. He looked just 
as wrathfully back at her. It wasn't his fault he missed his rounds last night. 
 
"Professor Snape," Filch said in recognition as he rounded the corner. 
 
"Mr Filch," he answered, raising his head from the cat's gaze. 
 
They walked side by side for some distance. Perhaps Filch would let him off the hook. 
 
It was meditative to move through the halls and observe the sleeping school. 
 
Finally though, Filch spoke, looking ahead. "Not too bad, I hope?" 
 
Severus shrugged. "She's an eighteen-year-old Gryffindor." 
 
"That bad?" Filch asked. 
 
"She seems intent," he said, looking straight ahead, "on making a paramour of me." 
 
"You poor sod," Filch said nastily. 
 
"Don't mock the afflicted, Argus, especially when they are armed," he said sullenly. 

 
 
When in doubt try to be polite. That rule of thumb served her well. 
 
It was a decision she had made in those first surreal hours of her marriage. She realised 
she could be childish and rail against fate and the best thinking of Albus Dumbledore 
and the combined efforts of the Order of the Phoenix or she could make the best of 
what didn't have to be a bad situation. It didn't have to be bad, did it? She could be 
polite and responsible and keep in mind that Professor Snape, she had to correct 
herself, Severus, had been no more thrilled than she was. But he'd done it. 
 
Why? 
 



He'd said he thought she had the potential to be a great witch. Which was a compliment 
coming from any one of her teachers, but from Severus Snape it was unthinkable. 
 
She had potential and for her to die would be a waste. 
 
He had done it for her. He also said he found her tolerable. If he wasn't perfectly polite, 
he wasn't impolite either. 
 
If you looked at it objectively, it was not the worst foundation for a marriage. 
 
Her physical reaction to his presence did not lessen, but it changed. 
 
The more she had him, the more she found she wanted him. Even that first day, the 
unsettling gooseflesh that his nearness inspired was accompanied by something new: 
want. She had never considered that he might be so adept at sex. In retrospect, she 
decided it was foolish of her not to consider the possibility sooner. 
 
It was one of those times when one was compelled to cling to what was good in a 
situation. The Potion Master's discernible good points were a truly impressive intellect 
and, as evidenced by her wedding night, the ability to make Hermione come like the 
Hogwarts Express. 
 
Under the circumstance, it would have been foolish to turn her nose up at that. 
 
He was her husband, after all, why shouldn't she sleep with him if she wanted to? 
Besides, it was bound to make both of them more kindly disposed toward one another. 
 
The roiling of her belly began to feel comforting to her. 
 
Arousal and queasiness were rapidly becoming enmeshed so that one seemed to 
trigger the other. 
 
Stomach upset aside, her first week of married life was oddly companionable. 
 
Although Professor... Severus appeared to feel honour bound to make a few initial 
complaints about Crookshanks, he and the cat seemed quite content to ignore one 
another. Hermione and her former professor, on the other hand, were cordial and 
sometimes even friendly, spending their evenings reading on opposite ends of the 
divan. 
 
She learned not to attempt to engage him in conversation when he was grading 
schoolwork. He learned not to wake her any earlier than was strictly necessary. 
 
And in the evenings, after dinner at the high table and grading and the privacy of their 
individual baths, when Severus no longer smelled of an entire day spent over a caldron, 
she would call him by name and ask him to take her to bed. 



 
He would meet her request with acquiescence. If he was feeling particularly 
melodramatic, he might pick her up and carry her bodily to the old dark four poster they 
shared. Sometimes, afterwards, he would smile so fleetingly she could almost convince 
herself it had never happened at all. 
 
Nonetheless, he continued his midnight patrols of the school. He carried on his habit of 
rising each morning before dawn as well, though she often woke in the pitch black of the 
night wrapped in his arms, her head tucked neatly under his chin. 
 
She didn't fool herself into thinking either of them felt romantically inclined toward the 
other, but they certainly didn't dislike each other. 
 
Could have been much worse really. 

 
 
He didn't even consider bringing her when he took an unexpected excursion into 
Hogsmeade. 
 
Halfway through picking up the replacement for the powdered glassfish Longbottom had 
managed to sneeze into oblivion, his nerve endings began that peculiar ache that came 
from his dubious distinction of having survived, mentally intact no less, more Cruciatus 
rounds than any other wizard on the planet. 
 
He had recently acquired the habit of combating the hazy pain with dark chocolates; 
only a half step away from bitter. So he made a stop at Honeydukes. While he was 
there, the sour cherry beetles caught his attention as well. Aside from a tendency to 
buzz slightly when first placed on the tongue, they were pleasantly free of magical 
gimmickry, simply tart and delicious. 
 
As he entered his chambers, half a sack of tangy sweets in his hand, he was greeted by 
the quick smile of Madam Snape. 
 
She looked different, adult. Her normally intrusive bramble of hair had been braided 
down her back and wrapped with a length of smooth green silk. Her gown covered her 
from collarbone to floor and wrist to wrist. She was obviously making an effort not to 
look like a schoolgirl. When he realised she had forgone shoes, he couldn't decide 
whether she succeeded in her illusion or not. 
 
Despite her attempt, she was still a barefoot child. 
 
He felt faintly ridiculous to be seen by a student with a sack of candy. 
 
He held out the bag in his hand. "Would you like some candy, little girl?" He frowned. 
 
Her grin split itself into the wide smile of pleasure. To be honest, it took him aback. 



 
"Thank you, that's very sweet," she said, taking the shocking liberty of kissing him on 
the cheek. 
 
"No," he said, correcting her stiffly, "they're actually fairly sour." 
 
"I meant you," she said. "That was very sweet of you." 
 
He stood dumbstruck for several seconds before he had the presence of mind to scowl 
and stalk off to put away the rest of his purchases. 

 
 
Marriage was, generally, not quite as bad as Severus had thought it would be. 
 
At first, he was taken aback to have another person in his rooms, but she was less 
irritating than he'd imagined. 
 
True, his initial plan to ignore his new wife as much as possible had been an utter 
failure, mostly due the fact that she was the single most talkative woman he had ever 
been in close quarters with. 
 
Fortunately her conversation was actually interesting. 
 
At one point his resolve to be, if not pleasant, at least barely rude, broke and he asked 
her in desperation, "Do you ever shut up?" 
 
"Not often," was her honest reply. 
 
The oddest thing was, in the midst of perfectly enjoyable discussions of potions, or 
Arithmancy or the bizarre motivations of his fellow professors, she would... it was 
difficult to explain. 
 
"Why do you treat the students the way you do, Severus?" she asked after he had 
mentioned yet another melted cauldron courtesy of Longbottom. 
 
"And how should I treat them? If I relax for a moment they..." he began before he was 
interrupted. 
 
"I know you have to keep discipline, but do you have to be so cruel?" she asked. 
"Perhaps if they weren't in terror for their lives, they might be less apt to make 
mistakes." 
 
"I am not nice," he answered tersely. "It is one of my defining characteristics, ask 
anyone. When I am dead, I imagine they will put it on my memorial: 'Here lies Severus 
Snape. He Was Not Nice.' But if you are trying to blame Mr. Longbottom's ineptitude on 
my teaching methods..." 



 
"You're nice to me," she said simply. 
 
He had to fight an urge to make her take it back, but instead he settled for glaring. 
 
"Now, I mean," she amended. "You're nice to me now." 
 
"You think I was cruel... before." It wasn't a question or was it? 
 
She didn't answer just looked him up and down in that appraising way that made him 
feel disconcerted. 
 
"It would have been cruel to single you out for praise," he said simply. 
 
Her answer was to give him that look, that studious look, as though he were the Ars 
Alchemica. 
 
"You were... rude from time to time, but I really have nothing substantive to complain 
about when it comes to your past treatment of me. Although, you certainly couldn't say 
the same." 
 
It was unsettling to find their gazes locked. He found he had nothing to add; stranger 
still. 
 
"Why are you staring at me? Surely in seven years you've become well enough 
acquainted with my face," he said frustrated. 
 
"I am wondering, Severus, exactly how you came to be the way you are," she said. 
 
"Years of concerted effort, my dear," he said, turning his face away. "Now, if you will 
excuse me, I believe there is a 5th year test to prepare," he lied, and rose, consumed by 
an undefined discomfort. 

 
 
The second week, they stopped being quite so polite. He complained of her icy cold feet 
in bed at night and her endless questions. She told him to do something about his hair 
and was amazed when he complied. Although, when she reproached him for his 
greying threadbare night-shirt, he ignored her. 
 
It was a strange surprise the day she realised he put concerted effort into being ugly. It 
would have only irritated him to note it aloud, though. 
 
She honed her ability to eat at the high table without spending the entire time staring at 
Harry and Ron, despite the fact that she sometimes caught them looking her way out of 
the corner of her eye. 
 



In all this time, she still tasted bitter chocolate at the back of her throat. Always there if 
she dared to stop and savour. Chocolate combined with the physical symptoms of fear, 
if not the emotion itself. 

 
 
Hermione was deep in the Ars Alchemica when she distinctly heard Severus clear his 
throat, which was impossible since he was in class, so she ignored it. 
 
"Ahhhhemmm," he repeated before she looked up to see his head was in the Floo. That 
was silly, Flooing from one part of the school to another. 
 
"Hello." She smiled. "What do you need?' 
 
He frowned as though he was about to take her to task, but thought better of it. "Would 
you mind performing an errand for me?" 
 
She all but leapt at the opportunity to actually DO anything. "Nothing would please me 
more," she beamed. 
 
Professor Snape looked supremely uncomfortable. "In my bathroom, there are some 
robes that need mending, I believe the quantity is reaching near critical mass." 
 
She really didn't mean to look so surprised. First of all, his bathroom, that was 
sacrosanct ground, it was one of his few demands, that he would die a contented man if 
she lived the rest of her life not knowing what colour his bathroom was painted. Second, 
he was asking her to do his mending? She wasn't entirely sure she'd want to do his 
mending even if she'd chosen to marry him of her own free will. 
 
"Could you fetch it to the seamstress? In Hogsmeade? I normally take it in on Saturdays 
but it slipped my mind of late. I have been occupied," he said almost sheepishly. 
 
"Certainly," she said with relief. "I would be glad to get out." 
 
"Surely you didn't think I expected you to do my mending?" he asked curiously. 
 
She shrugged, not trusting her words. 
 
"Can you sew?" he asked, as though the notion had not occurred to him before that it 
was a skill amateurs could be trusted to perform. 
 
"Rather poorly but, yes, after a fashion," she answered. "How shall I pay?" 
 
"Take my seal off the mantle and tell her to put it on my account," he said. 
 
"Anything else?" she asked. "While I'm in Hogsmeade, I might as well pick up anything 
else you need." 



 
He shook his head, then seemed at a loss for what to do or say next. "Goodbye, my 
dear," he said stiffly and vanished. 

 
 
That day Madam Snape learned several things about her husband. 
 
First, he was inordinately hard on clothes and willing to pay to have buttons replaced. 
 
Second, he was roughly a thousand galleons in debt. 
 
The two correlated very clearly in her mind. 
 
Thirdly, there were other services he commonly had performed by a professional. 

 
 
He was not expecting to be greeted by Madam Snape looking stern and somewhat put 
out when he returned to his quarters after class that day. 
 
"Would you like to know where I have been today, Severus? Besides your seamstress?" 
she asked him, frowning. 
 
"Is that a rhetorical question or would you like a first hand demonstration of the art of 
Legilimancy?" he asked wearily. 
 
"I spent the day paying off your creditors." She gave him a murderous look. 
 
"With what?" he asked, shocked, dismayed, and slightly confused. 
 
"Money. You know, galleons, sickles, knuts, " she said acidly. 
 
"And where did you get this money?" he asked, trying not to blink. 
 
"I have an account at Gringotts," she said. "My own account." 
 
"And how much is in this account?" he asked her. 
 
"Before or after I paid your debts?" She glowered. 
 
"I believe the current balance is most pertinent," he said, trying to remain calm, even 
though he wasn't certain why he was angry. 
 
"First, you need to understand this is the money my parents had been saving since I 
was born," she said prissily. 
 



"What for?" he asked, puzzled. Muggles certainly were odd. 
 
"To send me to university, of course," she said, obviously exasperated. 
 
"How much is it?" he asked. 
 
"They changed it to wizard money when I started at Hogwarts," she explained. 
 
"How much is it?" he repeated. 
 
"I usually don't touch the principal. I've been in charge of the account since I turned 
sixteen. Before that my mother was concerned I'd spend it all on books, which is silly 
really," she rambled on nervously. 
 
"Hermione," he said threateningly. 
 
"Ten thousand galleons, fifty three sickles, and twelve knuts," she blurted. "It really is a 
bad practice to carry debt from one month to the next, the cost in interest alone makes it 
unwise. I couldn't find any ledger books or things of that sort around here, where do you 
keep them?" 
 
"I don't," he shrugged. 
 
"Then, what you do with your pay, your Order of Merlin stipend? I know it's not in your 
vault. I checked," she said waving his seal. 
 
"I put it in the cashpot on the mantle. I take what I need to buy things; if there isn't 
enough I put it on account," he explained, feeling ridiculous and wondering if there was 
some other way he ought to have been doing it all these years. 
 
"You're joking," she said, gaping at him. 
 
He shook his head. 
 
He had a family vault at Gringotts, but there was next to nothing in it. Whatever gold 
passed into his hands had a marked tendency to pass out of his hands just as quickly. It 
appeared Granger had a talent for holding onto money. Perhaps she could be an asset 
to him in more ways than one. His brain began to make several unrelated connections. 
 
"Precisely what creditors did you settle up with?" he asked. 
 
"Your seamstress, Mrs. Hardbottle, the Three Broomsticks, the apothecary, Flourish 
and Blotts." He thought for a moment she had stopped, only to realise it was merely an 
embarrassed pause. "The Scarlet Cord." 
 
Severus Snape willed himself not to groan or blush. He did, however, bury his face in 



his hands. His young wife had settled accounts with his brothel. 
 
"Promise me you won't go in there again," he said through his fingers. 
 
"I won't if you won't," she said brusquely. "Don't be embarrassed, you've been a 
bachelor a long time, but you aren't any longer." 
 
"We will not speak of it again," he decreed grandly, clutching his forehead, then 
wondered if that was the correct tactic. "Please, don't speak of it again," he amended. 
 
"Agreed," she nodded. "It makes me... jealous." 
 
Which was possibly the nicest thing a female could have said to Severus Snape. 
 
At the first of the following month, he left his pay and his Order of Merlin stipend on top 
of her desk. 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: Mors Connubium 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
Note: A viscount is a member of the British peerage ranking above a baron and below 
an earl, used as a courtesy title for the son of an earl who is still living. A viscountess is 
a viscount's wife. I assume it works roughly the same in the wizarding world. 
 
WARNING! WARNING! WARNING! This is where the story begins to turn dark. Not for 
the sensitive reader. No one will blame you if you stop reading. A great many ugly 
things disclosed. Very Ugly. 
 
Like The Cowardly Lion read on the sign in front of the Wicked Witch's Castle, "I'D 
TURN BACK IF I WAS YOU." This chapter has content that bothers me, and I wrote it. 

 
 
Severus Snape looked over the 7th year combined potions class, not letting his eyes 
linger too long on the empty seat beside Mr. Longbottom. 
 
Once again, he came to the amusing conclusion that he minded Hermione far less as a 
wife than he did as a student. 
 
In the classroom, she had a knack for throwing the entire session out of kilter. She 
would inevitably be so far ahead of the rest of the class that he had to make a concerted 
effort to keep track of where she was heading intellectually while making sure none of 
the other students blew a hole in the castle. Having Granger in the room was effectively 
teaching two classes at once. Most of the time the efficacious course of action was to 
ignore the nuisance of a girl, but that was near impossible when she was waving her 
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hand in the air with dogged insistence. Some days, he would have sworn all she 
needed was a pair of flags and she could start signalling ships at sea. 
 
If he had a galleon for every time over the last seven years he'd told that girl to put her 
hand down... 
 
As a person to return to at the end of an alternately tedious and infuriating day, he didn't 
mind Madam Snape much at all. 
 
He found himself most comfortable if he thought of her as a completely different person 
than the classroom pain in the arse Hermione Granger. 
 
She didn't look anything like Granger. Madam Snape was a small serious woman, not 
an annoying little witch in unseemly short skirts with hair so huge and bushy it all but 
deserved its own address. Madam Snape wore her hair in a thick braid, lending an air of 
severity to her delicate face. Severity, the word applied to her forced him to fight a twitch 
in the corner of his mouth. She wasn't anything like Granger, she dressed like a grown 
witch in modest, if slightly form fitting, gowns. She was profoundly reasonable, most of 
the time. 
 
Conversation was not at all unpleasant between them, even if she was aggressively 
curious. 
 
It was a miracle of mental gymnastics, semantics aside and as much as it galled him, 
she was Hermione Granger. 
 
But the simple fact was, he didn't much mind being stuck with her. 
 
He glanced up to realise both Weasley and Longbottom were staring at the same empty 
seat as he and found himself contemplating something that did not altogether please 
him. 
 
He suppressed a string of obscenities. 
 
While he was rather relieved he hadn't been forced to deflower a virgin on his wedding 
night that also meant that one of these cretins had had her first. Not that he was 
planning to speak to her about it. It simply wasn't the sort of thing he cared to discuss; it 
would give her an opening to question him on a topic he would just as soon leave be. 
The very idea made him grit his teeth. Not that he was jealous, but there was the issue 
of classroom discipline. How could one have proper respect for one's Potions Professor 
when one had bedded his wife? 
 
None of the boys behaved impertinently, or at least any more impertinently, than they 
had before. So which one was it? 
 
He gave Longbottom an undisguised glare. The boy had the temerity to grow into a 



great side of beef to rival both Crabbe and Goyle. True, he was as docile as ever, but 
perhaps women liked that type. Had Hermione's shepherding of the boy been more than 
a case of the strong carrying the weak or was he jumping at the most distasteful 
shadow possible? 
 
He turned his eyes on Weasley. That was hardly a more palatable option. Weasley was 
one of the rare students who stood eye to eye with him. He looked at him again, they 
were of similar build, similar size. Severus was nauseated by the very concept of his 
wife suffering under the adolescent fumblings of this unsullied boy. 
 
He turned the idea over in his mind that she had gone from the undefiled man-child to 
her scarred wretch of a professor. A cold feeling filled his chest but no, he was not 
jealous. 
 
Not jealous at all. 

 
 
That evening in his rooms, no, their rooms, it was no different than every other day had 
been, every other night. 
 
When he walked in she was reading, of course, book in her lap, head bent, forehead in 
palm, elbow on knee. She smiled to see him. 
 
There was a parchment full of equations on the table. 
 
It was like every other day. 
 
He couldn't get the images out of his head, though. 
 
He managed to make her choke trying to suppress a laugh at the high table. All he'd 
had to do was call Madam Hooch a "slack cunted mongoloid hausfrau." Very quietly, of 
course. 
 
They sat and read after dinner. 
 
She dozed off before she could make her usual evening request. He told himself he was 
not disappointed. 
 
He was contemplating allowing her to spend the night on the couch when she began to 
stir. 
 
"Mmmmm," she stretched rubbing her eyes. "I thought we might try something different 
tonight." 
 
"Would you like me to procure a set of the manacles Mr Filch has kept in his office?" he 
asked, hoping she knew a joke when she heard one. 



 
"Not that different." She rolled her eyes. 
 
He raised one eyebrow at her. 
 
"How do you feel about fellatio?" she asked, arching her back and stifling a yawn. 
 
He cleared his throat. "I suppose I could make the effort to suffer through it, for your 
sake." 
 
She gave him an arch look and settled on the floor between his legs and started to 
unbutton his trousers. Clearly, she had done this before as well. 
 
He was hard before she even finished with his buttons. What an awful trollop that prissy 
student must have been. 
 
He leaned backed and closed his eyes; divine, her mouth was divine. 
 
Yet somehow each sweet sweep of her tongue made him wonder where she had 
learned such a thing. 
 
She took him into her mouth then; it was a torment and a delight. 
 
Soft hands on his body. Tender lips kissing the scars that ran like rope across his inner 
thighs. She was so right at that moment... 
 
He placed his hands on her head in the time-honoured tradition of men receiving 
fellatio, but instead of forcing her head down, he promptly pushed her away. 
 
She wiped her mouth on the back of her hand, looking up at him dumbly. "Did I do 
something wrong?" 
 
"On the contrary, I was wondering where you learned such expert technique?" he over-
enunciated the words as calm and quiet as death. 
 
"Books mostly," she said, looking confused. 
 
"Perhaps that is where you picked up your theory, my dear, but with whom did you do 
your practicum, Mr Weasley or perhaps... Longbottom?" he said silkily, dangerously. 
 
"That is unfair," she said, coming to her senses and starting to blaze back at him. 
"Wholly unfair, why... you're jealous," she repeated, as if the idea itself was outrageous. 
"How utterly..." 
 
"I am not jealous," he said quickly. "Simply concerned for classroom discipline. I can 
hardly maintain order if you..." 



 
"You are going to sit there with your trousers around your ankles and try to lecture me 
about decorum, aren't you? You unbelievable hypocritical prat," said the girl who 
professed to despise name-calling and he was lucky to get off as easily as he did. She 
looked like she had several dozen far worse names roiling around inside her mouth the 
tight way she held her lips shut. 
 
"Indeed not," he said, buttoning his pants and drawing himself up to look down on her. 
 
"I don't ask about your old lovers," she said, half angry, half petulant. 
 
"I have none," he said menacingly. 
 
"You lying bastard," she said in enraged amazement. "You honestly expect me to 
believe that?" 
 
"I beg your pardon? I must have misheard you," he hissed. 
 
"Bollocks!" she hissed back. "If you're going to stand there and lie to me, Severus 
Snape... " 
 
"It's true," he snarled. 
 
"You can't expect me to believe that," she snarled back. 
 
"Oh, I have had women, Hermione," he said, changing his tone to silky sweet again. "I 
have had three kinds of women; whores, orgies, and rapes, but I have never had what 
could reasonably be called a lover." 
 
"What would you call me, then?" she asked through gritted teeth. 
 
"Not sure, dear, I vacillate between rape and whore," he said, but even as he said it, he 
regretted the words. 
 
With that, she simply turned and headed toward the door. 
 
"Where, exactly, do you think you're going?" he asked her quietly. 
 
"Albus Dumbledore, exactly," she said, mimicking his tone. 
 
"He'll save you? Is that what you think? He will offer you sweets and send you straight 
back to me, Hermione," Severus said. 
 
"He will not. He's good and understanding and he wouldn't..." she started. 
 
"And I am the bad man who makes little girls cry," he stood over her, gritting his teeth. 



 
"I'm not afraid of you. I am angry with you. You should learn to tell the difference," she 
said coldly. 
 
"And you," he said, his face mere inches from hers, "should learn to be afraid." 
 
"You are pathetic," she said contemptuously. 
 
He wasn't sure how it happened, but he had her trapped between his body and wall and 
he was whispering very quietly and very quickly in her ear. "Perhaps I am, perhaps I 
am, it was Albus who pushed me into this travesty to begin with and I ought to have 
known better." 
 
"What do you mean?" she asked. 
 
"During the war, I was under specific instructions from the Headmaster not to do 
anything that might compromise the Dark Lord's faith in me. The Order was desperate 
for inside information only I could provide. We saved all we could, but sometimes he 
came too close to suspecting the truth. Once, there was a family slated for a visit from 
the Death Eaters. I begged Dumbledore to find a way to save them without tipping our 
hand. He found none. I do not blame him, some... things must be sacrificed in the midst 
of war but... he did make a request. He asked me to make sure the child - a daughter, 
all of twelve years old and home from Hogwarts for Yule, one my own students, not 
unlike you, my dear, perhaps not so bright a star but we shouldn't fault her that - Albus 
asked me to see to it she suffered as little as possible." He was speaking too quickly to 
be in control now, his eyes were glassy and he no longer even saw Hermione before 
him. 
 
"Aren't I clever? I found a way to please my Headmaster and the Dark Lord both. I 
snapped her little neck early on and fucked her dead body before her parents eyes." He 
wasn't even aware tears were falling from him onto Hermione's face as he railed on. 
"You know you've accomplished something when you've sickened Bellatrix Lestrange. I 
may be your husband, my dear, but I am no one's lover," he choked. 
 
He was openly weeping, his breath ragged, shoulders shaking, something he hadn't 
done in at least thirty years, when Hermione reached up and put her arms around his 
neck. 
 
It was humiliating, so why couldn't he pull away? He fucked, he killed, he lied, when the 
situation called for it, such an obedient soldier, the least he could do was keep the 
consequences for himself. Something had to belong to him, did it not, even if it was only 
guilt? Why was he still holding onto this little witch? 
 
"It's not all right," he muttered, his voice muffled by her clothing. 
 
They settled back on the divan together, him still sobbing with his face buried against 



her, her still comforting him, her hands running through his hair. It was not a thing he 
ever imagined happening, but he was powerless to stop. He held her tighter. 
 
"It's never going to be all right," he repeated, ashamed of himself in more ways than he 
could name. 
 
"I know, Severus," she said. "I know it's not all right, but if someone didn't make hard 
choices during the war, we wouldn't be here now." 
 
"I hate it, I hate looking at their bright little faces and seeing all the children I didn't 
save," he said into her dress, giving in completely to whatever weak thing drove him. 
 
Madam Snape was wiping his tears away and he didn't even care. 
 
"The ones I hurt. Don't they know what sort of world this is? No, of course not, they just 
go on happily. I kill their classmate, she goes cold while I fuck her and the next day 
there they are in class the same as always... the same fools they always were." All the 
venom of his heart poured into his words. 
 
"It was Viktor," she said. "In case you were still wondering, that's the only other man I..." 
 
Snape sat up, sniffling in his bewildered state. "The Bulgarian Quidditch Star? Igor's 
student?" he asked in astonishment. "But you were only a 4th year - that bastard." 

 
 
She looked at him bewildered, some days Severus Snape was a riddle wrapped in an 
enigma with a headache at its centre. 
 
But something had broke between them; it was like fighting the mountain troll with Ron 
and Harry, only somehow, the consequences seemed greater to her than life or death. 
 
Life and death was a yes or no question, you survived or you didn't. Severus Snape was 
more complicated than that. 
 
She had married a rapist and a murderer, a man who had it in him to defile the corpse 
of a twelve year old girl and call it mercy. What was more she liked him. She felt sorry 
for him. She didn't know what was the worst part of this mess. The whole thing stank. 
She was married to a man for whom Voldemort would never really be gone. Severus 
had lost something bigger than an eye or an arm. 
 
She did not know what she was expecting but, "Get your cloak and shoes, there is 
something you should be made aware of," wasn't it. 
 
She blinked. 
 
And so, in a mechanical sort of a stupor, willing her mind not to race, she followed him. 



 
As usual, he left her running to catch up with him as he strode out of the castle and 
down to the front gate. 
 
Once out of the gate, he began feeling along the wall as if searching for a loose stone; 
then suddenly, he seemed to find it and pulled aside a brick to reveal... another stone, 
small and worn and wholly unremarkable. 
 
"Portkey," he nodded in the stone's direction. 
 
"Where are we...?" she asked before he cut her off. It was maddening, some day he 
was going to let her finish a sentence and she was going to faint dead away. 
 
"Going? The scene of the crime, otherwise known as Snape Hall," he said flatly. 
 
"What crime is that? Surely, it can wait until... haven't we had enough drama for one 
night?" she said, stifling a yawn. Yes, of course, she was curious but she was also 
rather sleepy and a strange sense of dread was growing like a lump in her throat. 
 
"No, it cannot wait until after classes tomorrow or the weekend or the summer holiday or 
whenever you were going to suggest, it has waited too long already. Albus should have 
told you before you agreed to be my wife. I should have insisted," he said with a harsh 
tone in his voice. "The crime, you see, is me, my existence, and if I wait any longer, I 
fear I shall lack the... courage to tell you." 
 
She looked up at him bewildered. "What on Earth are you trying to say?" 
 
"If you could shut up and do as I say, we would no doubt be halfway to an explanation 
by now," he said, exasperated. 
 
She snorted. 
 
"Now, the portkey," he said. 
 
She felt the familiar hitch near her navel and her eyes contracted painfully to suddenly 
find herself beside Severus in the well lit front hall where two house elves sat before a 
fire mid-snog. 
 
"As you can see, I don't make it home very often," he said. "Cotty and Muddy, by all 
means, don't allow me to interrupt you, not that I need any more elves." 
 
The two elves, Hermione saw, were more than embarrassed. 
 
"Master, Cotty and Muddy are worthless thoughtless horrible wretched," they moaned 
obsequiously in unison, both of them face-down on the stone floor. 
 



"Stop that now!" he bellowed. "You know how I hate that. And stop looking behind me, 
he isn't here, this is not a... holiday." He looked over at her for the first since they had 
arrived and, looking her up and down expressionlessly, added, "I suppose I should 
introduce you to your new mistress." 
 
The elves let out unconcealed gasps. 
 
"Yes, your horrid master has found himself a bride," Snape said condescendingly. 
"Now, run away quickly and tell the rest of them before I give Lady Snape her way and 
present the lot of you with poorly knitted socks." 
 
"Master is not horrid," said one of the elves reprovingly. Hermione couldn't tell if the 
speaker was male or female, nor which name belonged to which elf. "Master is gone too 
long from home, but Master would never ever never give Cotty and Muddy clothes even 
if Master didn't..." The elf trailed off. 
 
"Even if I didn't bring you Argus?" Severus said dourly. "Go away, NOW! Or I will be 
asking Milady for her gloves!" he thundered. It was not truly frightening on the Severus 
Snape scale of ranting, but the elves scrambled away nonetheless. 
 
She looked up at him, the only 'Argus' she knew was Filch, but why in the world would 
Snape's house elves expect him? She began to ask him, but he stopped her with a 
finger to her lips. 
 
"And now, my dear, if you could curb your tongue for long enough to allow me to 
explain," he bowed, ushering her towards the end of the hall, "I believe most, if not all, 
of your questions will be answered." 
 
He stopped at the long end and she realised what had appeared from a distance to be a 
mass of cracks in the white plaster was, in fact, a wild snarl of lines dotted with names 
written almost too small for her to make out. She leaned in close. 
 
"My family tree, Hermione. Here," he said, pulling her to the far end, "am I. Your name 
has been added as my wife." 
 
She looked, forgetting for a moment that Mr. and Mrs. Weasley had, for purposes of the 
wedding, adopted her. Her name glistened in tiny black letters: Hermione Weasley. 
 
He seemed to be waiting for her to speak, so she said, "Oh." 
 
"And here," he pulled her along the wall to opposite end of the mass of names, "are the 
Snape family Primogenitors," one long finger almost touched a pair of names: Hades - 
Persephone. No surnames simply Hades and Persephone. 
 
"Like the Muggle myth," she said. 
 



"They were wizards like you and I," he said with a sigh. "Had you been born five 
thousand years ago, I dare say someone would have worshiped you as well, but I did 
not bring you here to bask in the glory that is my illustrious ancestry." The way he said 
made it sound as though there were few things Severus Snape found less illustrious. 
 
"Well," she said impatiently, "enough with the dramatic pauses, get on with it." 
 
His eyes glittered as though he could not decide whether to be angry or amused. 
 
"Here you see the name Sidhe," He pulled her somewhere roughly three-fourths of the 
way along. "She was the last...Muggle-born witch to marry into my line. Her husband, 
Comitas, built this house during the time of the Muggle Emperor Hadrian. Look at it, my 
dear, look at the whole and tell me what you see." 
 
She walked back and forth, scrutinising the names and branches folding in on 
themselves. His parents were first cousins, his grandmothers were sisters, the same 
dozen surnames repeated endlessly. She saw every pureblood wizard she knew on the 
wall. Minerva McGonagall was Severus Snape's third cousin. As was Lucius Malfoy. 
The Weasleys were intermingled with the Blacks and the Lupins. Who would imagine? 
 
"You're dangerously inbred," she said, fighting not to fidget or wince. "Not just you 
either, I see all the other pureblood wizards here. There hasn't been fresh blood in a 
long time." 
 
"Congratulations for noticing the obvious," he said flatly, "and the primary reason we 
find ourselves in this marriage and, also... the reason I am such as I am." 
 
She was dying to make him talk faster, shake him, or something. Then she realised he 
looked profoundly uncomfortable. 
 
"I have never told this tale before, I haven't had to," he glowered, "every wizard over the 
age of forty knows it from the Daily Prophet. Look at the wall," he instructed. 
 
"What am I supposed to be seeing? Or am I not allowed to speak yet?" she said 
crossly. 
 
"My parents," he said, "Aurelius Snape and Melusine Filch, how many times have their 
lines crossed on this wall? Never mind counting, I'll tell you, thirteen, at least one time 
too many." 
 
That answered that question, the caretaker was some sort of relation. She tried to look 
him in the eye and he looked away, scrutinising the ceiling. 
 
"I have been told that originally it was considered quite the love match," he said tensely. 
"That changed when it was realised that their firstborn son was a squib. My father would 
not allow his family name to be sullied by a child who was no better than a Muggle, you 



see. Argus Filch is my older brother." He pointed out a spot beside his own name where 
two names had clearly once been. 
 
She thought of the blast marks on the Black Family tapestry. 
 
"That explains quite a bit," she answered him, her mind filling in the blanks; Filch's 
presence in the wedding party, the near adoring way the caretaker went to the Potions 
master whenever he had the slightest complaint, more than that, seven years of 
observation suddenly coalesced into a picture. In his own stilted way, Severus showed 
a certain fondness for his brother. It warmed her, oddly enough. 
 
"Which I could have told you at Hogwarts. One squib would have been an 
embarrassment to my parents but, in the twenty two years between Argus and I, my 
mother gave birth to six little corpses and another squib, he was named after my father, 
Aurelius, before they realised he was no better than Argus," he continued addressing 
the ceiling steadily. 
 
"How awful, where is he now?" she asked, touching his arm. 
 
He shifted away without looking at her. "Oh, but it gets much worse, my dear. I'm sure it 
began harmlessly enough, a fertility charm here, a draught for health there, half the 
shops in Diagon Alley sell amulets for the protection of expectant mothers, but Melusine 
and Aurelius were a bit beyond their help, nothing worked for them until..." 
 
"Until... yes? Until what?" she asked. 
 
"They turned to the Dark Arts," he said looking her in the eye for the first time since they 
had started examining the wall. 
 
"What do you mean?" she asked. Her knowledge of Dark Arts began and ended with 
defence, she had no idea what he was trying to infer. 
 
"You don't have a clue, do you?" he asked. 
 
She shook her head. "Sorry, it's not something there is much reference to in the school 
library." 
 
"And it's not the kind of thing that exactly captures your bottomless curiosity, is it?" He 
said flatly. "I cannot say that I am surprised." 
 
The silence stretched for several minutes before he leaned against the wall and stared 
into her face as if trying to see something located on the opposite side of her skull. 
 
"There are a handful of Dark Rites guaranteed to spawn a powerful wizard, all of them... 
unsavoury, to say the least," he said, without a trace of emotion. "The night I was 
conceived, my parents slit my brother Aurelius' throat and bathed in his blood, his body 



went stiff while my father impregnated my mother not ten feet away. I believe he was 
six." 
 
Looking up into his closed face, Hermione felt decidedly ill. Shock was just a word 
compared to what she was feeling. 
 
"After I was born, the recriminations began, I was clearly marked by my beginnings, fate 
has since seen fit to continue litter my path with the bodies of dead children," he said, 
the faintest hint of bitter humour in his voice. 
 
"But you are good," she said indignantly. 
 
He laughed loud and long as though she had said something very funny. "Look at me, 
Hermione. Look at me. Anyone near me feels it - the Dark. The same way it is possible 
to look upon a beautiful child and feel the love with which it was engendered, people 
see me and feel uneasy." 
 
Hermione's brain was whirling rapidly. So that was why, fond as she was growing of 
him, his approach still made her belly ache and the hairs on the back of her neck 
prickle. It explained so many things. She was nearly consumed with indignation on 
Severus' behalf. 
 
"I don't care, plenty of people seem perfectly pleasant until you get to know them, you 
just happen to be the other way around," she said angrily. "Sort of the anti-Gilderoy 
Lockhart." 
 
He looked at her as if he were slightly confused. "Do you actually like me, Hermione?" 
 
"What a stupid question," she huffed. "Of course, I like you. What sort of idiot do you 
take me for? Now finish the story, what happened after you were born?" 
 
Severus looked disconcerted but he plowed on. "My father took to drink and eventually 
the whole sordid story came out. He took full responsibility, shielding my mother from 
any repercussions, legal repercussions, at least, and as a result went to Azkaban 
around my fifth birthday. He's still alive, still there. My mother tried to love me, but I am 
not very loveable, as you well know," he looked away again. "She took her own life as 
soon as I was old enough to be sent to school. So, perhaps my father turned himself in 
out of self-preservation. In any event, there were many who said I should not have been 
allowed to enter Hogwarts. Most of my professors were unsettled that I managed any 
academic success at all. A few openly discouraged me. If it were not for Albus, I 
daresay I would have been expelled the first time I gave another student so much as a 
dirty look." 
 
"If you were grateful to Dumbledore why did you...?" she started. 
 
"Join the Dark Lord?" he finished to her exasperation. "Because he was the first adult in 



my young life to tell me I was not an abomination, that what my father, what my parents, 
did was to be lauded. He-who-must-not-be-named actually referred to my mother as a 
martyr to the Blood," a bitter smile twisted his face. "He promised he would free my 
father one day when his control was complete." 
 
"But you were sickened by what he asked you to do, your heart wasn't in it," she said. 
 
He blanched, looking surprised. 
 
"You might have been made by Dark Arts, but you're a good wizard," she said with her 
patented indignation. " You are good, not evil." 
 
"Am I?" he asked, disgust clear in his voice. "After all I've told you, you call me good?" 
 
"Albus Dumbledore trusts you to protect me," she said, then wondered if she had said 
the wrong thing. "He trusted you during the war. He trusts you with your students, he 
trusts you to do the right thing even when it hurts you. I trust you." From her own 
experience, her own knowledge, she knew of a dozen instances he had saved her or 
Harry or Ron, or even Neville, for whom Severus claimed as much fondness as he had 
for a pile of rat droppings. 
 
It was one thing to risk your life for someone you cared for, but something far greater to 
endanger your self on behalf of someone you despised. She knew Severus Snape was 
as driven to do the right thing, just as he was driven to say the most ugly thing he could 
imagine. Who could imagine fighting the darkness so hard as Severus Snape did? 
 
"Too bad the good Headmaster couldn't see fit to recommend me to someone with 
larger breasts," he said, not quite smiling. 
 
"Shut up, you arse," she said, punching him half-heartedly on the upper arm. 
 
In a flash, she found herself enfolded by his robes with his lips against her ear. 
 
"Perhaps it is sentimental of me but I think I would like very much to kiss you, Wife," he 
whispered, his black eyes still rimmed in red but flashing. 
 
"You know you aren't obliged to ask permission every time," she said irritably. 
 
"I will be the judge of my obligations to my own wife," he hissed, too serious for her 
comfort. 
 
She stiffened. 
 
"May I kiss you?" he repeated. 
 
"Of course," she replied. 



 
He took her chin between his thumb and forefinger and gently gave her what could 
more accurately be described as a brief taste of lips than a real kiss. "I am not certain 
whether Albus Dumbledore is brilliant or I am a fool and you are dangerously naive, in 
fact it's entirely possible each of these things is true," he muttered into her hair. 
 
It was at that moment that Hermione realised they were being watched. Severus let fly a 
stream of profanity; it only caused her to flinch for an instant, she was becoming inured 
to his foul mouth. 
 
Twenty house elves, arrayed in pillow cases with the embroidered initial S were staring 
unselfconsciously. 
 
"The Master is a kind Master, the kindest," one piped up. 
 
"The house elves of Snape Hall is not deserving such a gift as the Master brings," 
another answered. 
 
"A Mistress," came the murmur. "A Mistress," it was repeated. "A Mistress," echoed on 
their lips. 
 
"Master and Mistress would be needing tea and Moff is honoured to have got it," said an 
old house elf with a thin string of hair falling over one eye. 
 
"Cotty has got the toast." 
 
"Muddy and Morte brings the leg of lamb," cried two voices in unison. 
 
"Roast beef, Mistress does need Roast beef something desperate!" came a cry from the 
crowd. 
 
"Master will perish without a treacle tart and Ticker got it in the nick of time!" 
 
Severus Snape was visibly cowed. 
 
"They'll feed us 'til dawn if given half a chance. This house has been all but abandoned 
since my mother... died, they've had nothing to do for thirty years but breed and plan 
their infernal catering." 
 
Hermione was caught between abject horror and wry amusement. 
 
"Books!" came another cry. "Master Severus loves his books and books he must have." 
 
"And clean parchment." 
 
"Quills, The Master needs many quills, sharp quills." 



 
It was something very near raw chaos. 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: A Foot in his Noose 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
It was somewhere in the feeble blank hours of the night, a few days later when she 
awoke. Severus wasn't there, but that was hardly significant. It was more her bed than 
his really, with as little time as he spent in it. At the moment, though, his side was still 
warm. 
 
She closed her eyes and willed herself to go back to sleep. 
 
It didn't work. 
 
She tried again, this time with the pillow on top of her face. 
 
It was futile. 
 
She climbed out of bed. Maybe a book would help. 
 
She felt self-conscious standing naked in the dungeon room. It happened by default 
really. Professor Snape, oh Merlin, she really had to stop that, Severus, yes, Severus 
made rude comments about any sort of nightclothes she tried. Too virginal. Too frumpy. 
Is that an attempt at being seductive, my dear? 
 
The Arse. She was starting to suspect he was trying to keep her sleeping naked. 
 
She was going to have to learn to ignore him. She really was. 
 
She walked along the bedroom bookcases, nothing particular jumping out at her to 
read. Perhaps somewhere in the sitting room. 
 
But as she reached the threshold she heard a voice, his voice, speaking in low tones. 
 
She peeked carefully around the corner. 
 
Someone was in the Floo and Severus was still in his night-shirt. 
 
"Thank you for the congratulations, it's very... sporting of you, Lucius," Severus said with 
searing sarcasm, "but I believe I would like to get back to my spoils of war." 
 
He gave the head in the fire a casual wave of dismissal and came walking toward her. 
 
Behind his back, a voice called, "Be sure to pass on my regards to your child bride." 
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She fully expected the look of rage she saw as he stepped into the room. She also 
expected the torrent of obscenities her husband unleashed the minute his lungs drew 
air; still, it made her wince. 
 
"I am an idiot," he all but screamed as soon as the tide of expletives ebbed. 
 
She stared at him in confusion. 
 
"I should have been sorted into Gryffindor for all my brilliant scheming," he ranted. "Stop 
gaping at me like a fucking carp, woman, and get dressed. I am an idiot. I have no more 
wiles than a first year Hufflepuff. What have I blundered into? What have I fucking 
done?" 
 
"What's wrong?" she asked, walking over to her small dresser "I'm sure..." 
 
"What are you sure of? Whatever it is, I'm just as sure you're wrong. You see, I just 
discovered that Lucius has played both Dumbledore and I for fools. Huge fucking fools," 
he bit out. "It seems my dear cousin intended that I should marry you from the outset 
and I have no idea what he's planning." 
 
Severus was shaking and Hermione searched her brain for a solution. 
 
Drawing on her robes, she bit the side of her lip nervously. She liked both Severus and 
marriage far more than she ever anticipated, but still wouldn't it be better to end it now 
than play into Lucius' plans, whatever those were? 
 
"Well, there is the Disferreatio. We could end the marriage, if you want. If you think it 
would be for the best." She couldn't quite look at him as she made her suggestion. 
 
Almost instantaneously, he gripped her painfully by the upper arm, as though she was a 
student sneaking around past curfew. 
 
"Obviously, you know nothing about the Disferreatio, or you wouldn't suggest it as an 
option." He looked as though he was very close to hitting her. The half instant of fear 
was quickly replaced by a surge of outrage. 
 
"I'm stronger than you think." It was practically a dare the way she said it. 
 
"I doubt that very much," he glared at her. "The Disferreatio, Wife, it means... in the 
Conferreatio the two magics are merged, they can not be separated again. They must 
be destroyed to break the bond. While you might be willing to live as a Muggle I am 
not." 
 
"Oh, someone would kill you, wouldn't they?" she asked in shock. 
 



"Probably," he answered, "but I would prefer that to the life of a squib. If you wish a 
separation, I will grant it to you when I am assured you will be safe, but there will be no 
divorce." His colour was returning to normal but his breathing was hard. 
 
"I assumed you'd want me to go," she said, something twisting in her insides. 
 
"Not necessarily," he said quietly. 
 
"We should speak to the headmaster," she said, straightening the buttons on her robe 
as relief flooded through her. "He should have some idea." 
 
"I think you're forgetting this was his brilliant idea in the first place," Severus sneered. 
 
"You know, if you think about it, this doesn't change a thing," she said. 
 
"How so?" he asked, the vein in his forehead standing out as he held back the best he 
could. 
 
"If Lucius Malfoy was intent on driving me into your... " She didn't feel comfortable 
referring to Severus' bed while his semen was still wet on her thighs. "Into marriage with 
you, instead of with him, then do you think he'd be any less likely to harm anyone who 
stood in his way?" 
 
"Lucius tends to be ruthless regardless of his aims," Severus admitted. 
 
"Knowing is half the battle, at least now we know," she started. 
 
"We know nothing," he hissed, pacing the bedroom. 
 
"So what can we do? Even if we could undo all this, it might be best to let him think his 
plans are succeeding," she said, thinking aloud. 
 
"His plans are succeeding." Severus frowned. "We could hardly be more married than 
we are now." 
 
They both inhaled at Snape's words. Hermione was taken aback by the things Severus' 
admission might indicate. Severus looked positively sick. Had she hurt his feelings by 
offering to divorce him? It seemed silly, her hurting Severus Snape. He liked her more 
than he let on, clearly. She wasn't sure if she ought to be responding to him less or 
more. 
 
"Would you like to come back to bed? You have an hour before you usually meet Mr 
Filch," she asked laying her hand on his arm. 
 
He looked at her sceptically, but he didn't remove her hand. 
 



"That is, if you can manage again so soon," she said. 
 
"I am a wizard, I can always manage," he frowned at her. 
 
"I'd rather not separate if it's the same to you," she said, making a conscious effort not 
to sound too concerned. "There are some things I would miss." 
 
"Other than my private library?" he said, pulling off his nightshirt. 
 
Honestly, even if she didn't enjoy the sex as much as she did, it would have been worth 
it to get him out of that hideous old rag. 

 
 
Severus was less than a minute late to begin his usual rounds through the blackened 
halls of Hogwarts. 
 
How had he ended up bound to a witch like Granger? 
 
While many students inhabited a grey area, straddling the lines between Gryffindor 
Courage and Slytherin Craftiness or Hufflepuff Idealism and Ravenclaw Studiousness, 
he, the head of Slytherin, had married a Gryffindor with no whiff of deceit or 
machinations anywhere about her person. 
 
What a colossal joke the fates were playing on him. 
 
If Madam Snape seemed pleased, she was pleased. If she seemed annoyed, there was 
no doubting she actually was annoyed. When she asked him for sex, it was because 
she wanted, for whatever reason, to have sex with him. 
 
When he left his chambers, there was a drop of semen on the petal of her lower lip. 
 
Why had she fellated him? He certainly wasn't about to coerce her into doing such a 
thing. She must have done it because she wanted to. What a strange idea. How did any 
woman manage to swallow like that without retching? 
 
He didn't pay her, he didn't force her, she wasn't plied with quick drugs and a Death 
Eater's mask or the Dark Lord's expectation that all the true believers take part in the 
orgy. No, that soft little innocent thing with the ridiculously prefect body, like it had come 
from a manual somewhere, had simply wanted to, and so she did. 
 
Her lack of shame and her utter inability to feel self-consciousness were perverse to 
him. It seemed every time he looked up, she was enjoying something: the feel of the 
bedclothes, staring at the fire and brushing her chaotic tresses, settling into a 
comfortable chair. She enjoyed everything. As final evidence, she even managed to 
enjoy her old bat of a Potions master. 
 



He wasn't sure anyone had enjoyed him before. At least, not for his own sake. 
 
"You please me, I'd like to please you," she said guilelessly. 
 
He had not responded. 
 
He did not know how. All his life his sex had never really belonged to him, it was simply 
another tool to use or not to use. Even his trips to whores had been fairly mechanical 
experiences intended only to release pressure, to afford him the luxury of a woman 
beneath him who was not unwilling, who was not in tears, not noticeably recoiling or 
drugged. 
 
What could Hermione do to please him? He didn't know. 
 
In the end, he simply let her have her way with him. 
 
Her way, that night, included smiling up at him while the head of his penis brushed her 
lips. Later, it included her mouth stretched wide around him while he choked out her 
name. And her way included continuing to smile later as he dressed himself with that 
telltale sticky drop still clinging to her lip. 
 
Something in his chest clenched, knowing there was no subterfuge in what she had 
done. 
 
It pained him, though he could not explain why. Still he swept silently through the halls. 

 
 
When he returned to his chambers, finally weary enough for sleep, she was awake. 
 
"I've been thinking," she said, sitting up and letting the bed clothes fall, allowing him a 
distracting view of her breasts. 
 
"Shall I alert the media?" he said snidely, sitting to remove his boots. 
 
"About Lucius," she went on. 
 
"Is that why you are up at this hour? Did you give yourself nightmares?" he asked in 
mock concern, paying more apparent mind to removing his boots than to his 
conversation. 
 
She rolled her eyes. "Why would he want you to marry me?" she asked seriously. 
 
"Obviously, he believes, correctly, that it is unwise to engage me directly so he would 
attack me through you." He went on unbuttoning his trousers. 
 
"It seems like quite a lot of trouble," she said uncertainly. 



 
"It is quite a lot of trouble," he said, slipping off his second shirt, leaving only the white 
shirt he wore closest to his skin. "It's also Lucius Malfoy's idea of sport" 
 
"But why you? Why not go after Harry or Dumbledore? Or any number of other people 
for that matter?" she asked, looking as if it were a thorny problem she had been 
presented with in class, and not their own safety at stake. 
 
"Apart from the fact that I betrayed him for years? Pretended friendship?" he said 
slipping on his comfortable old nightshirt. She eyed either him or the shirt with barely 
concealed disdain. 
 
"You've known each other for a long time, haven't you?" she said. 
 
"Longer than you have been alive, my dear," he said, suddenly unsure whether he could 
go to sleep just yet. 
 
"Since you were in school, then?" She asked, pulling back the blankets and inviting him 
wordlessly to lie beside her. 
 
He nodded and forced himself to join her. 
 
"Were you very close? Like Harry and Ron?" she asked. 
 
He turned his back to her. "I would appreciate it if you would shut up and allow me some 
sleep before I am forced to face the idiots in a few short hours. They will undoubtedly be 
well rested." 
 
"I can't help feeling there is some key piece of information I'm missing," she insisted. 
"What sort of friendship did you have with Lucius?" 
 
"Not the sort I wish to discuss with you, not now, not ever," he said, hoping that would 
be the end of it. "Go to sleep!" he thundered. 

 
 
Hermione spent the next day obsessing over Lucius Malfoy. 
 
Surely, Severus knew her well enough to realise to suppress a topic was to make it all 
the more appealing to her. 
 
Perhaps he was too emotional to realise he was only fanning the flames of her curiosity. 
He did tend to be emotional, but that begged the question. What was there to be 
emotional about? 
 
She sought out all the old school records she could find. There was nothing beyond a 
few photos and the run of the mill student information. She hadn't realised Lucius was 



older than Severus. Three years. He'd graduated at the end of Severus' fourth year. 
Other than that, the information she found was less than useless. 
 
So she asked him. Again. This time he simply walked away. 
 
When he returned she looked him squarely in the eye and said, "I don't see what you're 
behaving this way for. How could it possibly be worse than the other things you've told 
me?" 
 
He promptly left. Again. 
 
His refusal was starting to get old. 

 
 
The next time he stepped through the door, she was ready. 
 
"What are you afraid of?" she said the minute she saw his face. 
 
"Who says I am afraid of anything? How do you know I am not merely unwilling to place 
my entire being under your microscopic scrutiny? You know quite enough about me 
already." He frowned, leaning in the doorway. 
 
She studied his face, she knew enough about him? She constantly had the 
uncomfortable suspicion she waded through the shallows of Severus Snape for fear if 
she ventured any farther the undertow would drag her down. 
 
"I promise I won't think any less of you," she said. 
 
"That's a rather presumptuous oath, don't you think? There are surely any number of 
acts that could no doubt render you unable to tolerate my presence for all time," he said 
with his classroom sneer. 
 
"Worse what I already know? Worse than June Thwaite?" she said. 
 
A flicker of pained surprise passed over his face. Did he not think she would bother to 
discover the name of the student he had murdered and raped? Did he think she 
wouldn't call his victim by name? She was a person, not some nameless "student" and 
deserved to be named. She wouldn't play his little game of constantly glossing over 
things that made him uncomfortable. 
 
His jaw clenched and unclenched several times. He was grinding his teeth. She looked 
down to see his hands clasped in front of him. Slowly slowly slowly, she watched as he 
forced them down to fists at his sides. His face was a mask of torture. 
 
She thought for a moment he was going to do something terrible. 
 



Instead he spoke. 
 
"Imagine you are a second year student. Your mother has taken her life, your father is in 
prison. You have long since been abandoned by the rest of your family, with the 
exception of your great grandmother, who happens to live in Egypt and your elder 
brother, who is a squib," he paused and stepped the rest of the way into the room 
shutting the door behind him. 
 
"You are openly discouraged by the majority of your professors, ignored by the rest. The 
Hufflepuffs fear you, the Ravenclaws hate and fear you, the Gryffindors treat you as 
their own private dragon to slay - daily- regardless of the insignificant fact that you aren't 
actually doing anything, and your fellow Slytherins find you an embarrassment, proof 
that the worst rumours about their beloved house are grounded in truth. Imagine that for 
a moment, my dear." He leaned against the wall. 
 
"It sounds miserable," was all she could think to say, it sounded inane even to her own 
ears. 
 
"It was. Now imagine another student comes to you, an older student who is everything 
you are not, good looking, well spoken, influential, and most important of all, well liked. 
Imagine this student offers you not only his own friendship, but membership in the most 
prestigious circle of students in your house. What would you do for him in return?" he 
asked, staring at her through heavy lidded eyes. 
 
"Anything thing he asked," she answered honestly. She knew what it was to be 
friendless and that was desperately bad, even without being orphaned and actively 
hated by the entire school. It was the sort of thing that could kill a child. 
 
"Would you suck his dick?" he snarled. "I did. " 
 
She shrugged. It surprised her, but she didn't find herself horrified. Lucius was monster 
enough to kill his wife and son. Of course he was monster enough to manipulate a 
younger painfully lonely student into humiliating sex he didn't want. Somehow, though, it 
transformed general abhorrence for the wizard into a rather personal hate, hate of the 
sort she usually tried to deny herself. 
 
"My fellow students told one another I had come to school knowing more Dark Arts than 
most seventh years, it was wholly untrue. What Dark Arts I knew I learned, quite 
literally, at Lucius' knee. Or on my knees. However you want to put it. I was powerful, 
yes, but before Lucius, it was a unfocused magic, rather... undisciplined and raw," his 
teeth were bared and he was raging, "but at Darks Arts I excelled. I understood that 
magic the way a tear comprehends the deep salt sea." 
 
She watched him and failed, spectacularly, to respond. All her words seemed pallid. 
 
"I let him bugger me, too," he said angrily, "until he graduated. So I could have his 



blessing, so I could be part of his group. I believe the others suspected, but they treated 
me well enough. Lucius has always been fascinated by Dark Magic, my origins seemed 
to hold him enthral. Add that to the fact that Narcissa was hanging onto her virginity until 
marriage, he seemed to think having me as his bitch boy was something special..." 
Severus trailed off, seething. 
 
"He's obsessed with you," she said earnestly, not stopping to consider what Severus 
would think of her theory. 
 
He snorted. 
 
"You're powerful and brilliant and you've betrayed him. More than that, you've scorned 
him," she said, getting rather carried away with the thoughts forming in her head. "What 
happened after school? Obviously you remained in contact." 
 
"The nature of our friendship changed," he said archly. "He made one or two attempts 
to... pick up where we left off but I... I made it clear I was not interested." 
 
"And?" she asked. 
 
"He had married, he had Narcissa to take my place but we had a certain... bond. I 
allowed him to imagine he and I were cut from the same cloth. I enjoyed the doors his 
friendship opened for me. I suspect he was more fond of me than I was of him. It was 
he who brought me to the Dark Lord. For a brief time, the power he offered was 
appealing," he said flatly. 
 
She looked up at him "Why were you so worried about telling me this?" 
 
Severus studied the hem of her gown intently. "A wizard does not wish to be thought of 
in certain ways by the witch he has married." 
 
Nonplussed was a good word for Hermione's reaction at that moment. It wasn't half as 
awful as the other things he'd told her. He was acting like a teenaged boy. Honestly, this 
was the sort of attitude she'd expect from Seamus. Still, the life of Severus Snape thus 
far had been a miracle of affliction. One more horror story from him and she was going 
to do something drastic. It was insane for one wizard to have so much bad luck. Maybe 
luck wasn't the issue. He did have a talent for making bad decisions from what she'd 
seen, but someone should have been there to save him. Some one should have been 
standing by with his best interests at heart ready to grab him by the scruff of his neck 
and... 
 
Well, it wasn't as if she had anything better to do with the rest of her life. 
 
"Let me assure you, it would take far more to impugn your masculinity," she said. 
 
He raised his eyes to hers and she wondered at the blackness of them peering through 



his long uncombed hair. 
 
"What is your opinion of my masculinity?" he asked, a dangerous glint in his voice. 
 
"Quite unassailable," she pointed out prissily, "and I would know." What a ridiculous 
question! 
 
She doubted anyone had ever looked at her as hard as Severus did at that moment. 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: A Serpent Under her Heel 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
Once upon a time Hermione was certain she had a firm grip on morality. She knew 
black from white and had no problem placing each and every shade of grey on the 
appropriate side of the line clearly labelled 'right' and 'wrong.' She never hesitated to 
subtract the price of an act from the value and decide if it was worth it. 
 
She never before realised an evil deed burned the doer most of all, that there were 
simple selfish reasons not to do wrong. It would hurt you in the end. 
 
She was beginning to think she had been very foolish. 
 
Needless to say, she spent a lot of time thinking about Severus. 
 
It would be degrading to try and superimpose some ethical Arithmancy onto the things 
he had done. What column do rape and murder belong in when they are done in an 
effort to staunch a wizard like Voldemort? 
 
She knew it could not all be held against him, but it didn't seem fair to pretend none of it 
happened either. 
 
Was it all right to love someone like him? Was it safe? Was it wrong to give that to him? 
Was it wrong to withhold it? Was it presumptuous to think anything she could do to him 
mattered at all? It bothered her that she couldn't define her feelings for her husband, let 
alone control them. 
 
Did his crimes make his tenderness worthless or even more precious? 
 
Because he was tender with her; there was no point lying to herself about what went on 
when they were alone. 
 
Did she love him? Could she stop loving him if it was the wrong thing to do? 
Sometimes, he barely seemed alive, like a shadow in the room cast by a person who 
wasn't there. Other times, he was wickedly funny with a lively intelligence. Sometimes 
he was even kind. 
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Was Severus Snape in love with her? If not, why did he treat her the way he did? 
 
Why was she even thinking about love? It was too soon, too new. It was silly to think 
about love now. 
 
What she needed was a distraction. 
 
She spent her days reading and fulfilling assignments she gave herself. She took to 
keeping an eye on some of the smaller Slytherins. 
 
Although, examined objectively it hardly seemed significant; as the two of them sat 
together reading in the evenings, Severus' warm black head seemed to find itself resting 
against her shoulder more and more often. It meant a great deal to her, though. 
 
Her marriage could be measured in weeks, but it seemed like years ago that she spent 
her weekends at Hogsmeade. 
 
During her teas at Hagrid's hut, Ron accused her of becoming a hermit. What sort of 
world was it where he and Harry spend more time with her husband than they did with 
her, he wanted to know. 
 
The real world, she supposed. 
 
She was having a good time, to be honest. 
 
At the usual hour, she heard the usual voice at the door to their rooms, if a bit louder 
than normal. 
 
"By Merlin's left testicle I swear, my dear, I came within a hair's breadth of murdering 
Lancelot Vance. I am a man of truly awe-inspiring forbearance, but I am not certain 
even I can teach Mr Longbottom and Mr Vance simultaneously without being reduced to 
perching atop the astronomy tower gibbering and hexing every student I see like a 
madman." 
 
"One first year and one seventh year hardly seem simultaneous," she said, looking up 
from her papers, deciding to abstain from comment on the state of Severus' patience. 
 
"The laws of nature suggest only one such grand catastrophe in the making be in 
existence at a time, let alone attending Hogwarts," he said, shaking his head. "More 
than that is... freakish, unnatural, and excessive." 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes. The trouble with Severus was that he assumed his own 
knowledge and competence was a bare minimum baseline for comparison, any less 
was a sure sign that a person ought to be locked away for the good of wizarding 
society. 



 
He wiped the hair out of his eyes with a forearm and extended his left arm and wand. 
 
"ACCIO HASHISH," he called out, "and pipe, dammit! ACCIO PIPE." 
 
Hermione blinked. She'd seen the pipe on the shelf but she'd assumed it was 
decorative. Not logical really. The day Severus went for pure aesthetics was the day he 
kissed Fred and George Weasley on the lips. 
 
"Severus!" she said, horrified. 
 
Pinching the bridge of his nose, he squinted at her, "What?" Looking both baffled and 
irritated. 
 
"What if Albus finds out?" she hissed. 
 
"That I hate my students? I believe he already knows since I've just been in his office 
trying to resign. Never fear, dear, he wouldn't let me." He glowered. "He never does, the 
sadist." 
 
"That you have drugs! What if he finds out you have drugs?" she said, practically 
shrieking. If it had been Ron or Harry, she would have turned them in for their own 
good. Severus' own good was something that she didn't feel entirely safe presuming to 
rule over. At least not at that moment. 
 
Severus blinked back at her. "I have brandy and Fire Whiskey as well or didn't you 
notice? What's wrong with you? Albus knows I have hashish, although my habits are not 
nearly as exotic or, dare I say, frequent as Flitwick or Sinistra's. Minerva has a truly 
staggering liquor collection. " 
 
"But... but... but it's illegal," she whispered. 
 
"No, it isn't. I bought it while we were at the apothecary not two feet from Kingsley 
Shacklebolt. I believe you were blathering on to your adopted sister at the time," he said 
perplexed. "Is Hashish contraband in the Muggle world?" 
 
She nodded, embarrassed. 
 
"Well, that reinforces the Muggle stereotype," he said, failing to elaborate and throwing 
himself heavily on the divan. 
 
"Wouldn't you rather have some Fire Whiskey?" she asked in a weak voice. 
 
"Don't be silly, woman. Fire Whiskey is an accelerant. If I drank, Vance and Longbottom 
would be in danger for their lives. The day definitely calls for a more sedative effect," he 
said, inspecting the hoses on the ornate tarnished silver and brown glass smoking 



device. 
 
She tried to put her head down and go back to her writing. 
 
She definitely did not intend to stare at him on the divan, slowly going boneless and 
reptilian, taking leisurely drafts from the pipe. 
 
"You are a very strange little woman." He shook his head with a faint smile sitting lightly 
on his face. "What are you doing there?" 
 
"Writing," she said, looking down at her paper and her ink-stained fingers. 
 
"How droll, a literal answer to a literary question. But what are you writing, my dear?" he 
asked, full of strange humour. 
 
The entire thing made her nervous. He had to be fairly intoxicated to lounge on the 
couch making puns. The thought of an uninhibited Severus worried her. 
 
"A rebuttal to Fudge's position on Giant-Wizard relations, his position on magical beings 
in general, actually," she said, cautiously. 
 
"You know there's no point. Those who disagree with you will not change their minds no 
matter how eloquent your words or infallible your logic. Those who agree need no 
convincing. It's a waste of time and effort," he said earnestly, as if warning her, as if she 
needed to be told. 
 
"It's an intellectual exercise. I wasn't planning on sending it in to the Prophet, just trying 
to fight incipient brain rot," she said, chewing the side of her thumb. "Besides, it's a good 
idea to clarify one's position in one's own mind." 
 
Severus snorted. "Your brain appears to be in fine shape from here. Or are you trying to 
tell me that I am dreadfully dull and fail to challenge you sufficiently?" he said in what 
was clearly a taunt. 
 
"Yes, Merlin knows Severus Snape is anything but challenging," she said sarcastically. 
 
"Come to me, my love," he said, extending his hand between pulls on the pipe, as if he 
spoke the word 'love' to her on a regular basis. "Come sit beside me and let loose your 
hair. " 
 
She realised he must not have noticed his own words. 'My Love' he called her. It made 
her blush and her heart race. 
 
"But you hate my hair," she said staying where she was. 
 
"Only when you get it in the cauldrons. Is it presumptuous of me to want to touch your 



hair?" he asked, his face strangely open. 
 
"No," she said. "Let me finish this line, then I'll be happy to sit with you." 
 
It seemed to take forever to write her one sentence with his eyes on her like that, even 
longer to unwind her braid and join him on the divan. 
 
"Do you know your Tibullus, love?" he said, looking at her through hooded eyes. "He 
must have a heart like iron, who loves a woman he is free to love..." he paused and 
smiled the most disarming smile. "Come like Delia with your hair all loose. Too bad you 
don't have flowers." 
 
She nodded. He'd said it again: 'love.' 
 
"But Delia was Tibullus' mistress which hardly seems appropriate," she said, taking her 
place beside him. 
 
"Poets seldom write verse to their wives," he said lightly. "I wonder why that is?" He 
seemed to be asking himself rather than her. "In any event, I was attempting to draw a 
parallel between Tibullus returning home from war and myself returning to you after 
battling rampaging ignorance and boys who insist on melting cauldrons." He wove one 
curling strand of her hair through the fingers of his left hand as if it was the most 
fascinating thing he had seen in his life. 
 
"I know Tibullus, but I have to admit poetry isn't a topic I've devoted much energy to," 
she said as he moved his knee incrementally closer to hers. 
 
"Not much point really. Wizarding poetry is either silly or pedantic and the last Muggle to 
write anything worth the effort it took to read was John Donne," he said. 
 
"I don't know any of his," she said, uncertain of whether she should look into his eyes or 
not. 
 
He cleared his throat and began in what she tended to think of as his teaching voice. 
 
"That loving wretch that swears, 
'Tis not the bodies marry, but the minds, 
Which he in her angelic finds, 
Would swear as justly, that he hears, 
In that day's rude hoarse minstrelsy, the spheres. 
Hope not for mind in women; at their best, 
Sweetness and wit they are, but mummy, possess'd." 
 
There was a mockery in his eye as he spoke. 
 
"Oh really?" she rose to the taunt, knowing full well she was playing into his hands. "I 



would say that speaks more to the poet's poor taste in female companions than any 
eternal truth." 
 
"He obviously never had the pleasure of a woman of your intellectual... stature," he 
smirked, "to be able write that... but it is mostly true that women are miserably stupid." 
He let go of her hair and took another pull on his pipe, shifting until his long thigh rested 
against her. 
 
"Longbottom and Vance are male, unless I am mistaken," she said. 
 
"I stand corrected, everyone is stupid; everyone except you and I and possibly the 
Headmaster." He sighed. "Perhaps you will like this better." He cleared his throat again 
affectedly. 
 
"License my roving hands, and let them go, 
Behind, before, above, between, below. 
O my America! my new-found-land, 
My kingdom, safeliest when with one man man'd, 
My mine of precious stones: my emperie, 
How blest am I in this discovering thee!" 
 
"I'm not quite sure why that particular passage came to mind," he mumbled after he 
finished. She looked across the couch at him to realise he had made a noise very close 
to an uncomfortable laugh. Not only that but he was blushing. 
 
She had no idea what to say. She couldn't decide if she wanted Severus to smoke 
hashish far more often or never again for the rest of her life. 
 
"May I?" he asked, taking her hand in his and proceeding to kiss each of the ink spots 
on her fingers. 
 
His lips slid easily to her palm then her wrist. He laid his mouth on the soft skin at the 
inside of her elbow for a very long time. Carefully, he bent her arm closed, as if tucking 
away his kiss for safe keeping. 
 
Severus opened his eyes very wide for an instant, then exhaled very slowly. "That will 
be enough of that," he said blankly as he shifted quickly to the farthest end of the divan 
and picked up his pipe once again. 
 
A strange bitter smell hung heavy in the air. 
 
Hermione then did a thing, a thing that Severus in full possession of his faculties would 
have recognised for a half-test half-tease and squashed it like the bug of an action it 
was. 
 
But, no, Severus' attention had turned to refilling the bowl of his pipe when Hermione 



decided to recline on the couch, placing her bare feet in her husband's lap. 
 
Her habit of going unshod in their quarters was barbaric according to her husband's 
well-aired opinion. Of course, he was known to wear a black wool greatcoat in August; 
she didn't exactly care what he thought. 
 
She put them in his lap simply to see what his response would be. 
 
Less than two months earlier, she would have just as soon put her head in an untamed 
lion's mouth. 
 
It took her aback when his response was to set his pipe down carelessly and take firm 
but gentle hold of her feet. He moved restlessly, as if he was uncomfortable, and settled 
snugly against her arch. 
 
She felt a warm familiar hardness press her instep and her eyes widened slightly. 
 
His breath became heavier and he pushed more decisively. 
 
"Does this disgust you?" he asked, staring straight ahead. 
 
"Not at all," she answered. In fact, it aroused her a great deal. He had never made a 
single sexually aggressive move toward before; this was the first time he had acted with 
any sort of sexual independence. Her heart raced. 
 
"You aren't repulsed?" he asked again. 
 
"No," she answered, afraid to elaborate and spoil the moment. 
 
"May I... do this in earnest, then?" he asked softly. 
 
"Please do, "she said quietly. 
 
She watched, fascinated, as he casually unbuttoned his trousers, revealing his plum red 
erection. Positioning himself kneeling opposite her, he began to leisurely prod the very 
warm flesh between the soles of her feet. Slow. Circumspect. Gingerly, even, he 
moved. 
 
His hands caressed the tops of her feet as his pace quickened. 
 
It was a good thing she was lying down because she felt dizzy. He was stabbing hard 
now and a steady stream of soft moans came from him. The hot stiff organ moving 
roughly between her delicate arches. 
 
It was strange. She found herself wiggling as though he had his fingers on her clitoris. 
She was so stimulated by his arousal - his desire - that her heart had risen into her 



throat. She felt flushed when she heard him call her name. 
 
"Hermione," he said slowly, pronouncing each syllable of her name as if it was a 
sentence unto itself, full of meaning. Haltingly, he went on, "I am... nearing... 
completion... I should like..." his uncharacteristically ragged voice trailed off. 
 
"What do you want, Severus? Ask and I'll do it, anything, anything, I'll do anything you 
want," she was babbling, but she felt as if she'd die if he stopped short. 
 
"I should like to... issue... on your face," he said, sounding stunned. "Of course, you are 
free to say no... You ought to tell me no... Say no," his voice sounded choked. 
 
"Ejaculate on my face," she said as clearly as her muddled mind could manage. "I want 
you to do it, " she said, not knowing until she said it that it was true. 
 
"Oh, Gods," he said, rising. "Stay just as you are. Don't move." 
 
In an instant, he was standing over her, his hand around his cock, pumping rapidly. 
Then it happened; a sticky spray, so hot she was surprised it didn't sear her skin, 
splashed across her face. 
 
What happened next shocked her. He knelt down, wrapped one hand in her hair and 
kissed her, his semen smearing both their faces. His other hand pulled up her gown and 
found its way between her legs. 
 
He continued to kiss her mouth as his hand brought her quickly to orgasm. 
 
"My love," he whispered in her ear as she shook. "You are my love." 
 
She was not sure whether it was wise or not, but she believed him. 
 
She was afraid that there would be some guilty repercussions on his part, some snide 
words at least, but there were none. After separate dazed showers and a slow silent 
dinner at the High Table, her husband was as faultlessly undemanding as ever. 
 
Although he did not retract his whispered declaration, he didn't repeat it. 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: Fortunate is the Man Who Marries an Orphan 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
She was on her way to dinner in the Great Hall a month later when she stopped to 
inspect the state of Asmodeus Eggerton and Cuchulain Cornelius' fingernails. It miffed 
her slightly that no one took the trouble to see that the younger students were more 
presentable. If it was up to her, Pansy Parkinson would... nothing. Pansy Parkinson, like 
most of the older Slytherin students who hadn't been killed or expelled in disgrace, was 
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holding on by the skin of her teeth and didn't need lecturing on her duties by an 
interloper. Even if that interloper was her, a girl her own age, who had married her Head 
of House. Especially if the interloper was her. 
 
The entire situation was troublesome. She found herself thinking she'd be much more 
comfortable when her year had graduated, even better, when all the students who had 
known her as Hermione Granger were gone. It was a strange thing to be thinking 'in 
seven years Severus and I will seem natural to people.' Stranger still that it did not feel 
unnatural now. 
 
Maybe that was an effect of the Conferreatio. 
 
"Turn them over, Eggerton," she commanded. "You, too, Cornelius." 
 
"Beg pardon, ma'am?" Eggerton dissembled. 
 
He always pretended to be quite a bit slower than he was, it didn't endear him to her. 
 
"Let me see the other side of your hands," she said, articulating each word. 
 
The boys obliged, revealing palms that gave every evidence they had not been washed 
since sometime the week before. 
 
"SCOURGIFY." She managed all four hands in a single flick of her wand. 
 
Two seconds later, the boys ran like they were being catapulted. Clearly, only one thing 
could be the cause. Her husband was standing behind her in the suddenly empty hall. 
 
"My dear Persephone, fighting the inevitable, are we? I suppose it would be pointless to 
remind you that boys are by nature somewhat grimy," he said, more than a hint of 
mockery in his voice. 
 
She spun on her heel and looked him up and down. He had a pale spot where 
something acidic was busy eating away a circle at the edge of his sleeve, there was ash 
along the right side of his robe, and the aroma of wormwood clung to him. Potions 
master was all but written on his forehead. She wrinkled her nose. 
 
"You just say that because you are by nature somewhat grimy." It came out of her 
mouth before she had a chance to stop herself. 
 
They stared at each other in surprise before amusement crimped one corner of his 
mouth into a smile. "Careful, my Persephone." 
 
"Or what? What are you going to threaten me with? Take away my subscription to Ars 
Alchemica?" she answered. 
 



"If you will remember, it is my name on the Ars Alchemica. Actually, I was thinking of 
depriving you of something a bit more intimate than that," he said, grinning back ever so 
slightly. 
 
She was gaping at him in mock indignation when she came up with her reply. "Refuse 
me your favours and I'll tell Dumbledore that you are being cruel." She smirked as she 
said it. 
 
"You tell Dumbledore I am cruel and I will see to it that Minerva discovers that her 
favourite student did not come to her marriage bed intact." He smirked back. 
 
"You are impossible, Severus Snape." She wrinkled her nose again even as she smiled. 
 
He continued smirking. "Oh no, my dear, merely extremely unlikely." Suddenly, Severus' 
face fell. 
 
"How fortunate. Severus and Hermione, just the people I was hoping to see," Albus 
Dumbledore called out, clamping a hand on each of their shoulders. 
 
What a load of excrement; everyone in the damn school was heading to dinner, of 
course he would see them. He sat down the high table from them at least twice a day. 
Fortunate indeed. 
 
She caught herself. What was she doing thinking so uncharitably about the 
headmaster? Clearly, Severus was starting to rub off on her. 
 
"I'm sorry to say I'm forced to tear you away from the High Table this evening. It seems 
Madam Snape's parents have seen fit to make an unannounced visit," Dumbledore said 
with the faintest hint of a wince. 
 
Severus looked positively ill and she didn't feel so well herself. 
 
"Shit," he murmured under his breath. 

 
 
Severus Snape had never had a conversation with a Muggle before. 
 
If this counted as a conversation. 
 
"Hermione, get your things. Your father and I have come to take you home," the female 
Muggle had said. 
 
He realised, in some abstracted way, that she was his mother-in-law, but it seemed 
vaguely ridiculous, the idea that the creature, with spectacles and greying hair, had 
anything to do with Hermione. Had made her. Presumed to take her home. He found 
himself gripped with a detached sort of horror. 



 
Not to mention amusement. 
 
A dark sort of amusement at least. 
 
"Mione," the male said. "Are you aware of this asinine Marriage Law that's been 
passed? It's time for you come back to the real world, darling, and let these... people... 
sort themselves out." 
 
The real world? How charming. His wife's father was delusional. 
 
And bald. Mostly bald, anyway. 
 
"Daddy," Hermione said, then paused dramatically. 
 
Daddy? She called her father 'Daddy?' 
 
"Yes, Daddy, I am aware of the new legislation." She took another deep breath. "In fact, 
because I used a device called a Time Turner during third year..." 
 
"A what?" the female asked. 
 
He could see where the girl had picked up the habit of interrupting during salient points 
of the conversation. 
 
"A Time Turner," Hermione enunciated. "There were some classes I wanted to take, 
needed to take really, that conflicted with one another, so I petitioned and was granted 
the Time Turner, enabling me to take one class, turn back time and sit through another 
class that ran concurrent with the first class. It did have the unfortunate effect of making 
me a little less than a year older than I would have been otherwise." 
 
"Hermione Jane Granger," her mother said threateningly. 
 
"The upshot being I was subject to the Muggle-born Marriage Act, so I got married." She 
winced. 
 
"What?" the parents said at roughly the same time in roughly the same indignant tones. 
 
"It's not as bad as it sounds. I had several offers, I took the best one," she said with a 
forced smile trying to sound light. 
 
"What about your school?" her mother asked. 
 
"I have already taken my exams and passed, Mother," Hermione said. 
 
"This is ridiculous, Hermione, and it can hardly be legal," the father said, as if he would 



brook no argument. "I'll call my solicitor as soon as we get back, but you are coming 
home now." 
 
The mother nodded. "I'm sure we can get an annulment for you, darling. It wasn't a 
Church wedding was it, sweetheart? It can hardly count if it wasn't." 
 
Which was a bit much for Severus Snape. 
 
He stepped up close behind Hermione, so close he could fold his arms around her if her 
wanted. Close enough to make it perfectly clear that he had staked his claim. 
 
He narrowed his eyes first at one of the Muggles then the other. 
 
"I would have you know that Hermione was wedded by the most ancient and sacred 
rites of our people. But if it proves my good will," he all but snarled, considering the 
circumstances he held himself in fairly well, "I will make sacrifices to... Who is it most of 
the Muggles in these parts worship? Jesu? I will sacrifice an offering to Jesu. It's a blood 
cult, isn't it? Is a pig all right or would you like something bigger?" 
 
The Mother turned a delicate shade of green. 
 
The Father turned purple. 
 
It was a nice contrast really. 
 
The father was quicker on the uptake. "So you married The Count here?" he bellowed 
at his daughter. 
 
"Viscount," Severus corrected him absently. 
 
"Excuse me?" the Muggle blinked. 
 
"Severus Antonio Propertius Drusus Nero Snape, Potions master, Viscount of 
Londinium Orriens, Order of Merlin First Class... in case you were wondering." He 
frowned at the Muggle. 
 
"You married an aristocrat, on top of everything else." The balding Muggle pulled his 
hands through what was left of his frizzled grey hair, looking Snape up and down. "He 
even looks like a fucking Tory." 
 
"Excuse me?" Snape asked, squinting. 
 
Hermione patted his arm. "It's a Muggle political thing." 
 
"But what does it mean? If I'm going to be insulted, I would at least like to know whether 
it's true or not," he said, perhaps a trifle haughtily. 



 
"Think Barty Crouch senior," she explained. 
 
"I'm not that bad, am I?" he asked. 
 
"No, Severus, of course not, but you do..." she answered, only to be cut off. 
 
"I believe we were discussing your divorce from Viscount Dracula," the Father went on. 
 
"Daddy!" Severus' wife squealed in the most unattractive way possible. 
 
"Do you think we are Muggle animals to mate for a season and move on?" Severus 
asked, horrified. 
 
"No, I think you're a bunch of overblown barbarians who keep slaves and force young 
girls into marriages with pompous shits old enough to be their fathers! I think you think 
you're the Roman Bloody Empire!" Her father was screaming at the top of his lungs. 
 
Severus was all but itching to draw his wand. Fortunately, he had enough self-restraint 
that all he said was "Really? I'm certain I could get the caretaker to scrape up two 
boards and a few nails and we could give the old Roman methods a try. They did, after 
all, know how to deal with an uprising among the plebeians." 
 
"Stop it!" Hermione yelled furiously. "Mother, Daddy I'm not going anywhere. And 
Severus, if you threaten my parents again with torture, magical or otherwise... I... I... I 
shall be very put out. " 
 
For his part, Severus was duly chastened. 
 
The female Muggle looked him up and down. "You're the Potions Professor, aren't you? 
The one who made her cry during fourth year." 
 
"That was you?" the Father said. 
 
Severus couldn't help feeling uncomfortable at that point. He may have avoided their 
gaze. "She appears to have forgiven me." 
 
"Darling," the mother said, taking her hand. "You're not so far behind that you couldn't 
get into University. There is a whole world waiting for you, the real world." 
 
"Mother, this is the real world," she answered as if trying to convince them by sheer dint 
of her sincerity. 
 
If it were up to Severus Snape, he would simply tell them to go away and not bother 
coming back. If they wanted to pretend there were no such thing as wizards, they could 
start with their daughter and leave the girl alone. 



 
"She wouldn't be safe," he said with a sigh. "There is a powerful wizard who appears to 
have a grudge against your daughter, and while I agree that most of the time she is 
perfectly able to watch out for herself, this is something of a special circumstance." It 
was almost the truth. 
 
"Never mind that I don't want to go back," Hermione said sarcastically. 
 
"Oh, yes, and I am so very ready to have you go." He rolled his eyes. "I ought to give 
them their way simply so I can have free access to my own books again." 
 
"And I can give up trying to keep the first year Slytherins looking like they know what 
soap and water are." She folded her arms across her chest. 
 
"Need I remind you, my dear, your Sisyphean task is entirely self appointed?" He raised 
his eyebrow at her. 
 
"Reconsider, darling, please," the mother pleaded. 
 
"She cannot," Severus said, glaring down at the Muggle female. "She is with child; 
surely, not even Muggles such as yourselves would expect me to allow both my wife 
and my heir to be wrenched away from me and put in harm's way?" 
 
"How did you... I mean I haven't even... I haven't spoken a word to anyone. I don't even 
know for certain... just a suspicion. What do you mean 'allow'?" Hermione stared up at 
him in shock. 
 
"Woman," he said imperiously, "were I half as unobservant as you appear to believe I 
would have been of no use to Albus Dumbledore whatsoever. Not to mention I wouldn't 
have lasted five minutes in the Dark Lord's camp, let alone 22 years." 
 
"And 'allow'?" she asked, glaring. 
 
"Poor choice of words," he said, insincerely. 
 
"But how did you know when I didn't?" she asked. 
 
"Hermione," one of the parents interrupted. 
 
"Shhhhhh." Their daughter took them to task. "I am speaking to Severus for a moment." 
 
He gave her a long look and cocked his head. "I felt it." 
 
"But it's too small," she said, looking bewildered. 
 
"Not that kind of feel. Do you forget you are married to a Legilimens?" he drawled very 



slowly, rolling his eyes. "I doubt you'll notice until it grows stronger since it is always 
there with you, but there is a third magic." 
 
She leaned toward him, forgetting the Muggles altogether, her eyes shining. 
 
"What's it like, Severus? " 
 
"Wings, my dear, it feels like beating wings." If they had been alone, he would have 
asked permission to kiss her. 
 
As it was, he backed away slightly and attempted to wipe the ash from his robes. 
 
"Look, Mother, Daddy, I don't know what else I can say except I am staying where I am, 
with my husband and having my baby. I know he seems a bit... Dark." 
 
"I am a bit Dark." He glowered at her. 
 
"He seems like Darth Fucking Vader." Her father did an impressive imitation of a sneer. 
 
Severus was thoroughly confused. 
 
"It's a fiction, a powerful Dark Wizard from the Muggle cinema who turns to the light at 
the end. I think it's the cape that makes him think it," she explained. 
 
"It does not sound like an utterly inapt analogy," Severus admitted. 
 
Madam Snape was giving him a look that suggested he make nice at all costs. 
 
He stopped and cleared his throat then bowed low. 
 
"Please forgive me, I have never had occasion to meet a Muggle before now, my 
manners and good sense seem to have deserted me. Make no mistake, I find your 
daughter imminently sensible and quite suitable as a wife, despite her somewhat 
dictatorial nature," that ought to have it all cleared up. "She has my utmost respect." 
 
"Do you love her, Mr. Snape?" asked the Muggle female. 
 
He was horrified. "That's rather personal, don't you think?" 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: A Holiday in Hell 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
The argument with his wife kept flying in smaller and smaller circles, before long her 
circular logic was going to fly straight up its own arse and disappear. 
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She was quite reasonable when it came to him spending all night over a caldron or 
leaving their bed to stalk the halls at all hours with Argus. She was, on the whole, rather 
tolerant of his quirks of habit and personality. She gave every evidence of being able to 
forgive him anything. 
 
But, he was coming to realise, the woman had an unhealthy obsession with the Yule 
holiday. 
 
Not to mention spending it with her friends and family. 
 
All those topics that inspired her to become irrationally emotional. 
 
If the "plight of the house elves" could be worked in somehow, the trine would be 
complete. 
 
"Look, my dear," he said, his jaw clenched, "it would be an imposition, all of us spending 
the holiday at the Weasley's." 
 
"All two of us? You are only saying that because you don't want to go," she accused 
him, her face turning slightly pink. 
 
"Precisely!" he said, clasping his hands behind his back in order to keep from throwing 
them in the air in defeat. "I wish to spend Yule at home, with my wife, no students, and 
some reading material. I am guilty, satisfied?" 
 
Hermione's face softened and she took on a beatific expression. 
 
Severus Snape was very disturbed for a moment. 
 
"Home?" she said sweetly. "You know, that's not a bad idea." 
 
"What are you thinking, Hermione?" he asked nervously. 
 
"Home, my dear," she grinned, using his own words against him. "Why don't we 
celebrate the holiday there?" 
 
"You mean here?" he asked with unconcealed suspicion. 
 
"Noooooo." She smiled. "Snape Hall is just sitting there empty and it IS much bigger 
than The Burrow. So big, in fact, we could invite my parents as well as all the Order 
members who are coming to the Weasley's for Yule," she said, her voice becoming 
ecstatic. 
 
"Wife of mine," he said slowly, "are you suggesting I take Fred and George Weasley 
into my ancestral home? Not to mention Alastor Moody and Nymphadora Tonks?" 
 



It mattered little; she was already taking mental notes. Severus shuddered. 
 
"Besides, it will give the house elves something to do," she said with glee. 
 
At that moment, his last shred of hope flickered and died. 
 
Then he paused briefly in his self pity to realise the whole of what she had said. 
 
"Did you just say you were considering bringing Muggles to Snape Hall?" he asked in 
horror. 

 
 
Normally, this was his second favourite day of the school year, preceded only by the 
end of term, but the invasion of Snape Hall loomed before him like a tiny apocalypse. At 
least it was close to the sea, in case he felt compelled to drown himself in response to 
the unremitting cheeriness the holiday was sure to offer. 
 
Severus stood before his mirror, naked and irritable. He hated many things and advice 
from household objects was one of them. 
 
"Trust me, you big ungrateful bat, go with the dress robes," the reflection said. 
 
If he could find a way to spend the rest of his life without looking into another mirror it 
would be nothing less than a blessing. "I have been choosing my own wardrobe for 
some years now; the opinion of an animated piece of glass and quicksilver is neither 
warranted nor solicited." 
 
"We all talk to each other, you know, the mirrors. And believe me when I say you need 
my help. 'Sides, you've never taken a witch to a ball before, have you?" his reflection 
insisted. 
 
"I am not 'taking a witch to a ball.' I am fulfilling my usual duty of keeping the students of 
this school out of mischief and generally spoiling their fun. My wife will accompany me, 
of course," he said, frowning at his image. After a pause, he added, "Why exactly would 
you wish to help me, in any event?" 
 
"You know the old saying, 'the face forgives the mirror'? Well, you've had a lot to forgive 
over the last 19 years. I'm trying to do you a favour, you ungrateful little reprobate," the 
face in the mirror huffed. 
 
"Little?" He raised his eyebrow. 
 
"I take up half a wall and I've been down in this dungeon 300 years. Forty-one is 
nothing," the reflection said spitefully. 
 
"Explain why I should haul out my dress robes again," Severus asked. 



 
"If you want to look like a servant beside your wife, it's none of my business I suppose. 
I'm only a mirror," the glass said. 
 
"Explain yourself," he said. 
 
"Wouldn't you rather see for yourself?" the mirror asked coyly. "After all, a picture is 
worth a thousand words." 
 
"And a cliché is worth a pile of..." he started to reply. 
 
"You want to see or not?" the glass asked. 
 
He only hesitated for a fraction of an instant. She was his wife after all; it was barely any 
sort of real subterfuge. In some vague way, it pleased him to know she wouldn't 
approve. 
 
"Show me, before I think better of it," he said. 
 
Before the rational parts of his brain were able to respond, he was struck by a singular 
desire to grasp the woman who appeared before him by the hips and... 
 
He was suddenly more aware of his nakedness than he had been a moment before. 
 
Sure enough it was Hermione. And on closer examination she seemed unable to decide 
what to do with her hair. 
 
His wife's doll-like bodily perfection usually inspired him to self restraint, which he 
considered to be for the best in an alliance between a wizard in his forties and a witch 
who had not yet left her teens. He needed that control. Though, honesty required he 
admit to himself, at least, that he took pleasure from their nightly unions, it was not her 
body but rather her responses that delighted him. 
 
But there in his mirror, when he spied her dressing for the Yule Ball, she looked lush. It 
was as if a silken layer had been added to her body. She was nowhere near going to 
seed, but she definitely looked close to bursting with ripeness. Her face seemed more 
knowing as well. 
 
He was both aroused and unnerved. He wanted her in a way that was not even vaguely 
restrained. 
 
Surely, the state of her womb was to blame. He had done this to her. 
 
She was not visibly pregnant, but she definitely looked pregnable. Ripe. Lucious. Merlin! 
He could eat her alive. 
 



He watched fascinated as she took down her hair from the complex pile she had 
arranged atop her head and allowed it to fall into the snarled thicket of her school days, 
though he had to admit it looked more like a cloud than a thorn bush at the moment. 
 
She sprinkled her head with something from a jar and gold flakes affixed themselves to 
the riot of her curls. Dusting a few stray bits of metal from the bust of her green and gold 
brocade gown, she was not overdressed or ostentatious. Her attire was in perfect 
keeping for the wife of a Head of House on the night of the Yule Ball, nonetheless, she 
looked like a dryad. 
 
"I see," he told his mirror grudgingly. "You were not incorrect. I shall endeavour to 
unearth my dress robes." 

 
 
Ron Weasley scanned the Great Hall knowing she would be there and The Greasy Git 
would have to leave her side sooner or later to continue his one man crusade to keep 
the Hufflepuffs from shagging in every darkened corner of the castle. 
 
He saw Him first, smug and snide as ever, without even enough sense to look happy to 
be with her. His hair hung in front of his face and he was talking to someone quite a bit 
shorter than he was. Ron had to move to higher ground to make sure it was her. Her. 
Hermione. 
 
Before all this had happened, she had seemed like she would be there forever. Like he 
had all the time in the world to make his move. Then she was gone. They still saw her at 
meals and she did manage to make it to Hagrid's hut for tea on Saturdays, but it was as 
if she had switched alliances. She belonged to the world of full-grown adults she had 
always longed for and he would give anything to have her back in teenaged angst with 
him and Harry. 
 
He waved Harry off and slipped into the crowd to get closer to her, maybe listen in and 
make sure the Great Bat was treating her right. 
 
Growing up in a large, loud family he had learned that the best possible way to 
eavesdrop was in a large, noisy crowd. 
 
Ron slid down to sit against the wall. He closed his eyes and let his ears pick out the 
familiar voices. 
 
"My dear, you are being absurd." Snape's low slick voice was somehow lacking the 
edge he used in the classroom. "Of course, you can." 
 
"Honestly, I can't," Hermione said snippily, as if she was talking to he or Harry or even 
Neville. "You know I'm no good at physical things." 
 
The bloody bastard! 



 
"I would be forced to contest that," Snape said expressionlessly. 
 
Hermione giggled and Ron felt absolutely sick. 
 
"You know what I mean, Severus. I am horrid on a broom, I cannot roller skate and I 
cannot, absolutely cannot, dance," she said vehemently. 
 
"I have not the vaguest notion what roller skating might be, and while your flying skills 
are rather comedic for such an otherwise accomplished witch, I am baffled what any of 
this has to do with the ridiculous belief that you cannot dance." 
 
Ron himself had heard this same thing from Hermione before, he'd figured it for just 
another of her eccentricities, like studying on beautiful spring days and enjoying tests. 
 
"You've never tried have you?" Snape asked curiously. 
 
"I certainly have. My parents forced me to struggle through two terrible years of ballet 
lessons, I move like a cow," she said heatedly, a hint of a whine in her voice. 
 
"So to unenchanted music only?" Snape asked as the same thought dawned on Ron. 
"Come!" Snape barked at her. 
 
Ron slowly slid back up the wall, trying not to look like he was staring as he watched the 
two of them. 
 
Snape smiled with one side of his mouth, with one hand on her waist. Ron almost 
gagged when he saw Hermione grin and brush his hair out of his face before Snape 
spun her backwards carefully. He lost all pretence of not gawking, craning his neck to 
keep sight of Hermione reeling in Snape's arms. Her back was to him and the crowd too 
thick to wade through. He couldn't see her face, but he watched as the Potion Master's 
hands moved slowly down, past her waist to touch her... Blimey, so what if the floor was 
too crowded for anyone to notice what he was doing, the Git had his hand on her bum. 
 
Ron looked up sharply to realise Snape's eyes were on him. He was showing off. 
 
Ron swore through gritted teeth as Snape smirked across the enormous room at him, 
his hands still on Hermione. 
 
It was like the Veelas all over again, he didn't even know what he was doing until he 
was standing at Snape's shoulder. 
 
"Mind if I cut in, Professor Snape?" he asked, steeling himself not to flinch as Snape 
gave him a look that froze his blood. 
 
"Madam Snape must decline, I do not believe too much exertion is recommended in her 



condition," Snape said smoothly. 
 
If Ron missed Hermione rolling her eyes, he did hear her snort. 
 
"Is she all right? What've you done to her?" popped, accusatory, out of his mouth. 
 
Snape smiled the most disgusting smile Ron had ever seen. "The usual, I expect." 
 
"What do you mean?" Ron asked, puzzled and a little fearful. 
 
"Do we need to have a class in this, as well? " Snape said with the sneer Ron knew all 
too well. "Surely, even an average student like you, Mr Weasley, knows where babies 
come from? When a witch and a wizard are very good friends..." The sneer had 
transformed itself into a wicked grin. 
 
He stood there, blinking, Snape's words drifting into meaning as the Potions master 
swept his wife off to the punch. 

 
 
Harry Potter had never given much thought to divination, real divination, that was. But 
he had the feeling with Snape and Hermione that he was seeing something completed, 
like a prophecy being fulfilled. 
 
He shook his head and tightened his arm around Gin's waist. The closer he looked at 
that thought, the dumber he felt. It was bloody ridiculous. Next thing you knew, he was 
going to start crawling through the trapdoor in between classes, reading tea with 
Trelawney. 
 
Before this, Snape always treated Hermione like something he scraped off the bottom of 
his shoe. Hermione? If Hermione took up for Snape sometimes, it was only because no 
one else would. It was a wonder she'd never formed the Snape Anti-Defamation and 
Defence League of Europe - SADDLE. Or maybe they'd just have a picture of Neville 
with a circle and a slash. 
 
Of course, things had changed pretty drastically. Now all bets were off. Since Hermione 
had married Snape and was obviously shagging his brain loose, it looked like they got 
on fairly well. 
 
At least, he reckoned she was shagging Snape's brain loose. That was the only way he 
could account for the fact that she'd dragged the Potions master over to a dark corner of 
the Hall and appeared be giving him a stern 'what for.' He knew from experience what 
that looked like; her hands were on her hips and she had that 'don't you dare' look on 
her face and her mouth looked to be moving faster than a Firebolt in high gear. 
 
The funny part, the part that told Harry what was going on, was that Severus Greasy-Git 
Terror-of-the-Dungeons Snape was standing there and taking it. Letting Hermione 



upbraid him for something while he looked vaguely embarrassed but not at all guilty. 
 
Harry squeezed Ginny. He didn't like it when she did that to him, but he couldn't help but 
enjoy Snape getting nagged a little. 
 
Snape. 
 
Since everything ended and started up all over again, he didn't know exactly how he felt 
about Snape. 
 
He didn't hate him. He knew he could be trusted to keep Hermione safe. 
 
But he wasn't quite ready to sit on his lap and call him "Uncle Sevie" yet. 
 
It was going to be weird spending Yule at his house. 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: The Pixie 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
Severus was doing as she had suggested and burying himself in books, much as he 
would have had they been home at Hogwarts for the holidays. The Elves were tackling 
Yule with the fervour of thirty years of pent up work ethic, leaving her absolutely nothing 
to do. 
 
One could only spend so much time adjusting decorations on the tree. 
 
Hermione had napped, read, and had as leisurely a bath as was within her ability. 
Idleness wasn't one of her talents. In the end, there was only one thing to do. How could 
she not give in to the temptation to explore such a rambling old house? The only reason 
she'd made any effort not to champ at the bit was that she knew Severus would find it 
childish, or exuberant, or some other insulting thing. 
 
She was slightly let down that his actual response was to barely notice when she told 
him she was taking a look around. She had expected more than a grunt; the least he 
could do was mock her a little. 
 
Snape Hall wasn't Grimmauld Place. Surprisingly, it didn't appear to be dark or 
foreboding at all but it wasn't exactly inviting either. Severus described it as "mostly 
harmless." 
 
"Mostly empty" would have fit better. 
 
It was what it was; a home occupied only by House Elves for the last thirty years. It felt 
bereft. Although there was nothing ominous about the place, a palpable sense of 
loneliness crowded every room. As though the entire place had been preserved as a 
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museum to past occupants, leaving no room for anyone from the present. 
 
The decor was a bizarre mishmash ranging from Early Dickensian Drab to High 
Napoleonic Egypt-o-mania to Late Classical Roman Brothel. 
 
The room currently capturing her interest fell into the last category. 
 
She took at look at the portraits that filled the room, not even hung properly but stacked 
rather unceremoniously against the walls and behind the door, some face down, some 
face up, as though someone just wanted to get them all out of sight as quickly as 
possible. 
 
The room clearly wasn't built for use as a storeroom. There were chipped and fading 
magical frescoes covering the walls where mottled dolphins leapt eternally in and out of 
stylised waves and peeling satyrs chased and sometimes caught deteriorated nymphs. 
 
"It must be my lucky day," said a voice that sounded almost like her husband's. "A lovely 
young witch has at long last come to rescue me from dire boredom." 
 
Hermione turned toward the sound of the voice. "Hello?" she said. 
 
The wizard who addressed her from the portrait was strikingly handsome. 
 
"What should I name this vision of feminine delight who comes to brighten my ennui?" 
the wizard smiled with the faintest hint of a leer in his voice and his eyes. 
 
"Hermione..." she said, unable to suppress her urge to curtsey slightly even as he cut 
her off mid-name. 
 
"No, no, no, my dear." He smiled flirtatiously. "Let me guess. I'm quite good at this. 
Perhaps a wager, my dear, on me ferreting out the name of your good family?" 
 
The wizard in the portrait studied her as though there was some secret writing covering 
her face. She stared right back, incredulous. 
 
The painting looked ever so slightly disappointed. "Just for sport, then?" 
 
He was definitely a Snape of some relation. His nose was a rather low volume version 
of Severus'. He had that telltale snow-white skin, but apart from an aggressively square 
jaw, his face was fleshier, softer - not feminine, but nowhere near the knife blade that 
was her husband's. The harder she looked, the more she could see hints of some sort 
of dissolution in his features, like a chronic hangover borne with the air of a martyr to a 
good time. 
 
"You have the manner of a Gryffindor, I think." He smirked. "So a valiant Lady, then." 
His leer was getting worse by the second. "Are you by chance a Parkinson? You have 



the hair for it, but not the..." he pointed to his nose. 
 
She shook her head. He assumed she was a pureblood so effortlessly. Was that 
because it was simply beyond his ability to imagine Muggle-born and Halfboods in 
Snape Hall? 
 
"A McGonagall?" he asked, running his hand through the darkest red hair she had ever 
seen in her life. Black cherry would be the name for it. It was shorter than most wizards 
tended to wear and slicked straight back. He grinned at her with perfect white teeth. 
There was a disconcerting Gilderoy Lockhart-ish aura to the wizard. He could pass for 
an old Muggle film star. 
 
"My own mother was a McGonagall, though she's been a Snape for years now." 
 
"Oh, really?" She couldn't help looking surprised. "I had a McGonagall for a 
Transfigurations teacher." 
 
"That would be my little cousin, Minnie." He grinned. "She was quite the wild one in her 
day; don't let the facade fool you. Is your father a diplomat of some kind?" 
 
She smiled and shook her head. Let him guess all day, it would serve him right, the 
racist snot. 
 
Then it occurred to her, there might be a portrait she'd like to see. 
 
The handsome wizard wasn't about to give up though. "I'm on to something, aren't I? 
Are either of your parents foreign born? My grandmother was foreign born - 
Alexandrian. The wizards of Egypt are as old and pure as any around, you know. Well, 
except the Chinese...and the Tibetans." 
 
"Excuse me, but I'm actually looking for someone," she said, turning away from the 
curious wizard. "Severus?" she called. "Severus, are you in here somewhere?" 
 
"What do you want with my son?" the portrait asked, his charming face rapidly turning 
hard. 
 
Hermione's anger rose like a gorge from nowhere and in short order she laid the 
painting face down. She ignored his muffled shouts. 
 
"Severus," she called as she leafed through the paintings, stopping when she came to 
the silent scowling portrait. It was just like him not to answer. 
 
At least, she thought it was him. It had to be him. Even in his family, how many little 
boys looked like that? The poor child's nose took up most of his face, leaving the rest of 
his features, thin mouth, sleepy beetle black eyes, white white skin, to look unformed 
unfinished, almost as though he was still foetal. "Severus?" 



 
He didn't say a word, just kept scowling at her. And he had called her a brat. 
 
She took in the picture. Severus, if it was Severus, looked to be six or so, in a cherry red 
satin waist coat with skirts almost falling to his knee. He was fidgeting with gold piping at 
the edge of his sleeve. A red ribbon held back his hair. She knew the clothes were 
practically de rigueur for a little wizard of that class, but she couldn't help thinking of 
Little Lord Fauntleroy. 
 
She crouched down. Perhaps she would seem less daunting if she got down on his 
level. 
 
"Y'gon bdirty few 'dthat," the boy mumbled. 
 
She had no idea what he had just said. "Excuse me, I didn't quite catch that." She 
smiled at him. 
 
"Y'gon bdirty few 'dthat." He repeated himself exactly. 
 
"Would you mind speaking a bit more clearly?" she asked. 
 
"Enunciate, boy!" came a cry from another painting somewhere in the room. 
 
"I said, 'you are going to be dirty if you do that'," he said sourly, articulating each 
syllable. 
 
"I don't mind a little bit of dirt," she said, lying through her teeth as she remembered 
Severus' comment about boys being by nature somewhat grimy. 
 
He gave her a wary look. 
 
"How old are you, Severus? I know you, the grown up you, I mean," she said, 
wondering how much the boy in the picture could understand. 
 
"You're patronising me," he said, glaring at her, but at least he wasn't mumbling. 
 
She sighed. He hadn't changed all that much over the years. "I just wanted to get to 
know you. I was curious what you were like as a child." 
 
"Few musno umfo," the words came glum from his mouth. 
 
"What? I don't speak mushmouth. Or is that some exotic dialect of hinkypunk?" she 
snapped at him. Maybe he would respond to that. 
 
It was almost anticlimactic when he did. "If you must know, I'm four; big for my age," he 
added, as if he was used to accounting for his size to everyone he met. 



 
She nodded. 
 
"At least, I think I'm four. They had me painted in the spring. My birthday is on Imbolc, 
but I think Muv forgot. I was three last summer, so I ought t' be four now," he nodded 
back. "What are you bothering me for?" 
 
"Well," she sighed, wondering what to say to the boy in the painting working at getting 
his hair as mussed as possible, "we're married. I'm the witch you marry when you're a 
man." 
 
It was deeply unnerving to be stared at that penetratingly by a child. "Why? Why'd I 
marry you?" 
 
"To save me from a wizard who wanted to harm me," she answered honestly, and it felt 
strange to see the little figure's chest puff up. He was proud, she realised, proud of the 
idea of protecting someone. "And we do have a good deal in common," she added. 
 
The boy looked at her curiously. "D'y kafer insets? tall?" 
 
"Mushmouth." She laughed. 
 
"Do you care for insects at all?" he asked, articulating carefully, obviously annoyed. 
 
"I adore insects AND arachnids," she said archly. 
 
He grinned with one side of his mouth and whispered conspiratorially, "I have 32 
woodlice in my pocket. Want to see?" 
 
"Quite impressive," she said earnestly as he finished counting them out before her. 
Actually, she was impressed he could count that high. "Of course, when you're grown, 
you will have more bugs than anyone I know," she said, thinking of the bottles of live 
and dead lacewings and waterbugs, cockroaches and stag beetles; entire walls of bugs. 
Thirty-two woodlice was just a start. 
 
"Is that why you married me? My insects?" he asked in open appraisal. 
 
"It was part of the appeal," she said, deadpan. 
 
"Kin I ast you somethin'?" He squinted at her. 
 
She nodded. 
 
"You know me, when I'm grown. Will I be bad? You know, a Dark Wizard?" he asked, 
pulling at the trim on his sleeve again. 
 



"Why do you ask?" she asked before she could think to reassure him, even if he was 
just a painting, he seemed to need reassuring. 
 
"Muv says if she lets up for one minute I shall be evil, and Fav says it's too late, that's 
why he hates me, I was a bad bet, 'a losing proposition.' It's always been too late to 
make me good. I was born bad and the other day I killed a red ant with a letter opener. I 
wasn't trying to kill it; I only wanted to see how it was put together and if its antennae - 
that means its feelers - if they were longer than its legs or shorter or the same." He 
explained the death of the ant as though he was on trial for his life, as if he was trying to 
stay out of Azkaban. 
 
"You're good, Severus, I swear you're very good, a Dark wizard wouldn't want to save a 
pretty witch from another Dark Wizard, would he?" she said. 
 
"He might if he wanted her for himself," the boy said earnestly. 
 
"When you grow up, Severus, you will be one of the great Potions masters of England, 
a professor at Hogwarts, the Head of Slytherin house, and a spy; a hero of great 
magical wars. You have the Order of Merlin First Class, it hangs over our fireplace." She 
gave him the sort of superior look adult Severus gave her all the time. 
 
"You even," she said, pausing for dramatic effect, "have a card in the chocolate frogs." 
 
"Go on!" the boy said in open astonishment. 
 
"You do, Severus, it came out last month. Though I must admit your adult self thinks it's 
rather embarrassing," she said with a sigh, failing to mention the fact that the biggest 
trade in the cards seemed to be former students who used them for taking out old 
frustrations. 
 
"Am I handsome?" he asked her, a calculating look behind his eyes. 
 
"Uh, no," she said, deflating a bit. 
 
"Good, if you'd have said yes I'd of known you were a liar." He smiled that same 
crooked smile. 
 
"Want to know something else?" she asked him, leaning in. 
 
"What?" he whispered. 
 
"You're going to be a daddy," she said, hoping to amuse or amaze the boy further. "In 
the summer, you and I are going to be parents." 
 
The portrait howled in indignation "You're a mad woman! 
GoawayrightnoworI'llscreamforArgus." 



 
"The grown up you, I mean," she said, trying to calm him. 
 
"I know what you mean! Go away go away go away!" Painted tears ran down his 
painted face. 
 
She was surprised to hear the door turn behind her. 
 
"I'm sorry, Severus, I was just talking to him and..." She started turning around, but it 
wasn't Severus at all. It was Mr Filch. She had the most awful feeling, as though she 
had been caught out after hours. 
 
"Whadda you done t' him?" Mr Filch asked, paying far less attention to her than to the 
painting. 
 
"I, I, I was just talk..." she tried. 
 
"Buck up, Pixie," he said, hurrying over to the picture. "Ya can't let girls prey on yer 
mind, they don't even know what they're sayin' half the time." 

 
 
"He called you 'Pixie'," she said, standing over his near reclining form. 
 
"Correction: he called a painting 'Pixie'. If he called me 'Pixie,' I would hex him into next 
year," he said, lazing in his chair. 
 
"Pixie?" she repeated. 
 
"When I was born, it was commented on by someone who no doubt thought themselves 
amusing, that I resembled nothing so much as an enormous angry pixie. It stuck... for a 
time." He looked as if he was waiting for her to find it funny. 
 
Well, she wasn't going to jeopardise his mood when the guests were due to arrive in a 
few hours. She didn't want to give him an excuse to behave badly, as if Severus Snape 
needed such a thing. 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: Some People Have Problems Accepting Gifts 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
The arrival of the guests went as could have been predicted: a flurry of Floos and 
Apparations and scurrying house elves, a mass of hugs and overly enthusiastic 
greetings which Severus watched from a safe distance. 
 
"Hello, Arthur," he said over the top of his book. He might as well call everyone by their 
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given names before his wife took him to task for being stand-offish. It was all he could 
do not get up and Apparate back to someplace safe like the Forbidden Forrest. He WAS 
stand-offish, dammit! How had his life reached this ridiculous point? 
 
"Hello, Severus," Arthur said, just as deliberately. 
 
"This is how it starts isn't it?" He scowled at the older balding wizard. 
 
"I'm afraid so." Weasley nodded stoically. "First, it's children then it's house guests and, 
before you know it, you're not allowed out in the morning before she's approved your 
robes. As if anyone notices a loose thread here or there." 
 
"She began with critiquing the state of my robes." Severus glowered. "Two weeks in." 
 
Arthur shrugged philosophically. "You're young, you'll adapt." 
 
"Unlike Hermione?" He sneered. 
 
"What did you expect from her, Professor?" Arthur asked, tilting his head. 
 
"Don't mistake me, on the whole I don't... dislike the arrangement, but I did imagine she 
would be rather more tractable," Severus said. He had no desire to bare his soul, but he 
found himself relieved by Weasley's sympathy. It would have been closer to the truth if 
he'd said he had no idea that he, Severus Snape, would be so malleable under the girl's 
coercion. Imagine, him hosting houseguests, for the Yule holidays, no less. Clearly, he 
was suffering from some form of madness stemming from excessive fellatio. 
 
"Hermione Granger? Tractable?" Arthur looked slightly puzzled. "Had you spent any 
time with her before the wedding? Any at all?" 
 
"Not much outside the classroom." He frowned. 
 
"What was she doing when you did see her outside class?" Arthur asked suspiciously. 
 
Severus squinted back at him. "Aside from a few detentions? She hexed me, knocked 
me out and bound me during her third year. Oh, and she set my robes on fire during a 
Quidditch match when she was eleven." 
 
"Well, there you have it." Arthur forced a smile. "You're getting off pretty easy, sounds 
like she's mellowing with age. I mean, holiday entertaining isn't bad compared to 
pyromania." 
 
"If you say so," Severus said before going back to his book. 
 
He watched out of the corner of his eye as Weasley leaned toward him, lowering his 
voice. "There are worse things than being fond of your own wife." 



 
"Name five," was Severus' hissed reply. 

 
 
Hermione thought, for what it was, the holidays were going fairly well. 
 
Tonks fixed everything she broke. 
 
Fred and George appeared to have been replaced by sedately terrified doppelgangers. 
 
Moody only needled Severus a little, even if he once or twice got out of hand and had to 
be hit over the head by Molly with her knitting. 
 
Her parents pretended her husband wasn't there at all. Which wasn't the worst 
response she could imagine, though it wasn't a best case scenario either. 
 
Mr Filch spent all his time with the house elves, but Severus said he always did that. 
Apparently, their mother had turned Filch entirely over to their care fairly early in life and 
they hailed his return from Hogwarts like the return of the prodigal son. 
 
Harry and Ginny barely came up for air, let alone managed to make much conversation 
with the outside world. 
 
Ron seemed to prefer Tonks to anyone else lately, not that Hermione minded. It 
probably had something to do with his plans to join the Aurors after graduation. 
 
Remus and Mr. Weasley were the only people besides his wife that Severus seemed to 
have more than two words to say to, but for the surly Potions master, he was a veritable 
ray of sunshine. 

 
 
If they had been Muggles, the idea of an exuberant morning of opening presents in a 
house with no one under sixteen years of age might have seemed a bit funny, but the 
axiom held true: wizards never did anything by halves. 
 
They were halfway through the pile under the tree and there was torn paper 
everywhere. Laughter rang around the room. 
 
Hermione was removing a length of ribbon that had somehow got submerged in her tea. 
 
"Oi, Professor," Harry said, hurling a brightly wrapped box at Severus with deadly 
accuracy. 
 
Severus caught it with no effort whatsoever, muttering, "Oi, indeed," under his breath. 
 



He opened it carefully, staring as if not quite able to decipher the meaning of the 
contents. 
 
"It's from me," Hermione said uncomfortably, her heart sinking as she wondered if she'd 
a made a terrible mistake. 
 
"I never would have guessed," he said sarcastically, tilting the small thing to catch the 
light. "What is it for?" 
 
"Unless I am mistaken, one usually puts a ring on one's finger, dear," she said, 
retreating into the obvious refuge of responding as Severus would respond. 
 
"Indeed," he said blankly, continuing to stare. He laid the silver circle carefully in the 
palm of his open hand and looked expressionlessly at the inscription. His lips twitched 
and his eyes darted around the room. 
 
She shouldn't have put it under the tree like that. She should have given it to him in 
private. She should have known it would embarrass him, but at the time she was trying 
to make a point. Though what it was had escaped her at the moment. 
 
"What is the meaning of it?" he asked, training those black eyes on her. Why was 
everything about him so fathomless? 
 
"A token of affection? I wear your ring and you wear mine. Reciprocity? Is that all right? 
Just because you didn't get me a gift..." she went trying to justify herself. 
 
"Who says I didn't get you a gift?" he snapped. 
 
Hermione likely looked somewhat surprised when Severus carelessly tossed her a 
package. She tore into it without hesitation, smiling to notice it was as badly wrapped as 
anything Harry or Ron had ever given her. 
 
There, in the box, was a metal incense burner in the shape of a wide spread lotus and a 
bundle of fragrant black disks. A single black hair rested inside the box. 
 
"You made this incense for me," she said with wonder. 
 
He half nodded and cleared his throat. 
 
She couldn't help herself, she threw her arms around his neck. 
 
Only then did she realise he had slipped her ring onto his finger. 
 
"I'm hungry, who else is hungry?" Molly asked a little too brightly. "I'm sure the elves 
have made something spectacular. Why don't we leave off the rest of this until we've 
had something to eat?" 



 
"I got a present for Madam Snape, if you don't mind," It was Mr Filch. 
 
Hermione forced herself to smile and accept the package. "Thank you very much, Mr 
Filch." While Severus had lost almost all his ability to intimidate her, she was still scared 
silly of Argus Filch. 
 
The gift was beautifully wrapped. Beautifully, perfectly, wrapped. She hesitated to ruin 
the exquisite paper. 
 
She took a breath and ripped the paper. 
 
It was an ornate enchanted box, decorated with small moving figures, Hindi by the look 
of them. The most prominent seemed to be an archer shooting flowers instead of 
arrows from his bow. 
 
"Open it, girl!" Filch said impatiently. 
 
She didn't realise she was holding her breath until she did as he said. The fragrance of 
sandalwood hit her as soon as the lid came up. White light glinted at her. It was the 
most intriguing set of hair combs. She hadn't seen anything in quite that style before. 
They were an intricately carved wooden set with gold inlay and bright clear stones to 
form delicate trees of some sort. 
 
"Diamonds," Severus said. 
 
"They belonged to HER," Mr Filch said meaningfully. "I thought you oughtta have 'em 
before he sold 'em to make the taxes on this heap. He does that you know." 
 
"Whose were they, again?" she asked. 
 
Mr Filch snorted, as if there was only one Her in all of creation to whom he could 
possibly be referring. 
 
Severus gave her a hard look, as if the answer was obvious as well. 
 
"Her, the ubiquitous her of Snape Hall. Our Mother, Melusine," he said. 
 
Hermione shrank away from the comb she was about to touch, horrified. 
 
"You seemed to like them well enough before you knew where they came from," he said 
dangerously. "Do you think everything my mother touched is contaminated, Wife?" 
 
Both Filch and Severus were giving her murderous looks. 
 
"Of course not!" she said primly. 



 
"Then prove it. Put them on, now!" Severus ordered between gritted teeth. 
 
She WOULD prove she wasn't afraid. She had the woman's son, why should she be 
afraid of her hair combs? She reached down and attempted to remove the largest comb 
from its place, but as her finger made contact it rose of its own accord, followed by its 
fellows, and arranged itself neatly in her hair. 
 
If they were cursed, it wasn't the sort of curse that took effect immediately. 
 
She was being silly. Severus wouldn't let Mr Filch give her cursed hair combs. Mr Filch 
wouldn't want to give her cursed hair combs, in any event. Would he? 
 
"For your information, my dear, my mother was not bad, simply desperate and foolish," 
her husband said coldly. 
 
Merlin! They had an audience for all this. An audience who were all conspicuously trying 
to not to stare. 
 
"More tea, Professor?" Molly Weasley asked. The smile pasted on her face was 
stretched a little too wide. "The elves brought a fresh pot." 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: Animi Motus 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
The rest of Yule progressed more quickly than she could have imagined. 
 
That night she awoke alone, which was far from uncommon, but she thought she might 
join Severus in his walking this once. 
 
After what seemed like forever, she located him by the sound of his voice, but he wasn't 
alone. He and Martin Granger, DDS, sat opposite each other in deep leather chairs 
embroiled in conversation. Between them sat the smouldering hookah. 
 
Without a word, Hermione turned and walked away. 

 
 
Severus came to her later. 
 
He stood over her side of the bed for a long time before he spoke. 
 
"Stop pretending to be asleep. You are a miserable actress," his voice was haggard. 
 
She opened one eye. "Was he hard on you?" 
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"No matter how much sugar coating you put on the truth, I am who and what I am," he 
said slowly. 
 
"I'm sorry," she said. 
 
"What for? That I am myself?" he asked. 
 
"That my father is an ass," she answered. 
 
"Your father loves you," he said, turning away from her. 
 
"And I love you," she said. There, she'd told him. It wasn't as difficult as she'd expected. 
 
"Then you are as much of an ass as he is." He frowned. 
 
"Have sex with me," she said. 
 
"Has it ever occurred to you that I could say 'no' to you?" he said quietly. 
 
"Are you saying 'no' to me?" she asked, willing herself not to cry. 
 
"I could say 'no' to you," he repeated, "about any number of things. I simply choose not 
to. You are not my keeper." 
 
"Do you want to have sex or not?" she asked irritably, wiping her eyes, hoping he 
wouldn't notice. 
 
"Yes... No... I... don't... know," he said vehemently, dropping down heavily onto the bed 
beside her. He was still fully clothed. 
 
She could smell the hashish still clinging to the black wool of his clothes. 
 
Turning over to look at him, she saw he had his arms folded across his chest and was 
studying the ceiling. The death pose. She didn't quite grin. Melodramatic to the end, that 
was her Severus. 
 
Her Severus. Strange how she didn't feel the least bit strange about that. He was her 
Severus, the great, bullying, sarcastic, melodramatic bat. 
 
In a fit of high handedness, she climbed astride the fully clothed wizard in her bed. 
 
"What are you doing?" he asked sourly. 
 
"Trying to decide if you love me," she said, smiling. 
 



"Parts of me love you," he said darkly as his body responded in the expected ways. 
 
"Which parts are those?" she asked coquettishly. 
 
"The stupid parts," he said as she ground against him, "and the selfish parts, apparently 
the weak parts as well. Unfortunately, that's all there is to me so I must love you with all 
my body, mind and soul. I must love you utterly." 
 
"Then why must you be intoxicated to admit it?" she asked, the minxish feeling she had 
a moment earlier starting to drain away. 
 
"Because it hurts," he said without expression. 
 
"Love hurts?" she asked. 
 
"Everything hurts," he answered. 
 
One by one, she unfastened the buttons of his topmost layer. He watched her fingers as 
if hypnotised while she steadily worked through each strata. He kept silent until his 
scarred chest was laid bare. 
 
Finally he spoke when she ran her lips along the puckered pink lines. 
 
"My nightmares used to be monotonously predictable," he said, "even before the final 
battle it was always the same Crucio, Crucio, Crucio. I have a new nightmare now, 
thanks to Albus." 
 
She looked up at him, her tongue circling his pale nipple. 
 
He slowly brought his hand to rest atop her head. 
 
"Now I dream I am fucking you and it is sweet and it is divine and all is as it should be, 
then I look down and you are not yourself but you are yourself. You are as you were the 
first time I laid eyes on you, that buck-toothed first year who set my robes on fire. 
Sometimes she cries and sometimes she quite seems to enjoy herself. I am not certain 
which is worse," he said evenly. 
 
"Would you like me to stop?" Hermione asked. 
 
"Do you feel like that little girl in my bed?" he asked, his eyes almost closed. 
 
"No." She shook her head. 
 
"Then never, never stop," he said, pulling her face up to his. 
 
His lips fell onto hers like they never had before. 



 
"Don't stop," he said between kisses. "Don't ever stop," he groaned into her mouth, 
pulling her white cotton nightgown up so his hands could grip her breasts. 
 
She tore at his trousers. 
 
His kisses rained over her face. His sharp teeth nipped her ears. His mouth moved so 
hungrily over her throat that she could have sworn he truly meant to devour her. 
 
His hands reached between her legs as if to take away with him what lay there. 
 
Her entire body pulsed in his grasp. 
 
He lifted her again, his mouth on her breast now. She never realised how strong he was 
until he set her astride his face and parted her cleft with his tongue. 
 
Her body shuddered convulsively. Her thighs drummed against his skull. Her sex had 
never felt so open, wet, alive as if it encompassed her entire body. His every touch was 
ecstatic. 
 
Without warning, he hoisted her again, this time onto his impossibly hard cock and she 
felt herself opening. Not just her labia, her self. And she was filled with true dark and the 
dark was all around her, like drowning or flying blind on a starless night. The world was 
spinning. Her body was a tornado of sensation. She was going to go out of her mind... 
or die... or the world was going to end. 
 
Then hot hashish scented breath was in her face and the voice that belonged to the 
darkness growled, "You make me want to come fire." 
 
A moment later, it felt like he did just that. 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: Loquacious 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
Hermione thought it would be possible to make her mother see her point of view if she 
could only find the correct tactic. Once she began actually trying to persuade her, 
though, she felt as if she was sliding down an invisible incline. 
 
"It's a completely different culture, really," she said carefully. "Before you pass 
judgement you have to put it all in anthropological perspective." 
 
"Oh? Tell me more," her mother said. "Because I would like to understand." 
 
Hermione chose to ignore the disingenuousness in her tone and plowed on. "First off, 
when you think about it, Daddy can't be that upset about the ridiculous Viscount 
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business, it's just prejudice on his part. I mean, Nelson Mandela is a hereditary tribal 
chieftain. Did you know that? " 
 
"You're comparing that man in there to Nelson Mandela?" Dr. Betsy Granger said in 
quiet disbelief. 
 
"Certain parallels can be drawn if you think about it, Mandela was imprisoned for over 
twenty years, Severus was a double agent for a comparable period, which is a form of 
bondage." Hermione went on hoping her mother wouldn't argue. 
 
"Hermione Jane, his own people don't even like him, or haven't you noticed?" Dr. 
Granger said. 
 
Indeed, Hermione Jane had no reply to that, because, with a few striking exceptions, it 
was true. 
 
Her mother went on " What is it about him, Hermione? Why do you want to stay with 
him? " 
 
"I like him, Mum, even if no one else does. We have quite a lot in common. He suits 
me," she said, embarrassed to fall to such an irrational argument so quickly. She 
blushed to think of how Severus would tease her for such emotional reasoning. 
 
"If it's the... pregnancy, you must know you're father and I would support you in 
whatever you wanted to do about it, " Dr. Granger said cagily, letting her daughter know 
exactly what her plans for her daughter's pregnancy were. 
 
Hermione sighed. 
 
"It's the sex, isn't it? He seems the kind to know all sorts of tricks. Well, remember what 
I've told you; you're responsible for your own orgasm, they aren't some gift that he 
generously grants you," Dr. Granger said dryly. 
 
"Mum!" Hermione said, outraged. She was perfectly comfortable discussing sexual 
theory with her mother, but the idea of her mother delving into what actually went on 
between her and Severus made her feel both angry and slightly unclean. 
 
"There's nothing wrong with wanting a fulfilling sex life, but you're naïve. Your father and 
I have protected you from a lot of things, we've been careful with you because we love 
you, but there are bad people in the world, Hermione Jane, and this husband of yours..." 
Dr. Granger went on. 
 
"He isn't one of them," Hermione said angrily. "I'm not as innocent as you seem to think, 
Mum. I know evil exists. I've seen it. I've seen it in the faces of the men who tortured 
that wizard in there." 



 
"Sex and pity both, then," her mother said with a sigh. 

 
 
Severus Snape had decided the entire purpose of the Solstice season was to torment 
those who preferred to be left alone. To have "talks. " To convince him to turn his wife 
out or keep her close; to keep her firmly in hand or be kept firmly in her soft yet cruel 
little hand. To be treated as a saint or a sadist, when one was, in all truth, simply a 
garden-variety misanthrope. 
 
This was, he declared to himself, the last time he was hosting anyone for the holiday. Of 
course, the declaration probably wouldn't hold once his wife heard, but he made it none 
the less. 
 
He hated talks. 
 
For the first time in more than twenty years of teaching, he could hardly wait for the hols 
to be over. Unfortunately, young Ronald Weasley was standing in front of him. 
 
He'd had more "talks" with more people in the last week than he'd been subjected to in 
the last ten years. 
 
He wanted to hex something. 
 
Ron Weasley had not gone away. 
 
"I'd like to talk to you, Professor, man to man," Weasley said, his one remaining fist 
balled and his feet shifting anxiously, back and forth. 
 
Severus chose not to set down his book, instead he peered lazily over top of it. "If you 
are, indeed, a man, I fail to see what other sort of conversation we are capable of 
conducting." 
 
"About Hermione," young Weasley said, his face reddening. 
 
"In that case, I will address you as one man to another," he said slowly. "If you make 
any attempt at seduction, manipulation, or coercion in Hermione's direction, if you lay so 
much as one adolescent finger on my wife, I will kill you. Is that sufficiently adult? 
Death?" 
 
Weasley looked more angry than frightened. Severus was not having a good day. 
 
Did the boy actually roll his eyes? 
 
"Look, Snape, that's not what I meant," he said, red faced. 
 



"Then what did you mean, Weasley?" Severus said, wishing there was some way he 
could feasibly deduct house points during Yule vacation. 
 
"I don't want her," Ron said heatedly. 
 
"Don't lie to me, boy, I find it insulting," Severus snarled. 
 
"I don't know, maybe I do want her, but that's beside the point," Ron paused, grimacing. 
 
Severus put down his book and looked the boy in the eye. 
 
"I realised a long time ago, I mean, I think I've always thought about her like that, like 
a... a... a female, but we're too different, always have been, always will be, couldn't live 
in close quarters more than a week without one or the other of us committing violence. 
Doesn't stop me from thinking about her the way I do, doesn't mean I can't think about 
other... females." 
 
"How realistic of you," Severus said, sardonically. 
 
"This isn't about that, or maybe it is, I mean. You meant it, what you said at the Yule 
Ball, about her having a, you know, a bun in the oven?" 
 
"I did," Severus said quietly, wondering where this was leading. 
 
"That's quick work, mate," Weasley said, shaking his head. 
 
Severus blinked, stunned at being called 'mate' by anyone at all, let alone the youngest 
Weasley boy. What was he supposed to do, thank the boy on behalf of his virility? Bow? 
 
Ron appeared to be sifting through his own thoughts as well, as much as Ron Weasley 
could be considered to have thoughts. "You ever think about girls, Professor?" 
 
"Certainly not," Severus said, sitting up stiffly. "Although I may think about women from 
time to time." 
 
"Not like that. Like how they got two choices when you think about it. They can be like 
me Mum or they can be like Professor McGonagall; they can't ever have a whole life like 
a fella like you or my Dad," Ron said, managing to seem both uncomfortable and wistful 
at the same time. "Like how blokes got it made, when you think about it. No matter what 
a witch decides, she's got to give somethin' up, don't she?" 
 
"What does this have to do with Hermione?" Severus asked, genuinely interested, the 
boy might have had the oratory skills of a mountain troll, but he was making a 
fascinating point that Severus had never heard broached before. 
 
"If Hermione was a fella, you reckon Dumbledore would have been so quick to marry 



her off? Say it was Harry, would he a passed him off on Hooch the way he passed 
Hermione off on you?" he said, with an angry twist to his lips. 
 
"Rolanda Hooch is closer to 60 than 40," Severus said, his dignity wounded for a 
moment. "But I see your point, though why you felt a need to share your idealistic 
notions with me continues to remain elusive. " 
 
Weasley fidgeted. "Mum, she's scary smart." 
 
Severus frowned at the boy, even more puzzled. 
 
"You know she's got a clock that keeps track of the whole brood. She made it herself. 
Devices like that cost loads, it's hard magic, " he said evenly. "In a fair world, Dad would 
have minded the teeming masses and Mum would have made loads with her magical 
inventions." 
 
"And?" Severus prodded the boy, baffled at the workings of his obviously peculiar 
thought processes. 
 
"Hermione could do anything, be anything she wanted..." he began. 
 
"I did not make the law, Mr. Weasley," Severus said gently. 
 
"The law isn't it, I mean, the problem is bigger than The Bloody Marriage Law. If you 
ever saw Hermione with a baby, you'd know. I mean, it was going to be a choice she 
was gonna have to make sooner or later. I just..." Weasley's words faded out and he 
stared off into space. "She loves babies; she said she's always wanted to have 'em, but 
she's got this amazing brain." 
 
Severus Snape stared at Ron Weasley. "Nor did I make the world, such as it is." 
 
"You know, when we were first years, on the Express, Muggle-born as she is, she was 
doin' spells that the rest of us wouldn't even try 'til the middle of second year," Ron said. 
 
"I can imagine," Severus said slowly. 
 
"You'll make sure she doesn't wind up like Mum?" Ron said guilelessly. "I don't blame 
Dad, not his fault the way things are. He's worked his hind end off for us, but I want 
something better for Hermione." 
 
"What do you want me to do, Ron?" Severus said, not realising he was using the boy's 
name for the first time in their seven-year acquaintance. 
 
"Just make sure she remembers that she's there, that life's not all husbands and babies 
and other people. Mum forgets all the time, I think, that she, you know, exists," Ron said 
bitterly. "Hermione's too smart to go to waste like that." 



 
Severus nodded. Amazed that anyone could simultaneously be so inarticulate and yet 
perceptive. Surely, such original notions could only be the result of too many bludgers to 
the head. It troubled him that a niggling voice in the back of Severus' head suspected 
his ideas might have a shed of validity. 
 
"What you said about the, um, killin' thing?" Weasley asked. 
 
"I meant every word," Severus said, smiling. 

 
 
Arthur Weasley stood uncomfortably still listening to Dr. Granger and wondering what to 
say. It was one thing to ask about the Muggle world, it was another thing entirely to 
explain some of the darker truths about the wizarding world to a Muggle. Even a sharp 
Muggle like Dr. Granger. Especially a sharp Muggle like Dr. Granger. 
 
"So what does this lot mean? Is any of it true?" he asked finally. 
 
"Well," Arthur said uncomfortably, "it's all true. As for what it means..." He shrugged. 
 
"My little girl has married a monster; that's what it means, a monster. And now she's 
carrying his spawn. Tell me, Arthur, Ginny's about Hermione's age, what would you say 
if your sainted Dumbledore married her off to his pet fiend?" Martin Granger asked. 
 
"No, my daughter loves Harry Potter," Arthur said carefully. 
 
"What's that supposed to mean?" Martin asked. 
 
"There's less difference between Harry and Severus Snape than you'd think. Neither 
one of them grew up with the affection you give a stray dog, both of them sacrificed a lot 
for Muggle-borns like Hermione, both of them are old before their time. The biggest 
difference is that half the witches in England under 70 would like to steal Harry away 
from my Ginny," Arthur said tensely. "Don't get me wrong, I love Harry like a son, 
Martin, but that's a big temptation for a lad his age... and a lot of power. A girl could do 
worse than a grown wizard with proven loyalty and a steady head on his shoulders. " 
 
Martin Granger frowned. "Do you like Severus Snape, Arthur?" 
 
"I respect him," Arthur said. 
 
"Do you like him?" Martin repeated. 
 
"I trust him," Arthur countered. 
 
"Do you like him?" Martin said yet again. 
 



"I owe him. We all owe him," Arthur insisted. 
 
"You don't like him, do you?" Martin said levelly. 
 
"I wouldn't say I know him well enough to dislike him," Arthur said exasperated, "but I 
would say he's more than made up for every crime he committed before he turned." 
 
"Last night he told me he didn't believe in redemption," Martin said bitterly, "but if he did, 
it would look like my little girl." 
 
Arthur exhaled, relieved. He was well aware from Order of the Phoenix meetings how 
Snape's tongue could get the better of him. 
 
"He also said it was his view that Muggles and Wizards aren't members of the same 
species," Dr. Granger said with a clenched jaw. 
 
Arthur Weasley winced. Clearly, no one ever taught Snape when to shut up. 

 
 
Alastor Moody was giving Nymphadora Tonks a hard look with both eyes. The magical 
one for once focusing on the same object as it's mundane companion. 
 
"The advice my father gave me was that a wife is like a good dog. The best thing to do 
is take her from her mother before her eyes are open and train her up right, never let 
another wizard feed her, and never let her whelp two years in a row," he took a snort 
from his tea cup. "Ought to work the same for husbands." 
 
Tonks coloured. "I know I'm a few years older. Do you think...?" 
 
The Old Auror snorted. "I've got boots older than either one of you." 

 
 
Hermione really thought they were going to manage to get the holiday break put to rest 
without a major explosion. 
 
She believed in the better natures of both her husband and her father. She had firm 
faith it was entirely possible they could both hold in at once. 
 
The tense détente seemed to be holding. 
 
Bags were packed. Kisses were being bestowed. Promises to Floo and owl were made. 
Martin and Elizabeth Granger stood before the fire. 
 
She was surprised when Severus decided to help to see her parents off, but she 
suspected he was afraid they were going to try and pull her through the fire at the last 



moment. 
 
Severus Snape, always the optimist. So trusting and willing to see the best in people. 
 
It looked like it was all going off without a hitch until her father broke the cease-fire. 
 
"Enjoy it while it lasts," the most stubborn, infuriating father on earth said, smiling. 
 
"I have been enjoying your daughter, Muggle, for some time without your permission 
and I shall continue to do so long after you are dead." Severus smiled back that nasty 
nasty smile only he was capable of. 
 
"She's not stupid, you know, she's going to see through you sooner or later," Martin 
Granger said. 
 
"Disillusioned or not, Granger, she is mine and mine she will remain." Severus held up 
the smile that covered only his lips, his eyes seething with rage. 
 
"We'll see about that," Dr. Granger said. 
 
"You'll see no such thing," Severus answered him. 
 
In seconds, Hermione was lost in a storm of obscenity, uncertain of which man said 
what until both men, livid, all but foaming at the mouth, screamed in unison. 
 
"Fuck you!" 
 
It was a surreal instant. Hermione had never seen her father threaten violence toward 
anyone, but his fist was clenched and beginning to rise. 
 
Severus was another matter. He had never been accused of having a cool head and he 
was reaching for his wand. 
 
She grabbed his wrist on impulse, trusting he wouldn't hurt her, of all people. 
 
Then she cried to her mother, "Go! Get into the fire now! Before he kills Daddy!" 
 
Happy Christmas, Madam Snape. 
 
She couldn't wait to get back to Hogwarts. 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: In the Belly 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
January arrived at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry side by side with 
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Professor Snape and his wife. 
 
As usual, the month was monochromatic and sleepy. Hermione followed suit, paled by 
nausea and tired beyond reason. 
 
Severus was slightly stunned by the course his life had taken and Hermione's 
hibernation afforded him the opportunity to try and collect his thoughts. It was restful to 
return to his chambers at the end of class and find her curled up there under a sea of 
blankets. 
 
He was free to watch her uninterrupted. 
 
Her smooth tight skin, her hyacinth hair, her sweet vulpine face. And in the summer she 
would be mother to his child. 
 
The thought made him feel like a ship that has come unmoored in a storm. He was 
irrevocably lost at sea. 
 
He made several honest attempts to imagine happy scenarios, but he could not seem to 
get past Hermione sitting on the divan with a baby suckling her breast. Beyond that, his 
ideas of what a bearable family life might entail were extremely fuzzy. 
 
He had a vast array of sharp images detailing exactly what a miserable family life would 
encompass. He was gifted with a talent for worst case scenarios and some experience 
with unhappy childhoods, as well. 
 
He was perfectly aware that their future happiness hinged on him. Which meant, 
essentially, they were all fucked. 
 
He had a proven ability to protect those who were entrusted to his care. He could give 
his wife sexual pleasure. He had never once made anyone happy. 
 
Who would have thought when the girl sat in the Headmaster's office and agreed to his 
request that she eventually bear an heir that she'd be carrying his offspring within two 
month's time. 
 
How Hermione Granger of her. He should have known. Exceeding expectation was her 
forte. 
 
February was not unlike January. Hermione slept, ate, and read. Severus made a 
concerted effort not to see doom around every corner. 
 
He touched her gently now, although she seemed to exude sex from her very pores. 
Like a Veela she entranced him. A delicate languorous siren of his very own. 
 
He laid off hashish entirely, for fear of embarrassing himself. 



 
The other members of the faculty were doing that quite well on their own, thank you. 
 
After the marriage, his fellow teachers had been carefully circumspect about the fact 
that the Potions master was keeping the former star pupil and Head Girl down in his 
dungeon rooms. The entire school knew why they married. There was no pretence at 
romance. 
 
The general assumption was, after the wedding, they lived chastely. Were friendly. 
Made the best of being stuck together. 
 
If anything, the students seemed more afraid of him than ever, which was a relief. The 
last thing he needed was for the little shits to start thinking he was going soft. 
 
News that Madam Snape was with child changed everything and he had no one but 
himself to blame. 
 
He had to tell Weasley, didn't he? He so wanted to see that look of shock on the boy's 
face. Never mind that telling any Weasley anything was akin to taking out a full page 
add in the Prophet. 
 
Every resident of Hogwarts knew Hermione was gravid before the Express loaded the 
next day to take all the little gossips home to their adoring families. 
 
No one was bothering to be circumspect anymore. 
 
He had been asked when the baby was due and made another grave error by giving a 
direct answer. He blamed this on the fact that it was Madam Pomfrey who raised the 
question. He had reckoned she, of all people, might have some genuine need to know. 
 
He should have remembered she was a Weasley on her mother's side. And she could 
count backwards as well as anyone. 
 
A baby due in the middle of August was not conceived during its parents' Conferreatio in 
October. 
 
It was sickening. 
 
The Headmaster gave up twinkling for out-and-out beaming. Flitwick giggled at him 
every time they passed in the halls. Sprout graced him with misty cow-eyed looks and 
pats to his person as if searching him for contraband goods. 
 
Both Hooch and Grubbly-Plank developed the alarming habit of slapping him hard on 
the back at random intervals and calling him "Dad." 
 
He was patronised at every turn. 



 
At least Minerva had the good grace to treat him as though he'd perpetrated a criminal 
act. 
 
It wasn't just a facade. He did prefer his fellow teacher's grudging respect to their cheery 
chummy innuendo. He did not appreciate anyone speculating about what went on 
between he and Hermione. 
 
Anyone. Student or teacher. 
 
He knew the pupils were far worse than the instructors. 
 
He got wind of a few of the more amazing rumours from Hagrid, who took stains on 
Madam Snape's good name as an affront to the entire school. 
 
The worst was probably the sordid story that he and Hermione had been intimate since 
his passionate jealousy was inflamed by the sight of her in Krum's arms during her 
fourth year Yule ball. 
 
There were several variations on the notion that she was already pregnant when they 
wed. 
 
The very idea made his eyes roll. 
 
Apparently students didn't count backwards as well as faculty. Either that or the 
Hogwarts rumour mill was falling down on the job and they hadn't learned the due date 
yet. 
 
He found more than one illustration of his wife rather graphically fulfilling her duties as 
"Head Girl." At least the unknown artists invariably had the largess to depict him with 
the generative organs of a centaur. 
 
Without question it was several different sorts of intolerable behaviour, all of which 
required him to hand out liberal detentions to any and all students unfortunate enough 
to be in his presence when he found the noxious scribblings. 
 
Not that he over saw these detentions himself. They went to Mr Filch. He had other 
things to tend to. 
 
Such as staring at Hermione. 
 
She was snoring and he suppressed the powerful desire to run his tongue along the rim 
of her ear in the way he knew would make her shudder. 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: Leda Atomica 

 



by Bloodcult of Freud 
 
Warning!!! Contains Surreal Sexual Dream Sequence Drawn From Classical Myth! 

 
 
Severus was thoroughly relishing the notion of a spring Saturday in the dungeons with 
Madam Snape. The season was relevant only because it afforded him a few hours 
alone with his wife before supper demanded their presence. 
 
The older Slytherins, who watched her expanding belly with thinly veiled wariness, 
usually gave their house master's wife the sort of unassailable deference and wide berth 
that belied polite mistrust. They had all gone to Hogsmeade. There would be no coitus 
interrupting juvenile delinquency this afternoon. 
 
It was the little ones who required more work. They tended to cluster around Madam 
Snape's skirts in the manner of nieces and nephews clinging to a pretty young aunt with 
loose purse strings and an overindulgent nature. 
 
Severus snorted to himself as he moved through the corridor. 
 
He preferred to be the one to take advantage of Hermione's soft hearted, he 
occasionally thought it 'soft headed,' temperament. 
 
He could frighten off any number of prepubescent Machiavellis if need be. Not to 
mention enjoy himself thoroughly while he was at it. 
 
All it took was forewarning of a fictional surprise exam in Potions Monday morning to 
dislodge Mr Cornelius and his little crew from her side. He was deeply gratified when 
they scattered like hunted animals. 
 
"Do you have to do that?" she said irritably. 
 
"It is a husband's prerogative to defend his territory from incipient encroachment by 
rivals," he said honestly. 
 
Her reply was a decided snort. Elegant. 
 
"Dismiss it if you like; all the same, Mr Cornelius fancies you." He frowned. 
 
"I look like an enormous Easter Egg, no one fancies me," she groused. 
 
"I believe it is Cuchulain Cornelius' opinion that you are the prize egg." He scowled. 
"Otherwise, he would not adhere to you like a simpering barnacle." 
 
"For your information, they were helping me." She sighed. 
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"I know I am no Asmodeus Eggerton," he referred sarcastically to the purposefully 
obtuse boy who plagued her so, "but perhaps I might be capable of rendering 
assistance." 
 
"It's Ron's birthday. Have you seen him?" she said, waving a package wrapped in 
Chudley Canon team colours. "I'd like to give him his present. Harry doesn't know where 
he is, either." 
 
Apparently Severus took a second too long deciding whether or not to lie to her. "Why 
would I be privy to the whereabouts of Mr Ronald Weasley?" 
 
"That's not an answer and you know it," she said slowly, "but since you are bothering to 
dissemble I will assume you know something. Tell... Me... Now." 
 
He gave her his best blank look. 
 
"Tell me," she demanded. 
 
"If you insist," he said disdainfully. 
 
She crossed her arms threateningly. "I insist." 
 
"Ronald Weasley has eloped," he said with a soft smile. 
 
"No, really." Hermione laughed. 
 
"With Nymphadora Tonks," he went on. 
 
"Come on, Severus, did you give him detention on his birthday?" she asked. 
 
"Whom he impregnated during Yule holidays at Snape Hall. I told you it was a terrible 
idea," he said, watching her face as she slowly realised he was 
not joking. 
 
"Why didn't he tell me?" she said, her voice rising with every word. 
 
"Apparently, he was of the opinion that you would attempt to dissuade him," he said. 
 
"Of course, I would; it's insane, irresponsible, dunderheaded. Is he out of his mind? Are 
you out of your mind?" she said at a level scream, leaving him to feel he was in the 
presence of a living howler. 
 
He stared. He was accustomed to screaming, not being screamed at, not even by 
Hermione. It was shocking and slightly amusing. Ever so slightly stimulating as well. 
 
"Is Harry in on this, too?" she asked, winded. 



 
"Mr Weasley lacked faith in Potter's ability to stand firm in the face of young Virginia's 
tender interrogation so opted for a more discreet confidant," Severus smirked. 
 
"The world's gone mad." She sighed. "They're hiding out at Snape Hall, aren't they?" 
 
The corner of Severus' mouth twitched at being found out so quickly. "Need I remind 
you that Mr Weasley is of age? It is all perfectly legal." 
 
"Why on Gaia's green Earth did you help him? How will they live?" she asked. 
 
"Unless I am mistaken, Ms Tonks is gainfully employed as an Auror and Mr Weasley 
has made the rather Gryffindor decision to stay home and 'mother' the child," he shifted 
uncomfortably. 
 
"Where will they live? Tonks' flat is hardly bigger than a bedsit," she said, exasperated. 
 
"Not my problem." He shrugged. "I already gave them an elf for a wedding gift. I think I'll 
be giving everyone elves this year until I weed them down to a reasonable number." 
 
"Severus!" she said plaintively. "Why? Why did you do it?" 
 
"You know me, my dear, always delighted to assist students in need," he said, the 
corner of his mouth twitching as he fought off a smile. 
 
She glared, unmoved by his attempt at humour. 
 
"If you must know, he put forth a convincing argument," he said, glowering. 
 
"And that would be?" she asked, narrowing her eyes. 
 
"None of your business," he snapped at her. 
 
Severus was not about to tell his wife that Weasley had appealed to his own feelings as 
an expectant father. Nor was he about to admit to being impressed by the boy's 
foolhardy intent to stand by his extraordinary convictions. He didn't want Hermione to 
come to the erroneous conclusion he was going anywhere near a nappy, clean or dirty, 
with or without a ten-foot pole. What was more he would rather not shatter Weasley's 
belief that he was simply trying to get rid of him. 
 
Besides, he did want Ron out of the way. That much was undeniable. It was even more 
true once he realised Weasley wasn't quite as stupid as he had assumed. 
 
She gave him a measuring look. 
 
"You did it out of jealousy, didn't you?" she said, indignant. 



 
That stung. 
 
"And if I did?" he said softly. 
 
He watched her gathering herself, her mind whirring before she spoke. "I need to Floo 
Molly and then she and I can take the portkey to the Hall and get this mess sorted out." 
 
"You will do no such thing," he said, trying to control his anger. 
 
"Excuse me?" She looked up as if she'd forgotten he was there. 
 
"I believe it is the fair lady who is jealous," he hissed. 
 
"What?" she said, aghast. 
 
"Is your apoplexy affecting your hearing? I believe I said it is the fair lady who is jealous. 
Since you and I are the only ones present, I must have meant you," the words came 
bitter from his mouth. 
 
"You are foul," she said angrily. 
 
He put his hand to his breast in mock anguish. "You wound me, Wife. No one has ever 
said that before." 
 
"You are ridiculous," she added. 
 
"If your meaning is that I am subject to ridicule, that has been the case since I had the 
recklessness to marry you. I now only seek to limit the damage," he said, peering down 
at her. "For future reference perhaps you should keep me apprised of how many males 
you require." 
 
"Excuse me? What did you say?" she spat. 
 
"I am asking how many males must you have as your fawning admirers in order to be 
happy?" he snarled. "How many wizards do you need in love with you at once?" 
 
"I require only you," she hissed. 
 
"Prove it," he challenged. 
 
"How do you expect me to do that?" she asked, livid. 
 
"Leave Ron Weasley be," he answered, his voice cold. 

 



 
In her life thus far, Hermione had never had a sexual dream. She had had fantasies. 
She had had daydreams. She had had curiosity, but never a dream. It wasn't something 
her unconscious mind had been interested in doing until very recently. Very, very 
recently. As in, that very minute. 
 
It must have been hormones. The books on pregnancy her mother kept sending, now 
that they were having civil correspondence again, all said an increased sex drive was to 
be expected in a normal pregnancy. 
 
All Hermione could think was that she was lucky Severus was a wizard. A Muggle 
wouldn't have been able to keep up. 
 
At the moment though, she was asleep, and no trouble to keep up with at all. 
 
Deep in her slumbering brain, synapses fired and she felt herself naked under the warm 
summer sun beside the lake. 
 
Far across the water, a black swan swam. Eventually, it made its way to her. 
 
It was a lovely bird. Huge and shimmery with a shocking red beak, she reached to touch 
its wing and it allowed her, its face moving forward to brush its cheek against her own. 
 
How beautiful. How tame. 
 
Blue black feathers swept across her lips reminding her of a certain Potions master's 
cape. 
 
She was taken aback when the scarlet bill clamped down viciously on her nipple. The 
tip of one great wing covered her mouth as if to silence her. 
 
She began to struggle. 
 
Then a very strange thing happened. 
 
Something, somewhere, toward the back of her mind, told her it was only a dream. Well, 
that made all the difference in the world. If it was only a dream, she was perfectly free to 
enjoy it. 
 
She ceased her struggling and the bird's mouth became altogether more pleasant. A 
wet tongue slid across her breasts. First one, then another and back again. 
 
Stiff but gentle feathers brushed her thighs, her belly, her face. 
 
The swan's long snakelike neck slithered down her torso to find itself firmly, squarely, 
unmistakably between her legs. 



 
It was an exquisite torture. The bill pinched, the tongue licked. She was shocked by the 
unfamiliar sensation as the warm wet appendage moved to circle her anus. 
 
That was definitely a surprise. 
 
It also felt heavenly. Who would have guessed her sleeping brain was so inventive. Or 
perverse for that matter. 
 
It didn't matter as long as it didn't stop what it was doing. It all felt too good. 
 
Her orgasm began with shudders, as clean and precise as the clicks of a camera and 
ended with the sensation of opening like a rose. 
 
As if she had never been asleep, she was wide awake and there was a familiar black 
head between her legs. 
 
"What?" was all she could think to say. 
 
"Have I offended you?" he asked, raising his head. 
 
She shook her head. 
 
"You appeared to be having a nightmare," he said, frowning. 
 
She looked at him puzzled. 
 
"I took a look at your dream," he said archly. " Purely out of concern." 
 
She frowned at him. "Of course, that's what anyone would do." 
 
"I may have got somewhat carried away," he said. "I am not entirely made of stone." 
 
Madam Snape looked at her husband. His lips were still shining with her wetness and 
his hair was more tousled than ever. He was in his nightshirt. It had to be some 
grotesquely late hour. 
 
"Do you have any interest in buggering your wife?" she asked. 
 
"Why do you ask?" He swallowed hard as he said it. 
 
"Apart from the fact that your finger is currently in my rectum?" she asked. 
 
"Perhaps I have some curiosity," he admitted, "and you?" 
 
"I think I would like it very much," she said. 



 
Severus' face was unreadable as he reached for his wand beside the bed. 
 
"No, let me get you wet with my mouth," she said, sitting up. 
 
"Have you ever...?" he asked, stopping when she nodded. 
 
"Have you?" she asked. 
 
"Not from this side, no." He glanced away. 
 
She moved closer, faintly clumsy now that her belly was starting to grow by leaps and 
bounds, and wrapped her lips around her husband's turgid penis as he stripped off his 
night shirt. 
 
A rumble started low in his throat as she wet him to dripping with her mouth. 
 
"On your back," he said in the voice, "I want to see your face." That voice made her jelly 
legged, first with fear and now with something altogether different. 
 
In a flash, she was prone and he was above her, one hand gently stroking her clitoris 
with two fingers, the other guiding a large hot erection into her backside. Her knees 
were literally pressed against her shoulders. 
 
There was more resistance than she remembered with Viktor. 
 
"Bear down; it will make this easier," he whispered, "trust me." 
 
So, she did as he said and he slipped in easily. 
 
Sensation hit her like plunging into brisk water. Every stroke sent pleasure rippling 
through her like stones thrown into a still pool. 
 
She had been tentative about moving at first but she was bucking hard now, twisting 
and writhing uncontrollably underneath him. Her clitoris stood hard and swollen against 
Severus' palm. 
 
 
She looked up past his pale Cruciatus marked chest to his flushed face. His eyes were 
wide and glassy. Without warning, her entire body began to pulse and she fought the 
burning pain that suddenly shot through where he laboured her. No matter how she 
struggled to relax, she was stretched past her limit. 
 
Every thrust he made hurt more than the last. 
 
The instant she winced, he pulled out. 



 
"I do not wish to cause you pain," he said panting. 
 
He knelt before her, his fist wrapped tight around his shaft. A moment later string after 
string of semen, like sea foam, decorated her pregnant belly. 
 
He threw himself down beside her. 
 
She watched him stare, frowning at the ceiling. 
 
She traced his profile with one finger. As long as she did not try to fit his features into 
the mask called "handsome," he was nice to look at. 
 
His pale lips were soft under her finger. She loved the little curl in the corners when he 
was pleased, not a smile really, but close enough for her. 
 
She wondered idly how many times his nose had been broken. The high bridge was 
practically baroque and the tip decidedly flattened. It would be pointless to ask. It wasn't 
the sort of thing he kept track of and, by the look of it, she could see the bone had been 
fractured more than once. 
 
The sharp crease between his brows that never quite went away gave her a sad little 
tug in the chest. 
 
"What are you doing, Hermione?" he said irritably. 
 
"Touching your face, " she answered. 
 
"So I noticed. Perhaps my question should have been why?" he said. 
 
"Because I want to," she said, following the spiral line of his rather large ear. 
 
"I should apologise," he said quietly. 
 
"What for?" she asked from her orgasm stunned reverie. True her rectum was still 
stinging a bit, but it was more than balanced out by her general post coital bliss and the 
pleasant tingling centred around her vulva. 
 
"I entered your mind unbidden, I took pleasure from you without express permission, 
and then I hurt you," he said, still scrutinising the ceiling. "I took you as a wife in order to 
protect you... not to cause you pain." 
 
"It was underhanded to look at my dreams," she said, returning her finger to his lips, 
"but I forgive you. As for the rest you didn't intend to hurt me..." 
 
"Intentions are irrelevant," he said, turning to face her. 



 
"Not to me," she answered, "and I give you my official irrevocable permission to perform 
cunnilingus on me whenever the mood strikes you." 
 
"How kind," he said with only the barest trace of sarcasm. 
 
"'S all right, really," she muttered. 
 
"I should sleep on the divan; that was an intolerable lack of control on my part," he said, 
rising. 
 
"What's so wrong with losing control sometimes, as long as no one gets hurt?" she said, 
resting her hand against his back. 
 
"Some one did get hurt," he said, his voice flat. 
 
"Oh please," she said in frustration. "I had two very strong orgasms and I started to get 
sore. I am not hurt." 
 
"I desire you continually, you know. It never stops," he said, his tone accusatory. "I 
could not bear it if I harmed you." 
 
"Severus," she said, wrapping her arms around his neck. 
 
Carefully he extricated himself from her grasp and moved from the bed. 
 
"Where are you going?" she asked, not bothering to try not to whine. 
 
"To shower, I suggest you do likewise," he said, his back to her. 
 
She lay in the bed for a long time, trying to find the words to argue with him. 
 
It was better having Severus Snape love her and want her; it did not necessarily follow 
that it was easier. 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: Lares Familiare 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
Note: the following chapter has an optional soundtrack: 
http://www.oud.gr/Hijaz_kar_kurd.mp3 

 
 
Severus' self-imposed exile to the sitting room was less than successful. 
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Hermione simply refused to leave him be until he joined her in bed. Her husband's 
accusation that she was the most wilful witch alive, rather than shaming her into 
compliance, caused her only to smile sweetly and dig in deeper. 
 
He had no choice but to cave to her demands. She was a terrible little tyrant. 

 
 
They were at breakfast Monday when the owl came, large and unfamiliar. At the faculty 
tea Wednesday they were still bickering over it. 
 
"No," she said flatly. "I'm not going." 
 
Severus gave her a hard look. "Clearly, you mistook my meaning in some way. Nefer 
McGonagall is not the sort of witch whose invitations one is free to decline. 
 
"My answer remains--" she insisted. 
 
"You don't understand--" he began before she cut him off. 
 
"What I understand is that you expect me to go to Egypt--" she began before he 
interrupted her in turn. 
 
"Alexandria is hardly the middle of the desert, my dear, besides which--" he said. 
 
Hermione, of course, jumped in. "If I may finish? You expect me to travel to Egypt when 
you won't even trouble yourself to spend a few days with me in Muggle London." 
 
"They don't like me, my dear. Why should I make the effort to go a place where the 
inhabitants despise me?" he said, harried. 
 
At which point Minerva McGonagall said from behind her tea cup, "And yet he returns to 
the school at the start of each term." 
 
The Headmaster promptly made a concerted effort not to laugh and coughed 
unconvincingly into his napkin. 
 
"Hermione," the Transfiguration professor said, "the reason the dear boy wants you to 
go is quite simple: my great aunt has more galleons than Gringotts." 
 
"That's hyperbole," Severus argued. 
 
"Not by much," McGonagall shot back. 
 
"Your former Head of House does have a point. My great grandmother does not live in 
penury and, as far as I know, she is not immortal," Severus said. 
 



"Your filial piety is touching. She's old and she's stinking rich," McGonagall said. 
 
"I am nothing if not a realist," Severus answered. 
 
Minerva clucked, giving Severus a sly look. "The hat didn't put you in Slytherin for 
nothing. Planning on spending extra time in front of the family altar tonight, boy?" 
 
"It doesn't matter how much money she has because I'm not going to Alexandria if you 
aren't going to London," Hermione said stiffly. 
 
Severus looked utterly miserable. 
 
"She's got you, you know," the Transfiguration teacher said, smiling over her spectacles 
at him. "It's doing you good, the give and take of marriage. I dare say our Hermione will 
make you a better man before all is said and done." 
 
"Minerva," he said, tearing a finger sandwich into pieces, "you are a sanctimonious 
cow." 
 
Professor McGonagall's smile only grew. "And you are a self-serving dog cock, 
Severus, but I'm fond of you anyway." 
 
It was one thing when Severus swore, but there was something so terribly unnerving 
about that kind of language coming from Professor McGonagall. 
 
It was probably a family tradition, something they learned along with their letters and 
numbers: the fine art of profanity. 
 
It would have been outlandish in her student days to think of Professor McGonagall, Mr 
Filch, and Severus as belonging to the same clan, but now that the distance of those 
days was gone, she wondered why she had never noticed before. Professor 
McGonagall and Mr Filch actually had quite a strong family resemblance, although she 
wasn't about to point that out to either of them. She still wasn't sure if she was ever 
going to persuade him to forgive her for the incident with his mother's combs. 
 
All three had a similar stern demeanour, hot temper, and antiquated manner. 
 
Now that she had a more objective vantage point, she realised Minerva McGonagall 
had every bit as much house bias as Severus Snape. The two were more alike than 
they were different, if the truth were known. 
 
What would this woman be like, Severus Snape's Great Grandmother twice over? How 
closely did the Potions Master resemble her? The grandmother to both his parents. The 
breeding habits of purebloods made her queasy at the best of times and this was not 
one of them. 
 



Flitwick was sharing far too much about his toilet habits, again. She was never going to 
grow accustomed to the casual atmosphere of the faculty teas. 
 
"You'll go to London when school's out, then?" she asked her husband. 
 
"He will," the headmaster answered for him. 
 
Severus scowled, nodding. 

 
 
Only a maniac would drag a pregnant woman to Egypt in the month of July. 
 
The Wizengamot ought to pass a law: cool climes only for pregnant witches. Husbands 
who transgressed would forced to teach potions to Neville Longbottom in perpetuity. 
 
The old brick wall between the two high rises looked solid enough to Hermione no 
matter how many times Severus swore it worked on exactly the same principal as 
Platform 9 3/4. 
 
Now that she was pregnant, the idea of walking face first into a wall scared her a little. 
 
To be honest, the whole trip scared her a little. 
 
Maybe "scared" was too strong a word. Perhaps "daunted" was more accurate. 
 
"Scared", "daunted" or merely "apprehensive," she was a Gryffindor and she wasn't 
going to let anxiety stop her at the door to the Alexandrian wizarding world. 
 
Severus laid his hand on the small of her back, gave her a little shove and-- 
 
Like that, the two of them were on the other side of the wall. 
 
Oh. 
 
Oh. 
 
It was more wonderful than the first time she laid eyes on Diagon Alley. The pictures 
she had seen in books hadn't done it justice. There was no way they could have. 
 
It was like Diagon Alley, only twenty times the size. It was like Diagon Alley but even 
more fantastic. The very air was alive and perfumed. 
 
Beings she had only read about conversed with witches and wizards from every nation 
on Earth. Everything was brighter, more beautiful, more powerful in the city where she 
found herself. The city whose library had never burned. 
 



Beside this, wizarding Britain really was a dusty backwater. 
 
Severus being a Pureblood had never impressed her at all, but his having spent his 
boyhood summers here did. No wonder he found everything slightly lacklustre. Who 
could help but be jaded after seeing this? 
 
And the bookshops. It seemed every other building had the words 
 
Libros 
Books 
Livros 
Libri 
Bucher 
Livres 
Boeken 
 
and a dozen others spelled along its front. 
 
She couldn't help feeling she was in a wizarding scholar's paradise. 
 
It took a full hour to jostle their way through the crowded streets to their destination. 
 
Hermione had a clear picture in her mind of what Severus' great grandmother would be 
like: a tall elegant grand dame of a witch dressed in black from head to toe with white 
hair swept up into a tight bun. Like Mrs Longbottom with more aplomb. She would 
initially meet her great grandson's wife with suspicion, but Hermione had every faith she 
would win her over eventually. 
 
Hermione met a witch who looked exactly like the image in her mind's eye the moment 
she stepped into Nefer McGonagall's foyer. 
 
"Auntie," Severus said, bowing slightly. 
 
 
"Don't bother, I'm on my way out. Is this the girl?" the old witch sniffed in Hermione's 
general direction. 
 
"She is my wife," he said, not bothering to offer anything like an introduction. True to 
form, Severus Snape was all manners. 
 
"Is it true, the rumour she was a student of yours?" The witch looked a trifle disgusted. 
 
"No, I found her in the park and lured her away from her mummy with a dolly and a bag 
of candy," Severus answered contemptuously. 
 
"Do you speak, girl?" the old witch asked. 



 
Severus snorted. "She rarely stops." 
 
"When addressed civilly," Hermione answered, much too hot and pregnant to care 
whom she offended. 
 
"Well matched, I'd say." The old witch shook her head. "Nefer is in the peristylium. I 
don't have time to waste on pleasantries." She huffed and disappeared out the front 
door. 
 
"Do you know where we're going?" she asked, following him through the old Roman 
style house. 
 
"I summered here every year until I left school," he said, not bothering to slow his pace. 
 
"I take it it hasn't changed much since then," she said, running to keep pace with him. 
 
"It hasn't changed much since the Romans took Gaul," he answered. 
 
Hermione looked around even as she struggled not to lose him. He reached back and 
grabbed her hand, all but dragging her along. 
 
Was he serious? Every other wizarding home she'd seen had been a mishmash of time 
periods, cultures, and occupants. This place looked all of a piece, without so much as a 
single anachronistic touch. The whole thing was as Roman as Roman could be, if 
ancient Rome was new and now. The mosaics and frescos were fresh and vibrant. The 
walls a riot of color and detail. But she noticed the further within the house they moved, 
the less Roman and more subtly Egyptian the house became. 
 
Finally, he pulled her through a door, past columns and into an open courtyard enclosed 
on four sides. 
 
It didn't look real. 
 
Running water, in the form of pools and fountains, was everywhere, date palms and 
terraced gardens surrounding them. The lushness was astonishing. 
 
A small brown and white dog with a bifurcated tail ran, yapping, towards them. 
 
"Merlin, Haggis, are you still alive?" Severus said, obviously surprised. 
 
The dog barked twice and danced in a tiny circle on his hind legs. 
 
"Pixie!" a heavily accented voice called. 
 
The witch who beckoned them was most definitely not what Hermione had imagined. 



 
She was short and round in a shapeless purple gown with long wavy white hair spread 
out drying in the sun. Her skin was golden and creased, heavy earrings visibly pulled 
her lobes downward. Bracelets crowded both arms from elbow to wrist. She wore heavy 
kohl around her eyes. 
 
Hermione would have said she had clearly once been a very beautiful woman but for 
the fact she was very beautiful still. She couldn't explain it, but she was beautiful. 
Wrinkles, sagging chin, and all, she was the most beautiful old lady Hermione had seen 
in her life. 
 
She was hurrying towards them with the movements of a much taller person, striding on 
short legs. 
 
"Pixie," she said, as Severus bent down and gave her a resounding kiss on each cheek. 
 
The little old witch smiled up at him with honest affection in her gaze before she pulled 
back her arm and struck Severus hard across the face. 
 
Hermione recoiled in horror. 
 
"That was for letting me think you were fool enough to follow that Riddle idiot. Let us 
speak of it no more," she said. 
 
"Albus Dumbledore sends his regards," Severus said, rubbing the side of his face where 
her handprint burned red. 
 
"Is he still knock-kneed?" she asked in her thick accent. "The first time I saw Albus 
Dumbledore, my husband's father had paid him to get rid of the gnomes at the London 
house. The boy had the most amazing knees." 
 
Severus snorted. 
 
Hermione was surprised that she was even older than the Headmaster, but staring into 
that entrancing ancient face she could easily believe she was the oldest witch alive. If 
Albus Dumbledore had been paid to rid her garden of pests, it must have been at least 
130 years ago. She thought for a moment of the Headmaster hurling gnomes like Fred 
and George at The Burrow. 
 
"Pixie! Aren't you going to introduce your young lady?" she said suddenly. 
 
"Of course. Lady Nefer McGonagall meet Lady Hermione Jane Snape, my wife." He 
had that pompous tone, as if he expected his words to be followed by the sound of 
trumpets. 
 
"May I call you Hermione?" the older witch asked, gathering Hermione's hands in hers. 



 
"Of course," Hermione answered. "What shall I call you?" 
 
"Nefer will be fine, child," she said in her honeyed lilting accent. 
 
"Severus." The old witch gave him a hard look. "What is wrong with you?" 
 
Severus looked profoundly uncomfortable. 
 
He tended to stick to the dungeons whenever possible and regarded the outdoors as an 
unpleasant inconvenience between indoors. His cooling charm was obviously starting to 
fade. He had been shielding his eyes from the moment they entered the courtyard; his 
skin was reddening before their eyes. 
 
"How long have you been taking a vision-sharpening potion instead of wearing your 
spectacles?" Nefer asked sharply. 
 
"Severus doesn't need spectacles," Hermione said, without thinking. 
 
"How long, boy?" Nefer repeated, looking peeved. 
 
"Twenty years, give or take," he said, wincing. Hermione couldn't tell if it was from the 
sun or the question. 
 
"But Severus, prolonged use of vision potions can cause extreme photosensitivity," 
Hermione said, putting her hands on her hips. 
 
"I hadn't noticed," he said, sarcastic despite his discomfort. 
 
"Impertinent boy." Nefer shook her head. "You may go tend to yourself. Your spare 
spectacles and your oud are in your room. It would please me if you would play for us 
while we discuss important matters." 
 
"Oud?" Hermione repeated. She was taken aback that his great grandmother should be 
so pleasant with her and so dictatorial with Severus. But then he must have learned it 
somewhere. 
 
She was looked from one to the other. Someone had just chided and dismissed 
Severus Snape. It was a lot to take in. 
 
"He doesn't serenade you at home?" the old witch asked. "He should; he used to be 
quite good. He had to be forced to practice but it paid off in the end," Nefer said with 
some annoyance. 
 
Severus gave them both a bow and a foul glare as he exited the courtyard, the dog at 
his heels. 



 
As soon as he was gone, the old woman gave her a very shrewd look. 
 
"My words for you are two-fold. The fates have dealt harshly with Severus. I know that 
you are a Mudblood and it doesn't concern me. Nor do I particularly care that you are a 
school girl," Nefer said, her voice casual. 
 
"Clearly you keep yourself well informed," Hermione said, swallowing. This was it, the 
asp in the bowl of fruit. What was the old witch going to spring on her? She still looked 
beautiful in that moment but there was something terrible about her, too. 
 
"Severus is the last of my line. His brother is a squib and his father will never leave 
Azkaban. His destiny concerns me," Nefer said. 
 
Hermione nodded. 
 
"As I said, my great grandson's lot has not been easy. I do not care if he found you at a 
brothel, in a Duke's mansion, or under a pile of dung at the hippogriff races. Do not toy 
with him. He does not deserve it," Nefer said. 
 
Hermione found herself shaking her head. "I would never." 
 
"You know," Nefer said, sounding amused, "for some strange reason I don't believe you 
would. There is a second subject, as well." 
 
"Yes?" Hermione asked, full of hope. The first had been kind and perfectly reasonable; 
surely the second would be the same. 
 
"Soon, you bear Pixie a son. In this, you give a gift not just to Severus but to all who 
have come before. You keep the first parents alive within you. Not only my husband's 
Hades and Persephone, but my own Isis and Osiris," Nefer said slowly, letting the 
words settle into the humid air. 
 
A god of the dead and a god of rebirth. A virgin goddess and a goddess of motherhood. 
Hermione saw, for a split second, where purebloods got their insufferable arrogance 
and forgave them none of it. 
 
"Of course, when I am dead, all I have will belong to Severus, I have no one else to 
leave it to. But my personal healers tell me that day is some thirty or forty years away. A 
gift such as yours deserves a more immediate reward. I offer you a bounty," the old 
witch said regally. 
 
"That's not necessary... truly," Hermione responded. Taken aback would be a very mild 
way to describe what she felt. 
 
"I will judge what is necessary and I offer you a bounty of one thousand galleons per 



month for each living child you bear as a daughter of my house," Nefer said, obviously 
pleased with her own largesse. 
 
It took Hermione a moment to find her voice and when she did, it was a squeak; 
nonetheless she used it. "I can't accept." 
 
"You can accept and you will accept," Nefer said with a hint of menace. "Surely you 
don't expect to raise children on a professor's pay? Especially married to a spendthrift 
like Pixie; he's almost as bad as his father." 
 
"We can manage. I can't... I won't accept a bribe." Hermione knew she was wide-eyed 
and terrified, but at least she was not too cowed to disagree. 
 
"Let us understand each other. The wizards of England consider any impediment to 
conception Dark Arts. Severus, no doubt, follows the opinion of his countrymen in this. 
But you are a modern English Muggle-born witch and I imagine you have no such 
foolish inhibitions. I, on the other hand, am a woman of the world, 160 years old. In 
Alexandria, everything is permitted. We both know witches around the world control 
their fertility every day and there is nothing criminal about it," Nefer said evenly. 
 
Hermione sighed. She understood exactly what the old witch was saying. She even 
agreed. 
 
It was still a half bribe. 
 
"I would not have you bear children, unwanted, into this world. I merely offer you 
incentive to have as large a family as it pleases you to produce." Nefer smiled sweetly; 
her voice was soothing. 
 
"It sounds so unseemly," Hermione said anxiously. 
 
"Nothing of the sort. You have undertaken an arduous task that is of infinite value to me 
and my predecessors. It follows reason that you must be paid," Nefer smiled, grasping 
Hermione's shoulders. 
 
Hermione forced a weak smile in return. The elderly witch seemed so sincere and yet 
she couldn't shake the feeling she had just been manipulated by a master. It was 
confusing. She felt supremely off balance. She hadn't conceded anything, had she? Yet 
Nefer clearly considered herself to have achieved some sort of victory. 
 
"Pixie!" the old witch called out as Severus entered the courtyard, wearing a pair of oval 
wire frame spectacles and carrying what looked to be an oversized lute. The dog was 
wagging his tail madly. "Your bride is splendid. You couldn't have done better if I had 
chosen her for you myself. What would you like to play for us?" 
 
"I would prefer not to play at all. I am not a trained monkey," Severus said. He had the 



instrument in his hand all the same. 
 
"An untrained monkey is closer to the truth, taking offence at every turn and throwing 
shit at the guests." Nefer glared at him. 
 
Hermione was both offended and amused by the analogy. 
 
"I am unbearably warm." Severus tugged at his collar. 
 
Nefer waved a wand, a wand Hermione had not noticed she had, and a golden basin 
appeared suspended in mid-air in front of her husband, rose petals floating on the 
surface. Severus took one look at the two of them and bathed his face in the cold water, 
not bothering to remove the spectacles. Water slipped off the lenses unnoticed. 
 
"Only an Englishman would be fool enough to come to Egypt in July dressed in four 
layers of wool." Nefer shook her head. 
 
"I'll have you know my undershirt is linen." Severus scowled. 
 
"And that makes such a difference. What do I have to do to make my great grandson 
take off his coat?" She appeared to be addressing the heavens. 
 
With an annoyed look, Severus set down the instrument and began unbuttoning his 
topcoat. 
 
Dressed only in trousers and a single linen shirt (only Severus would consider such a 
thing an undergarment), his hair wet, in spectacles, he had never looked so dear in all 
the time she'd known him. 
 
The baby turned, causing her belly to lurch visibly. 
 
Clearly, Severus was willing to compromise his cast iron dignity if he thought it might 
profit him. Of course, only Severus would think not overdressing wildly was a 
compromise to dignity. 
 
White was surprisingly complimentary on him. 
 
"Play something!" Nefer commanded. 
 
Hermione smiled at him in spite of herself. Severus ducked his head, embarrassed. 
Despite looking like he would rather be doing anything else and idly tuning for longer 
than was likely necessary, he played beautifully. 
 
"My dear Hermione," Nefer linked her arm with Hermione's, purring, "you must be 
exhausted. How far are you from your confinement?" 
 



"Forty-five days, more or less," she answered warily. Surely the old woman wasn't going 
to try and keep them in Alexandria until then. She'd promised Severus four days. 
 
"Do take the couch, my dear," the old woman said, ushering her to a cushioned settee 
under a tree. How did she manage to make her every word an unquestionable 
command? 
 
"What are you thinking, Pixie, travelling with a woman this close to her date?" she 
snapped at Severus, who shrugged. 
 
She wondered if he'd chosen to learn that particular instrument or if it had been selected 
for him, because the surprisingly low smooth timbre reminded her of nothing so much 
as Severus' voice. 
 
"Have some dates," she said, passing Hermione a bowl. "These are particularly good. I 
will have an elf bring you milk." 
 
They were delicious. The milk was icy cold but shockingly fresh. She wondered what 
chance she had of getting Severus to play for her once they were home. Next to none, 
most likely. 
 
Then it struck her. She was reclining on a divan under a palm tree, drinking milk and 
eating dates while Severus... serenaded her. And that Nefer McGonagall had stage 
managed the entire thing. 
 
She was very relieved she hadn't attended the wedding; she probably would have tried 
to direct the consummation. 
 
Severus still looked annoyed. It didn't effect his musicianship, though. 
 
"So, my dear girl, I understand you have been sought after by some very illustrious 
wizards." Nefer smiled sweetly. 
 
Did Nefer think that was polite conversation with the new in-law? Hermione's mouth was 
full of milk. She very nearly choked but opted to shake her head violently instead. 
 
"Really? Second-hand sources are so seldom reliable. Weren't you an intimate of that 
Potter boy's?" Nefer asked curiously. 
 
"You've heard of Harry?" she asked. 
 
"Nothing in the wizarding world is isolated; everyone knows Harry Potter," Nefer said 
with exaggerated patience. "Is it true?" 
 
"We are friends, but if you read the article in the Prophet, that was totally fabricated," 
Hermione said huffily. 



 
Nefer nodded sagely. "Papers tend to do that. And the others? The Quidditch boy?" 
 
"You mean Viktor Krum?" Hermione winced. She was never going to live Viktor down, 
not that she regretted him exactly, but having been involved with such a public figure 
was proving to be a pain in her backside time and time again. There was no place on 
earth Quidditch wasn't followed obsessively. 
 
Nefer nodded. 
 
Severus was watching very closely. 
 
Hermione sighed. "Yes, I was involved with Victor Krum." 
 
"And Lucius Malfoy petitioned for your hand, as did a few unknowns," Nefer said lightly, 
"which makes you quite the sought after young witch. I'm pleased Severus could make 
such a conquest. It reflects favourably on him," Nefer said conversationally. "I, too, was 
well-courted in my day." 
 
Severus snorted. 
 
"That wizard Malfoy is unsavoury, no matter how well placed he is. I have my sources 
keeping watch on him. You should be on your guard, Severus," Nefer warned. 
 
Severus nodded sharply. 
 
Hermione had the uncomfortable feeling her worth was being weighed as Nefer gazed 
on her with a smile that did not quite reach her eyes. 
 
"I have made a decision," the elderly witch announced as if it were a royal decree. "I am 
passing you the Lares Familiaris, the shrine to my husband's first ancestors. From now 
on, you will sacrifice wine to them on the feast days and incense each morning." She 
gestured to a small triangular shrine opposite the courtyard from them. On it was 
painted a dark-haired man and woman who bore, she noted, a superficial resemblance 
to her and Severus. At their feet was a huge snake. 
 
"I will make arrangements to have it transferred to Severus' school," Nefer said. 
 
Hermione looked at her husband. He didn't stop playing, but the corners of his mouth 
curved with sublime pleasure. The dog rubbed its head against the toe of his boot. 
 
He mouthed one word at her. "Persephone." 
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In the cool bed, that night in the ancient house of his ancestors, Severus gathered 
Hermione to his chest after he spent himself in her mouth. 
 
"I thought of something," she said, looking up at him earnestly. 
 
"While you were fellating me? Glad to know I merit so much of your attention," he said. 
 
"Before that," she said, exasperated. 
 
"When I was giving you oral pleasure?" he asked, his voice sharp. 
 
"After my turn, before yours. Seriously. Can I ask you a question?" she asked. 
 
"I believe you just did," he said dourly. 
 
"No, really," she said. 
 
"Yes, really. Ask away," he said. 
 
"If your great grandmother lives here, why did you go to school at Hogwarts? Why didn't 
you study at the Museum, at the Alexandria Wizard School? It's just as prestigious as 
Hogwarts," she asked, staring up at him. Even lying down she was short. 
 
"Don't be coy. It's more prestigious than Hogwarts. It's more prestigious than any 
European school of wizarding," he said. 
 
"Then why? You were alone, you'd lost your mother, Nefer could have kept you here 
with her," she asked. 
 
"For the same reason Albus Dumbledore repeatedly passes me over for the Defence 
Against the Dark Arts position; Dark Arts are part of the curriculum at the Alexandria 
Museum. 'As a result of his conception Pixie has an unfortunate leaning toward the Dark 
Arts, a propensity, let us say. Can't trust him not to get sucked in...'" Severus wrinkled 
his forehead and wagged his finger at her. "I would be perfect for that job." 
 
"So, Albus Dumbledore trusted you to withstand Voldemort, but thinks teaching 13- 
year-olds to dispel boggarts will send you over to the Dark Side?" she asked, puzzled. 
 
"Summed up beautifully, my dear." He glowered. "I believe his preferred term is 
'ethically delicate.'" 
 
Hermione snorted. 

 
 
The longer Hermione knew him, the less her husband's faults seemed to her. 



 
Still, one was undeniable. He was greedy. Avaricious. Unrepentantly materialistic. 
 
He didn't think deprivation was character-building. It was only deprivation. 
 
There was no way she could defend his attitude and she found it repulsive. 
 
After she revealed the "bounty" she had been offered, Severus was unabashedly 
delighted. The colossal belly he usually addressed only with wary looks, stern warnings, 
and pompous lectures was kissed repeatedly. 
 
In retrospect, she wondered if she should have told him at all. It did, however put him in 
an exceptionally compliant mood for visiting her parents. 

 
 
Severus Snape was less than a hundred miles from the house where he was born, but it 
might as well have been Mars. 
 
He wasn't reduced to open-mouthed gaping, but Hermione admitted that was because 
open-mouthed gaping wasn't in Severus Snape's repertoire. He probably couldn't gape 
under Imperio. 
 
Instead, he gave every evidence of wanting to take everything he saw apart to see how 
it worked. Including her parents' neighbours. 
 
Both Dr. Grangers were on their best behaviour. Severus was on his best behaviour. 
For someone roughly the size of a zeppelin, Hermione herself was on her best 
behaviour. They were all practically killing each other with niceness. 
 
Severus even compromised about his clothes. In a way. A small way. 
 
Three days with a visitor dressed like a cinema vampire would have required an 
uncomfortable amount of explanation on her parents' part. Particularly in July. He let 
Hermione tie back his hair, left off all swirling capes and robes and ruffled white 
undershirts, transfigured black wool into black silk, but he did keep his pointed boots. 
 
 
He didn't look that different. But at least no one was going to mistake him for 
Christopher Lee's understudy. Understudy? Severus Snape could probably make Vlad 
the Impaler soil himself. He'd be intimidating in a Hawaiian shirt, provided someone 
could club him over the head and get one on him. 
 
Still, it was odd to see him in a single layer of clothes. It drove home the sheer size of 
him, the physicality he tried to deny with his black wool mummy suits. It also served to 
remind Hermione she hadn't grown since 4th year. 
 



In the end, it probably didn't matter much how he looked to the neighbours since the 
terror of the dungeons appeared to have been swallowed whole by the telly. 
 
"Don't get too close," all three Grangers warned as he stepped through the doorway. 
 
"Wizards and electronics don't mix," Hermione explained. "Any closer than the back of 
the sofa and the whole thing will look like it's made of pepper." 
 
"What is it? The picture box?" he asked, staring. 
 
"It's called a television. It has different things. Programs from Muggle cinema, sporting 
events, news reports..." she tried to explain. "Like the Wizarding Wireless with pictures." 
 
"What is this, this it is currently displaying?" He waved his hand in the general direction 
of the television. 
 
"It's a series, a continuing fiction based on a set of consistent characters. The stories 
change; the characters and setting remain the same," she explained. 
 
"This specific serial has a name?" he asked. 
 
"Star Trek. It's quite old, 1960 something," she said. 
 
"1967 to 1970," her father supplied. 
 
"Explain the premise," he said sharply. 
 
"Group of explorers in space," Martin Granger said with stiff amiability. 
 
"What space?" Severus asked. 
 
"They sail in a sort of ship between stars, from one planet to another," Hermione said, 
realising science fiction was a difficult concept to explain to a man who thought science 
was a bubbling cauldron. At least they weren't discussing current events. Severus' 
knowledge of the Muggle world dropped off sharply after the time of the William the 
Conqueror and plummeted completely off the chart by the time of Henry III. 
 
"A flying ship?" he asked. "I've flown Durmstrang's ship before, when I was Karkarov's 
apprentice. The interior seems massive." 
 
"More like a rocket than a literal ship. Do you know what a rocket is?" Hermione asked. 
 
"A projectile powered by fireworks? That would require massive amounts of salt petre. 
What is wrong with his ears?" Severus asked, fascinated. 
 
"They're supposed to be like that; he's an alien," she said quickly. 



 
"The Headmaster said Muggles have gone to the moon. Is this a moon man?" He tilted 
his head quizzically. 
 
"It's a... an actor, Severus, a regular Muggle actor, with rubber bits on his ears," she 
said, trying not to laugh. 
 
Her father was sneaking looks at Severus out of the corner of his eye. 
 
Thirty minutes later, Severus requested from his chair in the doorway that they scan the 
settings for more Star Trek, inadvertently doing one of the few things that could even 
slightly soften his father-in-law's attitude toward him. 

 
 
Hermione wasn't sure if it was the imminent arrival of the of the baby or the wonders of 
male bonding over science fiction on the telly, but Severus and her father were hitting it 
off famously all of a sudden. 
 
Her father explained more about quantum physics to Severus than she had ever 
realised he knew. 
 
Severus also suggested Spock should have mutinied against such a sex-crazed, 
unsubtle, nincompoop captain as James T. Kirk. 

 
 
Severus Snape was digging carefully through a peculiar little paper box of victuals in 
search of a morsels he might actually want to consume. 
 
In general, the fare at the Granger household was altogether too vegetable-y for his 
taste. Not that he was finicky; he wasn't. He would eat any sort of flesh laid before him. 
Bread was always a good choice, too. But the parents, not unlike the daughter, seemed 
to subsist entirely on green, yellow, and red plant matter. 
 
Allegedly, the food was Chinese. The best he could discern was that it was a great 
mess of vegetables in a spicy sauce atop a mass of rice. At least, he assumed it was 
rice. He'd seen it before, but he'd never actually put any in his mouth. 
 
In its favour, hidden in the heap were quite a few mushrooms. Severus Snape would 
rather eat a mushroom than the sweetest ambrosia. 
 
The meal had been achieved by a rather interesting method that involved a long 
discussion of menus from a drawer, Martin Granger speaking with a black rectangular 
box, and a Muggle arriving at the door sometime later with the paper boxes. 
 
The mushrooms weren't bad at all. 



 
What was bad was the discussion between Hermione and her mother. 
 
Severus Snape did not like disagreements in which he was not an active participant. But 
he wouldn't step into the one unfolding before him if he had any say in the matter. 
 
"So, what are you going to do with yourself?" Betsy, short for Elizabeth, Granger said 
without warning. 
 
"What do you mean, what am I going to do? I'm having a baby," Hermione answered as 
if the entire line of questioning should be dispensed with as self evident. 
 
"After that, Hermione. What sort of career are you considering?" Betsy the Terrible 
prodded the not-to-be-prodded Madam Snape. 
 
"I rather thought I would concentrate my energies on motherhood for the time being," 
Hermione said. 
 
"My generation didn't fight so that minds like yours could go to waste changing nappies 
and reading the same three bedtime stories night after night," Betsy said in an 
exasperated voice. 
 
Severus wondered idly who had fought whom, and under exactly what circumstances, 
but he was not about to ask, nor was he going to make eye contact with either of them. 
No, he was going to continue his search for the edible portions of his meal. 
 
"I was under the impression the purpose of your struggle was to give women like me a 
choice, besides which I don't think raising my own children is a waste of my abilities," 
Hermione said. 
 
"Six months of nappies and you'll be tearing your hair out with boredom," Betsy 
sneered. 
 
"Well, if that happens, I can change my mind then, but I don't see much point in going 
through the trouble of having children just to turn them over to some paid stranger to be 
raised. I would rather my child didn't feel as though he is at the bottom of a rather long 
list of priorities," Hermione said in the sort of sweet dulcet tones that indicated she was 
barely reining in her temper. 
 
There was a moment of deadly silence. 
 
It stretched into several eerie minutes. 
 
Severus did not care for arguments he was not a part of, but he did appreciate the fact 
that not every disagreement between Hermione and her parents was centred around 
him. 



 
Finally Martin broke the stand-off between the two women with a rather ham-fisted 
change of topic. 
 
"So, Severus, Hermione tells me your grandmother is Egyptian," Martin said, sounding 
slightly desperate. 
 
"My great grandmother, actually, twice over, and she is Alexandrian rather than 
Egyptian, two entirely different things. The wizards of Alexandria originated from stock 
hailing from across the Levant, from Greece to Egypt and every nation in between: 
Syria, Palestine, et cetera, et cetera." 
 
"Otherwise, you're mostly Italian?" Granger said nervously as both women glared at 
him. 
 
"No, Roman," Severus corrected him, continuing to dig through his paper carton, but 
fearing he might having run out of fungi. 
 
"Severus is as Roman as the rest of England," Hermione said impertinently. "He's as 
Roman as Bath, which is to say, very much and not at all." 
 
"That was rude," he said, finally looking up at her. 
 
"It's the truth," she countered. "The truth is never inappropriate." 
 
"Nonsense," he snorted. "The truth is often the very worst thing one can possibly utter. I 
know, it is my speciality." 
 
The remark made her smirk. He knew it would. 

 
 
"That was rather revealing," Severus said, as he unbuttoned the calves of his trousers 
to remove his boots. 
 
"How so?" Hermione asked, pulling on the obscenely virginal night gown she insisted on 
bringing along for the stay at her parents' house. 
 
"I always knew you were trying impress someone. I had no idea the focus of your 
energy was not in attendance," he said, unfastening the buttons on his shirt one by one. 
 
Hermione frowned in his direction. "Are you trying to get back at me for saying you 
aren't Roman?" 
 
"I have had many bright students over the last twenty years as a Potions master, Wife. 
Intelligent students tend to be intolerably lazy, unless they have a reason not to be. A 
student who has memorised her texts before the first day of class and spends all day 



every day waving her arm in the air is invariably trying to impress someone. Before 
today, I thought it was the purebloods," he said. 
 
"Why the hell would I want to impress them?" She looked shocked. "Honestly, Vincent 
Crabbe and Gregory Goyle?" 
 
"The more intelligent and discriminating purebloods, specifically," he clarified. 
 
"You mean the snarky Potions master?" she asked. 
 
"Perhaps," he answered. It was Severus Snape's equivalent of an affirmative. "Was 
your governess substandard in some way?" 
 
"Muggles usually opt for more of a group setting for child care." She looked up at him 
tiredly. 
 
It never occurred to him before to wonder what her life was like before she came to 
Hogwarts. 
 
"What is it to be a witch among Muggles?" he asked. 
 
She looked away. He gave way to his instinct and rose to look at her more closely, 
despite the fact he was half dressed and his shirt was hanging open. He took her chin 
between his thumb and forefinger. He had never pried into the past before. That was 
her territory. She had never avoided a direct question, either. It was an uncommon 
gesture on both their parts. 
 
He gazed hard into her silly puppy dog soft eyes. She met his gaze with a shrug. 
 
"I wouldn't recommend it," she said without her usual expressiveness. 
 
"I don't blame my crèche mates; they were only children. The workers were underpaid 
and why should they care? I wasn't anything special to them. My mother loved me. I 
knew that. I just never merited much of her time. If I had, she might not have been so 
surprised when my Hogwarts letter came." 
 
He nodded. He knew that aside from being abominably stupid, children came equipped 
with the feral urge to rip their mates to pieces the moment they exhibited any difference 
from themselves. How Muggle parents could fail to notice a child's rudimentary 
uncontrolled magic was beyond him, though. 
 
"She thought all my 'accidents' were cries for attention because she didn't pay enough 
mind to my perfect grades. Sometimes, it seemed I was just another requirement she 
was fulfilling. University? Check. Husband? Check. Career? Check. Child? Check. As if 
I was a dog she bought on the spur of the moment and resented having to walk and 
feed," she said, with far more venom than he was used to her showing. 



 
He nodded again, uncertain of what to say. He felt an uncomfortable amount of 
understanding for Dr. Betsy Granger. Hermione had succinctly defined the extent of her 
husband's paternal instinct. He hoped she didn't choose to examine his desire for an 
heir too closely, because his feelings on the matter were spectacularly shallow. 
 
"I am being unfair," she said, sounding exhausted all of a sudden. "I love my mother. My 
mother loves me. I know that. I just want to be involved in my child's life. I want to 
KNOW my child. I don't want my child to feel like an inconvenience." She wrapped her 
arms around her enormous belly. 
 
Severus nodded. He did not know what else to do. He deserved something terrible. He 
deserved something that he didn't want at all. He deserved to be alone and bored. He 
deserved to be sexually frustrated. He didn't deserve Hermione and he certainly didn't 
deserve an heir. Not that there was a chance of him letting on, though. 
 
The longer he got away with being loved the better. 
 
"I shouldn't be so hard on people," she said with yet another sigh. 
 
Severus kept his opinion on that to himself. 
 
"Tell me, Hermione," he said seriously. "Am I... Do I... Are you fulfilled? Am I... Do I 
make you happy?" 
 
He sounded like a fool. What a foolish question. She found him adequate - that was 
enough. It was plenty. He should shut up before he got himself into an untenable 
situation. Next chance he got, he was ripping his tongue from his mouth. 
 
"Severus, I can honestly say, in my entire life, no one has ever paid as much attention 
to me as you do." She smiled up at him. 
 
It should have made him gratified, to succeed where others failed, but for some 
inexplicable reason he was gripped by sorrow. He swallowed hard. 
 
The appropriate action was fairly obvious. 
 
"A kiss, then? May I have one?" he asked. 
 
She nodded. 
 
He pressed his mouth to hers. 
 
The food tasted far better on her lips than it did in the paper carton. 

 



 
She awoke that night to the peculiar sensation that she was not alone in the bed. 
 
She bolted upright in terror. 
 
Of all the silly... it was Severus. Her husband was asleep beside her for once and it 
managed to frighten the living daylights out of her. 
 
At least she hadn't woken him up when she all but jumped from the bed. 
 
She looked over at him. 
 
His long black eyelashes were fluttering. 
 
His face was so relaxed he seemed like a stranger. 
 
POP! 
 
She jerked involuntarily, fortunate again not to have woken him. 
 
 
The sound came from the window. 
 
POP! 
 
Someone was throwing stones at the window. How juvenile. 
 
If she didn't know better she'd swear it was Ron and Harry. 
 
But it couldn't possibly be; Harry was at The Burrow with Ginny and Ron was at home 
with Tonks in their postage stamp-sized flat. 
 
That was unless something had gone terribly wrong. 
 
If something was amiss she was the first person they would come looking for, 
regardless of whether or not she could do anything to help them. 
 
Hermione's heart sank down to somewhere in the general vicinity of her buckling knees 
as she advanced towards the window and saw Ron's anxious face in her 
parents' back garden. 
 
Without stopping to find her robe or slippers, she made her way downstairs, not 
bothering to wonder why her commotion hadn't awoken Severus. 
 
Ron was hopping up and down when she saw him out her parents' back door. It was 
nowhere near morning, so she did not realise until she had run to him that he was not in 



the garden proper but in the narrow alleyway right off the property. 
 
"'Mione," he panted, "Nymphadora needs your help. Somethin's wrong," he said 
breathily. 
 
The inflection of his words seemed odd. His eyes were open too wide and he had just 
called Tonks "Nymphadora." Hermione had to agree something was indeed very wrong. 
Was he drunk? 
 
"What is it, Ron? What's wrong?" she asked carefully. Why was he wearing gloves in 
July? Gloves? Two gloves? Ron hadn't had two hands since the final battle. 
 
"Severus is under a sleeping spell and you have just stepped outside his wards," said a 
person Hermione realised too late wasn't Ron at all. 
 
But before she could make a move, he clamped his hand over her mouth and 
Apparated. 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: Kissing Thanatos 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
Note: This is a brief Chapter and resolution of sorts but not an ending 

 
 
The second they reapparated, Hermione's abductor hit her with PETRIFICUS 
TOTALUS and laid out her on a flat piece of rock with less emotion and ceremony than 
a fishmonger laying out the day's special. He disappeared as soon as she was bound 
and gagged. 
 
Clearly, she was only a means to an end. 
 
She knew exactly who he was and exactly where he had brought her. She also knew 
that everything that was happening revolved in some way around Severus. If she only 
knew how. 
 
She had to find a way to stop whatever it was Lucius was planning without getting 
herself or the baby hurt. But she could not ruin his designs if she did not know what they 
were. The only way to learn was to watch and listen. Pay attention. Action without 
knowledge was a dead end street. 
 
She looked around. She was obviously in a dungeon, dark and plain. Why didn't anyone 
ever choose to commit heinous crimes in airy well-lit rooms with chintz sofas? Why 
didn't anyone ever strike out boldly and use floral wallpaper in their dungeon? 
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Clearly, she was getting hysterical. She had to calm down. She had to think of the baby. 
No, she couldn't think of the baby. If she thought of the baby, she couldn't think of 
anything else. She searched the room with her eyes again. It was all but empty. The 
only contents a very large cauldron, a single book set too far away for her to even guess 
its contents, and the stone slab where Lucius had bound and 
gagged her and left her alone. The intent was obvious. 
 
She was clearly bait; so, logically he wouldn't kill her until Severus was there. If Lucius 
was logical. Hermione knew the most brilliant madman was still mad. 
 
Let Severus arrive soon. Let Severus arrive soon, she pleaded, but she didn't know with 
whom. All the gods were nothing but someone's dead grandfather in disguise. Severus, 
she'd pray to Severus not to fall into whatever it was Lucius had up his sleeve. She 
would pray to herself to save herself. 
 
She did not know how long she waited. 

 
 
She awoke to hear her husband's voice calling her tormentor's name. 
 
"Lucius, old friend, I have come to give you what you seek." His low sonorous words 
echoed through the doorway. 
 
"You will join me then?" the blond asked, bright-eyed, well-rested. 
 
"No, I will end you," Severus said. 
 
"Come now, Cousin. Kill me over this little Mudblood animal?" Lucius smiled an 
enchanting smile. "You must be joking." 
 
"No," he answered. "I'm quite serious." 
 
"Think of it, Severus: you and I, friends again, comrades again. I know why your loyalty 
to the Dark Lord ebbed. Why follow a master you know you will one day surpass? Make 
the right choice today and that future need not wait another day," Lucius said. 
 
"No, Lucius," Severus said tiredly. 
 
"If you don't kill the girl and her child, you'll be making a mistake. Can you feel it? The 
power you could gain by their sacrifice, their innocent blood on those old stones," Lucius 
said rapturously. 
 
"That was your mistake, Lucius, not mine," Severus said. 
 
"You forced my hand," Lucius snapped. 
 



"I don't remember forcing anything; all I remember was being in unbearable pain and 
retching uncontrollably," Severus said sharply. 
 
"My son was a weakling and traitor; you turned him against me," Lucius said. 
 
"Your son was a boy. I offered him more than you did so he tried to make a father of 
me. He would have followed me regardless of where my loyalties lay," Severus said, his 
eyes starting to gleam a little. "I cannot be blamed for your inadequacy." 
 
"Narcissa admired your power, too. Did you know that?" Lucius glowered. "Admired 
you, of all people. Well, I am great and feared now, too. I have taken her power and I 
will have yours as well, one way or the other. Either join me, Severus, or I will kill you 
and take possession of it that way," Lucius said. "Look at your face, Severus. Even you 
fear me." 
 
"I fear you, Lucius, not because you are powerful, but because you are a fool," Severus 
said. 
 
"Fool?" Lucius asked, "because I would sacrifice a worthless wife and son for greater 
glory?" 
 
"A fool that you have no more comprehension of the heart than an ant has of 
Arithmancy. A fool that you would join with a woman you did not respect and father a 
child you did not love," Severus said. 
 
"You respect this thing?" Lucius asked, gesturing dismissively at Hermione. 
 
"I love her," Severus said, the faintest wry smile on his lips. 
 
At that moment, Lucius' pleasant patrician features twisted into a mask of hate and he 
laughed. "That's not in very good taste, Severus. Damn funny, but not in very good 
taste." 
 
"It is true, nonetheless," Severus said, an almost Dumbledore-like twinkle in his eyes. 
"Besides, whoever said love was tasteful?" 
 
"Oh, come on," Lucius said slowly. "Is this what you have been reduced to? You, the 
Mors Connubium. You were the most magnificent of us all; we all ate death but you 
fucked it, Cousin, and now you ask me to believe you're besotted with a half-grown 
Mudblood? You can only strain credibility so far." 
 
"Whether you believe me or not, I will not kill her and neither will you," Severus said. 
 
"I grow more weary every time I hear you say that," Lucius said. 
 
Severus shrugged grandly and drew his wand. 



 
Lucius mirrored his movements perfectly. She had never seen Severus' magic 
unconstrained like that before. It was electric and animal and the smell of ozone 
cracked the air as the two wizards began to circle each other. 
 
"You are a thing of beauty, Severus," Lucius said. 
 
Severus growled a laugh, continuing to move. 
 
"If you had the common sense to be born a witch, I would have moved the Earth on its 
axis to have the conferreatio with you. Imagine the son you could have borne me," 
Lucius said, almost as if in a reverie. "But, no." 
 
Severus never dropped his guard, continuing his stance opposite the blonde wizard. 
"What are you on about, Lucius?" His hooded black eyes were unreadable. 
 
"You waste yourself on this muddy little cunt and the vermin in her belly," Lucius spat. "I 
offer you something finer." 
 
"The chance to become my father?" the black-haired wizard said disdainfully. 
 
The two slowly pointed their wands squarely at one another's chests. 
 
"The chance to become my mate," Lucius said, his breath quick and shallow. 
"Obviously, the conferreatio is not possible since we have both partaken in the ritual 
before, but I have found another way to join. All you have to do is kill the Mudblood." 
 
Severus' eyes narrowed. "Lucius? I have always known you were corrupt, but I did not 
realise you were insane as well." 
 
"Of course, there can be no offspring, but there will be power to the union, the likes of 
which will make the Dark Lord look like a schoolyard bully." Lucius smiled. "I concocted 
the potion myself. I could have used your help." 
 
Severus inclined his head at the compliment, keeping his wand trained on Lucius' heart. 
 
"All that's missing now is a single ingredient: the blood of your parasite." He nodded in 
Hermione's direction. "I could have added it myself, but it would be so much more 
meaningful for you to complete the potion." 
 
"No, Lucius." Severus shook his head subtly, never taking his eyes off his opponent's 
hands. "You do not possess what I desire." 
 
"We can find ways around that, Severus. You may even change your mind, in time. The 
important thing here is the magic, the union of power," Lucius explained carefully. 
"Power, Severus, is the most erotic quality in this world or any other." 



 
"You mistake me," the black eyed wizard said softly. "It is not your sex I am rejecting, 
Lucius. It is you. Your very being. I do not want you." 
 
Lucius Malfoy sighed. "I was afraid you would require convincing." He eyed Severus 
intently. "There are rumours you have been made impervious to the Crucio, but I think 
your repeated exposure has rendered you more sensitive than most. Shall we test my 
hypothesis? I believe you will grow to love me... eventually." 
 
A split second before the shout of "CRUCIO!" left Malfoy's mouth, Severus made a 
move of his own. 
 
He turned towards Hermione, whom he had not looked to once since setting foot in the 
dungeon, and with a lighting-quick spell, he released her bonds. 
 
Then before the light from Lucius' wand could reach him, he sent his wand sailing into 
her hand. 
 
Hermione had no idea it was physically possible to move so quickly. 
 
As she rose, Severus crumpled into a twitching quivering mass. 
 
Then Hermione, who for seven years in the magical world saw herself as the child of 
two Muggle dentists from London, who thought herself merely clever, shifted fallen 
Severus' wand into her left hand. 
 
Standing there, still in her white nightgown, her hair standing out on her head, her belly 
like the prow of a boat, eyes blazing black, no longer puppy dog brown, she believed 
without question in her own magic for the first time as she cursed Lucius Malfoy. The 
language she used was ancient. A word that sounded like lightning on heather. But the 
meaning was not arcane. The meaning was Love. And the word sent Lucius Malfoy into 
the abyss. 
 
As soon as Severus was able to speak he called the whole thing trite and hackneyed 
before collapsing in a coughing fit. 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: Issue 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
Pronunciation: 'i-(")shü, chiefly Southern 'i-sh&, chiefly British 'is-(")yü 
Function: noun 
Etymology: Middle English, exit, proceeds, from Middle French, from Old French, from 
issir to come out, go out, from Latin exire to go out, from ex- + ire to go 
 
1 plural : proceeds from a source of revenue (as an estate) 
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2 : the action of going, coming, or flowing out : EGRESS, EMERGENCE 
3 : a means or place of going out : EXIT, OUTLET 
4 : OFFSPRING, PROGENY 
5 a : a matter that is in dispute between two or more parties b : a vital or unsettled 
matter c : the point at which an unsettled matter is ready for a decision 
6 : a discharge (as of blood) from the body 
 
All of the above may apply. 

 
 
"What the hell was that?" Severus asked her with a cough. 
 
"I wish I knew," she answered him honestly. 
 
"That was not a curse that I have ever heard before and I quite thought I knew them all," 
he said, twitching. 
 
For once, Hermione was at a loss for words. 
 
"Don't attempt some asinine Gryffindor return of the conquering heroine. First things 
first. Floo Moody. We do have a dead body on our hands," Severus said, forcing himself 
to sit up despite a persistent twitch in the right side of his body. "Then I believe a trip to 
St. Mungo's would be in order. Are you injured?" 
 
"All I got was a Petrificus Totallus," she said. 
 
Severus snorted. "You make it sound like a disappointing birthday gift." His body was 
wracked by more aftershocks of the Cruciatus. 
 
"Do you need..." Unwieldy as her pregnant body was, there was no way she could move 
him without a Mobilicorpus spell, which would annoy a conscious Severus to no end. 
 
"No, give me a moment and I shall be fine. Perhaps I ought to endeavour," --he paused 
and twitched-- "to direct you to the nearest Floo. My wand?" he said, extending a shaky 
hand. 
 
She handed him his wand. "I think I should Floo St. Mungo's first." 
 
Severus sighed a distinctly put-upon sigh followed by another twitch. 

 
 
It happened the Aurors were quite content to examine the scene and question Severus 
from his bed at St. Mungo's. 
 
St. Mungo's, in turn, was quite willing to let a patient go home after only a day. 



Particularly a patient who had no qualms about throwing things at trainee medi-witches. 
 
Severus, for once, actually wanted to go home to Snape Hall rather than Hogwarts. He 
wouldn't be allowed to throw things at Poppy Pomfrey when she badgered him, as she 
inevitably would if she were there. Snape Hall was blessedly free of people with the 
desire to alternately poke and smother him, except, of course, for Hermione. But 
Hermione was not quite the same as the rest of the swarm in any event. 
 
He wasn't about to throw anything at her. 
 
Especially after what she did to Lucius. 

 
 
The Aurors had no idea what she had cursed Lucius with, either. 
 
Neither did Remus Lupin. 
 
If Albus Dumbledore knew what it was he wasn't telling. 
 
His sole comment was, "Sounds Welsh, doesn't it?" 

 
 
Severus seemed fairly content to spend his recuperation sitting and reading in a large 
high-backed chair, eating chocolate and drinking broth. Of course, he insisted he 
couldn't possibly be comfortable unless he wore his mummy suit. 
 
Hermione did all the expected things. She sat beside him reading, brought him more 
chocolate from time to time, though that particular afternoon he refused the painkillers 
the medi-witches sent home with him, and stared obsessively at the nursery. 
 
"Do you need to prepare anything for the new term? It might be wise to get that out of 
the way now before the baby gets here," she said over her copy of The Daily Prophet. It 
was a horrid, stupid paper. Honestly, the pages might as well be smeared with offal. On 
second thought, offal might be an improvement. 
 
"The baby is already here; it simply isn't out," he said without bothering to look up. "And 
before you ask again, allow me to repeat myself; I will not be bullied into witnessing the 
birth. It is not a place for wizards. Besides which, I would just as soon accompany you 
to the toilet." 
 
If she hadn't been living with the Potions master since October, she would have found 
that offensive. 
 
"You are the very soul of sentimentality, you know that?" she asked, frowning. 
 



"No doubt twenty years of Hogwarts alumni would agree," he said. 
 
"You're only forty-one. Have you honestly been at Hogwarts that long?" she asked 
curiously. 
 
He surveyed her from over the top of his Ars Alchemica. "I have much better things to 
lie about, but, yes, you are sitting beside the youngest professor to ever be hired in the 
history of the school." 
 
"That must have been awkward," she said, making her best effort to scrutinise him with 
microscopic carelessness. 
 
"Do not strain my credulity, witch. I am well aware 'Hogwarts: a History' has been 
elevated to the station of a sacred text in your personal dogma. You know perfectly well 
how long I have been on staff. I have no doubt you know exactly how many bricks are in 
Slytherin Tower as well. Ask your question but do not feign ignorance to elicit personal 
information," he said with dour indulgence. 
 
"Was it hard?" she asked. 
 
"Teaching students who have known you as Snivellus?" He frowned. 
 
"Snivellus?" she repeated. 
 
"That was the charming nickname Potter Sr. bestowed upon me my first year. It stuck 
for the duration. It's even worse than 'Pixie,' if such a thing is possible," he said. 
 
Hermione hesitated to ask the provenance of such a name. "How did you maintain 
discipline?" she asked instead. 
 
"I allowed my natural charm and good humour to shine through and win my detractors 
over," he said darkly. 
 
She couldn't help but smile at the thought of him, barely older than his students, trying 
to make sure no one got killed during Potions class. Of course there was bullying and 
threats and yelling. A great deal of yelling. 
 
"Why Snivellus?" she asked, her curiosity burning. Severus really wasn't one for tears. 
Even as a boy, he couldn't have been that different. 
 
"My mother had recently walked out into the snow and allowed herself to freeze to death 
in her nightgown. I had quite a few bouts of tears that winter," he said dispassionately. 
 
Hermione was seized by a poisonous hatred for James Potter. For a terrible moment, 
she was glad Voldemort had killed him. 
 



"He didn't deserve it," Severus said. 
 
"Did you just--" she started to ask. 
 
"I do not need Legilimancy to read your thoughts, my dear. He did not deserve it. 
Though perhaps I did." He frowned. 
 
She had no idea what he meant. 

 
 
Later, in the privacy of his own mind, he attempted to blame his behaviour on the 
lingering effects of the St. Mungo's medi-witch's infusion of poppy and belladonna. 
Aloud, he would not even speak of it to Hermione. 
 
She, in that inimitable way of hers, leaned over and kissed him. She was standing and 
her fierce hard abdomen thrust itself up against him. At first, her lips were soft against 
his and he was inhaling her breath like breathing in a rose. He was bent on drawing her 
aroma deeper and deeper into his lungs like smoke from his water pipe when she sank 
her teeth into his lower lip and he tasted his own blood. The meaty smell of her arousal 
hit his nostrils full force. He was too tired and drugged to restrain himself. 
 
He kissed her hard. 
 
Wrapping his hands in her halo of hair was like climbing a pillar of smoke. 
 
He rose without letting go. The open air was shocking on his exposed skin as Madam 
Snape undressed him, groping clumsily. He remembered thinking she was not half so 
delicate as he had imagined. If she could kill Lucius, perhaps she had it in her to bear 
his love. Perhaps it was that love that threatened to tear itself free from the centre of his 
chest as he ripped her clothes from her there on the floor. Perhaps it was something 
else. 
 
In the days since Lucius' Cruciatus, his skin hurt, his bones hurt, every part of him hurt 
except for the places she touched. Surely such a merciful creature as she would relieve 
his suffering. Surely one so brave would not shy away. 
 
As if in answer, she met his animal pawing with open desire, her eyes insensate, her 
mouth parted and moist. 
 
The union was a tangle of arms and legs, of tongues and crevices. Thrusting fingers 
and lips and supple joints bent back mercilessly. She drew blood from his nipple with 
her teeth. He wrapped his hand so tight around her wrist he left prints in vivid red on her 
white skin. 
 
Did he mind her fragile belly? He honestly couldn't say. 
 



He could say he was on his back on the stone floor, painfully erect, when she took him 
inside her. Her sex was slick and hot. Her fist wound through his hair, pulling painfully. 
 
It felt right. 
 
She was so small, yet she enveloped him. Her heels pressed against him. 
 
His head banged against the floor. He cared not. Her breasts were leaking. He 
struggled to catch the sweet strong fluid on his tongue. 
 
Witch's milk was one of the most powerful natural substances the Potions master 
knew. 
 
She rode him hard. 
 
He sucked her hard. 
 
A stranger turned inside her belly and she shook. 
 
His moment came a second after hers and, as he shot a stream of redundant seed 
inside her, he also let loose a torrent of mortifying words. 
 
He told her he wished he'd had her for his mother. 
He asked her to be his mother. Please. 
He said "please" to her. 
He had no idea where it came from. 
As soon as the words were free in the air, he felt sick. 
 
She was shaking again. 
 
But it wasn't that same. She was gritting her teeth and her eyes were closed. 
 
Her belly felt as hard as stone. 
 
A count of ten later and his cock was washed out of her in a deluge of very hot water 
that smelled faintly of bleach. 
 
What had he done? 
 
What the fuck had he done? 
 
This was little Hermione Granger and she was very soon going to give birth to his child. 

 
 
As quickly as common sense allowed, he scooped her up in his arms and deposited her 
safely in their bed. 



 
"Stay!" he ordered sternly, not allowing her a chance to argue with him. 

 
 
"Madam Weasley," he bellowed through the Floo. "It's time. Hermione needs you. Bring 
Ginny. She will want Ginny." 

 
 
"Professor McGonagall? Minerva?" he called through to the Transfiguration Professor's 
Floo more loudly than was likely called for. "Your assistance is required, and also that of 
Madam Pomfrey. It is happening." 

 
 
He was barely able to dress himself before the onslaught of witches - quite a few more 
than he had summoned - arrived, banishing him to the rest of the house with only Albus 
for company. Leaving him to stare at the door that separated him from Hermione and 
whatever was happening to her. 
 
Albus fell quickly and easily asleep. For his second act, he snored. Perhaps Severus 
would be able to sleep like that when he was 149 years old, but somehow he doubted it. 
 
It was less than gratifying to glare at a sleeping person. 
 
After the first hour, he knocked at the door. 
 
They did not answer immediately. 
 
He knocked again. 
 
Minerva opened the door a few scant inches, barely enough to poke her pointy little 
nose through. She raised an eyebrow at him. 
 
"When will this be over?" he demanded. 
 
"Whenever it is over, Severus," she said imperiously. 
 
"Surely there is some timetable," he said, slipping his hand in between the door and its 
frame to stop her from slamming it in his face. 
 
"It could be sometime in the morning or sometime in the next two days," Minerva said 
crisply. 
 
He continued holding the door open. 
 



"Do you mind?" she asked, attempting to shut the door. 
 
"Is Madam Snape well? Her confinement may have been brought on by trauma," he 
asked carefully. 
 
"Hermione is fine. The baby is fine. You know as well as I do Lucius didn't manage to 
harm either of them." Minerva's voice was stern. 
 
Without meaning to, he drew his breath in sharply. "I..." He willed himself not to 
stammer. " Minerva, I would not do her wrong for the world." 
 
Professor McGonagall gave him a hard look. "Let go of the door, boy. Witches have 
been bearing children since the beginning of time. It's not easy work but she'll get 
through it." 
 
That was fairly useless. 

 
 
He sat down and reread the Ars Alchemica back to front, for variety's sake. 
 
He made his way through The Daily Prophet, which Hermione had thoroughly marked 
with red ink to indicate spelling, punctuation and grammatical errors, and little stars to 
denote factual inconsistencies. Why the bloody hell did she always do that? 
 
Her quill lay abandoned in her chair. 
 
Why was she doing this so slowly? What was taking her so long? 
 
She was usually rather efficient. 
 
He walked aimlessly through the house and found himself standing in the door to the 
nursery. 
 
He hadn't paid a damn bit of attention to what she and the elves had been doing in 
there. 
 
He stepped in with some trepidation. The room did not look anything like it had last time 
he had seen it. Of course, that was thirty years ago. 
 
The walls were a sky now; the murals crowded with hippogriffs and other magical 
beasts were gone. The rug was new. The heavy dark dresser where three boys had 
each carved their names inside a drawer still stood in its place. 
 
Against his best judgement, he checked to see if they had been removed. 
 
Argus 



Auri 
Severus 
 
The last was carved clumsily, but with dogged concentration. 
 
He could not stay in this room. 

 
 
He found himself pounding on the door to the birthing chamber. 
 
Poppy Pomfrey answered, looking none too pleased. 
 
"Professor?" she said irritably. 
 
"Did I hurt her, Poppy? Is she - well?" he asked, losing what little self possession he 
usually had. 
 
"I'm sure I don't know what you're on about, Professor Snape. Everything is progressing 
normally." Poppy turned and called behind her in a muffled voice, "Minerva, will you 
take care of this? It's him again and he's not making any sense." 
 
Then Pomfrey was replaced by Minerva. 
 
"Minerva, I... I... is Hermione all right?" He couldn't bring himself to tell any of them what 
he'd done, but he needed to know she was all right. 
 
"I swear she is fine, Severus," McGonagall said earnestly. "It's early yet. She hasn't 
even begun to push." 
 
The Transfiguration professor put her hand on his. 
 
That was disturbing; Minerva never touched him. No one ever touched him except 
Albus... and Hermione. Look where touching him had got her. 
 
Minerva was still patting his hand. 
 
"Dear boy, we all have a long night ahead of us. Why don't you go out drinking or take a 
walk or whatever it is wizards do at a time like this?" She smiled wanly. "You are 
starting to be something of a bother." 
 
She patted his hand once more for good measure. 
 
Dazed and embarrassed, somewhere near midnight Severus Snape set out of the front 
door of his ancestral estate without a clue where he was heading, a question circling in 
his brain. 
 



What had he done? 
 
What had that little girl let him do? 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: Polemics 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
It was not anything extraordinary. 
 
Things like this happened all the time. 
 
She had a baby. People did that; they had babies. Sometimes it was a joyous event and 
sometimes it wasn't. 
 
Sometimes, when the moment arrived, no one could manage to find the father and then 
they went on not managing to find him for three entire days. 
 
That was her problem. 
 
She knew, in a way she couldn't imagine knowing before, that he was fine. Not killed by 
a former friend. Not attacked by dementors. No, Severus Snape was fine. The man who 
had faced death and worse from Voldemort without flinching had run away from a 
nineteen-year-old girl and her baby. 
 
His baby. 
 
When she looked at it that way, she saw a certain vicious humour in the situation. The 
sort that made her want to snarl. 
 
All at once, she was sick of rocking, sick of the solicitous friends doing everything they 
could to pretend Severus wasn't missing. She had to get out. 
 
She looked down at the baby wrapped in a thick paisley shawl. A son. Her son. Poor 
little thing hadn't even been named yet because she was waiting for his father to arrive. 
 
Well, she had waited long enough for that coward. Snivellus, indeed. It was childish and 
spiteful but, when and if she saw him again, that was the first thing she was going to do: 
call him Snivellus. On second thought, she was going to start at that moment. 
Whenever she thought of him, she would refer to him as Snivellus. 
 
He was not a hero of both Voldemort Wars. He was a coward, plain and simple, afraid 
of a baby. 
 
But before she could get out the door, Tonks barred the way, her own growing belly 
looking pugnaciously healthy and loved from Hermione's vantage point. 
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"Where do you think you're going, Hermione?" she asked, trying to sound tough. 
 
"I'm taking a walk and when I come back I am going have a name for my son. Please 
get out of my way," she said, trying not to scream, trying not to hold it against her that 
Ronald Weasley had turned out to be more responsible than Severus Snape. Oh, the 
irony was deadly. 
 
Somewhere, the fates were having a good laugh over that one. 
 
"Is that a good idea?" Tonks asked. 
 
"It's a very good idea, because if I don't get out I will lose my mind," she said, her jaw 
clenched. 
 
Tonks looked at her warily. 
 
"Please," she said in an attempt at a commanding voice that to her own ears sounded 
unhinged, the Auror stepped out of her way. 
 
So she walked. As she walked, she took the biggest strides she could manage under 
the circumstances. Her belly hurt and so did her thighs, but she kept walking, the baby 
pressed close to her chest. 
 
She couldn't think of a single name. 
 
Eventually, Alcibiades came to her, but that reminded her of Severus - no, Professor 
Snape - turning every situation to his advantage. Corvus came to mind, too, but that 
was no better. That big awful raven of a man. 
 
Whatever she was going to name him, he was hungry. 
 
And she had to sit down to feed him. 
 
He had taken to nursing more easily than she had. She winced as he suckled hard. She 
had to stop herself from thinking how very Snape it was of him to hurt her. He was only 
a baby and in no way responsible for anything that stupid, stupid man had done. 
 
She scrutinised his little face. Blue-black curls covered his head. His mouth was a fat 
pink rosebud. There was no escaping the fact that the nose was not the button found in 
the middle of most infants' faces. It was the eyes, however, that were deadly, but not 
because they looked like they had come straight from Severus. No, it was the way the 
two of them blended so seamlessly there. Her son stared up at her with large round 
wide-set eyes as black as pitch. As black, one might say, as the eyes of Severus 
Snape. 
 



She didn't care. He was an innocent baby. 
 
The sins of the father, both real and imagined, belonged to the father alone. Of course, 
she could say the same thing about Severus. If he didn't believe that he was tainted by 
his parents' crimes before his heart even began to beat, guilty on the cellular level, as it 
were.... 
 
It didn't matter. He believed it to the marrow of his bones. 
 
She was rolling it all over in her mind as she saw a familiar figure in black approaching 
in the distance. 
 
Snivellus. 
 
She was going to say it. 
 
Snivellus. 
 
She was going to hex him. 
 
Snivellus. 
 
She was going to slap him. 
 
Snivellus. 
 
She regretted that she hadn't piled all his belongings in the courtyard and set them 
ablaze. What she truly wanted was to beat him bloody with her bare fists. 
 
However, when his purposeful stride brought him to stand over her, she found she 
couldn't bring herself to call him by the hated sobriquet. Her stomach flopped and she 
had to admit she would forgive everything if he would come to her and put his arms 
around her and ask permission to kiss her. If he would just once call her Persephone. 
 
"I see you've borne it. You look well," he said flatly. 
 
She looked well? Was that was this was about? He thought he'd hurt her? Shit. She'd 
tried to tell him when her labour started, but he'd been so frantic. She probably should 
have felt sorry for him, but this once she didn't have it in her. Haring off while you wife 
was in labour was not something one could expect to be forgiven of immediately. 
 
She looked up at him and her blood went cold in her veins. She had seen her husband 
bestow more kindly looks on Neville Longbottom. 
 
"Where have you been?" she asked quietly. She hated the pathetic sound of it in her 
own ears. "I needed you." 



 
His eyes narrowed to slits and he sneered at her. "You appear to have had sufficient 
assistance. Need I point out I am hardly a midwife?" 
 
She didn't speak a word as she struggled not to cry. 
 
He went on. "I have come to inform you that I shall be returning to Hogwarts 
immediately. As Lady Snape, you will be free to live here with the child. I don't suppose I 
can stop you, but I would prefer you didn't spend all the gold in the Gringott's vault. I 
shall continue making deposits for the child's upkeep. My great grandmother's stipend 
ought to be sufficient, but it is fitting I should contribute." 
 
"You prick," she said quietly. "What are...?" 
 
"Lucius Malfoy is dead; you no longer require my protection, if you ever did. In hindsight, 
it might be argued the marriage was entirely unnecessary. Nonetheless, you have been 
as good as your word. You have produced an heir for the Snape family. The name will 
not be lost. You may raise it as you see fit," he said coldly. "In short, you are free to get 
on with your life." 
 
"You're leaving me?" she asked, the cold replaced by a slow burn rising in her chest. 
 
"Don't be melodramatic," he snapped. "You will always be my wife. It will always be my 
heir." 
 
"IT is a boy," she said, glaring. "IT is your son." 
 
"It would be best that I--" he said, his eyes flat even though she caught the slightest 
shrug of relief coming from his shoulders. "I was no use to you. I will be of no use to the 
boy." 
 
"No," she said, rising to her feet awkwardly. 
 
"Excuse me?" he asked. 
 
"No. No, it wouldn't be best for anyone if you stayed away. It might be easier for you, 
but it would hardly be best. A baby needs--" she said angrily before he interrupted her. 
 
"A necrophile is hardly a suitable role model for a child," he said. "A separation would be 
advantageous for you as well, I imagine." 
 
"You're afraid, you pathetic excuse for a wizard," she said, her face burning. "You're 
afraid of a baby. You're afraid to try to be happy instead of mouldering away in the 
dungeon feeling sorry for yourself." 
 
His look was murderous, but she noticed he was not able to meet her gaze. 



 
"You said you loved me," she went on, her tone accusatory. 
 
"Love hardly matters," he said stonily. "I expect if we ignore it, eventually it will go 
away." 
 
She looked into his sharp-boned, hard-angled face for some hint of softening and found 
none. "I refuse to let you do this, Severus." 
 
"I am not giving you a choice, dear," he said, still not meeting her eyes. 
 
This was clearly one of those times Severus Snape desperately needed a good hard 
shake. 
 
She thought of a dozen ways to answer him, knowing in the end he could not stop her 
from following him back to the school, could not keep her from returning to the 
dungeons with the baby. She, in turn, could not force his heart. She did not let herself 
wonder how long he could stay distant from them if he set his mind to it. 
 
"Take your son, sir," she said and thrust the baby at him. 
 
Severus Snape, of the quicker-than-eye reflexes, all but flew backwards. She stepped 
toward him doggedly. 
 
"What sort of game are you playing, girl?" he said, gritting his teeth. 
 
"He's yours. You asked me to have him; the least you could do is take a look at him," 
she said steadily. 
 
"I see it well enough from here," he said, though she realised he had thus far done 
everything he could not to so much as look in the baby's direction. "Besides, dear wife, 
did it never occur to you I might have asked for an heir with the express intent of 
garnering your refusal?" 
 
"And I forced you to impregnate me?" she said. 
 
"You asked me to... take you every night," he said. She was surprised that her ears 
detected a hint of nervousness in his voice. 
 
"You could have refused. You weren't Imperio'd. You knew what would happen," she 
snapped. 
 
"My... Aurelius and Melusine were married fifteen years before her first pregnancy," he 
stammered. "I never imagined you would be so fecund." 
 
"Take him," she commanded. "Take him now; he's yours." 



 
He gave her a mulish look, but extended his hands slowly, woodenly. He looked intent 
on holding the baby as uneasily as possible, but he held it. 
 
"Something is wrong with it," he said abruptly. 
 
"Why do you say that?" she asked, peeved. 
 
"It's not crying." He looked into the baby's face hesitantly. "Shouldn't it be crying?" 
 
"I imagine he's used to you. He's only heard your voice every day of gestation. And if 
you could feel him, there is no reason to think he couldn't feel you," she snapped 
angrily. "He's probably wondering where you've been the last three days." 
 
Severus seemed to be slowly, almost imperceptibly, relaxing, settling the baby closer to 
his body, looking harder into the small face. 
 
"I took a walk, Infant Snape," he said archly to the bundle in his arms. "It is my habit to 
take walks from time to time." 
 
"For three days?" Hermione asked sceptically. 
 
"I walked to Azkaban," he said, lifting his gaze to meet hers for the first time. 
 
"To see your father." It wasn't a question. 
 
"I can see the trauma of childbirth hasn't dulled your grasp of the obvious," he said 
shortly. 
 
"What did you say to him?" she asked. 
 
"It was more the other way round. Surprising really, the man hasn't seen me since I was 
five years old, but he didn't fail to recognise me immediately. He asked what pit of 
degradation I had delved into to find a witch willing to bear my child," he said, grimacing. 
 
"What did you say?" she asked. 
 
"I believe the most innocuous way to put it would be to say I responded in kind," he 
said, cradling the baby close now. "What did you name him?" 
 
"Nothing yet. I was waiting for you to come back," she said, her head all at once feeling 
a bit light. "I like Corvus, but I'm not dead set on it. Nothing I've thought of seems 
exactly right." 
 
"There is a logical way to proceed with this, my dear. A child's name should fit well with 
the rest of his family, be difficult to shorten into some noxious pet name, and not lend 



itself easily to mockery," he said pompously, as though he had every right, as though he 
hadn't disappeared as soon as she went into labour. 
 
She found she didn't have the energy to be angry any longer. He was considering the 
baby with a softness of expression she had never seen on his face before. She wished 
she was in his arms, but the baby seemed to have his rapt attention. 
 
"Do you like Corvus?" she asked. 
 
"It fails criteria one and two, not to mention it is a bit dark," he said. 
 
She snorted and her head pounded. 
 
He ignored her. "Ptolemy is a good name." He pulled back the blanket slightly. "He 
looks like a Ptolemy, don't you think?" 
 
She was not sure whether she responded before the ground became unreliable beneath 
her feet and she fainted dead away. 

 
 
Hermione awoke back at the Hall, in bed, with Severus staring at her. 
 
"Where's the baby?" she said frantically. 
 
"I ate him," Severus sneered. 
 
It was a testament to how used to Severus she was that his statement relieved her. 
 
"Actually," Severus said leaning back in his chair, "I sent away your 'help.' Half the order 
of the Phoenix seemed a bit excessive for the care of one small boy and his mother." 
 
"Where is he?" she repeated, trying to envision Severus sending Molly Weasley away. 
 
"Argus has him," he said dismissively. "I wanted to give you my undivided attention, at 
least for the moment." 
 
She blinked and started to speak. 
 
"Your faith in my brother is heartening." He frowned. "I give you my word he is more 
than capable of caring for an infant." 
 
She raised her eyebrow, or at least tried to. Her entire body ached. 
 
"My earliest memories are of Argus. From the night of my birth, my mother never took to 
bed without the Draught of Dreamless Sleep. No matter how I might cry, it was quite 
impossible to awaken her. My father, on the other hand, favoured the Draught of 



Nightmarish Retching, otherwise known as Old Ogden's Fire Whiskey. It had different 
effects, but it rendered him quite incapable as well," he said calmly, without disgust. "I 
have not slept a night through since I entered the world and, with rare exception, Argus 
has walked with me every one of those nights. I believe the boy is in capable hands." 
 
She felt clammy between the cool white sheets. There were so many things she wanted 
to ask him, so many things she wanted to say, that she fell silent, unable to decide 
where to start. Had she had her wits about her, she would have realised entering into a 
staring contest with the head of Slytherin was a losing proposition. Sleepy-lidded ink-
black eyes met hers. Silently, she implored him to speak first. His trick, of course, was 
to face her blankly, wanting nothing. 
 
"Have you changed your mind?" she asked, folding. 
 
"I am not good with children, as you well know," he said quietly. 
 
"But you like him. I can tell you..." she said. 
 
"All the more reason to limit my contact," he answered. 
 
"Please," she said, trying to ignore the fact that she was drenched in a cold sweat. 
 
He cleared his throat and pulled the bedding carefully up around her. "Hermione, I wish 
to speak frankly. This entire business is disturbing and I wish to explain myself properly. 
Please do not interrupt me, this once." 
 
She sighed. 
 
"I do... have some feelings for you. I entered into this marriage under duress from Albus, 
you know that. I had no illusion about either of our feelings at that point but..." He 
stopped and swallowed. "You have been kind to me. You have been steadfast. You 
have forgiven me much and you have saved my life when I sought to save yours." 
 
"Then why do I feel as though I've done something wrong?" she asked. 
 
"I do not fault you, my dear. You have done your best by me. You have seen to it my 
line will not die out. I even... enjoy your company," he went on unsteadily. 
 
"I love you, Severus," she said sadly. "Does that matter to you at all?" 
 
"You feel for me as you would for any great wounded monster that Dumbledore placed 
in your path," he sighed. "You pity me and call it love." 
 
"I think I ought to be the authority on my own feelings." She frowned. "I pity Neville. 
Sometimes I pity Harry. Right now, I pity myself. I don't pity you. I love you." 
 



"It's to be expected that I have this reaction, this emotion." He said the word 
uncomfortably. "Madam, I have not been treated kindly by life. A fool could anticipate 
that I would desire one who extends such goodwill to me. It is logical that I love you. It 
follows, as well, that my attitude towards you should carry over somewhat to the child. 
Despite all this, we remain as we began. I am dark, bitter, and old before my time, and 
you are little more than a schoolgirl. There is no longer any imminent threat keeping us 
together. It would be best if we parted." 
 
She peered up at him. She had never had so clear a window into him before. How could 
he manage to be so right and so wrong simultaneously? She took his hand from where 
it rested on the edge of her bed. He stiffened, but she refused to let go. 
 
"Perhaps I do pity you, sometimes," she said and saw a flash of anger in his face. 
"Sometimes I want to hit you with my fists." For some reason, that relaxed him. "Usually 
I am glad to be with you; it's comfortable." 
 
He nodded reluctantly. 
 
"What I am trying to tell you, my dear," he said more tenderly than he had ever said 
anything to her, more tender even than his drugged confession of love, "I cannot do this 
because I do not know how and the price of failure is too high." 
 
Hermione didn't know if it was because she felt slightly hysterical or because it was truly 
funny, but she couldn't help herself. She laughed. 
 
Severus Snape then did something else she had never seen him do before. 
 
He gaped. 
 
"Sssseverus," she choked out, laughing, "I'm nineteen years old. You honestly think I 
know what I'm doing?" 
 
"Nonsense. You are a born mother," he said, pulling his dignity up stiffly around him. 
"Consider your nurturing of the first years." 
 
"I'm a born mother because I make Asmodeus Eggerton wash his hands before 
dinner?" She laughed, feeling insane. 
 
"It's more than I have done and I am his Head of House." He frowned. 
 
"It's not more; it's different," she said. "He never would have slogged through basic 
charms if it weren't for you. That Vincent Crabbe and Gregory Goyle managed to 
graduate with any NEWTs at all is a testament to your conscientiousness." 
 
"I've had worse than those two imbeciles, surprisingly, but I cannot imagine our child will 
need much inducement to study," he said. 



 
"What was the worst thing your father did to you? The worst thing about how you were 
raised?" she asked him impulsively. She immediately regretted asking, but then, 
astonishingly, he answered her. 
 
"Besides the fact that he fathered me in the first place?" he snapped before his speech 
became long and drawling. "I would suppose it was the fact that he made no bones 
about hating me, that he regretted me my very life. It was not only that he killed his own 
child to bring me into the world, but I believe he hated me... that I was... insufficient and 
obvious, the pitiful result of a heinous crime. He expected the worst of me and then, in 
the end, he preferred Azkaban to life as my father. He was gone and would rather be in 
prison than face what he had wrought." Severus' body was too still, almost like a crow 
about to take flight. 
 
"Then what your son needs is for you to love him, to enjoy the fact that he's alive, to 
expect the best of him, and for you to be there," she said, trying for brisk but sounding 
desperate to her own ears. 
 
He was quiet for a very long time, surreptitiously rubbing his thumb against the callus on 
her finger where she rested her quill. 
 
"You find the name acceptable, then? Ptolemy Snape?" he asked very quietly, his head 
cocked, bird-like, before continuing. "Before the three of us return to Hogwarts, it would 
likely behoove us to have a name for the boy." 

 
Tyger! Tyger!: Prosaic 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
And so they returned. Severus had the strange sensation, at first, of mistakenly having 
picked up the wrong luggage on the Express. Despite the fact that Ptolemy Snape was 
outweighed by quite a few of his father's potion tomes, there was something about 
having a family that was infinitely more unwieldy than simply being in possession of a 
wife. 
 
There was the expected cooing and blathering on the part of the school staff, as well as 
annoyingly sincere expressions of wonder at the boy's physical beauty. 
 
He intended to keep the child completely secluded from the student population, a plan 
that proved to be wholly untenable. Hermione was not one to be restricted to their 
quarters, and she and Ptolemy were not exactly separable at the moment. Severus had 
to grit his teeth and allow the students who paused to prattle at his wife and child at 
least a full minute before frightening them off, or else face the wrath of Hermione the 
Horrible. 
 
He supposed one had to compromise occasionally. His wife didn't bare her breasts to 
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suckle his child in faculty teas and he didn't mount the heads of anyone who dared 
touch his child on a pike in front of the passageway to Slytherin Tower. It was not an 
ideal arrangement, but it was one all parties could live with. 
 
He found young Ginevra Weasley in his rooms with irritating frequency, but the two of 
them managed to pretend one another didn't exist admirably. He accomplished his part 
in this by equating her roughly with his wife's cat. 
 
Ptolemy tended to wake around the time he usually left to patrol the halls. It was simpler 
to take the boy with him than to wake his mother. 
 
His mother. Hermione. 
 
She made his stomach churn lately. He had no idea what he was supposed to do. His 
desire for her now made his previous urges seem lukewarm in comparison. The sight of 
her across from him on the divan nursing his child made his heart beat race and his 
mouth go dry. 
 
He had recognised her beauty before in an abstract way. He added the sum of her 
small, nondescript nose, wide eyes, full rosy lips and knew the equation made for a not 
unattractive witch, but her looks had never touched him. Now, motherhood had erased 
all the hard edges of her young body, leaving her exactly the sort of female who set his 
imagination to work. Her foxish face seemed to have a piquant quality it hadn't 
possessed before, though that might have been the product of his own emotionalism. 
 
She was thoroughly distracted by the child, though. Which was as it should be. 
 
He told himself he was better off slinking away to masturbate over her image in the 
bathroom. It was simpler. 
 
September was doing away with itself and Severus was becoming reacquainted with 
the virtues of his own left hand while attempting to enjoy the pleasure of Hermione's 
company minus the distraction of sex. He thought perhaps he would have been better 
off wed to an equally intelligent, but slightly less attractive witch. 
 
Occasionally, it gratified him to take points from Gryffindor on the mornings when she 
looked exceptionally lovely as he was leaving his chambers. Additional points, anyway. 
 
Then one evening on the divan, as soon as the boy had been lulled to sleep and floated 
safely away to his own room, Severus noticed Hermione was looking at him out of the 
corner of her eye and chewing her lip nervously. 
 
"I know I'm not exactly back to Clean Sweep form but--" she said anxiously. 
 
He was erect from the minute she started mentioning brooms. It was embarrassing. 

 



 
Hermione could not finish her well-rehearsed proposition due to the fact that its intended 
target had grunted an affirmative and lifted her onto his lap. 
 
It was thrilling to have his hands on her like that once more. His sweet, slanted black 
eyes met hers. She stroked his cheek and he turned his head just enough to kiss her 
thumb. His breath smelled inexplicably, as if often did, of fresh-mown hay. She kissed 
him then. His lips clung gently to her own. She felt the darkness of him and it was 
beautiful, like Halloween night, joyous and dangerous and strangely sacred. 
 
He was what he was, her husband. Full of both uncommon loyalty and common 
pettiness. He was weak, as many men were weak. His strength was different. He kept 
himself confined, like an animal in a cruelly small cage, because he feared it so. He 
disdained silly wand-waving because when he took that black wand in his pale hand, 
death and destruction could follow all too easily. She had felt it when she killed Lucius, 
the power she wielded not wholly her own. He was alternately ruthless and shy, brilliant 
and pedantic. And he was struggling to be the best husband and father he knew how. 
 
And he was kissing her while she went to work on his buttons. It took at least a year to 
get him undressed between kisses. 
 
His broad, scarred chest burned warm under her hands. Her fingers played over where 
not more than two dozen black hairs grew around his nipples and then to his flat belly 
where the hair was thicker. 
 
He groaned unabashedly when she reached inside his trousers. 

 
 
She was pregnant again by January. 
 
This time Severus was irked to spend the entire labour chaperoned by a battalion of 
wizards, all but held prisoner at The Leaky Cauldron while every witch in the British 
Isles converged on the dungeon of Hogwarts Castle. 
 
Hagrid literally guarded the front door to prevent his escape. Albus stationed Alastor 
Moody at the back. Insulted didn't even begin to describe his reaction, which was 
admittedly preferable to thinking about his wife. 
 
His brain was ticking away, the way it tended to do when trapped like this. Not that he 
actually wanted to escape. But then, he hadn't intended to go missing at the birth of his 
firstborn, either. 
 
Severus Snape watched Tom, the barkeep, serve Arthur Weasley. How many times had 
that poor henpecked fool been through this, this infuriating sitting and waiting, unable to 
even monitor the progress for himself? Seven? No wonder he was bald. He probably 
pulled all the hair out himself, waiting. 



 
"I have come to a decision," he pronounced loudly to the assembled wizards. 
 
The room went quiet fairly quickly, though they were not as cowed as his students 
would have been. 
 
"The next time my wife gives birth, I am going to attend her," he said, gesturing with his 
Fire Whiskey for emphasis. 
 
Albus Dumbledore almost dropped young Ptolemy, who was sitting on the old wizard's 
lap. "My boy, is that really wise?" he said, reasserting his grip on the toddler. 
 
"It ain't right, 'Fessor; it just ain't done. You know that," Hagrid spluttered from his seat 
beside the door. 
 
"Muggles do it all the time. Or so my wife has given me to believe," he said serenely. If 
he had realised earlier how many people he could shock and horrify, he would be back 
in their chambers with her already. He smirked at the crowd. 
 
"She'll kill you," Ron Weasley said levelly, his red-haired spawn drooling and asleep 
against his chest. 
 
"A witch in labour is nothing to toy with," his father agreed. "You've heard about 
Menelaus Fletcher." 
 
The entire pub winced in unison. 
 
"Wandered into the birth chamber by pure accident, piss drunk, and she hexed it clean 
off," Ron elaborated, even though every member of the assembly was familiar with the 
story, except possibly for Ptolemy, who had the handicap of being all of thirteen months 
old. 
 
Severus recovered from his automatic cringe quickly enough to sneer, "Have you taken 
a good look at her offspring? She would have done well to hex it off sooner." 
 
Albus Dumbledore tried not to smile. 
 
"Even if you survive, you'll never look at her the same way again," Remus Lupin said, 
repeating the worn truism. 
 
"I have endured my wife's crusade for the rights of house elves and her questionable 
choice in friends. If you will remember, she already hexed me years before we ever 
married; I seem to have lived through it. I suspect my interest in her will be able to 
weather witnessing her bring forth young," Severus sniffed. 
 
"Dadadada," Ptolemy called to him songlike, arching his little back and trying with all his 



might to wiggle out of Dumbledore's arms. 
 
Severus set down his glass. "ACCIO BOY," he called and Ptolemy sailed peacefully into 
his father's arms, making one good somersault along the way. 
 
"Your funeral, mate, not mine," Ron Weasley said, oblivious to the ever-widening circle 
of spittle on his shirt. 
 
"She won't hurt me because she happens to love me desperately," Severus said 
authoritatively. Perhaps he'd drunk more than he thought. Of course he wasn't drunk, 
but he definitely was in a state of drink having been taken. More than one drink taken, if 
the truth were known. 
 
The pub full of wizards looked around sheepishly. Was it really so strange to think Lady 
Snape not only submitted herself to her husband's attentions, but was also somewhat 
fond of him? 
 
Of course, that wasn't what he had said, was it? He said "desperately in love," which, 
even he had to admit sounded like exaggeration. Ironically, he was fairly certain it was 
true. 
 
To be on the safe side, he made a concerted effort to keep his mouth shut for the rest of 
the night. 

 
 
Severus Snape awoke in one of the Cauldron's upstairs rooms with a mouth that tasted 
as though it had been stuffed with rancid haggis. Ptolemy was smiling as he did his best 
to garner his father's attention by means of repeated blows to the face with his little fist. 
"Dadada - nappy." The boy smiled the smile of pure devotion and raised his hand to 
strike his father once more. 
 
Severus intercepted his fist. "No," he said firmly, squinting through pained eyes. "Don't 
hit Daddy. It is very ungrateful of you." 
 
"No?" Ptolemy repeated. "Nappy Dadadada." 
 
"Give me a minute and I shall find someone else I can pay to do it," Severus said, 
sheltering his eyes with his hand. 
 
"Nappy Da," the boy said with admirable menace for someone who was largely 
monosyllabic, popping his father in the nose soundly to punctuate his request. 
 
Severus Snape rose from the bed and proceeded downstairs, holding the boy away 
from his body, careful to keep his distance from the decidedly aromatic little pugilist. 
 
"You stink," he told the boy. 



 
The child had the gall to sneer back at him and nod. "Da stink." 
 
"And you are impertinent," Severus added. 
 
The child then stuck out his little pink tongue. 
 
"Your mummy taught you that, didn't she?" Severus frowned. "Little shit." 
 
"Shit," the boy repeated, nodding. 
 
So Severus' thoughts were turning to Hermione a second later when he nearly walked 
straight into Minerva McGonagall. 
 
"Speaking of which, here, Minerva, change his pants." He handed her Ptolemy. 
 
"Nappy," the boy agreed. "Nappy, peaz." 
 
Minerva did not look overjoyed at the prospect. "I have come to inform you that your 
wife is well and you are father to a second son." 
 
Tension he did not know he was holding sagged from his shoulders. "The baby is well?" 
he asked. 
 
"Obnoxiously so. Not unlike the rest of the men in his family," she said, examining the 
appalling state of young Ptolemy's nappy. As far as Severus was concerned, it was the 
height of Gryffindor bravery. 
 
"Babies stink," Ptolemy said by way of a general pronouncement. 
 
"Yes, they do, but we manage to love them regardless," Severus said dryly. 

 
 
Hermione named the new child Seti. Seti Ctesibius Snape to be exact. His father 
grunted approval. 
 
After tense negotiations, Hermione agreed to import house elves from Snape Hall. 
Provided that the elves in question were willing to accept clothes and their freedom, any 
who wanted could serve the new generation of Snapes. 
 
Only Muddy and Cotty agreed to their Mistress' hard bargain. 
 
Severus called her a sadist. 
 
Predictably, Hermione was pregnant again within six months. 



 
Tyger! Tyger!: A Question of Love 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
Severus was fuming about the way Flitwick always assumed the worst of any Slytherin. 
 
Ravenclaws were as likely to cheat as any other student - more so perhaps because of 
the pressure of their house reputation. If Cuchulain Cornelius was indeed copying Dora 
Myhr's work and not vice versa, he would eat the fucking house cup. 
 
Then, to round out a perfectly infuriating school day, after the staff meeting he 
overheard Sinistra and Vector discussing the interaction between his and Hermione's 
astrological charts. 
 
"I could have told you how it would go," Sinistra said smugly. "Mars in Cancer. She's 
very fertile." 
 
"He's half of it, though," Vector answered. 
 
"Mars in Scorpio is potent as well. I'd hate to see their arguments, though - the Crab 
and the Scorpion." There was a shiver Sinistra's words. 
 
Vector piped up, "Anyone who knows Snape--" 
 
Sinistra jumped in. "Mars in Scorpio is poisonous when threatened, but thin-skinned. In 
the long run, he's the one I would worry about. She's got that thick carapace and if she 
ever gets tired of being stung--" Sinistra made a disturbing sound effect. "She'll rip 
straight into his soft underbelly." 
 
"Does Snape even have a soft underbelly?" Vector asked nervously. 
 
"That man is all underbelly. Not exactly a pussy cat; he really is a bastard - that's not an 
act if I can read my stars and I can - but he has lots of tender unexposed flesh, if you 
get my meaning. Of course, any fool could tell you the bigger the defences a man has, 
the more vulnerable he feels he is," she said, warming to the topic. 
 
Vector sighed, clearly terrified at the prospect of Snape, tender underbelly or no. 
 
"Snape has Venus in Virgo mirroring Granger's Sun," Sinistra went on, obviously 
unaware Severus was in the chair turned toward the fire, previously wondering how 
Flitwick would look on a spit with an apple in his mouth, now picturing Sinistra's face 
instead. 
 
"That's the position of monks and perverts, sometimes both - usually expresses 
affection through constant criticism. Often has a liking for non-standard practice, if you 
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get my drift - indicates a twisted urge, in any event." Sinistra said smugly. 
 
"Sums him up well, wouldn't you say? But what about her?" Vector asked. 
 
"Venus in Leo - aroused by power and adoration. An odd pairing, but if he likes to be 
dominated, it could be ideal," Sinistra said as if she knew. 
 
"Snape doesn't exactly strike me as the boot-licking type," Vector said argumentatively. 
 
"Come on, Vector, what do you think he was doing in You-Know-Who's service?" 
Sinistra insisted, shrill at being argued with. 
 
"Apart from passing information to the Headmaster?" Severus said before Vector could 
offer another inane response. 
 
He stood. The two of them looked ready to piss themselves. He enjoyed it immensely. 
 
"Apart from risking life, limb, and sanity to provide intelligence to the Order of the 
Phoenix, I was receiving regular strikes of Cruciatus. Deviant that I am, I enjoyed those 
immeasurably," he said, careful to keep his voice flat in the way that he knew delivered 
disturbing words most effectively. "Of course, who wouldn't be aroused grovelling in 
agony, knowing you might die at any moment." 
 
Both Vector and Sinistra looked like terrified first years. 
 
"If you will excuse me," he bowed slightly on his way out the door, "I believe Madam 
Snape has a pair of boots that need licking. If I am a very good boy, perhaps she will 
bring her out her whip." 
 
Trust Minerva to corner him outside the staff meeting after an exchange like that. 
 
"Have you taken a look at your wife lately, Severus?" Professor McGonagall said, 
drawing her mouth into a thin line. 
 
"Of course not. I despise the witch and cannot bear the sight of her," he said, just to get 
a rise out of the old bag. 
 
"Ppffft," Minerva said, looking like she was ready to box his ears "Don't get smart with 
me, boy. Have you taken a look at your wife? The child looks like hell." 
 
"She is hardly a child--" he began. 
 
"You've seen to that, haven't you," McGonagall said in a venomous tone. 
 
He couldn't help but sputter for a moment. Normally, he wasn't the sputtering sort, but 
his mind had been elsewhere and then this assault simply Apparated before him. 



 
"I apologise, Severus. That was uncalled for," she said with a sigh. "I'm concerned for 
Hermione. She is clearly suffering physically. " 
 
He stood very still and waited. It was true: she was weak. 
 
Her magic, their magic, was growing stronger with each child, but her small body 
seemed overwhelmed by the power that flowed through it. She had fallen asleep mid-
meal twice in the last week alone. Her fingernails split past the quick. No matter how 
much water he forced on her, her lips broke and bled. 
 
"Would it be too much to ask for you to exercise a bit of self-control?" She was looking 
at him as though he was some sort of animal. "I know you have more than your share of 
male pride, but I believe you have proven yourself sufficiently. Stop being a selfish prick 
for once." 
 
Severus was rapidly losing his temper. What gave her the right to comment? To 
presume the things she obviously presumed. What business was it of hers whether he 
and Hermione had no children or twenty? No, apparently whether he was unattached 
for his entire adult life or a respectably married father of three, it was the right - nay, the 
duty - of every passer-by to offer him an opinion. 
 
To pass judgement on his ability to care for his wife. 
 
He leaned close to her ear and hissed angrily, "I love my wife." 
 
"I know you do, boy," the Transfiguration professor said, giving him a hard look. "I'm 
simply asking you to do it less frequently and demonstrably. Give the poor girl a rest." 
 
The best response Severus could manage was to leave wordlessly in a rippling eddy of 
black robes. 
 
He was right: she was a sanctimonious cow. 

 
 
Severus did not enter into marriage with Hermione Granger with the intention of 
repopulating the wizarding world. That did not seem to stop her body from carrying on 
as though it was under personal instructions from Fudge himself. 
 
On his wedding day, before her enthusiastic responses during the consummation, the 
Potions master had imagined that, after fifteen or twenty years, he would prevail upon 
the Granger girl to bear one child - a son of course - from whom he would remain calmly 
disengaged. 
 
With any luck, he would not inherit his mother's hair. 
 



Seldom were his expectations so utterly wrong. 
 
He had no idea it was possible to have such intense feelings for such small, unfinished 
people. And now she was making yet another one. Another black-eyed, curly-headed 
babe. He would unquestionably love it beyond reason as well. 
 
Most witches he had known of, outside the Weasley family, suffered through years of 
failed attempts before managing even one successful pregnancy. Hermione really was 
quite amazing. Perhaps he was somewhat amazing as well. 
 
But sometimes there was such a thing as being too impressive for one's own good. 
 
Yes, he knew she had a plan. Strike that, his wife had a PLAN. Madam Snape never 
made plans in lower-case letters. Not unlike the incident with the Time Turner during her 
third year, it was a case of her brain taking on more than her body was capable of. 
 
The question was, what was he supposed to do about it? He was not about to bring up 
the topic of contraception with his wife. First off, it was illegal in a not-just-a-fine-but-five-
years-in-Azkaban way. Second of all, to impede engendering children was Dark Arts, 
and he was not keen to initiate Hermione, of all people, into Dark Arts under the roof of 
Hogwarts itself and Albus Dumbledore's metaphorical nose. Thirdly, and not least 
importantly, with his great grandmother's financial rewards, Hermione's earnings 
already far outstripped his own and, if she kept at it, they would be quite beyond 
comfortable in a few years. 
 
The only problem was that it was exhausting her. 
 
It was impossible to deny. He brewed every strengthening elixir it was safe to administer 
to a pregnant witch. Somehow, they all fell short. As in all things, Hermione threw 
herself into her children without reservation. Dark circles never left her eyes, only 
lightened when she was well rested. She'd looked much the same during her third year 
when she attempted to take every class available to her. 
 
He took to scouring his lesser-known texts for a solution for her pernicious decline. His 
pleasure at finding a way to help her was immoderate. 
 
The only question was, would it work with the substitution? 

 
 
Hermione decided it was for the best that Severus had such an off-putting 
temperament. If he were at all flirty or handsome, his excessive virility would be 
obnoxious. It was almost as though simply thinking of having sex with the Potions 
master was enough to get a witch pregnant. 
 
Several inane jokes about "most potent potions" skittered across her brain. 
 



She pictured his sperm not unlike the wizard himself: strong, swift, purposeful, and 
sneering down their enormous noses at lesser bumbling genetic emissaries. 
 
Insufferable gits. 
 
After this baby, she was going to start employing some good old Muggle contraceptive 
technology, at least for a year or two. Not that she was going to tell Severus anything 
about it. No, that would only serve to start a pointless row. She wouldn't tell him and he 
would not comment when she stopped having a baby a year. 
 
It was the sort of unspoken agreement they excelled at. 
 
Like Legilimancy. Since the killing of Lucius, their magic had become a seamless whole. 
He was more than capable of looking at her thoughts. The reverse was also true, 
though she never chose to exercise the prerogative. It was never discussed. 
 
He invaded her mind once late on a Saturday evening on the couch, and she 
suspected, he did it out of sheer curiosity. In her daydreaming mind, she was wearing a 
very short school skirt, which he was in the process of lifting. He was in his teaching 
robes and they were at the front of a Potions classroom full of students. He withdrew 
from her mind so rapidly it was dizzying. 
 
Served him right. 
 
She knew he found the entire thing unconscionably perverse, so it was likely best they 
didn't speak of it. She couldn't have scandalised him more if she'd tried. 
Of course, neither of them ever mentioned the fantasy. 
 
Her eventual use of birth control was the only part of her grand design to fall under a 
similar blanket of discretion. 
 
She detailed the remainder of the plan for his benefit because it did involve him, after 
all. And it went without saying Hermione Snape relished having a plan for her life. She 
would never wish the life of a lonely only child on her offspring - or, when she 
considered it - the overly insular relationship of a child with only one sibling. Three 
would be nice, although four might be preferable. 
 
She favoured round numbers and six was out of the question. 
 
In opposition to Professor McGonagall's stern looks and head shaking in Severus' 
general direction, Hermione did want the children as close as possible in age, providing 
them with suitable playmates and close friends they would never lose. She also was 
looking out for her own self-interest ever so slightly. Nappies would be out of the way all 
at once. She would raise her children while she was young and undistracted by a 
career, leaving her a good 140 years or so to rise to eminence in 
whatever field she chose. 



 
She trusted Severus not to second-guess her. 
 
He didn't. Instead he gave that grunt. That slightly irritating grunt that meant he was 
acquiescing without overt enthusiasm. Of course, extracting overt enthusiasm from 
Severus Snape all but required a vise of some sort. 
 
Elves or no elves, plan or no plan, six months pregnant with a one-year-old and a two-
year-old was tiring. 

 
 
The Potions master had spent a good deal of time over the last month reading and 
rereading a rather esoteric scroll. The infuriating thing was so obscure no one had ever 
bothered to copy it into book form, necessitating endless rolling and unrolling. 
 
Severus loathed to admit it, but his written Chinese was simply not as fluent as it might 
have been. Translation charms were only so accurate. Severus knew only one viable 
solution: write to one of the two Potions masters he knew in the Canton province of 
China where the scroll had originated, and ask for their advice. It was only a question of 
whom to ask and exactly how to word his letter. 
 
Master Kong Ying Gat was knowledgeable, but he had to be approached with 
obsequious toadying. It was only slightly less exacting than asking the Dark Lord for a 
favour. 
 
Potions Mistress Ng, on the other hand, was rude, bordering on hostile, but she was 
also at least as competent a Potions master as Ying Gat, and with her he needn't spend 
all day researching honorifics. 
 
It took two weeks to receive her reply. 
 
The letter began with characteristic sharpness. 
 
Snape-- 
 
My answer to you is a qualified "yes." The potion maker's gender is irrelevant. The 
name of the potion stems from the natural assumption that only a female child would 
possess the necessary devotion to brew the mixture. Neither does the Test Of a 
Daughter's Piety require that the brewer be the literal child of the potion's recipient, but 
certain criteria must be met. Naturally, being a foreigner, your understanding was often 
incomplete when it was not glaringly wrong. 
 
The phrase you understood as "sucked her breast" would be more exactly "took milk 
from her breast," which denotes the literal taking in of sustenance, not merely toying 
with a woman's nipple as is some men's habit. Similarly, "whom she has given life" were 
the words you used when "whom she has caused to live" might be more apt. Your 



notion that "giving life" equals "bearing sons" is an unorthodox interpretation, to say the 
least, and almost certainly wrong. Although, your second suggestion, that the phrase 
would be interchangeable with "whose life she has saved," has a good chance of being 
correct. 
 
The final and most important criterion is devotion. It is said great masters have failed in 
the production of the Test of a Daughter's Piety because their devotion was insufficient 
and barely trained country witches have succeeded. If the potion is a failure, however, it 
will do no more harm than a slight case of indigestion. 
 
M. Ng, 
Potions Mistress 
 
Severus started work on the potion immediately. Trusting his students' fear more than 
he trusted his wife's regard for his privacy, he began in a small storeroom just off the 
Potions class. 
 
After carefully warding the room, he separated the third joints from the spines of the 
horned toads and ground them in his pestle to a fine powder. 

 
 
In a fit of largesse or machismo or some mix of the two, Severus had taken up the job of 
putting the boys to bed early in her pregnancy. Sleep came to her quickly and deeply. 
 
She dreamt but later she could not remember the substance of her dream. 

 
 
One hundred and eight additions to the potion and seven days later, Severus stood 
shirtless over the slowly simmering cauldron. 
 
It was a thick, homogenous monstrosity that looked as if it might become sentient at any 
moment. 
 
The text was nebulous on many counts. While Severus did not believe many were his 
equal when it came to the preparation of potions, not even he was above making an 
error from time to time. 
 
That ignored the question of devotion. 
 
Or love. That was Minerva's real challenge, wasn't it? And Madam Ng's as well. 
 
Did he love his wife? 
 
Could such as him say "love" to a woman without fouling the very notion? 
 



Did his attachment to Hermione live in the skin that rose to her touch as if to cold? Did 
his emotions for her run deeper than her body against his? Was his attachment only to 
her eternally spinning mind, willing arms, and fertile womb? 
 
Did he love her? 
 
If he didn't, he did not know what love was. 
 
What he felt for her emanated from the marrow of his bones. If this wasn't love, then 
love was worthless. 
 
He looked at the contents of the steaming cauldron. The time had come to add the most 
crucial ingredient. 
 
Severus Snape took up his sharp thin knife and pressed it methodically into the flesh of 
his arm. It looked like a sufficient amount of meat, but he weighed it to be certain. 
 
With a thoughtless flick of his wand, he closed the wound and cleaned the blood that 
had pooled on the flagstones. 
 
He expertly carved the flesh to bite-sized chunks and was well satisfied when the tonic 
began to swirl rapidly at their addition. 
 
In a matter of moments, the elixir in his silver cauldron resembled nothing so much as 
the sort of clear broth one might feed an invalid. 

 
 
Hermione was awakened by the sensation of a deft forefinger stroking the sole of her 
foot. As her mind rose to consciousness, the rest of her body quickly came to a pleasant 
anticipation of unfolding events. 
 
The touch slipped to her ankle and she shifted her knees open slightly. 
 
Next, Severus would say something snide about her choice of knickers. She would not 
quite be amused. Then Severus would slip them off and there would be some sort of 
sex. She smiled sleepily in anticipation. 
 
Trouble was, Severus had stopped mid-stroke and was staring at her. 
 
She struggled to sit up and look at him. 
 
"Would you be willing to accept an offering, my dear?" he said, sitting against the foot of 
the bed, looking oddly stiff and formal for a man in his shirt sleeves. 
 
"I beg your pardon?" she said, struggling to sit up, befuddled. 
 



A look of amusement that was almost, but not quite, a sneer rose to his face, and his 
tone went instantly to offhanded sarcasm. "I have some soup for you, Mummy. You look 
hungry." 
 
Oh, she hated that. "Mummy," she hated it. It made her teeth grit and she wanted to 
slap him. He had an uncanny ability to make the word sound both ludicrous and 
obscene. 
 
She might well love him, but that didn't stop him from getting straight up her nose 
sometimes. 
 
"I'm not hungry," she said. 
 
"Are you trying to make Muddy cry? The damn elves are sufficiently repulsive without 
the added appeal of a runny nose," he said. 
 
She was instantly suspicious, although she couldn't say why. 
 
Then he produced a porcelain bowl and spoon seemingly from nowhere and attempted 
to shovel something into her mouth. 
 
She backed up until she was wedged between Severus' spoon and the head of the bed. 
 
"No elf made that," she said bluntly. "What are you trying to feed me and why?" 
 
Severus set the spoon back in the bowl with a loud clank, clearly annoyed. Well, that 
made two of them. "Very well." He frowned harder. "I made it. It is a restorative. 
According to the manuscript, it is most effective if delivered directly to the patient's lips 
by the... maker." 
 
Hermione looked at it speculatively and sniffed. It didn't look much like his usual 
restoratives. It looked like a thin broth with a few delicate pieces of vegetable. She 
peered down into the bowl and saw what looked like morsels of pork. 
 
"Is that pork?" She wrinkled her nose. While not a strict vegetarian, she had been raised 
to avoid meat and the prejudice had stuck with her. 
 
"If you must know, it's bat. Of course, you would complain if it were nectar of the gods," 
he snapped. "Now, be a good little mummy and open your fucking mouth." 
 
"Isn't that contrary to some code, some brotherhood of winged creatures of the night, 
serving up one of your brethren like that?" she said, right before he crammed a mouthful 
down her gullet. 
 
"I would betray any number of winged rodentia for the health of my wife and child," he 
said, putting another spoon in her mouth as soon as she swallowed. 



 
"Nice to know I outrank the lesser mammals," she said before he could jam another bite 
in. 
 
"Puts you ahead of the students at any rate." He frowned. "Does it taste too awful?" 
 
That was funny: Severus normally didn't give a fabled rat's arse how his remedies 
tasted. She gave him a measuring look. "If I didn't know better, I would think a house elf 
did make this. A Chinese house elf. Muddy's repertoire is a bit limited." 
 
He shoved another portion between her lips. She gave every appearance of savouring 
it. 
 
"It's clearly a potion. There is an almost overwhelming complexity of flavour despite the 
watery consistency. I'm betting you have over a hundred different ingredients in this. 
Merlin, but it's delicious. You should make this for me again," she said, opening her 
mouth like a hungry baby bird. 
 
"I think not," he said. "It was pain enough in the arse to brew once." 
 
Hermione was beginning to feel strange. "What's in this?" 
 
A sharp pain cracked her chest like a blow to the heart. Her eyes went wide as the pop 
was followed by slow-burning warmth that went from her toes to the frizzy ends of her 
hair. It felt like she was full of light, full of... she didn't have a word for it other than love. 
Not that she felt drugged - no, she felt sharp, more herself than she had since she was 
five years old, standing in the back garden with her father under the black sky learning 
the constellations. She felt strong, like she could stride down the corridors and leave 
Severus scurrying to catch up. 
 
"What is in this?" she asked him, enthralled. 
 
Severus shrugged and tapped the spoon against the side of the bowl. "A tediously long 
list of exotic, costly, and yet harmless ingredients requiring mind-numbing mincing, 
dicing, and several stages of boiling at rather precise temperatures. Finish up, 
Hermione. I would rather not spend the entire evening feeding my wife like an infant." 
 
How perfectly like him. It was a fault of hers, she thought, that she managed to be 
annoyed with people she liked a good deal when they behaved the way they always did. 
To be honest, she was not annoyed so much as amused; Severus didn't look half bad in 
shirtsleeves. 
 
His hair was in his face and his lips were parted slightly. She felt wonderful and there 
was something so dear about him this way, looking so earnest and intent. Merlin, she 
wanted him. 
 



In between bites, she managed to ask, "Surely you've got something else you would 
rather put in my mouth?" 
 
"After you finish, and don't be lewd," he said. 
 
"I thought you appreciated a sexually aggressive witch," she said primly. 
 
"There is a difference between being sexually aggressive and sexually compulsive. One 
thing at a time. Let us finish with your potion." He frowned indulgently. 
 
"The boys are asleep. I was simply attempting to gather my rosebuds while the 
opportunity presented itself," she said in a very Severuslike tone as he ladled the last 
delicious bite into her mouth. There was something about the weight of it in her belly 
that left her feeling supremely satisfied. It was mystifying. "What did I just eat?" 
 
Severus shrugged, looking at her from head to toe, a grin creeping into one corner of 
his mouth. In the process of briskly feeding Hermione the potion, Severus had got a tiny 
drop on the bedclothes. Although it was a clear broth in her husband's bowl, on the 
coverlet it was thick and dark red. 
 
Severus unbuttoned his trousers, a smug smile on his face. Hermione was so shining 
with energy she forgot she had ever been tired, never noticing the spot on the blanket. 

 
 
Severus grinned at his wife with unabashed delight. 
 
Objectively, she had never looked so well in all the years he had been acquainted with 
her. 
 
Her hair was glossy and massive. Her skin was rosy rather than library rat pale. Her lips 
and nails had repaired themselves. 
 
"How do you feel, my dear?" 
 
He watched her cock her head and say wonderingly, "You know, I don't believe I've ever 
felt this good before in my life." 
 
He suppressed his urge to laugh with pleasure. "Shall we declare the potion a 
success?" 
 
"Yes, without reservation," she said. 
 
"You are perfectly free to sleep if you wish," he said. 
 
"Don't be a tease," she said with a quick frown. 
 



"Then by all means, ACCIO CHAIR," he said, bringing an armchair skittering toward 
them from the sitting room. 

 
 
"Get on with it," she said impatiently. "Open your trousers." She moved herself clumsily 
to the chair. 
 
And out his penis sprang, with a force and motion that merited a clap of thunder. Not 
bad at all for forty-four. Sometimes, she needed to remind herself that, for a wizard, he 
wasn't even middle-aged. 
 
She brushed one knuckle against her lower lip and he understood immediately. 
 
It took about two seconds before he was holding his warm penis against her cheek. She 
couldn't help herself. 
 
"Mmmmmmmmmmmmm. Oh, yes, exactly like that." He brushed himself back and forth 
across her cheek. 
 
She answered with a moan of her own. 
 
"Don't rush." He bounced his penis insistently against her lips. 
 
She skimmed his shaft with her lips again. She drew her tongue up to his head so lightly 
she knew it would drive him mad. 
 
In all honesty, she wanted to swallow him at that point, but she knew the Potions master 
better than that. He would be disappointed if she didn't drag the teasing out longer. She 
could feel his pulse on her lip as she rested him on her open mouth without so much as 
getting him wet. 
 
His eyes practically rolled back in his head. She bit into the underside of his shaft near 
the base just the way he liked it, edging up on pain, then backing away. She rubbed her 
face again him again, nuzzled his testicles, enjoying the black hairs against her lips and 
the smell - mmmmm - the smell of him. 
 
It was possibly one of the best things about oral sex with Severus Snape. He had to be 
aroused, and she had to press her face between his legs to smell it, but when he was 
aroused, there was the strong odour of sweetness and musk. It was like burying her 
face in a mink coat while eating caramel after caramel. 
 
She couldn't help herself. She buried her nose in his pubic hair and inhaled, only 
incidentally glancing his penis with the corner of her mouth. It drove him wild. 
 
"Ummfff," he grunted, laying his hands lightly atop her head. 
 



She looked up to see him biting that lower lip. Another one of her favourite things. His 
upper lip was practically non-existent, but his lower lip was full and sweet. 
 
She slipped back his foreskin and nipped one flared and fleshy edge of his head with 
her teeth. 
 
"Harder. Bite harder," he whispered. 
 
She complied, even though that sort of thing tended to leave her vaguely worried. She 
understood he did not want real pain, only a thread of white to make the black stand out 
more sharply. Only a complement to the pleasure he knew was coming. It bothered her 
nonetheless. 
 
"Perfect," he muttered, glassy-eyed. She would have done more unsettling things than 
that to be called perfect by Severus Snape. 
 
She bit the other side. Asymmetry bothered her. 
 
"Now give me pleasure." His tone straddled the border between a plea and a command, 
and she felt compelled to push it over the edge. The few times her husband unfurled the 
demanding personality he used elsewhere in bed had left her feeling ambivalent. 
Perhaps ambivalent was the wrong word - what she felt was both sickened and aroused 
beyond her ability to articulate. Of course, she did her best to express neither emotion. 
 
Anyway, that night, she allowed him to assume the role that he enjoyed only here. She 
stopped and waited expectantly. He wanted to beg. 
 
"You are so exquisite, Please. I need... I need you to..." he said as she slid him slowly 
into her mouth, working her way down to his delicious-smelling pubic hair. 
 
He stroked her hair, releasing the last strands from their braid. Strong hands kneaded 
her scalp. She felt light-headed. Her crotch was starting to throb in time with Severus' 
pulse drumming in her mouth. 
 
She reached one hand around her growing belly and down inside her knickers. 
 
"Hermione, Wife, does it arouse you to fellate me? You are such an amazing 
cocksucker, better than any Knockturn Alley whore," he whispered. 
 
He had to be far gone to say a thing like that. Yes, she was, as he put it, "aroused," but 
that didn't temper the knife that twisted in her at his words or the remarks that came to 
mind. Luckily, she had a large, turgid penis in her mouth or one of those snotty retorts 
might have popped out. 
 
"I love this," he hissed. "I love you. I love you, Hermione." 
 



That settled it: he had to be using all his inner resources to keep from ejaculating. His 
inner resources were fairly mighty, though. He could hold off indefinitely. Of course, he 
wouldn't be very smart in the meantime. 
 
She never would have imagined even the Potion master's knifepoint of an intellect could 
be dulled by sex, if only for brief stretches. She never imagined she would be in love 
with him, for that matter. Of course, there was no way it ever crossed her mind that she 
would one day, more than anything on earth, long for Severus Snape to declare his love 
to her when he wasn't intoxicated or erect. 
 
She wanted to cry. She had him down her throat and her fingers were insistent against 
her clitoris. It was all too much and not enough at the same time. 
 
She told herself to grow up. It was what it was. Her husband loved her and he showed 
her the best he could: with his head on her shoulder and his lips on the back of her 
hand and his constant stupid little gifts. 
 
She had enough handkerchiefs emblazoned with HS to last the rest of her life, not to 
mention enough delicately embroidered little slippers for, if not an army, at least a 
troupe of Girl Guides. Of course he loved her. Did Severus Snape treat any other 
person alive the way he treated her? 
 
She loved him. She loved him and if the way she could best touch his heart required his 
glans come in contact with her tonsils, so be it. 
 
She slid him almost out of her mouth, then slowly forced him down until her lips met 
pubic hair again. That shut him up. All he could do was breathe for a minute while she 
held him in her mouth, slaloming her tongue from side to side. 
 
Her clitoris was pushing back hard and wet against her fingers and she didn't have the 
energy to force herself into conscious thought. Saliva flooded her mouth. 
 
"Fuck, that's wet," he sighed. 
 
She swallowed, then forced her throat to relax and eased him down the rest of the way. 
 
She ran her free hand up his side to his nipple, scraping his skin with her nails as she 
went. 
 
"Stop. Stop. Stop." Her husband pulled out of her mouth abruptly. "Give me a moment. 
Not yet. I don't want it to end. I am not ready for it to end." 
 
He stood there shaking in the cool dungeon room, literally panting. 
 
"Now." He tried to return his penis to her mouth before he realised her masturbation 
was reaching a fevered pitch. "Oh, Wife - mmmmm - that is beautiful. So beautiful." 



 
He knelt, and his thumb and first two fingers slid into her as soon as he saw how close 
she was to reaching orgasm. She barely noticed his other hand wrapped around his 
penis. He reached with his fingers until he pressed the blessed spot and something 
inside her whirred like a Fizzing Whizbee and she caught fire. 
 
Gold and red spun behind her eyes. 
 
She had barely finished when he was looming over her, his penis bobbing against her 
lips again. She looked up at his face; somehow that lost and fearful look had crept over 
him again. He was hanging back, waiting for approval, touching the corner of her mouth 
hesitantly, as if afraid she was going to hand him a rejection at that late date. She 
extended her tongue and drew a series of figure eight's along his scrotum, then reached 
out to grasp his buttocks in both hands. 
 
"I want you, Severus, I always want you," she whispered before swallowing him down 
again. 
 
There was a sharp intake of breath and unconsciously he bucked against her, ever so 
slightly. Her mouth was stretched wide to hold him gently - no sucking, no undue 
pressure - he wanted to make it last, to hold out until the avalanche of sensation won 
out over his monolithic self-denial. She let him slip from her mouth and drew her tongue 
over and between his testicles before moving in a single slow wet stroke all the way up 
to his urethra. It was the equivalent of an Unforgivable in their little war: a few more like 
that and he would be waving the white flag all over her face. 
 
He pulled away abruptly once more, but stood over her stroking himself. Long elegant 
fingers on a long elegant sexual organ. It was mesmerising. 
 
"What would you like me to do?" she asked dumbly. 
 
"Smile, my love. Smile at me," he whispered. 
 
She looked up into his luminous black eyes and did as he asked, willing him to know, if 
only for an instant how much she loved him. If someone had described this to her, she 
would have said she didn't want anything so complicated, but now that she had it, she 
wouldn't have traded that tender tortured bastard for the world. Words were inadequate, 
but so was sex, so was everything. Everything except, perhaps, his baby turning inside 
of her. 
 
A half dozen rough pulls later and heavy white arcs coated her face with semen. 
 
"Scourgify," he whispered, still shaking. 
 
Then he did a surprising thing. Leaning down with his elbows on the arms of her chair, 
his face so close to hers in a way that was more intimate than what had passed 



between them before, he spoke. 
 
"I have made you well, haven't I?" he asked, still breathing hard. 
 
She nodded. 

 

Tyger! Tyger!: Melusine 
 

by Bloodcult of Freud 
 
Madam Snape wasn't in the habit of being awakened in the middle of the night, so it 
took her several minutes to realise her husband was bellowing for her from the sitting 
room Floo. 
 
"I am gratified to see Your Majesty can be bothered to arise from her bed," he said as 
only he could. 
 
"Sod off," she said, rubbing her eyes, too sleepy to say anything other than the first 
thing that came to mind. 
 
Severus sneered. "Such language, Sleeping Beauty. Miss Canavron and Miss Hinton 
appear to have broken into Binns' office to procure, I believe, the answers to the test 
over the Goblin Wars. Ingenious lasses that they are, they have managed set 
explosions in the seventh, eighth, and third-floor lavatories simultaneously as a 
diversionary tactic. I need you to retrieve the boys as soon as possible." 
 
"Where are they?" she asked drowsily. 
 
"Argus' chambers. There is a portrait that will keep an eye on them in the meanwhile," 
he said, turning his head to listen. 
 
"Severus, a painting can't possibly--" His head was gone from the Floo before she could 
finish her sentence. 
 
Hermione threw on her dress and set out for Filch's room as quickly as her unwieldy 
belly would let her. 
 
The anxious détente between her and the caretaker had held for Severus' sake. But no 
matter how hard she tried, she simply didn't have it in her to like her brother-in-law. For 
his part, Filch actively disdained her. 
 
She knew where his rooms were, but she had never set foot there. 
 
She trudged through the dark castle, internally cursing Canavron and Hinton. 
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As she stepped into the false closet that served as an entryway to his chambers, she 
heard a woman singing. A woman? A woman in Argus Filch's rooms? The thought 
made her skin crawl. And decidedly not in that appealing Severus Snape sort of way. 
 
She listened as she felt in the dark for the hidden lever or knob that would open the 
wall. 
 
The voice was a rich warm alto, the song one of those antiquated tunes she had half 
heard from the other room a dozen times when Severus was putting the boys to bed. Of 
course, he looked embarrassed beyond words if she dared to ask him to sing for her. 
Never mind that his voice was beautiful. Never mind the boys were so accustomed to 
their father's flawless pitch that the only time Hermione had attempted a song, the boys 
had asked her to stop and never sing again. 
 
Merlin, where was that lever? Or was it a switch? 
 
She listened to the words. 
 
"The taller that a pine tree grows, the sweeter is its bough 
And the fairer that a young man speaks, the falser is his vow 
 
They'll kiss you and caress you, until they have you won 
Then they'll go away and leave you for some other one 
 
So all you fair and tender maids, a warning take by me 
And never try to build your nest at the top of some tall tree 
 
The green leaves, they will wither and the roots, they will decay--" 
 
Her hand chanced upon the lever. She had been searching the wrong wall. 
 
If she hadn't been preoccupied with finding the door, perhaps she would have been 
prepared for what she saw when she opened it. 
 
Against all probability, Argus Filch had homier living chambers than she did. 
 
There was no need to worry about her sons. They were curled up, sleeping like two 
puppies, in a cot in Mr Filch's sitting room. Either he or Severus must have set it up 
especially. Did they come here often? 
 
To be honest, she had nothing against the dungeon rooms, lined as they were floor-to-
ceiling with bookshelves. The furniture they had, while not exactly cosy, was dignified 
and serviceable. 
 
Hermione supposed she could have redecorated if she truly wanted to, but it seemed 
like an awful lot of frivolous effort. She only actually thought about it when Ginny 



referred to their rooms as "the library annex." 
 
To be fair, she had added rugs when Ptolemy started to crawl. 
 
But Mr Filch's rooms were much nicer. 
 
It was rather disturbing, really. 
 
"Shhhhhhh," a painting hushed her. 
 
They didn't have any paintings in their rooms. Paintings annoyed Severus, and she 
didn't much care one way or the other. 
 
When she saw the portrait, she couldn't help but stare openly. Clearly, it had been the 
one singing. She couldn't tear her eyes away. 
 
There was no doubting who she was. She was not beautiful or even pretty. Still, she 
was one of those women who managed to render themselves fascinating through sheer 
dint of effort and artifice. 
 
There it was, the unbroken original of Severus' great beaky nose. Her skin was not quite 
as white, but her hair and eyes were both as black as coal. She had the same long face 
and high hard cheekbones. Her clothes were exquisite. The overall effect was one of a 
witch with unerring discernment. 
 
Who would have guessed Severus favoured his mother so? 
 
The portrait was staring at her with equal curiosity. "I put them to sleep," the witch in the 
painting said. 
 
After hearing her low rich singing, the breathy high-pitched voice she used to speak to 
Hermione sounded unbearably false. "You're her, aren't you? You're my son's wife." 
 
Hermione nodded. "What has he told you?" 
 
"Severus tells me nothing. Little more than 'Hello, Mother, here are the children,' but 
Argus would not bring me his brother's bastards no matter how charming he found 
them. So... Severus must be married," she said with brittle lightness. 
 
Hermione considered that for a moment. "Neither one of them has said anything to you 
about me?" 
 
The picture tilted her head. "I know your name is Persephone." 
 
"No, it's not," she said with a blink. "My name is Hermione, Hermione Jane Snape." 
 



"Ptolemy is under the impression his mother is a witch named Persephone," the witch in 
the painting said suspiciously. 
 
"That's just a sort of a pet name Severus has for me, more a joke really; it's only a joke," 
Hermione said defensively. 
 
"My son has a pet name for his wife?" the portrait said dubiously. "My son, Severus?" 
 
Hermione winced. "We get on well." 
 
"Of course you do," she said, all saccharine, glancing over at the sleeping children and 
then Hermione's belly. 
 
"Why didn't you ask one of the other pictures about us?" Hermione asked. 
 
The portrait sniffed. "I'm not very popular." 
 
Hermione supposed being both a murderess and a suicide might hamper one's social 
life, even in the two-dimensional world of magical paintings. 
 
Still, there was no point being rude, was there, no matter what Severus said about 
paintings being things not people? Severus was good, very good, despite his sharp 
tongue and infantile temper. His mother couldn't be completely bad. 
 
Hermione determined her course and looked the witch right in her slitted black eyes. 
"May I call you Melusine?" she asked nicely. 
 
Her mother-in-law's portrait looked decidedly taken aback. "Sweet Nimue, you may not." 
 
Hermione did her level best not to be put out. 
 
"No one called me Melusine when I was alive. Let us not start now. It's Melly. What do 
they call you? 'Mione? Hermie?" the black-haired witch said in a rich voice that matched 
her singing. 
 
"I'm really not one for nicknames," Hermione admitted. 
 
"You make everyone say the whole thing? Always? Hermione?" She laughed. "I see 
how you would appeal to Severus. I suppose the question is why would he appeal to 
you?" 
 
Hermione really didn't want to explain the whole asinine marriage law/Lucius Malfoy 
debacle. She wondered if she ought to tell Melusine she married him for his bugs. She 
didn't want to lie, but then she realised Melly hadn't asked her why she had married 
Severus. She had asked why he would appeal to her. 
 



"He is very intelligent," Hermione said too quickly. 
 
Melly gave her a familiar incredulous look. There were plenty of intelligent wizards who 
were less daunting. Less difficult. 
 
Hermione sighed. "Honestly, I can't imagine any other man being so intense, and he is 
profoundly loyal. Why did you marry Severus' father?" 
 
Melly shut her eyes, deeply pained. "Because he asked? Because I loved him even if he 
could never love anyone the way he loved himself? Not a very good answer, is it?" 
 
Hermione found herself at a loss for comforting words. All she had was stockpile of 
questions. 
 
"I'm sorry if I've upset you. This is a rather intimate conversation for relative strangers," 
Hermione said. 
 
"Are we really strangers? After all, we've both had that dark thing in us," Melly said 
bitterly. 
 
Hermione was indignant. "He is not a dark thing." 
 
"He's not a bloody ray of sunshine. Don't lie to me, of all people. I know what he is. I 
made him." Melusine was livid and so was Hermione. 
 
They were both right and both wrong. 
 
"Then why the hell did you do it?" Hermione snapped. "Why would you commit a crime 
like that and then turn around and hate the very thing you wanted so badly?" 
 
"You wouldn't understand," Melly said. 
 
"Because I'm Muggle-born?" Hermione asked. 
 
"You're a Mudblood?" She seemed genuinely shocked. It seemed to take her several 
seconds to find herself again. When she did, she was calmer. "You wouldn't understand 
because you aren't married to Aurelius Snape." 
 
"Make me understand," Hermione said through gritted teeth. 
 
"Everyone who knew 'Relius loved him. Not just liked - adored. He loved parties and 
dancing and the races. Any day with 'Relius was transfigured into a holiday. I'd known 
him since I was born. He was like an older brother to me. I was ugly and bookish and 
the pleasure of being in his presence was like basking in the sun," Melly said. "He 
married me because I was the best audience he ever had. Nothing was as 
important to him as adulation and I could give him that as well as any pretty girl. Better 



even." 
 
"Go on." Hermione folded her arms across her chest. 
 
"But I couldn't give him an heir. He was always a philanderer, but it got worse each year 
after Argus was born. You know what he used to say when I asked him why someone I 
knew had seen him with another woman? It was classic. 'Melly, my love, that was no 
woman, that was a whore,' as if that made all the difference. It was only a whore. 
 
"What did I care for the love of a sad little squib like Argus when my 'Relius was 
rejecting me more each day? The golden sun was fleeing me. I was a fool. Fourteen 
long years and I finally had another child who lived. Another boy. He was as beautiful 
and bright as my husband and no more magic than the lowest Muggle. No more magic 
than Argus. 
 
"But golden 'Relius whispered in my ear. 'It's a winning bet, Melly. Give me this and I'll 
love you forever. Prove you love me, Melly. It's just a squib. They're as fragile as eggs; 
he'll probably die soon anyway.' So I killed my beautiful boy and conceived a monster 
who was as like me as my lovely Auri was like my husband. Ugly. Bitter. Severus was 
more like a hole than a boy. I couldn't look at him without seeing 
my crime. 
 
"I tried to be a mother to him. What else could I do? But who could love a child like 
that?" Melly said. 
 
"You were the only mother he had," Hermione said. 
 
"Guilty as charged." She smiled a self-deprecating smile. "I wish I had given him what 
he needed, but that part of me died the day I chose my husband over my child. It died 
when I conceived Severus. Of course, every cloud has a silver lining. Whatever had tied 
my husband and I together was destroyed that day as well, drained away with our 
child's blood. 
 
"I was no longer 'Relius' fawning wife and he stopped trying to play the charming rogue 
with me. We fought, regularly and violently. 'Relius blamed the boy, but we both knew 
where the guilt belonged. Saying that aloud, however, usually got me the back of my 
husband's hand." 
 
"But he felt guilty enough to turn himself in," Hermione insisted, Severus' version of the 
story was identical when it came to the facts, but it seemed to her he didn't understand 
what had happened at all. 
 
"Is that what Severus told you? My husband didn't feel guilty: he was afraid. My 
husband and I come from very old stock. Very old, very inbred stock. I was a bright 
witch. Very book-smart. Know-it-all bitch, if you ask most people who knew me. My 
husband was very personable. Neither of us had the power it took to do more than your 



basic spells," Melly said with a hint of amusement. 
 
"What was he afraid of?" Hermione asked, puzzled. 
 
"The boy, of course," Melusine said. 
 
"Severus was practically a baby when your husband went to Azkaban," Hermione felt 
obliged to point out. 
 
"Severus was five years old. Do you know what scared the piss right out of my dear 
husband? It was June. We were taking breakfast in the garden. Darling little Severus," 
she said this with an all-too-familiar sneer, "was playing the Defeat of Grendelwald, 
using a toad for his opponent. He had a picture book with most of the gorier details left 
out, I believe. And that baby, as you call him, picked up a stick - not a wand mind you, 
an ordinary broken stick - screamed, 'Die, die, die' - not a 
spell, just 'Die, die, die' - and blew the toad to bits. My husband couldn't have done that 
if he wanted. I couldn't have." 
 
"What did you do?" Hermione asked. 
 
"What could I do?" Melly looked down, ashamed. "I beat him within an inch of his life 
and told him never ever to play with anything that vaguely resembled a wand as long as 
he lived." 
 
Hermione's eyes went wide. A forbidding chant of NO FOOLISH WAND-WAVING 
looped itself through her brain. 
 
"Of course, 'Relius was terrified to lay a hand on me after that. He was sure our little 
abomination would kill him if he hurt his mummy. Served the brute right," Melly smirked. 
It wasn't pretty. 
 
"So you killed a child who loved you for a husband who didn't. You knowingly used 
rituals to conceive a powerful wizard, then you punished him for using the power you 
killed to give him." Hermione put her hands on her hips. "No wonder he was terrified of 
having children." 
 
"Pfft." Melly rolled her eyes, sounding both proud and bitter. "My Severus is utterly 
fearless." 
 
Hermione was feeling hot and cold waves of anger course through her body. "I find that 
very interesting. The Severus I know is afraid of any number of things. He's even afraid 
to use his own wand." 
 
"Lying Mudblood bitch," Melly hissed. 
 
"Do you know they called him 'Snivellus' at school? Because after you took the coward's 



way out, he spent most of his first year in tears. When he was a student, other boys 
used to hex him on a regular basis because he was too inhibited - no, too frightened - to 
fight back. Not frightened of them, mind you. Frightened of himself. Someone did a fine 
job of teaching him he was a monster," Hermione said. 
 
"He is a monster," Melusine said without emotion. 
 
"Who's the liar now?" Hermione said. 
 
"He is a depraved, blood-soaked monster," Melusine hissed. 
 
"You don't deserve a son like Severus. He defends you, you know. I reckon he even 
loves you. If there's a monster here, he isn't it," Hermione said angrily. 
 
Hermione expected to see the witch in the painting contort her face with rage. She 
expected an expression on her mother-in-law's face like the one on Severus' all those 
years ago in the Shrieking Shack. Instead, black-eyed Melly hung her head. 
 
"Liar. Severus despises me," Melly said flatly. 
 
"He should, but he doesn't. He's defended you to me more than once. I'm not sure why, 
but he refuses to think the worst of you, " Hermione said, her brain whirring. 
 
She thought back to the night Ptolemy was born. To Severus' puzzling plea for her to be 
his mother. It was disconcerting with him inside her like that, but now, with this strange 
witch, she understood more than she wanted to. Want me. That was what he was 
asking her. Want me. 
 
"Liar," the painting said quietly through her tears. "You're a foul liar." 
 
"To this day, he believes you killed yourself to escape being his mother," Hermione 
accused. 
 
"He's right," said Melly, tears still shining in her black eyes. 

 
 
They were heading back to their chambers in the last black hour of the night. Seti and 
Ptolemy were nestled asleep in the seemingly infinitely expandable pockets of their 
father's robes. It would have been impossible to guess by his gliding gait or the shape of 
his robes that he was carrying some four stone worth of offspring. 
 
The baby Hermione was carrying in her uterus felt nearly that heavy itself at that time of 
night. Obviously, they got their size from their father. 
 
"Those deranged little bitches, Hinton and Canavron, spelled each fucking toilet 
separately. It took Minerva and me the better part of two hours just to get the water to 



stop. I would almost - almost, mind you, but not quite - rather have the Weasley twins 
back," Severus said with quiet vexation. 
 
"Severus?" she said. 
 
"Yes?" he asked. 
 
"Severus, stop for a moment, please," she said. 
 
"What?" he asked. 
 
"Severus, I need to tell you something," she said. 
 
"What?" he asked, openly annoyed now. 
 
"I love you," she said. 
 
His brows knit themselves together. "Is this about my mother? Have you been speaking 
to portraits as if they are people again?" 
 
"This is about you. I love you. I never say it, but I ought to. I love you. It doesn't matter 
how it happened. What matters is I love you, I want you. You're mine, Severus Snape," 
she said perhaps more briskly than her topic material warranted. 
 
"I believe you've said it once or twice," he said numbly, his face blank in a way that 
spoke to her of shock and panic. "But you have expressed it often enough in... other 
ways." 
 
She placed her hand on his stubbled cheek, half afraid he would turn away from her. "I 
love you, Severus. Do you understand? Listen. I'm going to say it again. I love you." 
 
For a moment, she did not know what was happening as black enveloped her. 
 
Hot breath in her face and her babies' snuffling snores told her she was enfolded in her 
husband's expansive robes. She felt his face close to hers. His nose in her hair. 
 
Three words rumbled low in her ear. 
 
"And I... you." 
 
Her heart zoomed like a silver arrow tethered only by the fact that he still hadn't brought 
himself to say the dangerous word: love. 
 
"I... you," he repeated. 
 
It was enough. 



 

Tyger! Tyger!: What are Little Girls Made of? 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
WARNING! Contains Graphic Childbirth 

 
 
The post had been a bone of contention for the first year or so of their marriage. Mostly 
because Severus was, in Hermione's opinion, freakishly territorial when it came to her 
affection. And, she admitted grudgingly, also owing in some small part to her own 
moderate curiosity. They came to the obvious solution somewhere in the middle of the 
second year of sniping over the morning owls. 
 
Severus opened anything addressed to Hermione. Hermione, in turn, took first crack at 
any parchment bearing the name of her husband. 
 
She couldn't believe that he seemed to think he got the better part of the bargain. 
 
For her part, she found the questions, arguments, and occasional threats from other 
Potions masters stimulating. The majority of the time, she answered his mail as well, in 
her perfect rendition of Severus cramped, pointed hand. If anyone noted any change at 
all, it was simply remarked that Professor Snape replied to his mail more promptly than 
he did before the final defeat of Voldemort. 
 
Severus seemed glad to be rid of what he referred to as his "dry as dust" 
correspondence in favour of Hermione's more personal mail. She was uncertain 
whether it appealed to him on the same voyeuristic level as espionage or if it served as 
a vicarious form of friendship for him. He would admit to neither. 
 
She watched him scrutinising Molly's gossipy parchment as she shuffled through 
the bills piled on her high domed belly. If nothing else, it made a convenient shelf. 
 
"What does Molly have to say?" she asked. 
 
"She feels it is high time Charlie settled down. The mixture of ferrous oxide and 
wormwood I told you to suggest for the pogrebin in the back garden failed to work as 
well as expected. She must have botched it somehow," he said, his forehead wrinkled. 
 
"Hmmm, must be. What do you think about Charlie?" she asked. 
 
"Wizards are better off with wives than they are without them. Of course, he could 
always choose terribly, which would be worse than having no wife at all. I don't know 
why your adoptive parents failed to do the wise thing and arrange marriages for their 
children," he said. 
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Did that mean he meant to arrange marriages for the children? She would have to 
remember to discuss it with him later. She wouldn't dismiss the idea summarily, but his 
idea of a suitable match might conflict somewhat with her own. 
 
She watched him move to the next letter, which was from her mother. He smiled once 
as he read, but dispensed with it quickly. 
 
Then he opened the one she tended to think of as his favourite, though she doubted 
he'd call it that. 
 
Ginny Potter. 
 
"So, Severus," she asked, "how's Ginny?" 
 
Her husband cast his eyes for an instant to the children playing at their feet before 
replying. 
 
"It seems Mr. Potter's lingual skills leave something to be desired. I fail to see why she 
doesn't simply tell the boy he is not painting a fence," he said. 
 
"You know Harry," she said with a sigh. Ginny was a bit too careful with his feelings, 
but, at the same time, Harry was nearly as touchy as other wizards whom Hermione 
was not going to name. 
 
"No, I do not," Severus said grandly. 
 
It was a bald-faced lie. The Potters came and visited in the dungeons regularly. During 
these calls Harry and Severus got on better than Hermione ever would have imagined 
even if the communication between the two men seemed half composed of nods and 
grunts. 
 
"Ginny doesn't want to hurt his feelings," she answered, perhaps a trifle primly. 
 
That merited a snort from Severus. "And the world continues to revolve around that 
boy's neuroses." 
 
"Jealous, dear?" she asked. 
 
Severus pointedly ignored her and focused instead on the toddlers playing on the rug. 
 
"What are you people doing with your mother's shoes?" 
 
Some dozen velvet, leather, and silk slippers in an astonishing array of colours, set 
about with ribbons, embroidery, and delicate leatherwork, had been stuffed with tiny 
animated toy wizards, and were being scooted by Ptolemy en masse across the floor. 



Hermione was pleased someone had a use for them. 
 
"They make pretty boats. Seti's the squid." Ptolemy pointed at his brother, who was 
barely more than an infant. 
 
Seti took this as his cue to show off his rather interesting interpretation of the giant squid 
that swam over the slipper boats. 
 
"I eat firsties," Seti said in his babyish lisp. 
 
Severus raised an eyebrow. "May I assume this is meant to represent a first year 
student?" He lifted a small, squirming toy wizard. 
 
The boys nodded. 
 
"Very well. So long as you do not swallow them," Severus said, "the squid may eat the 
first years." 
 
Seti nodded seriously. 
 
"And who are you in this little farrago?" Severus asked Ptolemy. 
 
"Headmaster," Ptolemy said, standing very straight for a two-year-old. 
 
"So you are going to oversee the eating of the first years? Or will you be saving them?" 
 
Hermione missed Ptolemy's reply because she was busy looking back at the fifth letter 
in her bundle. It was from Severus' friend Madam Ng, even though he adamantly 
insisted Hermione was his only friend. On a good day, he would generously add the 
Headmaster. 
 
Still, he gave more attention to Madam Ng's mail that he did most others. Hermione 
even went so far as to suspect some of Ng's letters by passed her entirely. She might 
have been jealous, but she had it on good authority the Potions Mistress was 120 if she 
was a day. Severus might tend to eye older witches, but she doubted he was that much 
of a geriatriphile. She opened the post and gave a quick look to the 
body of the missive. 
 
"Severus, you're going to want to read this one. Madam Ng needs some assistance with 
the wolfsbane potion. It seems her village has been attacked by a werewolf," she said, 
handing him the letter. 

 
 
Yule break saw Hermione called to straw once more. 
 
Severus stood by his not-quite-drunken desire to be a witness, if not a participant, in the 



birth. 
 
The responses of the attending witches was near unanimous. 
 
Poppy Pomfrey said, "Don't even joke of such things." 
 
Molly Weasley gave an unambiguous, "No." 
 
"Absolutely not," came from Minerva McGonagall. 
 
"It is my labour and I want him with me," Hermione said between pains. 
 
There was no question who had final say in the matter. 
 
That did not mean any of the other witches had to like it. Nymphadora Weasley was 
openly hostile. Minerva actually had the gall to give him a book and send him to sit in a 
chair out of the way. 
 
Not that he minded the unobtrusive vantage point but it was still insulting. She literally 
put him in the corner like an errant four-year-old. 
 
Labour was much easier to avoid thinking about if one was in the room. 
 
He didn't want to be involved, after all, just assured of his wife's condition. 
 
He was almost through his third book, some bizarre Muggle tome of Hermione's on the 
speciation of greater apes that eventually led to Muggles and, even further down the 
road, he supposed, wizards, when a small whispered voice caught his attention. 
 
"Professor," Ginevra Weasley-cum-Potter said very quietly, "it's almost here, if you want 
to see." 
 
If he wanted to see? Did he? Could he? He hadn't even considered that it would be an 
option. 
 
On one hand, it seemed rather grotesque. On the other, curiosity needled him. He had 
got quite a close view of death on more than one occasion. Could birth be much worse 
than that? 
 
The birth of a child of his. 
 
Mrs. Potter still had him fixed with that wide-eyed gaze. 
 
"Professor?" she asked. 
 
Why the hell not? 



 
He nodded and rose wordlessly from his corner. 
 
He was almost offended when she cast a silent cleansing charm over him. 
 
"Sorry, Professor," she whispered. "It's the rules." 
 
He wondered why they were bothering to be quiet. Hermione certainly wasn't. She was 
not screaming, thank Merlin, but she was making a half-grunt, half-growl low in her 
throat that caused him to be decidedly uncomfortable. 
 
Few things made him so uneasy. 
 
He approached with more caution than was probably warranted, but he couldn't see 
what was happening. Molly Weasley stood directly between him and his soon-to-
emerge son. 
 
He leaned in and whispered one word in her ear. 
 
"Please." 
 
She stepped aside, an astonished expression on her face. 
 
He was astonished himself as he took in what was happening between his wife's spread 
thighs. Her labia minora were forced wider than his experience would have told him they 
could go, something wet and black and dome-shaped pushing them wider still by the 
moment. Logic told him it was his son's head, but it seemed rather unbelievable. 
 
The growling was getting louder. 
 
Then he saw a pair of eyes, wide as Hermione's and black as his own. 
 
The baby was coming out. 
 
The events that followed occurred in such an instantaneous rush that it was impossible 
to discern in what order they transpired. 
 
These things Severus remembered clearly. Hermione roared. What looked for a 
moment like a pale wet pile of intestines and a wave of fluid slipped from between his 
wife's legs, as though she were being disembowelled. By sheer instinct alone, he 
caught the mass, only vaguely aware it was his son. On closer inspection, he saw his 
son was female. 
 
He had a daughter. A wet bloody screaming daughter with what appeared to be a 
section of caul clenched in her fist. He had never seen anything more horrible or more 
exquisite. 



 
Only one name could be applied to such a creature as he held in his hands. 

 
 
Severus was standing at her head with the baby. 
 
There was blood on his hands. 
 
She had been too caught up in actually giving birth to pay attention to anything outside 
the all-encompassing urge to push, but it looked like her husband had been the one to 
catch the baby. 
 
Whom had he hexed to be allowed to do that? 
 
She struggled to sit up, only to be forced down again. 
 
Poppy Pomfrey was scowling. Professor McGonagall's mouth was drawn into an 
impossibly thin line. Molly Weasley was wincing. 
 
Ginny appeared to be trying very hard not to smile. 
 
Severus' eyes kept going from her to the baby and back again. 
 
"You have borne a daughter," he said, swallowing. 
 
"I suppose Thales is out then," she said, stretching out her arms. He seemed reluctant 
to give the baby up. Even when he laid it at her breast, he kept one large hand resting 
on the tiny back. 
 
Severus followed by slipping one arm behind her shoulders, effectively wrapping himself 
around the two of them. He didn't kiss her, though he looked like he wanted to. He 
would never kiss her in front of an audience, but he did more than she thought he ever 
would and rested his head against hers. 
 
"She should be called Nefer," he whispered into her ear, with that sexy sibilant hiss. 
Now was not the time. She had no idea why he thought she'd be receptive to that tone 
at a moment like this. The birth chamber was not the place for his bedroom voice. That 
soft, carnal call was painful to hear as Poppy carefully examined the placenta. 
 
Maddeningly, he continued in his seductive tone, "Look at her. Beauty. She is a beauty. 
Like her mother." 
 
Hermione had to fight very hard not to argue. If her past births were anything to go by, 
she was hideous at the moment and no better than ordinary looking under normal 
circumstances. Still, she hadn't felt nearly this good after her other labours. With each 
breath, she felt stronger. 



 
Was the baby beautiful? She looked like a cream-coated lizard to Hermione, not 
appreciably different than the first two. But then they'd shaped up into perfectly lovely 
babies quickly. Poppy said birth had strange effects on wizards. By strange, Hermione 
had imagined she meant it would make Severus distant and stand-offish, which would 
have been hardly noticeable. 
 
"She has your eyes," Severus whispered in her ear as the baby sucked. "Your lips." 
 
"Your nose," she said acidly. She didn't know what possessed her. 
 
Severus drew back as if struck. She hadn't seen how terrible he looked until he met her 
eyes then. Two days' worth of unwashed hair on Severus was just painful, and his 
sculpted jaw was grey with stubble. Here she was less than five minutes postpartum 
and that delicate flower of masculinity managed to get his feelings hurt over a crack 
about his nose. She felt slightly ill, but she wasn't certain on whose behalf. 
 
Perhaps the magical world had the right idea about banning fathers from the birth 
chamber after all. 
 
"Forgive me," he said, moving to stand stiffly not too far away. "I have forgotten myself. 
You have endured a great deal for my sake and I--" 
 
"It wasn't that bad, Severus. Better than the other two at least; fairly easy, relatively 
speaking," she said gently. 
 
"You call this easy?" he said flatly. 
 
"The others were worse," she said defensively, stroking the baby's back where Severus' 
hand had been. 
 
He breathed in sharply. "How do you bear it? How do you bear to touch me knowing I 
have done this to you? How?" he asked, wildness in his voice despite the quiet. 
 
"How do I bear it knowing together we can bring new magic into the world?" she asked, 
looking him hard in the eyes. 
 
He returned her gaze. His black eyes like coin slots, his oft-broken hawkish nose, his 
pale lips pressed together to a thin line: the teetering tower that was her easily wounded 
lover. 
 
Her husband. He still maintained he was no lover. Though she knew better than to 
believe him. She was too worn out to play his game. 
 
Carefully, he wrapped his arms across his chest, the bat sleeves of his ridiculous suit 
lending melodrama to the pose of an insecure child, the pose that Severus used to 



scare his students half to death. 
 
Why couldn't he dress like a normal person occasionally? Like Harry or even Ron? 
Would a pair of jeans kill him? 
 
Actually, she knew the answer to that question. Severus, for all he thumbed his nose at 
the world, was a creature of his culture, a pureblood wizard. Jeans would be as 
appropriate for him as one of his suits would be on a Muggle like her father. He never 
pretended to be other than he was, an obstinate, arrogant, intellectual aristocrat. Just 
when she was utterly annoyed with him, or his suits with their endless layers and 
buttons, her feelings always managed to do an about face. In that instant, she wanted 
nothing so much as she wanted to kiss his dear face. 
 
It was misleading that they shared the same native language. Sometimes it seemed as 
though one or the other of them might as well be speaking Swahili. 
 
"Nefer, you said?" Hermione said in a bright tone that she hoped would move Severus 
back to the sweet softness he had been a moment before. It was one of the unfair 
arrangements of their life together. Hermione was not allowed cruel little moments 
because Severus laid himself totally defenceless at her feet. It was a simple fact. He 
was taller. She was more mature. 
 
At the moment she didn't find that comforting. Every witch ought to be permitted a few 
minutes to be an unrepentant bitch in the aftermath of birth. 
 
Lady Snape had the guilty feeling hers had stretched longer than it should have. 
 
"Nefer Ankhmutes... it means... it means Beautiful In the Image of Her Mother. No, 
Nefer Jane Ankhmutes Snape sounds better." He cleared his throat uncomfortably. "If 
you give your consent." 
 
"I'm sorry, Severus, I--" she started softly. 
 
"It is quite all right, my dear," he said, unable to meet her eyes. 
 
"I'm sorry, Severus. Name her whatever you like. I love you and your suits. All the little 
buttons--" She shut her eyes against the tears. "Dear Merlin, I love your little buttons." 
She couldn't have stopped the words if her life depended on it, and she felt like an utter 
arse. 
 
Severus' eyes were darting, horrified, at the faces of the witches in the room. He looked 
like he felt as stupid as his wife did at that moment. At least he wasn't bawling. 
 
"It's her hormones, Professor," Ginny said helpfully. "She can't help it." 
 
"There, there, dear," Molly said, taking the baby. "I had the same trouble when I had 



Percy, only it was socks. The mere thought of Arthur's socks moved me to tears. Let me 
get this little witch cleaned up." 
 
"I'm so foolish," Hermione blubbered. "Severus called me a silly girl and he was right." 
 
"You did what?" Professor McGonagall practically yelled. 
 
"I did no such thing," Severus insisted, appalled. 
 
"You did so, the very first day of class. You were picking on Harry and I was trying to 
help him. You said, 'Put you hand down, you silly girl.'" She couldn't help dissolving into 
sobs. 
 
Severus covered his face with his hands, and half the witches in room stifled laughter. 
 
"It's all right, Hermione," Professor McGonagall said gently, smoothing the hair out of 
her face. "It's been a long night and you're very tired. No one thinks less of you for a few 
tears. Do they, Severus?" she added pointedly. 
 
"Of course not," Severus said, looking quite pale. 
 
The other witches in the room barely noticed, clustered around the baby as they were. 

 
 
It became rapidly apparent that little Nefer was not like other babies. 
 
In the privacy of their family chambers, she was no different than her brothers. No, 
Hermione corrected herself, like her brothers she had a distinct personality from the 
outset but, within the context of their household, she was not unusual. The minute she 
brushed up against the waters of the outside world, everything shifted radically. 
 
To her mother, it seemed she possessed the polar opposite of the quality that made 
people shrink away from her father. Nefer couldn't be taken into Hogsmeade without a 
drape for her pram. At first, Hermione told herself people simply responded well to a 
pretty baby. Everyone loved Ptolemy and Seti, didn't they? 
 
But Seti and Ptolemy never caused disturbances in public markets. No one ever 
followed either of the boys in their father's arms from one end of Diagon Alley to the 
other, unable to tear their eyes away from the infant's face. 
 
Nefer was pretty but, objectively pound-for-pound, no prettier than her siblings. In fact, 
Nefer and Seti resembled each other to such a degree that it was near impossible to 
distinguish between photographs of them at the same age. 
 
Hermione chose not to discuss the matter with her husband. The ramifications of 
Severus' Dark conception would never cease to be a sore spot for him. She would not 



have him draw the conclusion that she blamed him in any way. The effects of a spell 
like the one his parents had performed were too far-reaching for any of them to foresee. 
She did not blame him and she would not give him any reason to believe she might. 
 
After all, it was not as though anything was actively wrong with the child. 

 
 
Albus Dumbledore made his way down to the dungeon. He had hoped Severus would 
come to him to discuss what he had done of his own free will. Sometimes though, he 
had to admit that the Potions master was exceedingly stubborn. 

 
 
Severus hadn't foreseen this when he had brewed to potion. He had not even thought to 
ask the now much consulted Madam Ng about the effect of the elixir on a pregnant 
witch. Even if he had asked, she would not have known. 
 
No one had ever done it before. 
 
He was not exactly ashamed. He had healed Hermione, as he set out to do. He had 
done more than that. He had rendered her healthy and strong, when she had never 
been physically vigorous. 
 
He never stopped to think that the love - yes, love - that he carefully spooned into 
Hermione's mouth would weave itself into every fibre of their developing child's being. 
 
Everyone who looked at the baby girl was enchanted, with no idea it was the surly 
Potion master's emotion for his wife made flesh that enthralled them so. The knowledge 
made him both smug and uncomfortable. 
 
He did not regret what he had done so much as he rued that its effect had been 
unanticipated. He was neither a medi-wizard nor a midwife. Treating his pregnant wife's 
decline in the first place did have an element of hubris. 
 
He did not enjoy being confronted by that or his tendency to act impulsively when 
passions ran high. 
 
There was no way he could explain it to Hermione. 
 
He was not exactly thrilled when Dumbledore arrived at the door to their private rooms 
late one summer night, looking distinctly un-twinkly. 

 
 
"What?" Hermione shrieked loud enough that the one-way dampening spell over the 
children's rooms was put to the test. "You fed me what?" 



 
Severus stood stony-faced. "The flesh was inconsequential of itself." 
 
The Headmaster was serene by comparison. It seemed all he had come for was to 
force Severus to admit what he had done. 
 
"Inconsequential?" Hermione tried to lower her voice, but found she could not. She 
wanted to scream, vomit, and beat her husband, though not necessarily in that order. 
How could he do something like this? "You fed me human flesh. Your flesh." 
 
"I sought only to undo the harm I had caused you," he said with an angry scowl. 
 
"I would have been fine," she said through gritted teeth, acutely aware that Albus 
Dumbledore was still in the room, acutely aware she was reining in her rage with every 
shred of will at her disposal. 
 
"I could not kiss you without tasting your blood on my lips," Severus snapped 
venomously. 
 
"Then you should have stopped kissing me," she hissed. "You stupid, thoughtless, 
unfeeling--" She knew it was untrue, but she didn't care. She did not know when she 
had been more angry in her life. 
 
"Unfeeling?" Severus said quietly. "I would that I were, since the only part of me you 
seem to have any appreciation for is between my legs." 
 
What an ugly and complete lie. 
 
What a twisted Severus Snape sort of thing to say. Simply because the bed was the 
only place he allowed her to love him without restraint, he turned and used it against 
her. 
 
Without intent or conscious thought, Hermione's hand rose to strike him hard across the 
face. 
 
Severus shut his eyes, cringing in anticipation, but he did not move away. 
 
The hand that intercepted hers belonged to Albus Dumbledore. Last she knew, he had 
practically been on the other side of the room. 
 
"No, Hermione," the Headmaster said firmly. "You will not strike your husband in my 
presence. Besides it being both cruel and senseless, you should know by now to judge 
him not by what he says, but rather what he does. In addition, you will listen while I 
explain what your husband is too obstinate and too bashful to say for himself." 
 
Hermione nodded dumbly. 



 
"The efficacy of the potion he gave you rests almost entirely on the devotion with which 
it is brewed. What he fed you was less his flesh than the very essence of his love for 
you," Dumbledore said softly, still holding her wrist. 
 
Severus had pulled his hair forward to hide his face, only his nose protruding through 
the black veil. Hermione tried to catch the eyes she knew lay behind the curtain. 
 
"The potion is traditionally brewed by an adult child for an ailing parent. While due to the 
more complex nature of your husband's feelings for you, Severus' mixture was less 
innocuous than the traditional elixir, according to my very reliable sources, there is no 
Dark Magic to it." 
 
"What about the baby?" she asked. "What has he done to our baby?" 
 
She wished she didn't have to ask, but she didn't give a damn about Severus' good 
intentions if he harmed her baby. If he had unthinkingly done wrong to Nefer, she could 
never forgive him no matter how she loved him. 
 
"Severus has imbued your daughter's every cell with the feelings, the friendship, 
the love, the gratitude, the desire, all the things he carries for you, my dear. It has 
already proven inconvenient, but it is in no way truly dangerous," Dumbledore said. 
Somehow in the course of events, he had moved from holding a death grip on her hand 
to grasping it gently. 
 
"Any chance it will wear off?" she asked, chewing her lip. 
 
"I would be very surprised were that to happen," Dumbledore said, raising his bushy 
eyebrows. 
 
Hermione had no choice but to be stunned. "I'm so sorry, Severus. I had no idea." 
 
"And I was under the impression the Gryffindor know-it-all was omniscient," Severus 
answered in the slowest, coldest drawl he had. To Hermione's ears, it was the sound of 
pure hurt. 
 
Hermione felt her heart clench guiltily in her chest. An apology was the very least of 
what she owed him. 
 
She reached out and took his hands in hers. His body seemed so tense it left her 
wondering that his arms didn't snap as he extended them to her. 
 
"Severus, you are forever trying to give me things," she said softly. 
 
"I am not," he said hoarsely. 
 



"My handkerchiefs," she argued gently. 
 
"You need those," he said gruffly. 
 
"All those silly shoes." She smiled as she said it. 
 
"You need shoes as well," he said, tilting his chin up enough to let her see his face for a 
moment. 
 
"But not nearly so many. What I am trying to say is I need no gifts. You are the gift." She 
brought his long graceful hands to her lips, as he had done to her so many times. 
 
"No, Hermione, no, I am--" he stuttered, seemingly unable to move. 
 
"Thank you, Severus. You are my gift," she insisted. As she looked up at him, she 
knew, for once, the right thing to do. 
 
How many times had she forced effort out of him? Forced him to change and grow no 
matter what it cost him? Forced him to meet her on her terms, not his. Forced him to 
humble himself before her. 
 
It was her turn. 
 
It was pure Snape melodrama, even if she meant it, but she had been a Snape for a few 
years now, hadn't she? More importantly, it was a gesture Severus would 
unquestionably understand. 
 
Uncomfortably, because Hermione was as proud in her own way as her husband, she 
knelt at his feet. Bowing her head, she bent her stiff neck before him. 
 
"Thank you for making yourself a gift to me," she said, not caring that Dumbledore was 
there to hear her. 
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He sincerely wished she hadn't done that. 
 
It was both a dream and a nightmare to see the most infuriating, fascinating witch he 
had ever known kneeling low, baring the back of her neck to him. 
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He was her gift? 
 
If he was any sort of gift at all, he was a sorry one. The sort that comes broken and is 
never quite right no matter how much time, effort, and expense one throws away on it. 
 
Oh, he wanted to be worthy, but he was not, and that was the end of it. 
 
He also wanted to take his wife and show her once and for all exactly what she had 
debased herself before. Show her roughly and thoroughly. 
 
He wanted to hold down her head until she choked on his cock. He wanted to throw her 
down and fuck her without mercy. He wanted to pour his rage and misery into her along 
with his semen. 
 
Of course he would do no such thing. 
 
He loved her. 
 
He had never been so grateful for the presence of Albus Dumbledore in all his born 
days. Too bad when he looked to his left, the old goat was gone. 
 
"Never lower yourself before an inferior again," he said sternly, dragging the exquisite 
foolish little thing to her feet. 
 
He watched in abject horror as she opened her mouth to argue, the flush of anger so 
like the flush of desire. 
 
"For an inferior, you're awfully domineering, don't you think?" she said waspishly. 
 
"Don't tempt me," he said, not realising he was still clutching her arm. 
 
"If that is what it takes to get you to let loose your silly inhibitions, I'll take the risk." 
 
"I won't," he said. 
 
"Why not?" she asked. 
 
"Because if I did I could very easily kill you," he said matter-of-factly. 
 
He watched understanding dawn. The dark at the centre of him was something she 
could touch but never possess completely. The beast of him could be petted, but to let it 
off its leash entirely was madness. 
 
The Dark Lord had found great sport in watching him unintentionally fuck broad-
shouldered, strong-backed Athena Nott within a hair's breadth of death during his first 



drugged revel. He hadn't known who it was until they removed the unbreathing woman's 
mask. Of course, his master felt compelled to punish him afterward, if only to assert 
dominance. 
 
He had been an unsophisticated nineteen, brimming with unspilled rage. It wasn't a 
mistake he would make again. 
 
But Hermione called forth many things in him he had never been aware existed. Hurting 
her was not a chance he was prepared to take. 
 
"Trust me," he said, squeezing her shoulder stiffly. "Please." 
 
Hermione smiled uneasily and nodded. 
 
"Do you have any objections to being loved with all the gentleness in my meagre soul 
instead?" he asked, his voice without emotion. "It is every bit as real as the less seemly 
parts of me." 
 
"Can you blame me for wanting all of you?" she said in that quiet, plaintive way of hers. 
"You have all of me." 
 
That startled him, though he couldn't say why. 
 
"The monster loves you, Persephone. That doesn't mean either of us can trust him," he 
said. "Allow me to love you carefully, my dear." 
 
"I can pet him through the bars, though?" she asked. 
 
He wrapped his arms around her, kissing his way down the side of her face to bury his 
lips in the sweet spot where neck met shoulder. He could spend the rest of his life there 
if she let him. 
 
Hermione, who was notoriously incapable of leaving bad enough alone, heeded her 
husband's plea. 

 
 
It was one December that it struck him. The five of them were on Diagon Alley. 
Hermione was pregnant yet again and due sometime in February. He had Nefer hoisted 
up on his shoulders and Ptolemy and Seti by either hand and was having a spirited four-
way debate of exactly what sort of training brooms Pere Noel could be induced to 
procure for the various Snape children. 
 
The children were focused on the brooms in the shop window when he was startled by 
his own reflection. 
 
Exactly when had he become an innocuous father type? He narrowed his eyes at his 



image. It didn't change what he saw. He didn't feel appreciably different. Or did he? Had 
he been thoroughly domesticated while he wasn't paying attention? 
 
It was like looking at the larval form of Arthur Weasley. What was the next step? Would 
his hair fall out before or after he lost all ability to menace? Before he knew it, he would 
likely be seized by the irrational yearning to collect electrical plugs. 
 
Of course, Hermione the Horrible wrinkled her little nose and smiled. He could tell she 
was suppressing a laugh. To make matters worse, she patted his arm. 
 
"Don't worry, Severus; you'll always be a bastard," she chuckled, tucking a strand of hair 
out of his face. "In fact, the world is full of people who continue to hate and fear you." 
 
"Such as?" he asked. 
 
"Your students, to begin with, not to mention your former students," she went on. 
 
"All my former students?" He raised one eye brow at her reflection in the glass. 
 
"MOST of your former students," she answered him and returned the look. "A notable 
few think you've become a regular cream puff in your dotage." 
 
"Really?" he asked, ignoring his wife's extremely premature accusation of old age. He 
wasn't even properly middle-aged yet. "Who?" 
 
"Ron," she said briskly. "It is Mr Ronald Weasley's considered opinion that you are an 
overindulgent father." 
 
"It is MY considered opinion Ron Weasley is as much of a nagging harridan as his 
esteemed mother." He frowned. "What says Potter? He no doubt concurs with his 
brother-in-law." 
 
"He does not. As soon he and Ginny manage to have a baby, he plans on giving you 
stiff competition in the fine sport of child spoiling." 
 
"Spoken like a man who spent his formative years locked in a cupboard," Severus said 
darkly. If he and Potter had come not to dislike one another over the years, it was no 
one's business but their own. 
 
"Look around you, dear. There are untold generations for your teaching methods to 
terrorise," she said sweetly, gesturing to the near riot of wizarding Britain that clogged 
Diagon Alley. 
 
He glared at a random child inside the shop and watched it wither under his gaze. 
 
He sighed. "My darling wife, how do you always manage to find the perfect words to 



soothe my troubled breast?" The trouble was he felt unsure whether he was being 
sarcastic or not. 
 
She kept on smiling indulgently, stood on the tips of her toes, and kissed his cheek. 
 
In broad daylight on a public street, no less. The witch was practically a bawd. 

 
 
Living a life with Severus Snape taught Hermione many things she would never have 
learned from a book. The most important lessons, in her opinion were that love, sex, 
and children were not answers, but rather riddles in themselves. 

 
 
Severus was not the perfect father. No man who felt the need to cheat when playing 
exploding snap with a five-year-old could be called ideal. 
 
Still, he loved his children, and that counted for quite a lot as far as Hermione was 
concerned. As he was the only father they had, they had better make the best of his 
good points, focus on the fact that he would buy them some exotic toy on a whim and 
not on his tendency to shout. 
 
To be honest, the children were utterly unfazed when Severus shouted. They found 
their father as intimidating as the average blancmange. Oh, he certainly badgered them 
with dire warnings and positively Victorian rules, but he enforced not a one. In the 
bowels of the Hogwarts dungeons, it was Lady Snape who was the disciplinarian. The 
Snape children regarded their father as a combination playmate, bodyguard, and 
magical equivalent of an automatic banking machine. 
 
It took some years of watching his parenting in action before she realised exactly what 
was wrong, though perhaps unhealthy was a better word than wrong. When she saw 
the problem, it shed quite a bit of light on his attitude toward his students as well. 
 
She did wish it took a less embarrassing scene to illuminate her. 
 
The two of them were in bed. They invariably wound up in bed. Sex, like the intellectual 
arena, was a place where her husband allowed himself free rein to be unarmoured, and 
she would take all of it she could get. 
 
The two of them were in bed, engaged in one of those rare moments of post-coital 
warmth that her husband increasingly granted himself as the years went on. Severus, 
predictably, had her breast in his mouth while he traced her clavicle with his fingertips. 
 
She was running her hands through his hair, heavy and black. Though currently silky, it 
would be an oily mess by morning. 
 



A small indignant voice startled them. 
 
"Stop that! Stop that this instant! She's not your mummy! You're not a baby!" It was four-
year-old Seti, in the doorway, doing a high-pitched rendition of incensed Professor 
Snape. The effect was somewhat dampened by the fact that his pyjamas had feet. 
 
Severus blinked once and settled a deadly gaze upon the boy. 
 
Hermione started to speak and send Seti back to bed, but Severus laid two fingers 
lightly over her mouth. She didn't want to make him look like a brute and traumatise 
both father and son for life, so she declined to struggle. Sometimes you had to trust the 
people you loved. 
 
"Oh, but she is definitely my mummy, boy," Severus said in the quiet threatening way he 
never used on his own children. 
 
"Don't be stupid. They don't let you marry your own mummy, do they?" Seti asked 
peevishly. 
 
"She is mine. She is a mummy. Therefore she is MY mummy," Severus said, long 
fingers still clutching her breast. 
 
At four, Seti didn't have the background in logic to point out his father's fallacy so he 
glared at him instead. "What about the baby? You're drinking up his milk." 
 
"He appears to be growing well enough," Severus said darkly. 
 
"You're insane," Seti said retreating to the ad hominem attack. Clearly, he had learned 
his methods from his father. 
 
"Allow me to make something clear to you, son. Your mother is my wife. She belongs to 
me. Yes, she loves you, as do I, for that matter, but in a very few short years you will 
grow up and go away and I will still be here," he said. "Go to bed, Seti." 
 
Her husband had just addressed a person who couldn't tie his own shoes as an equal, 
giving Hermione an uncomfortable epiphany. The wizard, who had been teaching since 
he had finished his own apprenticeship at Durmstrang, who for years lived the very 
adult life of a Death Eater and spy, failed spectacularly to grasp the difference between 
himself and a child. 
 
That was why the students got under his skin so easily. They were always hurting his 
feelings or making him angry in a way his fellow teachers never could, although he'd 
never admit any such vulnerability. It was understandable when he was a raw twenty-
one-year old facing a classroom full of seventh years, but less so two decades later. On 
some bizarre level, he saw children as his peers. 
 



Him. A powerful full-grown wizard like him. 
 
She did not believe in corporeal punishment for children, but she was sorely tempted to 
try it on her husband. 
 
She was disgusted with herself that he moved her to tender pity. 
 
"He's only a child," she said plaintively, unsure whether she had been right to let him 
handle Seti or not. 
 
"What's your point?" he asked, his brow furrowed. 
 
When she awoke in the morning, she found Seti and Severus in the sitting room with 
the rest of the children, playing exploding snap. They were both cheating. 

 
 
A voice like a roll of thunder sounded in the deepest reaches of the dungeons under the 
huge dark lake. "Oh, little dung bombs, your pater familias has returned to the bosom of 
his ungrateful brood. Don't all rush in to greet him at once." 
 
Because the children had never had any other father, they understood this was an 
invitation to heap affection upon the daddy in question. 
 
Hermione watched as the children raced past her to clamber onto their father's lap, 
tossing one another roughly across the now bedraggled settee. 
 
"I do not mind when you go about pummelling one another, but when you injure me and 
my furniture I must protest. This was once a perfectly serviceable divan," he said dourly. 
 
"Before you had children," Ptolemy, some nine years old but larger than other boys his 
age, piped up. 
 
"Exactly." He frowned. 
 
"What did you bring me?" asked the only girl, who was as grimy as possible for a child 
whose mother scrubbed her vigorously everyday. Lively black shoe-button eyes 
dominated her face. Her gangly body was dwarfed by black curls that extended a foot 
beyond her person in all directions. 
 
"Who says I brought you anything, Mistress Snape?" the man said tiredly. 
 
"You always bring me something. Well? What have you got?" the little girl asked in a 
businesslike tone. 
 
"I suppose I might have something for a horrible little girl," he said, pulling something 
very small from one of his many pockets. 



 
"A Ladybug!!!" the girl squealed. 
 
"Before I part with my treasure, what are the four principal types of this creature?" he 
said. 
 
"Round," she said, holding up one small finger. "That includes Coccinella 
Septempunctata and Harmonia Axyridis Pallas and oval" - she extended another finger - 
"that's Hippodamia Convergens Guerin-Meneville and... I can't remember the other." 
 
Her mother walked in, picking a scrap of parchment from the girl's mountainous mess of 
black curls. "It's Coleomegilla Maculata, Nefer. Remember Maculata?" 
 
"Perhaps I ought to give this to you, my love. You did earn it, after all." The father 
looked at his wife with the most shadowy hint of a smile, tiny bug crawling across his 
outstretched palm. 
 
"Well, I did marry you for your amazing array of insects," she said, grinning back at him. 
 
"I thought the deciding factor was my sunny disposition." He glared dramatically. 
 
The youngest child, an unprepossessing boy whose face was dwarfed by the 
disproportionate nose he bore, laid his hand carefully against the side of his father's 
face. The stern wizard made slow eye contact with the boy, with a gaze of the sort that 
was almost a caress, only the very edges of his mouth hazarding a smile. 
 
"Don't take my bug, Mummy, I got three out of four. That's seventy-five percent. Daddy, 
give me my ladybug, NOW!" the girl said angrily. 
 
"Very well, little tyrant," her father said. "How did we wind up with four children, my 
dear?" 
 
"You had sex," said a pretty-faced child of indeterminate gender who answered to the 
name of Seti. 
 
He treated the child to an earnest frown. 
 
"You should get a bath before dinner, Severus," the mother said, almost sighing. 
 
"Will you scrub my back?" the father said, holding the mother's gaze intently. 
 
The mother raised her eyebrows. "It goes without saying," she answered. 
 
The children gave each other a look that confirmed their shared suspicion that their 
parents might be late for dinner. 
 



They were like that sometimes. It didn't matter. Cotty and Muddy already had matters 
firmly in hand. 
 
The ways of parents were often inscrutable. 

 
 
Hermione Snape watched appreciatively as Severus leaned over to adjust the 
temperature of his bath water. 
 
His body was long and lean even if married life had finally put enough fat on him to keep 
his ribs from showing. She particularly enjoyed the rear view. The backs of his powerful 
thighs leading to flawless muscular buttocks. A delicious arse like that belonged on the 
cover of Witch's Weekly. Forget the Most Charming Smile Award: Severus Snape had 
the most perfect male backside in the magical world. 
 
"How was your day, dear?" she asked instead of indulging in her fantasy of Severus 
Snape naked on the cover of magazines across the UK. The thought pleased her more 
because it would mortify him so. 
 
"How are all my days, my love?" he said, stepping into the water. "My students were 
insufferable idiots who made the same mistakes today that they have been making all 
term. It is a stultifying topic of conversation. How was your day? Our children may be a 
pack of jackanapes, but they are neither stupid nor boring." 
 
"I had an amazing occurrence," she said, undressing and willing herself not to be 
concerned about her body. Bearing four children in five years had left her with the 
shape one might expect. It made her sigh. Still, Severus didn't have anything rude to 
say about it, and he had something rude to say about everything. 
 
"What was your amazing occurrence?" he said with the smallest amount of concern. 
Perhaps it was curiosity. 
 
"I was in the sitting room and the children weren't fighting. No one had needed anything 
for well over half an hour when I was gripped by the strangest sensation. Then I realised 
I had just had my first uninterrupted thought in eight years." She laughed a little, but 
Severus wasn't laughing at all. 
 
"Am I supposed to apologise?" he asked. "Are you trying to say that your mother was 
right? Have I not asked you repeatedly if you wanted a nurse? Is this my fault in some 
way?" 
 
"Not everything is about you, Severus. In fact, some things have nothing to do with you 
at all." She smirked. 
 
"What a comforting thought," he said without expression. 
 



"I love them, I'm not sorry I had them and I'm not sorry I've stayed home with them. I 
just... Hermione had a complete thought today; alert the media." Her smirk turned into a 
sad smile. "I used to be pretty and smart, and now I'm a dumpy boring witch who 
spends her days explaining why you shouldn't make your brother eat slugs even if he is 
being a complete wanker." 
 
"Perhaps I should make Argus eat a slug. You think it would have any effect?" he 
asked, his brow knitted. "Have I found fault with you?" 
 
"No, you haven't, which is disconcerting," she said. 
 
"You are bothered because I have not complained?" he asked, perplexed. 
 
"Yes. Normally you complain about everything," she said honestly. 
 
"Has it not occurred to you that I do not complain because I like the way you are?" he 
asked. 
 
"I'm fat, Severus," she said, only checking her reflection for another moment before 
stepping in opposite him. "My arse is the size of a number nine cauldron." 
 
"I've noticed," he said, sinking further into the tub, his hair fanning out in the water 
around him. "It's quite pleasant." 
 
She honestly didn't know what to make of that. 
 
"Witches should be soft. Wizards should be hard. It's unseemly the other way round," he 
pontificated. "I prefer the shape you have now. It is very feminine. It really was like 
fucking a broom, you know, before you had children. A boy with breasts, quite nearly." 
 
Not that he let that stop him at the time. 
 
She snorted. "And now?" she said, watching her breasts float in the water. 
 
"You are what I desire. Is that not sufficient?" he said, raising his head above the water. 
 
"I used to be smart," she said. 
 
"You were, and continue to be, brilliant. What do you want, Hermione?" he said, 
reaching under the water to grasp hold of her right foot. 
 
"What do you mean?" she said, shutting her eyes and enjoying the feeling of him 
caressing the sole of her foot. 
 
"What do you want? Ptolemy will be admitted to Hogwarts in a few short years and the 
others will be right behind him. What do you want to do? If it weren't for our marriage, 



what would you have done?" he asked. 
 
Hermione laughed. It was funny now. 
 
"What was your plan?" he asked. 
 
"The day before the marriage law was enacted, I spent two hours in Minerva's office 
arguing with her about making an application to become your apprentice," she giggled. 
 
"I would never have taken you on as an apprentice," he said, letting go of her foot and 
rubbing his penis unselfconsciously. 
 
"Why not?" she asked indignantly. 
 
"You are female," he said as if the answer was obvious. 
 
"And that makes me unsuited for potions?" she asked, moving closer to him 
threateningly. 
 
"It makes you unsuitable to spend many hours unsupervised with a male professor," he 
said. "Unmarried male professor with a chequered past who is a mere twenty-three 
years your senior. It would have been asking for trouble." 
 
Funny how twenty-three years had become 'mere.' 
 
"And now? Would you take me as an apprentice now?" she asked out of curiosity. 
 
"Absolutely not. It would be highly irregular, besides which you don't listen to a word I 
say. We would kill one another before the week was out," he said. 
 
"Seems likely, doesn't it," she agreed. 
 
"What else interests you?" he said in that deceptively casual manner of his. 
 
"Promise not to mock me?" she asked him. 
 
"As long as you don't say anything ridiculous," he answered. If Argus wanted to make 
Severus eat a slug, Hermione would help. 
 
She glared. "I think I might be interested in entering political life." 
 
"Politics is the obsession of the exceptionally just and the exceptionally cruel. Since you 
are both, you would likely do very well indeed," he said blandly. 
 
"It is a notion I have had for some time. For the moment, though, I would like to wallow 
in the pleasures of the flesh. I have some time to work out my plans for the rest of my 



life," she said. 
 
"Indeed you do. I suppose I should oblige your more earthy whims then, Madam," he 
said, pulling her onto his lap. 
 
His softly curved lips found her breast and he lapped her milk greedily. 
 
"If you keep doing that, I'm never going to stop lactating," she said, trying to sound 
disapproving even as her body responded to him. "I weaned the baby two years ago 
and I'm still like a fountain." 
 
Honestly, little Thales had put up such a struggle, she feared he was going to be 
nipping down to the dungeons in between classes for a quick suck if she didn't put her 
foot down. 
 
"If that was an attempt to discourage me, you are taking the wrong tactic," he said 
before taking her breast back in his mouth. 
 
She felt him grow hard against her, very close to the place where she wanted him to be. 
His eyes were trained on hers as she slid herself forward, spilling water over the side of 
the tub as she grazed his erection with her mons. 
 
He threw his head back and braced himself against the porcelain for purchase, his hips 
bucking. 
 
She lifted herself up and did it again, teasing both of them. 
 
She studied Severus, he was breathing through his mouth. 
 
She ground herself against him, watching his breath quicken, his nearly bare chest 
rising and falling with her thrusts. It made her shiver. 
 
More than shiver. 
 
It made her quake. Her hips rising and falling. The head of his penis rubbing mercilessly 
against her clitoris. His teeth were bared and his eyes closed. His hands dug into her 
waist. 
 
The bath churned. Water was flying everywhere. 
 
And then she was gone. Gone in the sense that every nerve ending in her body seemed 
to be firing at once and her brain was babbling incoherently. 
 
He hadn't even penetrated her yet. 
 
And then he had. He did. In a move as inevitable as sliding down a rocky ravine, he 



parted her labia with his cock and slid in until they met, stiff minky black pubic hair to a 
springy birds nest of brown. 
 
Hot and slick and unreasonably hard, as though he wasn't even a man made of flesh, 
but some stony priapus. 
 
A cold tingle shot through her as she moved forward. 
 
He hissed in response. 
 
She slipped her finger into that caustic mouth of his. His tongue swirled around her 
finger while his cock moved inside her. 
 
It all felt so good. 
 
He moaned and she struggled to catch her breath. When she married him, she never 
imagined he could become beautiful to her. 
 
She peered into his inky hooded eyes as he lifted her with one thrust of his powerful 
hips. 
 
Those sly sweet curved lips parted. "Fuck," he whispered. 
 
He didn't look any different than he did the first time she'd seen him, but he was 
beautiful. 
 
She planted kisses across his heavy boned forehead, his groans affecting her sex as 
much as his cock. She was starting to quiver again. 
 
Her small thumb pried his mouth open. 
 
He barely seemed to notice, staring up at her, his expression dumb and insensate. Her 
index finger traced his viciously crooked bottom teeth. 
 
Any other face would be dead boring by now, she had married the most alluring wizard 
in the British Isles. 
 
"Hermione," he moaned. "Fuck, Hermione," and it resonated between her legs like the 
ringing of a bell. 
 
His cock stabbed up into her wildly while his hands held her tight to him. There would be 
marks. 
 
Her chest felt hot and cold in turns. Her skin rose in gooseflesh. 
 
An almost painful spasm wracked her, like an earthquake in her womb or an electric jolt. 



 
His mouth took hers, consuming all consciousness, all sensation. 
 
Sex that threatened to overwhelm her when she was eighteen seemed clinically 
detached beside what ran between them ten years later. 
 
Half the water from the tub was on the stone floor. 

 

Tyger! Tyger!: Of Children and Adults 
 

by Bloodcult of Freud 
 
At fifty-five, he had reached a point of unexpected equilibrium in his life. 
 
Professor Severus Snape enjoyed the quiet, the absence of other people's children, the 
sheer indolence of summers at Snape Hall. 
 
Despite its having been his birthplace and childhood home, Severus couldn't help 
thinking of the sprawling old house as more of a private summer vacationing spot, 
where he could set strong wards and allow the children to run rampant building forts 
and trying to drown one another in the pond while he shagged Madam Snape's brain 
loose from its moorings. 
 
In particular, he enjoyed awaking at his accustomed hour and walking the grounds 
before the sun came up and ruined everything. 
 
He felt the coming disruption before he heard it: a low rumble. Then he searched the 
sky as the vibration turned into a sound which turned into something very close to a 
peal of thunder. 
 
Amid the black clouds, his eye caught a distant glint of chrome. 
 
Out of the heavens swooped a small slight man dwarfed by the monstrosity he rode. 
 
No matter how many times the children insisted it was "wicked harsh," he would always 
find Potter - dressed in his godfather's oversized leather jacket and perched on that 
enormous beast of a motorbike - utterly laughable. If he was prone to laughing, that 
was. 
 
He wondered vaguely what drove Potter to appear unbidden at Snape Hall before 
dawn. As usual, the Dark Lord vanquisher's consideration knew no bounds. He was 
forced to wait for Potter to bring the behemoth to a sliding stop at his feet before he 
could ask. The din was overwhelming. 
 
"Potter," he said. 
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"Snape," came the equally terse reply. 
 
"You're up early this morning. I was unaware you were capable of appreciating such a 
pristine hour," Severus said, taking in the red eyes, grey face, and muddy clothes. "Or 
have you misplaced your bed entirely?" 
 
Potter jammed his hands into his pockets. "Left it." 
 
"Go back and apologise immediately," he said, looking Potter up and down. What a 
fucking fool. Why hadn't the dolt chose to darken Weasley's doorstep? 
 
Potter didn't answer. Instead, he sent a small flattened clamshell sailing directly at him. 
"Found this at my house." 
 
He opened it cautiously. It appeared to hold pastilles of some sort, Muggle-made as far 
as he could reckon. 
 
Ortho Novum, the package read. Well, that told him nothing. He pushed one of the pills 
from its housing. It definitely wasn't a poison. It smelled decidedly female. He sniffed 
again, then tasted the place where it had touched his finger. There could be no doubting 
what that flavour was, despite the strange synthetic Muggle aftertaste. 
 
"It's a contraceptive," Potter said with disgust. "If I was worthy of the name Auror, I'd be 
locking up my wife for Dark Arts right now." 
 
"Don't be thick, Potter. If you were to lock up your wife for contraception, there would be 
far worse names for you than Auror and my wife would use all of them freely." 
 
Potter pulled at his hair. It was a disconcerting habit. "It's against the law." 
 
"Because most wizards are fools and most witches lack the backbone to tell them so. 
Have you not considered the number of offspring a fecund witch could produce in her 
reproductive years? Fertile witches either learn to inhibit conception eventually, or they 
do not marry at all," Snape said dryly. He neglected to mention the third option, the 
possibility of being bred into an early grave. 
 
"Never thought I'd hear you justify Dark Arts, Snape," Potter said. 
 
"Never thought I'd hear you defend unjust laws, Potter. Why is contraception Dark Arts? 
Because the Ministry of Magic names it such. If it weren't for Muggle technology like 
that, my wife would have given birth to a dozen children by now," Snape said acidly. 
 
"And mine might have at least one," Potter snapped. 
 
"Do you think it happenstance that Nymphadora Tonks has born only two children in 



fourteen years of marriage to Ronald Weasley? Or perhaps you are privy to some 
hidden reserve of self-restraint in either of their characters?" Snape smirked, knowing it 
was questionable territory to make the suggestion that an Auror was guilty of the crime 
of impeding conception. 
 
Potter kicked aimlessly at the grass. "Could be." 
 
"And I thought you stopped being a moron years ago, when apparently all you did was 
learn to hide it more effectively. If Muggle methods were unavailable, your wife simply 
would have used a magical equivalent with the likely effect of lasting reproductive 
damage. As things stand, she may yet be persuaded to change her mind," Snape said. 
"In the end, her womb is her own. If you attempt to own it, you may wind up making 
yourself the criminal." 
 
Potter gave the appearance of thinking Snape's words over. 
 
Snape said, "Did you give her the opportunity to explain?" 
 
"And I wish I hadn't," Potter snapped. "How would you feel if you knew your wife didn't 
want to have your child because she didn't think you'd make a fit father?" The boy let go 
of a bitter laugh and Professor Snape smelled the eye-watering stench of incredibly 
cheap Fire Whiskey. 
 
Potter was too wispy to handle much liquor. "You wouldn't know anything about that, 
would you, Snape? It's funny, all I ever really wanted out of life was to be accepted by 
one person. To belong somewhere. To belong to someone. The masses might not 
adore you, Professor, but you've got one woman who honestly loves you, so you're 
miles ahead of me." 
 
"You aren't making any sense, Potter," he said peevishly. "There's a bottle of Sober-Up 
in my drawing room--" 
 
The saviour of the wizarding world focused on him, his magical eye lolling lazily and the 
real one glaring. "Why the bloody hell would I waste good money getting pissed if I 
wanted you to get me sober?" 
 
"Misguided as her affections may be, I'm certain your wife loves you," Snape said stiffly. 
 
Potter laughed that awful laugh again. "She loves me so much she says she can't see 
having my baby until I get rid of the 'dark' part of me. Too bad it's who I bloody am. Not 
that she felt bad about letting me think I was giving good try at-- at-- you know, though. 
We've been married twelve years, Snape, and she's been using those," he pointed at 
the offending pills, "from the start. I'm a fool." 
 
"What exactly do you expect to do about it?" Snape asked, curbing a sharp retort just 
this once. 



 
Yes, Potter had been lied to and betrayed, but there was a world of options before him. 
Forgiveness. Reconciliation. Vengeance. Ignoring the whole bloody mess. He knew 
which he would choose if he were in Potter's shoes. He also knew that road led to 
Azkaban. Fortunately, Potter was one of the literally thousands of wizards he could 
name who were more even-tempered than himself. 
 
"Dunno. We have the Coemptio, me being a half-blood. I reckoned I'd file for divorce," 
Potter replied. 
 
Snape snorted. "Filing for divorce is like petitioning for a permit to keep a hippogriff in a 
London flat: it is not strictly forbidden, but it is not likely the Ministry will say 'yes' either." 
 
Potter winced. 
 
Snape went on. "Why come here? I was not aware we had been designated a public 
hostelry." 
 
Potter shrugged. "I haven't got anybody else but you and Hermione. You're the only 
family I've got that wasn't Gin's first." 
 
Snape looked the young wizard up and down. If he hadn't gone to Albus or taken rooms 
at some convenient pub, surely there was some reason. Fourteen years ago he would 
have shown Black's godson the figurative door without so much as a backward glance. 
Time had softened his attitude toward the wretch, it seemed. He felt a bit taken aback 
by his utter lack of pleasure in Potter's misfortune. Perhaps it was because Potter's 
situation evoked all his early anxieties about his marriage to Hermione. He supposed he 
could put up with him for a brief period. At least until this dilemma was straightened out. 
 
"Go in then. The elves made the most astounding bison roast last night. Delectably rare. 
I'm sure they'd be delighted to heap you with leftovers," he said slyly, watching Potter go 
distinctly green at the mention of food. "Do you care for gravy?" 
 
He might be renowned for his nerves of steel, but Severus Snape knew for a fact the 
wunderkind's stomach was made of far weaker stuff. 
 
"I'm going to bed, you sadistic git," Potter muttered. 
 
Severus smirked, rejoicing in his own small way that he had made his position clear. 
 
"In that case, I shall continue with my morning walk." 

 
 
Unfortunately for Harry, he was too pissed to wander Snape Hall searching for his 
regular room. He gave up quickly, opened a random door, and fell unceremoniously on 
a blisteringly uncomfortable fainting couch. In an action stemming from years of 



sleeping in a cupboard under the stairs where he might get sprinkled with plaster at any 
moment, he pulled a bit of fabric from out of his pocket and draped it over his 
head. Ginny hated that. 
 
He couldn't help it. He couldn't sleep with his face above the sheet. 
 
It didn't matter anymore anyway; she was back home at Grimmauld place. She could 
keep it as far as he was concerned. It would take more than scary old Snape to drive 
him back home after she'd deceived him like that. The Professor hadn't even been able 
to scare him into studying for his OWLs when he was fifteen. 

 
 
Inside Harry Potter's skull there was an entire colony of Cornish pixies armed with tiny 
claw hammers attempting to bang their way out. At least that was what it felt like. 
 
His magical eye spun, taking in the surroundings. He suppressed the urge to groan as 
he recalled the events of the night before and realised he was not in his own bed, and 
would likely never return to it. 
 
A second later, someone else moaned and he was very glad he'd decided to keep quiet. 
 
His famed luck must have run very short because he was currently under his invisibility 
cloak and trapped in Hermione and Snape's bedroom. 
 
With them in it. 
 
Personally, Harry had seven or eight hundred places he'd rather be than in the room 
while Hermione and Snape went at it, and some of them had leeches. Harry clamped 
his eyelids tight and willed his all-seeing eye to look anywhere but the bed. 
Unfortunately, he couldn't clamp his ears closed as well. 
 
No, Hermione had to go "Mmmmmmmmmmmm," setting both his imagination and the 
skull-hammering pixies back to work. 
 
"Shhhhh," came Snape's voice, his next words quiet and indulgent, spoken almost 
gently. "How can you expect me to finish the poem if you continually interrupt?" 
 
"How... can you... expect me... to... keep quiet... when you're doing that with your 
hand?" Hermione said, exasperated. At least, Harry wanted to believe that was why she 
was panting so hard. He did NOT want to consider what Snape might be doing with his 
hand. 
 
"Are you ungrateful for my attempt? I could always stop," Snape said casually. 
 
"Don't," Hermione panted, "you dare." 
 



Harry's magical eye flicked reflexively towards the bed. He wasn't sure if he was more 
relieved that Snape was fully clothed or horrified that Hermione was completely 
starkers. 
 
He screwed his eyes shut so tight it hurt. 
 
As if to mock him, that voice came, Snape's voice like he'd never heard him use it. 
There wasn't a trace of sarcasm or threat. It wasn't seductive, he used to do that in 
class in a way that made you want to scrub with a brick afterwards and never hear a 
word about the uses of effluvia in potions ever again. 
 
No, for the first time in Harry's experience, Professor Snape sounded guileless. He 
listened to the words, his awareness of the rest of the world melting away. 
 
"For the worst is this, after all: if they knew me, 
Not a soul upon earth would pity me." 
 
Pity Snape? Hmm, that was a new one. Both Harry and the pixies paused to consider it. 
 
"And I play not for pity of these; but you, 
If you saw with your soul what man am I, 
You would praise me at least that my soul all through 
Clove to you, loathing the lives that lie." 
 
The Professor's voice was so soft Harry forgot his own existence for a second. There 
was only this room, this man, this woman. Oh, shit, the bleeding all-seeing eye couldn't 
be stopped. It wanted to watch them and nothing was going to stop it. He could pluck 
the damn thing out and it would still be straining to see them. No, no, no, no, no! 
 
He didn't want to see but he saw, with the detail sharp and minute and the unnaturally 
vivid colours the eye he was born to couldn't provide, Snape's hand between 
Hermione's legs. He tried to concentrate on Snape's words. 
 
"The souls and lips that are bought and sold, 
The smiles of silver and kisses of gold, 
The lapdog loves that whine as they chew, 
The little lovers that curse and cry." 
 
Hermione's hips were rising in time with Snape's voice, her legs trembling. He heard 
how wet she was, the rhythmic sucking sound that set his teeth on edge. He saw how 
wet she was and he would have given anything not to. 
 
It was hard work trying to stay disgusted. Those were his two choices: disgusted or lit 
up like a firefly during mating season. He would stay disgusted if it were the last thing he 
did. It didn't help that he could smell her now. 
 



"There are fairer women, I hear; that may be. 
But I, who I love you and find you fair, 
Who are more than fair in my eyes if they be, 
Do the high gods know or the great gods care? " 
 
If there were any great gods about, they hated Harry Potter because Snape had been 
undressing with the other hand. Merlin fuck! How many things could the bastard do at 
once? Harry thought back to the pensieve in his fifth year. This was bearable, he 
guessed, but he did not want to see Snape, all white skinny and soft, grunting on top of 
one of his best friends. 
 
A second later Harry wondered why he thought Snape would look that same as he did 
when he was fifteen. 
 
Harry wasn't, strictly speaking, in the habit of admiring men, but Snape wasn't painful to 
look at apart from the scars. That was, he looked all right. He'd always figured the 
Potions master dressed like that to make himself look bigger, but that couldn't be, since 
against all reason he looked larger without his robes. White, yes. Scarred, yes. But not 
small or weak by a long shot. 
 
"I will go back to the great sweet mother, 
Mother and lover of men, the sea. 
I will go down to her, I and none other," Snape said thrusting his hand upwards sharply. 
 
Harry expected Hermione to cry out or flinch, but she bore down instead. He watched 
as the next words came muffled, spoken as they were against the skin of her belly. 
Soundlessly, he mouthed the spell to force himself to go soft. 
 
"Close with her, kiss her and mix her with me; 
Cling to her, strive with her, hold her fast: 
O fair white mother, in days long past, 
Born without sister, born without brother." 
 
Snape was sliding all over her as he kept talking, blue-white skin on summer pink. Long 
fingers with perfectly manicured nails bit into her thighs, breasts, waist. The sodding all-
seeing eye saw every bit of it. Bugger Moody for dying and leaving it to him. What kind 
of lunatic bequeathed someone an eyeball? 
 
Hermione's hands were wrapped in that awful hair, stroking that surprisingly broad back. 
 
Snape was hard and brushing against Hermione's thigh. That was something he had 
never wanted to see, but his long-time suspicions were confirmed: Snape not only was 
a big wanker, he had one as well. 
 
"Set free my soul as thy soul is free, 
O fair green-girdled mother of mine. 



Sea, that art clothed with the sun and the rain, 
Thy sweet hard kisses are strong like wine, 
Thy large embraces are keen like pain." 
 
The words were starting to get ragged. Harry wondered how the bleeding hell Snape 
was still talking. 
 
"Save me and hide me with all thy waves, 
Find me one grave of thy thousand graves, 
Those pure cold populous graves of thine 
Wrought without hand in a world without stain." 
 
Harry watched in horror as, without warning or pretext, Hermione rolled Snape onto his 
back. He buried his face in the worn fabric of the couch. It was no use: Moody's eye 
went on looking. About eighteen centimetres of erect Professor Snape stared right back 
and Hermione proved she had a future as a sword swallower if the housewife thing 
didn't work out. 
 
"No, darling, I can't - stop," Snape hissed. Harry watched in amazement as he grabbed 
her roughly by the hair and threw her off him. Darling? Threw her off? 
 
"I can't finish the poem if you do that," he said simply. "Listen, my love. Feel the words." 
 
"I shall sleep, and move with the moving ships, 
Change as the winds change, veer in the tide; 
My lips will feast on the foam of thy lips." 
 
At these words, the Potions master pulled her mouth to his before he pulled away and 
went back doggedly to his poem. Harry was so intent on what Snape was saying that he 
didn't realise right away that Hermione was astride Snape. 
 
They were fucking. Snape's poem seemed to be vibrating over Hermione's skin, filling 
up the whole room. He was using magic, but it wasn't a spell Harry knew. The words 
were definitely a regular Muggle poem, but Snape had somehow turned it into some 
sort of incantation. Harry couldn't deny the crackle of magic in the air that set all his hair 
on end. If only his hair was the only thing. 
 
Harry mouthed the anti-eros spell to himself again as Snape's voice went on, a whisper 
now. 
 
"This next part reminded me of you right away, the rest didn't fit until my second 
reading. Pay attention... 
 
"I shall rise with thy rising, with thee subside; 
Sleep, and not know if she be, if she were, 
Filled full with life to the eyes and hair, 



As a rose is fulfilled to the roseleaf tips 
With splendid summer and perfume and pride." 
 
Harry watched as Snape lifted her on his narrow hips. He did rise with her rising. 
Hermione was riding him hard. He didn't know exactly how the eye did it, but it looked 
into her face and she was glowing, pearls of sweat rolling down her face and her 
breasts. 
 
"Fair mother, fed with the lives of men. 
Thou art subtle and cruel of heart, men say. 
Thou hast taken, and shalt not render again; 
Thou art full of thy dead, and cold as they. 
But death is the worst that comes of thee." 
 
Snape's utterance had become barely more than a breath, but Harry heard every word. 
His whole skin vibrated with the older wizard's narrative lovemaking. That was what it 
was. 
 
In a flash, Harry knew exactly what they were doing. Because he realised suddenly it 
wasn't just Snape; it was Hermione too. The air around her body was shimmering 
because she was giving off so much heat. 
 
It was magic, the kind of extemporaneous wandless magic attempted only by small 
children, the very, very powerful, and suicidal idiots. 
 
It went without saying he had done it himself. He was in their league: he had managed a 
Patronus at thirteen and killed Voldemort at seventeen, but he had never done anything 
like this, not with sex. It hadn't even occurred to him that such a thing was possible. 
 
He knew, as a matter of course, that he was inhibited about sex. It was one of those 
things that came part and parcel with his upbringing on Privet Drive. Right along side 
DON'T BE AN IMPOSITION was HACKING THE NEIGHBOR GIRL TO BITS IS MORE 
ACCEPTABLE THAN TRYING TO GET YOUR HAND IN HER KNICKERS. 
 
Lucky for him, Gin thought it was cute when he blushed and stammered. Or used to be 
lucky for him, rather, since he'd moved out last night. 
 
He was so fucked. Metaphorically, not literally. 
 
What had originally looked like the red flush of sex in Hermione's chest and throat was 
now turning gas-flame blue. Her hair went yellow, then white. Holy Merlin! She was a 
fire. A living, breathing human flame and Snape, that maniac, was embracing her. His 
head was thrown back and his hair fanned out. Hermione seemed to be sucking all the 
oxygen out of the room. Snape was literally inside her, inside the penetrable flame she 
had become. 
 



The Professor's exhortation to the sea was all that was keeping Hermione from burning 
the wizard's impressive "wand" down to a blackened stump. They were both mad. 
 
Harry could barely breathe and the anti-eros charm had become laughable. Snape kept 
talking. 
 
Harry gave in and watched, no longer even attempting a pretence of control as Snape 
rolled onto his stomach. It was almost like he was screwing the mattress, but not quite: 
Hermione was around him on all sides and his voice was growing louder. 
 
"Thou art fed with our dead, o mother, o sea, 
But when hast thou fed on our hearts? Or when, 
Having given us love, hast thou taken away? 
O tender-hearted, o perfect lover, 
Thy lips are bitter, and sweet thine heart." 
 
What the hell were they trying to do? Harry was sweating and ejaculating and a hair 
away from screaming. The peripheral fallout from the spell wracked his liquor-ravaged 
body. Those two were a reckless couple of savages. 
 
When he regained his senses, Harry saw Hermione was fully corporeal again and 
Snape was resting his head in the crook of her chubby arm. 
 
"Where did you get that poem? Is it new?" Hermione asked. 
 
"Quite, published circa 1904," Snape said nuzzling Hermione's breast, like a regular 
chap might. 
 
"Pfft. Practically written yesterday." Hermione snorted, then giggled. "That went well, I 
think." 
 
"I thought I was a bit off. SOMEONE kept interrupting the poem," Snape huffed. "All in 
all not a bad effort, though." 
 
If Harry ever had sex with a female who turned herself into a pillar of fire without 
suffering so much as a singed eyelash, he made a note to be more effusive than that. 
 
Snape was smiling up at Hermione in a way that made Harry's stomach quiver. 
 
"Madam Snape," he said in what Harry thought of as his classroom tone, "I seem to 
have made quite a mess of you. Have I your permission to correct the matter?" 
 
"You know how I feel about the virtue of cleaning up after one's self," Hermione 
answered with mock seriousness. 
 
Harry expected Snape to draw his wand and execute a quiet cleaning charm. Instead, 



the professor laughed for the first time in the all the years of Harry's experience with him 
and dove face first between Hermione's legs. 
 
Every adolescent aspersion on Snape's character was confirmed for thirty-one year-old 
Harry Potter. The wizard was depraved. 
 
Eventually, he did manage to sneak out of the room. 
 
He spent the rest of the day with the children, lobbing fireworks and the occasional dung 
bomb at one another from their respective forts. What was it about the Snapes and 
playing with fire? 

 
 
Lady Snape sat in the kitchen at Grimmauld Place. No pretences accompanied her. She 
didn't force a smile. She didn't take a maternal tone with her friend. The situation was 
past that point. 
 
She looked about her and sipped her tea. It was too hot to drink, really, but she was 
thirsty and enjoyed the burn on a visceral level. 
 
Ginny and Harry certainly had continued Molly's work of making the place less ghoulish. 
The rooms were as bright as could be managed without making them look like 
interrogation chambers. The colours were just this side of circus tent garish. They had 
tried hard, perhaps too hard. 
 
"Maybe it's for the best," Ginny said, twirling her spoon between her pinkie and ring 
finger. 
 
"Lies are never good, even when we think we're protecting someone we love," 
Hermione said carefully. 
 
Ginny sighed. "You blame me, don't you. The way things are now, I'm my own person, 
Ginny Potter, Seeker for The Wasps. I can't exactly chase a snitch pregnant. You could 
barely drag yourself out of the dungeon." 
 
"I'm sure if you explained that to Harry, he would be willing to wait until your career was 
less consuming. It's the lying that hurt him, Gin," Hermione said. 
 
Ginevra swallowed hard. "Hermione, I don't expect you to understand, but when I 
married Harry I thought... I thought Harry was the way he was because of Voldemort. 
After he was defeated, Harry would be all right - I'm not explaining this well, am I? I 
sound like Ron." 
 
"Go on, Ginny. I'm your friend; I want to understand." And I want Harry Potter out of my 
house, she thought to herself. 
 



"Most of the time Harry is a sweet innocent sort, you know? But he can be bitter and 
sarcastic and petty when things don't go his way. I thought it was because of the war, 
and with Riddle gone, it'd go away, too," Ginny Potter said, bending her spoon between 
her thumb and middle finger. 
 
"And now that you know it won't?" Hermione asked. 
 
Ginny shrugged. "I dunno. I do care for him, honest, I just... He's so needy and so angry 
and sometimes I resent feeling like his keeper. I can't bring another person into this 
mess." 
 
Hermione understood her decision, even if it wasn't the one she herself had made. That 
didn't mean she knew what to say. 
 
"Do you think I made a mistake with Severus?" she asked plainly, as soon as she 
finished the last piping-hot mouthful of tea. 
 
Ginny cringed. "Are you happy? Professor Snape isn't exactly my idea of a holiday but... 
to each her own as long as you're happy." 
 
Hermione nodded uncomfortably "I'm in love, Gin, more in love all the time. I think I 
need to feel needed. I didn't grow up the way you did. I was always so lonely before I 
married Severus." 
 
"You never seemed lonely," Ginny said, popping a biscuit from the tin into her mouth. 
 
It was Hermione's turn to shrug. "I never seemed a lot of things." 
 
She wasn't sure whether she wanted Ginny to guess at what they had all missed years 
ago or not. At the time, she had mattered so little. Every other student in the school was 
nothing but scenery in the drama that was Harry Potter saving the known world. 
 
Ginny meanwhile was staring at a spot on the wall some four feet to the left of 
Hermione's head. 
 
"Do you regret it?" Ginny asked. 
 
"Regret what?" Hermione looked up, confused. 
 
"Marrying him." Ginny kept her eyes on that spot on the wall. 
 
"Not for a minute," Hermione said. 
 
"Harry says he's done terrible things," Ginny continued blankly. 
 
"I know what he's done," Hermione answered. 



 
"Did he tell you before or after you had the kids?" Ginny asked. 
 
"Before," Hermione said. 
 
"Why did you do it?" Ginny asked. 
 
"It's complicated. I told him I would," Hermione said uncomfortably. "It was part of our 
agreement. He would be nice to me, keep me safe, and I would give him an heir. But it 
turned into more than that." 
 
"Obviously," Ginny's eyes met hers. "Do you think I'm wrong not to have kids? Do you 
think it would fix everything if I gave in?" 
 
"I think no one can make the decision for you. Children aren't puppies. You can't take 
them back if you change your mind. Having four children didn't make things good 
between Severus and I, Ginny, we did," Hermione said. 
 
"The professor can't help the way he was born, but Harry told me a story about June 
Thwaite. How she died. Did you know she was my partner in Herbology?" Ginny said. 
 
"I know about June Thwaite. Did you know Severus writes half the letters you get from 
me?" Hermione answered evenly. 
 
"He reads your post?" Ginny said shocked. "He answers your post?" 
 
Honestly, Hermione would be surprised if Harry didn't get a look at Ginny's mail one 
way or another himself. 
 
"He's a Slytherin. Do you honestly think a letter comes through the post that he doesn't 
get a look at? Severus actually likes you, you know," Hermione said. 
 
"Harry's welcome to come home if he wants to," Ginny said her eyes fixed on the spoon 
she was straightening in her hands. 

 
 
At first, Harry was grateful for the Snape family habit of lounging around the drawing 
room reading after tea time, having been played with to the point of exhaustion by four 
kids who saw him as the ideal opportunity to get around the underage magic ban. 
 
By the second Saturday, it became more than Harry could manage. The second hour of 
lolling on the carpet trying not to give up on "The Life of Wronski" nearly killed him. 
 
None of the Snapes, large or small, had the same problem. Of course, Thales and 
Hermione were the smallest Snapes these days. Both Seti and Ptolemy were as big as 
the professor. Little Nefer stood nose to nose with Harry, which was not exactly 



heartening. 
 
At least Hermione was still short. He wondered idly how much longer he'd be taller than 
Thales. 
 
Harry glanced around the room, trying to calculate when the elves would call time for 
dinner. 
 
That would be a reprieve and a riddle of a different sort. 
 
As Harry was not here on holiday or as an official guest, he found the meals odd. As 
close as Snape and Hermione's tendencies ran in books and general habits, food was 
different. He and Ron usually found it good for a laugh over Yule. 
 
Hermione had gone from nearly vegetarian when she was in school to being almost 
phobic about meat. 
 
Snape, on the other hand, seemed to live on not just meat, but wild game cooked rare. 
Well, wild game and biscuits. 
 
He'd always known about the biscuits. The git kept great heaping platters of them in his 
office and classroom, as he remembered. Jelly centred and chocolate cream-filled by 
the look of them. Not that the Bat ever saw fit to share them with the students. If he had, 
they would have suspected the things were poisoned. 
 
So, his choices at mealtime ran from some wild animal that would be more accurately 
described as having been scared by fire than with any term indicating it was cooked, to 
Hermione's assortment of greens, which invariably reminded him of one of his cousin 
Dudley's diet plates. 
 
At least he could load up on pudding later. 
 
How the kids managed to grow on the combination astonished him. Merlin, he was 
obsessing over the Snapes' eating habits. Harry had to DO something before he lost his 
mind. 
 
He cleared his throat. Twelve black eyes were instantly trained on him. It was funny to 
remember that Hermione's used to be a soft sort of brown. 
 
"Get much Muggle music in these parts?" Harry asked out of the blue. 
 
"Why would we?" Snape asked, his forehead wrinkling more than usual. 
 
"I just happen to have my vic AND my extensive record collection handy." Actually he 
had all his personal effects handy, shrunk to fit in the saddlebags of his motorcycle. He 
hoped Snape didn't see fit to point that out. It would be just like him, though. 



 
"What's it like?" Thales said, peering over the top of his book. 
 
"Not magic, obviously," Seti said, frowning. 
 
"Yes, but how?" Thales persisted. "Not magic how?" 
 
"It doesn't sweep you up the way enchanted music does, but if you're observant you can 
feel it," Harry explained. 
 
"It's quite impossible to dance to," Hermione said, wrinkling her nose. 
 
"Muggles do it all the time," Harry argued. 
 
Hermione glared at him. He noticed Snape was grinning behind his cupped hand. 
 
He had better make this good. "ACCIO VICTROLA - ACCIO RECORDS." 
 
All four of the kids descended on the records as soon as they lit on the floor. 
 
"This first," Ptolemy said, instantly pulling the most dog-eared cover from the leaden 
cabinet. 
 
"Why that one?" Harry asked. He had few memories of his godfather Sirius, but that LP 
had been his and came with the victrola. It was the haggard wizard's favourite during his 
dark moods. "It's just a song about a motorcycle." 
 
Snape was giving him a hard look. "No, it's not. It is a tragic romance. Somewhat 
melodramatic. Secondly, that particular piece is not Muggle music. They played the 
damn thing incessantly on the wizarding wireless when I was at Hogwarts. It was Evan's 
favourite--" 
 
"Then why does it have a Muggle label? How'd you know so much?" Harry asked. 
 
"I don't claim to be Albus Dumbledore, but I was in Miss Evans' year at Hogwarts," 
Snape shrugged. 
 
"It was her favourite?" Harry asked again, and looked to Hermione when Snape's 
expression grew flatter and flatter. It never occurred to him that Snape knew anything 
more about his mother than he'd seen in the pensive. 
 
He pleaded with Hermione with his eyes. 
 
"Severus," Hermione said with the slightest hint of expectation in her voice. 
 
"Very well. Every breathing male, and a few of the ghosts, noted her virtues. I was not 



impervious, being an adolescent male at the time. My great grandmother would have 
referred to her as 'well-courted'," Snape said, looking pointedly away. "There was a ball, 
a Yule ball, it might as well have been called the Battle for the Attention of Miss Evans. I 
was merely one of a dozen vying for the prize. Against all hope, she agreed to dance 
with me. As luck would have it, I was hexed by an arrogant bespectacled prick who 
bears some resemblance to our esteemed guest. Being struck dumb and covered with 
boils, I was unable to have the dance in question. Potter Senior was rendered absent by 
detention. It is my understanding that Evans spent the entire night on the arm of one 
Sirius Black. Which would explain Black's sentimental attachment to the tune as 
evidenced by its bedraggled condition." 
 
Hermione gave Harry a look that suggested Snape had been pushed far enough for one 
Saturday afternoon. He would never understand what went on between those two. 
 
"Put it on, Harry. Will you dance with me, Severus? It's enchanted, right?" Hermione 
said, holding out her hand to the stern old prick. 
 
It was a strange thought, Snape fancying his mother. He knew Snape better after all 
these years than he'd ever known Sirius and all he had of his father were photographs. 
 
He hadn't hated Snape in a long time, but it was strange to admit to himself that they 
were close. Not like he and Ron, but they understood the worst parts of each other. 
Maybe that made them even closer. 
 
Snape nodded curtly and took Hermione's hand. Harry had to give him this: he could 
move. 

 
 
The twelfth night of Harry's stay, Severus had a dream that was not a nightmare. 
 
Soft dainty feet in pretty shoes walked quiet as a kiss on a fragrant cedar wood floor. 
 
Muggle streetlights glared yellow, growing like exotic plants in the dining room. 
 
She poured port into two of the gold-rimmed glasses and left them on the sideboard. 
 
Some details were sharp: apple seeds in her handkerchief, a pair of dice, the pattern of 
the rug. Others were hazy. There was a song with indistinct words wafting through the 
room and a scent he could not place, both spicy and resinous. 
 
The heavy front door shut loudly behind her. 
 
Curling hair rose up to slowly strangle the moon. 
 
She stepped into the shadow of a tree and he watched her slowly disappear. 
 



Harry tossed in the unfamiliar bed, the older wizard's dream gripping him. But instead of 
the mother's face that Severus saw, Harry Potter's mind substituted the eleven-year-old 
daughter's. 

 
 
In the morning, Harry cheerfully and politely left to reconcile with his wife. 
 
The following September, Severus leaned slantwise on the lectern viewing the first 
years potions class with unbridled disgust. 
 
They were at it again. Staring at her like acrophobic mountain climbers eyeing Mt. 
Everest. 
 
It wasn't any wonder: she stood head and shoulders above the lot of them, in both mind 
and body. Ptolemy and Seti were only marginally better at brewing than one would 
expect the Potions master's sons to be, good enough but their hearts weren't in it. 
Nefer, however was every bit as brilliant a student as her mother had been. Not that the 
puddingheaded louts ogling her cared anything for that. 
 
He glared at the scrap of parchment on the lectern, he had found it earlier in the week. It 
was a testament to the perversity of his progeny that the child felt compelled to make an 
unflattering cartoon of herself. 
 
PLAIN JANE SNAPE, the caption read. 
 
And beside a faithful rendition of the nose she had inherited from his face, she had 
marked MY BEST FEATURE. 
 
The Jane business nagged at him more than he cared to admit. It was pure bloody-
mindedness on her part to insist on being called Jane once she entered Hogwarts as a 
student. 
 
Was it humour? Self-abnegation? An odd sort of wish to be an unremarkable girl? She 
was as inscrutable as her mother at times. 
 
Dumbledore was talking out of his arse when he said her condition was harmless. Six 
more years of this would be the death of him. 
 
Professor Snape narrowed his scowl to the three most egregious offenders, this year's 
set of twins and their faithful companion, the third leg of their tripod as it were. Castor 
and Pollux. Why couldn't wizards find more original names for their offspring? Three 
quarters of the twins he had taught over the years were either Castor and Pollux or 
Romulus and Remus. 
 
He decided to single out the three specifically, determined to stop the leering for the 
day, at least. 



 
"Mr. Fine, Mr. Howard, Mr. Fine. Need I remind you, this is Potions class, not female 
anatomy? We are here to study the proper method for concocting a simple Draught of 
Peace, not to meditate upon my daughter's form," he said slowly. 
 
Nefer gave him a scowl that was pure Hermione and mouthed, "Stop it, Daddy," in silent 
rebuke. 
 
He could cope with that little fit of pique. After all, he contended with the original on a 
daily basis and managed to survive quite nicely. 
 
He met her glare with a bemused smile. 
 
All the Snape children had their idiosyncrasies. 
 
Ptolemy related every assignment to whatever book he had read the previous night. It 
was amusing to receive an essay on monkshood that veered off into a treatise on the 
political machinations of 13th century Bulgarian witches. 
 
Seti could find an excuse to draw a diagram regardless of the topic and had an odd 
fondness for counting things off. Severus imagined it was in some way related to his 
mother's obsession with lists. Still, no other student in all his years had given him a 
parchment referring to the 3rd potion on the 568th page of the 73rd book on the 2nd 
shelf of the 49th library stack. But that was, indeed, how the boy ordered the universe. It 
made Sprout's left eye twitch. 
 
Nefer - he refused to go along with this childish whim of hers and call her Jane - issued 
terse ultimatums about the treatment of her classmates. Nothing made him more 
amused than seeing, "You made Yvette Larkin cry, you should be ashamed," printed in 
stern warning at the bottom of a scroll on situations in which a bezoar might fail. 
 
He wondered idly what sort of curious eccentricity Thales would add to his parchments. 
Jokes at the beginning of each new paragraph, perhaps? 

 

Tyger! Tyger!: Explusion from Paradise 
 

by Bloodcult of Freud 
 
Albus Dumbledore supposed the obvious effect of teaching for so very long was that 
sometimes it seemed as if he had been receiving the same dozen students in his office 
over and over again for the last seventy years. 
 
He studied the pale, lank-haired boy - much too tall to be eleven, but eleven 
nonetheless - ignoring the rest of the crowd assembled in his outer office. Every one of 
the Snapes, like their father, had managed to reach their full height by the end of their 
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first year. 
 
"Lemon drop?" he offered. 
 
He remembered the day a woman had come to speak to him on behalf of the boy's 
father. 
 
Severus' great grandmother, Nefer, had made the logical plea for him to consider 
Severus on his own merits and not his parents' crime. She had been correct. He was 
continually grateful he had listened to her despite the fact that the boy was challenging 
in his own right. 
 
Fortunately, young Thales Snape hadn't needed any intervention to begin his school 
career. Dumbledore smiled at the boy. He wasn't sure whether the boy was most or 
least promising of his parents' four children. A dead ringer for his father at that age, the 
boy was six feet tall and had grown so quickly over the last year that he looked 
malnourished. Albus didn't reckon he'd ever be more than slender, but at present to call 
the boy skin and bones was being generous. He alone of the brood had not managed to 
inherit any of his mother's good looks. Neither had he received any of his father's wiles 
or grace. No, Thales Snape was large, awkward, talkative, and unattractive, with the 
sort of sensitivity most often associated with five-year-old girls. Despite sharing the 
somewhat ponderous family intellect, he had less common 
sense than a kitten. Of course, he was Dumbledore's favourite. 
 
That did not help him much with his fellow students. He had a myriad of qualities for his 
classmates to resent and mock. They looked at him and saw a clumsy, unappealing 
scarecrow who towered over them, habitually ruined the grading curve, had literally 
been born in Hogwarts Castle, looked like everyone's least favourite teacher, and wept 
at the drop of a hat. No wonder he snatched up friendship where he found it. 
 
"The boy must be expelled, Albus," Severus said coldly. "I do not see the need for this 
throng for such a clear-cut matter." 
 
Thales was on the brink of tears, not an uncommon occurrence for him. 
 
"I believe, Severus, that I am still Headmaster here," he said softly. "So any decision 
regarding either expulsion or throngs is my own. I happen to be of the opinion that every 
member of our little group has some contribution to make." 
 
"The trouble with you, Dad, is when you get your knickers in a twist it takes an act of 
Merlin to get you to shut up and listen to reason," Seti Ctesibius Snape said, his black 
eyes reflecting back at his father. 
 
Dumbledore wondered at the irony of a world where such a pretty boy would be the 
most like his father when it truly mattered. Seti, the sweet-faced fourteen-year-old, was 
the only one of the Snape children to be sorted into Slytherin. He understood Severus 



too well sometimes, the old man thought. The boy reserved for his father the singular 
lack of tact that Severus saw fit to share with the world. In his other dealings, Seti was 
sometimes actively slippery. 
 
Perhaps Seti and Severus grasped each other in a way that was past all machinations. 
 
"I do not need lecturing from a fourth year," Severus growled. 
 
All four children rolled their eyes, but Seti leaned back and opened his mouth just 
enough to hiss quietly, "Apparently, you do." 
 
"I don't care what any of you say; I am the boy's father. I am sending to boy to 
Durmstrang. He has been allowed free rein long enough, perhaps there he will learn not 
to take advantage of young women." Severus' face was closed and angry. 
 
"He's a baby." Hermione's voice was still precise, but she was definitely growing loud. 
"That slut took advantage of him, and if you think you're sending him anywhere without 
my permission, you are deluded, Severus Snape." 
 
The children shrank back a bit at hearing their mother's voice raised, proof to 
Dumbledore that a bluff overused soon lost all threat. They paid less attention to their 
father's screaming than they did to the breakfast menu. 
 
"Let us discuss this as rationally as possible," Albus said. 
 
"I am his father and I say he goes," Severus thundered. 
 
"I am his mother and I say you had better shut up before I do something you'll regret," 
Hermione raved. "Calm down, damn it!" 
 
"I am his Head of House," Minerva jumped in angrily, "and I agree with the 
Headmaster." 
 
Dumbledore sat down behind his desk and popped a gumdrop into his mouth. 
"Gumdrop, anyone? I do not claim to know the whole truth of this somewhat sordid tale, 
but it would mean quite a lot to me if you would at least listen, Professor Snape." 
 
Severus leaned back in his chair, his arms folded, as if daring Albus Dumbledore to tell 
him anything. 
 
"First of all, young Seti, we would now appreciate your testimony on the matter at hand," 
the Headmaster said. 
 
"She came to me first," Seti said, looking his father in the eye, "and she offered more 
than once. I told her no. I didn't look forward to being castrated by my own father." 
 



"And you saw fit to say nothing to me at the time? How convenient," Severus said 
darkly. 
 
"I didn't know I was supposed to inform my Head of House every time some chit who 
has trouble keeping her knickers on asks me if I fancy a shag," Seti said sarcastically. 
 
"You make it sound like a frequent occurrence," Severus said just as nastily. 
 
"Could be," Seti answered in a tone he had obviously learned at his father's knee. 
"Rumour is I'm dead easy on the eyes." 
 
"Albus, I respectfully request the ladies be excused. This is not an appropriate line of 
inquiry," Severus said. 
 
"You are sorely mistaken if you think I am going anywhere, Severus," Hermione said 
quietly. 
 
"Daddy, if I hadn't told Professor McGonagall it would still be going on and none of us 
would be here, so I'm not budging, either," thirteen-year-old Nefer said indignantly. 
"Besides which, if you send him away, I shall never forgive you." 
 
Severus shifted uncomfortably. Not one of his offspring was what one might call weak-
willed. 
 
Severus and Hermione bickered as a matter of course. It was affectionate for the most 
part. Dumbledore knew Nefer was different. Nefer had always been a bit more than the 
apple of her father's eye. Since her birth, she had seemed to embody his one chance to 
make up whatever transgressions he had made against womankind in general. He was 
oddly formal with her for such a loving father, and yet also her abject slave. 
 
Albus supposed it was understandable that the wizard, who had raped and killed and 
tortured women, treated his own daughter as though she desperately needed locking in 
a tower. Nefer, being Hermione's daughter as well, would have none of that. She was 
bright, lovely, temperamental, and spoiled rotten. Someday, she was going to henpeck 
some poor wizard to death, provided one of her suitors had both the fortitude and 
stupidity to stand up to her father. 
 
She was a beautiful girl with the most amazing huge black eyes and glossy black curls, 
but the male inhabitants of Hogwarts treated her like she had an entrancing strain of 
leprosy thanks to Severus. Being known as the "Black Veela of Gryffindor" did not 
endear her to the female students. To make matters worse, like her mother before her, 
she honestly preferred the company of boys, leaving her with no choice but to make her 
siblings her closest allies. 
 
Of course her little brother, the other Gryffindor Snape, would confide in her. 
 



"Are you listening, Daddy?" she hissed. 
 
"Yes, dear," the Head of Slytherin mumbled. 
 
"You will continue listening if you know what's good for you," the third year Gryffindor 
said archly. 
 
Hermione simply glared at her husband as though envisioning his head on a pike. 
 
"Now that we have that settled," Dumbledore went on, "Ptolemy? I believe you have 
testimony to add." 
 
Ptolemy Mamillus Snape looked up from his book. The boy was a Ravenclaw to the 
depths of his soul. 
 
"After Seti gave her the brush off, she came after me. I told her I wasn't interested and 
that I also had a vested interest in remaining intact." He was not as sweetly pretty as 
Seti, but his father's hard-angled features somehow translated into very handsome once 
they were in Ptolemy's face. "The tart," he added. 
 
"And then she came to you?" Severus said sourly to Thales. 
 
"I know, I couldn't believe it either," the boy said, his voice cracking as he spoke. 
 
"Mr. Filch, will you please tell your brother precisely how many different boys you have 
interrupted Miss Brown with?" Dumbledore asked the caretaker. 
 
"Just this year?" the old caretaker asked with a mocking smile. 
 
"This year will do," Dumbledore assured him. 
 
"Three Gryffindors, four Hufflepuffs, two Ravenclaws, one Slytherin," Filch said matter-
of-factly, as if he kept a running tally of every student's transgressions catalogued by 
house and year. Perhaps he did. 
 
"The fact that the poor girl has proved a target for the Lotharios of this school in the past 
does not make me more apt to find the boy's actions more acceptable," Severus said 
through gritted teeth. 
 
"Daddy, Alice Brown is not a poor girl; she's like a kneazle in heat and she used Thales 
for a scratching post," Nefer said angrily. "If it was me..." 
 
"Excuse me?" he said, narrowing his eyes at her. 
 
"I think our daughter is saying what I have been trying to tell you all along," Hermione 
said, quietly seething. "If Nefer was a first year, a deceptively mature-looking first 



year..." 
 
"She was a deceptively mature-looking first year," Severus frowned. 
 
"As I was saying," Hermione said, shooting him an exasperated look, "if 
Nefer was a first year and a fourth year had seduced her, I think your response would 
be somewhat different." 
 
Severus snorted. "Thales is not female." 
 
"What an amazing deduction," Ptolemy muttered in the direction of his book. 
 
"I have warned him, as I have warned all of you," Severus roared. 
 
"The witch is the cornerstone of our society. As you do to her, so you do to all," Seti and 
Ptolemy droned in pompous unison. "To violate her is to violate our future. To 
disrespect her is to shame oneself. In other words, no sex before marriage." 
 
"Want me to do the one about brewing fame?" Seti asked slyly. 
 
"Severus." Hermione looked at her husband reprovingly. "Do you remember when I was 
eleven? If some fourth year had seduced me..." 
 
"It would have been a criminal act," he said angrily. " You were practically embryonic at 
that age, but the boy is not little Hermione Granger." 
 
"He isn't big bad Severus Snape either," she screamed. 
 
"He's not as far from being a man as you seem to think, physically at least," Severus 
glowered. 
 
Dumbledore had suffered through enough of the Snape family bickering, amusing 
though it could be at times, so he turned to the boy in question and said, "Do you think 
you can see your way clear to tell us precisely why you took up Miss Brown on her kind 
offer?" 
 
Thales looked as utterly woebegone as any lovesick puppy Dumbledore had ever seen. 
 
"She said she loved me. I didn't figure she might be using me until I'd already done half 
her History of Magic essays. I tried to tell her I couldn't do anything for her in Potions 
because Dad would be onto me right away, and she said if I didn't, she was dropping 
me," he said glumly. 
 
Severus Snape blinked repeatedly while his wife stood outraged. 
 
"Thales Severus Antonio Propertius Drusus Nero Snape, sex is one thing, but are you 



telling me you've been doing this moron's schoolwork? My child has been cheating? My 
child?" Hermione was livid and literally shaking with rage. "This boy isn't going to 
Durmstrang, Severus; that's too good for him. He's going to stay with my parents and 
live as a Muggle." 
 
Thales turned green and so did his father. 
 
"Lets not be hasty, darling," Severus said carefully. "Perhaps he can remain at home 
and be sadder but wiser as a punishment." 
 
"You mean face no punishment at all but his own clearly insufficient remorse?" she 
shouted. "Cheating is a serious offence. You always do this. You go off half-cocked, 
screaming about penalty and repentance, then when it comes down to it, they squeeze 
out a couple of tears and all is forgiven. Well, all is not forgiven. This is serious." 
 
"I do intend to mete out detention to Thales for the rest of the year, Hermione," Minerva 
added, "but one would think the two of you, of all people, would appreciate the value of 
mercy." 
 
Albus Dumbledore turned to the deputy Headmistress, still smiling. 
 
"I believe I would like to speak to Hermione and Severus alone. Minerva, Argus, would 
you mind escorting the children to the great hall? Our excellent house elves have kindly 
prepared a late night snack." He smiled benevolently as the six left the room casting 
glances behind them. 
 
"I have wonderful news for the two of you." He was still smiling. 
 
"What? My wife is going to be a grandmother at the ripe old age of thirty-four?" 
Professor Snape snapped, and his wife discreetly kicked him in the shin. 
 
"I have been considering this for some time, but I have decided, and you must 
understand that recent events in no way affected my decision. I have decided it is high 
time the two of you graduated." The Headmaster extended a bowl in their direction. 
"Peppermint?" 
 
The former Miss Granger had a look of profound confusion on her face. 
 
The Potions master's expression was tinged with horror as well. 

 
 
It had happened. It had finally happened. The great Albus Dumbledore had been 
pretending dementia so long that when it slipped up on him no one had noticed. 
 
Severus Snape was utterly horrified. "Headmaster, I graduated in 197-" 
 



"Then why are you still here, dear boy?" Dumbledore twinkled madly. 
 
"I am Potions master, remember? I graduated, apprenticed with Karkaroff at 
Durmstrang, then returned to teach at this school where I have been ever since," he 
explained carefully. 
 
Albus smiled the guileless smile of the completely mad. 
 
"How long have you been with us, my dear?" The old wizard took Hermione's hand in 
his. 
 
"Twenty-two years, Headmaster. Six as a student and sixteen as the Potions master's 
wife," she said, smiling nervously. 
 
"And you, Severus?" Albus turned to him. 
 
"Forty-three counting my student days," he said with consternation, suddenly starting to 
doubt his assessment of the old man's mental state. 
 
"Nearly twice as long as our Hermione, but boys do tend to be a bit slower," 
Dumbledore said. 
 
The witch had the temerity to smirk. 
 
"Taking leap years into account, that makes somewhere in the neighbourhood of fifteen 
thousand, six hundred and eighty five bowls of porridge. Tell me, did you have the same 
breakfast during your apprenticeship as well? Have you ever considered branching out? 
Fried bread and sausages, perhaps? Eggs over easy?" Albus Dumbledore was 
positively mirthful and Severus Snape suddenly felt sick to his stomach. 
 
"He's sacking you," Hermione said in an awed voice. 
 
"No," Dumbledore beamed. "I'm sacking both of you." 
 
"I don't work here, Headmaster. You can't sack me," his wife said sensibly. 
 
"You've learned all you can from us. You really ought to consider it a graduation of 
sorts. Today you are a man, Severus, ready to face the world outside your childhood 
home," the old wizard said blandly. 
 
"I can atone. Whatever I have done, I can--" Severus was deep in a panic he had never 
quite felt before. Could Dumbledore possibly mean what he was saying? 
 
"There is nothing to atone for that you have not paid to the best of your ability. Perhaps 
you fail to understand, and if you do that is my own fault--" the old wizard assured him. 
 



"Headmaster--" Severus started. 
 
"Severus Snape, I fear the lessons you have learned most effectively have been how to 
repeat my mistakes. I have been selfish and smothering, and you have followed my 
example. I have sought to keep you close because I love you and I would spare you the 
pain of your own somewhat uneven powers of judgment," the old wizard said. 
 
"Headmaster--" Severus tried to say. 
 
"I granted Harry Potter more autonomy at sixteen than you had forty," Dumbledore said 
with the slightest hint of chagrin. 
 
"That is true," Severus said sourly, "but--" 
 
"No, buts about it; you're sacked. I love you like a son. Go away. The house elves are 
packing your belongings as we speak. I don't expect to see either of you at breakfast in 
the morning. I am considering talking to the kitchens about having porridge permanently 
stricken from the menu in your memory." The headmaster was beaming full force now. 
 
Severus stared at him in horrified amazement. "What the hell I am supposed to do with 
myself?" 
 
Dumbledore laughed. "Whatever you want, dear boy. Sleep late. Smoke hashish. 
Excuse me, smoke more hashish, and spend all day in bed with your lovely wife. Take 
the broom for a spin and drop rotten eggs on random Muggles. In short, do whatever 
pleases you. It is no longer my problem." 
 
"Headmaster--" Severus started. 
 
"I relinquish all responsibility. Your life is your own," Dumbledore said. 
 
Severus Snape sat dumbly. A hysteria whose root emotion he was unable to discern 
threatened to overwhelm him. I love you like a son? Go away? Since when had has his 
life been his own? 
 
He heard a choked noise at his elbow. 
 
Hermione appeared to be sobbing into her hands. He gently touched her shoulder, 
hoping to be of some comfort. 
 
Then he realised she was laughing. 

 

Tyger! Tyger!: East of Hogwarts 
 

by Bloodcult of Freud 
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It was strange to finally be leaving Hogwarts. For Hermione, the school was the magical 
world. Oh, she knew a greater magical world existed, but it didn't change the feeling of 
exile as she stood in the dungeon watching the elves of Hogwarts carting away trunk 
after trunk of books. 
 
They looked like native bearers with tea towels instead of loincloths. She was the 
imperialist swine. "You're a better man than I am, Gunga-Cotty," she thought inanely. 
 
She tended to go a bit nutters in moments like this. 
 
She tried hard not to stare at Severus and Argus; they were tense enough as it was. 
 
Her husband was leaning against the wall, gazing at the ceiling, arms folded across his 
chest. Frowning. Of course he was frowning. It hardly needed to be said. 
 
Her brother-in-law was alternating between smiling weakly and looking utterly 
despondent. The old squib sat on the last box, the elves moving pointedly to avoid him 
until they had no choice but to take his seat as well. 
 
Neither had spoken for the last half an hour. 
 
Severus should have soothed Argus in some manner, but it wasn't in his nature. 
Actually, it wasn't in his upbringing, so it was Argus' own damn fault. The house elves 
raised Argus and in turn Argus had given Severus whatever compassion he'd had as a 
child. No wonder her husband was such a mess. He had a self-loathing squib's notion of 
what a wizard ought to be. 
 
Still, he loved his brother and he ought to say something to make his absence more 
bearable. 
 
It was another quarter of an hour before he did. 
 
"You are, of course, free to join us at Snape Hall. It is your home as well," Severus said, 
still gazing fixedly upwards. 
 
No smiles, no snorts of laughter. Argus simply shook his head. "Nah, I'd be in the way. 
'Sides, they'd tear the castle to the ground inside a week. Dumbledore couldn't make it 
without me" 
 
"I don't doubt it," Severus said, chin still raised. 
 
She waited for either one of them to say something more. She looked at Argus. Nothing. 
 
Severus? Nothing. Mrs. Norris was the most effusive one of the lot, petting herself 
against the upturned toe of Severus' boot. 



 
Unexpectedly, Argus turned. Frowning, the old man put his arms around her. Argus 
Filch was giving her a hug. The only thought that came to her was that he smelled of 
cleaning products. 
 
"You look after the professor for me, little 'Mione," Argus said. 
 
"Little 'Mione"? Was that how he thought of her? If he called her anything, he called her 
"Professor Snape's wife." Was she "little 'Mione" in his mind? 
 
"For fuck's sake, Argus, I'm your brother," Severus bellowed out of the blue. 
 
Mr Filch let go of her and shrugged. 
 
"Always be Professor Snape to me," he said diffidently, picking up his cat and walking 
away without another word. 

 
 
Severus spent a week in bed reading. It was the least, he felt, Hermione the Horrible 
could grant him, given the circumstances. Of course, there were lamia with more 
compassion in their hearts than his wife. 
 
On the eighth morning, she stood over him with her little sparrow fists on her hips and 
told him, "Get the fuck over it, you self-pitying wretch." 
 
It was heartless and sounded like something he would say. The witch had not so much 
as a single sympathetic bone in her body. 
 
He called her a cunt, but he did get out of bed. 
 
After he bathed, though, he was rewarded quite materially. 

 
 
When she told him she wanted to repeal the laws against contraception, he answered 
her honestly. 
 
"You will fail," he said, poring over the notes for his wolfsbane research. 
 
"In your opinion," she said from her seat on the floor amidst a sea of legal tomes. 
 
"It is my opinion. It is also correct," he said, straightening his spectacles. He still 
maintained he hadn't given up his vision-sharpening potion due to her haranguing, but 
for the simple reason that he could hardly tolerate more than a candle's worth of 
illumination in the weeks before he ceased taking it. 
 



Hermione rolled her eyes. The frustrating little witch was ravishing when she was 
annoyed. 
 
"You're not infallible, you know," she said, marking something furiously with her quill. 
 
"And you are not indomitable. Not universally, at least," he replied, chagrined at his own 
amendment. 
 
That time all he got in answer was a snort. Charming. 
 
"I simply do not see why there is such a gap between pureblood culture and rest of 
wizarding society. If I could see that--" she said. 
 
"You would understand that you cannot win until the last vestiges of the purebloods 
have ceased to hold political power," he said. 
 
"Which cannot happen for at least another two hundred years," she said. 
 
"That is an optimistic estimate," he said. "The rule among mixed bloods, meaning the 
mass of wizarding society, is 'the witch does as she will.' For them, gender parity is the 
rule, not the exception. Why is this not the case among purebloods?" 
 
"Pureblood wizards are all autocratic pigs?" Hermione answered. 
 
"Would you prefer I oink or correct your simplistic understanding?" he said, setting aside 
his work. 
 
"Educate me by all means, Professor," she said sarcastically. 
 
That was a bit much, Severus thought, even as his gaze travelled to her dainty ankles. 
He cleared his throat and folded his hands in his lap. 
 
"What the pureblood male seeks to control in controlling his females - wife, daughters, 
sisters - is his bloodline. By keeping governance over witches' fertility out of their own 
hands and in his, he controls the destiny of his line. Nature," Severus said intently, "will 
produce for anyone, even Muggles. Nature is, by the pureblood wizard's standards, a 
whore. The pureblood male dominates nature by dominating his wife's body. A witch 
with the ability to deny children to her husband and his family is a threat on the most 
basic level, regardless of her background. The Marriage Law did nothing to change the 
mindset that brought the nobility to the brink of extinction. All it did was bring them fresh 
blood so the beast will die a slower death." 
 
"Surely there is some way..." said the witch who freed house elves against their wills. 
 
"Not in our lifetime, nor our children's. Not until pureblood culture is diluted to the point 
where it is willing to abandon its most basic premise," he said honestly. 



 
"Or purebloods lose their political clout," Hermione said thoughtfully. 
 
Severus smirked. She was still so hysterically naive. "Oh, yes, is that before or after the 
vampires frolic in the noonday sun?" 
 
"Purebloods are a minority," she said tersely. 
 
"In every way but those that matter, namely power and gold. Those commodities we 
have in abundance," Severus smirked, "and we will not give them up until the last of us 
is bloody in our graves." 
 
"Nonetheless--" Hermione started. 
 
"I haven't dissuaded you, have I?" he asked with a sigh. 
 
"No, you haven't." It was her turn to smirk. 
 
"You will be very angry and frustrated," he warned. "Wouldn't you rather help me with 
my cure for lycanthropy?" 
 
"I thought you were certain that way lay the road to homicide?" she asked. 
 
"It is my prerogative to change my mind. Otherwise, I never would have left the service 
of the Dark Lord," he answered her. "Besides, am I not allowed to enjoy my wife's 
company? Political life would consume a good deal of your time." 
 
"Perhaps it's your turn to arrange your life around my schedule," she said archly. 
 
That sounded perilously like a challenge to him. Severus leaned across to where she 
sat opposite him and grabbed the maddening little witch by her ankle. 
 
Hermione dissolved into a gratifying bloom of giggles. 

 

Tyger! Tyger!: Beasts, Boys, and Birds 
 

by Bloodcult of Freud 
 
He heard her before he saw her. 
 
A harsh cry of "Aiigghh!" rent the still air of Snape Hall, reverberating off the stone walls 
of Severus' laboratory. It was shrill, like the call of a kneazle in the throes of passionate 
union, but Severus was reasonably certain it was only a rather frustrated 
Hermione. Small angry footsteps and the sound of her reticule slamming to the floor 
assured him it was indeed his wife and not Crookshanks' sex life experiencing a second 
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wind. 
 
"I hate them!" Hermione screeched. 
 
"Who?" he asked absently. 
 
"Wizards. Purebloods. Mixed-blood witches who wish they were pureblood wizards. 
Fucking nobles who think all existence revolves around their petty whims. So-called 
radicals who would rather talk about what the entrenched establishment is doing wrong 
than DO anything themselves, let alone get rid of the bastards they spend so much time 
complaining about." Hermione stopped to draw a breath, allowing Severus to get a word 
in edgewise. 
 
"Oh, the usual gang of idiots," he said, nonplussed. 
 
"I hate them. You know what Purrington said when I told him there was a systemic 
problem with the MOM and that it needed a systemic solution? He said," she sputtered, 
"he said, 'You don't want to upset the apple cart, Lady Snape.'" 
 
"What was your reply?" he asked idly, paying more mind to his cauldron than his wife's 
apoplexy. 
 
"I told him he was right: Lady Snape doesn't want to upset the apple cart, she wants to 
set the bloody thing on fire," Hermione said, eyes blazing. She really was most 
appealing when on the brink of committing acts of mayhem. 
 
"Did he soil himself?" Severus asked, smiling just a little. 
 
"I wish. I hate them. I loathe every last pig-buggered syphilitic dog-sucking bastard son 
of two whores in politics in Britain," she said, enunciating each syllable. 
 
Severus congratulated himself inwardly. It was a fine thing when a witch swore 
admirably. That last bit had been close to passable. 
 
"I take it you are not giving up your quest," he asked with a smirk. 
 
"And give them their way? Of course not," she answered with predictable indignation. 
 
"A small but judiciously applied quantity of hashish would do you a world of good, my 
dear," he said, changing the direction of his stirring. 
 
"It kills brain cells," she said primly. 
 
"I would venture to say you have a few to spare," he said. Someday, sooner or later, 
she would succumb to his offer. He imagined it would be interesting. 
 



"What I need is a change of subject," she sighed. 
 
"Madam Ng's granddaughter completed her potions apprenticeship recently. She made 
quite an impression on the board examiners," he said. 
 
"The werewolf?" Hermione asked, undoing her braid. She had better not get any hair in 
his work or he would be past annoyed. 
 
He looked at her and nodded, waiting two heartbeats before dropping the next 
ingredients into his cauldron. 
 
"She is currently the youngest Potions Mistress living," he said, "and unmarried. Her 
grandmother is quite interested in finding a match for the girl. Given her condition, it has 
proven difficult." 
 
"How old is she?" Hermione asked. 
 
"Twenty-four," he said casually. 
 
"That is young. Why was Madam Ng discussing this with you, may I ask?" she said, 
raising her eyebrow at him. He would really prefer she didn't do that. It unnerved him. 
That was his gesture, not hers. 
 
"I happen to have sons of marriageable age. Intelligent sons--" he attempted to explain. 
 
"Sons who will one day come into a good deal of inheritance," Hermione finished for 
him. 
 
"A mutual exchange of banking statements is the norm in this sort of a discussion," he 
admitted. 
 
"Are they well-fixed?" Hermione asked. 
 
Severus cleared his throat uncomfortably. "Think Weasley." 
 
"So you feel she stands on her own merit?" Hermione asked him. 
 
He nodded briskly. "If I did not think she would make a suitable daughter-in-law, I would 
not have mentioned the girl to you. A Potions Mistress would make a good match for a 
medi-wizard, don't you think?" 
 
"She might," Hermione said. 
 
"Madam Ng owled me the girl's vital information. It is in my desk," he said, stirring the 
potion once more. 

 



 
It was not going very well. 
 
Hermione had not expected Ptolemy to take it so badly. Usually he was such a 
reasonable boy. And after she and Severus had planned the whole thing out so 
thoroughly, too. 
 
It was teatime on the first full day of Yule break. Ptolemy was home from Copenhagen 
for the first time since the beginning of his medi-wizard apprenticeship and the others 
were home from good old hoggy warty Hogwarts. 
 
Severus had proudly presented their eldest with the girl's vital statistics: her master's 
work, her school marks, and published journal articles, as well as her photo, natal 
horoscope and other inanities. 
 
Hermione broke the more delicate news of the girl's condition and attempted to apprise 
Ptolemy of the schedule she'd worked out for the wedding as well as for the pre- and 
post-nuptial festivities. 
 
It was all going according to plan until Ptolemy, usually their least troublesome child, 
straightened his spectacles, folded his hands, and said, "No." 
 
"Excuse me," Hermione and Severus said in tandem consternation, then turned to look 
at one another in annoyance. 
 
"I'm not going to marry her and you can't make me," he said with the level tone of an 
eighteen-year-old digging in his heels. 
 
"Would you like to see us try?" Hermione asked threateningly and watched as his two 
youngest siblings moved to the other side of the room. 
 
"For the love of Merlin, Mum, she's a werewolf," Ptolemy scowled. 
 
"First off, prejudice is an unattractive feature on a boy with a brain like yours and 
second--" Hermione started. 
 
"Second, there is every reason to believe a cure will be effected for lycanthropy within 
the next five years--" Severus interrupted. 
 
"Fine, cure her, but I'm not marrying some strange witch so you can have a test 
subject," Ptolemy said, agitation starting to show in his voice. 
 
"Do you understand what we're trying to do for you?" Severus growled. 
 
"Ng Xi Wang Mu is a pureblood. Her parents were married by the Chinese equivalent of 
the Conferreatio. We're trying to give you the Conferreatio with the youngest living 



Potions Mistress in the wizarding world--" Hermione said. 
 
"Who happens to be a werewolf," Ptolemy shot back. 
 
"Somebody took Dad's title?" Seti jumped in. 
 
"I took the title of Potions master at twenty-one; Mistress Ng is twenty-four," Severus 
said defensively. 
 
"Still, if she comes here, she'll be the youngest Potions master in England," Seti said. 
 
"We are giving you the opportunity to be bound to one of the great minds of your 
generation, a rare chance indeed," Severus said. 
 
"I don't want the opportunity," Ptolemy answered peevishly. 
 
"Be reasonable," Hermione implored. 
 
"Ptah, could I see that?" Seti asked, gesturing toward the stack of papers his brother 
was refusing to open. Hermione didn't care for Seti's nickname for his older brother. 
Ptah, the Opener. It was a crude joke about being first born, the kind his father would 
make. Not that that stopped him from using it. 
 
"Be my guest, Set," Ptolemy answered. Set, the Egyptian god of chaos: that was a little 
too apt for her comfort. 
 
They had gone through all this trouble and Ptolemy was trying to give her a headache. 
 
"Look, Mum, Dad, I don't want an arranged marriage," Ptolemy said steadily. 
 
"Funny," Severus said. "I don't recall asking you what you wanted." 
 
"Why can't you understand--" Ptolemy was starting to take on a distinct whinging tone. 
 
"Do you think I wanted to marry a student?" Severus said, his voice rising angrily. "Your 
mother was a scrawny, obnoxious, little ragamuffin who continually spoke out of turn in 
class. When I first knew her, she had front teeth like a woodchuck--" 
 
"Excuse me?" Hermione felt her face turn red. This conversation was getting entirely off 
track. 
 
"I am attempting to make a point. Do you imagine I had any desire whatsoever to be 
bound to such a creature?" Severus shook his finger in Ptolemy's direction. "No, I 
absolutely did not, but I knew to bow to the wishes of my elders and betters. I knew to 
trust the will of Albus Dumbledore and the opinion of Minerva McGonagall." 
 



"Believe me, I didn't want to marry him either. He was rude--" Hermione started. 
 
"Still is," Seti took the time to interrupt her even though he appeared to be immersed in 
the girl's description. 
 
"Old enough to be my father," she said, recollecting her thread. "All my friends hated 
him." 
 
"My point is, our elders were correct. They knew better than we and if your mother and I 
lacked the wisdom to see beyond the obvious differences--" Severus said, the wrinkle 
between his brows deepening. 
 
"What differences? You two are a matched set. They ought to make salt and pepper 
shakers in effigy." Harry finally spoke from the chair where he had been 'resting his 
eyes'. 
 
"I thought you had a job, Potter," Severus said irritably. 
 
"It's Sunday, Snape," Harry answered. 
 
"I was unaware evil and crime rested on the weekend. As I was saying, though we 
lacked our elders' foresight, at least your mother and I knew enough to do as we were 
told," Severus said imperiously. 
 
"I want to marry a witch I love," Ptolemy said, his mouth twisted in a tight frown that 
brought to mind nothing so much as his father. 
 
"You mean you wish to marry some tart who fires your loins," Severus snapped angrily. 
"You see how splendidly that worked out for Potter." 
 
Harry and Hermione both shot Severus a frown, but Ptolemy spoke before Hermione 
could take him to task. 
 
"No, I said what I meant. I want to marry for love," Ptolemy said solemnly. 
 
Severus Snape snorted in complete disdain. "It is impossible to truly love a witch you 
have not been married to for at least--" Severus paused. "Two years." 
 
"You just pulled that out of your arse, didn't you, Dad?" Ptolemy said. "How can a 
person have a rational debate with you when you go around making bloody shit up and 
then acting like it came from the mouth of Merlin?" 
 
"Apologise this instant. Your father does not 'pull things out of his arse,'" Hermione 
nearly screeched, except for the fact that she never screeched. 
 
"That explains the mood, then," Seti muttered. 



 
"Oh, shut up, Seti," Hermione snarled. "Ptolemy, you're going to marry Ng Xi Wang Mu 
because I've sent the invitations and her train will be arriving in London tomorrow 
morning. There will be no more discussion." 
 
"I can't marry her," Ptolemy said, almost apologetic. 
 
"Why not?" Hermione asked, seething. 
 
"I can hardly wait," Severus said sarcastically. 
 
"I'm engaged to someone else," the young wizard said, playing with the hem of his 
sleeve. 
 
"You engaged yourself?" Severus said dubiously, as if he doubted such a thing were 
strictly possible. "Who is this whore? Never mind, I don't care who she is. You're 
breaking it off." 
 
"She's not a whore, Dad. It's Andy. And I can't break it off. It's impossible; I gave her my 
wizard's pledge." Hermione could still hear the whine in her son's voice. It was 
dreadfully inappropriate given the conversation. "Beside which, I don't want to break it 
off." 
 
"You want to marry Andromeda Black? You swore a sacred magical oath that you would 
marry Andromeda Black?" Severus repeated in amazement. 
 
"Severus, it's Andromeda Weasley. Andromeda Black is her grandmother," Hermione 
reminded him. 
 
"A Black is a Black, red hair or no, whether they carry the surname or not, and they are 
all, to a man, insane. Why you would choose that ginger-headed leviathan of all--
"Severus growled, massaging the bridge of his nose. 
 
"I've loved her since second year," Ptolemy said with unexpected dignity. He had clearly 
got that from his father. What sort of utter bollocks was he talking? Twelve-year-olds 
didn't possess the brain capacity for love; they could barely remember to feed their pets. 
 
"You can't marry her, Ptolemy. She's your first cousin, legally. Ron is, technically, my 
brother," Hermione felt obliged to point out. What that would mean against his wizard's 
pledge, other than a complete mess, escaped her at the moment. 
 
"We can marry in Denmark," Ptolemy said. 
 
Severus, meanwhile, had his head tilted back and was staring at the ceiling, looking 
decidedly ill. 
 



Hermione imagined it was because Andromeda Weasley was the tallest, gangliest, 
loudest, most uncoordinated girl to ever be sorted into Gryffindor. She was Tonks and 
every enthusiastic, affectionate Weasley rolled into one. She called him "Uncle Sev," 
which he hated with a blue flame of loathing, and greeted his snarls with, "Love you too, 
Uncle." Occasionally she threatened to sit on her "Uncle Sev's" lap. She had a 
fascination with Muggles she'd inherited from her grandfather. She had her mother's 
ability to find breakables and obliterate them. She had Ron's knack for saying the 
absolute worst thing in any given situation. She laughed like a horse and feared nothing. 
Not even Severus Snape. 
 
She was utterly, irredeemably gauche. 
 
Of course Hermione adored her. Her heart might as well be made of pure gold. 
 
Hermione should have realised something was afoot when Andy and Ptolemy both 
chose to do their medi-training in Denmark rather than at home. They'd always been as 
thick as thieves. She should have known. 
 
Hermione would be utterly pleased to have Andromeda Weasley as her daughter-in-
law, but that didn't solve the problem of this poor witch coming all the way from China. 
 
"Since Ptolemy doesn't want this Mu witch, can I have her?" Seti said. 
 
"Her surname is Ng. The Chinese do their patronymics the other way round," Severus 
said, giving the boy a hard look. It was well warranted. The boy had barely reached his 
majority and would not graduate from Hogwarts for another six months. 
 
"You mind if I take her, Ptah?" Seti asked his older brother while Nefer and Thales gave 
each other looks of utter incredulity. 
 
"Be my guest," Ptolemy said. "She's one of the 'great minds of our generation' though; 
what makes you think she'll have you?" 
 
"Just because I don't make a sticky mess in my robes at the sight of the printed word 
doesn't mean I'm not every bit as intelligent as you, oh mighty Ptah," Seti sneered. 
 
"Pretty pictures and nonsensical number sequences do not intellect make," Ptolemy 
said, picking up the book he had been reading before the whole thing started. 
 
"You're just jealous because I have ideas I didn't cadge out of a book." 
 
"I've abandoned more ideas this year than you've come up with in your entire life, boy," 
Ptolemy said, mirroring his scornful expression. He was treading on volatile and 
ridiculous ground calling his year younger brother 'boy'. 
 
It was one of those surreal moments of motherhood: her two eldest children smiling 



their father's smile that was no smile at all, focusing on one another with all the glee and 
attention of young predators with the first blossom of blood on them. 
 
Severus looked annoyed. 
 
"Too bad none of them were your own, dunderhead," Seti said. 
 
Their father's word was of course the ultimate insult in the Snape household. 
 
Ptolemy carefully marked his place in his book before laying it down and running at his 
brother full force. Seti met him easily. 
 
The two tussled violently on the drawing room floor, while the photo of Ng Xi Wang Mu 
waved her hands for them to stop, her vital information spilling everywhere. 
 
They rolled, knocking into the leg of Severus' chair. He kicked them out from under his 
legs. 
 
"Why do you two always do this?" Hermione said in frustration. "Why do feel the 
constant need to fight one another? You've been apart since July and the first chance 
you get, you're on the ground wrestling like maniacs." 
 
"Birds fly, my dear. Boys fight. It is axiomatic," Severus said. 
 
"Thales is a boy," Hermione said plaintively. 
 
"And if he were a bird, he would no doubt be a penguin," Severus said pensively. 
"Thales is the classic atypical example, barely the same creature as his brothers at all." 
 
"Nah," Thales laughed. "I'm strictly an ostrich, Dad." 
 
"But why must they fight EACH OTHER?" Hermione said in exasperation as Ptolemy 
and Seti continued to careen from one end of the drawing room to the other. 
 
Harry leapt out of their way with disinterested ease. 
 
"Isn't it obvious?" Ptolemy said, wheezing with the effort it took to keep Seti in a 
headlock. 
 
"No one else is enough of a challenge to make it worthwhile," Seti grunted as he slipped 
out of his brother's grasp. 
 
"For Merlin's sake, stop it before you break something irreparably," Hermione warned. 
 
"So, Mum, Dad? Ptolemy doesn't want her. Can I have her?" Seti asked, straightening 
his robes. 



 
"Her name is Xi Wang Mu. If you're going to marry the girl, the least you can do is call 
her by name," Hermione said. 
 
"She," Seti drawled. "Excellent for punning don't you think? She and I. I like the sound 
of that." 
 
"Xi, son, not she," Hermione said, rubbing her temples. 

 
 
"Why?" his father asked, still deceptively relaxed in his chair. "Why do you want to take 
this girl?" 
 
Seti thought. As usual, the best course with his father was a direct answer. 
Dissimulation would only irritate him. 
 
"I want what you have, you and Mum. Reasonably, the best way of getting that is to 
follow your example," Seti said, still slightly dishevelled and winded from taking on 
Ptolemy. 
 
"I see," his father muttered. 
 
Seti retrieved the photograph. He took another look. As he held it in his hands, the witch 
transformed into a small grey wolf. He shifted his eyes and saw the girl again. She too 
was small, her black hair close-cropped. She wore thick spectacles. Not stunning, but 
Seti thought it was a nice face, not at all babyish or soft, the thing he disliked about his 
own mostly girlish features. Her cheekbones stood out hard; her nose was broad and 
flat with barely any discernible bridge. Her glasses were continually sliding down. 
 
The mouth, though... The witch's mouth was full-lipped and pouty. She looked eminently 
kissable. 
 
It was true. He thought about his mum and dad. How many times had he seen his father 
stare at her across a room, his eyes hooded, his mouth half open, as if he was 
somehow lost to himself? How many times had he seen his father smile, that lopsided 
smile he never ventured outside their family rooms, at the simple fact of her presence? 
How often did he see them on the divan together, his mother's head nestled against his 
father's chest, the two of them at utter peace? Seti wanted that for his own. 
 
When he was very small, he thought you had to marry a witch named Hermione to get 
it. At seventeen, he reckoned a very smart witch, with a healthy temper and a 
compassionate nature could get it for you. Provided you treated her properly. 
 
He'd learned from the best, hadn't he? What the old man could do, he could do, too, 
surely. 
 



"What about your school?" his mother asked, always the practical one. "You do realise 
you can't keep a wife in the boys' dormitory?" 
 
"I'm certain you would make a valiant effort, though," his father said mirthlessly. 
 
"If you're working on a lycanthropy cure, you were planning on keeping her here 
regardless, weren't you?" Seti asked. "I don't see why that would need to be changed. I 
graduate in the spring. She could stay with you until I'm finished, then we'd live here 
until you've finished her cure." 
 
"And you would busy yourself with what?" his father said, rubbing the bridge of his nose. 
"Being a drain on the family finances? Are you still procrastinating on your Arithmancy 
apprenticeship letters?" 
 
"I'm not procrastinating because I don't want an Arithmancy position. I am going to be 
an artist," he said, falsely casual. "I've been accepted as an apprentice by Spencer 
Necessary. Don't pretend you don't know who he is and that his atelier isn't all of an 
hour away by broom." 
 
He was gratified to see his mother's eyes light. 
 
"That's wonderful. Tell Seti that you're pleased, Severus." His mother beamed at him. 
 
"I am pleased," his father said without conviction. 
 
His mother wadded up the front page of the Prophet and threw it deftly at his father's 
head. 
 
His father smirked at her. It was a warm smirk, if such a thing existed. 
 
"At least you will be out of our hair. Do you mean this, boy? A marriage is nothing to 
play at," he said, the line between his brows growing deeper by the moment. 

 

Tyger! Tyger!: Ouroboros 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
Ng Xi Wang Mu had been a horrible person in her last life. That was the only 
explanation. That was why she was paying now. 
 
That was why she was sitting in a London train station, exiled from her family, not to 
mention the civilised world. That was why she found herself doing everything she could 
not to be disrespectful of her new family, even if they were a pack of ghouls. 
 
She should have been a better child when she had the chance. 
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She should have run away when she had the chance. There had been six stops 
between Kunming and Kings Cross. She could have got off the train anywhere from 
Agra to Budapest or Paris and escaped. 
 
The trouble with her, Ng Xi Wang Mu knew, was that she was wilfully obedient. She 
obeyed grudgingly, but she invariably obeyed. She only caused trouble in maddeningly 
blameless ways. It was her talent. 
 
Being born a daughter when a son with her scholarly nature would have fit perfectly into 
her grandmother's plans was the beginning of her natural obstinacy. Why bother to raise 
a witch when she will take her talents to another's house? Then she had the perversity 
to get herself attacked by a lhong dohl. Then she had the bad sense to survive the 
attack, necessitating the monthly preparation of the wolfsbane potion. Of course, her 
attempt to involve herself in her own treatment and lift the burden from her grandmother 
had revealed an innate talent for potions that demanded time, resources and effort be 
expended in service to her "gift." 
 
Again, if she had been male or not afflicted every full moon, her accomplishment in 
becoming a Potions Mistress in her own right would have been very advantageous for 
the Ng family. As it was, her status was near useless. This was her opportunity, 
however questionable, to do something right for once. 
 
It was no less than she deserved, being sent away like this to foreigners. 
 
That did not mean she had to be happy. 
 
Not only were they ghouls, but they were late. 
 
Huge, unpunctual, pasty-faced ghouls. Five of them. The only one who looked notably 
older than the rest, male, with a few white hairs apparent among the black, addressed 
her. "Mistress Ng Xi Wang Mu, I presume?" 
 
His voice was almost hypnotic and she found herself wiping her glasses on her sleeve 
in order to avoid staring at him. 
 
"I must ask you to forgive our unpardonable tardiness. Your bridegroom couldn't decide 
what robes to wear. You will find he is inexcusably vain," the low voice went on. 
 
"He's practically a girl," came a snide comment from one of the others. 
 
"As a girl myself, I resent that remark," came another voice. 
 
Xi Wang Mu refused to look at any of them, no matter how fitting it was that a werewolf 
be wedded to a ghoul. Even if it was a learned ghoul. Even if it was a ghoul who, her 
grandmother assured her, stood one day to be very wealthy. 



 
He would be her husband, she would get ample chance to look at him in the future. She 
was a perverse and ungrateful daughter and deserved to be sent to England. 
 
But then she already knew that. She nodded politely and continued to clean her 
glasses, doing her best not to be frightened of the huge foreign wizard looming over her. 
 
"Your effusive emotionalism embarrasses us, girl. Please attempt to contain your 
enthusiasm lest we be overcome," he said. At the sound of his voice, chills chased up 
and down her spine. 
 
"You haven't even introduced us, Daddy. What do you expect?" the feminine voice said, 
taking him to task. A graceful female hand thrust itself before Wang Mu's face. "Ng Xi 
Wang Mu, I am Nefer Jane Snape, and you and I are going to be allies. You're marrying 
my worthless brother, so I pre-emptively declare myself on your side in any and all 
disagreements you might have." 
 
Wang Mu wasn't sure anyone had ever taken exactly that tone with her. It was both 
brisk and cheerful at the same time. It was unconscionably rude and unsubtle. She liked 
it. Besides which, the girl didn't look the least bit ghoulish on close inspection. Her hair 
was... 
 
Well, Ng Xi Wang Mu didn't get out much. She had never seen a live foreigner before 
she set out from home, much less one with hair like that. 
 
She took the girl's hand. She was still very tall and very pale. With her hair like that, 
snaking out from her head in all directions, she looked like a white-barked, black-leafed 
tree. 
 
"I am honoured to join your esteemed family," Wang Mu said. "Your offer of alliance is 
appreciated but, with any luck, will prove unnecessary." 
 
Behind the tree-girl she heard several low comments. 
 
"Are we actually esteemed or just notorious?" one voice said. 
 
"What's the difference?" asked another that sounded exactly like the first. 
 
"Money," said a voice she couldn't distinguish from the other two. 
 
"Our wealth is more potential than actual at present." 
 
Wang Mu didn't know how many speakers there were anymore. 
 
"Does that mean we're theoretically esteemed but actually notorious?" someone said. 
 



"That's a painfully apt description," said someone else. 
 
"We do all right. We're comfortable, so we must be only slightly notorious." 
 
"Shhhhhhh, you ingrates," Nefer the tree said. "May I call you Wang Mu? Wang Mu, this 
is my father, Severus Snape. Don't let him intimidate you, he only has two settings, 
supercilious and rude. Shake hands, Daddy." 
 
"Shall I fetch your slippers as well, my pet?" the older wizard said sourly. 
 
"Shut up and shake hands," Nefer said. 
 
"Stop playing mummy, sister darling," said one of the young wizards. 
 
"She gave me express instructions to see that you lot behaved like well brought-up 
wizards and not a pack of wolves, and Daddy is the worst of you," the tall girl said. 
 
"Mistress Ng," the father said, taking her hand in his and bowing low. Her stomach 
flopped viciously. His hand was warm, but a cold discomfort invaded her at his touch. 
 
"This is my younger brother, Thales Snape," the tree girl said as a young wizard 
stepped up. He looked remarkably like his father, except that where everything about 
the older wizard spoke of dignity and restraint, the young man was loose-limbed, 
gangly, near comedic. He extended a brownish orange ball in her general direction. 
 
"Thales, did you bring that damned squirrel?" 
 
"I... uh... uh... yes, I did, I just got him tamed, I didn't want to leave him at home and..." 
the wizard said as the others shared looks ranging from amusement to dismay. 
 
"Don't say another word; you'll only make it worse," Nefer said, rolling her eyes. "These 
are my older brothers, Ptolemy and Seti." 
 
Wang Mu peered up at the two young wizards before her. They were white-skinned like 
the others; they had the same disturbingly large nose in the middle of their faces and 
large round eyes like a mouse. After that, they differed. One had sharper, more 
masculine, almost chiselled features with a cap of kinky black hair. The other looked like 
the male twin of the tree, with a long braid running down his back. 
 
They advanced on her together, staring down at her with their heads together. 
 
"Ptolemy Mamillus Snape. I hope you understand it's nothing personal when I say I'm 
not marrying you," said the short-haired wizard who looked like he was made of stone. 
 
Her stomach lurched again. She was being sent home. Rejected. Worse than being 
exiled in the first place. 



 
"Not that I don't relish the idea of being joined for all eternity to a werewolf--" he said 
with a smile. 
 
The other boy punched him hard in the arm. It looked painful. 
 
"But I already have a fiancée," he added. 
 
"A fact he neglected to share with his family," came a slow voice from the rear of the 
throng. From the feeling in her spine, it was the father. 
 
"I'm going to marry you instead. Seti Ctesibius Snape, at your service. I took a look at 
your test scores and your natal chart and I like the look of them. Mind the substitution?" 
said the pretty one. 
 
"Really, any one of my brothers is as good as any other. Or as bad, if the truth were 
told. Ptolemy's dead boring. Thales has less sense than most toddlers. And Seti is... 
overly subtle," said Nefer. 
 
Wang Mu shook her head. 
 
"Is that no, you don't mind or no, you won't marry me? Because I'm not just good-
looking, I've got higher marks than this brain pudding," the one who called himself Seti 
said, practically jerking his thumb into his brother's ear, "in Astrology and Divination. He 
isn't qualified to kiss the hem of my robe when it comes to Arithmancy." 
 
This was, in a very strange way, more of a courtship than Wang Mu had expected. 
Werewolves weren't exactly considered desirable spouses where she came from. She 
would be very surprised if that was different in England. This was a very strange family. 
Were they under the impression her grandmother had given her a choice about 
marrying the other one? 
 
She looked at the boy. He was too pretty. He didn't look like a person that existed in the 
real word. Faces like that only resided in the pages of decidedly unacademic 
magazines. How could she marry him? She would wake up every day feeling like she'd 
won him in the lottery. 
 
She supposed she could force herself. 
 
Wang Mu couldn't help it. She made the feline chirrup she always made when she was 
completely taken off guard. 
 
She nodded. 
 
"You'll marry me?" Seti, her husband-to-be, grinned. 
 



"Yes, I will," she said, nodding. 
 
"You won't regret this, Xi Wang Mu. We Snapes might be a bit unruly, but we make 
brilliant husbands," he said, his eyes blazing. "Can I call you Xi? I like the sound of it." 
 
Wang Mu nodded, utterly taken aback. It was like trying to fly in a blinding snow, talking 
to these people, but strangely better than she'd expected. 
 
 
"Very touching. May we go? The ceremony is scheduled for tomorrow and I would like 
to arrive before the guests," the frightening wizard said. 
 
"Very funny, Dad," Nefer said. "It's all of forty-five minutes by broom, Wang Mu. We'll be 
at Snape Hall before you know it." 

 
 
They walked, the two of them, listening to the snow crunch under their boots. Neither 
spoke. It would have been much worse if they were sitting indoors and forced to look at 
one another. 
 
"Are you certain this conversation is absolutely necessary?" his father said, in a brilliant 
humour as bloody usual. 
 
"That's my line, Dad," Seti spat. 
 
"I see you have come into this with your customary expectations," Severus Snape the 
grouchy bastard drawled. 
 
"I'm getting married tomorrow. It's either you or I have to go to Thales," he said, 
exasperated. There had to be something more humiliating than going to your fourteen-
year-old brother for wedding night advice, but Seti didn't want any part of that either. 
 
"Would you care to guess which option I prefer?" his father asked in reply. Really, the 
wizard was purposefully unhelpful. 
 
"Look, I ought to be confidently informing you I am adequately prepared for my wedding 
night. Then you put me in my place and assure me I know fuck all about sex, women, 
and marriage," Seti said. Honestly, a wizard his father's age ought to know how these 
things were supposed to go. 
 
"It appears you are quite capable of carrying on both sides of this conversation without 
my assistance. Perhaps I ought to go inside and leave you to tramp around in the cold 
and discuss this with yourself," the old bugger said imperiously. 
 
"Dad!" Seti wailed in aggravation. 
 



"Well, do you? Do you have the necessary information?" his father finally asked. 
 
"A lot of theory, no practical application whatsoever," Seti answered, chagrined. 
 
"Really?" his father asked without inflection. 
 
"I AM the good son. No one ever believes me, but it's Merlin's own truth," Seti almost 
whined, except he didn't whine. It was beneath him. 
 
"So you eternally remind me," the Potions master said. 
 
"I have never disobeyed you. Ever," Seti insisted. 
 
"What do you want? Do you want me to take you to a brothel?" Severus Snape asked. 
Seti could tell without looking his that father's brow was as creased as a folded fan. 
 
"Merlin, no!" Seti literally jumped at the very suggestion. 
 
"Good, your mother would have my hide," his father said dryly. 
 
"Have you ever even been in a brothel?" Seti asked incredulously. 
 
His father stopped cold. The moonlight played off the snow, illuminating a look on his 
father's face he hadn't quite seen before. It looked to be halfway between amused and 
very, very annoyed. 
 
"I was forty-one when I married your mother, son. Regardless of what you and your 
siblings may believe, the Headmaster did not have me conserved in cold storage until 
Hermione Granger was of age," he snapped. 
 
"So you're a hypocrite, then?" Seti asked, trying not to be aghast. 
 
"I prefer to think of it as passing the benefit of my experiences on to youth," Professor 
Snape said. Severus Snape had been a teacher the first fourteen years of Seti's life; he 
still couldn't help thinking of him as such. 
 
"Did you shag the witches like mad? Were you a remorseless Lothario?" he asked in 
wonder. It was an insanely appealing idea, his dad, the dark and mysterious seducer of 
women. 
 
"Pfft." His father looked utterly disgusted. "I have never seduced a female in all my days 
upon this earth." Disdain all but dripped from him. 
 
Seti was puzzled. "But what--" 
 
"What did I do during the war, Seti?" the wizard asked him slowly. 



 
"You were a spy, a double agent in the Death Eaters' ranks," he said, stating the 
obvious. Everyone knew the dangerous job Severus Snape had done bringing 
information to Dumbledore. 
 
"I was a Death Eater," his father said quietly. 
 
"But you worked for the Headmaster--" Seti argued. 
 
"I was a Death Eater. My true allegiance in no way mitigates the crimes I committed," 
his father said simply. 
 
"You forced--" Seti couldn't bring himself to say it. 
 
"I did as was necessary to avoid suspicion. I murdered and I raped alongside the rest of 
them, literally alongside them," Severus Snape said. 
 
Seti thought he was going to throw up. All his life he had mocked the notion other 
people had that his father was scary. Severus Snape was a soft touch, a sentimental if 
stiff wizard who talked tough, but wouldn't let so much as one hair of a child's head 
come to harm. 
 
 
Only he wasn't. 
 
He had the feeling he was truly seeing his father for the first time in his life. His clothes 
and lank hair blended perfectly into the night. Only his hands and face were visible. Like 
a mask, heavy brow bone, heavy-lidded black eyes, habitually down turned mouth. Both 
of them held their breath. 
 
His father was terrifying. It was like he had been living on the slopes of a volcano all his 
life unawares. 
 
He fought the foolish impulse to beg for mercy. This was the same wizard who called 
his wife "Mummy" in private? Seti couldn't reconcile the two. 
 
The pale expressionless face before him shut its eyes. "You must despise me." His 
father's voice sounded choked, like he was the one on the brink of crying, which was 
impossible. Severus Snape probably didn't even have tear ducts. 
 
"How could I hate you?" Seti asked, dazed. 
 
"Quite easily. From what I understand, it is done with some regularity," his father said. 
 
Seti felt sick. How could his father be the gentle bookish blowhard he had known all his 
life and a murderer, too? Which was he, hero or fiend? Human? Was that the answer? 



His father was capable of the full range of behaviour, from uncommon valour to 
unspeakable horror. The best and worst of everything, as well as dead boring when the 
mood was on him. 
 
His father was human. Severus Snape had done terrible things in the service of all that 
was good, and he had sung his children to sleep at night. 
 
Seti was not one to act before he thought, but his brain worked rather quickly when it 
needed to. 
 
Decisively, he put his arms around his father. 
 
"Love you, Dad, no matter what," he said, not letting go though they were both clearly 
uncomfortable. He breathed in that soapy aroma that reminded him of a thousand 
evenings worth of bedtime stories down in the Hogwarts dungeons. 
 
"As touching as this display is, I would appreciate unrestricted use of my lung capacity," 
said the Severus Snape Seti was more familiar with. 
 
Seti let go with a smile. 
 
"I was just after some hints about how to keep from embarrassing myself." Seti smirked. 
"Not an ancient history lesson." 
 
"Pfft," his father snorted, straightening his black frock coat. It was one of those things 
that amused Seti to no end, black robes over black frock coat over black waistcoat. As if 
layering could make it darker. 
 
"Thought you might have inside information on the bookish virginal type," Seti said 
casually. 
 
His dad, the old and insanely predictable one, flinched almost imperceptibly. It was plain 
as day. 
 
"Don't tell me Mum was some kind of--" Seti said, quite worn out with thinking of his 
father as fallible. 
 
"I would be exceedingly careful of the next words out of my mouth if I were you," his 
father warned, with hints of the scary bastard of legend. 
 
"Tell me what to do. I'm fucked if I know what to do... or not." He smirked at his own 
expense. 
 
Typically, his father was not amused, or if he was he chose not to share it with the rest 
of the class. 
 



"Go slowly. No matter how leisurely you think you are proceeding, it is assuredly too fast 
by half. Do not rush. I have a charm. I will write it out for you. It will lend you a measure 
of control," the Potions master said, clearing his throat. 
 
"Control?" Did Dad think he was going to do something mad? What sort of control was 
he talking about? 
 
"So it isn't over before it begins," his father said tersely. "May we go inside before we 
both succumb? I would very much like a drink. You are free to join me." 

 
 
Her own wedding had been a spur of the moment affair, the best cobbled-together, 
abbreviated and modernised version of a Conferreatio that could still be legal and 
binding as well as magically potent. 
 
And it wasn't over a minute too soon. 
 
At the time, it seemed interminable and mind-numbingly complex. Albus Dumbledore 
was a damn fine wedding planner to throw an event like that together in less than six 
hours. 
 
But given the circumstances, Hermione was obliged to provide the most complete form 
for her son. There were less involved naval battles. 
 
She had never been one of those females who found the minutiae of weddings 
enthralling. How had Severus managed to stick her with the brunt of planning again? 
Oh, that was it. He did his part by finding the bride. What an arse. 
 
Planning the wedding was the single most exhausting venture of her life. 
 
The actual execution of the ceremony was nerve-wracking. 
 
She was going to pay the other three children to elope. There was no way she was 
willingly going through this again. As Snapes, they all had a weakness for bribes. It 
could work. 
 
The only bright spot she could find was the opportunity she had been afforded to 
observe the spectacle of the wedding without her brain being glazed by utter shock and 
terror. 
 
She surmised she had missed large sections of her own wedding. Xi Wang Mu was the 
picture of poise and attentiveness. Hermione was sure she had been an obvious wreck 
during her own ceremony. Her new daughter-in-law deserved a medal. 
 
Seti was beautiful. Seti was always beautiful, but today he appeared to reach some 
apex of physical glory. She suppressed a snort. He ought to; he had spent two hours on 



his hair alone. 
 
She wasn't expecting to tear up when a distant cousin of Wang Mu's living in London 
called out the words Arthur Weasley had spoken on her behalf all those years ago. 
 
"Foedus lecti." 
 
And the girl was led from the room. 

 
 
Hermione was making a sincere effort not to watch the two wands on the tiny bed. 
Neither her husband nor her other children had any such scruple. 
 
It was torturous keeping her back to the point where all eyes were fixed. Severus 
peered unabashedly over her head. He had a very odd expression of disbelief on his 
face. 
 
What could possibly inspire a look like that? 
 
Against her own best judgment, she turned her head cautiously. 
 
The two wands lay there as one might expect. It took her a moment to realise Seti's 
mahogany and unicorn hair wand was moving over the other, so slowly it was barely 
noticeable. What the hell was he doing? 
 
After several excruciating minutes, the longer, thinner wand (was it rosewood?) slipped 
out from under Seti's and assumed the superior position. 
 
The activity was far more robust after that. 

 
 
It was no exaggeration to say that Hermione wasn't in the habit of drinking. Two glasses 
of wine was her absolute limit. 
 
And yet after Seti and Xi Wang Mu had emerged from the bridal chamber and Seti had 
formally introduced Xi Wang Mu to the world as his wife, as a Snape, and she and 
Severus had bestowed their kisses of acceptance, and the ceremony had become 
nothing more than a party, Hermione had the anxious feeling there was not quite 
enough alcohol in the world for her purposes. 
 
Severus outpaced her, three drinks to every one of hers. 
 
At least she had the presence of mind to check the whereabouts of the children 
periodically. 
 



Children. 
 
Children. 
 
It made her feel slightly dizzy every time she thought about it, and she didn't want to 
think about it. Hence the drinking. 
 
She scanned the crowded hall. Why exactly was it so crowded, anyway? It wasn't as if 
she and Severus were exactly social butterflies, yet she knew every face she saw and 
had insisted on inviting most of them. 
 
Her parents were in intent conversation with Mr and Mrs Weasley. Mrs Weasley was 
still in her Flamenica Dialis attire. Wang Mu really had got off easily, having hair too 
short to torture into the dreaded pinecone hairstyle she remembered so woefully. 
 
When did her mother and father get so old? 
 
Nefer and Thales were sitting with the Nefer, of great dog-choking scads of galleons 
fame, and Albus Dumbledore. Her daughter, Nefer, was talking animatedly while Thales 
crammed more biscuits in his mouth than was strictly necessary, or even a good idea. 
The old witch was smirking and nodding ever so slightly. Dumbledore had even more in 
his mouth than Thales. 
 
It took some time to identify Ptolemy in the confusion. He was on the opposite end of 
the hall listening very seriously to something Poppy Pomfrey was saying. Hermione 
wondered exactly what they were discussing because Poppy appeared to be using Ron 
Weasley as a live demonstration model, raising one arm above his head, followed by 
the other half arm, then poking him repeatedly in the abdomen. Poppy, Andy, and 
Ptolemy seemed to be taking it all deadly earnest, but Tonks was openly laughing. 
 
Seti and Xi Wang Mu were in the centre of a gang of Slytherin boys on the far end of the 
hall. Hermione resisted the urge to rush in and save the poor girl. The time for saving 
was long past. All Seti was doing was showing her off, bless his status-mad, convoluted 
Slytherin little heart. 
 
She looked more taken aback than overtly miserable. One of Seti's friends, a child of 
the Marriage Law like the rest of the current crop of Slytherins, appeared to be manning 
Harry's Victrola while the others improvised a way of dancing to the Muggle music. Their 
moves were balletic and animalistic at the same time, the young dancers spinning wildly 
as they clasped one another about the waist. The dance seemed an expression of pure 
bacchanalian frenzy. She recognised the record cover. YOUNG, LOUD, AND SNOTTY. 
How appropriate. They must have cast some spell to keep the sound of the old vic from 
interfering with the others dancing to the wizarding musicians. 
 
Oh no, Seti was taking Wang Mu into the centre of the dancers. With any luck, he would 
stop spinning the poor girl before she vomited. 



 
Where was her other baby? The one she hadn't given birth to. Not that one, the other 
one, the one with the lolling eye. 
 
Harry and Ginny's reconciliation had held for a few years and then disintegrated. Now 
they were openly, admittedly separated. Hermione wanted to make sure they stayed on 
alternate sides of the room. She refused to give up either one. She had weathered it all. 
From the first year, when the despised each other and all but spat on the ground at the 
mention of the other's name, to the point when they looked at one another and 
shrugged. 
 
Now that Ginny was keeping male company and Harry was STILL living at Snape Hall 
and restricted his female companionship to an owl, family members, and the female 
Aurors at the Ministry, the animosity had started up again. She had extracted solemn 
promises to behave from both of them, but she knew what their solemn promises were 
worth in the heat of anger. 
 
"Potter's out for a flight," said a seductive voice that hissed in her ear. She shivered. 
She really ought to be immune to that by now. 
 
"Is that wise? How much has he had to drink?" she asked, feeling a bit unsteady and 
suddenly relieved to be standing with her back against the wall. 
 
"It is wiser than hexing his wife's escort du jour," Severus said simply. 
 
"But still," Hermione said, unsure what she meant to say. Her husband's lips were very 
close to her ear. As if that were somehow insufficiently unnerving, a familiar hand had 
insinuated itself between her posterior and the wall. 
 
"Oh you, you old lech," she said, totally uncertain why she had chosen those particular 
words. 
 
"How much have you have to drink, my dear?" Severus Snape said, raising an eyebrow 
at her. 
 
She wasn't drunk, and it was insulting of the big sexy bat to suggest it, but she had 
problems co-ordinating her brain and her mouth to form the words to tell him, so she 
opted to glare at him instead. 
 
"That much?" he smirked at her. The smirk turned into a leer. "Care to dance?" 
 
The music was loud and, to his credit, some few people were dancing. She thought she 
remembered this song from somewhere. Oh, had it been? Was it? The first time 
Severus had ever bullied her into accompanying him on the dance floor, had this song 
been playing? 
 



The singer was singing but it took Hermione a moment to pick out the chorus in all the 
noise. 
 
PRETEND THAT YOU OWE ME NOTHING 
 
AND ALL THE WORLD IS GREEN 
 
She remembered the part about the green world. When she was eighteen, the words 
served to remind her of her recent move to Slytherin. Now it meant something else 
entirely. 
 
It had been this song they'd danced to. 
 
Severus moved his hand from her bum to her waist. He seemed to be swaying ever so 
slightly. He was drunk too. Except, of course, she wasn't drunk, she reminded herself. 
 
"You don't want to dance, you just want to get in my knickers," she said, feeling a 
lightness in her head conflicting with the leaden weight that had taken residence in her 
gut. No wonder drunks were so physically unstable. 
 
"Care to shag then, Mrs. Snape? We could slip away and no one would be the wiser," 
her husband said in a voice that was a step or two above a whisper. 
 
He had to be very inebriated indeed to proposition her, no matter how quietly, in the 
middle of a party. Even more so to use the word "shag." 
 
She tried to recall something about Severus and liquor. Oh, that was it: it made him 
aggressive. Inspired him to action as opposed to the usual torrent of bitter words. 
 
Hermione felt as if her brain were slowly but irretrievably drifting away. Perhaps she was 
a tad intoxicated. 
 
"I just lost my baby, Severus." 
 
"Come with me and I'll give you a new one," he whispered. 
 
She groaned at the very thought. "You're an insensitive lout, you know that?" 
 
"Think of it growing inside you," he leered and that terrible insinuating voice wrapped 
itself around her brain. 
 
He was imagining something inside her, all right, but she sincerely doubted it was a 
baby. 
 
"Think of the feedings, the toilet training, the teething, the coitus interruptus--" she said 
sourly. 



 
"If Weasley can rise to the occasion, I expect I would be able to manage," Severus said 
with a trace of a dare. "It's not as though I am weighed down with responsibility at the 
moment, nor is my time in great demand. Give me a baby, Hermione. I will care for it." 
 
She blanched at the thought. Her husband had a certain set of skills, but none of them 
translated well to the care of an infant. 
 
She turned her head to face him. His eyes were sparkling. Merlin, he was as drunk and 
bereft as she was. He was serious. 
 
He was standing so close she could feel his breath on her cheeks. 
 
She was still taking her birth control, naturally. But she couldn't shake the irrational 
thought that if Severus Snape laid a witch down with the intent to impregnate her, 
Muggle contraception or not, she would have a belly full of baby when she got up again. 
She had to disabuse him of the notion they ought to start a second round of 
children, and do it quickly. 
 
"Are you going to give birth to it as well?" she slurred. "Breast feed?" 
 
He tightened his grasp, making her aware he had moved his grip from her waist to her 
wrist. "You've never denied me before." 
 
She wracked her brain. That couldn't possibly be true, could it? Simply because she 
couldn't bring an instance of refusal to mind didn't mean one had never occurred. 
 
Either way, he was an arse. A fact of which she was well aware. 
 
She sighed. "I don't want another baby. I'm perfectly happy with the ones we've got. I 
wouldn't mind a re-enactment of conception, though." 
 
"You wouldn't mind?" He let go of her wrist. "Your ardour does wonders for my ego." 
 
"Well, we do need to leave space in the room for the guests." She leaned her head 
against him. 
 
"Harpy." He smirked. 
 
"And you're a lecherous fiend." She smirked back, or tried to; she was completely 
pissed. 
 
"Thank you for noticing," he said quietly. 
 
"You know what I really want?" 
 



"What is that, my love?" 
 
"Cunnilingus." 
 
"Shhhhh, are you trying to cause a scene?" he said. 
 
She didn't have to look to know he was blushing. Her husband would prefer the world 
assumed they had an utterly sexless marriage. Harry lived with them, for Merlin's sake, 
and Severus insisted they not head for the bedroom at the same time lest the Boy-Who-
Wouldn't-Leave reach the conclusion they were going to have sex. No, one of them had 
to stay behind with Harry for a minimum of ten minutes after the other left. 
 
No one heard a word either of them was saying, nor would they have cared if they had. 
Severus was so pitifully easy to torment. She suppressed the urge to laugh, but grinned 
into her hand instead. 
 
It was one of Severus' habitual gestures. Had nineteen years with him rubbed off on her 
that much? 
 
"How do you suggest we make our escape?" she asked, suddenly preoccupied with the 
idea of rubbing. 
 
"Rendezvous in fifteen minutes?" he whispered. 
 
"Where?" she asked, looking away. 
 
"We will not be disturbed in my laboratory," he answered with no more expression or 
inflection than he would have discussing ordinary household matters. Less, perhaps. 
 
His only acknowledgement was a squeeze of her hand he walked away. 
 
In a matter of seconds, Minerva strode up to her, smelling like a distillery. 
 
"Congratulations, child," the old professor said briskly. "May Seti's marriage be as 
successful as that of his parents." 
 
"Thank you," Hermione forced herself to say, not bothering to take issue with being 
called "child" at her son's wedding. 
 
"Who would have imagined anyone could live with Severus Snape for twenty years 
without being driven to eviscerate him?" Minerva said. "My hat is off to you." 
 
Actually, her hat was oddly crumpled on one side. 
 
"It's not twenty for almost ten months. Perhaps we should hide the sharp objects," 
Hermione said, suddenly realising it sounded like something he would say. 



 
Minerva snorted. 
 
"As I was saying, you adjusted admirably to Severus... and he to you. We found it 
somewhat surprising at the time," Minerva said. Her face was more expressive than 
normal and her shoulders swayed almost imperceptibly. Merlin, was every adult on the 
premises intoxicated? 
 
Hermione's brain went to that faraway place again and did not return until some time 
later when she realised Minerva was looking at her expectantly. 
 
"I understand it would have been a great scandal, but after almost twenty years you can 
tell me," Minerva said, looking at her kindly. 
 
Was she asking what she thought she was asking? Hermione blinked. 
 
"Well?" Minerva was starting to look put out. 
 
Hermione smiled in a way that Severus always claimed made her look mentally 
defective. 
 
Minerva nodded knowingly. "I knew it!" she said loudly, then straightened her hat as if 
preparing to lower the boom. "When and where did it start?" 
 
Hermione almost swallowed her tongue. She had no idea how to even begin a good lie 
about something like that. She was so drunk, or she wouldn't be stringing Minerva along 
like this. Although to tell the truth, she'd said nothing; Minerva was stringing herself 
along. 
 
"Did it start at the school itself or was it Grimmauld Place?" Minerva asked. 
 
"In the Order headquarters? It would be easier to have an illicit romance in the lobby of 
the Ministry of Magic," the words came from Hermione's mouth unbidden. 
 
Minerva smiled smugly, as if her suspicions were confirmed. "At the school then. When? 
When did it start? Was it Krum who drove him to it?" 
 
Hermione couldn't help but gape. She tried to imagine Severus having even passing 
sexual interest in a fourteen-year-old. She couldn't. It was a joke. 
 
Hermione was tempted to tell Minerva that Severus was actually driven into her arms by 
jealousy of Gilderoy Lockhart, whom she'd also shagged in her second year. She half 
wondered if Minerva would believe that as well. Clearly she had been married to 
Severus too long. She was going to go to some special Gryffindor purgatory for not 
telling her old Head of House the truth immediately. 
 



"Severus is quite shy, really," Hermione said dreamily, sounding a trifle stupid to herself. 
 
"Where and when, Hermione?" McGonagall asked with what Hermione couldn't decide 
was a burr or a slur. 
 
Snape name and years of marriage aside, Hermione would always be a Gryffindor. 
 
"The four-poster in Severus' chambers on our wedding night. Sorry to be a 
disappointment." She gave Minerva a reluctant smile. 
 
The old animagus' mouth drew itself into a tight line. "Hermione Snape, as your Head of 
House, I demand that you tell me the truth this instant." 
 
Hermione almost laughed. Did Minerva think she was still thirteen? She had tried to tell 
her the truth. Oh Merlin, some times people wanted to be lied to so badly. 
 
"You've got me." She held up her hands. "It was sixth year. He took me to the forbidden 
forest. He took me IN the forbidden forest." 
 
Minerva's mouth opened into a perfect O, but she shut it quickly. "With the unicorns as 
witness?" 
 
Hermione nodded solemnly and walked away, determined not to giggle. 

 
 
It was entirely Minerva McGonagall's fault that Hermione stood in the darkened hallway 
listening to the distant sounds of music and revelry, and impulsively touched her wand 
to her green and gold robes. Minerva had put the thought in her head and she was too 
taken with alcohol to consider it rationally. It had long been a fantasy of hers. Or if not a 
fantasy proper, a daydream. 
 
She hadn't remembered the knee socks itching that much. 
 
Setting foot in the laboratory, she watched as Severus' face went from dumb drunk 
confusion then, after several seconds of blinking, to what looked like disdain. 
 
She was suddenly acutely aware of being a witch in her late thirties dressed up in a 
schoolgirl's get-up. Her heart rose in her throat. She was a moron. 
 
"I suppose you have some excuse for this highly inappropriate display, but then you 
always do, don't you?" Severus said quietly and quickly, too quickly in fact. That was the 
way he spoke when he was angry or otherwise excited. 
 
What had she done? She knew how he felt about young girls. She was a fool to think 
time would soften his iron moralism. 
 



"I'm sorr--" she squeaked in apology. 
 
"When I am in need of a dunderhead to mouth empty platitudes in my direction, I will 
ask, Miss Granger," he said snidely. 
 
Wait. Wait. Wait. Dunderhead? Miss Granger? 
 
He was playing along. In the time it took her admittedly fuzzy brain to process the 
information, she went from mortified to so wet children could have sailed toy boats in 
her knickers. 
 
Her husband turned his broad back to her. She half heard a muttered glamour and 
swallowed hard as she watched the few stray strands of white disappear from his head. 
When he whirled around to face her, the handful of fine lines he had acquired over the 
last two decades were gone, not only that but a black design showed like a bruise on 
the alabaster of his white forearm. The Dark Mark. She had only seen it once, at the 
end of fourth year, but it remained seared into her memory. The snake and the skull, 
hypnotic and repulsive. 
 
"Is this truly what you seek, foolish girl?" he asked, his eyes tearing holes in her. 
 
"Yes, sir," she replied, nodding. Why had she done this ridiculous thing? What she had 
in mind was a slightly naughty romp and Severus was succeeding in turning it into some 
sort of psychosexual catharsis. She should have seen it coming. She supposed she 
could call a halt. It was strange to admit, but she wanted to see where he would lead. 
 
His wand arced decisively and she found herself not in her husband's laboratory, but in 
a perfect facsimile of the potions classroom of her girlhood. The showoff. 
 
"You give yourself to me freely. No threats? No coercion?" he asked softly, nervous 
energy crackling the air around him. 
 
"Yes, Professor," she answered, sure to keep her head down, pleased to know why he 
was going along with this game. Perhaps it had bothered him more than she realised, 
the fact that she had been compelled to marry him. The circumstances of their marriage 
had ceased to matter to her so quickly that she had not even noticed it stuck in his craw. 
 
He raised his wand again, this time loosing her hair from its braid. 
 
He strode to stand over her for a moment, haughty and tense. 
 
"Understand, Miss Granger, if you give yourself to me, no other wizard will come after. 
The giving will not be undone. I will not stand for it. You will be mine," he said with a hint 
of threat in his voice. 
 
He raised her chin carefully with two fingers. "Decide now, Granger." Her maiden name 



was a growl in his mouth. 
 
She looked him in the eye, defiantly, as she would have as a young Gryffindor had she 
known him for what he truly was. "Yes." 
 
"Yes, what?" he said, raising one eyebrow, his finger sliding down to rest on her school 
tie. 
 
"Yes, Professor Snape. I want you, Professor Snape," she said. 
 
"Why?" he asked, his hand at her throat in a way she would have taken as a threat from 
any other man. 
 
"No other wizard has ever felt like an equal," she said before bending her head just 
enough to lay her lips upon that facsimile of his long gone Dark Mark. His entire body 
shook before going deathly still. 
 
"You have always been unbearably cheeky," he said in a breathy whisper. 
 
He pulled her face to his, not gentle at all. 
 
"Why would you want me?" she asked. 
 
He looked stunned, either by drink or her question. 
 
"Because I love you, Miss Granger," he said dumbly, as if the answer was obvious, then 
slipped his hands inside her blouse. 
 
His surprisingly soft fingers traced up and down the skin of her belly. Each place where 
he made contact was shot through with awareness of his touch, as if her body were 
sleeping before. 
 
It seemed more perverse somehow, his hands searching under her shirt, than it would 
have if she had been naked. She drew her breath in sharply as he traced the curve of 
her breast with his fingertips, her entire body tensing. 
 
"Shhhhhh," he whispered in her ear. "No need to fear," he said, nuzzling her neck, as if 
he were comforting her. "You are precious to me, girl. I recognise value when I see it 
and I always take proper care of my things." 
 
She ran her fingers through his hair, mesmerised by the solid black where she had 
grown accustomed streaks of white. She was married to a pig. A drunken pig. 
 
"I am not a possession, Professor," she whispered back. 
 
"Do you not wish to belong to me?" he asked, his hands squeezing her breasts and his 



eyes dazed. "I belong to you." 
 
"Severus, I--" she said. This was a great horrible muddle. 
 
"Don't be presumptuous, foolish girl. It is surpassing rude to address an elder by his 
given name," he said twisting her nipple. 
 
"Professor Snape," she said as she leaned forward to kiss him. "I give you my heart and 
my body, but I reserve the right to keep my will for my own." 
 
His heart was beating so hard she felt each throb against her skin. She could all but 
hear the pounding. 
 
"Prove your love, Granger," he said, tearing opening her schoolgirl shirt. 
 
His fingers were no longer toying with her nipples, but squeezing her own hands 
mercilessly in his. 
 
"How?" she asked. "Sir," she added darkly. 
 
"Bear me a child," he commanded. "Another child," he added in a whisper. 
 
"Why?" she asked. 
 
"Why?" His dear face kept vacillating between expressions of anger and confusion. Why 
was he harping on a caprice like this? 
 
"I need--I need you to be tied to--to me," he stuttered, wafting a cloud of whiskey-
scented breath into her face. "The children are growing and there is nothing for me 
anywhere but by your side. If you were to leave me, I would have nothing." 
 
His eyelids fluttered. He was afraid and intoxicated and honest. That dear thick-headed 
man. 
 
"Why would I leave half my heart, dunderhead?" she said, placing a kiss in the corner of 
his slanted eye. 
 
"Moron," she said, planting another kiss on the tip of his great crooked nose. 
 
He sighed in relief and caught her lower lip in his teeth. 
 
"I would sooner leave my brain behind than leave you, imbecile," she broke away to 
say. 
 
A growl rose low in his throat that sounded to Hermione like weather. 
 



"Impertinent girl," he said with something like exaltation, lifting her to the worktable with 
a thud. "Lie back." 
 
She complied, feeling the room shift incrementally on its axis. 
 
"No. Thusly." He positioned her as if she were a rather large rag doll. "Heels to buttocks, 
arse at the edge of the work area." 
 
Sometimes she liked it when he was dictatorial, and she hated that. He grinned 
devilishly, his good humour fuelled by her confusion. 
 
He seized the crotch of her knickers with his fingers, easily ripping the thin cotton panel 
in his fist. 
 
With disconcerting delicacy, he lifted the hem of her short skirt to her waist. She heard 
the sound of ripping fabric as he demolished what was left of her undergarments. He 
was staring at the tatters that had been her knickers, clutched greedily in his hand. 
 
"For a Gryffindor, you have decidedly timid taste in underthings," he sneered. 
 
She raised herself on her elbows to see her husband looking quite insane as he ducked 
his head between her legs. No man in his right mind could elicit sensations like that. 
 
With a tingling jolt, his tongue traced a delicate line between her labia. 
 
She trembled in response and he paused to nip the inside of her thigh with his teeth, not 
so gently as she was accustomed to. 
 
His tongue slipped along its path again, once, twice, three times, each brush turning to 
only a whisper of a caress as he reached her clitoris. Carefully, his tongue circled the 
centre of her sensation, close and closer still, but never actually touching. His lips made 
a dry pass over the engorged bit of flesh without bothering to pause. 
 
Again, his tongue made the barest hint of contact with her slippery flesh and her back 
arched involuntarily. 
 
Hands of iron, so strong they were better suited for a machine than a flesh and blood 
wizard, kneaded the tender derma on the inside of her thighs. She felt herself bruising. 
 
He was still hardly skimming her clitoris. The contradiction between the violence of his 
hands and the overly subtle finesse of his mouth was maddening. 
 
She twisted with the frustration of it all, her body begging for both less and more. 
 
He pulled his lips away entirely and dug his hands deeper into the meat of her legs. 
 



Her hips rose high off the table of their own accord and he began to suck at her. 
 
In a matter of seconds, she was shivering as her body pulsed hot and cold, pinwheels of 
red and green sparks burning behind her eyelids, and she jabbered in some language 
she had never heard before. 
 
Severus was smiling benignly into her belly. 
 
"I was not aware you spoke Mermish," he murmured. "Finite Incantatum." 
 
She laughed as he raised himself to lie atop her, pressing her into the uncomfortable 
wooden surface. 
 
The scent of liquor now mingled with her own arousal on his face. It was the face of 
sixty-year-old Severus again and not that classroom bully. She wrapped an ivory lock 
around her finger. She studied him closely. Aside from the white hair, he had barely 
aged at all in the last twenty years. 
 
"You could have had any of the boys when you were at school, you know. All you would 
have had to do was crook your little finger--" he said, his face buried against her breast. 
 
"This one?" she asked, running her index finger along his nose. 
 
"No, this one," he said taking her pinkie and sucking it into his mouth. "I have not given 
up on persuading you to have another child," he said, without removing her finger from 
between his lips. 
 
"Give them a few years and one of the boys will give you one we can return when it's 
inconvenient," she said. She couldn't believe she was contemplating grandchildren at 
an age when her mother had had a toddler. 
 
"It is not the same. I am bored, Hermione," Severus said plaintively. 
 
"What about the lycanthropy cure?" she asked. She thought that truly interested him. 
He'd seemed enthralled enough over the last three and a half years. More than that if 
she counted all the years he had spent researching lycanthropy at Hogwarts. 
 
"That is complete," he said in the casual way he loved to deliver news of mammoth 
proportions. "It is remarkable how quickly one progresses without distractions. Of 
course, there was more than a bit of happenstance involved." 
 
She smirked. Even when it worked to his benefit, Severus was not exactly an aficionado 
of luck. Coincidence was contrary to the Slytherin way of thinking. What use were 
machinations in a chaotic universe? 
 
Her husband preferred to think everything that ever happened to him, both good and 



bad, was of his own devising. 
 
She blinked. "This is wonderful. Do you realise what this means? They'll give you a 
second Order of Merlin. They'll have to. The difference you'll make to so many lives. 
Your legacy--" 
 
Severus smirked and planted a kiss in her palm. "--is assured. Severus Snape, Spy, 
Potions master, Inventor of the first permanent cure for lycanthropy, at your service. But 
what the fuck am I supposed to do now? Another child would be ideal for eleven years 
worth of preoccupation." 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes. "And another when that one goes to Hogwarts? What do you 
say we put a nappy on Harry and you take him out in the pram instead?" 
 
Not even Severus Snape could keep himself from laughing at that. 

 

Tyger! Tyger!: The Hour that Stretches 
 

by Bloodcult of Freud 
 
It was the second longest night of the year according to the calendar. Later, Severus 
Snape would beg to differ. 
 
He was somewhat put out as he slipped into the kitchens for a bite to eat. It was late, 
but he imagined his wife wouldn't last more than another hour. Still, he was annoyed. 
 
Not only had Hermione failed to drift off in his arms in a post-coital daze, but she had 
sprung up from the bed as though she could hardly wait to go blather endlessly to his 
great grandmother. 
 
Severus Snape was only good for one thing, it seemed. 
 
In addition, the two of them, a full two-thirds of the women who claimed to care for him 
in this world, were so consumed with one another's company and conversation that they 
failed to note his presence when he decided to join them. They also failed to notice 
when he left. 
 
He was thrilled to be so highly valued. 
 
He could still hear snatches of their conversation as he rifled through the pantries. 
 
"The question is, Hermione, do you wish to make a difference more than you wish for 
personal glory?" his great grand dame was purring. 
 
Not politics. Severus Snape was bloody sick unto death of politics and struggles and 
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ethics. Why couldn't his wife forget the injustices of the world and give him another 
child? She could be so selfish sometimes. It was very unGryffindor of her. 
 
Severus truly prized Hermione's rapacious brain, but lately it seemed to be on some sort 
of manic binge. A baby would fix that right up. Pregnancy took the edge off a witch, 
when it didn't turn her into a shrieking harpy. 
 
Never mind, he would get his way. She had to tire of the futility of it all sooner or later, 
did she not? Even Hermione the Horrible was not inexhaustible, was she? 
 
"He's ideally suited to our purposes, to be completely honest," Hermione said with a 
sigh. 
 
Severus wondered in a thoroughly off-handed way who was ideally suited for what, but 
frankly he was more concerned with the location of the roast hare they had left 
unfinished at dinner. 
 
"Moff," he called into the open air. "Where is the hare?" 
 
That was odd. Usually the old house elf appeared the instant he was summoned. 
 
"Moff," Severus repeated, irritation starting to rise. 
 
He was on the brink of a third try when one of the younger house elves scurried into 
view. 
 
"Morte will serve Master, sir," said the elf, adjusting his tea towel. 
 
"Where's Moff?" Severus asked, annoyed. 
 
"Moff is running errands for Mistress and Master's great Grandmama, Master, sir. Morte 
and Mane is to take up the slack." Morte winced as he said it. 
 
"Where is the hare?" Severus asked. 
 
Morte covered his head with his hands, cowed. "Master Seti and Mistress Ji--no, Shee, 
no--Mistress Snape number three--the littlest Mistress Snape--the new one took it." He 
looked like he was preparing to do himself harm. "Morte's got biscuits for the Yule 
feast." 
 
"Any chocolate-filled?" Severus asked, scowling. It wasn't hare, but it would do, he 
supposed grudgingly. 
 
A scurry later and a platter of jewel-like biscuits was thrust into his hands. 
 
Now, where had he left his book? 



 
When he entered the drawing room, they were still at it. Still hashing and rehashing the 
same well-worn territory. He had told Hermione himself, on countless occasions, there 
was no way a Mudblood could possibly be elected to public office in Britain. Of course, 
when he spoke to his wife, he was careful to say Muggle-born. Severus Snape was 
many things, a man of parts, as they say, but stupid was not one of them. 
 
The Mudblood problem in general, and Hermione's political aspirations in specific, gave 
him an uncomfortable, conflicted feeling. Severus believed in the supremacy of the able, 
the intelligent, the talented, the diligent. Nonetheless, the idea of even the best and 
brightest Mudbloods in power left him uneasy for the very simple reason that they were 
aliens. It wasn't a question of blood, but rather of upbringing. Even his beloved wife had 
spent her most formative years in the strange and foreign world of Muggles, where her 
own kind were nothing but a fairytale. It rendered her more of an outsider, in some 
ways, than Xi Wang Mu would ever be. 
 
At the same time, he despised the notion of Hermione failing at anything, doubly so 
when the failure was no fault of her own. It rather twisted the knife that Hermione Snape 
would have made the best Minister of Magic in living memory. 
 
Severus sucked a smear of chocolate off his thumb. There was no helping any of it, so 
there was no point in obsessing, not that Severus ever actually obsessed. 
 
"Well, boy?" his great grandmother asked expectantly. 
 
"Well, what?" Severus asked, swallowing. 
 
"You weren't even listening, were you?" Hermione said with a frown. 
 
"I was unaware my attention was required," he said, gesturing to his book even though 
he hadn't been reading it. They hadn't been paying him enough mind to know that, of 
course. 
 
The two witches gave each other a cryptic look. 
 
The older witch rose. "I will let the two of you discuss this alone," she said, looking once 
more to Hermione, who nodded grimly. 
 
Severus rose automatically and kissed his great grandmother's hand. 
 
"Sleep well," he said, his head still low. 
 
"I'm not going to sleep, Pixie. I will return once the two of you have had your talk," Nefer 
said, tousling Severus' hair while his head was bent. He hated it when she did that. 
 
The moment she was out of the room, he spoke. "I have told you endlessly it is quite 



impossible for a Muggle-born to gain political position in this country." 
 
"Yes," she said evenly, with more than a trace of resignation. "I have come to the 
conclusion that you are most likely correct. Although, under the right circumstances, I 
still think a Muggle-born witch might be electable, that witch is not me." 
 
"You are not to blame," he said, attempting to comfort her. All these years, and it was 
still not one of his strengths. "There have been extenuating circumstances." 
 
Alarms were ringing inside his mind. He was saying the wrong thing. He had an animal 
fear of this 'discussion' he and Hermione were supposed to have. The smell of 
wrongness clung to his wife as though she was about to announce her decision to move 
to Brussels with one of the servants. Never mind that the servants were all house elves. 
 
"I admit now that I don't have much chance of being elected anything. You, on the other 
hand..." She looked at him expectantly. 
 
"I, on the other hand, what?" he asked, puzzled. This wasn't he had been expecting at 
all. 
 
"Your great grandmother and I have discussed it and we believe you could be elected 
Minister of Magic with the right sort of campaign," Hermione blurted. 
 
Severus Snape was rarely shocked, but this managed to leave him wholly befuddled. 
 
"I am Dark-begot, Hermione, a former Death Eater," he said. "You know that." 
 
"It's all a matter of how it's presented to the public," she said primly. "You're a pureblood 
and a decorated war hero. They say Merlin was Dark-begot, too." 
 
"Merlin never had to run for public office. The newspapers alone--" The images began 
to flash in his mind, all the old Prophet headlines from his childhood. That would be 
perfect: photographs of Severus Snape at age five being led, terrified, into the trial of his 
father. 
 
"The newspapers won't be a problem," Hermione assured him. 
 
"Because?" he asked. She sounded so confident. How could one ever feel certain about 
such a capricious things as a newspaper? 
 
"Your great grandmother bought the Daily Prophet two days ago. Of course, she isn't 
much interested in running a newspaper--" she said. 
 
"It is going to be you," he said, the finality of it ringing through his head. "You're going to 
run the Daily Prophet using Nefer as a figurehead and the Ministry of Magic with your 
husband in the same position." 



 
"I would like to think we would be partners," she said with wide-eyed earnestness. 
 
"No, you don't. You can't become Minister on your own, so you have decided to use me 
as your puppet," he said slowly. "I suppose congratulations are in order. All these years 
with the Head of Slytherin appear to have had their effect, after all." 
 
"We could accomplish so much together," she said. 
 
"You mean you could accomplish," he said without inflection. 
 
"Severus, surely you--" Hermione began. 
 
"No, Hermione. No, I will not play the part of pawn in your game," he said, feeling 
distinctly unwell as he rose. 
 
"Severus, listen to--" she tried to plead. 
 
"No, Hermione. No," he said, and stalked out the front door. 

 
 
It was a beautiful night, the crunch of snow crisp and satisfying under the heavy tread of 
his boots. The air was bracing and pleasant, and Severus managed to ignore Hermione 
running after him, calling his name, for an entire minute and a half, he reckoned. 
 
He stopped in his tracks, careful to keep his back to her. 
 
"This, I believe, is where you and I part company," he said, pronouncing his greatest 
fear into the night. 
 
"Don't be ridiculous," Hermione said. If he had not been married to her nineteen years, 
he doubted he would have detected the edge of worry in her voice. She saw it, too. If 
she feared for their marriage, there was reason to fear. 
 
"I am never ridiculous, wife. You should know that by now. Nonetheless, it seems 
inevitable, doesn't it? Always was, I suppose. Our desires are too disparate for 
reconciliation. I would like another child; you would like to rule the world." Severus 
scowled up at the moon. 
 
"I am not a bad person for wanting to do something besides wipe your children's noses 
and break up fights," his wife hissed behind him. "It doesn't mean I love you or them any 
less because I want to do something with my life." 
 
"I was under the impression rearing children was 'doing something.' I thought it quite the 
accomplishment, bearing and raising four children," he said sharply. 
 



"I want to affect the world outside my own house, Severus," she said. 
 
"You have already done that through your children," he countered. 
 
"I want to do it for myself," Hermione snarled. "You are such a bloody hypocrite, 
Severus Snape, Order of Merlin, First Class." 
 
"Medals do not greet one at the door at the end of the day, nor are they much comfort in 
old age," he said, willing himself not to raise his voice. 
 
"If you want another child, Severus, you are damned well going to have to find another 
witch to bear it. This baby factory is closed," Hermione said shrilly. 
 
Severus whirled around. For first time in their marriage, he was prepared to strike his 
wife. How dare she suggest such a thing? 
 
Then he saw her. 
 
She had followed him outside in the snow in her nightgown and bare feet. The gauzy 
orange fabric was so thin she might as well be naked. She was blue. It was no 
exaggeration. Hermione was blue and shaking. His mother must have been like that 
before she died. 
 
Melusine had wandered out into the snow to escape him. Why had Hermione done it? 
To keep him close? 
 
Without thinking, he scooped her up in his arms. 
 
He did not stop walking until he had pronounced a warming spell over his wife and 
tucked her safely into their bed. 
 
It was the death of him that she would not unclasp her arms from around his neck. 
 
He pulled her to his chest. 
 
"That was asinine of you," he said to the crown of her head. 
 
"Yes, it was," she said, embarrassed. 
 
"You and your temper," he said reprovingly. "Running outside in bare feet without your 
wand." 
 
"At least I'm not the only one," she said, looking up at him with a crooked smile. 
 
"I have no idea what you are referring to. My mild disposition is a matter of public 
record," he said, trying to cheer her. 



 
It seemed to work. She chuckled. 
 
"Would you care for further warming?" he ventured, propping himself up on his side. 
 
"I was going to save this for Yule," she said, as if coming to a decision. 
 
He looked at her expectantly. 
 
She grabbed hold of her wand from beside the bed and with a round of waving that 
would have done Minerva proud, they were both naked. 
 
A bit unsteadily, Hermione rose to stand before him. 
 
"SENSUS AMPLIFICARE COMMUNICARE," she said grandly, a bright arc circling 
around them from her wand. 
 
A spell to share sensation. She must have been working on that for quite some time. 
Was he angry or elated? He was not, all in all, an aficionado of surprises. 
 
Ten seconds later, he no longer cared. 
 
Hermione reached toward him and gently removed his spectacles. 
 
Suddenly, he felt the gold light rise as it never had before, and his spine went perfectly, 
divinely straight. Unbearable heat radiated from his skull and he felt a buzz above his 
head. He could feel the atoms around him reverberating. He could feel his beloved 
Hermione's skin, even though he was not touching her. He could feel what she felt. Her 
sensations were his. 
 
It was nothing like Legilimency. There were no images, only endlessly echoing touch. 
 
They continued gazing at each other. He ran his fingertips over her knees, so softly she 
could barely feel him, yet every hair on her body stood at attention. His palms grazed 
the swell where her leg turned into hip before his mouth followed. His forefingers traced 
the spiral of her ear, but it was his warm, ripe lower lip that caressed her earlobes. 
 
His lips hummed at her neck, then went on to suckle, and finally to blow softly across 
the wet surface. She practically convulsed. He could smell her arousal wafting through 
the room in waves, competing with the wood from the fire for dominance. 
 
It took every fibre of will to lick the inside of her thighs without moving on to her delicate 
little fanny. 
 
He moved away slightly when he was done so he could breathe from a distance on the 
skin he had licked. Soft as the pressure from his mouth was, she writhed under it. 



Reluctantly, he shifted her onto her side and began on her back, the sacral-lumbar 
junction to be exact, and judiciously applied his kisses. He felt her entire body open to 
him like a flower. He was minutely aware when the skin on her body tensed like a drum. 
His tongue slipped down to the backs of her knees and he felt her begin to shiver. He 
felt the pulse of it in a strange place back behind his testicles. 
 
She was quivering. She had reached orgasm from him breathing on the back of her 
knees, and he had felt it. His head was still on fire and, for a second, his vision went 
black at the centre. Her orgasm felt like the proverbial train running up his spine. 
 
Her name came out of his mouth, surprising him. "Hermione?" 
 
She did not seem to know how to answer him, so she lifted her hips to his maddening 
lips in response. 
 
He laughed. Laughed, sucked her clitoris, and sent a buzz shooting up her body that 
caused something above her navel and something else, something in the middle of her 
chest, to fly open like a window. 
 
She was so wet that she made sweet sucking noises when he pushed two fingers inside 
her. From years of practice, he hit the spot effortlessly with his fingers, that blessed spot 
that made her whole body contract and expand around him, uncoiling. A low growl 
sounded in her throat. 
 
She was coming to orgasm, again and again, gripping at his fingers. 
 
He felt each tremor in his own body, in a place he could not explain. His belly was 
vibrating and he felt both aroused and nauseated. 
 
He lifted his head. "May I kiss you?" 
 
His face loomed over hers. He was asking not to take her, not to possess her, but for 
her to take him, make him her own. To birth him and allow Severus Snape to emerge a 
new creature. In the split second that hung like an axe above them, she appeared to 
make up her mind, and flipped him onto his back in a smooth, swift gesture she must 
have known instinctually. 
 
They were eye to eye, forehead to forehead. He sucked in her exhalation and felt silver 
sparks shoot out of his fingertips. The seat of her power, what some traditions called the 
third eye, blinked open and met his, opening to opening. Her wet crotch gasped against 
his belly and her mouth sucked at his. This had nothing in common with the sort of 
embrace they had shared earlier in the evening. His tongue connected with hers and 
the circuit was complete. It felt as though a serpent in his spine had unfurled like a flag. 
He felt the rumble, saw her shine like rosy gold above him. There was an air of danger 
about her and suddenly, the strangest thing occurred--a red corona spiked out from 
around her head. He both saw and felt it. 



 
She was no longer a woman who lived on a diet most deer would find meagre, 
obsessed over the plight of the downtrodden of the world, and had a disturbing love of 
organisation, with his penis nestled between her labia. She was a goddess made of 
sunlight and milk, thorns and red roses. There was an element of terror to his worship. 
He understood those ancient Muggles who had burned their own women alive. They 
had some link to the underlying power of the universe, the great dark mysterious, that 
males could never claim. Every day of his life he could smell it on all of them; now, he 
would simply have to throw himself on her mercy. After all, he was golden and divine at 
present--he would probably survive. He had taken greater risks in his life with smaller 
rewards. 
 
For once, Severus Snape was aroused in nameless dread. It was a fine and fearsome 
thing that was his wife. He relished it. He relished her. 
 
His lips went to her breast. 
 
He opened his mouth wider, trying to suck in every bit of her possible. He pulled hard 
with his mouth, squeezed her waist in his hands. Her nipple, wedged tight between his 
tongue and hard palate, made another circuit, and he could taste her power, like fire 
and iron and green leaves and sea spray wrapped with his own. 
 
He felt the shock as another orgasm ripped through her and she pulled back, tearing 
her nipple from between his lips. 
 
He expected her to say something. He had imagined it differently. He imagined her 
trembling underneath him as he penetrated her with infinite care. Her contrite and 
himself stern but generous. That wasn't what happened. There was no apology here. 
 
Instead, she caught his eye and held it, nodding; nodding at him like she had on the 
morning she had taken his wand and killed Lucius Malfoy. She nodded. 
 
With a sting and a shiver, he was home inside her. His hair was soaked with sweat as 
she shook on top of him, her ragged-bitten fingernails cutting into his shoulders. 
 
There was a painful and exquisite slowness to it now that they were joined. It was 
imbecilically beautiful. Cock in cunt--any moron could do it, and frequently did. But the 
two of them, with their vast brains like planets careening around in their orbits, forced it 
into so much more. 
 
He was aware of every particle of air in the room. It seemed as though each subtle 
move he made brought another wave of harsh tremors through her. The flashes that 
accompanied each orgasm were becoming blinding, pink and gold and apple green 
ringed with violet. Her teeth gnashed and only the whites of her eyes were visible. 
 
He could not believe how good it felt inside her. She gripped him in waves. His vision 



pulsed. He couldn't hold out much longer. He was not accustomed to a lack of sexual 
control, but it was becoming increasingly difficult to hold ejaculation at bay. They had 
been one piece for what seemed like days. The gold shone brighter and larger, 
expanding like a balloon, reaching critical mass. With all the strength in his body, he 
lifted her up and off him, and she stared, mouth open. 
 
Nimbly, she climbed onto his lap, facing him. 
 
"Hermione." He blinked. "This..." He stretched up to kiss her ear. "This is good..." He 
was like a stupid blind mole under the sun of her. 
 
She proceeded to lock her ankles around his waist. 
 
He gripped her head with both hands. 
 
Her nipples were red and hard and she pushed them against him. She slipped the tips 
of her pinkies into the corners of his mouth. 
 
"I have always loved your lips, Severus." 
 
"Always?" he asked, panting. 
 
"Almost always," she mumbled, using her thigh muscles to try to bounce on top of him, 
despite his efforts to subdue her. 
 
"Wife." It was an attempt at admonishment, but she proved to be less than cowed. He 
trembled despite his best efforts when she changed her tactic and ran her fingers down 
his back. 
 
She pressed her forehead to his. The thin rings of her irises were changing colours, 
from black to blue to impossibly red, behind her wild hair all crazed and curling in his 
fingers. "Come for me." 
 
He could still smell the tea on her breath. Was it like this for her, as well? Could she see 
the air reverberate? Were the colours the same for her? "I do not... I do not know if I am 
ready..." 
 
She screwed up her forehead. "Wha...?" 
 
"... ready for this to be over." 
 
She bit her lip, gasping. "We will do it again. I promise. Nothing is over." 
 
"I love you, Hermione. Do not abandon me." 
 
"How many times do I have to say it? I'm going anywhere. Now fuck me." 



 
He thrust up hard against her, his nose pressed into her cheek, his lower lip thrust into 
her mouth, his hands still grasping desperately at her skull. She arched her back and 
pushed down with all her might. 
 
She winced in evidence she was beginning to regret her movement as he thrust three 
hard jabs that seemed to go past the mouth of her cervix. His final moves were 
graceless as he came inside her, clutching her to him, whimpering into her mouth. 
 
"Severus," she said as soon as she was able to speak again. "I meant what I said 
before, about you and I being partners." 
 
"I will do as you ask. Stop trying to convince me before you change my mind," he 
answered. Perhaps he was not thinking clearly. Perhaps he was simply a weak wizard 
enslaved by his wife's charms. 
 
"You mean it?" She looked impossibly young and delighted. 
 
Could she really be thirty-seven? He had been much older at that age, and much 
younger, come to think of it. 
 
He shrugged in response. "If nothing else, it should prove a worthy challenge and 
opportunity to spend more time with my wife." 
 
"Oh, I know how you despise respect and recognition." She grinned cheekily. 
 
"If I must run for public office to keep my wife's attention, so be it." He glowered and 
received a slap on the arm for his trouble. 
 
"I do love you, you know," she said, settling into the fold of his arm. 
 
"I am well aware of your peculiarities of sentiment, my little tyrant. Not that I purport to 
understand them, but I am alert to their existence," he said, his brain still trying to right 
itself. 
 
"I know you're concerned, Severus, but I really believe you are going to find this 
enjoyable," Hermione said cheerfully. 
 
Severus sighed. 
 
It was final proof that witches were superior to wizards. Years of pain and discipline 
could not inspire the obedience engendered by a single hour's pleasure. 
 
Still, a quiet voice in the back of his thoughts reminded him that it went both ways. If the 
world turned against him, Hermione would dig his grave with her bare hands. He could 
give her this. He might even succeed. 



 
That was an odd thought. 

 

Tyger! Tyger!: Appetite 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
One could never be too careful when it came to the magical world. Every day and every 
place had meaning. For every act, there was a perfect venue. The best-laid plans could 
be irreparably bollixed by poor timing. 
 
There was only one perfect day for Severus to announce his candidacy, February 
second. Imbolc. In the belly. The day of prophecy and expectation. Not quite by chance, 
it happened to be Severus' sixtieth birthday as well, meaning that he was, as wizards 
counted it, finally embarking on middle age. The perfect age to run for Minister of Magic, 
Hermione thought. Old enough to be taken seriously, young enough to be seen by 
voters as energetic, fresh, full of new ideas. Never mind that he was in truth painfully 
stodgy; it was perception that mattered at the moment. 
 
There was a single perfect place to begin Severus' campaign as well. Hermione was 
forced to agree with his great grandmother that Dun Sidhe was it. She didn't much care 
for it personally. 
 
In much the same way that Hogwarts belonged to magical community as a whole, Dun 
Sidhe was the fortress of the purebloods of the British Isles. 
 
Hermione snorted to herself, causing Lady Nefer to look up at her expectantly. For all its 
overzealous wards, Dun Sidhe was closer to being a pile of rocks than a castle. It was 
far older than Hogwarts, and purebloods were, on the whole, too fractious to maintain it 
properly. It amounted to one cavernous room and a tower and a half, the half being a 
tower that collapsed on itself under mysterious circumstances. Not unlike the way 
purebloods ought to collapse under the weight of their own pomposity. Only they would 
think the story of Dun Sidhe romantic. 
 
It began at the edge of a bog. Perfect, really. A bog. Wasn't that the universal symbol of 
romance throughout the ages? 
 
According to the story, Comitas, a Roman wizard travelling far from home, interrupted a 
group of Muggles bent on sacrificing a child at the edge of the swamp. According to 
everything Hermione had read, the girl's age was uncertain, anywhere from two to five 
years old. What was certain was that she knew no name for herself, but her people's 
name for wizarding folk: Sidhe. 
 
The allegedly virtuous and tender-hearted Comitas adopted the girl and raised her back 
in good old Rome with his noble family. Until, that was, his feelings apparently became 
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anything but fatherly, and he married the girl under the Confarreatio without going 
through the trouble of disowning her. Sidhe was then somewhere in her teens. They 
ended up beating a rather hasty retreat to her homeland, where Comitas built her the 
best fort one wizard and his magic could manage in those days. 
 
Every so-called pureblood in England could trace his roots back to Sidhe and Comitas. 
They named their place of council after a witch they would call a Mudblood whore if 
they'd seen her in the corridors of Hogwarts. As a "Mudblood whore" herself, the irony 
was annoyingly rich to Hermione. 
 
She craned her neck to peer out the window of Severus' great grandmother's carriage. 
Their carriage was but one of dozens of other carriages, huddled close like a herd of 
cattle in the driving snow. Inside, she knew, sat the sisters, wives, mothers, daughters, 
and grandmothers of the pureblood wizards who were in Dun Sidhe with Severus. It 
was asinine, barbaric. It made her want to hex something. The only redeeming part was 
that the men were likely freezing their arses off in there. 
 
She wondered idly what Severus was saying, sincerely hoping he knew what he was at 
playing both ends against the middle. She sighed. She was aware he was well 
equipped to do this; she just hoped his temper wouldn't manage somehow to end it 
before it began. If he could manage Voldemort surely he could manage a bunch of 
inbred idiots. 
 
Never mind that he was an inbred idiot himself. To be fair, he was only a complete idiot 
for a few days every month, at least as far as she noticed. 
 
Hermione felt a squeeze of guilt. She had bullied him into this, regardless of how well 
suited he was for the part, regardless of how much the wizarding world stood to gain by 
it. She now understood Albus Dumbledore's position during the war far better than she 
had ever wanted. 
 
She swore to herself that she would do all she could to protect her husband. 
 
She had already made absolutely certain the story of June Thwaite would never 
surface. Everyone who knew was either dead or an Order member, and they stuck 
together past death. 
 
The snow continued to lash against her window glass. Hermione hated to admit it, but 
she had asked for too much. She had asked Severus to expose himself utterly for 
something only she wanted. She had offered him up in sacrifice to her own appetite for 
power. She should have been sorted into Slytherin. Her stomach plummeted. 
 
Poor Severus. 
 
Severus' great grand dame was poking her violently with her ruby-headed cane. 
 



"What's wrong, child? You look ill," Lady Nefer said. Under her fur hat and white fur 
cape, she looked like an enormous snowball. 
 
"I can't help wondering if this is a huge mistake. Severus is such a private person," she 
said, wincing. 
 
Nefer let fly an infectious snort. "If I know my great grandson, he is having a grand time 
in there." The ancient witch removed a flask from somewhere inside her voluminous 
robes. It reminded Hermione instantly of Mad-Eye Moody. 
 
Hermione forced herself to smile. "If you say so." 
 
"Believe me, child. Severus may piss and moan, but he thrives on attention, and I doubt 
there is such thing as enough adulation for him," Nefer said with a twist to her lips that 
was almost amused, before proceeding to thrust her flask into Hermione's hands. "Drink 
up, girl, this weather can't be healthy." 

 
 
Severus Snape was perfectly aware of the contradictory opinions his fellow purebloods 
held concerning his person. He stood as a hero of wars and also of the intellectual 
arena, the epitome of the pureblood conceit of themselves as both manly and 
sophisticated, superior in every possible way. Men of power and men of parts. Better 
yet, he managed it while remaining somewhat aloof from the teeming masses of 
wizardom. 
 
All his accomplishments benefiting others, he was the picture of noblesse oblige. Yet he 
managed it all without appearing to like people much. It appealed to the sieve-like social 
conscience of the average pureblood while massaging the postulant ego of their class 
as a whole. 
 
On the other hand, he was Dark begot. As such, he succinctly summed up his people's 
fears for themselves and their children. For most Slytherins under fifty, he was an 
authoritative but protective father figure. For many his age and older, he was an oily 
race traitor who managed to earn their grudging respect by escaping the Dementor's 
kiss time and time again. 
 
He was not beloved, but he was admired, feared, and never underestimated. Today, 
every pureblood in the British Isles had gathered at Dun Sidhe to hear him speak. He 
knew exactly what to tell them: the absolute unvarnished truth. The worst they could do 
was reject him. It would hardly be an unfamiliar experience. 
 
This was a child's game compared to the one he had played with the Dark Lord. 
 
He glanced around the great room with microscopic carelessness. They were indeed all 
there. The Lupins, the surviving Prewetts, the great gaggle of Weasleys (despite the 
fact that they usually disengaged themselves from the affairs of their fellow purebloods), 



the Zambinis, Flints, Woods, Notts, even the one lone remaining Parkinson. Here stood 
every pureblood male in England, less than three hundred all told. They accounted for 
less than one percent of the wizarding world, yet in their own minds they were the only 
ones who deserved the name "wizard" at all. 
 
A far greater percentage had been his students than he realised. 
 
He leaned relaxed against the ancient stone where his ancestors had called their kin to 
council, and cleared his throat. It was gratifying to hear silence fall like a lead weight 
upon the room. This was going to be, in a very Severus Snape sort of way, quite 
enjoyable. 
 
"Cousins," he said, his voice carrying around the wide stone chamber, needing no 
Sonorus spell. "I come to you as one of your own to inform you of what no one else has 
the intelligence and fortitude to say: you are an indolent, complacent, short-sighted 
race." He paused and allowed them the expected grumble. "I admit you are a flawed 
group, but you are my own; you are also in possession of an uncanny sense of self-
interest. On this basis, I appeal to you. I do not court your vanity. I court your 
pragmatism. Give me your support, and I will become Minister of Magic. 
 
"At this moment, many of you are no doubt asking yourselves, 'Why should we need 
Snape when Fudge is bought and paid for?'" Here he paused only a moment to allow 
for the coughs and uncomfortable shifting the bald statement inevitably brought. 
 
"The answer is two-fold. First and most obvious, Fudge is an idiot, and we have reached 
a point in the history of our people where a complacent moron could lead to disaster for 
us all." He allowed the thought a moment to sink into their thick skulls before he began 
to explain the next, more difficult concept. It was not at all unlike facing a classroom full 
of third years. 
 
"Second, a wizard whose allegiance has been bought once may be bought twice. You 
may rest assured that you have my fealty for the simplest, purest - not to mention least 
expensive - reason there is: your best interests are my own." 
 
Severus watched as understanding dawned face by face. He busied himself getting 
down to the serious business of persuasion. 

 
 
Two weeks later, the Hogwarts Head Boy finished laying out clothes on every available 
surface in the Slytherin common room. 
 
Rubric Flint scratched his nose. Seti was starting early, even for Seti. 
 
"I don't know why you always hafta do this here, Set," he said. 
 
"The light in my room is all wrong," Seti said, trying to wave him off. 



 
He looked like he had a toothache as he laid an iridescent purple waistcoat against a 
silver shirt. 
 
"Why bother? It's not like you can bring a date this year," Rubric said, looking for a place 
to sit. 
 
Seti whirled around to face him, his forehead as wrinkled as Rubi's mum's pug dog. 
 
"For your information, my wife is coming up from Snape Hall," he said, like he was the 
first wizard in recorded history to have a wife. Like wives weren't common as dirt. Hell, 
even Rubi's dad had a wife, such as she was. 
 
"Like I said, why bother? It's not like you need to impress her," Rubric said, picking up 
an emerald-coloured robe to make room for himself on a chair. 
 
"Give me that, you beetle brain. What you're not getting is that once you have them 
impressed, it's best to keep them that way," Seti said, holding the robe against the silver 
shirt and purple waistcoat before abandoning it for another that, to Rubric's eye, looked 
exactly the same. 
 
Rubric shook his head, adding another to the long list of things Set had funny ideas 
about. 
 
"She comin' on the Express, then?" asked a voice behind him. It was Finn Culhain, the 
cream of the sixth years, and, in Rubi's opinion, the most likely to take position as 
unofficial prince of Slytherin once Set graduated. 
 
"Mmmm?" Seti said, lining a great sodding armload of cravats along the top of one sofa 
and eyeing them like they were a queue of criminals. "No, she's flying up with my new 
Jaguar. It's Saturday, so I instructed her to arrive at noon." 
 
"A... like a lion? Isn't that... uh, dangerous? My gran has an ocelot, and one time it bit--" 
said Pembleton, one of Culhain's two shadows. 
 
Seti fixed Pembleton with a look worthy of his father. "Look who's wasting my air with 
stupid questions. Just so you know, Pem, the Jaguar in question is a motorcar of the 
flying variety I received as a Yule gift." 
 
"I thought you got a witch for Yule," Pem said, agog. 
 
"That was from my parents, you knob. The car was from my great great gran," Seti 
smirked. 
 
"Merlin's sack, Snape, you always get the brill swag," said Maybun, Culhain's other 
toad. 



 
"A rich family helps," Seti said, hardly paying attention, having narrowed the cravats 
down to two: one gold, the other a sort of shimmery blue. 
 
"It's 10:30. You planning on getting out of your pyjamas anytime soon?" Rubric asked. 
 
"Fuck! Why didn't you tell me, Rubi? I haven't got a thing picked out to wear yet," Seti 
said with a crazed look. 
 
"What've you been doing all morning?" Rubric asked. 
 
"This is for tonight, not today." Seti scowled. "Fuck! Xi's going to be here in an hour and 
a half. Fuck, fuck, fuck." 

 
 
The morning was slipping towards noon, and clouds threatened to add to the already 
daunting piles of snow as Thales and Nefer Snape lingered on the steps of the 
groundskeeper's hut. 
 
The holiday had barely begun and Hagrid was already off with Madam Maxine--or at 
least that was how Nefer would choose to interpret the facts. 
 
"It's a bloody conspiracy," she said irritably. "A bloody conspiracy to sell worthless crap 
and drum up business for Madam Puddifoot's. That place should be razed. It's an 
abomination to good taste." 
 
"I know, I know. You'd never make a fella take you there," Thales said tiredly. He'd 
heard this lecture and variations of it since the first time the spectre of romance had 
raised its overpainted head in their lives. 
 
Thales didn't quite see why his sister was always so anxious about romance. His 
feelings on the topic were decidedly muddled. He wasn't especially keen on any of the 
girls he knew, and the idea of repeating the fiasco from his first year left him feeling 
rather shirty. He didn't relish the notion of being paired up with some strange witch like 
Seti either, even though Seti wasn't complaining. The possibility of being alone for the 
rest of his life seemed a good deal more likely for him than it was for Nefer, but he 
wasn't worried. He trusted himself to find his place in the world. He supposed that was 
the big difference between him and his sister. He trusted himself. 
 
It was like Mum and Dad, particularly Dad, protected her from so much that when Nefer 
was set with a real problem, she had to puzzle through it rationally. Almost as if her 
internal gyroscope had never been properly set, and she had to use a quill and 
parchment to know when she was upside down. It made sense, he figured; it was 
impossible to know right without knowing wrong. It was like trying to know black without 
white. It was hard to succeed if no one ever let you fail. 
 



"It's a stupid, stupid holiday," she said, taking a clump of snow in her chapped hand. 
 
"How many asked you to the dance this year?" Thales said, watching as his sister sent 
the snowball zooming into the forest. She had a superb left arm. Probably the result of 
all that time she spent with a club in her hand, fending off bludgers. 
 
"'leven," she said, chewing on a stray strand of hair. 
 
"And you told 'em all to piss off, as usual," he said. It wasn't a question. 
 
"That was the gist of it," she said. 
 
"If you send 'em all packing, you don't have much room to complain, do you?" Thales 
said, stretching out his long legs in front of him. She was like a fish who was so used to 
the water it didn't know when it was wet. 
 
"Eleven asked me out, but do any of them even know the first thing about me? Do they 
know using the Floo makes me sick up, and I can't bear the sight of celery? Do they 
want to know?" she said, letting loose another snowball. 
 
"You give 'em the chance?" Thales asked. 
 
Nefer nodded. "All they do is stare goggled-eyed. It's disgusting." 
 
"Even the fellas on the Quidditch team?" he asked. 
 
"They don't even talk to me during practice," she said with a sigh. "I wish you could 
make the team." 
 
"Not my fault you and Dad are the only members of the family who don't fly like drunken 
bumblebees," Thales said. 
 
"You people could fly if you wanted. It's just a matter of not giving up simply because a 
thing requires effort. It's matter of perseverance; flying didn't come easily to me, either," 
she said seriously. 
 
"Thank you, Severus Snape," Thales said, smirking and clapping. 
 
Nefer returned his smirk, and added a raised eyebrow and waist-level bow. 
 
"Why are you my brother, Thales Severus Too Many Long Latin Names Snape?" she 
asked, sighing again. 
 
"We have the same parents?" he answered, somewhat confused. 
 
She turned to face him with a raised eyebrow and a fist full of snow. "Life would be 



simpler if you weren't." 
 
Oh. That was what she meant. He cleared his throat and whistled to the fat sparrows he 
and Hagrid had been plying with suet all winter. 
 
"Yours or mine?" he asked his sister. "Would it make my life simpler?" 
 
"I'm going to die a virgin. You know, Mum was fourteen when she..." Nefer said sullenly. 
 
"Don't say it!" Thales said, clamping his hands over his ears. 
 
"Don't be such a baby, Huff," she shouted. 
 
For some reason the nickname only bothered him coming from her. He didn't know 
which offended him more, the way it dismissed the biggest house at the school out of 
hand, or the suggestion he wasn't a genuine Gryffindor. He lowered his hands and sat 
still as the fattest, greediest sparrow lit on his knee. 
 
"I overheard Grubbly-Plank say Auntie Minnie told Sprout--" Nefer started. 
 
"Professors," he corrected her. 
 
"Excuse me?" she asked. 
 
"Professor Grubbly-Plank, Professor Sprout, Professor Min... um, McGonagall," he said, 
knowing full well that if Nefer sounded like their father, then he sounded like Hermione 
the Horrible, but he couldn't help himself. 
 
"PROFESSOR Grubbly-Plank said Auntie Minnie told PROFESSOR Sprout that Mum 
said--" Nefer said impatiently. 
 
"Who said what again?" He had been paying more mind to the sparrow fluttering to 
perch atop his head. 
 
"The upshot is Daddy, our daddy, dishonoured our mum when she was a fourth year in 
the Forbidden Forest," she said. 
 
"Nef," he pleaded. Why was she doing this? 
 
"Think about it. Severus Snape, a professor, took a fourteen-year-old student in his care 
into the woods and had his way with her," Nefer said with the demented sort of glee that 
came from sharing such unseemly information. 
 
Honestly, he couldn't imagine anyone "having his way" with his mum. The other way 
round was far more likely. 
 



"When you think about it, the ancient wizards marrying their sisters wasn't that bad in 
comparison," Nefer continued. 
 
"I don't think he did it. Dad told me he never laid so much as a finger on her before the 
wedding," Thales insisted. 
 
"Oh, come on! It's Daddy we're talking about, not Dumbledore. You know Daddy 
will lie in a heartbeat if he thinks it's good for you," she said with disgust. 
 
Thales didn't say a word about that; instead, he concentrated on trying to get a look at 
the sparrow on his head. Personally, he thought Nefer had their father and the 
Headmaster reversed. He didn't know why she was always so hard on Dad. Was it 
because he favoured her so? Was it because of his unabashed double standards 
clearly intended to render Nefer incapable of failure? 
 
"I believe him," Thales said without explanation, although he had several. "More to the 
point, we aren't the primogenitors. We don't require offerings from Muggles, and we 
don't commit incest." 
 
"Have you looked at The Wall?" she asked, referring to the massive looping genealogy 
diagram of the Snape family. "We do sometimes, Huff." 
 
Thales didn't have any reply for that one, so he kept silent. Instead of aiming her next 
snowball into the trees, Nefer set it gently near the toe of her boot. 
 
"Do you like me, Huff?" she asked, grabbing another hand full of snow. 
 
"You're my best friend, you know that," Thales said, noticing the tips of her fingers were 
starting to turn blue with the cold. 
 
"Well, you're my only friend," she said without emotion as she quickly added another 
white sphere to her little pile. 
 
She was being patently unfair. It wasn't his fault the other students liked him better once 
their dad was gone. He wasn't going to apologise for the handful of friends he had who 
weren't his siblings. He understood how his sister felt, but she couldn't expect him to 
give up his friends because she didn't have any. 
 
"What about Seti and Ptolemy?" he asked. "Hagrid and Harry and the Headmaster? 
Loads of people like you." 
 
"It's not the same," she said with a frown. "You realise no one would have to know?" 
 
"We'd know," he said, the fried bread and smoked kippers he'd had for breakfast turning 
over roughly in his belly. 
 



"We both want to go into the Aurory after school. We could get a little flat, just the two of 
us. I'd let you have all the pets you want. It would be like getting married without the 
presents," she said calmly, as though she'd long had it all planned out in her mind. 
 
"Mum would figure it out," Thales said. 
 
Nefer's hands were starting to shake with the bitter cold. Without thinking, he reached 
over and took them in his, doing his best to warm them with his hot breath. His sister 
looked up at him, both her eyes and her lips opened in expectation, as if she reckoned 
her was about to kiss her. 
 
"I won't do it, Nef. It's wrong." 
 
"You love me the same way Set and Ptah do, don't you?" she asked accusatorily. 
 
"I don't know. I don't know how Seti and Ptolemy love you, Nefer," Thales said with a 
sigh. 
 
"Why won't you call me Jane?" Nefer said, pulling her hands away. 
 
"Because your name's Nefer," he answered. 
 
She rubbed her hands together of her own accord, as if only now realising they were 
near frostbite. 
 
"You know how I know they didn't do it in the Forbidden Forest when Mum was in 
school?" he asked, nodding in the direction of the trees before them. 
 
"Enlighten me, brother," Nefer said sardonically. 
 
"Because," he said, "because Dad's like you, Nef. He gets worried or angry and lets 
himself imagine all sorts of things, then he gets all carried away, and anything can 
happen. But Mum isn't like that. The minute he tried anything, she'd have said 'Severus, 
I'm a fourth year and you're my professor. Sex is a terrible idea. If your feelings for me 
are at all sincere, they'll keep until I graduate.' " 
 
Nefer's forehead knitted itself tightly. "She would have said that, wouldn't she?" 
 
The air between them went slack, and they both enjoyed the chirping birds for a few 
minutes. 
 
"Take my gloves. You've got to stop losing yours," he said, handing them to her. 
 
"I don't lose them. John Wilkies takes them," she said. 
 
"For wanking?" he asked, horrified. "But they're wool." Perhaps Wilkies was building a 



shrine. None of the possibilities sat comfortably with him. 
 
Nefer shrugged. He supposed she was used to that sort of thing. "It would have been 
lovely, the two of us together," she said. 
 
Thales nodded, watching her charm his much too large gloves to fit her hands. "It would 
have been brilliant before it got really ugly," he answered. 
 
"Ugly? You think?" she asked, looking up at him. 
 
"You'd never be completely happy. I'd predict a murder/suicide eventually," he said. 
 
"Care to explain?" she said, arching one eyebrow, pure Dad in that moment. 
 
"Because," he said, thinking aloud, "because, I think... I think romantic love is about 
going outside yourself and learning to be more than you were when you started out. 
More than you are without the other person. How could we go outside ourselves 
together? We're just different answers to the same question. Monkshood and 
wolfsbane, you and me." 
 
"I'm pathetic," Nefer sighed. 
 
"Nah, you're not. You're just scared," he said honestly. 
 
"How come you're not?" she asked. 
 
Thales shrugged. He wished he knew. The two of them stared into the trees for a time 
before Thales could bring himself to speak. 
 
"Could I borrow a few galleons?" he asked. 
 
"How many is a few?" she asked sceptically. 
 
"Fifteen? Twenty?" he answered, greedy hope stretching his mouth into a smile. 
 
"I'll give you ten. Where does your allowance go, Huff?" she asked, sounding exactly 
like Mum. It was nice. 
 
"If I knew, there'd be one less mystery in the world," he said, giving her his best 
chagrined, helpless, clueless grin. She didn't really want to know; she just wanted 
something to chide him about. She just wanted a way to take care of him. 
 
He grinned wider as he watched her pull her old leather moneybag from her robes and 
begin to count out gold. 

 



 
In Madam Jeanette's experience, there were three things a whore dreaded in a 
customer above all others. They were, in descending order, poor hygiene, rudeness, 
and, finally, violence. That was why she looked out the front window of the Scarlet Cord 
and smiled. The wizard loping down the Hogsmeade sidewalk was as gentle as a lamb, 
polite, and near medically clean even if he was a mite funny-looking. 
 
He bowed low as soon as he saw Madam Jeanette. Someone had raised that boy 
proper, and she was fairly sure it wasn't his old man. She remembered Professor Snape 
without fondness from her days as a common whore. He skirted the border of all the 
sins on Madam Jeanette's list. He was rough in a callous, thoughtless sort of a way that 
never crossed the line to true brutality, brusque and businesslike without being pointedly 
impolite. Most damningly, though, he often reeked of the foulest potions. 
 
There were one or two points in his favour that she could recall. Usually, his brutish type 
preferred their bedwarmers young and pretty, as if to measure their own rank 
imperfection against, but not Professor Snape. No, he invariably chose Jeanette or 
another of the older, more sturdily-built bangtails. Madam had seen wizards exercise 
more sentiment in the selection of a draft horse. Any who discounted the effect of a 
Dark Conception would be set right by an hour under Professor Snape. Still, Jeanette 
understood the whore's first rule, or she never would have become Madam Jeanette: 
don't flinch, business is business. She had been something of a favourite of his, if such 
a wizard could be said to have a favourite. 
 
It had been high comedy for the girls of the Scarlet Cord that day, all those years ago, 
when a half-grown slip of a witch rapped earnestly on the front door and introduced 
herself as Lady Snape, come to close out her husband's account. Who would have 
thought that cold awkward bastard was married to such a pretty little babe? 
 
No, the son was nothing like the father. Madam Jeanette watched as young Snape 
hovered between Pandora and Beryl. Pandora was blonde and cheerful, all large 
friendly tits and round plump bum. He had paid for his share of afternoons with her 
before getting back to wherever he was supposed to be. Beryl was better known as The 
Black Death for her foul temper and dark looks. Like every other whore in Hogsmeade, 
they had both been born in the Scarlet Cord, descended from generations of whores. 
When it came down to it, whores had almost as much choice in the matter as house 
elves. Beryl came out of Jeanette herself twenty-two years ago, fated in her turn to a life 
on her back as well. Black Beryl. As far as fathers went, hers was nothing but a guess; 
a whore's child either had no sire, or it had a hundred. 
 
When young Snape finally chose Beryl over Dora, Madam Jeanette took his galleons 
without comment. It wasn't her place to object. Besides, it wasn't the first time that sort 
of thing had happened. 

 

Tyger! Tyger!: All the Birds Come Home to Roost 



 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
Severus Snape never saw the point in paying to eat in a restaurant when one had a 
bevy of house elves at one's disposal. Add to that the fact that the Goblin Accords were 
easier to negotiate than a night out with his wife, and the entire thing made for a 
singularly ill-advised proposition. He was going nonetheless. He dressed to go out with 
an eye to being inspected by Hermione the Horrible. He laid a brush to his head. It was 
hopeless. It was a mournfully apt truism that marriage was sometimes an exercise in 
compromise. 
 
He supposed he could balk. 
 
He could declare he was staying home and eating flesh in the kitchens in his 
shirtsleeves. He could, but he wouldn't. He wasn't afraid of his wife. Not exactly. Still, it 
had to be said that Hermione was not a witch to trifle with. If her will was openly flouted, 
she exacted punishment of a most painful variety. The truth was, when her ire was 
raised, she could be a terrible fishwife. 
 
Severus Snape was no fool. The path of least resistance led to pleasant dinners and 
sweet fellatio, more often than not. It was a small price to pay for harmony. 
 
Yet in the brief months since his political campaign had begun, the two of them had 
spent more time in public than the last nineteen years combined. He would rather stay 
home, have cold sandwiches, and find new ways to pleasure his wife on the chaise 
lounge, thank you. 
 
No, no, no, Hermione the Horrible would have her way. They had to go out, be seen. Of 
course, it had to be the Golden Table. Bah. Severus despised curry in all its 
permutations. The very smell made him nauseated. His only consolation was that some 
Patil or another could be prevailed upon to sneak him a steak and kidney pie from Tom 
at the Leaky Cauldron. The entire thing made him want to retch. The idea of being seen 
taking his wife out for dinner on Valentine's Day and perhaps being photographed, of all 
indignities. Severus grimaced at the mirror, which stuck its tongue out in reply. 
 
Hermione was of the opinion his image needed humanising. The very thought made him 
snarl. Her and her Muggle political books. Her and her will to mould public perception. 
Her and her insane rightness. Manufacturing the consent of the governed, indeed. 
 
Severus Snape was seized by the momentary urge to pound his forehead against some 
soothing surface. Granite, perhaps. 
 
He knew he was to be on a very short leash this evening. He invariably was when 
Hermione called him a fascist. He refused to retract his statement. That Chomsky 
Muggle WAS dangerous and ought to be locked up for the public good if the Muggle 
authorities had any sense at all. A thinker like that could turn the entire order of things 
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upside down. What he and Hermione were trying to do had nothing in common with 
that. They were simply attempting to bring some reason to the halls of government. 
 
He inspected the tail of his robes for dust; it was the sort of thing Hermione could spot at 
fifty paces. 
 
He quite forgot his robes when Hermione emerged from her powder room. Sometimes 
he mislaid the knowledge she was a witch in her beauty's prime. In her watery blue silk 
robes and golden adornments, she looked like Nimue herself. Bugger the chaise 
lounge, he would lick her to oblivion in the middle of the bedroom floor if she would let 
him. 

 
 
There was to be no licking on the bedroom floor. Not immediately at least. Sometimes 
subtlety was called for when circumventing the will of Madam Snape. 
 
Out of caution, his approach was careful, simply a kiss to each of her delicate fingertips 
leading to a kiss in the palm of her tender hand. His senses demanded his lips move on 
to her wrist, then follow the thrumming veins up the inside of her arm. 
 
Hermione breathed in sharply. He was getting stiff already. Perhaps the licking wouldn't 
go on quite as long as first estimated, he was rapidly becoming distracted by more 
selfish urges. 
 
"Severus," Hermione whispered with a tremble of her shoulders, "we have 
reservations." 
 
"Cancel them," he said to the delicate skin inside the bend of her arm. 
 
"Sssseverus," she said, giving every appearance of wavering. 
 
Recklessly, he pressed her hand to his chest as he continued kissing, and she pulled 
away. 
 
"We need to be going," she said, exasperated. 
 
"Wife of mine," he glowered as she slipped out of his arms. 
 
"We've got all night to have sex and I know you're hungry. I can hear your stomach 
growling," she said, breathing hard. As if in agreement, his traitorous belly made an 
annoying sound. 
 
He rolled his eyes, frustrated beyond reckoning. 
 
"I'll make it up to you. I swear, Severus," she said with that inimitable Hermione 
earnestness. 



 
He couldn't quite help the purely carnal look he gave her then. 

 
 
He was in the middle of the Golden Bloody Table, and Severus Snape was starving to 
death. 
 
He had done his part. He had forestalled his pleasure. He came to the stupid sodding 
crowded restaurant. He had been photographed without cramming the camera into 
whichever of the journalist's orifices was the most convenient. He had answered the 
loathsome reporter civilly. 
 
He didn't deserve just a steak and kidney pie. As he saw it, he had an entire side of beef 
coming, not to mention fellatio for some months in advance, never mind that his wife 
rendered up fellatio whether he deserved it or not. This time, he'd earned it. 
 
To be fair, if he weren't starving to death, he might be having a passable time. 
 
Hermione was excellent company, as always. Her rather pointed exposition of several 
acquaintances' quirks of character had him smiling into his hand on more than one 
instance. That did not change the fact that his food failed to materialise. 
 
Lady Snape's food grew cold before her, damn her good manners. Noxious curry fumes 
were everywhere. It took an intolerable amount of time before he could waylay a waiter. 
 
"I believe it was understood a plate was being brought from the Leaky Cauldron," 
Severus said disgustedly. 
 
"Begging sir's pardon, it's been a very busy night," said some Patil cousin who had 
clearly not been apprised of the arrangement. On second thought, perhaps he had been 
told, but the information had slipped his mind. He seemed to have problems retaining 
knowledge. Considering the quality of his work, it also seemed possible he was a novice 
who had been chosen at random and pressed into service. 
 
"Never mind," Severus said irritably, tossing aside the serviette he was unaware he had 
been balling in his fist. "I'll get it myself. Clearly, you have reached the limit of your 
capabilities." 
 
Hermione sighed. "Just once, could we go to a restaurant without your abusing the 
staff?" 
 
Severus looked down at her, puzzled. "But I didn't DO anything." Sometimes she was 
baffling. It was a good thing her beauty and intelligence outweighed her enigmatic 
standards of social behaviour. 
 
"Go get your flesh before you faint from hunger." She shooed him away. She grinned 



broadly as he took his leave with a bow. She truly was a remarkable witch. Her smile 
was like the sun. 

 
 
In the rear of the teeming pub, Cornelius Fudge sat settled into his own calm, secluded 
corner when he saw a shape at the bar that caught his attention. It was as if some six-
foot-tall crow was leaning over the counter, an enormous white beak peaking out from 
between its feathers and a wizard's hands at the ends of its wings. It was the sort of 
thing you used to frighten children, you didn't elect it to public office. What a nightmare. 
 
He waved off his hangers-on and decided to have a friendly chat with the figure. Fudge 
smiled. Snape was so off-putting that even at the crowded bar people made a point to 
avoid touching him. 
 
"Severus," Fudge said warmly, clapping his hand to the nightmare's back. "How 
pleasant to see you." 
 
"Excuse me, I am attempting to order supper before I am forced to resort to 
cannibalism," Snape glowered. 
 
"I saw you standing here, and I said to myself, 'Why, there's Severus. I must say hello.' 
Do you mind if I call you Severus, Severus?" Fudge smiled. 
 
"Yes, I do," Snape said plainly. 
 
"Do you follow Quidditch, Severus? I recently had the most intriguing conversation with 
a Quidditch player of my acquaintance," Cornelius said happily, intent on giving a 
harmless little taste to help Snape understand what he was playing with... "Recently 
retired after a regrettable injury. Drinks too much these days, sadly." 
 
"You don't say," Snape said, almost under his breath, as if he were the least tense 
wizard alive. 
 
"Chap named Krum, Victor Krum. Seems he knew your wife rather well when she was 
in school," Fudge said lightly. 
 
"I am aware of that rather banal fact," Snape said, still betraying no emotion. Well, 
Cornelius Fudge would get a rise out of him yet. 
 
"He seems to remember your wife quite fondly," Cornelius said with a benign smile. "In 
fact, he told me that, at fourteen, she was the strongest, most feral, most responsive 
piece of bang he's had in his life. He still regrets letting her go. But then I don't suppose 
I need to tell you that. Not exactly bad press in some circles, but not the sort of quality 
most purebloods admire in a witch." 
 
Snape didn't answer, only stared, opaque as usual. It was the sort of stare that would 



cow lesser wizards, but not Fudge. No, Cornelius would show him just what he was 
getting into by opposing him. 
 
"After the way he described her, I can certainly understand why you brought Potter in," 
Cornelius said, arranging the drape of his pinstriped robes. 
 
"I beg your pardon?" Snape said slowly, as Tom handed him a plate of mushrooms and 
what looked to be a slab of steak and kidney pie. 
 
"My only question is whether the two of you alternate evenings, or is it a 'one for all and 
all for one' sort of an arrangement? He's lived with the two of you how many years 
now?" Cornelius smiled innocently as he looked into Snape's eyes. 
 
"I take it this is some sort of puerile attempt on your part to arouse my ire," Snape said 
coolly. 
 
"Not at all, not at all," Cornelius said warmly. 
 
"Nothing you have said has even the slightest shred of truth to it," Snape said, his voice 
beginning to turn waspish. "Therefore, it is meaningless to me." 
 
"Not even the part about Krum?" Fudge asked, curious. "That came straight from the 
horse's mouth. The chap simply cannot hold his liquor. The rest was conjecture on my 
part. Not that it matters to the press." 
 
Snape took a plate of rolls from the barman. 
 
"Politics is not a fit occupation for schoolmasters," Fudge said pleasantly, "or gentleman 
spies. It can turn a mite rough." 
 
"You are mistaken if you are under the impression it is within your ability to faze me. 
You are hardly Lord Voldemort," Snape said with a curl of his lip. 
 
Disdain all but dripped from the hem of his garments. These purebloods were all the 
same in the end. They talked a good game but, over the long term, they lacked the 
stomach for serious campaigning. 
 
"I was simply making pleasant conversation, Professor. I don't make threats; it's 
unbecoming. I take action," Fudge beamed, adjusting his bowler. 
 
"Feel free to do your worst," Snape said with the closest Fudge had seen to good 
humour yet... 
 
"I believe I shall," Fudge said merrily. 

 



 
The third time Thales chose Beryl in less than a month, Madam Jeanette took him aside 
into her private office. 
 
He had never been in there before. Instead of incense, it smelled of ink and ledger 
books, which reminded him of his mother. He wasn't altogether happy about that. 
 
"Next time pick another girl, Big Nose," Madam Jeanette said seriously. 
 
"What for?" he asked. He didn't mind the nickname; he did have a big nose, the truth 
was no insult to him. 
 
"Your old man used come round here, before your mum. Black Beryl's mum was a 
favourite of his once upon a time..." she said matter-of-factly. 
 
Thales didn't remember leaving the Scarlet Cord, but he did remember running, in tears, 
all the way back to Hogwarts. 

 
 
Harry Potter stood in front of the Scarlet Cord a few feet behind Thales. He couldn't 
shake the feeling that this was a very bad idea. If he didn't know how much trouble 
Thales could get into for underage patronage of a whorehouse, he'd turn him over to 
Dumbledore and let him deal with the whole mess. 
 
"Are you sure you want to do this?" he asked for what had to be the twelfth time, at 
least. 
 
"I told you, Harry, I like her... I like her a lot... I... I need to know," the towering boy 
stuttered. 
 
"What if you don't like the answer?" Harry asked. 
 
Thales shrugged and opened the door. 

 
 
"We want Beryl," Thales said decisively as soon as he saw the madam. 
 
"Her rate just went up," the madam answered. 
 
"We don't care," Thales returned. 
 
"It's triple for two at a go," Madam Jeanette said, eyeing Harry. 
 
"Money is not an issue," Thales said. Harry could tell he was trying to sound like his 
father as he dropped his galleons in her hand. 



 
"Money's always an issue," the madam said, and handed Harry the key to Beryl's room. 

 
 
Harry was shocked by how familiar the witch lying naked in the blue room was. It was 
as if he had seen her a thousand times before. 
 
It wasn't that she looked like Severus, or Nefer for that matter, but he definitely knew 
that face. 
 
"Aaaaiigg, Snape," the whore said, obviously aggravated as she bit into the sandwich 
on a plate in front of her. "I can't stand trios. It's like tryin' to rub m'head and pat m'belly 
at the same time." 
 
"That's not what we're here for, Beryl," Thales said quickly. 
 
"We just need three drops of blood," Harry said, drawing a sack from his robes. 
 
"What for?" Beryl asked suspiciously. 
 
"This," Harry said drawing a small round mirror from the bag. He'd give her another five 
galleons if Beryl would put on a robe. 
 
"And wozzit for?" she asked before she swallowed. 
 
"It's called a speculum veritas," Thales said seriously. "Three drops of blood and the 
right words, and it reveals paternity. Would you mind getting dressed? I think you're 
making my Uncle Harry uncomfortable." 
 
"Why should you two care who sired a whore?" she asked, scratching her belly. "Why 
should I care? " 
 
"What is he's rich?" Thales said, visibly calculating. 
 
"What if he is?" she smirked. "Whores don't inherit, so it's nothin' to me." 
 
"What if... What if he WANTED to give you money?" Thales asked. 
 
Beryl laughed out loud. "Tell me another one. If you want blood from me, you'll pay for it 
fair and square." 
 
"Name it," Thales said excitedly. 
 
"We won't go over four galleons," Harry said, trying to be business-like. 
 
"Ten or I keep my blood to myself," Beryl smiled. 



 
"Six," was Harry's counter-offer. 
 
"Eight," Beryl answered with a tiny light in her eye. 
 
"Seven it is," Harry said, and Thales pressed the coins to her palm before she could 
change her mind. 
 
A hush fell as Harry's wand brushed the tip of her index finger. Harry barely spoke the 
spell "In Sanguis Veritas," and the three drops splashed silently on the surface of the 
mirror. The two wizards and the witch watched as the blood sizzled on the surface 
before disappearing completely. 
 
Beryl's pretty face scowled from inside the glass before turning to a rather unexpected 
visage. 
 
Thales looked relieved beyond measure. Harry thought he was going to faint. The face 
in the mirror belonged to Sirius Black. 
 
That was why she looked so familiar. The whore Beryl bore a striking resemblance to a 
photo of Black's cousin Bellatrix Lestrange that Harry had kept because his godfather 
was in it as well. 
 
If Sirius could sneak up to the school countless times to see his godson, there was no 
reason on earth a wanted man would be unwilling to risk his life for sex, especially after 
12 years in prison. 
 
The irony was that he would pick Snape's favourite whore. 

 
 
That night, Beryl sat across the dinner table from her mother, listening to her go on and 
on. Like the rest of the girls, she rolled her eyes. 
 
"I can't believe I fucked Sirius Black," Madam Jeanette said for the umpteenth time. 
"You lot are mostly too young to remember, but he was the only wizard ever escaped 
when the dementors ran Azkaban." She punctuated this with a wave of the ham on the 
end of her fork. 
 
"You know who I had today?" Beryl said, all false casual. 
 
"Who? Merlin?" Dora asked laughing. 
 
"Almost. Harry Bleeding Potter, that's who," Beryl smirked. 
 
"Lying cunt," Pumpkin giggled. 
 



"Am not," Beryl said indignant. "He come in with Big Nose." Pride kept her from 
admitting she hadn't fucked the saviour of the wizarding world. He'd paid her; that was 
good enough, wasn't it? 
 
"How was he then?" Dora asked with a leer. 
 
"Wouldn't you like to know," Beryl said cattily. 
 
"He's hung like a kneazle or else she'd be regalin' us with all the gory details," Pumpkin 
said, stuffing a potato in her mouth. 
 
"Jealous?" Beryl asked. 
 
"Dunno, depends on how much The-Git-Who-Lived paid you," Pumpkin said, fishing a 
bit of ham out of her cleavage. 

 
 
A week later, two owls came to Beryl at the Scarlet Cord. From Potter came a ruby 
choker that made her look like a fine lady for the single day she wore it before sending it 
to the pawnbroker. From Big Nose she got something that was strange and new to the 
witch called "The Black Death," something she wasn't quite sure what to do with. 
 
A letter. 
 
When she wrote back, it was mostly out of boredom. The first time, anyway. 

 
 
Severus had a vaguely rattled feeling, and he didn't like it. Thus far, Fudge had done 
nothing, and it unnerved him. Winter had turned from spring to summer, and the only 
issues had been the expected. Questions for which he had clear answers. He had some 
anxiety about growing complacent. 
 
He remained adamant about not dragging Albus into the fray. Politics was not fitting for 
a wizard of his dignity. 
 
Potter, however, was a different matter. It seemed the very least he could do after all 
the time he'd spent ensconced in Snape Hall. Between the endorsement of the 
Hallowed Potter and the Order of Merlin, he very effectively dispelled any whispers of 
Death Eaters and Dark wizardry. 
 
Charges of Pureblood bias vanished in the wake of the very qualities that made 
Hermione herself. She was simply too outspoken and exuberant for a Muggle-hater. 
Charges of disloyalty to his own were never an issue; he was, after all, Severus Snape, 
Dark-begot abomination. 
 



Lack of experience was the most damaging charge levelled at him, but after the recent 
debate between he and Fudge, he doubted it would hold much water again. His only 
regret was that he doubted there would be many more debates. He had enjoyed 
skewering the Minister thoroughly. 
 
In other news, Seti had graduated and begun his apprenticeship. To facilitate matters, 
his great-grandmother McGonagall had purchased Wang Mu a small potions shop on 
Diagon Alley with an apartment upstairs. Severus had grown used to the girl quickly, 
and the last few days he and Lady Snape had been rather aware of her absence. 
 
Thales seemed quite occupied this summer. Only Nefer-Love, as the house elves called 
her to differentiate her from her great-great-grandmother, seemed unhappy, content to 
mope around the grounds with all the life of a bit of soggy bread. 

 
 
This was, without question, the way to wake up in the morning even if it wasn't 
technically morning. Hermione grinned into her pillow as she felt a familiar hardness 
burrowing against her side. 
 
Strong sleeping arms pulled her to him like a doll to a child. His arms folded around her 
shoulders as his hips ground against hers. Severus groaned low, and she could feel it in 
his chest. His chin dug into the top of her head. 
 
It wasn't exactly comfortable, the crushing embrace of a sleeping Severus, but it was 
comforting. There was a difference. 
 
For so many years, the children had been the focus of their shared life. Once they were 
away from Hogwarts, and the constant reminder of what they had made together, their 
marriage seemed more difficult to take for granted. They were very different people, in 
some ways. In others, they were very much alike. 
 
Severus was hypersensitive on his own account, and callous with the feelings of others. 
There was no way around that. He was also brilliant, and his behaviour, for the most 
part, above reproach. He loved her. He loved her and was devoted to her in that shy but 
dogged Severus Snape way. 
 
She was truly angry with him fairly frequently. He still set her mind to working more 
clearly than anyone she had ever known. He also aroused her deepest pity. Almost 
twenty years, and she remained sexually enthralled by him. As near as she could 
calculate at that hour of the morning, they had had sex well over six thousand times and 
he continued to extract primitive want from her like a sensual evisceration. Objectively 
considered, it seemed so unlikely. She still hadn't had her fill of him. Perhaps that was 
the thing about men like Severus - lopsided men - they could flood you with themselves 
yet succeed in leaving you empty, wanting. Too much was always insufficient. 
 
His erection pushed insistently against her back. 



 
She wiggled out of his grasp to address the situation properly. It took her eyes a 
moment to adjust to the dark. 
 
Sleeping Severus, black lashes on white cheeks, lips parted just enough to make her 
want to kiss him. He shifted uneasily. Even in sleep he was restless, irritable, 
discontent; and she loved him. Her heart squeezed at the sight of his face. 
 
She drew back the sheets, carefully lifted his new old grey nightshirt; it didn't compare to 
the old one, but it was still striving to be threadbare and grey. His penis stood out red 
above the mink black of his pubic hair. She knew if the light were better she could make 
out a white hair or two among the jet. 
 
She ran her fingers lightly along the shaft, tracing the veins. She knew every millimetre 
of him so well she could make a map of his pleasure. The spot just below the glans that 
was so sensitive that a well-timed flick of the tongue could make him whimper. The 
place halfway down the shaft where her teeth were most effective. The base where her 
lips would meet short straight hair and his eyes would roll back in his head 
 
She wondered how much she could do before she woke him. With infinite care, she 
slipped her hand around the shaft. Her first gentle stroke was followed by a second and 
a third and gossamer caresses to his weighty testes. She cupped them carefully in her 
free hand. 
 
Without actively making the decision to do so, she rubbed the head of the straining 
organ against her lips. Careful not to apply suction, she took him into her mouth. A low 
sound of contentment issued from his lips, and he grabbed a painful fistful of hair, not 
bothering to awaken. 
 
Hermione managed to unthread her hair from his fingers. It was difficult, but she did it 
without rousing him. She deserved some sort of certificate for that. 
 
She sat up, pondering his prone form. His hand took her mouth's place, and she 
watched fascinated as he squeezed his cock in his dreams. His eyes were moving 
under their lids. What did he dream? Did he dream of her? In a move she had made 
many times before, she climbed on top of the long-limbed wizard in her bed, laying her 
lips across his. 

 
 
Severus awoke as soon as he tasted his wife's mouth. 
 
If there was something better than being taken in his sleep by this witch, he hadn't found 
it yet. 
 
His hands swept over her edibly soft skin of their own accord as he plunged in and out 
of her cunt, as wet and tender as a piece of overripe fruit. If she knew how perfect she 



was, she would be utterly insufferable. More insufferable. He broke out of her kiss to 
whisper. 
 
"Sit up, I wish to look at you," he said into her hair, hoping her ear was under there 
somewhere. 
 
With a put-upon sigh she sat up, allowing him to glory in the sight of her. There had 
never been a more perfect feminine form. Her soft belly no amount of self-starvation 
could do away with. He had given her that. That and her large, sweet breasts, white with 
blue veins like good cheese, blossomed so quickly with her first pregnancy that there 
were pale silvery stretch marks where they met her chest. 
 
He could compose sonnets to her hips. Not that he would share them with anyone. 
 
She shook, squeezing him inside her. He braced himself as the tremors threatened to 
take him as well. He was hardly a green boy, but Hermione's enthusiasm was nothing if 
not irrepressible. 
 
Wrapping one hand in her hair, he brought her lips back to his own. 
 
"You're brazen," he growled, and was gratified when she shivered in response. 
 
He loved the dumbstruck look on her face when he threw her off of him. "On your hands 
and knees," he said. He felt he was drowning in the sensation of her body, his mouth 
greedy to taste every inch of her skin. Crouched over her, he drew his tongue down the 
length of her spine. She tasted of spicy soap and ink and the familiar almost burnt 
smoky Hermione flavour. 
 
He penetrated her with the rough thoughtlessness of the newly wakened. The rhythm 
was quick. Her high-pitched mewls spurred him on. He slammed her hard. She 
reciprocated in kind, her body's instinct for pleasure keen. 
 
Again he rammed into her, bouncing deliciously off her buttocks. Another one... two... 
three... four strokes. She reared up, her entire being vibrating. He wrapped one arm 
around her chest to hold her into place, continuing to thrust. A tendril of wiry brown hair 
found its way into his mouth. He sucked avidly as his body discharged its token inside 
her. It was agreeable to be thus emptied. 
 
Lady Snape was snoring before her husband had succeeded in properly straightening 
the bedclothes. With amusement and more than one sort of satisfaction, he kissed her 
sleeping forehead. 

 
 
In the book, "The Life of The Buddha," that Nefer Snape was reading, the young prince 
was protected even from the awareness of other people's suffering, until one day, quite 
by accident he happened upon a dying beggar. Nefer was engrossed in said book when 



a white-headed figure appeared in the direction of the Old Grove. 
 
That in itself was odd. No one ever went to the Old Grove. Not Mum. Not Dad. Certainly 
not Nefer herself or any of her brothers. Not even Uncle Harry. A dark oppressive 
silence extended in a radius around the place; who would want to visit it? It wasn't 
strictly forbidden, merely... distasteful. 
 
What a puzzle. If the figure was a Muggle, he'd have been kept out by the wards. Nefer 
chided herself for being silly; Muggles didn't wear wizard robes. 
 
If he was a wizard, he must have some business at Snape Hall. One or both of her 
parents were probably expecting him. She had no reason for the cold feeling in her 
belly. The wards would ring the bell in her mum's pocket the instant anyone outside the 
Snape family set foot on the grounds. 
 
Nefer Jane Ahkmutes Snape, beloved and protected child, set down her book and 
called out smiling to the stranger. "Hallo, are you looking for Lord Snape? I'm his 
daughter. Perhaps I--" she said brightly. 
 
"I have no daughter that I am aware of," the old wizard said. 
 
Oh, she adored non-sequiturs. It was then that she noticed how ill cut his robes were. 
His clothes were set askew, obviously too narrow across the shoulders by half and 
unsubtly short. 
 
Slowly, the figure lifted his head. Under tangled white hair was a face that, for all it 
resembled crumpled tissue paper over bone, was peculiarly familiar. It was almost as if 
she were gazing at the skull of someone she knew quite well, instead of the face of a 
stranger. 
 
Was he a werewolf come to thank her father? Surely he didn't come for treatment. That 
happened at the hospital. Perhaps if he were mad.... 
 
It vexed her. She could not stop thinking she ought to know this wizard. As if they had 
been introduced once and it had slipped her mind. But that couldn't be, in seventeen 
years Nefer had never forgotten either a name or a face. 
 
His eyes roamed her face. Was he feeble-minded? Something was most assuredly not 
right about the way he was looking at her. It reminded her of the times her father had 
been forced to raise his wand to force some wizard to keep his distance in Diagon Alley. 
 
"You're his, aren't you?" the wizard rasped. 
 
Nefer was even more puzzled. "He who? I told you before," she said, trying to make 
sure he understood; he seemed as though he might be suffering under a Confundus 
Charm. "My father is Lord Snape. Are you a supporter?" This was getting silly. 



 
"I am Lord Snape," he said grimly, "and I believe that is impossible." 
 
Clearly a Confundus Charm at work, either that or some elaborate practical joke. Nefer 
studied him. She had, a few times in recent memory, received fleeting impressions from 
the minds of others, though never at will and never more than a single image. She was 
wholly unprepared for what happened next. She was only trying to reason out the face 
before her, the seemingly muddled brain. 

 
 
"I will say it again, please cup your endearingly large ears and listen, Severus. If you 
appeal to voters rationally, they will respond rationally," Hermione said, quill in hand, 
simultaneously upbraiding her husband and marking the parchment before her. 
 
Severus easily snatched the parchment from under her hand and held it out of her 
reach. 
 
"Appeal to ten random wizards rationally, and you will receive at least nine slack jawed 
stares. The public cares for food, sex, and security, and feels the less it knows of the 
goings-on in government, the better. Not unlike the lavatory, the Ministry goes unnoticed 
unless it fails to function properly," Severus said, holding the parchment over her head. 
 
Hermione looked as though she was fighting the urge to jump for the speech her 
husband held high above her. Unexpectedly, she squinted and tapped the parchment 
lightly with her wand. "Glaciare." 
 
"Ow, shit!" Severus said, trying to drop the bitterly cold parchment, but it appeared to 
have frozen to the skin of his thumb and forefinger. "You bitch." 
 
That was totally unnecessary of her. He would have handed it over. 
 
Eventually. 
 
"Don't be childish, Severus. There's more where that came from," she said 
threateningly. 
 
"The electorate gobbles up paternalism like pudding, whether my speech is stuck to my 
finger or not," he said, forcibly ripping paper from skin and wincing only a moment. "If 
you find fault, you are always free to publish a series of scathing articles in the Daily 
Prophet." 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes. 
 
"There is no reason to abandon well-proven methods," he said with an air of superiority. 
 
Hermione shook her head. 



 
They were both startled by a voice both high-pitched and creaky, like an unoiled door. 
"The Master is returned." It was Moff. 
 
"I have been home for the last three days without interruption. Not that that needs 
remarking upon by the servants," Severus addressed the senior house elf. 
 
"Begging Master's pardon, Sir, the Master is at Snape Hall," Moff said with no little 
agitation. 
 
"I know where I am, Moff. Are you ill or injured in some way? Possibly some sort of 
head trauma?" Severus asked in consternation. 
 
The ancient elf seemed to be on the brink of some sort of nervous collapse. "The father 
is... is at the Hall," he stuttered. 
 
"I know," Severus yelled in frustration. 
 
For his own part, Moff looked just as exasperated and wildly alarmed as well. "The 
Master, the Master Earl is returned," he said finally. 
 
"My father?" Severus asked, suddenly feeling as though he had been hit by some 
unknown but debilitating spell. It was a singularly terrifying moment. 
 
"The Master be at lily pond with Mistress Nefer-Love," Moff said rapidly. 
 
Lord and Lady Snape left so quickly the sound of their Apparations could easily be 
mistaken for one. 

 
 
Later, the closest Nefer could come to describing what came into her mind was that it 
was akin to falling into a diamond-pointed spear, provided you fell brain-first; every facet 
was a memory, and the spear in question was someone else's life. 
 
A very awful someone else. A very awful someone else who had spent the last half a 
century in prison. 
 
The worst part was the little boy. The little face that she should have known but didn't. 
The boy who died in the Old Grove at his father's hand. The boy whose life ended to 
begin his brother's. His brother Severus Snape. 
 
She would never get all the blood out of her mind, but she finally understood exactly 
what was wrong with her father. She understood why he was hated and feared. She 
understood why he was angry and afraid. She knew what he was, where he'd come 
from. 
 



Through the lens of Aurelius' experience her entire family, her entire life, took on a 
sharp understandable form it had never had before. Here was a wizard who understood 
emotions in a way both she and her father consistently didn't. Aurelius understood, yet 
for all he understood others, he cared only for himself. This was evil. 
 
Even as her thoughts released his, she backed away, knowing now the wizard who had 
taught her the nature of suffering and evil was no harmless beggar; instead, it was the 
murderer who had sired her father. 
 
The boy who died in the Old Grove would never leave her. Neither would the boy who 
was conceived that night. The boy who grew to be her father. She felt so numb, she had 
no idea why she was crying. 
 
With a sharp *Pop* a black shape loomed before her. 
 
"Daddy," she cried in relief. It was the sweetest sight she'd seen in her life. She'd never 
felt as safe as she did when her father scooped her up in his arms and cradled her 
against his chest. Like she was a baby again. 
 
"Has he hurt you?" he said, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. 
 
She didn't know how she managed to speak, but she did, "No... I... he didn't do it... I did 
it... I didn't mean to... but I saw." 
 
"What did you see?" he asked, his eyes boring into hers. 
 
"Everything... Daddy, I saw... there was so much blood." She couldn't force herself to go 
on; she buried her face against his robes and sobbed. 
 
It wasn't quite a kiss, but he pressed his lips to the crown of her head. 
 
"Father," he said; the word was a snarl on his lips. 
 
The old wizard shook his finger indignantly, "You can't hold me responsible, just 
because that girl is over-inquisitive." 
 
"What are you doing here, Father?" Severus Snape said, both cold and angry. 
 
"I have been freed," Aurelius said grandly, straightening the wretched robes he wore. 
 
"Were the jailers drunk?" Severus sniffed. Nefer tried her best to hide herself within the 
shelter of her father's arms. 
 
"Cornelius Fudge saw fit to review my case," Aurelius said, doing his best to peer down 
on Severus even though the two stood eye-to-eye. 
 



"I see," Severus answered. 
 
Nefer realised her mother was standing close. 
 
"I am going to take you to your brother in London," her father said. "Or would you rather 
go to Ottery St. Catchpole?" 
 
"Stay, stay with me," Nefer begged. 
 
"I cannot," he said. "Hermione, I ask you to see to my father. I shall return shortly." 
 
Her mother nodded sharply and raised her wand with narrowed eyes. 
 
Aurelius sneered, "Hermione who?" 
 
"Snape," her father bit out. "Her parents are Arthur Weasley and Molly Prewett, if that 
was your question." 
 
"She favors the Parkinson strain," Aurelius said, scrutinising her mum despite her raised 
wand, "except for the nose." 
 
"If you cross my wife, she will not hesitate to hex you," Severus said, before he 
Apparated Nefer away. 

 
 
"If you intend to stay at Snape Hall--" Hermione said in warning. 
 
"It is my home. It belongs to me, and no trumped-up interloping gold digging Weasley is 
going to--" the haggard wizard shot back rapidly. 
 
"I am Lady Snape, whether you like it or not," Hermione answered. If she weren't facing 
a traumatised child and murderer she might be amused at the idea of marrying a wizard 
as fiscally inept as Severus for his non-existent fortune. 
 
"Speaking of which, where is my wife?" Aurelius asked. 
 
"She committed suicide fifty years ago," Hermione said bluntly. 
 
"Who raised the boy?" Aurelius asked, apparently unfazed by his wife's death. 
 
"If you mean Severus, the answer is Argus," she said 
 
"The squib," Aurelius looked disgusted at the sound of his older son's name. "I am the 
head of this house--" 
 
"You're the head of nothing. You're a dark wizard and an infanticide," Hermione spat, 



not hesitating to display all the loathing she had for him. 
 
"I've been pardoned," he waved his hand airily. "All that's behind me now. Besides 
which, you can't turn me out of my own home." 
 
Hermione was sorely tempted to give a demonstration of exactly what she could do, but 
practicality stayed her hand. 
 
"You would be surprised at what I'm capable of. It isn't a good idea to go around making 
assumptions about strangers. Listen, Aurelius Snape - I have a peaceful home, happy 
children, and a husband who is running for Minister of Magic. If you interfere with any of 
that, you will not enjoy the consequences. I am, however, willing to allow you to stay 
simply because I don't like the idea of allowing you to run around loose." She glared, 
pressing her lips together as if afraid of continuing. 
 
Aurelius smiled an unnerving smile. "You misunderstand me, my dear; all I wish for is a 
return to the bosom of my family." 
 
Despite Aurelius' bedraggled looks, Hermione couldn't help thinking of Gilderoy 
Lockhart. 

 

Tyger! Tyger!: The Return 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
After a full minute and a half of pandemonium, Nefer's father abandoned her to confer 
with her Grandmum Molly, leaving her with no company but Andromeda's imaginary 
friend. 
 
All right, that was unconscionably rude of her, using Seti's name for their cousin Moll, 
but it had been a very long day and she couldn't help it. She did tend to think of Moll that 
way. It was very wrong, but Moll was always so quiet and, up until the day she'd left for 
Copenhagen, Andromeda had spoken for her younger sister so consistently that it was 
easy to forget Moll had vocal cords of her own. 
 
Andy really did sound as if she had an imaginary friend sometimes. 
 
"Moll likes the biscuits with the jelly filling." 
 
"Moll prefers yellow socks." 
 
"Watching Quidditch gives Moll the collywobbles." 
 
"Moll thinks we ought to give it one more try." 
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Of course, Nefer understood about Moll. Moll started out shy, had a sister who barely let 
anyone get a word in edgewise, and shockingly bloomed into a rather developed 
Legilimens during her second year at school. 
 
It occurred to Nefer she knew Moll, but had kept herself distant from her the same way 
she kept herself distant from everyone outside the tight circle of her immediate family. 
Maybe she was to blame for the fact that she didn't have any friends besides her 
brothers. Andromeda's imaginary friend... Seti was such a prick sometimes. He didn't 
mean to be; it was just that he was so caught up in his own little stewpot of a brain, so 
caught up in showing off how clever he was that he failed to take note of the emotional 
scenery. Actually, that was a common flaw of the immediate family as a whole: 
forgetting that other people had feelings. 
 
At the moment, Nefer was inclined to agree with the rather scathing Hufflepuff 
description: Snapes were generally wanks. Not her baby brother, of course, but the rest 
fit the bill with amazing ease, herself included. 
 
"Hi, Moll," she said tentatively. 
 
Moll smiled a jerky sort of smile that vanished in a flash. "You look sick," she said in that 
voice you had to strain to hear. 
 
"Did you ever hear anything about my dad? About my dad's dad, specifically?" Nefer 
asked. 
 
Moll looked her in the eye and shook her head, unwilling to waste her words. "Other 
than him bein' in Azkaban?" 
 
"It must be awfully convenient. I mean, no one sees more than someone who's invisible. 
I wish I were invisible," Nefer said, knowing she was taking a risk. 
 
Moll rewarded her with an honestly puzzled scowl. "I don't wish I was you." 
 
"I don't expect you would. They let him out. My father's father. Fudge let him out," Nefer 
amended. 
 
Moll frowned. "To keep your dad from winning." 
 
"Yeah," Nefer said. 
 
"Are you hurt?" Moll asked quietly. "Did he hurt you? Is that why your dad brought you?" 
 
Nefer tried not to stare at Moll. They had known each other all their lives and never 
spoken so many uninterrupted words at one time. "I looked. I've seen inside people's 
minds, but always on accident, not more than a picture. I just... I... there was a stranger, 
and he said he was Lord Snape, and I wasn't meaning to do it, but I... Merlin, I sound 



like an imbecile," Nefer said, cupping her head in her hands. 
 
"I've seen ugly things before. Want tea?" Moll said. "I was gonna make some chocolate 
biscuits as well. You can help if you want. D'you know how?" 
 
Nefer considered lying but shook her head. "It can't be too different from potions, can 
it?" She wondered if Moll would be her friend as well as her cousin, if she'd let her. 
 
"We could ask your dad to stick around and call us names if you think it might help," 
Moll said, a smile twisting in the corner of her mouth. 
 
Nefer grinned back. 

 
 
Harry Potter hurried home to Snape Hall as soon as he heard the news. He didn't know 
if he'd ever seen Snape and Hermione look so miserable at the same time. 
 
Lady Snape was sprawled in a deep chair drawn into the hallway, chewing on the side 
of her thumb. 
 
The professor was standing across from her as tense and erect as humanly possible. 
Both of them had their eyes trained on a closed door. 
 
"Where is he?" Harry asked impatiently. 
 
"Doing what any self-respecting child killer would do after his release from more than 
fifty years' incarceration: having a hot bath and surveying what's left of his wardrobe," 
Snape said with a frown. 
 
"So, what the hell are we going to do?" Harry asked, ready for some sort of order. 
 
"At the moment, we are waiting for instructions to be handed down from our master 
strategist," Snape said with an emotion that sounded close to pain. "My only consolation 
is that my great grandmother has gone to Berne until September and is missing all this." 
 
"Well?" Harry asked Hermione. 
 
"I'm thinking," Hermione said, frustration evident in her voice. 
 
"You have any idea what he's capable of?" Harry asked thoughtfully. It was the first 
question the Aurors asked each other when they were facing a dark wizard. That was 
the logical way to attack this situation, the way they would handle it down at the Aurory. 
 
"Aside from the crime for which he was arrested, my knowledge of my father's 
transgressions are limited to tyrannising his wife and children, drinking to excess, and 
rogering an assortment of nannies. My mother suspected he cheated at cards as well," 



Snape said, looking like he wanted to vomit but was holding it off through sheer will. 
 
"Let him drink all he wants, then. It'll make him easier to control. We'll keep him on the 
grounds, and that should keep the damage to a minimum," Harry said decisively. 
 
Hermione sucked at the side of her thumb where blood had begun to flow, but didn't say 
a word. 
 
Harry watched as Snape clenched and relaxed his fists. 
 
"What are we going to do about Nefer?" Hermione said. 
 
"What about Nefer?" Harry asked, his pulse suddenly racing. 
 
"My daughter chose to display her developing Legilimency by probing the thoughts of a 
strange wizard who appeared as she was sunning herself at the lily pond. The strange 
wizard happened to be my father," Snape said quietly. 
 
"Is she all right?" Harry asked. 
 
"Severus took her to The Burrow," Hermione said, nodding. "We can't--" 
 
"I will not have my daughter in the same house as that piece of offal," Snape snapped. 
 
"And we can't turn him loose to wreak havoc," Hermione said with a sigh. "Never mind 
that we would be on legally questionable ground if we tried to evict him. Technically, this 
is his house." 
 
"He is still the Earl," Snape said grimly. "Thus ends the political career of Severus 
Snape, forced to play gaoler to an infanticidal popinjay." 
 
"If you quit now, Fudge wins. Is that what you want?" Hermione said, a sliver of anger in 
her tone. 
 
"You're being wilfully dense; the wizard doesn't deserve to be Ratcatcher General," 
Snape snarled. "Fudge displayed his inestimable concern for the public good when he 
pardoned my father--" 
 
"Then don't--" Hermione said, glaring. 
 
"What the fuck do you expect me to do?" Snape screamed. 
 
Harry winced. He hadn't seen Snape like this since Sirius was still alive. It was a good 
thing Hermione was here. 
 
"I'm so sorry," she said weakly. "I had no idea Fudge would do something like this." 



 
Merlin's gonads, now was not the time for Hermione to show remorse. She needed to 
kick Snape's arse out of this self-pitying morass, not start digging her own hole. 
 
"How could YOU possibly foresee anything like this? YOU are good and decent. YOU 
have never purposefully harmed a soul, not even," Snape's lip curled as he went on, 
"when they sorely deserved it. I, on the other hand, should have found this course of 
events laughably simple to predict." 
 
"I thought I was so smart. I had planned for every eventuality. I am a miserable know-it-
all," Hermione said, closing her eyes. 
 
"Lupin was right about me, you know, using my formidable intellect and getting it wrong 
every time," Snape said sullenly. 
 
"Look," Harry said, starting to lose patience with all the morose second thoughts. "You 
two need to buck up, or I'm going to go find Rolanda Hooch to give you a pep talk. We 
can do this. If we split the duties between the three of us, it need hardly affect the 
campaign. In fact, if the rest of the country gets wind of this, it'll cost Fudge the 
election." 
 
"We... we've been very careful to keep any... unpleasant reminders of Severus' 
beginnings out of the more respectable papers," Hermione said, straightening her 
shoulders. She looked bloody queenly when she did that. You'd never guess she ran 
the damn respectable paper in question. It wasn't public knowledge, but then Harry 
wasn't public - he was family. 
 
"The term is dark-begot; I think you can say it in front of Potter," Snape said bitterly, not 
bothering to smirk. 
 
"Look, Hermione, I know everything there is to know about Severus; the bat tormented 
me for seven years, for Merlin's sake--" 
 
"Six," Severus corrected him, though he cast Harry a dark look over the use of his first 
name. "I rather think I let you off easy your final year." 
 
Harry rolled his eyes. "You were distracted. My point is, I know everything there is to 
know about him, and I love him regardless. The bastard's the closest thing I have to a 
father." 
 
Harry watched as Snape literally recoiled at his words, wrapping his arms across his 
chest. He didn't like being slapped with the truth, so fucking what. 
 
"Touching, but what's your point, Potter? I should save the lives of the entire electorate 
on numerous occasions, then allow them to take residence in my home indefinitely?" 
Snape said, with only the slightest trace of quaver in his voice. "I doubt the elves are up 



to the task." 
 
"My point is, come clean. It'll show Fudge for what he is and you for what you are," 
Harry said. 
 
"And what... exactly, am I?" Snape asked wearily. 
 
"A wizard who was willing to save a rude little shit he hated because it was the right 
thing to do," Harry said plainly. "A dark-born wizard who was so incorruptible he 
withstood Voldemort's threats and his promises, and remained loyal to Albus 
Dumbledore. One of the best men I know, even if he's a complete arse." 
 
"In your opinion," Snape said. 
 
"The rest of the country will agree with me once the facts are out," Harry said. 
 
In her chair, Hermione nodded grimly. 

 
 
When Harry came down to dinner, it looked like the Hogwarts end-of-term feast in 
miniature. Usual seating was thrown into an uproar. 
 
A wizard he could only assume was Aurelius sat in Severus' chair at the head of the 
table, as though it belonged to him. 
 
To Harry's practised Auror's eye, he looked a damn sight better than you'd expect of 
anyone who had spent fifty-five years in Azkaban. The wizard was tall and skeletal, the 
family resemblance undeniable. The perfect poise and prominent nose, actually smaller 
than any of those on the Snapes Harry knew, all marked him as a member of the clan. 
He had none of the stoop-shouldered defeat that marked the other long-time Azkaban 
inmates Harry'd seen. It was a puzzle. 
 
Severus sat glumly at his father's right hand. Harry himself used Nefer's seat. Thales 
sat next to his father in what had been Seti's chair. Seti and Wang Mu had started the 
habit of coming to dinner on Fridays since they had moved to London at the beginning 
of summer, but apparently someone had Flooed them because they weren't there. 
 
The only one who had kept her usual place was Hermione. She sat at the end of the 
table opposite her father-in-law with the wary look of a fighter sizing up an opponent. 
 
"You must be Harry Potter," the old wizard said with a gleam that was at once jocular 
and predatory. "My grandson tells me you have a room off the west hall." 
 
Harry grimaced. 
 
"Nothing to be ashamed of, getting turned out by the ball-and-chain; happens to the 



best of us. I personally spent all 1946 and most of '47 sleeping at my favourite pub right 
off the hippogriff track in Glasgow. Follow racing much, Harry? " 
 
"How surprising," Hermione muttered so quietly that Harry was sure he was the only 
one who heard her. 
 
"Uncle Harry's more for Quidditch," Thales said between bites. 
 
"Some top-notch wagering goes with the game," Aurelius said with a nod, giving Harry 
the feeling he thought he was being generous. "Have some hollandaise, Harry; the 
asparagus is pointless without it. The purpose of vegetables is to serve as a 
conveyance for fine sauces." 
 
Aurelius sent the sauceboat skipping toward him. 
 
Severus and Hermione were trading looks of disgust. Harry didn't think he'd ever seen 
hollandaise on the table at Snape Hall before. Hermione's creed forbade excess butter, 
and Severus rarely ate anything he might conceivably put hollandaise on. Besides, it 
might interfere with the taste of blood. 
 
"I understand from the elves my daughter-in-law has done away with the cheese 
course," Aurelius went on with a good-natured shake of his head. "We have fallen to 
barbarism." 
 
"We haven't all had the benefit of your unassailable breeding, Aurelius," Hermione said 
sweetly from between gritted teeth. 
 
"I forget you were born a Weasley," Aurelius said indulgently. "Never mind, I've spoken 
to Moff, and the cheese course has been re-instituted. You haven't taken either a squab 
or any of the crown roast, my dear. Why, I don't see meat anywhere on your plate. 
Severus, why doesn't your wife have any meat?" 
 
"Perhaps because she doesn't eat it," Severus glowered. 
 
"You are an odd little witch, aren't you?" Aurelius smiled a crooked smile in Hermione's 
direction. "But you've borne my son four healthy offspring, so I suppose I can forgive 
you a few eccentricities." 
 
"I'm sure she's overcome by gratitude," Severus said under his breath. 
 
"Excuse me?" Aurelius said, continuing to smile. Harry was beginning to think the 
wizard could smile through the heat death of the known world. 
 
"You are guilty of Dark Arts and infanticide, yet you presume to forgive my wife for 
her dining habits?" Severus said, his tone darkening further. 
 



"Nonsense, Pixie," Aurelius said condescendingly before popping a morsel of squab 
into his mouth. "I have been vindicated by your own acts." 
 
"Vindicated by my acts?" Severus said in astonishment. 
 
"Come on, son; false modesty doesn't suit you. Order of Merlin, First Class. Order of 
Asclepias. Inventor of the cure for lycanthropy. War hero. Master spy. Minister of Magic, 
just around the corner. The kind of wizard that goes down in the books. I'd say that's 
worth more than a squib or two. Posterity will honour me for my foresight," Aurelius said, 
dipping an asparagus spear into the golden sauce. "After dinner, we gents ought to 
make a visit to the Crimson Curtain. It's been entirely too long since I've spent the 
evening with a female companion." 
 
"No," was all Severus said. 
 
"Absolutely not," Hermione echoed a second later, her face turning red. "Look here..." 
 
"I do admire a witch who endeavours to do all her own heavy lifting," Aurelius said with 
a wink, "but surely, my darling daughter-in-law, you must understand that a wizard is not 
like a witch. We require a certain amount of... variety in our fare lest all food lose its 
savour. Besides, a growing boy like young Thales here needs an outlet for his energy." 
 
"Father," Severus said stiffly, his knuckles white, "I will say this plainly to avoid any 
chance of misunderstanding: I despise you. You and I are less than strangers. Do not 
presume to tell my wife what I desire, since my requirements are, fortunately, quite 
different from your own. Furthermore, Hermione and I have successfully raised two 
sons to adulthood without the interference of a drunken whoremonger, and we should 
be able to handle a third son on our own as well. Finally, Aurelius Snape, you are not to 
set foot outside of Snape Hall grounds until after the election at Samhain. No brothels, 
no pubs, no gambling. Understand?" 
 
It was the kind of tone Harry had heard Professor Snape use to turn seventh years to 
stone where they stood. His father seemed to ignore it quite successfully; instead, he 
appeared to be meditating on the bowl of his spoon. 
 
"I look a fright," Aurelius said, staring deeply at his own reflection. "Perhaps I do need a 
few months of recuperation before my debut. Samhain, you say? If I get to work now I 
should be presentable by then." 
 
In a flash, Harry Potter knew exactly what Aurelius Snape was: a creature totally lacking 
in empathy, somehow existing without the mechanism allowing him concern for anyone 
or anything outside himself. What Muggles called a sociopath. The only sort of wizard 
who could emerge from fifty-five years in Azkaban with no more apparent drama than if 
he'd spent the intervening years stranded at the train station. It would take all their 
attention to rein in a criminal like this. 
 



Then Severus did something Harry hadn't seen him do in all the years he'd known him. 
 
"I believe I have lost my appetite," Severus said, and walked away from a half-eaten 
plate of food. 

 
 
The day wore on like a predator in a cage, pace after maddening pace, but night did 
come eventually. 
 
Hermione clasped Severus about the waist and pulled him down to kiss her in the 
empty hall. He was unable to give the kiss much enthusiasm. 
 
"He's gone to sleep, Severus," Hermione said. "Come to bed, please." 
 
Severus shook his head. For once, he felt decidedly un-amorous. 
 
"Hogwarts isn't as well-warded as your father's room; come on," she said, running her 
hand up his side. "I could use something to redeem this thoroughly awful day." 
 
"You'll forgive me, wife, if I am not exactly in the mood," he glowered at her. 
 
"Are you going to sit up all night and watch his door?" she said with a sigh. His own 
transparency annoyed him. 
 
"Perhaps," he answered. 
 
"I'll have Mort bring you tea; can I at least have a proper kiss?" she said tiredly. 
 
Carefully, he gathered her to him and squeezed, slightly harder than he had intended. 
 
"I'll be in bed if you change your mind." Hermione forced a small smile that did not 
indicate pleasure so much as the lack of displeasure. 
 
He frowned again and settled in his chair in front of the door. It was not his intention to 
sleep that night, yet somehow sleep came to him. Unconscious, he was prey to a dream 
he had not had in years. 
 
He was in his mother's laboratory, balanced on his tall stool, while Melusine stood at her 
worktable sharpening her favourite knife. 
 
Her supplies lined the walls, blue bottle after blue bottle, a combination of Ravenclaw 
house pride and practicality, keeping the sunlight out of the more delicate ingredients. 
He knew too much to be lured into playing about with his mother's things, never mind 
that she would beat him without mercy. No, he would sit and be silent, even though he 
had committed the making of all her regular potions to memory. He would watch and 
make sure she didn't falter because he knew, even at that tender age, he knew every 



passing spring saw Melly worse, her tongue sharper and her mind more vague, and 
some potions brooked no mistakes. 
 
"Do you have to do that?" she asked, irritably. 
 
"What am I doing, Mother?" he asked, staring at her half-assembled ingredients, trying 
to ascertain precisely what she was making. 
 
"Rub it in, Pix, don't let me forget for a minute," she said with disgust, "that I bore you." 
 
He suppressed a sigh. "Excuse me, Melly." It was all he could think to say. 
 
She flared her nostrils and smirked. Nonetheless, it was better than her sugar-soft 
voice, that scared him more than anything because he never knew what it hid. Open 
hostility was easier to deal with. 
 
"Why do you insist on hanging about like a little vulture while I work?" she asked, 
waving her fingers for emphasis, the flutter of her delicate hands like a visual trill in the 
air. 
 
"Because you need me," he said with the bluntness of a child who knew nothing but 
brutal honesty. 
 
"And why, pray tell, do I require the expertise of a nine-year-old boy?" she asked, 
arching one perfectly shaped brow. 
 
"To make certain you don't make a mistake," he said, not realising he had misspoken 
until the words were out of his mouth. 
 
"I see," she said, shocked. 
 
He was amazed she didn't hit him right away. 
 
"Come here," she ordered. 
 
He stayed where he was, terrified. 
 
"Come here now," she said through gritted teeth. 
 
He shook his head vigorously, pulling his hair over his face. 
 
"I'm not going to hurt you," Melly said sharply. "You are going to brew the Draught of 
Dreamless Sleep." 
 
"I can't," the boy squeaked, hating the sound of his own voice. 
 



"Which is it, boy? Are you the potions master or are you incompetent?" she asked. 
 
"But if I make a mistake, you will be poisoned," he whispered. 
 
Melly smiled sweetly. "Then I will finally escape you, and you will have done me a great 
favour." 
 
"But what would happen to me?" he asked. 
 
"I expect you'd live like a prince in Alexandria with my gran," his mother said with a 
smirk. "If there is such a thing as a risk-free proposition, this is it. Either way, we both 
win." 
 
The little Severus of both dream and memory cringed. 
 
"Take the knife," she said, pressing the bone handle into his palm, "and get to work." 
 
Blade still in hand, the boy was embraced by Melusine. He tried to get some sense of 
the body that had given him life, some bit of warmth, some proof there was a flesh-and-
blood witch under the heavy brocade, but all he felt were her clothes; it was as though 
he had been mothered by an expensive, ever-changing bundle of textiles. 
 
"Forgive Mummy for being harsh," Melly said in that false high voice that set him on 
edge. "She is so tired these days." 
 
"Don't make me, Mum--" he started. 
 
"Don't be silly, baby; a clever boy like my Severus shouldn't have any trouble brewing 
the Dreamless Sleep." She smoothed his hair, refusing to release him from her grasp. 
"After all, you've watched me brew it hundreds of times." Her voice remained high, 
breathy, false. 
 
Her smile was disarming as she kissed him lightly on the lips, more brush of lips and 
mingling of breath than a real kiss; still, there was something unsettling about it. 
 
"Aurelius always hated it when I did that, kissed you on the mouth; he said it was 
unseemly, but I think he was a bit jealous." Melly tapped Severus' nose with the tip of 
her finger. "I would never trust your father to brew Dreamless Sleep for me." 
 
On pure reflex, the boy brought his hand to his lips. 
 
Severus awoke with a start, forced to remind himself that his mother had not died of the 
draught. In fact, she had given over to him the task of preparing all the household 
potions from that day on. His neck ached from his position in the chair. 

 



 
The following day, Harry noted that Aurelius played Severus with ease. Each evening, 
Severus managed to leave the table in a rage before dinner was over. 
 
More than that, the longer Aurelius was at Snape Hall, the more something indefinably 
wrong seemed to be insinuating itself between Severus and Hermione. 
 
And it stayed wrong as June turned to July. 
 
On the bright side, Severus threw himself into campaigning with a fervour that left his 
previous efforts looking decidedly half-arsed. Harry figured it was with the eventual goal 
of being able to clap his father back in Azkaban. So it wasn't entirely without precedent 
when Severus missed dinner completely on the night he was scheduled to address the 
Witches' Aid Society. What was surprising was that he didn't Floo to let Hermione know 
he was going to be late. That was the sort of thing that went straight up Hermione's 
nose. 
 
Hermione wasn't a witch to provoke under the best of circumstances, and no one but 
Aurelius would describe the current situation as ideal. 

 
 
Hermione was in bed angrily reading a book when Severus came in. It was a dusty old 
thing, with the sort of labyrinthine prose that only sharpened her bad mood. Philosophy, 
in other words. 
 
The odour of liquor unfurled around him as his swirling cape stilled itself. She was going 
to kill him. 
 
"And where have you been, Severus Snape?" she asked, willing her voice to be 
anything but shrill. She failed. 
 
"You ought to know; you sent me to the bloody thing," he said as if his sentence were 
one long word. How did he do that? No matter how angry she was, he was angrier - and 
she'd been home where she belonged all evening. 
 
"Are you asking me to believe your talk at the Witches' Aid Society lasted until one in 
the morning?" she hissed. 
 
"They would insist on plying me with food," he said. 
 
"And drink? You smell like the floor of the Hog's Head," she said, fighting to keep herself 
calm despite the cold that was moving through her chest. 
 
"This is all your fault, you know," Severus said, waving his hand in a grand sweeping 
gesture. 
 



"What's my fault?" she asked, thinking it was true. 
 
He was right; it was all her fault. She had brought this down on them, but there was 
nothing to be done about it now but gird up their collective loins and work through it. 
She would take the blame when it was over with, but that didn't mean she felt 
particularly guilty. Yes, it was her fault. If he wanted to castigate her, he'd better unleash 
the rapier soon; she had neither the time nor the desire to deal with any more of his little 
constrained jabs. It was like being eaten alive by ducks. 
 
"This, all of this; my father, tonight, all of it," he said looking nauseated. "You and your 
megalomaniacal need to fix things have fucked us all royally." 
 
"What happened tonight that I am to blame for?" Hermione set down her book. 
 
"Miss Parkinson invited me to her parlour to reminisce once the other guests left," 
Severus said, his forehead puckered. 
 
"Reminisce about what?" she asked warily. She had never trusted Pansy. No matter 
how she struggled to give Parkinson the benefit of the doubt, she remained an 
undefined quantity in Hermione's mind. Severus might believe she had remained 
unmarried the last twenty years in fidelity to Draco's memory, but Hermione suspected it 
had more to do with refusal to sully herself with a lowborn mate. 
 
"Draco, ostensibly," Severus said in a way that suggested the dead boy was only an 
excuse. 
 
Draco was still a sore point between them after all these years. Hermione knew the fond 
feelings Severus carried for him. She even understood them. That didn't mean she 
shared them in any but the most abstract way. She also understood that if Draco hadn't 
died all those years ago, Severus Snape would likely have refused Dumbledore's 
insistence that he take drastic measures to secure the safety of a certain bushy-headed 
Gryffindor. 
 
It wasn't a can of worms either of them wanted opened. 
 
"And then?" she asked, the creeping cold suffusing her arms. She knew what was 
coming. She knew it, and she feared it. 
 
"Miss Parkinson commented on the fact that I have fathered four rather exceptional 
offspring," Severus drawled. 
 
"Were you flush with pride?" Hermione asked sarcastically. 
 
"And offered me a fifth," he blurted. 
 
All these years, she thought she could trust him. She had rested smugly in the 



knowledge she could trust her husband's faithfulness to the ends of the earth. She felt 
as though she'd just fallen off a cliff, the way her stomach was plummeting. She was 
going to be sick. In that moment, Hermione decided if she was going to vomit, she going 
to do it all over Severus. She scurried off the bed to face him. "Did you give it to her?" 
she asked, suddenly feeling calm. 
 
 
"How can you ask me that?" he said furiously. 
 
"Is that a 'Yes, Hermione, I fucked Pansy only I'd rather not give you a direct answer' or 
a 'No, I didn't fuck Pansy but don't imagine I didn't give it quite a bit of consideration?'" 
Hermione insisted. 
 
"It's reassuring that you think so highly of your husband." He stooped to look her in the 
eye. 
 
"We haven't had sex in weeks," Hermione spat. 
 
"Do you honestly expect me to sleep with you with my-- my-- my father in the house?" 
Severus asked, both shocked and belligerent. 
 
Hermione cringed not in fear, but in disgust. Bloody wonderful, he was drunk, spitting, 
he smelled wretched, and she was obsessing over whether or not he had shagged 
Pansy Parkinson. This had to be the final low watermark of her life. 
 
"You still haven't answered my question," Hermione said. "If she propositioned you and 
you said 'no', then why come home at one in the morning soaked in alcohol? If you 
didn't feel guilty for something, you wouldn't have walked in the door looking for a fight. I 
have half a mind to light a match." 
 
"I went to the Leaky Cauldron," Severus said. 
 
"What exactly happened?" Hermione asked. 
 
"We were discussing Draco." He looked fixedly at something over her shoulder. "Miss 
Parkinson propositioned me." 
 
"And then?" Hermione asked. 
 
"I extricated myself from the situation," he said. Hermione noticed a distinctly green 
tinge to his face. 
 
"How?" his wife asked. 
 
"I informed her that the position in which I currently find myself is not one I would care to 
foolishly jeopardise with a liaison such as she was offering," he said expressionlessly, 



only the slightest of slurs giving his drunkenness away. 
 
"Why did you go to the Cauldron?" she asked, watching him shift restlessly. 
 
"I'd rather not say," he answered stiffly. 
 
"Is it because you wanted to say yes?" Hermione asked, feeling as though a sneer had 
been branded on her very soul. 
 
"No, of course not. Not really. I... I... I am so bloody frustrated that for one insane 
moment, I considered taking her up on it and pretending she was you," he said, running 
his hands through his hair. 
 
"If you want Pansy, don't let me stop you," Hermione said without expression, though 
she could hear her own heart in her ears. 
 
"I don't want Parkinson. I want you!" Severus roared. 
 
"Why won't you fuck me?" Hermione asked. He was trying to drive her mad. 
 
"Not with my father in the house," Severus said, wild-eyed. 
 
"Why not? He's just a man. You're more powerful than he is. Younger. Stronger. More 
intelligent. Why are you so afraid of him?" Hermione asked, infuriated. 
 
"Look at what he's done. He made me, Hermione," Severus said. 
 
"Aurelius managed to bumble his way through a powerful dark rite. I've spent more time 
with him than you have. I've seen the man summon; the only thing that makes sense is 
to chalk it up to dumb luck," she said. 
 
Severus looked like he was on the brink of hyperventilating. 
 
"If you don't want be in an awful lot of trouble, Severus, you will take me here and now," 
Hermione said, pulling him to her by the high collar of his robes. "And make a point of 
never being in the same room as Pansy Parkinson again." 
 
"I think, I think I've indulged too much for that," he said. 
 
"You're awfully hard for someone who's too drunk to fuck," she said. It was true; she 
could feel his penis hot and twitching against her belly. 
 
"It's not that part that's a problem, I'm not that drunk. It's the spell--" Severus whispered. 
"I've had a bit too much Firewhisky for magic... might be dangerous and without it..." 
 
"What spell?" she asked. 



 
"The spell I use to keep from ejacu-" he said before he realised what he was saying and 
closed his eyes in embarrassment. 
 
"I know about the spell you use. How unobservant do you think I am? Besides, what 
kind of know-it-all would I be if I didn't recognise a spell after seeing it for twenty years?" 
Hermione looked at him; if they had any sense at all, they would wait until morning. 
 
Of course, if he were sober he might be too worried about having sex in the same 
house where his father was. If she didn't have an orgasm soon, she was going to maim 
someone; besides, if they were intimate with Aurelius in the house and the ceiling didn't 
cave in, Severus might be more willing in the future. Clearly, she was desperate. 
 
She wiggled against him and began unbuttoning her robes. Severus opened his mouth, 
but kept his eyes shut tight. With an utter lack of subtlety, she took his hands in hers 
and placed one on her right breast and the other between her legs. "We could always 
do it like Muggles." 
 
"Merlin... fuck... wife," he muttered, as he gnawed on the flesh midway between her 
neck and shoulder and fumbled drunkenly with her knickers. 
 
She barely had the presence of mind to keep on her feet as his fingers found their mark. 
Without realising what she was doing, Hermione arched her herself into his hand and 
twisted great handfuls of black wool in her fists. Her vision went black and there was a 
roaring like waves in her ears. When she regained awareness, Severus was blinking 
owlishly. With exaggerated care, he laid her back on the bed like a set of empty robes, 
and moved her knickers from their current location around her knees to the bedroom 
floor. 
 
He didn't bother to undress either of them any more than was necessary. 
 
His trousers were opened. Her dress was raised carefully around her hips. 
 
Hermione was still mentally impaired from her unexpected blitzkrieg of an orgasm when 
he attentively positioned himself over her. It felt like every warm comforting thing she 
knew of as he slipped inside her. Three smooth divine strokes later, and she couldn't 
have been more befuddled when Severus went still. 
 
"Fuck-- sorry," he slurred. 
 
What the hell for? she wondered until a moment later, when she felt a familiar pulsing 
sensation inside her and her husband collapsed, pinning her to the bed. 
 
"Sorrysorrysorry," he muttered repeatedly into the crown of her head. 
 
She hadn't expected it to be over quite that quickly. It felt like Severus weighed a 



hundred stone, and he wasn't moving. His legs dangled off the end of the bed. 
 
"How much Firewhisky have you had?" she asked. 
 
"Two," he groaned, snuggling against her affectionately without bothering to stop 
squeezing the life out of her. 
 
That didn't sound right. 
 
"Two glasses?" she asked suspiciously. 
 
"Bottles," he answered. 
 
Well, that explained why he was so late. 
 
"It's a wonder you aren't dead of alcohol poisoning. Roll over, Severus; you're crushing 
me," she sighed. 

 
 
His wife persisted in her dead wrong opinion about his father being too distracted by 
trends in the cut of robes and the household's lack of a decent Stilton to be hatching any 
nefarious plans. So while Hermione and Severus continued to disagree on exactly how 
much of a threat Aurelius posed, certain other differences were laid aside in the cause 
of harmony. 
 
Thus July turned into August, and the children were returned to school without major 
incident or more anxiety than was strictly necessary. There were meetings and 
speeches and more than one backroom deal. 
 
All in all, as September chased August's tail and Lady Nefer returned, Severus noted 
Hermione was remarkably adept at campaigning for someone who had never done it 
before. No doubt some of the credit was due his great grandmother's well-spent funds. 
Nonetheless, he wouldn't have reckoned Hermione had it in her, judging from the 
resounding failure of S.P.E.W. 
 
He hoped fervently that Hermione didn't decide to take up the cause of the elves again. 
There were some places he did not wish to follow his wife, though he knew he would if 
pressed. He had no interest in disrupting what flowed smoothly between them once 
more. 
 
For right or wrong, he understood that physical union was the keystone that held their 
dissimilar selves together. More than selfish pleasure or simple release, it gave them 
both something he was not able to quantify. No, that was wrong: it wasn't a keystone. 
Marriage was not an arch; in instances such as this, metaphors were asinine. Marriage 
was a contractual relationship. Legal. Magical. Sexual. With any luck, familial as well. 
 



Furthermore, conjugal rights were a promise, a vow that had preceded love, friendship, 
and even esteem between the two of them. Sex was a covenant, a recognition that they 
were joined, and they would respect both the marriage and one another. The thing that 
was their merged selves deserved tending. 
 
At least that was what it meant to him. 
 
He was hesitant to verbalise it to his wife for fear she'd explain exactly why his opinion 
was cretinous. He would be obliged to defend himself whether she convinced him of his 
error or not. 
 
Perhaps in another twenty years he would have it defined. It both soothed him and fired 
him. It kept him from the man he had once been, without having to admit he had 
changed at all. 
 
Thus September dissolved seamlessly into October, and Severus felt Samhain race 
toward them as days divided themselves easily between keeping a wary eye on his 
father and explaining, as endlessly and as patiently as possible, why he was the logical 
choice for Minister of Magic. Even he was almost convinced. 
 
He and Hermione spent as many nights as they were able in a rented room above the 
Leaky Cauldron. 

 
 
Lady Snape sat in her office at the Daily Prophet having the eternal argument with 
Agnes Arterberry. Really, sometimes it was true: other witches were as bad as any 
wizard. It wasn't such a difficult concept to grasp. Just because a witch had used her 
uterus, it did not follow logically that her brain had ceased to function. 
 
Hermione didn't appreciate having her authority further undermined by the great swoosh 
of black that was her husband flying into her office unbidden in one of his classic tizzies. 
 
"What the fuck is this, Hermione?" he hissed, hurling a sheaf of bright moving images at 
her desk. 
 
"If this is supposed to be charades, I don't think you're allowed to speak," she said, 
smiling sweetly. "If the drama of the moment can wait, dear, I am discussing newspaper 
matters." 
 
"Did you have something to do with this?" he asked, aghast. 
 
"I don't even know what 'this' is," she said. 
 
Severus shook it too violently for her to ascertain anything beyond the fact that the "it" in 
question was a magazine. 
 



"Witch Weekly," he said as though it were a noxious poison. 
 
Hermione fought the urge to wrinkle her nose. 
 
"IS SEVERUS SNAPE THE MOST ROMANTIC WIZARD IN BRITAIN? I can't believe 
the utter shit you witches find fascinating," he hissed. 
 
Hermione nearly choked. "That's an awfully big brush; would you mind not painting me 
with it, please?" 
 
"Not you specifically," Severus glowered. 
 
"What exactly does it say?" she frowned, trying not to laugh. 
 
"It seems some unscrupulous journalist" - here he paused to sneer in Arterberry's 
direction - "happened upon one Thales Snape in the Three Broomsticks on a 
Hogsmeade weekend. Furthermore, it seems he had run short of pocket money and 
agreed to be interviewed in exchange for three butterbeers and a piece of pumpkin pie. 
Bloody mercenary." 
 
"Is it complimentary?" Hermione asked. 
 
"Judge for yourself. 'He spends half the year shopping for her Yule gift.' I do not; I never 
start before September, October some years. And this, this is utter claptrap: 'The way 
he gazes at her. I should like to love a witch like that someday.' I have NEVER gazed at 
you. Never," Severus said vehemently. 
 
It took all her self-control not to laugh. 
 
"May I?" She extended her hand to receive the offending tome. 
 
"What has that boy done?" Severus said, livid, shaking his head. 
 
She leafed through the article. The interview was cloying and trite, and it was fairly 
obvious Thales' answers had been heavily edited. 
 
"Unless I'm very wrong, that boy has raised the rate of witches voting for his father by at 
least twenty percent," she said, handing the copy of Witch Weekly back to her husband. 
 
"It hardly seems worth it," Severus grumbled. 
 
Hermione raised her eyebrow, and a smirk came irrepressibly to her lips. "With a bit of 
effort, you could be the next Gilderoy Lockhart." 
 
"Bite my arse," replied the most romantic wizard in the country. 

 



Tyger! Tyger!: A Father's Right 
 

by Bloodcult of Freud 
 
Lady Snape sat at her writing desk, poring over a sheaf of editorials for The Daily 
Prophet. It was even more satisfying to correct the columns before they were printed. 
She could snip many a stupid idea in the bud that way, and it was pleasantly distracting. 
 
She needed a distraction on today of all days. 
 
What she should have done was sleep late, but - just her luck - she woke 
uncharacteristically early. Severus had obliged her with the sort of slow, indulgent sex 
that lent itself perfectly to the dark hours of the morning. 
 
Unfortunately, her husband's body could only fill up so many hours of the day. She had 
noticed that age really was coming to him. A slight softening along his jaw, a certain 
incremental yielding of once unassailable stony muscle. His sexual performance hadn't 
suffered; in fact, she had the feeling he rather enjoyed her more now than he had even 
ten years ago. When she thought about it, it seemed he was better able to enjoy 
everything as he grew older. She relished actually eliciting a response from him from 
time to time, as opposed to his pleasure in anticipating her every move, waiting, like a 
hungry dog, for her slightest touch. 
 
She willed herself to keep thinking about sex and avoid the real topic of the day. 
 
The election. 
 
She stared at her papers, savaged with red ink. They looked like the site of a massacre. 
Perhaps she could do a bit of fact checking. She waved over the pot of blue ink. As she 
lifted her quill, she felt all her impetuses evaporate. She ought to go back to bed. 
 
No, that would be useless. She would never sleep. 
 
Merlin, if she was this bad the day before the final vote, how would she be tomorrow? 
She would have joined Severus on his post-coital walk except she hated walking with 
Severus; his legs were entirely too long. 
 
She didn't expect to see him again until first tea. 
 
Even if she didn't make a habit of accompanying him, she knew his route by heart. She 
suspected it was the same itinerary Argus had used when Severus was a sleepless 
baby. Her husband was nothing if not a creature of habit. He was undoubtedly making 
his way through the third garden at the moment. This would be followed by a circuit 
around the lily pond, and then a meandering beat through the remaining three gardens. 
 
She wished it didn't stand to be such an uneventful day. The calm before the moment of 
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truth. Today, there would be no speaking engagements or public relations duties or... 
She had been careful not to make Severus seem hungry for votes. His innate dignity 
was one of 
the things the public responded to. Still, she wished they had something to do other 
than stare at one another and anticipate. 
 
Hermione sighed aloud, twirling her quill between her fingers, inadvertently dribbling ink 
on her ring finger. 
 
They had jumped through so many senseless hoops. By tomorrow night, they would 
know whether it was all for naught or if a mountain of near impossible work lay before 
them. She didn't know which she dreaded more. Hermione Snape, Viscountess 
Londinium Orriens, Muggle-born daughter of two solidly middle-class dentists, mother of 
four, wife of the most complicated wizard she had ever met, suppressed a second sigh 
only to be startled by a pair of familiar hands on her shoulders. 
 
"Severus," she said, annoyed, "you frightened me. I thought you were having your 
morning walk." 
 
"You should wear your hair like this more often," he said, fingering her unbraided curls. 
"In fact, you should give up binding your lovely tresses altogether." 
 
Hermione snorted. "This from the professor who docked countless points from 
Gryffindor for my hair in the cauldrons." 
 
Severus said nothing, but continued running his hands through her hair as though he 
had never touched it before. He was in an odd mood, wasn't he? She had a nagging 
suspicion he had been at the hashish. It was uncharacteristic of him; usually he saved 
his sedation for after the trauma was past, but then she'd never seen him in quite this 
situation before. 
 
She decided to test her hypothesis. Either he would deny her and it would start a 
distracting little bicker, or he would indulge her and that would be distracting as well. 
 
"Sing for me, Severus," she said, settling into his touch. 
 
"What would you like to hear, my dear?" 
 
She shrugged; he had to be drugged to the gills. 
 
He cleared his throat dramatically and began to sing, his hands still busy with her hair 
but now stroking her neck and cheeks as well. Something was strange about his touch, 
but she chalked it up to the hashish. 
 
His voice came low and sweet. 
 



"In the mountains there did dwell, a lovely youth I know'd him well; Monday morning he 
did go, down to the meadow for to mow; he scarcely mowed but half the field, when a 
pesky serpent bit his heel." 
 
A smirk curled the corner of her mouth; her husband's musical repertoire was as 
morose and archaic as everything else about him. If she didn't know better, Hermione 
never would have guessed Severus Snape's adolescence had run concurrent with the 
invention of punk rock. But then, while young Sirius Black had played the Dead Boys on 
a magick'd Victrola, Severus had been forced to practice the oud. 
 
"He took his scythe and with a blow, he laid that pesky serpent low." 
 
Who but her husband knew songs that mentioned scythes? She wasn't familiar with this 
one. She thought she had heard all his songs from the other room when the children 
were small. She wondered how many lines it would take this particular hero to die. At 
least in it no one was being unfaithful. In at least half of Severus' songs, a "lady" 
abandoned her husband and children for some commoner with a pretty face. It was a 
recurring theme of his. He seemed to take some small delight when the cuckolded Lord 
occasionally wreaked bloody vengeance on the grover or the gamekeeper or the 
wandering gypsy who had alienated his wife's affections. 
 
Songs where desire was blind to station or convention took on new shades of meaning 
coming from the lips of Lord Snape. 
 
Her body relaxed into his touch, lulled even further by his beautiful voice. 
 
"Molly had a ruby lip, with which the poison she did sip." Severus stopped suddenly. 
 
His fingers slipped purposefully down the front of her robes, his hands cupping her 
breasts without missing a beat. Her heart rose instantly in her throat. How much hashish 
had he had? He hadn't given her any warning at all, much less asked her leave. 
 
"Really, Severus, smoking hashish before breakfast is poor form," she chided him 
without real annoyance. 
 
"My only intoxicant is your beauty, darling girl," he said, running his lips along the side of 
her neck. It forced a shudder from her, not entirely due to arousal. Something felt 
wrong. Severus did not call her a "darling girl"; he called her a harpy and a shrew. 
"Darling girl" sounded more like... Aurelius. 
 
Her body tensed with a sort of living rictus. 
 
"Hermione, Hermione," he whispered into her ear, singsong. 
 
She tried to pull away from him, whipping her head around to see the man who was 
fondling her. It certainly looked like Severus, but the expression was all wrong 



somehow. 
 
"Severus?" she asked. 
 
He touched her lips with one finger, batting his long black eye lashes. Not Severus at 
all. 
 
"A glamour?" she whispered. 
 
"Polyjuice. You would be amazed at what my son keeps in that laboratory of his," he 
said. 
 
"But the wards--" she started. 
 
"It is a wise house that knows its true master," he smirked. 
 
"What do you want?" she asked, trying to distract him so she could move within reach of 
her wand. 
 
Aurelius in Severus' form hissed a binding spell and ropes shot from the wand in his 
hand, binding her hand and foot. "Silencio," he added, pulling her to him. 
 
"All I wish," he said, running one finger under her jaw, "is for you to give me what you 
give him. As head of this house, it is my due." 
 
Hermione pulled away as best she could in her bound state. He was mad, but they were 
in a house full of people; there had to be some way to alert someone. 
 
"I know this face is a bit off-putting, but don't shy away, my dear, you might hurt my 
feelings," he said, pulling her to him. It was then that she realised the wand in his hand 
looked suspiciously like Lady Nefer's. 
 
She did her best to struggle, but along with Severus' form he had his not-quite natural 
strength. He tossed her to the fainting couch with no apparent effort at all. 
 
"You are in for a treat, Hermione. We are only going to use the ropes this first time," 
Aurelius said, retrieving the letter opener from her desk set. "The next time you'll come 
to me begging for it. Of course, you might WANT the ropes again for nostalgia's sake." 
He was mad. All his polite conversation and pleasant manners were a ruse. Hermione 
felt sick and stupid. 
 
"I was thinking, in time, we might bring the girl into it for variety," he said, slowly cutting 
her robes to ribbons. "You have no idea how long it's been since I've had a mother and 
daughter in tandem." 
 
Rage set Hermione on fire, and a torrent of curses flew, silent and impotent, from her 



lips. 
 
"Did you say something?" he asked conversationally, looking up from where he 
straddled her legs. He was doing his best to strip her naked without disturbing her 
binding. 
 
INCEST, she mouthed angrily. 
 
"Oh, my dear Hermione, the girl hardly counts. Her mother being a mudblood, she can 
scarcely be considered a legitimate descendant." With the broad sort of smile Severus 
never wore, he forced one long finger inside her. It took some doing with her legs tied. 
 
"You didn't think I swallowed that claptrap about you being a Weasley?" he asked as he 
probed her. The worst part was the way he casually rubbed at her clitoris. She'd rather 
be hurt than handled like this by him. "I am hardly that stupid. The truth is fairly common 
information. You are a mudblood, not even out of school when my son took you. I 
imagine Pix wasn't quite up to dealing with an experienced witch. Still, I'll bet you were a 
muddy little jewel at eighteen." 
 
Hermione tried to wiggle out of his grasp, but Aurelius seemed to take it as a favorable 
comment on his touch. He smiled. "That's a girl." 
 
FUCK YOU, she mouthed. 
 
"Yes, that's the general idea," he smirked. "My son seems to think you are an intelligent 
witch, but you figured that one out rather slowly, don't you think?" he said, abruptly 
removing his finger. 
 
With a strange look of concentration that usually meant Severus was deep in thought, 
Aurelius stuck his glistening finger in his mouth. 
 
"I see my son has been preparing you for me. Quite considerate, don't you think? I 
rather enjoy a buttered bun from time to time." 
 
Aurelius backed up slightly, as if to admire her. His face twisted in what would have 
been disgust had the face he wore belonged to him. "You're rather fatter than I 
imagined. And the stretch marks, Hermione; is that anyway to keep a wizard interested? 
They sell creams to get rid of them, you know." 
 
Severus doted on her stretch marks. It was surreal and disgusting, this madman using 
her husband's face. Her husband's body. Surely, if she could manage to fight him long 
enough, she could either find a way to escape him or someone would find them. 
 
Nefer was certain to miss her wand. 
 
"You are a lucky, lucky witch." Aurelius was positively beaming. "You just don't know it 



yet." 
 
He slapped her cheerfully on the thigh. 
 
"You are in for the fucking of your life, my pet. It isn't every mudblood who gets an 
opportunity to be fucked by the master. I'll bet you've never had a proper fuck, little 
muddy. Severus is so like his mother. She was such a cold fish, practically frigid," 
Aurelius snorted at his own joke, tracing his finger along her leg. 
 
Hermione felt as though she were about to vomit. In that moment, she rescinded every 
uncharitable thought she had ever had concerning Melusine Snape. She would have 
found it hard to love the child of this pompous saccharine monster herself. 
 
She shut her eyes tight and tried to come up with a plan. Her mind was swimming; all 
she could think was that she was going to be sick. The next thing she knew she was 
choking on her own bile. 
 
She turned her head and spat the bitter fluid on the couch. 
 
"I WAS going to kiss you before you did that. Well, your loss," Aurelius said smarmily. 
 
Hermione sneered back. 
 
"To business then," Aurelius said, and proceeded to lift her bound legs until her nose 
was between her shins. 
 
Hermione had no choice but to fight. Armed with Severus's strength, Aurelius easily 
held her still enough to penetrate her. Still she fought him with every muscle in her 
body. 
 
"That's the spirit, girl. I knew you'd enjoy it," Aurelius said, bucking against her. She 
twisted hard, trying to wriggle away from him or throw him off. Either was acceptable. All 
she wanted in the world was to get away from him. Tears blinded her eyes. 
 
"Swallow your pride, love. It's hardly poison," he said, stabbing into her. "You like that, 
don't you?" 
 
She shook her head. 
 
He cuffed her, hard. 
 
 
"You like it," he repeated through gritted teeth. 
 
She shook her head again. Then it occurred to her that he was enjoying her struggles. 
She would lie still. 



 
He pounded away harder when she stopped moving, each stroke more painful than the 
one before. 
 
Aurelius' eyes narrowed. "You're not making me very happy." 
 
GOOD, she mouthed and brought her heels forward to kick him soundly in the head. 
 
It seemed to daze him for an instant. She did her best to move away. 
 
He grabbed her roughly the moment she felt his organ slide out of her. 
 
"You're going to be sorry for that, mudblood," he hissed. With a sharp jab, she was 
penetrated again, but whatever it was inside her wasn't flesh. She screamed 
noiselessly. 
 
"Incendio," he enunciated carefully, and a burning shot through her that precluded all 
struggle. 
 
She didn't care that he was on top of her, using her again; all she knew was pain. 

 
 
Severus was at the edge of the lily pond when the young house elf Morte appeared 
before him, trembling. 
 
"It were the blast coffee. Morte saw a badness. A great badness. Blast Morte. Morte 
brings Lady MacGonagall coffee. No blast tea for Master's gran, only coffee, but the 
Master put the pillow on Gran Nefer's face. Killed Gran Nefer for a wand, Master did. 
Mort did not want to see, blast Morte, but Morte did," the elf howled without pausing for 
breath. 
 
The elf dissolved into wails, and there was a stunned pause before the obvious question 
sprung from his lips. 
 
"Where is my father? Quickly now," Severus asked. 
 
"Mm--mistress," Morte whimpered "Mm--mm--Mistress Hermione--Master Severus, stop 
Old Master." 

 
 
Aurelius didn't seem to hear Severus battering the wards, but Hermione became aware 
again to the sight of the green flash along the edges of the door and the bellowing from 
her husband's throat. 
 
For an instant that lasted an eternity, Severus stood in the newly opened doorway. 



 
It was nightmarish. Severus facing his double, his father. Even though they were 
identical, Hermione had no problem seeing the difference. 
 
Aurelius was terrified. 
 
"Don't do this, son. Whatever it is, don't do it," he said, pulling out of her while still 
managing a cower. 
 
"I know what a father is, Aurelius, and you miss the mark," Severus thundered, stepping 
toward him. 
 
Hermione's pain had not stopped, but her mind seemed to hover above the agony now. 
 
"Please, no," Aurelius begged, still wearing his son's form. He fell to his knees in 
supplication, clutching at the front of Severus' robes. It was pitiful. 
 
Severus took his father's hands in his as he spoke. "Did. You. Make. Her. Beg. For. 
Mercy?" 
 
Dazed as she was, Hermione began to shudder at the sound of Severus snapping one 
of his father's fingers for each word he spoke. 
 
Aurelius' shrill sobs echoed around the room. 
 
"The mudblood seduced me," Aurelius whined, cradling his twisted hands against his 
body. 
 
"She's bound," Severus said, forcing his doppelganger to the ground. 
 
"She asked for it," Aurelius squealed as he lie quivering on the floor. "You know about 
mudbloods." 
 
"This is the finest witch of any blood alive. You aren't worthy to lick the shit off her arse," 
Severus said quietly. 
 
Hermione wished she would pass out again, but not before she told Severus not to be 
so crude. Her vision rocked, boatlike. She was going mad. 
 
Why was she still awake? Had it been like this for Severus during the final battle? 
Nothing prepared her for the sickening crunch of Severus stepping on his father's face. 
His own face. Severus was breaking a face that except for the fact that it was streaming 
blood was identical to his own. Severus' father. Severus' black boot. Severus' own 
elegant lily-white hand drawn into a deadly fist pounding Aurelius repeatedly against the 
wall until the face that had mimicked his own was a jellied mass of shattered bone and 
grated meat. 



 
After a time, the crunching went from nauseating to monotonous. 
 
Severus paused only because he had grown short of breath. His father had been dead 
for some time. 
 
Only then he seem to comprehend what he had done. He blinked repeatedly and ran 
his sticky red hands through his hair. 
 
"Could you untie me, please?" Hermione asked, wincing, but no sound came. 
 
"Yes, I should alert the authorities," he said dumbly, misunderstanding her entirely. "Oh, 
oh yes," he mumbled. "Finite Incantatem." 
 
He stared at the wand he had pulled from his sleeve as if he didn't quite know what it 
was. His eyes kept darting from blood spatter to blood spatter. He wandered from the 
room, still mumbling, as she curled into a fetal ball. "You could use a healer, as well, I 
imagine." 

 
 
Hermione awoke in a private room in St. Mungo's with Albus Dumbledore at her side. 
 
"My dear Lady Snape," he said, looking down at her sadly. "I cannot begin to express 
my feelings to you." 
 
"Is Severus all right?" she asked with a start. 
 
"He is... detained at the moment, but it is hardly a permanent condition," the old wizard 
said. 
 
"Azkaban? You have to get him out of there," she said, grabbing hold of Dumbledore's 
sleeve. 
 
"I have no doubt Severus will be released within the week," Dumbledore said. "I was 
speaking of your loss." 
 
"What?" Hermione asked. 
 
"The healers were forced to take drastic action to save your life. Your womb has been 
removed." 
 
Hermione grimaced. "I wasn't using it." Everything around her either spun or ached. 
 
"Would you not have preferred to exercise the option yourself?" Dumbledore asked. 
 
"It's all right, really. Severus--" Hermione said. 



 
"You have given up so much already--"the old wizard said. 
 
"What are you talki--?"Hermione winced. 
 
"Have you never considered whether encouraging you to marry my Potions master was 
indeed the only option I could have offered you?" 
 
She shook her head. This was not the time for this conversation. 
 
"You didn't know Severus well then, but he was not... himself after the end of the war. 
He no longer seemed to care whether he lived or died. I had thought the defeat of 
Voldemort would free him; instead, it left him without direction, nearly broken." He 
stopped and patted Hermione's hand sadly. "I thought perhaps in protecting you he 
might save himself as well. You were so young, Hermione; forgive me," 
 
"There's nothing to forgive, Albus," she said, taking his hand. 
 
"I set a child to do an impossible task because I did not know how to accomplish it for 
myself," he said sadly. 
 
"It's not impossible. Severus is a good man... he's... he's not perfect, but he's good," she 
said unsteadily. "And he... he's not the same." 
 
"You have spent twenty years trying to civilise Severus, and he is still capable of beating 
a man to death with his bare hands," Albus said. 
 
"I--I--I don't care," she said, tears rising in her eyes. 
 
"Madam Snape," Dumbledore said, straightening her blanket, " I cannot help but feel it 
was selfish of me. I care a great deal for your husband, so much that I sacrificed the life 
you may have had that Severus Snape might have some measure of happiness." 
 
Hermione was uncomfortable. She didn't want to talk about what was wrong with 
Severus; she wanted him sitting on her bed. 
 
"You could have done anything your heart desired, and instead I gave you a burden I 
found impossible to bear," Dumbledore said, looking impossibly old. 
 
Being assaulted, injured, and bereft left compulsively nice Hermione beyond the limits of 
her patience. "For Merlin's bloody sake, Headmaster, don't you think twenty years is a 
bit late for regret? To be perfectly honest, I can't imagine being married to anyone else." 
 
"You mean, perhaps, you do not wish to think what might have been," he said with a 
hint of acid. 
 



"Why should I? No life is perfect. There is no such thing as a perfect choice, but 
Severus was a good one. We have had a great deal of happiness together," she said. 
 
"And he saw that you struggled for every inch of it," Dumbledore said. 
 
"Don't blame him!" Hermione shouted before pain forced her to lower her voice. "Do you 
want me to say I regret Severus because he wasn't easy? I don't want what's easy. 
Only hard things are worth it in the long run." 
 
"Hermione," Dumbledore said apologetically. 
 
"With all due respect, shut up, Headmaster," Hermione said with a sigh. 
 
A creeping voice in the back of her head told her she should have been ashamed of 
herself for speaking that way to the Headmaster. Trouble was, she wasn't. 
 
"I'm afraid I deserved that, Hermione. You will try to forgive an old wizard nearing the 
end of his life and wrestling with nearly two centuries worth of regrets, won't you? I 
worry I have made too many mistakes when it comes to Severus. As you say, he is not 
easy," Dumbledore said. 
 
Hermione placed her hand on the old wizard's and nodded. She understood. As if she 
didn't second-guess every decision she had made in bringing up her own children, and 
Severus had come to the Headmaster already such a tangle of bitterness and wounds. 
 
"I ask only this: when Severus is released from prison, as he most certainly will be, 
promise me you will pursue dreams of your own, not under Severus' name, not 
anonymous good works for the greater good. I cannot bear for you to spend your entire 
life polishing Severus' star. He does quite well on his own in that regard," Dumbledore 
said with a smirk she had never quite seen on his face before. 
 
"I'm hardly fresh out of school," she said with a sigh she never intended. 
 
"You're still very young, my dear; not yet forty, if I remember correctly. The world is 
open to you." Dumbledore smiled down on her. "You are free to do as you please. 
 
"I love Severus." 
 
"That does not mean you should spend the rest of your life in his shadow," Dumbledore 
said with a touch of sternness. 
 
"I'm not in anyone's shadow," she said, almost automatically. 
 
"I must disagree. Before Severus, it was Harry. You have always defined yourself in 
terms of those around you. A wounded boy. A wounded man," Dumbledore's thin hand 
clasped hers. 



 
"That's not true," she said, even though it might have been a lie. 
 
"You know it is. You are one of the brightest witches of your age; you always were, only 
you seemed unaware of the fact. Even Severus saw your ability, and he tends to be 
somewhat myopic." 
 
Hermione did her best not to cry. 
 
"Hermione," Albus Dumbledore said. "I have upset you. That was not my intention. All I 
want is the promise from you that you will not be minister through your husband. Make a 
name for yourself; don't be content simply to add to his legend." 

 
 
There was a certain symmetry to the position that Severus Snape found himself in on 
the eve of the election. If it was happening to someone else, he would have found it 
damned funny. Even people who were otherwise quite fond of Severus admitted he 
lacked the ability to laugh at himself. 
 
Never mind that Azkaban was not exactly renowned for improving its inmates' moods. 
 
He sat in his cell, wondering where it was situated in relation to the one his father had 
occupied before him, thinking it would be too obvious if Aurelius had spent fifty-five 
years in this very stone box. It wouldn't have been sensible to keep it waiting for him, 
would it? They didn't put out a card like in a restaurant, RESERVED FOR S. SNAPE, 
did they? 
 
He was going mad. He sounded like Hermione. Hermione. He wasn't going to think 
about Hermione. 
 
He was in Azkaban. Still, it shored up his belief in the principle of universal congruence; 
he'd known he'd wind up here ever since he was five years old, locked away for the 
good of wizardkind. It was restful, to a degree, having your worst nightmare come to 
pass. Perhaps peace was the absence of hope. 
 
The last twenty years had been a gaffe on the part of the universe. An accidental snarl 
in the cosmic web of being. It defied reason for him, of all people, to have a beautiful 
wife who loved him and children anyone would be proud of. Sitting in a cell in Azkaban 
Prison made sense in a way few things in his life ever had. 
 
Only death would have been more resonant. Unfortunately, Severus Snape was terrified 
of death. He was only infinitesimally less terrified of spending another second where he 
was. He was very close to hysteria. So close he sat still at the end of his rough cot, 
looking as imperious as possible, trying to insist to himself he was calm. 
 
Hermione. Potter swore he would take care of her. 



 
He would think of Hermione. She was doubtless lying abed in St. Mungo's now. She 
would be bruised but beautiful. He would close his eyes and think of that. The blue mark 
of a handprint that matched his own across her pink cheek. Both eyes blackened. Did 
she weep for him? She so seldom wept. And he hadn't thought to comfort her; all he 
knew when he saw his father atop his wife was murderous rage. 
 
He wondered how long it took her to realise it wasn't him. He also wished the guards 
would turn off the blasted radio. He would almost rather it were the old days and he was 
forced to take his chances with Dementors. 
 
Almost. 
 
It seemed every other story was about him. 
 
To heap one injury upon another, he was in pain, his nerve endings so raw even his hair 
seemed to hurt. His Cruciatus injury flaring up again. Stress tended to have that effect. 
Today had been nothing if not stressful. Were he home, he would settle into a 
comfortable chair and Hermione would tend him. She never made him ask; she simply 
knew, in that Hermione way of hers, when he hurt. She would light a fire and bring him 
chocolate and tea. Perhaps hold his hand for a time, without making him uncomfortable 
or being melodramatic, while she amused him with whatever theory she had come up 
with from her day's reading. She was voracious. In sickness or in health, regardless of 
politics or children, every day that he had known his wife she devoured a book a day. 
There was no other witch like his own. 
 
She was in St. Mungo's. Even if he weren't in prison, there was little chance of her 
waiting on him. 
 
Hermione. He could not bring himself to think upon what had been done to her; in his 
brutally stupid youth he had been guilty of the same crime, and had not thought enough 
of it to keep count. It was a method of achieving terror, that was all. More effective than 
murder. Even Muggle armies knew its practical value. Killing was final, but rape left 
endless ripples of fear and guilt in every life it touched. The only difference was instead 
of a Death Eater's mask, Aurelius had worn her husband's trusted face. 
 
How crushingly appropriate that the horror he'd spun would come visited on Hermione. 
Hermione, the better self he would never be. Hermione's crime was that she had heart 
enough to love a beast like him. His own greatest malfeasance combined with the fact 
that he was foolish enough to think he had been freed, redeemed. There was no 
redemption for one who had begun as he had, who made the mistakes he had made. 
 
 
He knew without question she would forgive him even now. He could not help himself; 
he hung his head closed his eyes and breathed heavily, trying to stop the steady stream 
of recriminations. Blood still clung to his hands, under his nails, between his fingers, a 



bracelet of blood around his left wrist showing how half-hearted the guard's cleansing 
charm had been. His father's blood. His father, the author of the dark creature that was 
Severus Snape. 
 
He heard a rush of strides down the stone corridor. The footsteps of those fighting not to 
break into a run. They stopped in front of his cell. 
 
His two oldest stood before the bars. He rubbed his eyes. 
 
"You should be with your mother," Severus said. 
 
"It was Mum who sent us here," Seti said, reaching one hand through the iron bars. 
 
Severus snorted. "I should have known. How is she?" He came closer to the bars and 
impulsively allowed Seti to take his own bloody hand between his paint-stained ones. 
 
The young men looked at one another uncomfortably but Ptolemy spoke, clearly trying 
to muster the detachment expected of an apprentice medi-wizard. "There were 
complications; he used a wand..." 
 
"In what capacity?" Severus asked, trying to gauge the extent of her injuries. 
 
"To... to penetrate her. Dad, he burnt holes in her uterus and the medi-witches couldn't 
put the fire out. They had to remove her uterus or she would have died." Ptolemy's 
voice was strained. 
 
"And you left her?" Severus shouted, outraged. Seti's fingers wrapped tightly with his 
own, unwilling to let him go. 
 
"She told us to come to you," Ptolemy said. "The Headmaster agreed." 
 
"The Headmaster?" Severus said in surprise. 
 
Seti nodded. "Everyone's there with her, Dad. Uncle Harry and Auntie Gin are even 
talking for the occasion. The medi-witch in charge of her case says she'll make an 
almost complete recovery." 
 
"Headmaster's going to be on the wireless," Ptolemy said. 
 
Severus couldn't help backing away from the bars, prying his hands free of Seti's. "He 
should not speak on my behalf." 
 
Seti's lip quirked. "Well, you're going to have to manage a jail break in the next three 
minutes if you want to stop him." 
 
As if on cue, the radio announcer called out, "An unprecedented national address from 



Albus Dumbledore himself after these messages from our sponsors." 
 
Severus would have adverts from Leeky's Love Linaments (guaranteed to make the 
user adorable for two solid hours - less if you sweated) and the inescapable Sleekeazy's 
Hair Treatment burned into his brain for the rest of his days. 
 
"Faithful Wizarding Wireless listeners, I give you Albus Dumbledore..." 
 
Severus wished he were dead, truly. He wished the ground would open and swallow 
him, he was so afraid of what Dumbledore might say. He sat back down on the straw 
mattress, willing himself not to look at Ptolemy and Seti with their faces pressed against 
the bars. 
 
"Wizards and witches of the United Kingdom, I come forward to speak to you of many 
things on this day of all days. I come to speak of crime and punishment. Of dishonour 
and wrath, but most importantly I come to speak to you of a wizard named Severus 
Snape." Dumbledore's voice sounded thin and frail. Severus's knee bounced in a way 
that was almost, but not quite, unnoticeable. 
 
"I am sure you are all aware of recent events. That this wizard who would be Minister of 
Magic is now held for the crime of murder. You are also aware, no doubt, that the 
wizard he stands accused of killing is his father." 
 
Severus listened. It was strange to hear the tale of his life told by Albus Dumbledore. 
Stranger still to hear the sharp disdain in the Headmaster's voice when the topic was 
Cornelius Fudge. 
 
Severus never expected praise would be so difficult to hear. By the time he had 
digested one phrase, Dumbledore was talking about something else completely. In the 
end, he felt entirely stunned. 
 
"My final message is this: do not make the mistake of seeing the monster in the hero 
who destroyed him. If you must lay a father to the wizard, I would be proud to call 
Severus Snape my son, as dear to me and trusted as any child of my flesh could be. I 
will not presume to tell the wizards of Britain how they should cast their ballots. I merely 
do my best to apprise them of the facts of the matter. 
 
"In closing, I would like to add an apology, in the event this transmission is being carried 
to Azkaban Prison. I hate to go back on my word and I did swear to you, Severus, that I 
would not intervene in this election on your behalf, but even you would admit that 
current circumstances are a bit extraordinary, and a father has a right to protect a son 
he loves as dearly as I love you." 
 
Severus Snape, vicious killer and renowned cold-hearted bastard, could not control 
himself. He hung his head and wept. 

 



Tyger! Tyger!: Release 
 

by Bloodcult of Freud 
 
That night, Hermione was too drained to sit awake in her hospital bed worrying over her 
husband. Instead, she fell into a dark and dreamless void. 
 
The morning was a different story; she could think of little else. She would get him out of 
Azkaban if she had to storm the place herself. 
 
She failed to remember it was the day of the election until she received an owl from 
Fudge offering to pardon her husband in full provided he dropped out of the race at the 
11th hour. 
 
Her initial response was a torrent of profanity that would have done Severus proud, had 
he been there to hear it. Her second act was a flurry of owls to the Wizengamot. 
Bedridden or not she was not about to take this lying down. 

 
 
Surely there were more boring things than Azkaban Prison without dementors. It was 
simply a matter of Severus Snape not being privy to any of them. 
 
He spent his incarceration in a cell, playing cards with Seti and Ptolemy. Meals were 
brought in by Tom courtesy of the Leaky Cauldron. After the Headmaster's address, the 
guards were more than solicitous. 
 
It was rather like a stay at the very worst of hotels with the very best of service. 
 
Of course, he had won the election. By a wide margin, in fact. The situation was 
annoying. Fudge had to realise it was no use, but he nevertheless persisted in dragging 
out his release as long as possible. 
 
Foremost in his thoughts was his wife. Even had she been able, he would have 
forbidden her to visit him. Her letters would have to suffice until he was at liberty. There 
was reassurance to be had watching her penmanship return to proper Hermione form, 
each and every letter perfectly formed, as if snatched from some child's primer. 
Unnatural as it was, he found some comfort in it. 
 
He should have expected it when Fudge blocked his release until the date of the 
swearing-in, thwarting Hermione and the Wizengamot at every turn. 
 
He found himself looking forward to getting out of the black and white stripes. 
 
He did his best not to dwell on Hermione. They had not been parted for more than 
twelve hours since he'd first laid eyes on Ptolemy. He found himself going silent 
whenever she came to mind. He was peeved to note how many times a day he asked 
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himself: What would Hermione think of this? What would Hermione have to say about 
that? Down to vividly picturing the look on her face when he managed to properly vex 
her. 
 
It was fairly anticlimactic when Fawkes came soaring through the low dark 
passageways of Azkaban Prison with the order that he be set free. He was due to take 
his wand oath as Servant and Protector of the Isles that very day. 
 
Too bad the phoenix showed up when he did; Severus had just been dealt an 
extraordinary hand. 
 
His first act as a freed man was to ask for his ring back, the one Lady Snape had given 
him that first tense Yule. 
 
Then he returned to his cards. Perhaps he could manage to finish out his hand before 
clothing and transportation arrived. 
 
Brockle, a guard who reminded him palpably of Gregory Goyle, spent so long locating 
his ring that Severus was half-convinced it was either lost or pawned. He heard the oaf's 
heavy tread and watched him step blindly down the stone corridor, concentrating on 
reading the ring's inscription. 
 
It required all Severus' will not to blanch. Some things were private, only meant to be 
shared by those directly concerned, and the ring his wife had given him was one of 
them. Not even the children knew the words he wore next to his skin. He would prefer to 
keep it that way. 
 
The idiot gaoler had other plans. "Lupus est homo homini, non homo, quom qualis ... " 
Brockle read the words with painful slowness; it was likely he'd learned only enough 
Latin to scrape by and the only thing that had stuck was the Hogwarts motto. 
 
Severus forced himself to hold his tongue. To raise objection would only draw attention 
to the indignity he was suffering. 
 
"Qualis," Brockle repeated, "sit non novit. Whazzit mean, sir?" 
 
Of course he would translate it for him. It was, after all, Severus' fondest wish to share 
Madame Snape's intimate words with this lout of a gaoler. He attempted to present 
Brockle with a withering look, raising his eyebrow even as Ptolemy did the dubious 
service of speaking for him. 
 
"Man is wolf rather than a man to another man, when he hasn't yet found out what he's 
like." Ptolemy exposed him so casually, without apparent thought. He didn't even bother 
to look up from his cards. The boy was all intellect and absolutely no damn sense. No 
wonder the brat was sorted into Ravenclaw. Severus shuddered to imagine exactly 
what sort of bedside manner his eldest son displayed as a medi-wizard. 



 
Brockle was thick, though, and didn't recognise what had been cast at his feet. 
 
"That's funny. There's a shop on Diagon Alley got rings with sayings--never seen that 
one," the intellectual giant said, handing it over. 
 
"That's what Mum's ring says?" Seti asked, looking at his dad sideways. 
 
 
"It is my ring," Severus said with a frown. 
 
"But that is the ring Mum gave you?" Seti said in what was, and was not, a question. 
 
Severus nodded, slipping it onto his finger. Except for during his incarceration, it had not 
been off Severus' finger since she had given it to him. 

 
 
Roughly three minutes after the ring was returned, a loping gait well-known to Ptolemy, 
Seti, and Severus Snape echoed through the prison. 
 
"Who's winning?" Thales asked, out of breath, surveying the three card players. 
 
"I am offended that you feel the need to ask." Severus raised his eyebrow at his 
youngest child. 
 
"You never know; they might have got lucky," Thales said defensively. 
 
"Luck is for incompetents," Severus scowled. 
 
Thales grinned back at his father. "Like I said, they might have got lucky." 
 
Severus smirked, clearing his throat to avoid chuckling outright. The boy's earnest 
demeanour was a perfect foil for his native wit, and he put it to good use. 
 
"Dad, I have a package from Mum," the boy said, gesturing to a brown paper parcel in 
his arms. "Clothes." 
 
"Oh, I thought she sent tea for the guards," Seti said, glaring at his cards. 
 
"You're going to be late for your own installation," Thales said anxiously. 
 
"Installation? That sounds like something you pay a workman for," Ptolemy said 
absently. 
 
"No, I believe a competent house elf could take care of it," Seti said, bored. 
 



"Indeed," Severus said, enjoying the reaction his two oldest were getting from his 
exuberant youngest. "After weeks of incarceration, I fail to see what harm lies in 
finishing one last hand of cards." 
 
"I, for one, should like to win my inheritance back," Ptolemy muttered. 
 
"Agreed," Seti, said chewing on a stray piece of hair that had escaped his braid. 
 
Thales shifted his feet, pursed his lips, and gave a disgusted sigh. "Look, Dad, do you 
want to keep Mum waiting, or are you planning to wear prison stripes in front of every 
wizard in the country?" 
 
Severus gave an exaggerated sigh. 
 
Hermione. Bugger the country; she was the only one he wanted to see. The notion of 
facing her now also filled him with trepidation. 
 
He motioned for Thales to pass the clothes through the bars. "If you will excuse me," he 
said, motioning for the boys to face the other direction as he turned his own back and 
began to change. Shoulder to shoulder like that, his sons made a rather effective blind. 
 
Severus wondered for yet another circular obsessive time why Hermione loved him, and 
whether his father had destroyed that. 
 
He understood from whence his own tender feelings had sprung. Hot blood, proximity, 
and certain personal qualities of Hermione's he found admirable had conspired with 
opportunity, not to mention four children and twenty years, to give rise to emotions 
previously foreign to him. His amorous abstinence was more the fault of inertia than 
anything else. When he was a young man, it seemed a silly pointless pursuit. Romance. 
It was hardly more palatable now. What he had with Hermione was not a romance. It 
was real. 
 
It was comforting to slip his arms into a linen undershirt again. It had been distinctly 
unnerving to wear shirts that stopped at the wrist. 
 
Would he have to win his wife all over again? Actually, he had never won her in the first 
place. Of the two of them, he was fairly certain she had been the more forward in the 
early days of their marriage. If anyone had been won, it had been him. If the aegis was 
on him, they were well and truly fucked. 
 
He drew his trousers on over his boots, meticulously buttoning. Thirty-two. These 
particular trousers had a grand total of thirty-two buttons. Hermione must have put a 
great deal of care into choosing them and not some other pair from closer to the front of 
his wardrobe. Hermione put a great deal of thought into everything; it meant nothing. 
 
The question remained. Could she still love him, having seen he was capable of more 



violence than either of them ever suspected? Could she still love him now that she knew 
exactly what rape was? This woman who had loved him for twenty years. Could she 
forgive the harsh face her attacker had stolen? She had been afforded ample reason to 
equate him with the one who had raped her. He refused to enumerate them, even to 
himself. 
 
The bridge that joined them together, the place where the stubborn two of them could 
meet halfway, had been defiled. What were they without it? It jarred him that he did not 
have an answer. 
 
Severus flexed his shoulders as he adjusted his great coat, beginning to button, as 
always, from the bottom up. 
 
Why had she loved him in the first place? Because he protected her? No, he might have 
tried, but he had never spared his Hermione a single moment of suffering. Was it 
companionship? He was excruciatingly aware that his status as an unsociable bastard 
was well earned. All in all, by his tally he had done her no more than the naked 
minimum. Yet she did love him. He knew it without question. 
 
But did her affection hold? 
 
He imagined he would learn to accept it either way. He had no choice. It was not as 
though he could administer his wife some sort of love potion. 
 
With a frown, he attacked the buttons of his black sleeves. 
 
Actually, he could dose her with a love potion quite easily. The thought settled him 
somewhat. If Hermione did turn out to hate him at present, he would simply slip her a 
love philtre: problem solved. It didn't matter how he got her regard as long as he had it. 
He was far too used to her to do without now. It wasn't as though her love had been 
earned properly in the first place. 
 
He turned back to the boys to see Thales brandishing a black silk top hat. "Your mother 
knows I despise hats," Severus said with sincere disgust. 
 
"She said you'd tell me that," Thales nodded. "She says if you don't put it on, I'm to give 
you a talk." Earnestly, he pulled a piece of parchment from his robes, adding, "She 
wrote it down." 
 
"You'll look wicked harsh," Seti said. 
 
Severus hated it when the children used slang. Seti's language might leave something 
to be desired, but his aesthetic sense was not lacking. 
 
Never mind that it was not advisable to flout Hermione's will. Severus put on the damn 
hat. 



 
 
When he saw her, it took his breath away. No, worse than that, it briefly relieved him of 
his capacity for articulate thought. He had seen the witch every day for the last twenty-
seven years, if her school days were taken into account; he shouldn't have been so 
thrown off-kilter at being reunited with her after such a short divergence. Even if she 
was dressed... however it was she was dressed. 
 
In a manner appropriate to the wife of the Minister of Magic and the wealthiest wizard in 
England, his brain supplied. 
 
If he was aware of often personifying winter, a study in black and white, Hermione stood 
upon the dais the season of harvest made flesh. Her gown and robe were a 
kaleidoscope of copper and gold, pumpkin and scarlet. A gust of wind showed beaded 
slippers that matched the deep aubergine border of her dress flawlessly. 
 
He had the uncomfortable feeling he had never taken a good hard look at his wife 
before. Was she always so lovely? Not Persephone, but Demeter. Lush and queenly. 
 
A garnet choker circled her throat with four dark strands. Her lips were painted to match. 
Lips he had kissed a million times and would kiss a million more if he had any say in the 
matter. 
 
Her hair had been worked into a myriad of cord-sized braids and arranged into an artful 
confection wound round with more garnet beads. Her eyes were also painted. 
 
He squinted; she was likely glamoured as well. It was as if she had studied the art of 
fascination at the very feet of Narcissa Black. He felt a passing annoyance that, in all 
these years, she had never seen fit to do herself up like this for him. Now he knew what 
she was capable of, he felt certain he could cajole her into repeating the experiment. 
 
What was he thinking? A sharp pang sunk its claw into him. He would count himself a 
fortunate bastard if he ever managed to coax his wife into his bed again. 
 
He kissed the back of her small hand and barely noticed taking his oath of office. Only 
one sight in the world was worth his notice. He made a good show of sober attention to 
duty; he had years of practice pretending to pay attention during interminable staff 
meetings, after all. 
 
It shouldn't have come as a surprise; she had turned him into a moony idiot years ago. It 
was a well-worn thought. He frowned all the same. 
 
Still, he hadn't seen her in weeks and never like this. He wondered where her eternal 
monologue on how she'd rather be noticed for what she thought than how she looked 
had got to. It was his inevitable luck that it would be hours before circumstances allowed 
them to be alone. 



 
 
For the inescapable celebration at Snape Hall, Muddy and Inky revealed yet another 
incarnation of their mistress as goddess. This time, the gown was silk the iridescent 
blue-green colour of abalone shells. Her hair, throat, and hips were draped with strand 
after generous strand of pearls culled from generations of Snape witches. They must 
have scraped up every pearl in the vault. Hermione never bought herself anything other 
than books, and he had certainly never purchased his wife pearls. 
 
He looked around the Great Hall. A teeming mass of the wizarding world crowded his 
ancestral home. Muggle-born stood in drunken celebratory feasting cheek-by-jowl with 
Pureblood. 
 
He made a visual account of his family. Wang Mu was waving her little hands and 
speaking intently to Nymphadora, while Seti smirked and held both his wife's wineglass 
and his own. Across the room, Thales, squirrel on his shoulder and sparrow on his 
head, nodded in polite conversation with Blaise Zabini. Ptolemy and Andromeda were 
seated with the startlingly aged Grangers. Andromeda's younger sister gave the 
appearance of being very amused by something little Nefer had said to deflate the 
young wizards trying to pay her court. Neville Longbottom, of all people, seemed to be 
plying the younger Weasley witch with food and drink. Severus smirked at the very 
thought. It took some scanning of the crowd, but he managed to find Argus dozing in a 
far corner. 
 
There, of course, in the centre of the room, crowded by Potter and a multitude of 
admirers, was Albus Percival Wulfric Brian Dumbledore. 
 
Merlin, with both Albus and Argus elsewhere, the school had to be on the brink of sheer 
anarchy. Severus frowned at the infractions that were no doubt taking place. 
Troublemakers invariably possessed the ability to sense the moment the staffs' 
defences were at their weakest. 
 
He glanced out of the corner of his eye at his wife beside him. She was still stunning. 
Impulsively, he took her hand as she stood chatting inanely with the irrepressible Arthur 
Weasley. Severus accepted the fact that there would be people present even if he did 
not particularly relish company. Not even Weasley, who had been such a tireless 
supporter. Not even, the truth be known, his own children. All he wanted in the world 
was for every single one of them to go away and leave him Hermione. 
 
Her small hand nested perfectly in his. 
 
Though he kept his face impassive, he did not untangle her fingers from his own until 
well after the last guest was gone. 

 
 
That night, he did not hope for some kind of invitation. He told himself he was simply 



open to the possibility. Hope held expectation in its breath. He had no expectations. He 
was, therefore, not disappointed when his wife emerged from the bathroom in her 
diaphanous flame-coloured night-gown. It was not their habit that he undressed her. 
Undressing women was not something he had ever enjoyed. If Hermione wanted him, 
she would come to him naked. The thin material of her gown might as well be cast iron. 
 
She looked uncomfortable, but not nearly as uncomfortable as he felt seeing her 
unglamoured. She was both pale and drawn; the half moons under her eyes like 
bruises. He detected the presence of tiny lines in the corners of her eyes. In short, she 
looked like hell. 
 
"Will you hold me, Severus?" she asked quietly. 
 
"Yes, dear," he said far more quietly than he intended to. He wished to pour out his soul 
to her. Maddeningly, communication refused to come. He scoured his brain in vain, but 
it was hopeless. Every word at his disposal was clumsy, inaccurate, or wrong. Despite 
his shallow facility with language, when it mattered most, Severus Snape was 
hopelessly inarticulate. 
 
It was unfamiliar and uncomfortable to lie side by side in night-clothes and remain 
uncertain of how much he was permitted. He rubbed a slow arc on her belly with his 
fingertips. Her sweet smell was heady in his nostrils. It was a sublime moment, but he 
wanted more. Of course he wanted more; it was basic to his nature to be petty, 
grasping, self-seeking. He might enumerate his transgressions to pass the time in 
Azkaban, but here, in close proximity, he wanted the return of what he had taken for 
granted for more than a score of years. 
 
"You can't feel it's missing from the outside," she said, her voice barely above a 
whisper. 
 
Severus felt slightly nauseated. To know a witch so well and have no idea how to 
comfort her. Succour was not on the list of things he felt it within his ability to supply. It 
seemed rather late to learn. 
 
Hermione had never been weak before, not like this. A great chasm lay between how 
she ought to be and how she was. It was not right. The maker of all things had designed 
witches like Hermione to stand as the pillars of the world, not to require comfort from the 
likes of him. 
 
He closed his eyes and pulled closer to his wife, her back against his belly, her belly 
against his hand. No words came to him. What would Hermione do if their positions 
were reversed? She would force him to talk. 
 
"When my... When Aurelius--" he started. 
 
"I don't want to talk about it, Severus. I'm fine; I just don't want to talk about it," she 



whispered, her words shaky. 
 
"Hermione--" he began. He should compel her, shouldn't he? Hermione undoubtedly 
would. 
 
"I'm fine. I simply do not wish to discuss it," she repeated more loudly and more 
adamantly. 
 
He lacked the impetus to pursue it further. "As you wish," he conceded, and placed a 
kiss in the maze of her hair. 
 
"Do you have to hold me so tight? I'm not going anywhere. I can hardly breathe." She 
squirmed in his arms. Her face was a pitiful attempt at a mask, but panic lay right below 
the bone. 
 
Panic? She feared him? It felt as though the sharpest knife in his laboratory was filleting 
its way through his viscera. 
 
"What would you have me do?" he asked with the accustomed waspishness he 
regretted almost instantly. It was true, he felt unreasonably angry. 
 
Angry with Hermione for putting him in a situation where he could do no right. Angry 
with himself that he was angry at his wife for being a victim. Victim: the word should 
never be applicable to a witch as fine and strong as Hermione. Angry that he had not 
killed his father more painstakingly. The wizard deserved more suffering than he got. 
But that was the way of the world, wasn't it? The truly guilty rarely suffered much. 
 
Severus would begin work on his love philtre as soon as he was finished at the Ministry 
tomorrow. He doubted she would remark on his absence. She would love him again and 
the world would turn right once more. 
 
"Don't go... please. I don't want you to go... Just stop doing that," she said, sounding as 
though she was on the brink of tears. 
 
If only Severus knew what "that" was, he would gladly oblige. He'd held her exactly this 
way every night for the last twenty years. His hips cradled her hips. His hand cupped 
her soft abdomen. Her hair, as usual, was tickling his nose. 
 
Slowly, like dawn breaking, he wondered if perhaps she was referring to his markedly 
independent-minded erection nestled against her yielding backside. He certainly didn't 
mean anything by it. It was a natural reaction. 
 
He backed away and gingerly removed his fingers from her abdomen. With infinite care, 
he made an arch of his arm so that he could encircle her without touching, the 
bedclothes like a canopy over her. 
 



"Thank you," she whispered. "I'm so happy to have you home with me." 
 
He nodded, knowing full well she had no way of knowing he had responded. 
 
He watched as, heartbeat by heartbeat, Hermione's body relaxed, eventually setting 
adrift on the dark ocean of sleep. 
 
Listening to her breathe, he passed the night, breaking with a lifetime's habit to keep 
watch on Hermione. Opting to stick as close as she'd allow, he left his mind to pace as 
his body lay still. 

 
 
The next morning he dressed and flew to London, setting himself to work. 
 
It took all of three-quarters of an hour for the novelty of political power to lose its shine. 
Being Minister of Magic was only marginally less frustrating than being Hogwarts' 
resident Potions master. On a positive note, he found he rarely had to be pleasant when 
he did not wish to be. In the negative column, he sorely wished he could give the 
Wizengamot detention. 
 
Especially when Amelia Bones occasionally regretted aloud that she had ever signed 
his release from Azkaban. 
 
The entire Ministry staff seemed to have their feathers in an uproar over his habit of not 
keeping to his office any more than absolutely necessary. Rarely had he frightened so 
many by doing so little, which was in itself quite gratifying. Who would guess he could 
have them pissing themselves over a little walk? 

 
 
And so emerged the new order of things. The days were both exasperating and fruitful. 
At night in the privacy of their bedchamber, Hermione remained stiff and apologetic. 
After a time, he was permitted to hold her in his arms. He continued to break with 
precedent and lie vigil by her side, taking what he could get of her. 
 
He soon took to having tea in the editorial offices of the Daily Prophet. Lady Snape 
remained the best company he knew, even if she could no longer bear any touch more 
intimate than that of his hand. Yet, she was not wholly herself. Her attention often drifted 
and she was easily startled. She had never seemed so uncertain as she did now. 
 
That uncertainty did not extend so far as to keep her from finally firing Agnes Arterberry 
in a fit of temper. Good riddance, if you asked him. Still, it was disturbingly mercurial 
and therefore un-Hermione of her. Arterberry was a more than competent editor, and 
Hermione was still fairly new to it all. Nonetheless he watched as she plowed ahead, 
implementing her notion of how a paper should be run and fairly grabbing her 
employees by the neck and flinging them along. 



 
She was in her element, really. It was ideal work for her, telling everyone at the Daily 
Prophet what to do so they could in turn disseminate the truth according to Lady 
Hermione Snape to the country at large. The nation gave every appearance of hanging 
on her every word. It was a good thing that the majority of her opinions were well-
reasoned and insightful, if somewhat sentimental. 
 
He brewed and applied his love philtre. Covertly, of course. It made no difference 
whatsoever. Apparently, it was not lack of love that tore his heart in two. 

 
 
The Minister of Magic stood before the drab grey brick building with its glossy black 
door flanked by Muggle Aurors. No, what did Weasley call them? Policemen. Yes, they 
were called policemen. Unfortunate about the hats. His father-in-law was right: they 
actually did look more like breasts placed atop the law officers' heads than anything 
Severus Snape would consider a hat. 
 
He toyed for a moment with the notion of instituting something like that for the Aurors, if 
only for the sublime pleasure of seeing Potter stalking about the Ministry with a 
mammary strapped to his head. Of course Potter's would be flesh-coloured and come 
complete with nipple. He abandoned the idea as more trouble than it was worth. Would 
have been amusing, though. 
 
He glanced behind him, making certain his entourage had made it from the motorcar to 
the door. The average wizard might not cope with that particular mode of travel as well 
as he did. Zabini looked dizzy. 
 
A bobbling little Muggle opened the door, all but gibbering with terror. 
 
"Ssss... sss... Sir?" the Muggle said "W... www... we've been expecting you. Nnn... not 
to say you're late, sir." 
 
Severus Snape glared. Why the fuck was the Muggle stuttering? He hadn't done 
anything remotely intimidating yet. 
 
"Take me to your leader," he said with a wave of his hand. 
 
In short order, they were ushered into a large meeting room. 
 
The Muggle leader was waiting. That was a tactical error on his part. Severus Snape 
would never allow anyone to keep him waiting. 
 
One glance at the nervous smile on the face of the Muggle Prime Minister and a second 
to his accommodating body language told Severus all he needed to know. His 
counterpart was a useless pretty boy with less brains that it took to fill a teacup. The sort 
who lived to please. 



 
"Minister Snape," the Muggle said, extending his hand. "I'm-" 
 
"I know who you are," Severus Snape said, looking at the proffered extremity as though 
it were smeared with something unsavoury. 
 
"Well... that's handy," the Muggle Prime Minister said with an uncomfortable smile. 
"Arthur kept you informed, has he?" 
 
To Severus' left, Arthur Weasley managed to wince and smile simultaneously. 
 
"Not exactly," Weasley said, scratching his bald pate. 
 
"What my esteemed Minister of Muggle Affairs means to say is that I am somewhat 
more aware of goings-on in your world than my predecessor." Minister Snape looked 
into the eyes of the nervous Muggles, who sat scattered around the room, much as he 
would have surveyed a group of first years on the opening day of class. 
 
"Brill--" the Muggle Prime Minister said. 
 
"I, therefore, recognise that your world is every bit is complex as our own. With that in 
mind, I have seen fit to appoint a Muggle liaison. May I introduce Martin Granger?" 
 
"You seem very comfortable in Muggle clothes, Mr. Granger," the Muggle Prime 
Minister said with forced cheerfulness. "Not going native, are you?" 
 
At Severus' immediate left, his elderly father-in-law hmmphed dramatically. "I am a 
Muggle, you knob, and it's Dr. Granger, thank you very much." 

 
 
After four months she came to him, not because she particularly wanted to, but because 
she thought it was time. She told herself it was not unlike the first days of their marriage 
when she went to pleasure out of practicality rather than desire. She hated the 
exaggerated consideration Severus showed her these days, as if she were wounded, 
fragile. She hated her own weakness, so obvious even an emotional dunce like her 
husband could see it. 
 
He was on the bed, quill in hand, dressed in nothing but boots, trousers, and 
shirtsleeves, marking parchment. Not so different from his school days. Instead of 
chiding him, she smiled to see his feet hanging carefully off the edge. Over the years, 
her old teacher had learned to keep his boots off the bedclothes. 
 
She came to him naked. When he noticed, he blinked dumbly. She watched his 
breathing grow deep. His lips parted. She saw drops of ink fall as his raised quill 
hesitated. 
 



With slow deliberate motion, he set his work aside and pushed up the spectacles that 
had slid perilously down his long nose. The space between their bed and the door had 
never seemed so far before. 
 
She was a fat, awkward, uncomfortable housewitch who had no business... the thought 
was interrupted by swift sure Severus closing the space between them in the blink of an 
eye. Normally he reserved that sort of move for the duelling field. He must have seen 
her hesitate. 
 
Merlin, how she needed him. Loved him. That beautiful ugly brilliant idiot. It felt 
ridiculous to even try to explain what he was to her. She, who was so rigorously upright, 
revelled in her husband's unabashed ability to admit to even his most base desires. 
Hermione couldn't allow herself to dislike the most despised professor at Hogwarts. 
Severus, on the other hand, was a good hater. Ugly was not something it even crossed 
Severus' mind to worry about. She admired that he never seemed to have a problem 
welcoming his yearnings, no matter how depraved or petty. He might not give in to them 
all, but he knew them intimately. 
 
His eyes held hers for a long moment before her tongue shot out with the intention of 
wetting her lips, and she found herself reaching out to him. 
 
How was it she had forgotten what it was to be kissed by Severus Snape? 
 
The stinging scrape of his stubbled cheek in the still and silent house. The sharp ginger 
scent of his soap. The tender press of his unreasonably soft lips to hers. The green 
grass taste inside his mouth as her tongue sought its second home, and he answered 
with a half-moan, half-hum. 
 
She clutched his broad shoulders for purchase, and his hands caught her waist. Too 
quickly, his clothes went flying in a storm of black and white. His body met her body. 
Skin versus skin. She felt her muscles begin to tense, but forced herself to relax. 
 
"Severus," she said between his kisses, "talk to me." 
 
"Persephone," he growled in her ear, "what would you have me say?" 
 
"Don't let me forget it's you," she said. 
 
He paused and almost faltered for an instant. "Remember, my dear, when you thought 
the Aurors were going to break down the doors and drag me away for smoking 
hashish?" he chuckled against the side of her neck. 
 
Hermione couldn't help but smile at the memory. 
 
"And what came after? Do you recall? Tibullus and Donne and you put your feet in my 
lap," he hissed into her ear, wrapping his long form around her. 



 
Gooseflesh rose on her arms. "You called me your love." 
 
"For the first time," he said, backing closer to the bed as his tongue flicked her earlobe, 
snakelike. 
 
She hadn't seen him undressed in months. It ought to have surprised her to see he'd 
lost weight, his ribs more apparent than they'd been in years. 
 
She could feel her chest constrict. If she maintained control, the moment wouldn't have 
to be lost. Her hands became sure as he sighed with pleasure. She was in charge here. 
Lightly, she traced a path through the soft hair of his abdomen. Severus literally purred, 
thrusting his hips in a swivelling motion. She bent her mouth to his small flat nipple. His 
breath came a sharp hiss in response. 
 
He was working hard at passivity. Tacitly, he seemed to understand what she needed of 
him. He settled on the bed, his penis waving expectantly in the air. Hermione pounced 
and hoped it didn't seem as forced to him as it did to her. His long-fingered hands 
twisted the sheets. She thrust her breasts against his face and was relieved to see his 
eyes roll back in his head. Severus was a complex wizard, but give him an erection and 
he might as well have sorted into Hufflepuff. For that she was grateful. It was her firm 
conviction that if she could force some semblance of normal sex between them, they 
could pretend nothing had ever happened. 
 
She repeated the thought to herself. Nothing happened. It didn't happen. She wouldn't 
think even think the word. It came to her anyway. Rape. The memory began to spiral in 
on her. 
 
She pushed it out of her mind, and focused instead on Severus' hands pressing her 
breasts together, allowing him to lick both nipples with a minimum of effort. He gradually 
slowed, taking one breast deep in his mouth, nipple against his hard palate, suckling, 
hawkish nose buried against soft flesh, a look of divine peace settling on his harsh 
features. This was her Severus, who argued politics with her father, lived on meat and 
pudding, and would do anything she asked of him. Her Severus. The map of scars on 
his chest his own, not some ruse. He'd earned each and every one. 
 
Severus. The pressure of his fingers on her waist guiding her movements was 
distracting. She fought the urge to push his hands away. All she wanted was for him to 
lie still and maintain an erection. With strength of purpose, she ground her crotch 
against his penis, carefully avoiding penetration. 
 
A muffled groan came from the back of his throat. 
 
Her body was responding. All she had to do was keep up concentration, and she would 
achieve her goal. The customary lubrication arrived, although tardily. She could make 
this happen. It was simply a matter of will. 



 
In one economic move that spoke of thousands of sexual encounters with the same 
man, she took him inside her. 
 
"How I've missed this, Hermione," he said breathily. 
 
"I... I've missed you, Severus," she said, suddenly wanting to cry, although she wasn't 
sure why. She pounded down hard against him. He lifted his hips to meet her. 
 
She leaned forward, changing the angle of penetration slightly. It was no use; her clitoris 
felt dead. No, no, no, she would make herself feel something. 
 
Without warning, Severus pulled her face to his and kissed her. Oh, that was sweet and 
gave her more of a thrill than the fierce hard sexual organ that usually held her 
enthralled. 
 
She broke the kiss to speak. "Call me a silly girl," her lips still inches from his. 
 
His brow shot up quizzically, but she was too close to see if it was accompanied by a 
smile. 
 
He strung a trail of kisses from the corner of her mouth to her ear. "Silly... witch," he 
whispered, his voice rough. "Know. It. All. Overbearing harpy." His pelvis strained 
eagerly into hers. 
 
Yes. Yes. Sensation shot through her unsteadily. 
 
"Horrible girl," he said, his crooked teeth clenched, his hand holding her cheek with 
lingering gentleness. "Horrible Hermione. My horrible Hermione." 
 
They were perhaps the sweetest words she ever heard. Her body was responding, 
perhaps less enthusiastically than she'd prefer, but responding all the same. Four good 
strokes came one after the other, each filled with pleasure. It was going to work. It was 
going to fix the frightened awkward feeling. She was going to feel comfortable in her 
skin once more. 
 
Out of the blue, instead of mounting, the tension evaporated and she felt nothing again. 
 
Hermione wanted to shriek with frustration, but her self-control was better than that. She 
changed her plan of attack, quickening her pace until it approached frenzy. Her heart 
beat with savage speed. Her entire body responded as if in terror. 
 
She was shocked to find herself suddenly flipped onto her back, Severus over her, still 
inside her. 
 
"You're going to find yourself quite sore if you keep that up," he said. 



 
 
She looked up at him and found she didn't have anything to say. She was a failure and 
they both knew it. She threw one arm over her eyes. She would not cry. It would do 
nothing but add to her list of humiliations. 
 
"I'm sorry, Severus," she said. 
 
"What for?" he asked, puzzled. 
 
"It's all my fault, isn't it? I made you run. I insisted on keeping him in the house. I 
insisted he was harmless. Now I want to get past what happened and I can't, " she said. 
 
"The fault lies with my father alone," he said. 
 
"I know it's not my fault, I just... I should have known better," she answered. 
 
"Better than what?" he asked, as though he were inquiring about something mundane 
and not the state of her soul and sanity. 
 
"I survived the final battle with Voldemort. Three years in Dumbledore's Army and I can't 
even protect myself from one elderly near-squib," she snapped. 
 
"You believe you could have prevented it somehow. That you should have. Do you 
blame the witches I... violated as my father violated you?" he asked, his eyebrow raised. 
 
"Of course not, only I--" she started. 
 
"You what? Hold yourself to an impossible standard to be castigated each time you fall 
short of perfection? I believe that is your husband's purview," he said, with more than a 
hint of disgust. 
 
"I want it over and done with already. I'm tired of it," she said with a frown. "I want my 
life back to normal. I want to expect sex from my husband every night and expect at 
least one orgasm. I want to stop cringing and feeling shaky every time someone comes 
up behind me. I want the whole bloody business over with." 
 
Severus snorted. "As usual, you think you can force the flowers to come out." 
 
"The bloom is off this rose," she said angrily. 
 
"More of an orchid, I'd say," he said softly in response, flirtily. The bastard. 
 
Hermione curled her lip in his general direction. 
 
"Women's parts do resemble flowers, both literally and metaphorically," he insisted. 



"Now it is winter; there is snow on the ground, and only the first shoots of the brave 
snow drops dare break the frozen ground, but one day you will walk outside and not 
only will the blossoms be everywhere but you will be back in dictatorial, condescending, 
brash, over-sexed form. Spring does not come in a day." 
 
She peered at him over the top of her arm. He was such a romantic. It was sickening, 
really. 
 
"You say that with a great deal of conviction," she said flatly "No matter what you say I 
am never going to forget what happened; at best, I'll learn to live with it." 
 
"I am not renowned for my optimism, nor my general faith in humankind. I do, however, 
believe in you, in you and me," he said. 
 
"What is that supposed to mean?" she sneered at him, her face still mostly covered. 
Severus and his poetics. It certainly sounded good, but talk of flowers and faith seemed 
useless when she was at odds with her own body. When her own mind was jumpy and 
ungovernable. 
 
"It means there is more to you and me than this," he said resting his hand lightly on the 
place where he had slipped out of her. "My love for you extends deeper than my cock. 
This is difficult, but we will move past it in time." 
 
A shiver moved through her and she nodded, knowing he believed his words but 
uncertain whether she did or not. She would simply need to trust Severus. Have faith in 
his faith, as it were. 
 
It was not a leap she ever imagined needing to take. 
 
"I wish I could have killed him myself," she said, moving her arm to look her husband in 
the eye. 
 
Severus met her gaze and nodded. He understood perfectly. 

 
 
A year and a half later, Nefer graduated from Hogwarts with highest honours, moving 
home until she came up with a better option. It was pleasant to fly to the Ministry every 
morning between her dad and Uncle Harry. Hearing Harry's wry comments on her dad's 
overly cautious broom-handling as soon as they parted company at the Aurory never 
failed to amuse her. 
 
She was not in the habit of having a late night snack, but Auror training left her even 
more restless than usual and hungry to boot. 
 
So it happened that Nefer Jane Ankhmutes Snape opened the kitchen door late one 
summer night and found her mum seated naked on the counter with her father's dark 



head submerged between her thighs. They were being incredibly noisy. 
 
Two thoughts occurred simultaneously in Nefer's brain. 
 
Her first was that this was the single most disgusting sight she had ever witnessed. Her 
father was humming and making the most disturbing slurping noises. Her mum was 
shaking as though in the throes of some sort of seizure, torturing her father's name into 
an almost 
unrecognisable stuttered hiss. 
 
Her second thought was that they were a couple of randy dunderheads for forgetting to 
ward the door. Honestly, she'd seen more clear thinking from fourth years. 
 
Just when it seemed her revulsion had reached its apex, her dad stood and her mum's 
short legs twined round him. Merlin, her father had to be in possession of the whitest 
arse in wizarding Britain. 
 
She was watching her parents shag. Nefer suppressed the desire to retch and shut the 
kitchen door as quietly as haste allowed. 
 
Those two were revolting. Didn't they realise that surface was used for food 
preparation? 

 

Tyger! Tyger!: Her Father's Daughter, His Mother's Son 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
Harry understood the witch that little Nefer grew to be. That did not mean he'd foreseen 
it. 
 
Nefer had been, in Harry's memory, a beautiful baby, a heart-wrenching child, and as a 
teenager looked more like a painting of a virgin martyr than the awkward pimply witches 
he remembered from his own school years. It was all too easy to just sit and gape at 
her. At sixteen, she was the most beautiful witch he had ever seen. 
 
As soon as she left Hogwarts, she joined the Aurors. She was like a new person after. 
 
But then she wasn't. 
 
It was just that, as he started to explain her to other people, he realised how much he 
knew about her. And she was changing, growing up. 
 
It was simple. People liked her, wanted to be near her, as though her presence itself 
was a gift. It wasn't bad, except that it left her feeling hunted. It wasn't bad, except it left 
her wondering if it was possible for 
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anyone to get past the magic that clung to her; no, it didn't cling to her, it WAS her. He 
understood, though, that she wanted to be liked for something that wasn't just an 
accident of birth. It wasn't all that different from 
wondering if anyone would have cared for you at all you if you hadn't defeated 
Voldemort before you were toilet-trained. 
 
So, beautiful Nefer remade herself. She chopped off her hair, hair he knew for a fact 
had never been cut before. She practically swam in Sleekeasy's Hair Potion, which had 
the unfortunate effect of giving her hair like her father. Sometimes he wondered if she 
brushed it with a spanner. 
 
He noticed for the first time at the aurory that her Hermione-wide eyes were slightly 
slanted. She took to smoking the most awful cigars. 
 
She was still a soft touch for the underdogs of the world. She found a pink kitten in a 
waste bin in Knockturn Alley and named it Debris. She went so far as to buy a cradle for 
the baby ghost in her flat, but she swatted wizards away like gnats. 
 
She had Snape's ugly sense of humour but Hermione's sweet light laugh. Every young 
wizard who tried to attract her attention was sent away with the same awful joke. "Sorry, 
Love, I'm saving myself for my Uncle Harry." 
 
Harry hadn't known until she joined the Aurors that Nefer was totally fearless. It would 
have been recklessness in a lesser witch, as it was it was just unnerving. A lot was 
unnerving about Nefer, he realised. She had a lot of her dad in her. 
 
Hermione was in there, too. Who else but Hermione's daughter would make sure Tonks 
wore her wellies before she went out, and nag Ron about his table manners when he 
was eating at his own desk? 
 
He found he categorised the things she did like that. Snape. Hermione. And Nefer. 
 
Nefer. Even though she tried to make everyone call her Jane. 
 
She had her mum's shrill slightly nasal voice and her dad's smirk, and she couldn't walk 
down the street without causing a commotion. She regularly had to force shopkeepers 
to accept her money. 
 
As a girl, she had been lovely beyond all reason; as a woman, she was something 
different. 
 
She was hit dead in the face with an enchanted teapot her first month on the force, and 
she wore her broken nose like a badge. 
 
Like her mum, she tended to dark circles around the eyes; like her dad, she didn't sleep 
much. Try as she might to cut herself off from beauty, it wouldn't release her; it only 



honed sharp under the abuse. 
 
She looked like a Muggle image of a witch, scary and mesmerising. Sometimes Harry 
wondered if she wasn't a bit mad, with her black eyes like some silent film star, and her 
ebony hair oily and dishevelled. Mad wasn't the same thing in the magical world as it 
was among Muggles. Magic boiled down to the ability to make the world conform to 
your will. Having a will that didn't bother to account for reality was a sign of power. 
 
All the great ones were mad. Moody. Dumbledore. 
 
He didn't know if she was mad, but she certainly was a cat in a bag. 
 
In Harry's opinion, sanity was what stood in Snape's way. He was powerful alright, but 
he was also solidly sane. 
 
Hermione was closer to mad than her husband was. From the minute she saw the 
solution to a problem, she looked straight through whatever stood between the two. 
Snape was grounded, realistic. His brain followed every bump in the road, foresaw and 
attempted to avoid them, but he knew exactly where they all were. He brooded over 
obstacles that Hermione flew over way a crow flies over cows in a wheat field. 
 
Nefer didn't have that problem. She actually reminded Harry of Dumbledore in some 
way that Harry couldn't lay his finger on. He remembered the first time he'd seen her 
face down a dark wizard. 
 
She looked off into the horizon, a slight frown, put out. Almost bored. The look was 
unnerving and unmistakable. She'd seen worse. She feared no evil. Whatever malign 
force she encountered might hurt, her but it would never scare her. She knew some 
secret that rendered horror null. She had seen worse and weathered it, no matter what 
stood before her. 
 
She wasn't afraid of the dark. It chilled him to the bone. The first time he'd seen her, her 
umbilical cord was still wet. He cursed Snape every day for asking him to be her 
partner. A favour. 
 
Snape never before asked Harry outright for a favour. When he finally did, it had to be a 
deadly one. Taking Nefer as his partner was like an endless Cruciatus to some part of 
him that Harry didn't even know existed before. 
 
Which was precisely why he knew he would never find himself in young Ptolemy's 
place, surrounded by friends and family, waiting for the birth of a child. 
 
Harry, sitting, drinking hard in the hall full of wizards, was sure beyond a shadow of a 
doubt that he would die childless and alone. Last time he got laid, Severus Snape still 
taught potions in the Hogwarts dungeon; now, the only witch he wanted was... 
inappropriate. 



 
 
It was a dark night. Only house elf magic kept the harsh wind from penetrating the 
house. Snow-laden gusts continued to buffet the aged structure where the former 
Andromeda Weasley joined the ranks of witches who, over the years, laboured to 
produce an heir for the Snape family. The witch called Andy was unusual only in that 
she had come to the family entirely of her own free will, compelled by friendship and 
romance rather than a financial or political alliance, with no hope to gain by the union 
except by the fact that she genuinely liked Ptolemy Snape. 
 
At the moment, she was rethinking that position. 
 
"Mummy," the big strapping witch with shaking knees spread wide said. "Gran, let me 
talk to Mum." 
 
Molly Weasley smoothed her fiery hair off her sweaty brow. "Buck up, dear. Take it from 
your old gran, you can do it. Childbirth is never easy, and twins are the worst." 
 
"Potions making isn't easy. This is bloody impossible," Andy said through gritted teeth. 
"Mum?" 
 
"Wotcher want, Baby?" her mum's voice came from the foot of the bed. 
 
"Bring me Ptolemy, Mum," 
 
"You're talking out of your head," her mother's voice came back. 
 
"I want him now," she ground her teeth through the wave of clenching pain. As a trained 
medi-witch, she knew resisting the pain only made things worse, but her body ignored 
her mind's direction. 
 
Slowly she became aware of a warm hand on hers; it had to be her Auntie My. The fact 
that she was also her mother-in-law was inconsequential to the young witch at that 
moment. 
 
"Bring me Ptolemy," she whinged as her mind and body reeled from the passed 
contraction. 
 
"What do you want him for?" asked her sister, Moll, suspiciously. 
 
"I want to black his eye," Andy said with relative poise. 
 
Her cousin Nefer snorted, but it was her Auntie My who spoke. "Andromeda, I give you 
my solemn vow that if you still want to black Ptolemy's eye when this is over, I will 
personally hold him for you." 
 



"And I'll help," Nefer added. "Anyone else you want to knock about while you're at it?" 
 
"All of them," Andy said firmly. 
 
"All of who, sweetheart?" her Gran Weasley asked. 
 
"Wizards... Every last thoughtless one of them," she squeaked out as her belly started 
to tighten. 
 
"We'll line them up..." Auntie My offered. 
 
"And put your Grandad at the front of the line as an incorrigible offender," Gran Weasley 
said. 
 
The only sound that escaped from Andy's tight clamped mouth was a high whimper. 
 
"Stop fighting, you're only making it worse," her mum said, trying to distract her from the 
pain by kneading the sole of her foot. The trouble was she knew exactly what Mum was 
doing, and somehow it was rendered less effective by her knowing. 
 
"Relax, love," her gran said. 
 
"I can't. I give up, I can't do this. Make it stop," Andy said; her jaw ached with the 
clenching. 
 
"If you don't think you can stand another minute, you're almost there," Gran said, 
smoothing her hair again. 

 
 
"You are hardly the first wizard to go through this interminable waiting," the tall wizard 
said, shoving back his unkempt hair. Severus Snape was, as usual, full of shit. 
 
"I am perfectly fine, Father," Ptolemy said, making an internal commitment to become a 
better liar. 
 
"Is that why you have been reading the same page for three quarters of an hour?" his 
father said with a smirk. "What does it say?" 
 
"I have no idea," Ptolemy answered with a frown. 
 
"I shaved six times the day Andy was born," Ron Weasley said, wrinkling his nose. "The 
Minister of Magic here hared off like a... I dunno... like something that hares off, when 
you were born." 
 
"I did not. I simply took a walk," Ptolemy's father said archly, but behind his back Ron 
and Uncle Harry traded knowing looks. 



 
"When your grandmother had your Uncle Bill," his grandfather Arthur said with a laugh, 
"her brothers got me piss drunk...literally." He shook his bald head, his eyes focused on 
that faraway time. "You lot wouldn't remember them... Gideon and Fabian they were..." 
 
"High-spirited?" Uncle Ron supplied, looking up from the fire. 
 
"Killed," Grandad said softly. 
 
Ptolemy noticed his father looking away at the snow falling against the window. He 
wished his baby brother were home where he belonged, making everyone laugh. 
Everyone had been a bit taken aback when Thales failed to follow Nefer into the aurory. 
The surprise had been even greater when the youngest Snape took a position under 
their uncle, Bill Weasley, as a curse breaker in Egypt. He had their dad's head for 
finances, after all, so any connection with banking, however tenuous, seemed out of 
character. 
 
Moreover, it felt wrong not to have the whole family in the house at a time like this. They 
ought to be intact, everyone doing their part; he and Seti would bicker, Nefer would be 
the instigator, Thales would provide the comic relief, Dad would be Dad, and Mum 
would actually get things done. 
 
Ptolemy knew the tradition of wizards staying out of the birth chamber was a good one; 
Andy was hot-tempered under the best of circumstances, and he'd rather stay 
undamaged and father more children, thank you. That didn't keep him from wishing he 
could be with her. 
 
He looked up to realise his grandfather was speaking. His other grandfather, Dr. 
Granger. It was strange to think his grandpa was only ten years older than his dad. He 
knew that Muggles aged quicker than normal people, faster even than Squibs. Still, it 
was strange for a man in his seventies to look so old. 
 
"They're all someone's daughter, Weasley," Dr. Granger said. "I pulled out a photo of 
her from grammar school and I told the Viscount here, I told him..." 
 
"It's Earl now, Grandpa," Seti said patiently "Ptah's the viscount." 
 
"I told the Earl..." Dr. Granger said with what sounded suspiciously like a snort of 
disgust. 
 
"I remember it quite vividly. You said, 'Five years ago, she was playing with dolls, and 
now you've seen fit to give my daughter a baby.' The melodrama was remarkable, and 
to add injury to insult there was curry," the great Severus Snape said with a frown. 
 
"Did you pick it up in the motorcar, or did you order over the fellytone?" Grandpa 
Weasley asked, his curiosity piqued. 



 
"Nonetheless, my child bride appears to have managed to triumph in the face of 
adversity," Severus said, ignoring him. 
 
"Poor little Mum," Seti said sarcastically. 
 
"Your daughter will no doubt rise to the occasion, Ronald Weasley. They all do. Truth be 
known, the average witch is made of sterner stuff than we are, or the race would be 
extinct," Severus said, and Ptolemy didn't know whether he wanted to give his father a 
medal or a cold plate of curry. 
 
It was easy to be cavalier when it wasn't your wife sequestered in the birth chamber. An 
uneasy silence slipped over the room, broken by intermittent chuckles ill-disguised as 
coughs and a snort or two. All that was forgotten, though, when a metallic scraping 
sound rent the air. It took a few moments before Ptolemy was able to identify it as the 
cries of a newborn. 

 
 
There they stood, Hermione and Molly Weasley, arms heavy with swaddled babes. 
 
Severus approached first. As head of the family it was his right; once upon a time he 
could have ordered them exposed, if he wanted. Not that he would, of course, but it 
would have been his prerogative. 
 
He glanced at Ptolemy, who looked stunned, before pulling back the covering to take in 
one little face and then the other. His worst fears were confirmed; the two had a 
remarkable resemblance to Fred and George Weasley. Taking that into consideration, 
perhaps it was not entirely inappropriate for their father to stand there with a cod-like 
expression on his face. 
 
"Which is first-born?" he asked as Ptolemy closed the space between them, coming 
near enough to stroke a little cheek. 
 
"Here," Molly said, passing the boy the baby in her arms. 
 
"Albus," Ptolemy said experimentally to the infant, who glared showing a good deal of 
promise. 
 
Molly and Hermione looked at each other. "She's a girl; they both are," Hermione said 
with a gentle smile. 
 
Severus had been mistaken. There was something worse than grandsons who looked 
like Fred and George Weasley: granddaughters who looked like Fred and George 
Weasley. 
 
"Alba," Ptolemy corrected himself, his voice full of simpering wonder. 



 
"In the name of all that is sacred, do not call the other Arga," Severus said, pained. 
 
"Why not? We already agreed on the names; it's not much of a change," Ptolemy said, 
though he was clearly incapable of paying attention to anyone 
more than twenty minutes old. 
 
Severus snorted. Hermione grimaced, and that, Severus supposed, was that. 
 
He looked up to see the witches pouring from the birth chamber, the sudden clamour of 
social interaction, the mixing of wizards and witches who had been strictly segregated 
moments before. 
 
It was, in a way, shocking. He was a grandfather; less immediate and taxing than 
parenthood, it was a jolt nonetheless. Both his own grandfathers had been dead long 
before his own birth. He wondered exactly what would be required of him. He had 
observed both Martin Granger and Arthur Weasley in the role at close range, but he 
doubted their examples were ones he could emulate closely. He was no more equipped 
for this than he had been for fathering. 
 
It was disquieting to admit that Ptolemy would suffer no such floundering. The boy had 
never been anything less than a credit to the name wizard; the epitome, in fact, of the 
stalwart, scholarly, dignified Pureblood despite his Muggle heritage. Unflappable and 
refined; what Severus achieved with effort, his eldest son did as naturally as a bird took 
wing. 
 
In the chaos Severus found himself retreating to his study, crowded out in the 
excitement of the moment. Hermione would come looking for him eventually. He knew it 
the way he knew the sun would rise in the east, extrapolation based on years of 
experience. 
 
Alone with his books, Severus was aware he should have been pleased, and he 
supposed he was in a vague abstracted sort of way. Still, a feeling he was unable to 
articulate niggled unpleasantly in the rear corner of his brain. Not knowing what else to 
do, he summoned his water pipe and his hashish. Perhaps all he required was simple 
sedation. It had been an anxious wait. 
 
So it was that his wife found him alone in his study, the vinelike mouthpiece of the 
hookah between his lips, lungs filled with smoke. 
 
"Severus?" she said, managing to convey both concern and annoyance. It was a 
wonder, really, the way she did that. He struggled to hold the fumes inside his lungs as 
she stared down at him, leaving him eye-level with her breasts. It was a wonder, as 
well, that such a witch was anyone's grandmother. She was quite young yet, barely 
older than he had been when Ptolemy was born. At a mere sixty-five, he was hardly 
geriatric himself. 



 
Without intending to, he exhaled, sending a cloud of hashish straight into Hermione's 
face. 
 
She broke into a round of coughing. "What's wrong with you tonight, Severus?" she 
asked, exasperated, attempting to wave away the smoke. 
 
"Why would anything be wrong?" he replied without expression. 
 
"That's what I would like to know," she scowled. 
 
"No doubt Ptolemy will prove himself as exemplary a father as he is a son," Severus 
said with a frown, before taking another long pull of hashish. 
 
Hermione's brow knit itself prettily. 
 
"Is it because they're girls? Are you disappointed?" his wife said, her tone accusatory. 
 
Severus held his exhalation as long as physically possible before sending the smoke, 
purposefully this time, into Lady Snape's face. 
 
"Don't be insulting. You know I am fond of female children, at least when they are my 
own," he scowled. 
 
"Then what is wrong? " she said, looking more baffled than anything else. 
 
"Nothing is wrong, my dear. Everything is absolutely spiffing," he said venomously. 
"Ptolemy will, without a doubt, be a superior father. Particularly when compared to my 
own rather inadequate example." 
 
"You did your best, that's all anyone can expect..." she said quickly, too quickly for his 
taste. It seemed not unlike emotional triage. 
 
"My best was woeful and bumbling. You have before you the Neville Longbottom of 
fathers," he snarled. His vitriol surprised him. 
 
"You love your children, and your children love you; that ought to be enough," she said, 
her frown matching his own. 
 
"You would say something like that," he said, taking another draw on his pipe. 
 
"What do you want me to do, then?" Hermione asked. 
 
"Put this between your lips and suck," he said, pressing the hookah to her mouth. 
 
She backed away. "Severus, you know I don't..." 



 
"I won't tell a soul," he said, pouring every bit of his seductive powers into the request 
without quite knowing why he was doing it. "Smoke with me." 
 
"Severus...I -" she started to shake her head. 
 
"Please?" he said, blowing more smoke towards her. "Or... Are... You... Afraid?" 
 
Hermione stepped toward him until she stood between his splayed knees. Without 
admitting defeat she parted her lips, allowing him to place the appropriate part of the 
pipe in her mouth. He watched fascinated as her chest filled with smoke, her breasts 
rising. Clearly, she had seen him do it often enough to know how to proceed. 
 
He found it near hypnotic to watch her. 
 
He brought the pipe back to his own lips. 
 
She settled herself in his lap as they traded the hashish back and forth between them. 
He set the pipe down, unsure when he had been quite so intoxicated. 
 
His wife had never been silent for such a long stretch in all the years he had known her, 
not awake and bookless, at any rate. Perhaps she did not trust herself to speak. He 
wondered at what hidden truth he might be able to coax out of her. 
 
"My eyeballs feel fuzzy. Is that normal?" she asked, her voice strange. 
 
So much for her being profound. He shrugged. She rested her head on his shoulder. It 
was pleasant. Without meaning to, his hand sought out her breast. It had taken years 
for her breasts to reach his preferred form and stop pointing upwards; it seemed... 
impertinent of them to stare up at him like that. 
 
Hermione was an ideal mate, mother, partner. An ideal witch, if he was honest. And he 
was... as he was. 
 
Without thinking, he spoke. "Why do you love me, Persephone?" 
 
"What?" she asked drowsily. 
 
"Or am I wrong in assuming you love me?" he said, mostly facetious. 
 
"I love you," she said, her voice sounding much as it had when she was a child and not 
at all like the owner and general editor of the Daily Prophet, "because you're 
baaaaaaaad." 
 
"I am not. I..." he started indignantly, but was stopped by a soft finger to his lips. 
 



"Don't ask me a question and then interrupt me when I try and answer you. It's very 
rude," she said in the same voice. 
 
"Yes, Granny," he said with a smirk, and was pinched on the arm for his trouble. 
Pinched hard. 
 
"You're not evil but you are very, very bad, Severus Snape, which is nice. I mean to 
say..." she paused, lost for a moment in the tangled skein of her own thoughts. "Do you 
know how very tiresome it is to be good all the bloody time? Worrying about being 
selfish. Worrying about being rude. Worrying about hurting people's feelings. Worrying 
about being right. It's bloody rutting tiresome is what it is. If it weren't for you, I'd be as 
dry and boring as..." 
 
"As Sibyl Trelawney's cunt?" he said, and Hermione pinched him again but on the 
nipple this time. He rather liked it. 
 
"See what I mean? You're terrible. I love that about you. And you're good as well," she 
said, confusing herself again. 
 
"Good and bad?" he smirked. 
 
"You are steadfast and loyal. That's very admirable," she said with a contented sigh. 
 
"You make me sound like someone's dog," he said. 
 
"Everything you do, you do to the absolute best of your ability. Except..." she said 
dreamily. 
 
"Except what? When have you known me to shirk?" he said annoyed. He wasn't sure 
this interrogation was the most brilliant idea he had ever stumbled across. 
 
"Teaching. You were a miserable teacher," she said unabashed. 
 
"I hated teaching," he said. There was no dancing around that particular topic. 
 
"That was obvious, even when I was eleven," she said, nuzzling his robes. She seemed 
to be breathing in rather deeply. Was she smelling him? 
 
"Did you hate me?" he asked, locking his arms around her, as if concerned with 
dropping her unexpectedly. 
 
"You annoyed me completely. Your attitude did anyway. But I admired you, what you'd 
done for the Order and intellectually too. I admired your great lovely pudding of a brain," 
she said, smiling fondly. If he hadn't put the hashish away when he did she would have 
smoked herself into utter incoherency. 
 



"Why were you intimate with me? I understand why you consented to the marriage; it 
was the logical course of action. But why take a wizard into your bed who treats you...?" 
he said curiously. 
 
"Oh, you weren't that awful. Stroppy; you're still stroppy, I expect you will remain stroppy 
until your dying breath..." she said pleasantly. 
 
"I have three words for you, Wife. Pot. Kettle. Black," he fought the urge to grin as he 
said it. 
 
"Be that as it may, shagging on a regular basis was the logical thing to do," she said, 
rubbing her face. It was enchanting and kittenish of her, but he would not be deterred 
from his line of questioning. 
 
"How so?" he asked. 
 
"Isn't it obvious? Wasn't it obvious at the time?" she answered him. 
 
"If it was obvious, why would I bother to ask you?" he said irritated. 
 
"Because, Severus, you made it perfectly clear that while you thought well enough of 
me to want to save my life, I also got straight up your nose," she said. 
 
He grunted noncommittally. He couldn't argue with what she had said thus far. "Keep 
going," he ordered. "Please," he amended. 
 
"I wanted to be happy. In order to be happy as your wife, I needed you to like me, at 
least a little, but you couldn't like me unless you gave yourself a chance to like me. I had 
to give you incentive to do that. Sex is a good incentive for a healthy young wizard. 
Besides all that, you shag like a demon," she said "so, in short, I enjoyed our wedding 
night and wanted more, and I wanted you to like me. It's quite simple really." 
 
"Simple is not a word I would use to describe your thought processes," he said with a 
wry smile. "Do I really 'shag like a demon'?" 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes. "Want me to take a wand oath?" 
 
Instead of answering, he moved her hand from his chest to the front of his trousers, 
though he refrained from making the obvious pun. 
 
"My eyes still feel strange," she said blinking. 
 
"You made all this, you realise; you willed us to love one another," he said in 
amazement as the idea hit him. "I am wedded to the irresistible force." 
 
"Why do you love me?" she asked, wrinkling her impudent little nose at him. "Turnabout 



is fair play, you know." 
 
"I love you because you are eminently ...loveable," he said. She'd caught him off guard, 
damn her. "Only a fool wouldn't love you. I did as any man would in my position." 
 
"But you're not any man; you're you. Why do you, Severus Snape, love me?" she asked 
him, looking smug. 
 
"I love you because I love you," he shrugged. 
 
"That's no answer," Hermione said, and without warning her hands shot out. He was 
confused as her fingers darted against his sides. It was annoying, yet...what was she 
doing? Then it hit him. He was being tickled. He couldn't help himself; he burst out 
laughing. 
 
"Stop...stop...stop...dammit... Hermione! Stop it!" he gasped out between laughs. Crap, 
he was snorting. 
 
With a heart full of vengeance, his hands went out to tickle her in retaliation. He'd never 
been tickled before, much less tickled in return, but that wasn't going to stand in his 
way. He had no idea how he found himself pinning his wife to the floor with his hips a 
few minutes later, very erect, holding her hands over her head with one hand while he 
teased her ribs with the other. 
 
"Beg for mercy, Persephone, and I might let you up," he smirked. 
 
"Fuck you, you great bully," she giggled and struggled pleasantly under him. Her 
breasts shook delightfully. 
 
"Perhaps, if you are very lucky, I shall. I have it on good authority I shag like a demon," 
he said imperiously while continuing to torment her. 
 
He thrust his hips once more for good measure. The skirt of her gown had mysteriously 
been pushed up around her hips. He could feel the heat and moisture coming in waves 
from the thin cotton of her knickers. Her piquant face was flushed with excitement; her 
swollen lips cried out for kissing. 
 
His pleasure was shattered by a voice coming from the floo. 
 
"Professor Snape? I mean...um...er... Minister Snape...Sir? Hermione?" a voice called, 
followed by a head with unkempt red hair and garish earrings. 
 
Oh joy, it was Billius fucking Weasley. The most over-rated student Severus had ever 
had before Potter arrived on the scene. He had the look of a wizard trying to hang on to 
adolescence far longer than was seemly. Severus straightened his robes as discreetly 
as possible under the circumstances, while his wife ducked behind his chair. 



 
"The birth celebration is taking place in the main hall," he said carefully. 
 
"I know. They directed me to the study. It's Thales," 
 
"What about him?" 
 
"There's been an accident. The Breakers thought it was a curse, but it was a nest of 
lamia," Billius said seriously. 
 
"For Merlin's sake, Bill, is my son alright?" Hermione asked, running toward the Floo as 
Severus' stomach clenched. 
 
A voice behind Weasley called, "I'm fine, Mum." 
 
"He exterminated the lamia and saved two local witches in the process," Billius went on. 
"Trouble is, he lost a good deal of gold to looters in the process." 
 
"And...?" Severus asked, perturbed. 
 
"The goblins aren't giving me much of a choice; I've got give him the sack. It's an issue 
of hopelessly conflicting priorities," Weasley said with a wince. Severus gave him a 
measuring look. His good looks wouldn't survive too much longer. 
 
"Let me speak to the boy, Weasley," he said. 
 
"Hi Dad, Mum," Thales said cheerily, his head appearing amidst the flames looking the 
same as always; better perhaps. 
 
"Are you well?" Hermione asked anxiously. 
 
"Not a scratch, Mum," Thales grinned broadly. He looked to Severus to be having a 
grand time. 
 
"You'll be home for Christmas then, Baby?" she asked. The holiday was bearing down 
on them like an enraged mountain troll. 
 
"Looks like a peculiarly well-grown baby to me," Severus murmured. Hermione elbowed 
him in the side. 
 
"About that, Mum. Er...there's been an offer," Thales said 
 
"Don't tell me, you're becoming a male model," Severus said. If the boy had a point, 
Severus wished he would get to it instead of stringing him and Hermione. When it came 
to torment, his offspring were truly masterful. 
 



"There's a village outside of Madras having problems with a Pacu Pati; they hired me. 
I've found what I want to do...I'm going to be a vampire hunter." 
 
At his elbow he heard his wife murmur "Shit," under her breath. He fought the urge to 
look at her out of the corner of his eye. 
 
"Charming," Severus said noncommittally. 
 
"I've had business cards done up and everything," Thales beamed. 
 
"Are you certain about this, Son?" Hermione asked sweetly, obviously holding in for all 
she was worth. Severus began to slowly tick off the seconds until her temper reached 
the boiling point. 
 
"Perhaps you would care to consider a less dangerous pastime? Buggering manticores, 
for instance?" Severus said. 
 
"Do you have any idea how dangerous this is?" Hermione said, her voice rising in pitch 
with every syllable. "You get lucky once and decide to make a career of it? Are you mad 
or an idiot... or both? If I'd known you were going to torment me like this, I..." 
 
"Come home and we will discuss this rationally," Severus said, folding his arms across 
his chest. He congratulated himself on not flinching, with an enraged wife shrieking in 
his ear. 
 
"Look, you bloody moron! You are packing your things, unrolling your carpet, and flying 
home this instant," Hermione bellowed. Perhaps bellowed wasn't the best description 
Severus could think of. Was bellowing even possible in the higher registers? Whatever 
it was called, it was loud and painful to the ear. 
 
"Sorry, Mum, they need me in India as soon as possible. I've got to get going. I'll owl 
you tomorrow. Wish me luck," and with those words the fireplace was empty. 
 
"How Gryff.." he started to say before he was interrupted. 
 
"Shut up before I take your citation for bravery and that Order of Merlin you're so fond of 
and shove them up your arse," Hermione said poisonously "this is your fault for setting a 
reckless example." 
 
"Perhaps the Pacu Pati will mistake him for a fellow bloodsucker and he can take it 
unawares," Severus said to his wife, hoping to lighten her mood with a reminder of the 
accusations of vampirism he'd endured in her childhood. 
 
All she did was glare. 

 



 
Harry Potter stood in the doorway behind his best friend, Ron Weasley, nursing a drink. 
 
In the great room, the sheer bulk of food and drink being served was testing the 
structural integrity of the Snapes' tables. A new generation of the family was worth 
celebrating. Harry couldn't dispute that. It seemed strange, though; Ron and Hermione 
having grandchildren when he couldn't even manage a child. It left him feeling oddly cut 
off from the normal stream of life, much the way he had felt as a boy. Perhaps that was 
just his lot, to be the perpetual orphan. 
 
There was a certain symmetry to it all. He wondered if that made Snape his surrogate 
Uncle Vernon. That was a funny picture. Snape with Vernon Dursley's broom-handle 
moustache. He tried to picture the bat selling drills. The image didn't quite work. 
 
Harry sighed and took a long look at Ron. His hair was starting to go thin up top. Harry'd 
always heard baldness was inherited from the mother's side. Apparently, it ran different 
with wizards. He admired the way the twins pre-empted the question of hair loss by 
shaving their heads and buffing them to a high shine. 
 
Harry took another swallow of his drink. He had to hand it to the Snape house elves; 
they were first-class barkeeps to a man. 
 
He gazed in the same general direction as his friend. Little Andy was nursing one of the 
new babies, while Ptolemy rocked the other in his arms. Harry didn't know when he'd 
seen Ron so wistful. 
 
"He was right; they are all some poor son-of-a-bitch's daughter," Ron said, his voice 
rough. 
 
Harry thought of Nefer, and all he could do was nod. 

 

Tyger! Tyger!: Martin Scarlet and Severus James Snape 

 
by Bloodcult of Freud 

 
The Minister of Magic looked at his pocket watch as he swept through the doors of the 
aurory. He was three-quarters of an hour past the time he was to meet his wife, but 
there was little chance she would be ready to leave when he arrived at the Prophet 
offices. She was a witch of many virtues, but punctuality was not one of them. In the 
months since the death of his brother, he found that even her more annoying habits 
seemed precious to him. 
 
"Miss Snape, your mother is waiting..." the Minister said. 
 
"Auror Snape, please," Nefer said, twirling a cigar between her fingers like a wand. 
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He wasn't going to dignify that with a moment's recognition. "As I was saying, your 
mother and I do not wish to spend every meal with a pair of trumped-up adolescents. 
Would you mind keeping Potter and yourself out of our hair this evening?" 
 
"We'd slide right out," Potter muttered from the other end of the desk, his nose nearly 
touching a stack of paperwork. 
 
"It'll cost you, Dad," she said, predictably. 
 
"Have I ever told you that you were an ungrateful mercenary brat?" he said, fishing 
through his pockets for galleons. 
 
"Countless times. But I don't want money... this time. I want you to call me Jane," she 
said, smiling serenely. 
 
Frowning hard, the Minister of Magic pulled a small sack from a pocket he'd missed on 
the first search. "I imagine fifty galleons should serve instead," he said, enunciating 
carefully, "Nefer." 
 
She snickered. "Sure, Dad." 
 
Straightening his spectacles, he headed out the door and toward his wife. 

 
 
Harry Potter was in the kitchen of Nefer's flat, holding a conversation with the back of 
her head. 
 
"What do you say to a real homey dinner?" the shiny black head said. 
 
He grunted ambiguously in reply. 
 
Not that she was paying attention to his answer anyway. Four different pots were 
already stirring themselves in front on the stove. Harry looked up to see a floating knife 
set to peeling apples with dizzying dexterity. 
 
"By homey, I mean Gran Weasley homey, not Snape Hall steamed vegetables and 
yoghurt or raw game and mushrooms homey. Cottage pudding sound good to you?" 
Nefer said, barely pausing for breath. 
 
"Mmmm," he answered, not looking up from the forms spread out on Nefer's kitchen 
table like piles of leaves. 
 
"Me too," she answered. "I could eat my own foot, wizard's oath." 
 
Harry nodded, and continued scratching away at the parchments with his quills. It was a 



skill he'd acquired in close to thirty years of aurory paperwork. Devoting one eye and 
one hand to each form, he was able get rid of the bureaucracy in half the time. 
 
It did smell good. For a sad instant, he fell into fantasy, pretending the witch at the stove 
was more than his partner. That this was his life, his warm kitchen, his bed in the other 
room, his shimmering gold curtains with unravelling thread at one corner, his cat making 
it worse by the second. 
 
A feeling akin to dizziness swept over him. Maybe he was hungrier than he thought. 
 
"Good thing you don't do this too often, or I'd be as fat as Neville," he said, exchanging 
two completed forms for two depressingly empty others. "Looks like you're cooking for 
the goblin hordes." 
 
He ignored Nefer's stiffening back. 
 
"Moll's pregnant. He's supposed to get fat," she said stiffly. 
 
"Looks like he's farther along than she is," he said, ignoring Nefer as she stepped 
ominously close. 
 
His partner remained silent. 
 
"Your brother never gains an ounce," he said, willing himself not to look at her even 
though he could sense her moving closer, "and they're on their third set of twins." 
 
She was too near now to be ignored. He could see her hideous black boots even as he 
nailed his eyes to the floor to avoid the well of her eyes. There was only one thing to do, 
one thing he always mentioned when his partner seemed perilously close to making an 
unpartnerly advance: her father. Severus Snape was the world's ultimateanaphrodisiac. 
 
"I think your dad lost weight when your mum was pregnant. It seemed like all she did for 
a while there was have babies," he said, looking up nervously into Nefer's face. That 
was the ticket. Remind her that he was her mum's age, her mum's friend; her Uncle 
Harry not a potential... whatever she wanted to make him when she got that look in her 
eye. 
 
"Oh, no, you don't, Harry Potter," she said, still clutching a wooden spoon in one hand. 
"Not this time." 
 
With that said, she leaned down and kissed him. Full on the mouth. Tongue and 
everything. Her breath was sweet, but her lips were chapped. He meant to push her 
away, but somehow he wound up gripping her apron instead. 
 
"I can't..." he whispered, forcing her lips from his. 
 



"You can so," she countered, then closed the gap between them once more. 
 
"Your dad'll kill me," he whinged desperately. 
 
"My dad is a delusional, overbearing cock-nose," she said, then gave him another deep 
kiss. "Bugger my dad. I'd still be riding a training broom if it was up to him." 
 
Harry winced at her choice of words. It didn't matter much, because in a moment he had 
plenty more to wince about, seeing as his partner of the last seven years had spelled 
his clothes off. 
 
Nefer smirked a little Nefer-smirk at his willy waving happily in her direction. The traitor. 
 
"Look, Nefer, I'm sorry but... I can't... we shouldn't... it's not right," he said half-heartedly, 
both hands covering his crotch. He wasn't entirely sure both hands were necessary, but 
pride made him use both in any event. 
 
Still smiling, Nefer spelled off her own clothes, but perversely kept the apron. Harry had 
never felt so filthy in his entire life. She was the most beautiful witch who had ever lived. 
 
With one long graceful arm, she reached out and smacked him on the bottom. 
 
"I've always wanted to do that," she said with a smile. 
 
"Nefer," he whined. 
 
"Don't argue with me, Harry Potter, when I know you don't mean a word you're saying," 
she said, pinning him against the wall. 
 
"Nuunnno, no, you don't, I learnt Occlumency at your old man's knee." 
 
"I don't need Legilimency to know what you want. I can taste it on your tongue," she 
said seductively. To prove her point, she took his mouth again. 
 
"It's wrong," he said, forcing her away with both hands. 
 
"Look here, Potter, I'm not fourteen any more. I'm twenty-eight years old, and there is no 
way in Hell I'm going to let myself be a thirty-year-old virgin. I won't have it, do you hear 
me?" she said, holding him by the scruff of his neck. "I know you want me. I know it. It's 
just my dad ruining everything yet again." 
 
"I can't betray your father this way," Harry said, panting. 
 
"Well, how would you like to betray him? Or would you rather betray yourself... and me? 
Because it's got to be one or the other. I want you, Harry Potter. I love you. I know you'd 
feel the same way, you moron, if you would stop worrying about losing what you have 



for long enough to reconsider what you want. If you won't give me this, I'm going to go 
down into the street and proposition the first wizard I see," she said, her white face 
flushed. 
 
"I... uh... I..." he said as his brain ground to a screeching halt at the thought of Nefer in 
the arms of some random wizard. 
 
"Do you want me?" she said, over-enunciating each syllable. 
 
"Yes," he hissed in spite of himself. 
 
"That's all you need to say, Harry," she said barely above a whisper, bending her head 
down just enough to kiss him. Even in bare feet she was a still couple of inches taller. 

 
 
Nefer knew how this was supposed to go. She'd read all about it. Pupils dilated. Skin 
flushed. The brain sent and received messages to and from the erogenous zones, both 
primary and ancillary. Blood tended to rush to specific areas in the body. Adrenaline 
flowed freely. Magic crackled in the air like static electricity. 
 
What she wasn't prepared for was Harry with his  
glasses off, the softness of his cheek brushing against hers. His face against her face, 
noses, cheeks, foreheads, lips making slow whispery contact. His narrow chest glanced 
against her high, cone-shaped breasts. His fingers locked with hers, both their wands 
abandoned on the table. 
 
She had imagined they were supposed to kiss, but this was so much more. 
 
He looked at her as if she were a looming mountain  
top. She didn't know she could feel so tall lying in the middle of her kitchen floor. His 
fingers were cold as they worked their way between her legs, spelling unknown runes 
on her clitoris. Over. And over. And over. It felt like the end of the world had come. The 
end of her struggles. The knot that had been her soul set loose, and she had entered 
the state of dust. 
 
Up close, she could see the pale freckles on Harry's cheeks. It took her brain a moment 
to realise he was close because he was on top of her now, knocking the cobwebs from 
between her legs and taking the last witch still on the shelf home for his very own. 
 
It wasn't much really, after that. A quick pinch and she had joined the ranks of full-grown 
witches. A relief in every sense of the word. 
 
She didn't know why her face was wet. Her shoulders shook against her explicit orders, 
and more tears streamed down her cheeks. 
 
Harry cupped her face in one hand, his hips pausing for a beat. 



 
"I do love you, Nefer," he said, looking intently into her eyes. 
 
She nodded, unable to do anything but cry. She felt such a complete fool; this was not a 
simple, clear-cut matter. Love was a messy, painful business. Love was not some 
exclusive club she was being kept out of. 
 
She had loved Harry, and Harry had loved her for years. But she had been wrong as 
well; it wasn't going to make anything easier to act on that love. It was a careless world. 
And no matter what her daddy told her, she was just one more person, as bewildered as 
all the rest. She was not alone, had never been alone in her life; she simply didn't know 
it until that minute. 
 
She was a fool, but she did love Harry Potter. She loved him even though he was short, 
as moody as her dad, and something of a twit. She loved him. 
 
He was her place in the world. Her own personal X marking: YOU ARE HERE. 
 
A strange warmth began to grow deep in her chest. She opened her eyes to see sparks 
shooting from the ends of his hair. 
 
"I love you, too," she said, as he looked at her adoringly. 

 
 
The next day at the aurory was nothing remarkable. Life didn't undergo some striking 
change; all that happened was the world became clearer. As though her personal 
windows had had a thorough scrub-down. 
 
On Saturday, they had the usual family meal -- she and Harry, Seti and Wang Mu, 
Ptolemy and Andromeda and their growing brood, Mother and Father presiding, and a 
letter from Thales. 
 
As he did every six months or so, Harry asked her father to grant him a divorce. 
 
"So," Harry said, glancing from his plate to her father, then back to her again before 
settling his eyes on his plate once more. "Can I have a divorce, Snape?" 
 
"No," her father said, without turning his attention away from little Arga who was stirring 
her plate as if it were a cauldron, with help from an exceptionally long haricot vert. 
 
"Why not?" Harry asked stiffly. 
 
"She'll come round eventually," Nefer's dad said, pretending to add an ingredient to his 
granddaughter's cauldron-plate. 
 
"We've spent as much time apart as we have together," Harry said, appealing to 



Hermione at the other end of the table, a noticeable whinge in his voice. 
 
"She'll get tired of the constant whirl of men sooner or later. Ginny will come back to you 
one day, I swear, Harry," Lady Snape said, the compassion welling up in her eyes. 
 
Harry turned his face back to his plate, muttering to himself. 
 
Under other circumstances, Nefer would have found the whole thing screamingly funny. 
 
That night, instead of going home to her flat, Nefer slipped into Harry's room. It was 
warm and comfortable, and it felt right. She flew home to Knockturn Alley in the 
morning, the rising sun at her back. 

 
 
Four years later, no significant change had taken place. What went on between the two 
Aurors remained secret to all parties not immediately involved. Who would have 
imagined two Gryffindors could have kept anything quiet for so long. 

 
 
Hermione smiled as she recognised the massive barn owl that came winging through 
Offices of the Daily Prophet. 
 
Thales. 
 
Years earlier, when young Thales was sacked by the goblins for exterminating a nest of 
lamia and losing an unspecified amount of gold in the process, those who knew him 
released a breath they hadn't realized they were holding, and the world spun right on its 
axis again. 
 
Instead of returning home less than disgraced, the boy with Hufflepuff sensitivities and 
Gryffindor courage answered a letter from a village near Mahdras afflicted with a Pacu 
Pati. By the age of twenty-eight, Thales Snape was a respected vampire hunter, and he 
still didn't forget to write to his mother. He had no permanent address and owned 
nothing he couldn't fit in a single trunk, but he made a point of returning to England 
every month or two. Nefer and Harry might call him a jammy bastard, but he would 
always be Hermione's baby. 
 
Lady Snape felt a bit smug as Thales' none-too-bright owl waddled in a circle on the top 
of her desk, dragging a rather bulky package with him. What a sweet boy to send his 
mother gifts out of the blue like that. 
 
She was baffled a moment later when she opened the box and found it filled with toys. 
Her brow furrowed, she pieced the stained brown wrapping back together. It was 
addressed to the brothel in Hogsmeade. 



 
A mystery. It was not in Hermione's nature to rest in the presence of a mystery. 

 
 
For the second time in her life, Hermione set foot in the Scarlet Cord. 
 
"Hello," she said in her most friendly yet businesslike tone, box in arms. "I seem to have 
mistakenly received a package intended for one of your employees." 
 
The aged witch behind the counter snorted. "We look like we're open?" She was in a 
housecoat and slippers. 
 
"Please excuse me. I don't mean to be a bother. But I would very much like to know why 
my son is sending toys to a brothel," she said, trying to look sympathetic. 
 
"Why don't y'ask him?" the other witch asked. 
 
"He's in hospital in Vilnius at the moment. He was hunting a pair of strigoii across 
Eastern Europe, and he thought he had tracked them to a house on the Latvian border. 
It turned out to be a common haunting, and he was nearly crushed to death when a 
staircase collapsed. I would really like a chance to speak with" -- she lifted the box for 
good measure -- "Beryl Black, please." 
 
"You've got it backwards, it's Black Beryl," said a tumble-headed, half-dressed witch 
with a toddler on her hip. "What's this about Big Nose gettin' hurt? He be all right?" 
 
"Are you Beryl?" Hermione asked, taking in the witch in her thin slip of a dress, both 
rumpled and clingy, and her altogether frumpy flowered dressing gown. 
 
"Since the day I was born." 
 
"Would you mind my asking the nature of your relationship my son?" 
 
"Look, he's a grown wizard..." the older witch started but was interrupted by Beryl's 
laughter. 
 
Hermione looked around her. She was in a brothel. Thales was almost thirty years old 
and unmarried. What sort of relationship would he have with a prostitute? She managed 
an uncomfortable smile. 
 
"I beg your pardon. I should have introduced myself. My name is Hermione Snape. I 
believe this was meant for you." She tried to hand over the package to the black-haired 
witch, but the younger woman's arms were full of wiggling child. "You aren't, by any 
chance, the cook?" 
 
Beryl laughed again. 



 
"Is this...?" Hermione gestured to the black-haired baby. 
 
"Don't know, don't care," Beryl said, scratching her head. "Got another one, too, only 
bigger. I known Big Nose goin' on sixteen years, and he don't care neither. Me an' him 
got an understandin'." 
 
Hermione stood there, pondering what her next question would be. "Do you love my 
son?" 
 
"That's personal," Beryl said, sounding shocked, and Hermione blinked. 
 
Hermione said, "I'll see to it that he marries you. He's not too big to do as he's told. 
Restrictions can be bent." 
 
"What for?" Beryl with something that sounded suspiciously like righteous indignation. "I 
got a skill. I make my own way. What do I wanna spend my life sittin' around the house 
bored stiff, wonderin' if that puddin'-headed fool got himself killed or worse for?" 
 
"What about the children?" Hermione asked, flabbergasted. 
 
"What about 'em?" Beryl barked back. "There's no law says a whore can't be a good 
mum." 
 
"What about their inheritance?" 
 
"I seen enough rich boys in here to know what good that does. All the galleons in the 
world is useless to them as never made so much as a knut from the sweat of their 
labour." 
 
"Surely there is something I can do," Hermione huffed. 
 
"You wanna do something for me an' mine? Get 'em into Hogwarts," Beryl said as 
though it was a dare. 
 
"Every child with magical abilities receives a Hogwarts let --" 
 
"Not if they was born in a whorehouse, they don't. Wouldn't do to have this lot corruptin' 
the future of Wizardin' Britain," Beryl sneered, gesturing at the child in her arms. 
 
Hermione's eyes narrowed. "That changes today. Would you care to get yourself and 
your children dressed, Beryl?" 
 
"What for?" Beryl asked, as though she hadn't expected Hermione to take any action at 
all, let alone anything so swift and sure. 
 



"We are going to see the Minister of Magic," Lady Snape held out a dolly from the box 
to the black-eyed child before her. "But you, lumpkin, can call him Grandpa." 
 
"Can you say Grandpa, princess?" Beryl repeated with sudden good humour. 
 
"Grandpa," the child repeated, and the three women looked delighted. 
 
"Lady Snape, I'd like you to meet my mum, Madam Jeanette. She an' the Minister are 
old friends." 
 
"Lady Snape and I met before, but it's been a while," the old whore said with a nod. 

 
 
Severus Snape had been lawfully bound to Hermione the Horrible some thirty-five years 
give or take a few months, so it stood to reason that at some point he would cease to be 
amazed at her moral fervour. In fact, when Lady Snape arrived in her usual tornadic 
fashion with a whore and two children in tow, he failed to so much as raise an eyebrow. 
 
First house elves, then Muggle-born, now whores. He supposed dogs with mange 
would be added to the list before long. Still, whatever moral uproar his wife was caught 
up in at the moment had to be more entertaining than the stack of reports that lay before 
him. 
 
Slowly, Severus raised his head and look unconcernedly at Hermione. 
 
"Yes?" he said, bored. 
 
"Severus, had you any idea the children of whores were excluded from Hogwarts?" she 
asked, her cheeks already flushed with indignation. 
 
"I was affiliated with that institution for some years, if you remember. I am surprised you 
were unaware of that fact. More importantly, I am curious as to why you are apprising 
me of this and why it has got you into such an obvious... state." He peered at her over 
the top of his spectacles. 
 
"One: I didn't know, as it never occurred to me  
to ask," she said, counting off her points on her fingers. There was something 
annoyingly endearing about that habit of hers. "Two: it's patently unfair to the children 
and the wizarding world as a whole. We are both wasting our own resources and 
condemning children to the same lives as their mothers regardless of magical ability 
and the child's own wishes. Thirdly: would you care to know who fathered these 
children?" 
 
"I haven't set foot in a brothel since we were married," he said out of pure reflex. 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes. She pulled a small, faintly convex mirror from her satchel and 



brandished it, weapon-like, at him. 
 
"Thales Severus Antonio Propertius Drusus Nero Snape, that's who," she ranted. "And 
he's been corresponding with this witch, Beryl, since he was fourteen." 
 
"Corresponding? I haven't heard it called that before," Severus said. 
 
"No, I mean corresponding. He writes her letters. She writes him letters," she said, 
digging in her leather bag. "His dim-witted owl brought me her mail. I think, technically, 
these children are bastards not the product of... er... er... paid liaisons." At this, she 
looked to the whore, who, Severus noticed, was uncommonly attractive in a way that 
made him shrink up like a spider on a hot stove. She bore an uncanny resemblance to 
Bellatrix Black. 
 
The whore nodded. "I only charge him for 'Faire Une Pipe' - we're... er... friends." She 
looked decidedly uncomfortable at the mention of unpaid intercourse. 
 
"Mum means she fancies him," said the young boy, who had remained silent until that 
point. "Faire Une Pipe gives Mum a crick in her neck; that's why she makes 'im pay. 
She don't do it for nobody else but Big Nose." 
 
Severus scrutinised the boy. He looked nothing like Thales. His eyes were large and 
warm under thick serious brows. Only one word would adequately describe the boy's 
hair: bushy. He looked up to realise Hermione was staring at the boy as well, her mouth 
slightly open. 
 
"That means she uses her mouth instead of her... " the boy explained as matter-of-factly 
as he would have listed the contents of an apothecary's shelves. 
 
"Lady Snape is acquainted with the concept," Severus leapt in before the boy went into 
a detailed description and began quoting prices. "She is merely taken aback by your 
familiarity with your mother's profession, thus illustrating the general objection to the 
enrolment of the children of whores at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry." 
 
The boy stuck out his chin in a defiant gesture. "She told me to call her Granny." 
 
Severus turned to the whore, the mother, whichever most applied. "I don't suppose we 
can make an equitable trade for the children. I am willing to offer you a generous sum. 
Say five hundred thousand for the boy, and two hundred and fifty thousand for the little 
girl?" 
 
The witch, in the clothes that made her trade indisputable -- robes too short to be called 
such, and blindingly loud and striped stockings visible from knee to ankle -- turned on 
her heel to go. 
 
Hermione shot him a murderous look before grasping the whore by the hand. 



 
"Forgive my husband, Beryl. He's a Slytherin and a politician, and he has the manners 
of an incontinent mountain troll. We're not after your children; we just want them to have 
a proper education," Hermione said. 
 
The whore slowly turned round. 
 
"You realise that, as Minister of Magic, I have no authority over Hogwarts school 
policies," Severus reminded Hermione. He had no idea whether the whore was able to 
read her own name, let alone bright enough to recognise the limitations of his office. 
 
"But as members of the Board of Trustees we do have some say," Hermione said, 
raising one eyebrow. 
 
"The younger Zabini will be easy enough to sway, as will be Bones. Zabini senior and 
Flint will not stand for whores at Hogwarts, no matter what sort of impassioned appeals 
are made. My initial proposal would be much simpler. As my ward, there would be no 
question of the boy's acceptance at Hogwarts," Severus said. "Say I offer seven 
hundred and fifty thousand for the boy, and half a million for the girl?" 
 
"Severus!" Hermione warned, a smile plastered on her lips that didn't reach her eyes. 
He watched in horror as Hermione put her arm around the whore and held her in place. 
His wife seemed determined to go about everything by the most painful route possible. 
 
"What about your Aunt Minerva, Hogwarts' Headmistress?" Hermione sweetly played 
her trump card. Minerva was an unqualified softy when it came to the downtrodden. 
Typical Gryffindor weakness. 
 
"I suppose she could be brought round to seeing things from a sympathetic vantage 
point," he admitted grudgingly. 
 
A niggling thought occurred to him. 
 
"Boy," he addressed the little bushy head. "Are you even close to prepared to attend 
Hogwarts? Can you read?" 
 
The boy snorted. "English and French both, and my name is Martin. Martin Scarlet -- 
born and bred in the Cord." 
 
"How is your Latin?" Severus asked with a knowing sneer. 
 
"I haven't got any, but Big Nose said if I ever met you I'm to tell you I know that 
monkshood and wolfsbane are the same thing," so-called Martin said, folding his arms 
across his chest. 
 
Severus could well imagine Thales laughing as he gave the boy his directive. He, for 



one, was not particularly amused. 
 
"Indeed? Big Nose, you say? And how old were you on your last birthday?" Severus 
looked down his own not inconsiderable nose at Martin Scarlet. 
 
"Nine, last August," came the stiff reply. 
 
"You see to your Latin, and your gran and I will see to your admittance at Hogwarts," 
Severus said, a bit surprised at the words as they came from his lips. 

 
 
Seti Ctesibius Snape popped his neck and rolled his shoulders without breaking contact 
between brush and canvas. 
 
He wanted to get all the work possible done while the children were being relatively still. 
He needed one more for his exhibition in September, and the subject was perfect. Alba 
and Arga sat reading on the settee, skin like milk and water, and their hair in bloody 
waves. He harboured a sneaking suspicion that they would make markedly unattractive 
if not horse-faced adults, but for the moment they had interesting, though plain, faces. 
They had the nose. The Nose. The long high-bridged Snape nose. In all honesty, they 
looked a great deal like the old man, Severus Snape himself, if he had been painted in 
the colours of Ron Weasley. Poor girls. 
 
Between them sat the counterpoint. 
 
Princess Black. Thales' girl. 
 
If it hadn't been confirmed by Speculum Veritas, he wouldn't have believed she was any 
more related to Thales than she was to Mundungus Fletcher. She was that beautiful. 
Curls worthy of her surname framed cheeks full of pink roses. She had a face that 
would have looked like a doll, if the laughing soul of something wicked weren't mirrored 
in her eyes. Eyes, owing most likely to the labyrinthine breeding practices of Britain's 
pureblood wizards of days past, the precise same colour as her older cousins': 
improbably indigo blue. 
 
With the patience of a monk, Seti picked up his palette knife and set to mixing the 
precise shade. 
 
Without warning, a largish black and white ball bounded into Seti's line of sight and 
bounced three times before it landed on Arga's lap. 
 
From behind him, Seti heard his sister-in-law's voice. "How many times have I told the 
two of you NOT TO PLAY FOOTBALL IN THE HOUSE!" The last bit was delivered at a 
dead scream. It wasn't exactly a question, but it was an uncanny imitation of his Gran 
Weasley. 
 



"Three-thousand and forty-seven," Alba said quietly. 
 
"I believe the answer is closer to two-thousand, seven-hundred, and fourteen," Arga 
said, obviously fighting a smirk for art's sake. 
 
In reply the football-playing culprits, his nieces Hermione and Nymphadora, blamed one 
another. Loudly. 
 
"Her kicked it, I was minding my own business when --" Nymphadora said accusatorily. 
 
"It was Nym's idea in the first place!" little Hermione shrieked. "It's her ball. If she'd 
intercepted like she was supposed to --" 
 
The strangled sound of an oud wafted off-key across the great room. It had a choppy 
quality that Seti generally associated Muggle machinery. Such was any summer 
Saturday at Snape Hall. Seti didn't give two shits about the noise as long as nothing 
interfered with his sitters. 
 
"Dear?" Seti heard his brother Ptolemy call. "I believe Melly needs a new nappy." 
 
"You believe? On what do you base this brilliant theory?" Andy said sarcastically. 
 
"Olfactory evidence," Ptolemy said with muffled horror. 
 
"Do I look like a house elf?" Andy shot back. 
 
"I think the elves are all hiding," Ptolemy admitted. 
 
"You'll just have to do it yourself then. Don't look at me like that, Ptolemy Snape," Andy 
said irritably. Seti wondered exactly how his brother was looking at her. 
 
"I don't want to overstep my bounds, but you know..." his mother, Hermione the Elder, 
entered into the conversation. 
 
"Yes, I know, Mum; we were already toilet-trained at their age," Ptolemy said tiredly. 
 
"And did Arithmancy," Andy muttered, somewhat above a whisper. 
 
"What did you use? A whip and a chair?" Seti asked. 
 
"Melly won't do what Melly doesn't want to do, and Persy won't do what Melly won't do, 
and Melly won't use the loo," Ptolemy said through his teeth. 
 
From some distance behind his left ear, Seti heard his father, the Great Snape, erupt in 
criticism. 
 



"That was remarkable, boy," the old man snarled at Thales' son Martin. "I don't believe I 
have ever heard a more perfectly buggered taqsim in my entire life, which is saying 
something considering I taught your father to play on that very instrument. It is indeed a 
mercy that its maker is deceased, lest the sound of your playing drive him to suicide." 
 
"Maybe if you weren't breathin' down my bloody neck --" the boy gave back as good as 
he got. 
 
"Severus!" Hermione the Elder shrieked, no less eardrum-piercing than her young 
namesake. "Martin! Language! Both of you!" 
 
In Seti's personal opinion, it had been much more shocking the first twenty or so times 
he'd heard Martin and The Old Man go at each other. He was beginning to think it was 
all a grandiose display of affection on both their parts. 
 
Whatever their reasons, The Old Man insisted Martin and Princess spend each and 
every Saturday at Snape Hall, and each and every one of those weekends Martin was 
to be found following his Grandad like a faithful spaniel, the two of them bickering and 
swearing all the while. 
 
"Cheeky little shit," The Old Man sneered. "I do not breathe down your or anyone else's 
neck." 
 
"You do so hover," came a female voice matter-of-factly. 
 
That would be Andromeda. Anyone who'd ever had The Old Man for potions could 
attest to her veracity, though. 
 
"Hermione, do I hover?" he asked. 
 
"Of course not, Grandad," came a small indignant voice. 
 
"Not you, darling; I was addressing your grandmother. Hermione, do I hover?" 
 
"Like a huge sinister hummingbird, dear." 
 
"Hmmph," was the best reply The Old Man could come up with. 
 
A not quite on-key trill of the oud began without warning. 
 
"That any better?" Martin asked. 
 
"Not noticeably," The Old Man said. "Give me that." 
 
Seti knew his father had taken the oud, because without preamble the notes became 
round and full, dropping from the strings like heavy fruit before his fingers picked up 



momentum and the music rose to crowd the air like so much smoke. With the precision 
and speed that marked the great wizards, he played on, a great black hummingbird 
indeed. Seti marvelled at his mother's talent for cutting directly to the heart of the matter. 
The Old Man's fingers, like his magic, moved quicker than the eye could see. His only 
limitations were set by the speed at which his neurons fired, the chemical reaction 
imposing a limit no witch or wizard could surpass. 
 
Without thinking, Seti had stopped painting and turned round to watch The Old Man. 
 
His eyes flicked to Martin. The boy's face betrayed a look of unabashed adoration. His 
golden-brown hair, which tended to float around his face like so many clouds, had been 
pulled back with a length of black ribbon. The boy's huge dark eyes and serious dark 
brows, like the wings of twin crows, were identical to Lady Snape's. The corners of The 
Great Snape's mouth were strikingly curled. The old bugger was smiling at the boy. 
 
With a pop, a twang, and a screech, a string broke and The Old Man bellowed, "Fuck!" 
and a breath later, "Reparo!" 
 
"Language!" Lady Snape called from across the room. 
 
"In any event, a taqsim should sound something like that," the Old Man said with a 
frown. "If you put half the effort into practising that you devote to burying yourself in 
inferior novels, you should be able to teach your own children to play one day. Children, 
I hasten to add, your grandmother and I would prefer were legitimate." 
 
"He's only a child," Lady Snape called out, as if by rote. 
 
"Nonetheless," The Great Snape said, "we would not have you do as your father has 
done. Marrying a powerful, virtuous witch and producing children who will one day be a 
credit to the family is every wizard's duty." 
 
The sanctimonious old sod fixed his eyes on Seti. Internally the painter cursed himself 
for taking his eyes off his sitters and attracting The Old Man's attention. 
 
"Why don't you have children yet? You have had ample time to produce at least one," 
The Great Snape said in the sort of sour tones Seti associated with the potions class. 
 
"We've been over this. We don't have children because we don't want them," Seti 
answered. He noticed Wang Mu busying herself in a far corner playing "boo" with little 
Persephone. He felt fairly martyred. Shouldn't she be tormented by The Old Man as 
well? It was only fair. But no, The Old Man always went easier on girls. Some things 
refused to change; his father was one of them. 
 
"You are under the impression you don't want children because you occasionally find 
other people's children tiresome," The Old Man said, giving a quick glance around the 
room. Ptolemy's gaggle of daughters were more energetic than the average circus 



troupe. 
 
"No, I know I don't want children because I enjoy being selfish and having my wife's 
undivided..." Seti said, starting to get annoyed. 
 
The Old Man cut in quickly. "A wizard without children AND A WIFE" -- he cast his eyes 
meaningfully at Thales, who was, for once, actually there -- "is like a rudderless ship 
moving aimlessly through life, or worse, a perpetual adolescent." 
 
"Just because one choice is best for you, Dad,  
doesn't mean it's best for everyone," Thales said with a lazy smirk. "Even if I did ask 
Beryl to marry me, she'd never say yes. Besides which, we couldn't live together for 
more than a week at a time without one of us committing a violent act." 
 
"Rubbish," The Old Man said. "The witch is a whore. All you've to do is offer sufficient 
remuneration, and she's yours." 
 
"It's not that simple, Dad," Thales groaned. 
 
"Of course it is," The Old Man said. "And you, Seti..." 
 
"Wang Mu and I are too busy for children, Dad, honest," Seti said desperately. 
 
"Perhaps you could find time for reproduction if I offered to pay you," 
 
The Old Man snorted. 
 
"I'm going to have a baby. I suppose that will take some of the pressure off the two of 
you to make good," came a high clear voice. 
 
Seti found himself looking around to see who had said that. He blinked; no, couldn't be. 
 
Nefer?!? 
 
His sister Nefer, their father's favourite, had finally yielded to some poor idiot. 
 
Seti's blood ran cold in his veins. He wondered exactly how long it would be before the 
nincompoop was dead. There was no question about whether The Old Man would kill 
him, only whether his mum would take part in the cover-up. 
 
In seconds, the room went maddeningly silent. 
 
"Who is responsible?" The Great Snape said, each word bitten off with bitter precision. 
 
"I am," Uncle Harry volunteered with steely resolve. 
 



"I understand, Potter, that it was to you I gave responsibility for Nefer's well-being. 
Therefore you do bear a certain culpability. I also know it is impossible to keep constant 
vigilance when a witch is particularly foolish and wilful. Tell me the dead man's name, 
and I may consider allowing you some part in extracting... satisfaction," The Great 
Snape said, no longer the lax if cranky old gentleman. His white-streaked hair fell back 
from his face to reveal nothing but cold wrath. 
 
"I am. It was me. I am the father of Nefer's baby. I did it," Harry said, his jaw set hard. 
 
Silence reigned for several moments; either that or Seti went into shock, as both were 
possible. Regardless, the next thing he knew his mother was screaming, "Get the 
children out of here, NOW!" 

 
 
Across the enormous room, Hermione had been enjoying a contented afternoon when 
she heard her daughter's words, and her attention snapped into focus. Nefer was 
pregnant, Harry was an idiot, and it would take all she had to keep her husband from 
doing something very stupid in the immediate future. 
 
She looked at the three of them. 
 
Severus was standing very still, his wand drawn. The day she had feared since she 
eleven years old had finally come. Severus and Harry were having it out. The two most 
powerful wizards living in England were very close to duelling. 
 
Hermione saw Harry facing his opponent with the famous phoenix feather wand pointed 
deadly and true, grim and unmoving. This man was what her daughter wanted? This 
thinning hair and thickening middle? This wizard with a mad spinning eye and hands 
like a thirteen-year-old girl? Hermione was not overjoyed to have her long-time 
suspicions confirmed, but at thirty-two years of age her daughter was more than old 
enough to know what she wanted. 
 
There were worse wizards in the world than Harry Potter. 
 
"Et tu Potter, you little shit?" Severus said. "I should have known better than to trust the 
son of James Potter." 
 
"Give it a rest, Snape," Harry said, warning clear in his voice. "This isn't about you; this 
is about Nefer and me." 
 
"Are you asking me to believe you didn't have a good laugh over finally getting one over 
on old Snape?" Severus said with a sneer. "Having my daughter under my own roof? 
Tell me, did she call you 'Uncle Harry' while you were..." 
 
"Don't be obscene," Harry said, mirroring his expression. 
 



"I thought you were my friend," Severus said the sneer gone, sheer frosty rage falling 
over him as he pointed his wand straight at Harry's chest. 
 
"I am your friend," Harry said, his own wand never wavering. 
 
Hermione did the only thing she could do, the thing she would never do in her right 
mind: she stepped between them. 
 
"I'm certain if we all take a deep breath and calm down..." she said in her most firm but 
pleasant voice. 
 
"Get out of the way, Hermione," Severus hissed. 
 
"I don't want you doing something you'll regret later," she said. 
 
"The only thing I regret is taking this traitor into the bosom of my family," Severus said. 
 
"Put down your wand, dear," she said slowly. Looking into her husband's black 
insensate eyes, she worried he was past reasoning with. With infinite care, she slowly 
drew her own wand from her sleeve. 
 
Severus' lips pursed for an instant. "Forgive me," he whispered before bellowing 
"Expelliarmus!" sending Hermione and her wand flying backward in different directions. 
Her head knocked uncomfortably against a chair leg. 
 
"Dad!" Nefer rebuked him. 
 
This was succeeded by a shout of "Incendio" from Severus followed by Harry's quick 
scream of "Protego!" 
 
Severus was startlingly fast, but Harry was a seasoned Auror and managed to shield 
himself. It was close, though. Very close. The scent of burnt hair hung in the air. 
 
Severus raised his wand again, a very wicked sort of mirth taking hold of his features. 
 
Hermione studied the two of them, trying to decide what course to take. 
 
They both had murder in their eyes. She gave up her faint hope that her friend would 
not answer her husband curse for curse. It was true that wizards only grew in power as 
they aged, but Harry was more practised. To tell the truth, she feared neither of them 
had an advantage over the other. That sort of thing could lead to serious consequences 
for both of them. 
 
She caught Nefer's eye and saw her daughter's wand raised ever so slightly. Her own 
wand glided silently toward her, the long way around the room behind the combatants' 
backs. 



 
"I don't want to hurt you, Snape," Harry said. 
 
"I can't say the same, Potter," Severus answered. 
 
"Daddy, I never meant things to..." Nefer said, her eyes wide, an unfamiliar look on her 
face, one it took Hermione a moment to properly name as fear. 
 
"Silence!" Severus screamed. "Petrificus Totalus!" and with no warning aimed his wand 
straight at Harry. Then Harry, who had made a horrible mistake by looking at Nefer 
instead, fell board-like on the floor. The expression on her husband's face reminded her 
of nothing so much as her old Potions master. 
 
Her wand hung uselessly in the air for a minute as Nefer was distracted by the 
commotion, but within seconds it dropped quietly to the floor, still half a room away. 
 
"Stop it! I'll never forgive you --" Nefer screeched but it was no use, as Severus was 
beyond hearing anyone outside the confines of his own skull. 
 
Hermione stood against the wall at an utter loss. It was easy for her to forget sometimes 
what an unmitigated bastard her husband could be, and when he felt wronged, as he 
did now, his rage was almost impossible to contain. Later, he might grudgingly admit he 
could have handled the situation better, but that wasn't much help at the moment. 
 
He was hurling curses at the father of his grandchild. The Fool. From a purely practical 
perspective his actions were questionable, but from a moral vantage point, they were 
unspeakable. What was she supposed to do with him? 
 
"No! No! Stop!" Nefer screamed. 
 
Hermione contemplated her next act as Severus walked  
to stand over Harry, to gloat no doubt. She prayed he was coming close to gloat, and 
not deliver torture and death where he could see every nuance of his victim's pain. She 
was still carefully waiting for the perfect moment to dash for her wand when Harry 
shocked her, and apparently Severus as well, by grasping hold of her husband's 
voluminous robes, knocking Severus off-balance and sending him to the floor. 
 
There was first one sharp crack of splintering wood and then another as the two of them 
tussled. Hermione couldn't bring herself to believe what that might mean. 
 
The two rolled. Hermione saw slivers of holly wood mixed indiscriminately with ebony on 
the floor, and a brilliant red feather wound round with a long single white hair. Unicorn. 
No wonder he'd never told her what sort of core his wand had. 
 
Harry's famous wand smashed to bits, and Severus' poor neglected wand with it. It was 
a bit much to take in. 



 
Nefer was shouting a long string of profanities. Hermione, though, breathed a sigh of 
relief. 
 
While the two of them had their wands, there was a real danger they would destroy 
themselves and each other. Now they were unarmed, the entire situation had gone from 
deadly to childish. She wondered if she might be wise to allow them to get it out of their 
system once and for all. Severus was unquestionably stronger, but Harry was smaller, 
more agile, better able to use Severus' size against him. They might be very angry, but 
neither of them hated the other. This was not like the incident with Severus' father. At 
least she hoped it wasn't. 
 
She watched as Harry's doubled fist struck a quick blow to Severus' gut, and Severus 
winced before retaliating with a punch to the side of Harry's face that sent his all-seeing-
eye flying across the room. 
 
Severus' nose was bleeding, and Harry had a thin stream of red running from his 
swollen lower lip. 
 
Hermione had half a mind to grab them both by the ear and send them to their rooms 
without supper. If they could act like a couple of ten-year-old boys, she could bloody 
well treat them as their behaviour warranted. 
 
Hermione had risen when she heard an exasperated voice intone, "Aquam Defundo," 
and an enormous floating bucket, which had not previously existed, upended itself, 
soaking the two sorry pugilists to the bone. 
 
Quickly, Harry and Severus separated. Harry wiped the blood from his mouth with the 
back of his hand and swallowed hard. Severus, being Severus, simply spat foamy blood 
on the floor. 
 
"I should have known," Harry said bitterly. "I should have known you'd never accept me. 
No matter how I try, I'm never quite good enough for you, Snape." 
 
"Bollocks," Severus said with a sniff. "You were my friend, and you betrayed me." 
 
"I know you're a wanker, Snape, but even wankers have a kind word for their friends 
from time to time. You've never once granted me so much as a 'Good bloody morning, 
Potter.' No, all I get day in, day out, is, 'Hmmph, you still hanging about, Potter?'" 
 
"Is that what this is about? You seduced my daughter because you take issue with my 
morning salutation? Have you any idea how many times I have spoken to your wife in 
attempt to get her to take you back? I took you into my home, you moron. You find fault 
with my WORDS while taking my deeds for granted," Severus snarled and sniffed 
simultaneously, his nose continuing to bleed. 
 



"He didn't seduce me, Daddy, I've been trying to tell you. It was me. I practically forced 
him," Nefer said, her brow wrinkled to match her father's. 
 
Severus snorted in disbelief. 
 
"I did. I cornered him in my kitchen while he was filling out forms, and I spelled his robes 
off," Nefer insisted. 
 
Severus clamped his hands over his ears. "Please, I do not need any more details than 
I already have. It is enough that you are... in the condition to which you earlier alerted 
me." 
 
"You mean pregnant?" Nefer smirked gleefully. 
 
Harry appeared to be doing all he could not to smile, but his battered face was 
decidedly smug. 
 
Severus winced and shuddered simultaneously. 
 
Hermione shook her head, unsure whether she was more amused or disgusted. 
 
"You two do realise, of course, that your wands are broken?" she said, folding her arms. 
 
"Fuck!" Severus and Harry said, clutching their heads in unison. 

 
 
Somewhere in Nefer's eighth month of pregnancy, the Minister of Magic granted a 
divorce to Harry Potter and Ginevra Weasley-Potter. 
 
Out of sheer obstinance, Nefer Snape chose not to accept Harry's proposal, preferring 
instead to live with him outside the law in her flat in Knockturn Alley. 

 
 
The child was registered with the Office of Wizarding Statistics under the name Severus 
James Snape. It may be noted the boy's grandfather protested loudly and profanely at 
the parents' choice of a middle name. The grandmother was said to have chuckled and 
offered her husband his hashish pipe. 

 

Tyger! Tyger!: Epilogue 
 

by Bloodcult of Freud 
 
The Defence Against the Dark Arts Professor stood before the enormous painting 
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overlooking the great lobby at the Ministry of Magic. It was wildly inaccurate. 
 
Albus Dumbledore told him there was once a fountain in the lobby, but now it was only a 
seating area. You were supposed to be looking up at the painting. To be fair, even if it 
was wrong, it was a very good painting. 
 
It made the DADA instructor wistful that Albus Dumbledore was only a name to the 
current generation of Wizarding Britain. They could stand to have a fellow like that 
about. Everybody could. He was certainly no exception. 
 
At least the wizard could remember him vividly still: flowing white beard, impossibly blue 
eyes, endless supplies of lemon drops, and always the perfect nonsense word for the 
occasion. 
 
Or did he remember him? Did he remember him as he was, or had his brain lost details 
over the years until he had been rendered with the most important details wrong? Like 
the painting, did he suffer from nostalgia for an age that hadn't existed? 
 
He looked at the painting again. It was moving. It was executed with passionate 
intensity. 
 
But it was wrong. 
 
Still, if he had painted it himself, he wondered if he would have done it differently. 
 
He watched the eternally repeating tableau of the heroes of Voldemort's final defeat. 
 
Harry Potter, looking impossibly young and strong and brave, walking down the steps 
triumphantly, when by his own account he stumbled out the chamber and vomited for 
three quarters of an hour after he saved the wizarding world. He was depicted 
embracing Dumbledore with the tears of a young hero. In truth, it took Harry two years 
before he spoke more than three words to the old man. 
 
Ronald Weasley. 
 
Who sat on the Wizengamot. 
 
Of whom the DADA Master's father was heard to remark, "If he could string two 
sentences together without sounding like he was suffering from a CONFUNDUS charm, 
he'd be head of the court instead of you, my dear." 
 
Unlike that day, in this painting Ron Weasley wasn't passed out on the floor, his face 
green. Instead he sat young and grim, lifted to his feet by Harry, over and over, to stand 
at his side. 
 
Headmistress McGonagall wasn't there in the tableau. Neither was Professor 



Longbottom. In fact, of all those who'd taken part in the final battle, the artist had painted 
only five. 
 
It went without saying he got the DADA Master's parents all wrong. 
 
Instead of being covered with vomit and whisked away by medi-witches from St. 
Mungo's, his father looked only slightly dishevelled and leaned on his mother's arm. 
 
Seriously, he'd seen the wizard with worse hangovers. 
 
That left his mother. 
 
For whatever reason, the artist didn't paint her in her school robes, as she was almost 
certainly dressed for the great battle. No, he painted her in the sort of simple grey wool 
gown he remembered from his childhood, looking impossibly grown up for an eighteen-
year-old, even an eighteen-year-old Hermione Snape. No, Hermione Granger. 
 
He was going senile. Prematurely senile at the tender age of seventy. 
 
Had the painter done that intentionally, so he could paint the couple romantically without 
making the whole thing too unseemly? It would have been fairly scandalous to have his 
father in his professorial robes snogging a girl in knee socks, wouldn't it? Of course he 
could have just painted the truth: Harry Potter and Severus Snape weeping and puking, 
Ron Weasley passed out, Albus Dumbledore restraining the remaining Death Eaters, 
and a teenaged Hermione Granger tending the injured and shouting orders at anyone 
who would listen. Too messy and muddled to inspire much beyond the urge to look 
away. 
 
At least the way Professor Longbottom told the story, it was more chaotic. 
 
He tended to believe Professor Longbottom. 
 
Even if the part about Harry staggering out of the Chamber of Secrets with his father in 
his arms was hard to swallow. If his parents had stood on the front steps of the school 
looking at each other all starry-eyed, he was sure Neville would have mentioned it. 
 
A couple making the best of an arranged marriage and falling in love slowly did not 
make for high drama, he supposed. At least that was what he imagined happened; any 
suggestion they had shared so much as a pleasant conversation before they were 
married was always met with indignation on both their parts. Beyond that, his parents 
were frustratingly tight-lipped. 
 
He was certain there had been no torrid illicit romance between the double agent and 
the schoolgirl, even if he held them a matched set in his mind. Inseparable. 
 
He was no different from the painter, he supposed. 



 
He couldn't see the old school photos of his mother as a girl without expecting the tiny 
figure, dwarfed by her own hair, to put her hands on her hips and start upbraiding the 
lonely flutter of black on the other side of the group photo. Either that or kiss his cheek 
and make him blush, despite the fact that not once in any of those old photos did the 
potions master turn and cast that familiar look of longing across the sea of heads 
between them. 
 
It was a quantum universe. Experience bore out the opinion he had been fed as a child: 
the future was wide open. Prophecy was nothing but an exercise in statistics. Anything 
could and often did happen. 
 
That wild-haired little girl could have been perfectly content to marry one of her 
classmates. His father's proposal hadn't been the only one she'd received. To hear 
Longbottom tell it, wizards were practically crawling over the bodies of their fallen 
comrades to have at her. He did suspect his colleague's view might be coloured in that 
regard. 
 
That wizard in black, holding himself stiffly apart from the rest of the scene, could have 
easily spent the rest of his long life in solitude. The Professor could not bring himself to 
imagine his father with another witch. 
 
In any event, none of it was preordained. Nothing was preordained. Voldemort could 
have won. To imagine otherwise would be to reckon struggle meaningless. 
 
Love was not an irresistible force. It was a decision, an action. 
 
Or "Fate is for weak-willed imbeciles," as his father would say. 
 
Life was constructed out of things you made. Out of effort. Decision. Work. What 
stretched between his parents was an edifice on the order of Hogwarts Castle, hiding 
mirrors of Erised, tall towers for snogging, warm cosy dungeons, and an unspoken 
number of Rooms of Requirement, even a boggart or two. 
 
Perhaps a Chamber of Secrets lay beneath their love as well, but he doubted it. If it did, 
it was no one's concern but their own. 
 
He stared hard at the painting again. Even though it was factually wrong, it felt right. All 
its lies were true lies. If Severus Snape didn't steady himself on Hermione Granger that 
particular day, he did it on enough others that on some level it was the truth. If she didn't 
love him on the day the Dark Lord died, she loved him for enough days afterwards. 
Loved him still. Perhaps that was the purpose of art and memory, to press the prosaic 
coal of experience into diamonds of truth. His father would probably call the whole thing 
a "load of puerile emotionalism," either that or "scrofulous dog shit" depending on his 
mood. Not that the old man couldn't wax poetic with the best of them; he simply had 
little patience for anyone else's philosophy. 



 
He leaned in close, eyeing the signature. Seti. Just Seti -- no Snape. He reckoned he 
did that just to blister the old man. 
 
The Defence Against the Dark Arts Professor was mulling it all over when he heard a 
loud "ahem" from the cracked door. 
 
"Professor Snape? You're on." 

 
 
He surveyed the audience of distinguished witches and wizards. Was it more or less 
nerve-wracking to speak at your appointment as Headmaster of one the great schools 
of witchcraft and wizardry when your parents were Severus and Hermione Snape? 
 
The progenitors in question sat side-by-side behind the dais. He saw his mother's small 
hand engulfed by his father's. Her wild cloud of grey hair would have been infringing on 
his personal space were she anyone else. 
 
On his father's right side sat his namesake, Severus James. He was a small wizard, 
shorter and slighter even than Harry. He'd got his height from his grandmother, Thales 
suspected. He had the unmistakable Snape family nose demanding a disproportionate 
amount of room in his small Potterish face, and Potter's brilliant green eyes under the 
potions master's heavy slanted lids. The real surprise was the corona of brown curls 
that surrounded his face like the halo of the most unlikely of angels. On the other side of 
Severus James was his own Martin, his long hair not unlike his cousin's. He still 
resembled no one so much as Lady Snape. 
 
Beside Hermione sat Wang Mu and Seti, as perfectly primped and coifed as ever, works 
of art in and of themselves. 
 
In the audience sat Nefer and Harry, their backs to the wall, like the old Aurors they 
were. At the front were Ptolemy and Andy, dead centre of two solid rows of piercing 
eyes, black-brown and the occasional blue, and noses -- great and hooked and small 
and upturned, and hair -- red, black, and sable, lank, wavy, and curly beyond reason -- 
and every other possible permutation of Hermione Granger and Severus Snape their 
children and grandchildren had been able to produce. 
 
He picked Princess out in the crowd of family, accompanied by the wizard of the week, 
but Beryl would sooner be Crucio'd than attend something like this. 
 
He supposed eventually history would rewrite today as well. People would remember he 
was the youngest Headmaster in two hundred and fifty years and forget the whispers 
that chalked the appointment up to rampant favouritism, nepotism, and every nefarious 
manipulation short of Imperio'ing of the entire Wizengamot. 
 
He wondered what history would make of him and Beryl. Either it would erase her or 



turn her into a wife. Now THAT was scrofulous dog shit. History liked things simple, 
when in fact people and their doings were endlessly complex and variable. No matter 
how many colours you began always with, future generations would do their best to 
render you in black and white. 
 
He cleared his throat and grinned. "For those of you in the crowd who aren't blood 
relations, I'd like to introduce myself. My name is Thales Severus Antonio Propertius 
Drusus Nero Snape, and apparently you people have lost your minds and named me 
Headmaster of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry." 
 
There were sounds of amusement ranging from snickers to guffaws. 
 
"He's as bad as Dumbledore ever was," his father muttered less quietly than he might 
have. 
 
"I would like to thank those of you responsible for my presence here today. The 
Wizengamot for the appointment; my parents, Lord and Lady Snape for the obvious; 
and, ultimately, I owe thanks to the Great Albus Dumbledore for coercing my parents 
into marriage in the first place. He once told me that when he made the initial 
suggestion my father marry Hermione Granger, my father countered with the suggestion 
he fellate a goat." Thales paused, hoping he wasn't met with stunned silence. 
 
He was. 
 
"Of course," he added genially, "that was before my mother tamed him. From what I 
hear, my father was not always the gentle soul he is today." 
 
Behind him he heard the tiniest titter of a giggle. 
 
It was coming from his mother. 
 
Seconds later, his father threw back his head and roared with laughter. Only then did 
the rest of the audience dare follow suit. 
 
 
Fin. 

 


