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Chapter 1: The Determined Apprentice

Hermione Granger sat basking in the sunlight on Diagon Alley with a bowl of Florean Fortescue's peppermint ice cream. With the heat and humidity of midsummer London,
she hadn't been able to resist when she passed by the ice cream shop. She tutted fitfully as she glanced at her watch. Her two best friends were ten minutes late.

"Bloody typical," she muttered under her breath.



She, Harry and Ron had agreed to meet for some lunch and shopping. Ron and Harry were on a short break before starting their third and final year of Auror training. They

hardly got to spend any time together because of their busy schedules. And since her parents had convinced, or rather 'guilted,' her into taking time away from her adopted
world to help them with their dental practice, she didn't get a chance to go in to the wizarding world as often as she would like.

Finally, she spotted a mop of flaming red hair followed closely by a messy dark head. Harry and Ron beamed at her as they approached the shop. In her most teacher-like
voice she glared and said, "When will the two of you grow up and learn to be on time?" When they only grinned more widely at her, she couldn't help but smile warmly at
them.

"All right then, Professor," teased Ron, "if you're done giving us a lecture on maturity and punctuality, do you mind if we go get something to eat? I'm bloody starving."
Harry and Hermione laughed. "Ron," Harry chimed in, "you always say you're starving." The three friends chuckled as they headed towards the Leaky Cauldron.

They entered the pub and quickly found a table at the back. "So, how have you two been? | haven't seen you both in ages. Still enjoying training?" Hermione asked as she
tucked in to her corned beef sandwich, which Ron was eyeing with disgust.

"It's going really great. We're still learning loads of cool stuff," said Harry around mouthfuls of his pastrami on rye.

"Yeah," agreed Ron enthusiastically. "We really are learning a lot. And check this out!" Ron pulled up the sleeve of his robes to show off a nasty red scar surrounded by
purple and yellow bruises.

"Ouch, Ron! That looks like it hurts!" Hermione exclaimed with a grimace.

"Yeah, it smarted a bit. It's from a hex that hit me during one of our combat simulations. Pretty wicked, eh? | bet after we're done with training I'll be able to get loads of girls
with the story of how | got this scar!" Hermione rolled her eyes as Harry laughed.

After eating, they set about their shopping. Hermione coaxed the boys into spending an hour in Flourish and Blotts. They paid her back by dragging her in to Quality
Quidditch Supplies. She had to bribe both boys by buying them ice cream to get them to leave.

As they left Harry turned to Hermione and asked, "So, Hermione, have you decided what you want to do about an apprenticeship?"

Hermione gave a loud "Humph," and a slight scowl crossed her face. "No, | haven't decided yet," she said with more than a little annoyance in her voice. "l only agreed to
go home to make up for all the time | spent away from Mum and Dad while at Hogwarts, but now Mum is determined for me to stay. I'm also finding that it's difficult to get an
apprenticeship when you've graduated two years ago. Not to mention | still just can't decide which field | want to specialise in."

"l always thought you'd go in to something like Arithmancy or Ancient Runes. You seemed to love those two subjects when we were at school," Harry offered supportively.

Hermione just sighed. "Yes, | really did love those subjects. The problem is that the number of careers available is surprisingly limited. | mean, besides working for
Gringotts or teaching, there aren't any remotely challenging or interesting careers in either field, and I'm really not interested in either of those."

"Always looking for a challenge, aren't you?" teased Harry with a grin. Hermione gave him a reproving look before smiling back at him as they continued down the street.

"Well, if it's a challenge you want then think about this logically," Ron said taking on an uncharacteristically serious tone. "What subject did you find the most challenging at
school?"

A pensive expression came over Hermione's face as she thought about her answer. "Well," she began slowly, "I guess Potions was probably the most challenging for me.
You can't just learn it from a book like you can other subjects. It takes intense concentration, control and talent to master it."

"Yeah," agreed Ron, "but having Snape hovering over you doesn't help with that concentration.”

"Professor Snape, Ronald." Hermione automatically chided with a sigh. Honestly, she thought to herself, when will they grow up? After all Professor Snape did to aid the
Order in defeating Voldemort you would think they would see that he is an honourable man...and a very brave and intelligent one. All three of us would be dead if not for

the invaluable information he gathered while putting his life on the line as a spy. She shook her head to rid it of such fruitless thoughts, as they continued in a
companionable silence down the crowded street.

Suddenly, an idea hit Hermione. She inwardly berated herself for not thinking of this before. Of course! It made perfect sense. She could study a very challenging subject
which had a vast array of career opportunities attached to it and she would study under one of the most talented Potions masters in England, if not all of Europe. And to top
it off, she would get to return to Hogwarts!

Now, all she had to do was convince Harry and Ron how much merit the idea had. Even scarier, and possibly harder, she would have to convince Professor Snape. Yes,
she would convince him somehow. He owed her this after all the years of cruel remarks and general rudeness she had endured in his classes.

She had tried hard to prove herself a worthy student, yet he never once let up in his criticism of her and her work in the classroom, even when her work was perfedtVhich
it almost always was, she thought smugly.

Besides, it wouldn't be all that bad. While higher education took years in the Muggle world, it was much different in the wizarding world. Apprenticeships usually only took
about one year. And since there were no such things as universities in the wizarding world, it was considered an honour to be accepted as someone's apprentice. Most
witches and wizards chose not to continue their education after seven years at school. With the exception of a few careers, such as being an Auror or Healer, it was not
considered necessary to do any training in a specific field. A Potions apprenticeship, especially under Professor Snape, would ensure that she could get any job she
desired.

The one flaw in this, of course, was the master with whom she wished to study. She knew he thought her an annoying thorn in his side and he had never been kind to her.
She also knew that her being best friends with the boy he hated more than anyone alive, now that Voldemort was dead, did not bode well for her. If she could convince him,

she knew he would make her life as difficult as he could. Hell, she thought, / put up with him in class for seven years. How bad could one more year really be?

She decided right then and there to send an owl to him later that evening, requesting a meeting with him to discuss an apprenticeship the following weellt wouldn't do to
surprise him by just showing up unannounced, she thought. She would not take "No" for an answer, no matter what he would require to accept her as his apprentice. A
slightly evil glint came into her eyes. Professor Snape would never know what hit him when he met with her.
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Severus sighed as he looked over the two parchments for the hundredth time since he had received them the previous morning. One was from the wizarding solicitor who
handled the Snape family estate, and the other from St. Mungo's. Both put him in a very irritated mood.

It seemed that his father, in a posthumous, yet vicious blow to his son, had irrevocably set the terms of his will in an attempt to ensure that Severus would never get his
rightful inheritance. He had been trying for several months to find a way to circumvent the added stipulations with no progress. The wizarding solicitor had written to advise
him that the last, and final, attempt had failed.

His father knew he had willingly chosen the solitary life of a bachelor. He had never even considered having a family as his life as a Death-Eater-turned-spy had never
been conducive to family life. Now, two years after that bloody Potter brat had finally managed to hold up his end of the prophecy by destroying the Dark Lord, he feared he



might be too old and set in his ways to seriously consider having a family.

His father knew all of this, even though they hadn't spoken since Severus was nineteen years old. At least they hadn't spoken directly. He wasn't foolish enough to think
that his father never kept tabs on him. So, his father decided to play one last cruel joke on his son, after he died. When Severus had learnt of his father's untimely, only
because it took too bloody long, demise, he had initially felt a glimmer of hope. He knew that, as the last of the Snapes, the family's significant fortune would be all his for
the taking. He could retire and do the research he had wanted to do for years.

That euphoria had lasted until the solicitor sent him a copy of his father's last will and testament. It appeared that for Severus to inherit even a single Knut from his father's
vault, a direct heir must be produced. It did not specify he had to marry, but simply the child must have Snape blood. He would have considered adoption were it not for that
stipulation, but the will made it very clear that the child had to be Severus' biological child. That meant he would have to father a baby.

The prevailing problem here was with whom. He had lived in a self-imposed celibacy since the Dark Lord's reappearance. He hadn't wished to subject any woman to the
life he was forced to lead.

Convinced that no woman would want to marry someone with his past history as a Death Eater, he had done the only thing he thought would allow him to meet the
requirements of the will. He had visited the fertility clinic located in St. Mungo's to look into the possibility of finding a woman to be a surrogate for his child.

After studying the countless parchments detailing every woman registered with the Surrogacy Service, he had requested meetings with over a dozen of what he believed
to be the best witches. Several had refused to meet him when they found out he was single. He had interviewed all of the rest.

Two, whom he had not recognised from his tenure at Hogwarts, had been complete dunderheads incapable of intellectual conversation. Three he had found excessively
annoying when they berated him with questions about how he was going to raise a child on his own. One had looked at him in terror and fled when he unintentionally
revealed the Dark Mark on his arm. Two had walked out of the interview in a huff when he demanded to know their scores from their N.E.W.Ts.

However, the last one, his final chance, he had held out a little hope for. She had been young, intelligent with slightly above average scores on her N.E.W.Ts and didn't
seem all that annoying. However, the parchment from St. Mungo's was to inform him that she had decided she couldn't adhere to the terms he demanded. He refused to
compromise. If he were going to have a child, it would be under his own terms and no one else's!

He cursed as he threw the damned parchments into the fire. Damn his miserable father'He did this on purpose Severus thought. He wanted Severus to spend the rest of
his life knowing the fortune was just sitting there. His father believed that not even the possibility of a vault filled with Galleons along with the several accompanying estates
would be enough to make Severus want a child, but he would not let his father best him in death. He refused to be denied what should be rightfully his, no matter what the
cost.

He left his quarters to attend breakfast in the Great Hall, in a flurry of black robes. He entered from the side door and took his usual seat at the Head Tabld.will prove

Father wrong, he mumbled under his breath. He would not give up yet. That money was rightfully his and he would get it. He had survived years being a spy against the
most evil Dark wizard of all time. How much more difficult could it be to handle a child? After all, now that the Dark Lord was gone, he didn't have to worry quite so much
about how he would keep a child safe.

He bid a terse, "Good morning" to his colleagues, as he added eggs and toast onto his plate. The other professors, used to his less than cheerful demeanour, were
unfazed by the curt greeting. The Headmaster actually appeared amused by it. Ignoring Professor McGonagall's attempts to rouse him out of his temper and into a
conversation, he let his thoughts wander back to his predicament.

He was sick of teaching, but his Gringotts vault was pitifully low with the meagre stipend he received as a professor. He had enough to survive, but without the family
inheritance he had little hope of retiring before he was one hundred and eighty. With the inheritance, however, he and his child could have a peaceful and quiet life, far
away from Hogwarts, in one of the spacious manor houses his family owned but currently sat vacant. He wouldn't have to teach these damn dunderheads any more.

Besides, it wasn't like having an heir to carry on the Snape name would necessarily be a terrible thing. Perhaps his heir could restore the honour that the name Snape once
held. He could teach his child to appreciate beauty and desire knowledge. He would prevent his child from making the same mistakes he had. He would be a better father
than his father had been.

Just as he started to push his still full plate away, unable to eat due to the muddled thoughts rolling around in his head, the morning post arrived. An unfamiliar brown owl
swooped into the Great Hall and carefully landed with its leg outstretched in front of him. Curious, and brought out of his distracted thoughts momentarily, he carefully
reached for the parchment attached to the owl's leg. He automatically sniffed it for any detectable hint of poison and used his wand to check for any signs of Dark Magic.
You don't spend years as a spy without learning to be cautious he mused. When he was convinced there was nothing malevolent about the parchment, he meticulously
broke the seal and unrolled it.

What he read made his heart stop. What did the foolish girl think she was playing at? She was asking, no telling, him to meet with her to discuss her becoming his
apprentice. Ha! He thought. You are deceived, Miss Granger, if you think this is even an option. | have never taken an apprentice and | certainly don't want one now, and
certainly not one who would be as bothersome as you.

It was a sense of morbid curiosity that led him to finish reading the letter. It seemed Miss Granger had opted not to continue her studies after leaving Hogwarts, which
admittedly surprised him, and was quite adamant about taking on an apprenticeship now. Using the skills he had developed as a spy to read between the lines, he could
sense she was desperate. She had even gone so far as to mention her willingness to accept whatever terms he demanded in exchange for his tutelage.

"Hmmm®", he purred. This could be interesting. She would do anything?He would only have to put up with her for a year. Shorter, perhaps, if she learnt quickly enough,
which he knew she could.

Suddenly, a light went on his head. Nine months could be plenty of time for someone like Miss Granger to learn all he could teach her. Besides, if she agreed to the
conditions he had in mind, it could end up taking closer to a year anyway. It was not uncommon for a magical conception to take several attempts before resulting in
pregnancy.

Well, she certainly wasn't whom he would have freely chosen to bear him an heir, but he supposed she would do just fine. After all, he admitted begrudgingly, the girl did
get good grades in school and demonstrated much natural talent. Surely a child with her genes, as well as his, would have an astounding intellect and be quite powerful. Of
course, he would not even consider letting her be a part of his child's life, regardless of the fact that it would, in fact, be just as much hers. The very idea of spending the
rest of his life tied down to that annoying witch made him shudder. No, she would simply spend the time during the pregnancy being taught the art of potion making. Then,
once the child was born, he would recommend her for her Mastery in Potions. After that she would leave and never darken his doorstep again.

He had told all of the women he interviewed at St. Mungo's that they would be required to live with him. He needed to make sure they were properly caring fais child. He
had also adamantly held that once the child was born, they were to disappear completely. He would hold Miss Granger to the same standard.

Too caught up in his thoughts to eat or pay attention to any of the conversation that the other professors were trying to wrangle him into, he abruptly rose from his seat,
leaving the Great Hall to return to his chambers. He had some planning to do. He needed to ensure all necessary stipulations were in writing without leaving a loophole to
back out of. It had to be iron clad.

He knew that her damned Gryffindor morals would not let her accept the idea of having a child and then leaving it easily. He would have to use her desperation to his
advantage. He needed to appeal to her love of a challenge to get her to agree to the apprenticeship, without challenging his requirements. It would take all of his Slytherin
cunning to get her to sign the apprenticeship contract he would write for her. An evil smirk crossed his face. Miss Granger would never know what hit her when she showed
up.
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Chapter 2: Negotiation

Hermione awoke with a yawn and gently removed the orange ball of fur that was her cat, Crookshanks, from her chest. She climbed out of bed, stretching as she made her
way to the loo. She had slept a little later than normal. However, her parents didn't need her at their office today, so a short lie in wouldn't hurt. She quickly showered,
dressed, and headed down to the kitchen to make herself some breakfast.

As she sat down with her plate of eggs, bacon and toast, she heard a soft but persistent tap on the kitchen window. That could only be the sound of an owl attempting to
make a delivery. Since she had just seen the boys (as she often referred to Harry and Ron), she figured it couldn't possibly be them writing to her. With a puzzled
expression, she got up to open the window. She took the parchment from the owl's leg, gasping loudly as she read the letter.

Ms. Granger,

I am intrigued by your request to become an apprentice with me. If you wish to discuss this matter and the possible terms for said apprenticeship, please meet me in my
office at 9am on Thursday, August 17. If you can manage your own transport to Hogsmeade, | will send a carriage to escort you to the castle from Hogsmeade Station at
8:30. Do not be late.

Cordially,

Professor Severus Snape

She was ecstatic that Professor Snape appeared willing to consider her as an apprentice. However, she couldn't help but be astonished...and a little wary. She had braced
herself for a fight. His apparent acquiescence was somewhat alarming. Snape was not known for making things simple for anyone, especially Gryffindors. He was a
Slytherin, after all; he wouldn't have said yes if there wasn't something in it for him.

She was smart enough to decide that he must be up to something. A small shiver ran down her spine as she contemplated what the enigmatic Potions master could have
in store for her at this meeting. She would definitely need to be prepared for anything. She was determined to get him to accept, but she didn't want to get run roughshod
over either. He had risked his life for the Order, however. He had even saved her life a couple of times. Whatever he wanted couldn't possibly be all that bad...could it? A
peck on her arm brought her out of her reverie.

"Ouch! That hurt!" she reprimanded the bird. It gave an impatient hoot in response. "Well, all right. But there is no need to be so impolite about it." She gave the bird a bit of
toast then retrieved a bowl with some water. After finishing its treat, the owl flew out the window without a backwards glance at Hermione. It must be Professor Snape's
personal owl. It certainly has his temperament, she thought wryly.

She rose and began cleaning her mess from breakfast. Magic was good for a great many things, but she preferred doing housecleaning, such as washing, without magic.
She especially preferred working by hand when she needed to think. She needed to keep her hands busy to prevent the nervousness from overwhelming her. Thoughts of
her upcoming meeting with the professor continued to bother her even as she dried the dishes and returned them to the cabinets.

What would he demand in exchange for helping her obtain her Mastery in Potions? Whatever he planned, she knew she was up to the task. The Sorting Hat hadn't put her
in Gryffindor for nothing, after all. She needed to be prepared to call on all of her Gryffindor courage. She was determined that her surly former professor would not prevent
her from getting what she wanted. She had four days to mentally prepare herself for the meeting and his plans for her.
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For Hermione, Thursday couldn't get there fast enough. Time seemed to stand still. She occupied herself with reading every potions-related article, book and scrap of
paper she could get her hands on. She needed to be prepared for any questions he might ask regarding the latest developments in the field. Initially, her parents insisted
she eat meals with them, but when she continuously babbled about how excited she was about the possibility of this apprenticeship, they eventually gave up.

Hermione awoke at day break Thursday morning. She took time to review all her notes from the books and articles she had read. She also took extra time with her
appearance. She wanted him to see her as a sophisticated adult, not a nattering little girl with her hand in the air as she had been at school. She smoothed her hair into
soft ringlets as best she could before donning a knee-length navy blue skirt and crisp white button-down shirt beneath her best robes.

She Apparated to Hogsmeade station at exactly 8:27 and began searching for the promised carriage. It arrived promptly at 8:30 and took her to the front door of the castle.
She pushed the huge doors open and automatically began descending the stairway that led to the dungeons and Professor Snape's office.

As she walked through the corridors, empty due to the summer holidays, she felt a wave of nostalgia wash over her. She smiled as she thought of her many adventures
wandering these corridors with Harry and Ron. It felt so good to be back. She felt as though she were returning home. She loved the school, but she never wanted to be a
teacher. Merlin knew she did enough of that with Ron, Harry, and Neville to last a lifetime. She felt giddy at the prospect of spending just one more year at Hogwarts,
however. Forcing herself to concentrate on the task at hand, she let out a deep breath as she hesitantly knocked on the door to Professor Snape's office.



"Enter," was the curt reply. She pushed the door open before giving a nervous smile to the man sitting behind his desk as she entered.

"Good morning, sir," she said as she quietly shut the door with a softclick. She moved to stand in front of the desk, waiting for him to speak.

"Please, take a seat, Miss Granger," he said, motioning to the single chair in front of his desk. "As we both know why you are here, we shall dispense with the pleasantries.
You wish to become my apprentice, correct?"

"Yes, sir," she stated plainly, forcing herself to swallow the nervous lump in her throat.

"Very well," said Professor Snape, interrupting her thoughts. "Are you willing to accept taking my direction as your master? | will not tolerate insubordination in any respect.
If | agree to this, | expect your complete obedience. | also expect you to adhere to all the terms | require." He paused to remove a roll of parchment from the top drawer in
his desk, which he then handed to her. "This is the contract | require you to sign before | agree to teach you. Some of the terms may seem...unusual. However, | assure you
there are legitimate reasons for those requests, and | will not budge on any count. | will allow you some time now to read it so we may then openly discuss any...questions
you may have."

Forcing her nervous hand to stay steady, she reached across the desk and accepted the proffered material and unrolled it. He had already written a contract? He was
definitely up to something. She knew she needed to be very careful here.

The first half appeared reasonable. She would live at Hogwarts for one year and be under his tutelage as he taught her everything there was to know about the art of potion
making. She would also have to actively work on a research project of her own choosing, which would be submitted before The Board of Potions Masters to determine
whether she received her Mastery or not.

However, when she got to the second half her eyes became as large as saucers and she audibly gasped. "What does this second half mean, Professor?"

"Surely, Miss Granger," the Professor purred in his most silky voice, "you are intelligent enough to figure it out."

"You aren't serious about this, are you?" she asked incredulously. "Why would you wanthis? You don't even like me. Why on earth would you want to...to...well, why
would you want such a thing? And why me of all people?"

He waited for her to finish. "Miss Granger, are you familiar with wizarding customs regarding families? Specifically, are you familiar with social traditions of the upper-class
pure-blood families?"

She gave him a bewildered look before answering. "Not really. Being a Muggle-born, | have never felt the need to look into them, so | am unfamiliar with them. What does
that have to do with this?" she said waving the contract at him.

"Miss Granger, | am from a very old pure-blood family. The Snapes, at one time, were a very prestigious family in the wizarding world. However, during the last few
decades many have been killed, disgraced or simply died off. | am, unfortunately, the last of my line. As such, it is my responsibility to maintain the Snape heritage. As you
can probably surmise, witches do not storm the castle to profess their undying love for me." Hermione snorted at that, causing the Professor to pause as he glared at her.

"As | was saying," he continued, "l am not the most sought after bachelor in England, so | must consider...other means if | am to produce an heir."

"Well, that makes sense. But why now?" The dark, knowing look he gave her was all the answer needed. "Oh, | see. It wasn't safe to have a child while you were still
spying on Voldemort."

Snape winced when the last word left her lips, and she immediately regretted saying it. "Miss Granger," he hissed in his most dangerous voice, "when you agree to this
contract, | will insist that you please refrain from throwing that name around so carelessly whilst in my presence."

"Sorry," she said apologetically. "Er...so how exactly would this work? | didn't finish reading the entire contract. | mean, | know you're not proposing that we get married or
anything, so how do you propose we...er, produce this child?" she asked with nervousness in her voice.

Snape sighed loudly before explaining. "There is a clinic at St. Mungo's that specialises in fertility. There is a relatively simple procedure that would allow us to...produce a
child, as you said."

"I've not heard about this before. Is the procedure painful?" she asked.

Severus opened his mouth as if to speak, but quickly shut it again. After thinking for a moment, he finally answered. "l believe, Miss Granger, that some women do find it to
be...uncomfortable, but only negligibly so. The discomfort is usually said to be momentary. Most recover fully after a day of rest."

"That doesn't sound too bad. For a minute | was afraid you wanted to shag me or something," she said with a nervous laugh. Professor Snape, however, did not seem
amused.

"l can assure you, Miss Granger," he said with a scowl, "that | have no desire to, as you so eloquently put it, 'shag you." | simply desire you to carry a child for me so that |
may have an heir."

"What exactly do you mean by 'carry'? Will you be using a donor egg?" she asked.

"l would consider that option, Miss Granger, but unfortunately the procedure used does not work well for donated eggs. To use a donated egg, the success rate for
embryonic implantation is less than 25%, whereas the success rate increases to over 90% for the genetic mother's egg. As it stands, the procedure often takes multiple
attempts even in the best of circumstances. As you can tell, using a donor egg would only advance the chances of the conception failing, thus increasing the number of
attempts made before success is achieved. Using your own egg would make the process much quicker and easier on you as well."

"Oh," Hermione said with a startled expression on her face. "l assumed the procedure would practically guarantee success. So, let me get this straight. What you are
saying is that the child would be mine as well, then?"

Snape's mouth went into a thin line as he narrowed his eyes at her. "No, Miss Granger. Let me be perfectly clear. The child is mine alone. You would simply be a surrogate
for the child. You would carry the child while | assist you in becoming a Potions mistress. You will live across the corridor from me and take meals in the Great Hall with me.
This will allow me to ensure you are taking care of my child, which will in turn make the apprenticeship easier, as you will be well-rested and eating properly. This will also
allow you to be close to the lab that we will be using. After the child is born, your education will be over. This will leave me to raise the child myself. You will have no part in
that. No one, including, and especially, the child, will know that you are the biological mother. There is a secrecy clause in the contract which prevents you from speaking of
this to anyone."

Hermione gave him an incredulous look before responding. "And you think | would be all right with that? You think | could allow a child to grow in me, give birth and then
just leave, pretending it had never happened? And that | would never be allowed to talk about it with anyone? | can't do that, Professor."

"You will, if you wish to become my apprentice," Professor Snape responded matter-of-factly. "These are the terms | have set. | will ensure you receive the best possible
education while you are my apprentice. | am even willing to assist you in securing a job upon completion of your apprenticeship. In return, | ask that you do this one small
thing for me."

"How can you guarantee that | will get a job? What kind of job are you talking about?" Hermione asked, curiosity getting the better of her.

"Well, | suppose that would depend on what type of position you were hoping to acquire. Do you have anything specific in mind?" he asked.



"Not really, no. | do know that | do not want to teach. | would like to do something challenging, something that would allow me to conduct research. | want a secure career,
not one where | have to worry about losing my job. It would also need to pay well enough for me to live on, and not just a one room flat. I've considered working for the
Ministry, but most of the jobs there are mundane. I'd get bored easily with them. Can you think of anything that might interest me?"

She looked up to meet his gaze and caught a gleam of what could only be triumph in his eyes. "Surprisingly, Miss Granger, | think | know exactly the career that may
interest you. | also have the means to ensure you are hired."

"Really?" Hermione said immediately, unable to mask the excitement in her voice. Composing herself, she continued. "What would that be, Professor?"

Professor Snape leant back in his chair as he regarded her intensely before responding. "Miss Granger, are you familiar with the Department of Mysteries?" he said with a
cocked eyebrow.

Hermione furrowed her brow at him. "Yes, vaguely." Images of the end of fifth year came to her mind.
"Do you know what is done there?"

"Well, they do all sorts of things, don't they? They keep all of the prophecies made. They analyze any strange artefacts and substances that the Ministry comes across. Am
I right?"

"Correct, Miss Granger," Professor Snape began, taking on the lecturing tone Hermione remembered from his classroom. "They also do the most cutting edge research in
many fields, including potions. The Unspeakables are behind many of the major developments in potion making. The wizard who created the Wolfsbane Potion even
worked for them."

Snape smirked triumphantly at the dreamy-eyed look on Hermione's face. "Really? | didn't know that." Shaking her head, she continued. "If that is the case, it must be
extremely difficult to get a job there, though. How can you be so sure they would hire me?"

"Yes, job openings there are rare. They only take on the most talented witches and wizards," Snape said casually. "One must prove they have a strong desire to learn, and
an equally strong desire to work hard, to be offered a position there. A love for research and enjoying a challenge are also requirements, as is a sharp mind. | feel, Miss
Granger, that you are not lacking in any of these respects. As such, you would be an excellent candidate for the job." Snape levelled his gaze at Hermione and she openly
blushed. It was the closest thing to a gushing compliment he had ever offered her.

Before she could think of a response, he continued. "It also helps, however, that | happen to be related to the head of that particular department. Wilfred is one of the only
members of my family that | have ever cared to remain in contact with, and so we have always remained on friendly terms. | have no doubt that, were | to vouch for you, he
would not hesitate to offer you a position in his department.”

"Wait a second," Hermione interrupted. "l thought you said you were the last of your line? If that's the case, then who is Wilfred?"

Snape sighed and explained. "If you must know, Miss Granger, WilfredBraxton is my cousin on my mother's side. He is not a Snape. As such, he cannot carry on the
Snape name."

"Oh. | see," Hermione responded. She bit her lip nervously as she thought about everything that had transpired in this meeting. This was definitely not how she had
envisioned this conversation. She had been determined to be in control. That was definitely not the case. The idea that he was manipulating her suddenly came to her. She
felt a surge of anger rise in the pit of her stomach at this thought. How dare he presume she could be so easily manipulated with false praise and a job offer! Well, she
would show him. However, she knew that blowing up at him would be the quickest way to ensure she didn't get this apprenticeship, so she forced herself to be calm. She
took a deep breath before speaking. "This does sound like a very tempting offer, Professor. I'm just not sure if | can live with some of the...requirements you mentioned
earlier."

Snape leant forward in his chair as he levelled his obsidian eyes on her. "l know this may seem rather surreal to you, Miss Granger, but keep in mind that | am not asking
this for arbitrary reasons. You would be doing me, and my family, a great service by ensuring the Snape line has an heir. In exchange, | am prepared to offer you an
apprenticeship with me and an opportunity for your dream job. | will also provide you with suitable monetary compensation. | feel this is a fair trade."

"But, Professor," Hermione began carefully, "how will you take care of a child all on your own? It's not an easy task, you know. | may never have had one myself, but I've
been around enough children to know that they require a lot of attention, and to be honest, you just don't seem the type to..."

"l do know all of this, Miss Granger," Snape interrupted. "I have no delusions about it being easy. | can assure you, though, | am quite capable of caring for a child," Snape
responded acidly. Had Hermione not been a Gryffindor, the dangerous look in his eyes alone would have scared her off.

"But..." Hermione began, but was again cut off by Professor Snape.

"Miss Granger," he hissed. "l have answered your questions. | am quite capable of caring for a child. This matter is closed.

"Now," he continued in a somewhat lighter tone, "are you prepared to accept my offer now or will you need some time before signing?"
"| think | need some time to consider, sir."

"Very well. Once you have signed the contract, it will automatically return to me. | will expect the signed contract by the end of next week. You will need to arrive at the
school by August 31 in order to be settled in before the students arrive. That will allow you a week to put your affairs in order. Is that acceptable?”

"Y-y-yes, sir," Hermione stammered. "Thank you for allowing me an opportunity to think about all of this. It's quite a lot to take in. I'm still not sure | can accept, but |
promise to at least give it due consideration."

Professor Snape gave her a curt nod and stood. "Do you have any final questions before you leave, Miss Granger?"

"Well, yes, if you don't mind," she started carefully. "l was wondering, well...why me? Isn't there a service that can...find someone to do this for you? Why not choose
someone you don't know?"

He gave a long-suffering sigh and sat back down in his chair. "Yes, Miss Granger, there is a service that finds surrogates for those who need one. | have attempted to use
them, but have had no success in finding a...suitable candidate.”

"What made you decide | was suitable?" she asked. She was intrigued by his statement. He had never even hinted at approving of her in any way. Had he changed his
mind about her?

"l would very much like to have a child with whom | could hold intellectual discourse and to whom | could teach the love of learning and reading. Your powers are quite
formidable, and there is no disguising the fact that you have a far above average intellect. Genetically, you would prove an asset to my child."

Hermione felt as if her chair had come out from underneath her. He wanted her for her good genetics? What a clinical approach to having a child. A part of her wanted to
scream at him in frustration for being so cold. Another part couldn't help feeling flattered. She had finally got him to admit she was a worthy student. Twice, actually.
Manipulation or not, she couldn't believe it.

Abruptly, Professor Snape stood up. He made his way over to the door. "Unless you have any further questions, Miss Granger, there are some things to which | must
attend."



Hermione, recognising a dismissal when she saw one, got up and walked to the door, which was now being held open for her. "Good day, Professor Snape," she said as
she reached the door.

"Good day, Miss Granger," he said as she exited.

As Hermione left, she couldn't keep the bewildered expression off her face. She could not fathom what had just happened. Professor Snape wanted her to carry a child for
him.

His expert manipulation of the meeting was the most amazing aspect of her visit. He had somehow managed to convince her to consider the offer instead of adamantly
saying no, which she knew she should do. He had even managed to keep her from exploding at him...-which she had been tempted to do a couple of times...-or feeling
repulsed by his inconsiderate demands.

In fact, he actually made it almost seem...reasonable. Well, reasonable wasn't exactly the word to describe it. After all, she was definitely confused, but he was able to
effectively argue his case. Damn Slytherin mind games, she thought bitterly.

She knew she couldn't do it. It would be too hard, but the promise of the position in the Department of Mysteries was very tempting. She also admitted that a small part of
her was desperate to finally prove her worth to him. She could also understand his need for an heir, although she had never thought he was someone who would want
children. If he were indeed the last of his line, it would be necessary for him to have a child to continue the line.

But why would he ask this from me, of all people? And why was he so determined that | not have anything to do with the child? Why do | have to leave immediately after
the child is born and never tell anyone that I'm the mother? If it weren't for that, she thought, | might be able to give his offer serious consideration. However, | did promise
him | would consider it.

She sighed in exasperation as she continued up the stairs to the entrance hall. She had sworn to herself that she would accept whatever terms he demanded, but this was
just too much. Perhaps she would be able to make a more informed decision if she were able to talk to someone who knew Professor Snape better and could tell her of his
abilities to care for a child. Professor McGonagall had known him since his days as a student. Perhaps she could offer some insight. As Hermione entered the entrance hall,
she changed direction to follow the corridor she knew led to her former Head of House's office.

As she walked down the corridor, a possible answer for the situation occurred to her. If she agreed, she would certainly be spending a lot of time with Professor Snape.
Much more time than a normal master and apprentice would, for sure. The doctor's visits and such would guarantee that.

Perhaps during that time she could change his mind about keeping the baby from her. If she could do that, she would have the apprenticeship, get the job she desired, and

she wouldn't have to give up her baby. This could work, she thought. He may have been in control today, but not any more. It was definitely time to develop some Slytherin
tactics of her own.
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Chapter 3: Deliberation

Severus smirked arrogantly as Miss Granger left his office. Oh, how well played that was. Her youth and desperation for his approval, as well as her Gryffindor stupidity,
had made her easy to manipulate. He felt very confident she would sign the contract. He had balanced just the right amount of his usual surly demeanour and sarcasm with
compliments and praise to keep her off balance. He could not allow her to control the situation or to have time to analyse his motives for appearing civil.

He returned to his seat at the desk, leant back, and propped his feet up on the desk. The thing that worried him was having allowed her to leave without actually signing the
contract. His original intent had been to ensure she signed the contract before leaving, but he had sensed that if he pushed too far she would have run from their meeting

without considering the apprenticeship. Well, he thought, if giving her a few days to think things over gets her to sign the contract, then so be it.

A small niggling in the back of his brain worried that her friends and family could talk her out of signing the contract. He was confident, due to the secrecy clause, that she
would not reveal the exact details of the contract, especially her being the child's biological mother. He may not have said it plainly, but he knew the girl was smart enough
to figure out that telling anyone that she was anything more than just a surrogate was unacceptable. It seemed unavoidable, however, that her two infuriating friends, Potter
and Weasley, would find out about her being a surrogate for him. He knew she would refuse to go almost a year without seeing those two blighters, and it would be difficult
to hide her condition once the visible evidence of her pregnancy became apparent.



Out of nowhere, an image of Ms. Granger round with child..his child...came to mind. He immediately shook that thought out of his head as he continued to ponder the
dilemma posed by the two imbeciles. If she chose to tell them now, it could be quite dangerous for him. Those two undoubtedly held sway over her, and if they pled with

her not to sign the contract, she may listen to them. No. She will sign the contract. Mentally continuing this assuring mantra, he stood, then headed back to his private lab to
check on the burn salve he had brewing for the infirmary.

Hkkkkk kkkkkk ok

Hermione approached Professor McGonagall's door with a renewed sense of confidence. She was always the type of person who was most confident when she had a
plan. Now, she had a plan to deal with Professor Snape. Well, not a plan really. She just had a plan...to make a plan. However, for now, that was good enough.

At the moment, she needed to focus on what she would say to Professor McGonagall. Hermione realised Professor Snape would not be pleased if she told anyone,
especially one of his colleagues, that he wanted her to be the biological mother of his desired heir. However, she assumed saying that she would be a surrogate for
Professor Snape was safe enough as she would be living at Hogwarts throughout the pregnancy, and she did not intend to allow herself to be locked away in a dungeon for
nine months. They would have to know, if they did not already know of the pending situation.

Hermione realised that she needed to discuss the proposition with someone who knew Professor Snape better than she did. While positive that her plan would work, she
firmly believed it best to have all available information readily available. Professor McGonagall's opinion would be vital in her research and would help tremendously in
ensuring Hermione made the correct decision. Plus, it would provide some comfort, putting her mind at ease over the whole situation.

As she reached the door to Professor McGonagall's office, she pushed all thoughts aside before knocking softly on the door. She heard a swishing of robes, and then the
door opened. Hermione smiled at her mentor as Professor McGonagall gave a soft gasp of surprise upon seeing one of her favourite former students standing there.

"Miss Granger! What brings you here?"
Hermione's smile widened. "Hello, Professor. I'm no longer your student, so please call me Hermione."

"Well then, Hermione, come in please, and you may call me Minerva." Professor McGonagall stood back from the doorway to let Hermione pass, and Hermione took one of
the chairs sitting in front of her desk.

"Biscuit? Tea?" Professor McGonagall offered, gesturing towards the tea service sitting in the corner of the office.
"Yes, please. Both."

Professor McGonagall bustled about for a minute preparing a cup of tea and a plate of lemon biscuits for both Hermione and herself. When she finally handed Hermione her
cup and plate, she settled herself in the chair next to Hermione.

"What have you been up to these last few years, Hermione? Last | had heard, you went home to spend some time with your parents?"
"Yes, | did. Mum and Dad needed some help with the dental office they run, and | really missed them," Hermione answered before taking another sip of tea.
"Well, do you plan on continuing your education and starting a career in the wizarding world, or will you be staying with your parents?"

"Well," Hermione began somewhat hesitantly, "l just met with Professor Snape about becoming his apprentice this year."

"Oh? Well, Severus never mentioned this," Minerva said with a questioning look on her face. "He has always stated he wouldhever take an apprentice. How in Merlin's
name did you manage to persuade him?" she asked with a slightly incredulous look.

"Well...I'm not completely sure yet if I'll accept. He wants me to do...something for him in return. I'm not sure | can do all he asks."

Minerva's face suddenly seemed to lose a little colour, and she set her plate and cup on the edge of her desk. "Thighing he wishes you to do. What is it, Hermione?"

"Well," Hermione began, uncomfortably shifting in her seat, "I'm not sure how much | should say, really. He was very clear he wished for...discretion."

Minerva's face lost more colour at this. Her knuckles became white as she clutched at her dark blue robes. "Hermione, tell me, does thisavour have anything to do with
Professor Snape's recent desire for an heir?"

Hermione dropped her plate and cup, which had been teetering precariously on her knee, at this question. The china smashed loudly against the stone of the floor. "Oh, I'm
sorry, Pro-Minerva. I'll clean it up."

"Oh, don't worry, dear. Reparo!" The cup and plate immediately righted themselves, and Hermione set them on the desk next to Minerva's. "Now," Minerva continued, "I
gather from your reaction that | was correct in assuming Professor Snape asked you to assist him in his quest for an heir?"

"Yes," Hermione answered. Her eyes were steadfastly focused on her shoes... all of her earlier bravado having vanished in the presence of her mentor. "Wait!" she said
suddenly. "How did you know about this, Minerva? Has Professor Snape told you about any of this?"

"Well, since he plans on the woman he selects staying in the quarters directly across from his own, he naturally had to get Albus' approval. As Deputy Headmistress, | was
consulted on the matter."

"Oh, of course. | didn't even think of that," Hermione said, looking down.
"Are you considering this, Hermione?" Minerva asked, worry in her voice.

"Well, | really do want this apprenticeship. | love my parents, but I'm tired of putting my education and my life on hold for them. Apprenticing with Professor Snape is such a
unique opportunity and..."

"Hermione," Minerva interrupted, gently placing her hand on Hermione's knee to silence her, "l understand all of that. What | was asking was whether or not you were
considering accepting the terms Professor Snape is asking of you."

"I'm not sure. He has made a very tempting offer, and | do really want this apprenticeship. | also completely understand his desire to have an heir as well. He is the last of
his line, you know. However, what I'm not sure about is whether | can agree to this. | think it may be too hard, but | just don't know if | can turn down this opportunity. No
one else is even giving me an opportunity to prove myself. | know it will be difficult, but | would also gain quite a lot in return." Hermione finally brought her gaze up to meet
with Minerva's. The older witch's lips were pursed in a thin line, but Hermione could see the softness in her gaze as she listened to her.

"Prof-Minerva," Hermione continued, "what | really came up to talk to you about...what | really need to know...is whether or not you believe Professor Snape is capable of
caring for and loving a child. | tried to talk to him about this. Although he assured me he is capable of raising a child, | get the impression he hasn't properly thought this
through. He wants an heir, but he doesn't seem to have fully considered what raising a child means. It is so much more than changing nappies and providing food. What
about love, acceptance, and affection? A child needs those things, and | just don't know him well enough to know if he is even capable of giving such things. He was
always so cold and closed off in class, but | know | can't base my decision on that alone. You've known him for a long time and have spent time with him outside of class.
What kind of a father do you think he will make?"



Minerva leant back in her chair and crossed her legs. She took a deep breath, expression pensive. After a few moments reflection, she looked back to Hermione before
speaking. "l have known Severus since his first year at Hogwarts." Minerva's gaze softened, and a soft smile tugged at her lips as she became caught up in her memories.
"He was a very small boy when he first arrived. He seemed so fragile. He kept looking around as if he wanted to commit every speck of dust to memory. | admit | was quite
astonished when the Sorting Hat saw fit to place him in Slytherin. Of course, any doubts | had about what House he belonged in were quickly allayed when | saw how well
he dealt with his fellow students, especially his Housemates," she added with a chuckle.

Her face suddenly became sombre as she continued. "l have always felt horrible about turning a blind eye to the way James Potter and Sirius Black tormented him. |
brushed off their cruel treatment as the ordinary foolishness of young boys. However, as he came into his last year at Hogwarts, it became painfully clear how wrong | had
been." She spoke with sorrow in her voice. "He had lo