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1. Chapter 1




Author’s Note:


Well, I never thought I’d be coming back with a story under these strange circumstances. I hope you’re all well and coping as best you can.

This fic, as is usual with my stuff, parts company with canon around the middle of book 6. I’ve retained some elements but these will become apparent as we continue with the story. I’ll be updating every week on a Friday, so I hope you all enjoy it! Please leave a review and let me know what you think.






Chapter 1

Severus closed his eyes and tried to block out the noise coming from the corridor outside his hospital room. He could feel a headache of phenomenal proportions brewing behind his eyes and it was taking all the resources he had to try and ward and it off.

Outside his room, there was uproar. Inside his own head, it wasn’t much better. He was still fairly certain that someone was playing a practical joke on him. True, it would be in the worst possible taste, and would have taken an inordinate amount of organisation, all the way down to roping in the staff at St Mungo’s. Still, he was having trouble believing that it was in fact 2014, not halfway through 1997 as he believed.

It was only once he had taken a good look at the faces around him and indeed had had a chance to look at his own face that he had to concede that perhaps he wasn’t the victim of a vicious trick. It made things no less disconcerting to reach this acceptance, and the fact that he had apparently lost 17 years of his life felt like reason enough to panic, had he been so disposed to such a reaction.

As it was, he only had the testimony of those around him to attempt to fill in the blanks and one blank had been filled with something that provoked nothing less than horror in him. He was married. Worse still, he was married to the sodding Boy-Who-Lived. What in all the circles of hell had happened to instigate that catastrophe?

He looked down at his hand and eyed the slim wedding band on his finger with distaste. The first thing he had seen upon waking in his hospital bed was Potter slumped in the armchair next to him, his head lolled to one side as he slept. He had stirred as Severus coughed, green eyes opening then widening, and the next thing Severus had known, he had had his arms full of the wretch.

It had taken every ounce of restraint he possessed not to hex the boy into the middle of next week. Potter had pulled back, overjoyed to see him awake, and a dim part of Severus’ brain had registered the changes in the face he had known. It took merely minutes for Potter to realise that something clearly wasn’t right and that was when all hell broke loose.

Potter was currently in the corridor with several of the healers who had been treating him. The Weasley boy and, inexplicably enough, Draco were with him. It seemed that he’d been in some kind of coma for a few weeks after being involved in some sort of accident. Beyond that, he knew nothing about the circumstances that had landed in hospital with 17 years of memories missing.

As far as his mind was telling him, he was halfway through Potter’s 6th year at Hogwarts, but the evidence of his own eyes told him that Potter was nearer to 30 than he was to 16. He had also had a moment to examine his own face in the mirror. He was older, true, but he looked better than he had done in years prior.

He had a fuller physique and was no longer bordering on emaciated. His skin was still pale but his face had lost the sallow look that he had had for so many years. His hair was peppered with grey but it was clean and well-managed and although his face showed a few age lines, it seemed to have lost its harshness.

With a frustrated growl, Severus threw the bedcovers aside and headed for the door. Potter was in the corridor speaking with Weasley in hushed, unhappy tones. Severus inched the door open a crack and tried to listen to what was being said.

“I never thought I’d see him look at me like that again,” Potter said, shaking his head. “Not after all this time.”

“It’s not him, you know that,” Weasley said, grasping Potter’s shoulders. “It’s the curse, or the accident or…whatever he’s been hit with. The healers will figure something out and things will go back to normal.”

“And in the meantime?” Potter asked, looking forlorn. “How do we…how do I cope?”

Weasley sighed and lowered his hands. “Like you always do, mate.”

Potter gave a humourless laugh then rubbed at his face tiredly. He stared down the corridor for a few moments, his eyes vacant, then turned back to Weasley and said, “The healers said I can take him home, no point him staying here for the time being. I’m just not sure…I don’t think it’s a good idea for Gabe – “

“Don’t worry about it. He’s fine with me and Drake for now.”

Potter looked relieved and said, “Thanks. I think that’ll be for the best. It’s going to be hard enough as it is.”

He ran a hand through hair that was as dishevelled as Severus remembered it. He gave Weasley a strained smile then pulled him into a brief hug. “I’ll come over to your place tomorrow, ok?” he said, pulling back.

Weasley nodded and Potter clapped him on the arm before he began to move down the corridor towards Severus’ room. Severus had just enough time to place himself back on the bed before Potter came back in.

“Oh, you’re still awake,” Potter said, moving to hover awkwardly by the bed. “Um…I’ve spoken with your healers and they’re happy to release you under a program of procedures.”

“Oh?” Severus asked with a raised eyebrow, wondering how much of Potter’s hand-wringing he could stand.

Potter nodded and perched awkwardly on the edge of the bed, his posture suggesting that he expected Severus to tell him to get off at any moment. Severus considered it.

“They’re still not sure how to restore your memories, or whether this amnesia is a biological matter or a magical one. For now, they’ve agreed that the best thing to do is to acclimatise you to your present life slowly and to try and jog your memory through a series of pensieve memories. My pensieve memories to be exact.”

“I’m to be subjected to your interpretation of our past together?” Severus asked and Potter looked at the floor, appearing to try and collect himself.

He took a breath then looked up and squared his shoulders. “I know this is a lot to take in,” Potter said, his voice level. “I can’t imagine how I’d react in this situation, but…we are married, we have a life together. I want you to be able to remember that life and the healers agree that the best way would be to show you pieces of how we built that life. It might…jog something. At the very least it will fill in the gaps, answer all the questions you must have.”

Severus heaved a reluctant sigh and said, “Very well. I suppose I have no choice but to comply. And I’m to be released to your custody?”

“I’m your next of kin and…the healers think it might help for you to see our home, to be surrounded by your things.”

“The home I remember is my dungeon rooms at Hogwarts,” Severus said and Potter nodded, looking pained.

“I know,” he said quietly. “We…we’ve lived in our current home for nearly seven years. It’s in Cornwall, on the south coast. We had it specially built, you were very involved in the design process,” Potter said, the ghost of a smile flitting across his face. “If it makes you uncomfortable or if you’d rather stay somewhere else then I’m sure we could arrange a hotel or – “

“That won’t be necessary,” Severus said, waving a dismissive hand. The last thing he needed was Potter fussing over him like an old maid.

“Very well. I’ll leave you to get dressed and I’ll go and sign the discharge papers. Just come and find me at reception when you’re ready.”

Potter looked very much as though he wanted to reach out and touch him, but Severus schooled his features into enough of a glare to deter such action. Potter nodded and disappeared from the room again, leaving Severus to sort himself out.

He retrieved his clothes from the nightstand and dressed himself, glad to be out of the hospital pyjamas. Someone had brought a washbag into the hospital along with a change of clothes, and Severus shrank them down and put them in his pocket. At least his magic seemed unaffected, if nothing else.

He tried to find something else to do, something that would prevent him from having to go out into the corridor and face the hideously adult version of the boy he remembered. He didn’t want to be taken to a place that he couldn’t remember by a man he didn’t want to be with.

He felt oddly vulnerable, despite the fact that he knew he was in no danger. He didn’t know what he was walking into, what kind of life he was being thrown into. He couldn’t conceive a world where he shared an existence with Potter of all people. He wasn’t used to feeling so at a loss and it wasn’t an experience he was keen to repeat anytime soon.

Still, he hadn’t shied away from danger or adversity in many years, and he wasn’t about to start now. It was only Potter after all. He took a deep breath and grabbed his bag, then made his way out into the corridor. Potter was at one of the nurse’s stations, nodding at a navy-robed person as he signed a stack of forms.

“Ah, Professor,” said the woman, looking up as he approached. Potter looked up too but Severus refused to meet his stare. “I’m Healer Sanderson. I was just telling your husband what to expect in the next few weeks.”

Severus tried to stop his lip from curling at the word ‘husband’, though he wasn’t sure he was successful. He nodded for the woman to continue, feeling Potter’s eyes on him as he did so.

“I will visit twice a week to run diagnostics on you, as well as to test a number of memory-recovery spells. In the meantime, your husband will be showing you a series of pensieve memories while helping to acclimatise yourself to your present life.”

“And how likely is it that I’ll recover my memory?” Severus asked.

“To be frank, I have no idea. I wouldn’t wish to give you false hope, nor do I want to lie to you. We will do everything we can, of course, but I shall make no promises.”

“Very well,” Severus said, finding himself strangely appreciative of her honesty.

“If you’ll just sign the release from, you can be on your way.”

She handed Severus a quill and he took it, looking down at the forms in front of him. This was his last chance to back out, to save himself from Potter’s custody. Of course, rationally he knew that he had nowhere else to go. He had money, he was certain, but, logically, if he was to regain his memory he knew he would need Potter’s help.

He signed his name, a nasty feeling of finality settling in the pit of his stomach. Knowing it was inescapable, he turned to face Potter. Thankfully, the man refrained from smiling at him and instead said, “If you’ll come with me to the reception area I can apparate us both home.”

Severus gave a tight nod and followed Potter as he walked swiftly to the next level and the large, airy entrance hall of the hospital. Potter turned to face him and cleared his throat, shifting his weight from one foot to the other.

“If you wouldn’t mind taking my arm,” he said stiffly, holding his arm towards Severus.

Severus wrapped his long fingers around Potter’s forearm, gripping tightly. Potter gave him a tight-lipped smile then Severus felt the world move sideways. His eyes squeezed shut and he held his breath as the sensation overwhelmed him. When he opened his eyes again, he was standing in a large, pretty kitchen.

He let go of Potter’s arm immediately and resisted the urge to wipe his palm on his trousers. There were only so many hurt looks from the man he could take.

“I um…I’ll take you up to your room and get you settled. Then I can show you around and we can…talk about how you want to play things.”

Severus nodded, noting that Potter had become no better with words in his adulthood. The man led him through the kitchen and out into a roomy entrance hall. They ascended a large staircase and Severus was led down a landing to the furthest room. Potter opened the door and gestured for Severus to proceed.

The room was spacious and tastefully decorated. There was a king-size bed beneath an open sash window and a tall armoire in the corner. There were two armchairs positioned in front of a modest fireplace. A door in the far corner led to what Severus assumed must be an en-suite bathroom.

“This is our bedroom, but of course I won’t be sharing it with you. I’ll move my things out to one of the guestrooms later.”

Severus could see the signs that the room was lived in and that two different personalities occupied it. One bedside table was neat and ordered, with a couple of books, a pair of reading glasses and an empty drinking tumbler. The other was messy and strewn with all manner of things. Severus didn’t need to guess whose was whose.

There were other knick-knacks around the room that spoke of a life lived within the walls. There were photos on a dressing table, but Severus had no wish to examine them. His mind was muddled enough as it was without adding to the issue.

Potter cleared his throat and said, “The house is built over four floors. There are six bedrooms on this one, with two bathrooms, then on the floor below there’s the living room, dining room, kitchen and library. In the basement you have your lab, and in the attic are my workrooms.”

Severus used a moment’s brainpower to wonder what Potter might need workrooms for but was more interested in what the man had said about his lab.

“I have a laboratory here?” he asked.

“Yes,” Potter replied. “You have a mail-order business. You produce the basics but you also take personal commissions. You’re a guest editor for several potions journals too. You have…considerable standing within the community.”

Severus couldn’t deny that that was gratifying to learn. He hadn’t considered actually surviving the final war, but when he had imagined it, he thought it likely he would be a pariah, vilified by the press and public alike. To know that that hadn’t been his fate was confusing but comforting nevertheless.

“Shall we…go and have a coffee and discuss things?” Potter asked, and Severus nodded reluctantly. He didn’t want to discuss anything with the man, he didn’t want to sit in a house that he didn’t recognise in a life that wasn’t his own. Still, he had no other option, so he followed Potter back down the stairs mutely.

Potter went back into the kitchen and Severus hung back to take a look around. It seemed that he and Potter had a very comfortable existence; the house was beautiful and not the sort of place Severus would ever have imagined himself living in.

It was tasteful and elegant; Potter clearly had a better eye for décor than he would have credited. It was attractive but lived in, clearly a home that was occupied and not kept sterile and untouched.

Knowing that he couldn’t avoid it forever, he sighed and made his way to the kitchen. The room was a departure in style from the rest of the house and looked like something one might find in a country farmhouse. It was spotlessly clean with everything in its appointed place. There was a large aga, upon which a kettle was whistling, and cups and crockery were set out on a long, attractive wooden table.

Potter filled a waiting cafetiere and gave it a few moments before pressing the plunger down. He brought it over to the table and grabbed one of the waiting cups.

“Just a little milk,” Severus said, taking a seat.

Potter raised his head with a smile and said, “I know. I’ve been making it for years.”

Severus tried not to let his expression turn too sour. He wanted no reminders that he and Potter shared a life together, it was too incomprehensible for words.

Potter slid his mug over and Severus accepted it with a mumbled thank you. It was, of course, just as he liked it, and even seemed to be the specific blend that he had always bought from a coffee shop in London. It should have been comforting but instead it made him prickle at the thought that his life was no longer his own.

Potter took a sip of his coffee then wrapped his hands around the mug, holding his bottom lip between his teeth while he gazed thoughtfully across the room. Severus glimpsed the slim wedding ring on Potter’s finger and was reminded of its twin sitting on his own. It felt alien and uncomfortable, and Severus resolved to remove it at the first opportunity.

“I um…I’ll need a couple of days to get things sorted,” Potter said eventually, his forefinger tapping lightly against his mug. “I need to figure out what memories to show you, what order to put them in. In the meantime…I don’t know…I suppose we just need to acclimatise you to…life as it is now.”

Severus raised an eyebrow. He had no idea what ‘life as it is now’ meant, or how he was supposed to share it with Potter. He also had little desire to trawl through Potter’s starry-eyed memories of their courtship. Indeed, the idea made him faintly nauseous.

“Are there any questions you want to ask me?” Potter asked, the schooled passivity in his face not quite convincing.

“Not off the top of my head,” Severus replied, feeling irrationally defensive at the question.

Potter nodded. “Well…I don’t want to overwhelm you with information. 17 years is a long time to…” Potter shook his head, his messy hair falling in his eyes in a way that made him look more boyish than his mature features should have allowed.

“Would you like to see your lab?” Potter asked, his expression hopeful.

It occurred to Severus that he would. He had never had his own laboratory; his makeshift one at Hogwarts didn’t really count. Judging by what he had seen so far he expected the lab would have had the same amount of money spent on it, and that he would have put a great deal of care and attention into its creation.

“Yes, that would be acceptable,” he replied, draining the remainder of his coffee and looking at Potter expectantly.

Potter took the hint and stood up, Severus following as the man led him to a door in the far corner of the room. They walked down a spiral stone staircase to the basement below and Potter stepped aside to let Severus get a good look at the room.

It was far better than he had expected. State of the art equipment lined many a work surface and the walls housed heavily-laden bookcases. There was a stock of cauldrons, all of varying sizes and metals, and the whole room was organised with his customary neatness and attention to detail.

Over in the corner was a beautifully ornate yet functional table, as ordered as he would expect it to be. He moved over to it and ran his fingers along the edge, feeling a spark of familiarity but nothing more.

“All your business paperwork is in the blue files and your research notes for the journals are in the red ones. Or so you tell me.”

“So I tell you?” Severus echoed, turning back to face the man.

Potter grinned at him and said, “I’m seldom allowed in here.”

“That I can believe.”

Potter chuckled. “You don’t trust me around your potions, although once or twice we’ve – ” Potter broke off abruptly, his cheeks flushing. He rubbed the back of his neck and cleared his throat, and Severus didn’t have to be a mind reader to guess what Potter had been about to say.

He was thankful the man had stopped himself. He had no wish to know what shenanigans they might have got up to in this room. He was doing everything in his power to block out the notion that he had carnal knowledge of the man in front of him. It was too ridiculous, too bizarre to countenance.

“Anyway,” Potter continued, obviously flustered, “the editors of the journals you contribute to have been told that you’re out of commission until further notice and your regular customers have been redirected to Teddy.”

“Teddy?” Severus repeated, baffled.

“Nott. Um…sorry, Theodore Nott,” Potter clarified. “He was your apprentice while he trained and he’s now teaching at Hogwarts. He’s keeping the regular orders ticking over.”

“Nott,” Severus said, somewhat surprised. The last he remembered the boy had been heading down the same road as his father. It seemed unlikely that he hadn’t taken the Mark and subsequently ended up dead or in prison.

“You did right by your Slytherins,” Potter said quietly. “If it weren’t for you…many of them would have fought for Voldemort and would no doubt be dead by now. You’re responsible for…a lot of good.”

It had been in the back of his mind of course; the war. It was obvious that they had prevailed but he had no idea what that meant, practically speaking.

“It’s a conversation for another time,” Potter said gently and Severus agreed. There was too much to try and take in already without adding that knowledge to the mix.

“Draco…he’s ok though?” he asked. “I saw him at the hospital…with Weasley.”

Potter smiled and it was surprisingly fond. “He’s good. He and Ron are married.”

“They’re what?” Severus asked, too surprised to say anything more coherent.

“I know, it seems unlikely,” Potter said with a laugh.

“As unlikely as us being married,” Severus muttered and Potter’s smile dimmed.

“They love each other, they’re very happy. Draco broke away from his family; he suffered the consequences for it but it was largely because of you that he managed to do it. He and Ron became close in 7th year and just…fell for one another.”

Severus snorted and said, “And here I was expecting he’d have trotted off into the sunset with Granger.”

A shadow fell over Potter’s face and Severus knew he’d said the wrong thing. “Aside from the face that Ron’s gay,” Potter said, his voice strained, “‘Mione died in the final battle.”

Severus had had no love for the girl, it was true, but to hear that she was dead came as a shock. He had expected all three of the Golden Trio to have made it through unscathed, riding on the wings of their Gryffindor luck.

“I’m sorry,” he said sincerely.

“It was a long time ago,” Potter said with a shrug. “We lost a lot of good people.”

Severus suddenly wanted anything but this conversation. He didn’t want to know who hadn’t made it, he didn’t want to know who he had had to grieve for, who he’d had to bury.

Potter too seemed to want to get off that particular topic, painful as it was, and said, “I’m going to give you some time alone. You don’t need me hovering over your shoulder the whole time. I’m going back upstairs, why don’t you take a better look around, try and get settled? Come find me when you’re ready.”

Severus nodded and Potter made his way back up the stairs, Severus rather glad to see the back of him. He spent the next hour familiarising himself with his lab. It seemed he had a steady stream of customers who ordered both the necessary basics and more interesting, tailor-made concoctions.

His contributions to several high-class journals were varied and extensive, and he had won a few awards for his stints as guest editor. His career, it seemed, was rich and satisfying, and he couldn’t help but be relieved that he was no longer teaching mindless cretins.

Luckily, his memory of his craft was unaffected and, once he had had time to properly settle in, he was certain he could return to his job with ease. He would need something, after all, to prevent him from going mad.

His curiosity sated with regards to his job, he went back upstairs. There was no sign of Potter, for which he was grateful, so he took his time to wander around the house. It was beautiful, there was no doubt about it, and Severus noted that it had been built to accommodate both magical and muggle components, spotting several electrical items as he inspected the place.

It seemed the house was on a large plot of land with no neighbours nearby. There was a pretty, well-tended garden that wrapped around the house, then beyond that a meadow leading to woodland. It was peaceful, and Severus could see how he would have wanted to retreat there after the war.

His exploration over apart from a couple of messy rooms that looked very uninteresting, he decided he had better find Potter. With the rest of the house searched, he concluded that the man had to be in the attic rooms he’d spoken of before.

He made his way up to the top of the house where the attic space was split into two rooms. The door to one was closed, so he quietly poked his head around the other one and saw Potter sitting at a desk strewn with files and paperwork.

He was sitting in profile, looking out at a magically altered window that filtered in sunlight and afforded a good view of the woodland in the distance. The man’s chin rested on his fist, his expression distant. It was not the face that Severus remembered. The softness of boyhood was gone, replaced with sharp angles and clear definition.

He was handsome, Severus could objectively see that, but he still didn’t understand how that mere fact could parlay into a marriage. It was all too much to consider.

He cleared his throat and Potter startled, turning to face him with wide eyes. “Oh, hi Is everything ok?”

Severus nodded. “I’m finished with my…tour of the house.”

“Oh ok. Would…would you like some dinner? I can – “

“No, thank you. It’s been a long day, I think I would prefer to just go to bed.”

Potter’s disappointment was obvious but he nodded and said, “Of course, if that’s what you want. You should be able to find everything alright. I guess I’ll see you in the morning then.”

“Indeed. Goodnight.”

He turned on his heel and made his way back down the stairs, ignoring the irritating look of hurt that had crossed Potter’s face.





2. Chapter 2




Chapter 2

He slept fitfully. The bed was comfortable but it felt alien and he was plagued with dreams that he didn’t understand. There were faces he didn’t recognise, although he was sure he was supposed to, and an oddly familiar child followed him from one dream to the next.

He awoke out of sorts and reluctant to go downstairs and face Potter. He didn’t know what the day ahead would bring but he was certain he’d be better off tucking his head under the duvet and staying there all day. It wasn’t an option though, he knew that, and so he submitted to his fate.

He showered and dressed in the clothes he found in the wardrobe, pleased to find that his style hadn’t altered greatly but clearly his budget had. He was hungry, having skipped dinner the night before, and so resolved the best course of action was to procure breakfast for himself.

He was disgusted with himself for being so cowardly but if he could have avoided Potter at any cost he would have done. He should have known he wouldn’t be that lucky and, as he descended the staircase, he heard the man’s voice floating down the hallway.

Hearing no other person, Severus had to assume Potter was on the phone, and, as he drew nearer to the living room, he saw that that was the case. The man had his back to him and Severus listened as he spoke.

“Is he ok? I mean is he – “

Someone on the other line said something and Potter sighed. “Great, thanks. I just…I don’t know what to do for the best. He has to know but I don’t know how to tell him. It’s…it’s too much. You know what he’s like, how the two of them are together. I don’t think he’ll understand.”

Potter listened to the response and Severus watched as he leant his head against the wall, holding the phone close to his ear.

“Yeah, yeah you’re right. Tomorrow then, ok? You…you’ll know what to say. Give him my love and give him a hug from me. Tell him I miss him.”

Potter sounded sad and wistful, and Severus didn’t know to whom he was speaking or who it was he speaking about. Either way it made him uncomfortable for reasons he couldn’t fathom and he cleared his throat to alert Potter to his presence.

Potter jumped and turned around, still holding the phone to his ear. “Merlin, you’re like a fucking cat,” he breathed. “Mm? Oh no, not you, Ron. I – never mind, I’ll talk to you later.”

He hung up the phone and said, “You haven’t gone sneaking around in a long time.”

“I wasn’t sneaking,” Severus said defensively. “I simply don’t see the point in thundering about like a hippogriff.”

Potter snorted and said, “God you sound like your old self, your old, old self.”

“Am I so very different these days?” Severus asked with a sneer.

“You’d be surprised,” Potter answered with a sigh. “Do you want some breakfast?”

“No thank you. I have very little appetite at the moment,” he replied, suddenly feeling that food would turn to ash in his stomach. “What did Mr Weasley want?”

Potter’s eyes darted back to the phone and his tongue swiped across his bottom lip. “Um…just checking in. Nothing to worry about.”

Severus knew he was lying but he wasn’t interested enough to press the matter. Silence hung between them, awkward and uncomfortable, and it was clear that Potter had no clue what to say to him. There, at least, they were as one.

“So,” Potter said, tapping his hands on the top of his thighs, “I’ll be organising things today. Will you – “

“I’m sure I’m more than capable of amusing myself, Potter.”

Potter’s eyes closed for a moment and a muscle in his jaw twitched. Severus watched with interest as the man composed himself, the impulsive reactions of his youth obviously tempered.

The green eyes opened again and Severus could see that Potter had taken the effort to calm himself.

“Look, I know this is hard for you but I’m asking you to please call me ‘Harry’. For one thing my name’s been ‘Potter-Snape’ for nearly ten years, as has yours,” he added, giving Severus a surprising jolt.

“You must be joking,” he said, unable to fathom integrating ‘Potter’ into his own name.

“I’m not,” Potter said levelly. “Look please, if you could attempt to call me ‘Harry’ I’d be very grateful.”

Severus gave a curt nod, unwilling to argue the point further. Potter gave him a tight smile and was about to speak further when the doorbell sounded.

“Who can that be?” Potter sighed, moving past Severus and off down the hallway.

He listened and heard Potter greet someone happily, followed by a female voice drifting towards him. It sounded vaguely familiar, but Severus couldn’t identify it. Whoever it was, Potter sounded happy to see her.

“…didn’t think you were meant to be back for a couple of weeks.”

“I pulled a couple of strings. This was more important.”

Potter re-appeared with the woman in tow, a tall redhead who was one of the most striking people Severus had ever seen. She was dressed in loose-fitting navy trousers and a white blouse, her manner confident and elegant.

“Severus, so good to see you,” she said, stepping forward and pressing a light kiss to his cheek. She pulled back and it was only then that Severus realised he was looking at a very grown up version of Ginny Weasley.

“Gosh, have I really changed that much?” she asked with a grin.

“I should say so,” he said, feeling disconcerted. “My mind remembers you as 16 and…somewhat different.”

“Adulthood has been kind to me,” she said with a rather wicked smile.

“Come sit down, Gin,” Potter said, leading them into the sitting room.

Severus settled himself into the armchair while Ginny and Potter took a seat on the sofa. Ginny reached into the smart leather case she had with her and retrieved a file, placing it on her knees.

“I’ve taken over management of your case,” she said. “I’ll be dealing with you from now on.”

“I don’t – “

“Gin’s a mind healer,” Potter explained. “Or, should I say, the best mind healer. She’s unrivalled.”

“It’s true,” Ginny said with the certainty of a person who knew they were on solid ground. “I would have been handling your care from the start but I was out of the country.”

“Is this really the best – “

“Severus,” Ginny said, leaning forward on her knees. Severus tried not to bristle at the free use of his first name. “If you want to recover I’m your best chance, I promise you.”

“You sound very certain.”

“I am,” she replied in a voice that brooked no argument. “Harry, I’ll spend some time with Severus then I’ll come and go through protocol with you.”

Apparently fine with this dismissal, Potter got to his feet and said, “I’ll be in the kitchen when you’re done.”

He gave Severus’ shoulder a squeeze as he went and it was all Severus could do not to growl at him to keep his hands to himself.

Ginny set the file to one side then extracted her wand from the case. She transfigured a waste paper bin into a stool and wheeled it over to sit on it in front of Severus. She rolled up her sleeves and looked at Severus as though he were an intriguing puzzle.

She tapped her wand on her chin, her lips pursed slightly. Severus shifted uncomfortably, still slightly disbelieving that this was the young girl he had known.

“Do I have your permission to perform a set of diagnostics?” she asked and he nodded.

She extracted a small torch from her pocket and shone it in his eyes a variety of ways, then instructed him to follow her finger. She performed a series of spells, some that he recognised and some that he didn’t. Her air of confidence was both comforting and unbalancing.

“Hm, interesting. I’d like to perform a semi-invasive test. It isn’t Legilimency but it does involve a certain amount of intrusion into your mind.”

Severus hesitated. He was loath to open his mind up to anyone, especially a former student, no matter how competent she was. He realised, though, that he had few options, and if anyone was going to go poking around in his head Ginny was probably his best option.

“Very well,” he said stiffly.

“I promise I won’t be looking at any memories or thoughts. It’s much more abstract than that.”

He nodded and Ginny performed an intricate swish of her wand and clearly intoned, “Tumultus Parva.”

He felt an instant sense of peace, as though he had been placed in a trance. His stress and tension melted away and he found himself looking at a pretty clock on the mantlepiece. He watched the second hand tick gently around the clock face and found the rhythmic noise comforting.

“Oh you little bastard,” came Ginny’s voice and Severus found himself snapped back to his senses. Ginny looked triumphant but grim. “An exstirpo curse,” she said. “There are dozens of them, all complex, all dark, but this one’s been messed up.”

“How can you tell?”

“An exstirpo is meant to completely eradicate memories, yours are still there, just intensely shrouded. They’re retrievable but…not easily. What this tells us, of course, is that this was done to you deliberately.”

“But who would want to? It’s my understanding that the war is long since over.”

“I couldn’t say but I’ll be referring it to Kingsley. The aurors had been alerted to the situation anyway; it seemed suspect.”

Severus nodded. “Why didn’t they spot this at the hospital?”

“With all due respect to my colleagues, they aren’t as good as me.”

“That I believe,” Severus replied, more and more impressed with the young woman before him. “What does this mean for my recovery?”

“Well, it means that the memories are there, we just have to unearth them. Viewing Harry’s memories will help from a non-magic point of view. We need to re-open old neural pathways as well as systematically dismantling the curse. The key is to extract it without causing further damage.”

He couldn’t help but feel grateful that she had taken over his case. He felt more confident than he would have done under someone twice her age and he was forgetting the teenager he had once known.

“I…thank you for coming. I appreciate it.”

Her smile softened and she reached for his hand. “Severus, you and I are friends. Merlin…you taught me so much, you encouraged me to go into mind work. I absolutely adore you and I’ll do everything in my power to help you.”

Severus wasn’t used to open declarations of affection for him, especially such effusive ones. He found it somehow easier to believe than Potter’s supposed love for him and it was easier to accept in his troubled mind.

“I can’t imagine how difficult this is,” she said gently, removing her hand and sitting back. “Just…as stupid as it sounds…try to ignore your own mind.”

“What do you mean?” he asked with a frown.

“Right now your brain is insisting it’s 1997, halfway through Harry’s 6th year and back in a time where everything is very different. Anything that contradicts that is going to send your brain into fight or flight mode to try and protect you but it’s a false security.”

“I understand that, but – “

“I know,” Ginny said gently but firmly, “but Jesus, Sev you have to try and fight it. If you only knew how happy you were, how good your life is.”

“Being married to Harry bloody Potter?” he asked with a derisive snort and Ginny’s face hardened.

“Yes, being married to Harry bloody Potter,” she repeated sternly, and Severus was eerily reminded of the woman’s mother. “I know it’s hard for you to accept at the moment but the two of you are deeply in love.”

Severus couldn’t stop his lip from curling in distaste and Ginny sighed. “Please just try and be open to it. You love him more than life itself.”

“Oh and you know this how?” Severus asked, wishing he could intimidate her with a glare.

“You told me,” she said simply.

“I hardly think so,” Severus scoffed.

“I told you we were friends and I meant it. We often…confided in one another, as improbable as it sounds. We talked a lot about your relationship and you never held back when it came to your feelings. He was…is everything to you.”

“It doesn’t make sense,” Severus said tiredly, rubbing a hand over his face. “How the hell did it happen?”

“That’s not for me to tell you, and hopefully Harry’s memories will help to shed some light on things. Just please…try not to fight it.”

“Easier said than done.”

“I know, but this isn’t how things are going to be. I will find a solution, I promise. In the meantime just try and settle back into your life here, let Harry guide you and…don’t shut him out.”

“Very well, Miss Weasley,” Severus said tightly and she smirked at him.

“It’s Mrs Lupin, actually, but you usually call me ‘Gin’.”

“Lupin?” he echoed incredulously. “You’re married to – “

“I am indeed. He’s a lucky man, wouldn’t you say?”

He was aware that he was gaping but he was too surprised to do much else. Ginny Weasley who, in his mind, was still a teenager, was married to Remus Lupin. Things were becoming more preposterous by the minute.

With a decisive nod, Ginny stood up and said, “I’m going to go through a couple of things with Harry. I’ll be back to see you in a couple of days.”

He nodded and she leant down to press a kiss to his cheek. He cleared his throat and said, “Goodbye…and thank you Miss…Ginny.”

She smiled and patted his shoulder then left him as she went in search of Harry. He let out a long, slow sigh and let his head fall to his hands. He didn’t know what to think, what to feel.”

He was comforted by Ginny’s confidence and felt a level of certainty now he was under her care but it didn’t make the situation any easier to deal with. He understood the sense in her instruction not to fight things but it felt too strange to just accept it. Every instinct he had was telling him to flee for the hills.

He distracted himself with the television for an hour or so, vaguely remembering the muggle programmes he had sometimes watched. It was good to focus on something mindless, to let his mind drift to something utterly meaningless. He had only been out of his coma for a day and he was already thoroughly fed up.

Potter found him there around midday, watching some hideous panel show with loud and opinionated women who kept talking over one another.

“Merlin, you hate this show,” Potter said with a laugh as he sat down on the sofa. “Or so you claim.”

“I would quite welcome having my memory wiped of this trash,” Severus replied, reaching for the remote and switching the TV off. “Has Miss…has Ginny left?”

“Yeah. She’ll be back at the end of the week. She…suggested that I…give you the bare bones of things, just to fill in the blanks. There’s also…something I need to tell you. I wasn’t sure whether I should but Gin ok’d it and…there’s really no getting around it.”

“What is it?” Severus asked, immediately worried.

“I’m sorry if this comes as a shock to you and I’ve racked my brains as to how best to tell you but I’m just going to have to come out and say it.”

The man paused and took a deep breath, and Severus could sense his nerves. “We…we have a son together,” he finally said, his voice cracking.

Severus felt as though someone had injected ice into his veins. He understood the words but his brain couldn’t process them. “That’s…that’s not possible.”

“I know this is a lot to take in but it’s true. He’s seven and Ron and Drake are looking after him at the moment.”

“A son?” Severus murmured, his blood crashing loudly in his ears.

Potter nodded. “He’s the light of our lives,” he said with a smile. “You two are very close.”

Severus didn’t know how much more he was supposed to take. Being married to Potter was insane enough but to learn that he was a father was more than he could compute. He had never considered having children and he couldn’t believe he had been pushed into it.

“Is he…adopted?” he asked, hoping the answer was yes.

Potter’s lips were tight as he shook his head. “He’s ours. Yours and mine.”

Severus swallowed hard and said, “You carried him?”

Potter nodded. “I did.”

“How…there must have been…interventions, potions…?”

Potter’s eyes fluttered and Severus could tell he was debating some inner conflict. “We don’t have to talk about that now, it isn’t important. I just needed to tell you because I want to bring him home and I didn’t want to just spring it on you.”

Severus’ mouth was dry and he was starting to feel a dull ache behind his eyes. He had so many questions but he couldn’t bring himself to ask them.

Potter got up and headed for the window-seat. “I put away all the photos before you came back. I didn’t want to blind-side you.”

He reached into the seat and pulled out a photo frame, pausing before he moved back over to Severus. He handed it to him and he took it reluctantly.

Swallowing around the lump in his throat, Severus looked down at the photograph in his hands. It depicted a sunny day at the beach; he and Potter were standing in front of the sea whilst a dark-haired child stood between them.

Severus’ stomach flipped as he took in the irrefutable proof that he had a son. As he looked he could see that the boy had Potter’s green eyes and his own pale skin. He had a soft, gentle smile and messy black hair that fell across his forehead.

Severus watched as the boy waved up at him whilst the photo versions of himself and Potter each laid a hand on the boy’s shoulder as they smiled happily.

The wedding ring, the house, the assurances of others had all paled in his mind, but he couldn’t deny the evidence of his own eyes. He had a life with Potter, a son for Merlin’s sake, and he felt more and more that his world was tilting off its axis.

“What…what’s his name?”

“Gabe,” Potter answered. “Gabriel Arthur Potter-Snape.”

“Arthur? After – “

“Yes,” Potter said with a smile. “I wanted to name him after the only man who had ever been a father to me and who would be a grandfather to Gabe.”

That answered his next question; at least Arthur had made it through the war safely and had continued to be a presence in Potter’s life.

“Look, I know this is insane but you adore him and Gabe has never known anything but a loving father. I’m not asking you to pretend but if you can please just be gentle with him.”

“What do you expect me to do? Treat him cruelly?” Severus asked angrily.

“No, of course not,” Potter sighed. “I just…my main priority has to be him, I have to protect him, just the same as you’d do if our positions were reversed. Please try to not make yourself…distant from him.”

“What makes you think – “

“Severus, I know you,” Potter said, sounding tired. “You’ll do anything to protect yourself, whether consciously or not. If you feel you need to push Gabe away to do that then you will. I’m asking you to please fight against it.”

Severus didn’t know what to say to this blatant analysis of his character, and it was too accurate to argue with. “Very well,” he said stiffly. “I shall endeavour to do my best.”

“Thank you. He’s coming home tomorrow, I hope that gives you enough time to prepare.”

Potter paused, his fingers tapping the top of his thigh again. “For what it’s worth, you once told me that becoming a father was the proudest achievement of your life. Perhaps…perhaps you can hang on to that thought.”
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Chapter 3

That evening Potter insisted that he eat dinner. He had to concede; he was famished and beginning to feel light-headed for it. The thought of eating still turned his stomach but he knew it was foolish to continue starving himself.

Rather irritatingly, Potter turned out to be a very decent cook. The dinner he prepared was tasty and cleverly seasoned to bring out individual flavours. They ate at the table in the kitchen, which Potter assured him they usually did, and they kept conversation to a minimum.

Severus knew that it was temporary. Potter had told him that he wanted to give him the ‘bare bones’ of things, to apprise him of certain things, but Severus was content to hold that out for as long as possible.

“Ginny is…very impressive,” he said, watching Potter push the majority of his food around the plate.

“That she is,” he replied with a smile. “You and she…have a really solid friendship. I don’t know, you seem to have a weakness for Weasleys in general.”

“What does that mean?” Severus asked, disconcerted.

Potter put down his knife and fork and pushed his plate away. He picked up his wine glass and slushed the red liquid around gently. “They’ve kind of become your family, just like they’re mine. You have a real fondness for all of them but you and Gin are particularly close, as well as you and Ron of course.”

Severus found that hard to believe but said, “No doubt a by-product of our…relationship.” He struggled with the word but it was pig-headed not to acknowledge it.

“It was to start with,” Potter agreed, “but things developed over time. The two of you have your own little jokes that no one else understands and you both find each other very amusing.”

Severus frowned. He had always struggled with friendships and had often envied those his peers managed to form. To learn that he had managed to forge such a friendship was somehow warming, even if it was with a former student and a Weasley.

“Did they all make it?” he asked suddenly. He could tell from Potter’s face that the answer was no. “Who?” he asked quietly.

“Charlie,” Potter replied, and Severus felt the blow more keenly than he had expected it to. Charlie Weasley with his affable personality and single-minded obsession with dragons should not have lost his life in someone else’s war.

“They’ve never really got over it. I don’t think you ever really do get over something like that.”

“The rest of the family – “

“Fred was blinded,” Potter said sadly. “They tried a number of treatments but it’s irreversible. It’s been a long journey back from the war for all of us.”

“Who else was lost?” Severus couldn’t help himself from asking the question; it had been brewing in mind since he had woken up.

“I don’t know if now is the right time – “

“I have to know sometime,” he argued.

Potter sighed and scratched the bridge of his nose. “It’s hard to talk about. It’s been such a long time and I think we all try not to think of those days.”

“I…apologise if this is painful for you,” Severus said, and Potter seemed surprised at his consideration.

“You’re right; you have to know sometime. I just…I’m sorry that you have to go through this a second time.”

Potter paused and took a delicate of his wine. Severus couldn’t begrudge him a moment to compose himself.

“We lost Hermione and Charlie, as you know, but we also lost Hagrid, Flitwick, Seamus, Tonks, Moody and a fair few of the students. We also…fuck,” Potter breathed, his face pale and Severus braced himself.

“Jesus, Sev. I’m so sorry but Albus died.”

The words crashed against his brain and he closed his eyes against the sudden onslaught of grief. His relationship with the man had been complicated to say the least and there had been times when he had truly hated him, but his loss was still a devastation.

“I’m sorry,” Potter repeated and Severus opened his eyes to see his own grief reflected in Potter’s.

“In the final battle?” Severus asked.

“Actually, no. It was six months later. His heart just gave out. He’d hidden his illness from everyone, none of us knew. His death was a huge shock to all of us.”

“Trust Albus to make it through the war and die of natural causes,” he said bitterly.

“You said the same thing at the time,” Potter said with a rueful smile.

Severus sipped his wine, an exquisite Malbec that rolled like velvet over his tongue. “It must have been difficult,” he said, and Potter raised a questioning eyebrow. “Life after the war,” he elaborated.

“Yeah,” Potter agreed quietly. “Things were hard for a long time. There had been so many losses and life was…so far from normal. It took a lot of work and determination but we slowly rebuilt things. People…people still remember though. It’s still…too close for people to truly put it behind them. When the next generation are adults…things might truly start to heal.”

It was an astute observation and probably an accurate one. Time and distance were the only true levellers and things would only heal when living memory of the horrors had diminished.

“Are you finished?” Potter asked, indicating Severus’ plate. Severus nodded and Potter said, “Do you want to move to the living room?”

“I suppose,” Severus replied, grabbing his glass of wine and following Potter out of the kitchen.

They settled at opposite ends of the sofa but Potter looked between them with a frown, shifting in his seat.

“Problem?” Severus asked and Potter’s face flushed.

“No,” he replied too quickly. “Well…I mean…it’s just….Oh fuck, it’s stupid.”

“What is?” Severus pressed.

“We um…we don’t normally have this much distance between us,” Potter said, his eyes low. “We’re a very…physical couple.”

“What does that mean?” Severus asked uncomfortably.

“We’re…tactile, affectionate. It feels odd to be sitting this far away from you. Normally in the evenings we’re…together.”

“I don’t think that – “

“Oh I’m not suggesting we start snuggling,” Potter said quickly. “It’s just weird, that’s all.”

Severus found it hard to believe that he was this touchy-feely person Potter was making him out to be. He had never been comfortable sharing his personal space and he couldn’t imagine changing that for Potter.

“I can’t say this is a question I want to ask,” he began and Potter looked at him apprehensively, “but how on earth did this…relationship ever happen?”

“Merlin, how do I even answer that question?” Potter said, removing his glasses and rubbing his eyes. “I know you’re sceptical about it but I hope you’re a little more open-minded now that you can see this isn’t all an elaborate hoax.”

“I would be a fool to deny all the evidence placed before me,” Severus conceded, “however untrue it might ring.”

Potter sighed. “There’s so much…history, so much water under the bridge. It wasn’t an easy start.”

“That I believe,” Severus said and Potter smiled wryly.

“Look, it’s complicated, but things started happening between us after we began training together…in my 7th year.”

“Don’t be absurd,” Severus spat. “I would never become involved with a student.”

“Nevertheless – “

“A former student is bad enough,” Severus continued with force, “but there is no way I would have compromised myself and engaged in an illicit relationship with someone I was teaching.”

“It isn’t like that, we didn’t – “

“I should have known,” Severus said, shaking his head. “This had to be you. You pushed it, didn’t you?”

“No. You’re not listening to me. You – “

“Spare me, Potter,” Severus said, feeling his anger rise. “You got some pathetic adolescent fantasy in your head, didn’t you? You harassed me, played on my weakness, pushed me until I gave in.”

“I’m not listening to this. Goodnight Severus.”

Potter got to his feet and left the room, leaving Severus still seething but surprised by his exit. He had never expected Potter to be so controlled as to remove himself from an argument and it was testament to just how much he had changed.

Severus was too angry to fully appreciate it though. He was reeling against what he had just been told and he felt a hot coil of anger settle in the pit of his stomach. This farce had begun in Potter’s 7th year, when he has still been a pupil and Severus had been his teacher.

He couldn’t countenance it. He knew people often viewed him as a morally grey man but he had his own set of standards and ethics that he would never violate. Sleeping with a student was one of those lines he wouldn’t cross under any circumstances and he was furious that Potter had somehow breached that.

That it was Potter’s fault wasn’t even a question. No doubt his ridiculous teenage hormones had got the better of him and he had built up some romantic notions in his daft head. He would have pursued Severus with that relentless nature of his, wearing down his defences until Severus gave in.

Perhaps the whole thing had been nothing more than coercion. Maybe Potter had threatened to lie to Dumbledore about him if he didn’t give in and give Potter what he wanted. It was unlikely, he supposed, even through his anger.

It wasn’t Potter’s style to blackmail anyone, even him. Still, that he had willingly entered into a relationship with Potter while he was still a student was too much to be credited.

He stalked up to his room, casting a hateful glare at the closed door of the guest bedroom Potter occupied as he went. He had had more than enough of this nonsense and he also had to contend with coming face to face with his son tomorrow. He had never wished more for a sleeping draught to knock him unconscious.



When he entered the kitchen the following morning it was clear that Potter had no intention of carrying on their conversation from the night before. He greeted Severus with a polite ‘hello’ and handed him a cup of coffee before informing him that there were some scrambled eggs left in the pan if he wanted any.

The man then sat at the table with his own coffee and a newspaper, his face passive and calm. Unwilling to be the one to start things, Severus made himself some toast and loaded the rest of the eggs onto them, then took a seat at the table.

There was silence for a while until Potter finished his breakfast and said, “Ron’s bringing Gabe over around midday.”

Severus’ stomach lurched. He had known it was happening, of course, but he still wasn’t sure he was ready for it.

He nodded and Potter said, “I know it will be difficult but he’s a smart kid, he knows that things aren’t normal. Just remember that you’re his father and you love him.”

To hear it so plainly stated was jarring. He wasn’t ready to be a father, despite the fact he had apparently been one for eight years. He was frightened of meeting a 7 year old boy and he knew it was pathetic but there was no denying it.

“I’ll leave you to your morning,” Potter said brusquely, banishing his plate to the sink, clearly unwilling to engage with him further. He swept out of the kitchen and Severus felt like a chastised child. He wasn’t used to Potter being so in control of his emotions.

He had to admit that he didn’t really know what to do with himself in the interim while he waited for the boy to show up. He wasn’t sure where Potter had gone; presumably the man had retreated to his attic rooms.

He settled for waiting in the living room, the television on in the background playing some mindless morning programme. His head was spinning and he didn’t know which overwhelming thought to pay attention to first.

Potter was still upset with him, that much was obvious, but Severus knew he was justified in blaming the man. Their relationship was Potter’s fault, of that he was certain, and he would damn well hold the little prick to account.

On top of his bubbling resentment was complicated grief over Albus’ death. The news had been a shock but it was somehow more shocking to learn that the man had died of natural causes rather than meeting his fate in battle.

His feelings towards the man had always been varied and complex. Albus was a manipulative and conniving old bag. He had had a goal and had often been single-minded and ruthless in the endeavour to achieve it. In his more honest moments Severus could even admit that he had disapproved of the man’s treatment of Potter and the often underhand games he had played with the boy’s fate.

There were so many blanks he had to fill in, so many years he had lost. He felt detached from it all, as though he was learning the events of another person’s life. It was only to be expected, he supposed, it was the nature of his situation. Rationalising it didn’t make it any easier to cope with.

He tried to distract himself with the moronic daytime television shows that were on, but they did little to allay his nerves. He couldn’t focus on anything but the impending meeting with his son. Only in his bizarre, messed up life would such a thing be happening.

He was expecting to hear the doorbell, but instead heard voices. It seemed that the Weasley-Malfoy household felt comfortable letting themselves into his home and he wasn’t sure how he felt about that. His stomach lurched as he realised there was no turning back now.

The voices drew nearer and Ron popped his head around the door, a broad grin on his face. “Darling!” he said dramatically and Severus looked in confusion at Potter who was standing behind the man.

Potter rolled his eyes and said, “It’s a thing you two do. You both find it very amusing to pretend you’re having an affair.”

“It’s no pretence. We’ve been together for years. Ours is a forbidden love,” Ron said airily.

“Pillock,” Potter said affably. “Gabe!” he called over his shoulder. “Are you coming in here or what?”

“Coming!” came the response and Severus swallowed hard as the boy appeared between Potter and Ron. “Pa!” he said with a smile, pushing between them and flinging his arms around Severus’ waist.

Severus froze, ashamed to admit he was terrified by this young child. He knew he should be hugging the boy back but he couldn’t bring himself to raise his arms.

“Gabe, honey, give your pa some space,” Ron said gently, giving the boy’s shoulder a tug.

“I really missed you,” Gabe said as he took a step back, his messy hair falling across his forehead.

“I…” Severus began, having no idea what to say to the boy.

“Oh,” Gabe said, looking up at him intently. “You can see it isn’t really Pa. He looks different.”

“I do?” Severus asked, confused.

Gabe nodded. “I mean…I know that you’re my pa but…you’re not him, not really. Pa smiles more than you and he doesn’t look so…worried.”

He hadn’t imagined he would be floored by a 7 year old, nor had he expected to find the boy so astute and thoughtful.

“It’s ok,” Gabe said gently, “you’ll get better. Uncle Ron said Auntie Gin’s helping you and she’s the best there is.”

Severus couldn’t help but smile at that and he said, “That does seem to be the case.”

“Do you…do you remember anything?” Gabe asked, bouncing lightly on the balls of his feet.

“Nothing past your father’s 6th year at school,” Severus answered honestly. He knew there would be little point in lying to the boy; he was oddly proud to realise Gabe was too intelligent for that.

“Wow, crazy,” Gabe breathed, and Severus privately agreed with him.

“I’ll fix us all some lunch,” Potter said, placing his hands on Gabe’s shoulders. “Gabe, come tell me what you fancy.”

He steered the boy from the room and Severus couldn’t help but let out a long, slow breath. Ron looked sideways at him and said, “Mind-fuck, huh?”

“You could say that.”

He dropped down onto the sofa and ran his clammy palms over the fabric of his trousers. Uninvited, Ron took a seat next to him and Severus looked across at him.

Like Potter, Ron was different. He was handsome, more so than Severus would have predicted he would become, and his hair curled in a loose wave around his ears. He seemed self-assured, but not cocky, and the awkwardness of his youth was long gone.

“We didn’t think it was fair to keep him away any longer,” Ron said, leaning back against the cushions. “He was pretty freaked when you landed in the hospital and he’s been desperate to see you since you regained consciousness.”

“This is his home, he belongs here,” Severus said stiffly.

“I know it must be strange. I can’t imagine waking up and someone telling me I have a kid. My head would explode.”

“Do you have any children?” Severus asked, sick of talking about his bloody memory loss.

“Nah,” Ron said, shaking his head. “Drake and I have the conversation every year but we’re pretty sure we’re not going to. We have a…pretty hectic schedule; I’m not sure where children would fit into that. Gabe’s our pride and joy,” he added with a smile.

“You live nearby?”

Ron nodded. “A few miles away, not too far from Mum and Dad’s. Drake’s there more than I am.”

“Is he well?” Severus asked, still finding it hard to process that Draco Malfoy had ended up married to Ron Weasley.

“He’s great,” Ron said with a fond smile. “He’ll come next time, he’s just in the middle of finishing a composition.”

“A composition?” Severus asked, puzzled.

“He’s a concert pianist. He performs and composes original music. He’s highly sought after around the world.”

Severus couldn’t deny that that came as a shock. Of all the futures he might have guessed for the Malfoy heir this was not one of them.

“This is…unexpected,” he said, and Ron laughed.

“Bizarre, eh? He was keen to distance himself from the Malfoy name and fortune, forge his own identity,” he said, the smile turning softer.

“I’m glad he was able to break away,” Severus said sincerely. He had feared for Draco and the path he had been on.

“You helped him, at great personal risk I must add.”

Severus looked at him questioningly and Ron shifted his body around to face him properly.

“You were still maintaining your cover as a Death Eater,” he explained. “For all anyone outside the Order knew you were still Voldemort’s faithful servant. When Draco came to you begging for help it could have been a ruse, he could have been trying to expose you but you still helped him. He’s never forgotten it.”

“Were you his reason to switch sides?”

“Not at first. Things…happened between us when he came back to Hogwarts and asked for protection. He was such a cantankerous little snot,” he added with a snort of laughter, “but I kind of respected that. He wasn’t cowed by what he’d gone through; it just made him more defiant. I guess I fell in love with his strength.”

“And your family approves?”

“Are you kidding? They love him more than me. I think he’s found the family he always wanted.”

“I’m happy for him, if a little bewildered by the turn that his life has taken.”

“There’s a lot to get used to.”

“You have a talent for understatement.”

“Not the first time you’ve said that,” Ron replied with a grin.

“And you? What do you do with yourself while Draco tickles the ivories?”

Ron leant forward onto his knees, his eyes twinkling with mischief. “Do you like his house?” he asked, and Severus was puzzled by the change in topic.

“I…yes, it’s a very fine house,” he said with a frown.

“Good. I designed it,” Ron said, leaning back with a satisfied smile.

“You?”

“Me,” Ron confirmed. “I’m an architect, both magical and muggle.”

Now that did surprise him. Architecture wasn’t a career he would have ever considered for the youngest Weasley son but the man had brains and creativity enough to carry it off. It was actually rather good to learn that he hadn’t ended up going down the obvious route of becoming an auror, and it occurred to him that he had no idea what his own husband did for a living.

“Do you enjoy it?”

“Bloody love it. I got interested in it when I was helping to rebuild Hogwarts after the battle.”

“It was badly damaged?”

“Yeah,” Ron said quietly. “There was a lot of repair work to be done and not just to Hogwarts. Diagon was hit, and Hogsmeade. A lot of families lost their homes too. It was a bad time, it’s strange to think of it again.”

“It’s…odd to think that I’ve lived through it,” Severus confessed.

Ron nodded thoughtfully. “It’s odd to see you so different.”

“Am I so different?” Severus asked, troubled by Ron’s words.

“In lots of ways, no. You’re still surly and sarcastic, capable of letting your temper get the better of you, solitary and introspective, but I guess fundamentally you’ve changed. You’re happy, settled. A lot of the burdens you carried have been removed and that’s made you a lot freer.”

“I never imagined I’d ever see them behind me.”

“I think they still prey on your mind, in all honesty, but having Harry and Gabe help to give them a kind of distance.”

“He…um…seems like a nice child,” Severus said, knowing it sounded pathetic.

“He’s the best. He has more of your nature than Harry’s; he’s quiet and studious but there’s a spark of mischief there too. He thinks the world of you.”

“This must be very hard for him.”

“It is, but we’ll get him through it.”

“Guys come on! Lunch is ready,” Potter called from the kitchen.

Severus followed Ron from the room and wished with all his might that he could fall back into a sodding coma.
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Chapter 4

“Three, two, one and we’re done. Open your eyes.”

Severus followed Ginny’s instructions, feeling a little dizzy as he felt the last tendrils of her magic leave his system.

“You ok?” she asked, opening the living room curtains and letting the light back in.

“Fine, just a little woozy,” he replied, shaking his head to try and right himself.

“That’s normal, it’ll pass,” she assured him as she perched on the edge of the coffee table and eyed him closely.

“Any luck?” he asked hopefully.

She shook her head. “I didn’t expect any. I’m just establishing the best method to try and dismantle the magic holding your memories. It’s complex and there’s no quick fix. I know you’re not going to ask me for one.”

Suitably chastened, Severus said, “No, of course not. What next, though?”

Smiling despite herself, Ginny said, “I’m going to do some more research. I have some exceptional contacts in rare and dark magic and one or two of them owe me a favour. In the meantime, I want you to start with Harry’s memories, and don’t pull that face at me!”

Severus hadn’t realised he’d been pulling any kind of face but his masking skills must have slipped in recent years. The thought of delving into Potter’s memories filled him with dread and he was resentful of the fact that he was being made to see things through Potter’s skewed perspective.

“It’s important that you get to grips with the past. Seeing Harry’s memories will help to open and re-forge neural pathways that are key to your recovery.”

“But this is a magical problem,” he protested, and Ginny pursed her lips at him. She really was far too much like Molly.

“You know as well as I do that magical and muggle solutions go hand in hand more often than not. Don’t be pig-headed.”

“Are you usually this rude to me?”

“This is me being polite, you arse. Now, do you know how to brew a facta trahant potion?”

“Of course. I made a fortune in my 7th year brewing it for people before the NEWTs. It’s an intensive information absorption potion.”

Ginny nodded, opening up her notebook and transfiguring a muggle pen. “I want you to brew a batch with extra sage.”

“I’ve never used – “

“With extra sage,” Ginny repeated forcefully, “to aid in the retention of new memories. Don’t bloody argue with me. Brew it and take 20ml before you view each memory.”

“Yes ma’am,” Severus said, rolling his eyes.

“I like that, keep it up,” Ginny said, scratching a few notes in writing that Severus remembered being awful. “The potion should take you a day to brew so I expect you to start viewing Harry’s memories tomorrow.”

“Nice to know I have something to look forward to.”

“Severus don’t make me hit you, it’s against my code of conduct,” Ginny said airily, snapping the notebook shut. She glanced at her watch and said, “I have a speech to give at the European Conference of Magical Neurology in an hour and I’d like to get a look at the room first.”

“My, what a life we lead,” Severus said snidely.

“Seriously, inching ever closer to a smack. Remus should be here tomorrow, I hope you’ll be more polite to him.”

“Don’t bet on it,” Severus muttered. He had only just learnt that Remus was Gabe’s tutor and he was surprised to say the least. He was still getting over the shock that Ginny had married the man.

“Be rude to my husband, Severus and I’ll stick you with a pair of donkey ears you can’t remove.”

“You think your magic is a match for mine?” Severus asked, genuinely intrigued.

“Honey, you don’t want to find out.”

Damn, but he liked her. He could see how they would have become friends and he was almost eager to get to know her again.

“You really married Lupin?”

“I really did. Harry isn’t the only one with a thing for older former professors,” she said, wiggling her eyebrows. “I’ll be back in a few days. Do as I’ve instructed or there’ll be hell to pay.”

She apparated before Severus could come up with a response and he resisted the urge to stick two fingers up at the space where she had stood.

“Oh, has she gone?” Gabe asked as he came into the room.

“Ah…yes. Busy woman, apparently.”

“That’s a shame. I wanted to see her.”

“She’ll be back in a few days.”

“Did she have any news for you?” he asked, rifling through the bowl of fruit on the coffee table and extracting a few grapes.

“She’s instructed me to brew a potion that will help,” he replied, still feeling rather uncomfortable around the child.

“Oh cool! Can I watch?”

“Do I…normally let you watch?” Severus asked awkwardly.

Gabe gave him a gentle smile and said, “As long as it’s not dangerous.”

“Ah…very well then, come on,” he said, heading for his lab with Gabe in tow. They descended the narrow staircase together and Gabe hopped up on the counter, looking at Severus expectantly.

Trying to ignore him, Severus gathered together all the ingredients he needed and set a low light under one of the cauldrons. It was easy to get back into the rhythm of potion making; it was second nature to him and his fingers danced over his tools with practiced nuance.

He had expected Gabe to be irritating and loud but the boy simply sat there, swinging his legs back and forth and watching with interest.

“Is that to help with memory?” he asked as Severus added the finely chopped sage.

“Yes…yes it is,” Severus confirmed, surprised.

“It says so in the book on potions ingredients you gave me.”

“You’re interested in potions?” Severus asked. He would have expected a child of Potter’s to be obsessed with broomsticks and danger but perhaps that was uncharitable.

“I’m interested in reading,” Gabe clarified. “I like learning things.”

Severus had had the same appetite for knowledge at the boy’s age, but his own had tended towards darker material. He imagined, or rather hoped, that Gabe was protected and happy enough not to seek such things out.

“You let me read lots of your books,” Gabe said, peering cautiously into the simmering cauldron. “And you usually read to me at bedtime too.”

That sounded so unlikely that Severus could do little but focus on tending to his potion. He had never imagined himself having children and had certainly never seen himself being such a hands-on parent. It was at odds with everything he thought he knew about his character.

“At the moment we’re reading Treasure Island, but Dad’s reading it with me while you’re…poorly. I miss you reading,” he confessed quietly.

Severus cleared his throat and said, “I’m sure…I’m sure I can read to you, if you want.”

“Dad said I wasn’t to ask you. He said that I’m not to pester you while you’re recovering.”

Severus didn’t know how to respond to that. He could appreciate that Potter was trying not to overwhelm him with full immersion into his usual home life, but things were supposed to be normal and he didn’t need to be wrapped in cotton wool.

“Gabe? Gabe are you down here?” Potter’s voice called down the stairs.

“Yes Dad.”

Potter appeared on the staircase and said, “You’re not supposed to be bothering your father.”

“He isn’t,” Severus said, and Gabe beamed. “He’s welcome to stay if it’s alright with you.”

Potter gave a funny sort of smile and said, “It’s fine with me. Come up for lunch when you’ve finished.”



Lupin had changed from the man Severus remembered. In some ways he had improved; he wasn’t as painfully thin, nor as shabbily dressed. He didn’t seem as weary as he had once done but it was clear he had suffered from the war. He had sustained nerve damage and it resulted in widespread pain and a constant tremor in his hand.

He was obviously happy though and Severus couldn’t help but comment upon the rather impressive wife he had landed himself. Lupin agreed whole-heartedly and expressed his contentment where his marriage was concerned.

“She’s a hell of a woman. Life with her is whirlwind.”

“I can imagine. However did you manage to ensnare her?”

“My charm and good looks, obviously,” Lupin said with a wolfish grin.

“Obviously,” Severus agreed wryly.

“Uncle Remus, can we do Science today?” Gabe asked as he entered the kitchen with his arms laden with study materials.

“I had planned History,” Remus replied, looking as though he realised the battle was already lost.

Severus turned to the doorway to see Potter hovering there. He knew full well why the man was waiting for him and his stomach fluttered nervously. He nodded and moved to join him, casting a look back at Gabe as he went.

“He’ll be fine. Remus will keep him occupied. Are you ready?”

“Yes, I suppose so,” Severus said thickly, and together they walked up to the pleasant study on the first floor.

There was a pensieve waiting on the table, with several vials lined up beside it. Severus realised with a jolt that the pensieve had once belonged to Dumbledore and it made him even more reluctant to use it.

“I’ve lined up the memories in chronological order,” Potter said, and Severus could see that the man was almost as nervous as he was. “There’s no rush. I’ll just leave you to view them in your own time.”

Severus nodded and Potter continued, “Gin reckons you should view a few memories once a week so I guess we’ll see how we get on.”

Severus didn’t know what to say so he just nodded again, his mouth suddenly dry. He felt a hand on his shoulder and he turned, startled, to face Potter.

“If it makes you uncomfortable then we’ll ditch the idea,” he said gently.

“Ginny says it’s necessary,” Severus countered.

“I know, but I don’t want you upset. It isn’t worth it.”

Severus was surprised that Potter was being so gracious and considerate but he appreciated it nonetheless. He had expected Potter to be belligerent and pushy, urging him to recover his memories as soon as possible, but it seemed the man was prepared to give him time.

“I’ll be up in the attic if you need me,” Potter said, giving his shoulder a squeeze then leaving the room quietly.

Severus took a long, deep breath and moved over to the table. He ran his fingers over the delicate bottles and tried to stamp down his feelings of nerves. Knowing there was little recourse available to him, he emptied the first memory into the bowl and took the plunge.

~*~ Being called back to Hogwarts in the last couple of weeks of the summer holidays was odd indeed. As far as Harry knew nothing catastrophic had happened and they weren’t in any imminent danger; no more than usual anyway.

He walked side by side with McGonagall, who had told him nothing, and stood aside as she gave the password to the gargoyle guarding Dumbledore’s office. The staircase appeared and McGonagall gestured from him to step onto it before disappearing off down the corridor.

Resisting the urge to roll his eyes, Harry stepped onto the stairs and rode them all the way to the top. He knocked on the door and entered after he heard Dumbledore’s “come in!” from the other side.

He was surprised to see Snape standing a little way off from Dumbledore’s desk, his arms behind his back and looking sour as always.

“Ah Harry my boy!” Dumbledore said genially. “Good to see you. Come in, take a seat.”

Harry did so, looking warily at Snape as he went. Despite Dumbledore’s jovial attitude, if he and Snape had been summoned to be there together then it couldn’t mean anything good for him.

“How are you keeping?” Dumbledore asked, folding his hands in front of himself.

“Fine, thank you, sir. Why am I here? Has something happened?”

“Direct as always,” Dumbledore said with a smile and, for some reason, it grated on Harry. “For some time we’ve been gathering information through various sources – “

Harry’s eyes flickered to Snape and he saw the man shift slightly.

” – and now we’re almost certain of Voldemort’s plans and we’ve established a timeline for those plans.”

Harry’s stomach fluttered and he tried to keep his face passive. He had made a pact with himself over the summer that he was going to keep his emotions in check, that he wouldn’t let anyone see what he was feeling. It left him too vulnerable and he was sick of feeling that way.

“In light of this it seems only right that we issue you with appropriate training.”

“Training?” Harry echoed, suddenly feeling as though Dumbledore was looking at him like he was a weapon.

“Professor Snape will be overseeing it,” Dumbledore said, and Harry looked at the man again. Their eyes met and Harry could see that Snape was as thrilled by the prospect as he was.

“Ah…Professor Snape and I don’t have the best history when it comes to training together.”

Snape raised an eyebrow and Dumbledore chuckled. “Be that as it may, Professor Snape has a particular set of talents that will be invaluable. I want you to start immediately.”

“To what purpose, sir?” Harry asked. “I’m not being difficult, I just…frankly I refuse to be kept in the dark anymore. Whatever’s going on I want to be informed and treated like the adult you expect me to be.”

There. That was level and reasonable, no one could accuse him of being irrational or childish. He had stated his demands and the reasons for them.

“That…is fair enough, Harry,” Dumbledore said, and Harry watched as Snape’s lips pursed.

The old man leant back in his chair and Harry braced himself for what was to come. Part of him didn’t want to know, wanted to be kept in ignorance, but he had asked for this and it was about time people stopped withholding things from him.

“We believe that Voldemort has extracted pieces of his soul and placed him in various objects in order to make himself impossible to kill. Members of the Order are hunting down these objects in order to destroy them all and, when they do, we will be poised to destroy him once and for all.”

“You mean I will,” Harry said thickly, suddenly feeling sick.

“Yes, you will,” Dumbledore confirmed. “In light of this it seems only right that we equip you properly to do that.”

Harry’s pulse thrummed loudly in his ears and he swallowed a couple of times to try and bring himself under control. There were many ways he could react to this news and his baser instincts were telling him to run for the hills.

Knowing, however, that he had very few options, he took a deep breath and looked up at Snape, saying, “Ready when you are, sir.”

There was a momentary glimpse of surprise that flickered across Snape’s face, but he chased it away and said, “Today, now.”

Harry had suspected as much; he wasn’t there for afternoon tea after all. He nodded and said, “I’m in.”

“Well done, Harry,” Dumbledore said quietly, and Harry wished it didn’t make him feel as proud as it did.

“Yes, well done, Potter,” Snape said with a sneer, and Harry tried to subdue his anger. “Come on then,” he said, sweeping out of Dumbledore’s office.

Harry scrambled out of his chair to follow, casting a hasty goodbye over his shoulder to Dumbledore as he went. It was clear that Snape was heading for the dungeons and Harry quickened his pace to keep up with the man’s long strides.

They walked through the Potions classroom into Snape’s office then to a portrait on the far wall. Snape offered no password but instead held his wand against the frame, the portrait bouncing open a moment later.

Snape shifted out of his heavy outer robe and chucked it over one of the armchairs. He was left in black trousers and a white shirt, the sleeves of which he began to roll up.

It was as informal as Harry had ever seen the man and it humanised him slightly. It didn’t help to make Harry any less nervous though and he stood there awkwardly waiting for Snape to address him.

Eventually the man looked up at him and Harry did his best to look as though he was prepared. He wasn’t sure how he and Snape were meant to work together without killing one another but he was determined not to be the source of the conflict.

“I…have a vague idea as to how we might proceed,” Snape said and Harry was surprised both at his civility and his honesty that he didn’t have a solid plan in place.

“I’m all ears, sir,” Harry said, hoping to convey that he was willing to co-operate.

“I shall be teaching you a number of offensive and defensive spells, many of which are complicated and intensive. I believe you will need to study their theory before you can perform them and to that end I will give you access to my collection of books on the subject.”

“Thank you.”

“However,” Snape continued as though Harry hadn’t spoken, “I will not allow you to take them from my quarters. I will expect you here every evening from seven until ten.”

Harry nodded and Snape folded his arms. “What? No protest? No stamping your feet and pouting about how unfair it all is, how you’ll be made to miss your beloved quidditch and cavorting with your chums?” he asked with a sneer.

Harry sighed and decided to try and choose his words carefully. “Professor, I’d like it if you could try and believe that I’m not a moron. I fully understand how important this is; I’m not likely to put bloody quidditch ahead of defeating Voldemort. I’m prepared to do whatever it takes and whatever you think necessary.”

Snape was surprised but Harry could tell he was trying not to show it. “Well. That was a very noble speech, Potter, but we’ll see how dedicated you truly are. Words are very easy, actions are much harder.”

“I’m aware of that,” Harry said, feeling his anger rise. He stamped on it and added, “There’s too much riding on this to be selfish.”

There was silence for a moment, Snape standing with his arms folded and the trace of a sneer still on his face.

“Look, sir,” Harry said, steeling himself, “whatever’s gone on between us in the past I’d rather we lay it to rest. I know that you’re my best chance of coming through this alive and I respect the fact that no one’s knowledge can come close to yours. Working together will be a lot easier if we can at least agree to be civil to one another.”

He bit his lip then stuck his hand out to the man, feeling like a bit of an arse for doing so, but feeling that the gesture needed to be made.

“Merlin, you’re a dramatic sod,” Snape said disdainfully, but shook Harry’s hand nevertheless.

Harry snorted and said, “In another life I might have been an actor.”

“Indeed.”

Snape turned away and with a flourish of his wand transfigured a table and chair in the corner of the room.

“You can use that,” he told Harry and Harry nodded. “The books are…well, they make those in the library’s restricted section look like children’s books. You are to tell no one that you’re using them and you will use them only within the parameters I set.”

“Of course,” Harry agreed. “Do you…do you have any idea how we’ll bring him down?”

Snape sighed and rested against the arm of the chair, his arms folded again. “It depends on how successful the Order is at finding and destroying the horcruxes.”

“Horcruxes?” Harry echoed.

“The things he’s used to bind his soul to.”

Harry paused as a shiver ran through him. “I didn’t know it was possible,” he said quietly, “to…break your soul up like that.”

“It shouldn’t be possible,” Snape replied, his voice oddly soft. “It’s the darkest magic imaginable and it’s truly evil. It’s the worst atrocity a witch or wizard can commit.”

“Fuck,” Harry breathed, then looked up and said quickly, “Sorry sir.”

Snape’s lip twitched ever so slightly and he said, “Perhaps we should agree an amnesty on such things in these rooms.”

“I’d appreciate that,” Harry said, then realised he was grinning at the man. It was the most bizarre thing and he wiped the look off his face quickly as it was too strange to countenance grinning at Snape.

Snape seemed to share his discomfort and he turned to focus his attention on the extensive book collection behind him. It felt odd to share such a moment with the man but things were different, changing quickly, and they would all have to adjust their behaviour in order to deal with them.

“Here,” Snape said, turning back and handing him a book. “Start with that one. I’ll draw up a training programme in the meantime.”

“Yes sir,” Harry said, taking the book and moving over to his assigned table.

“How long can I expect this deference and co-operation to last, Potter?” Snape asked, one eyebrow raised in suspicion.

“Promise we’re under an amnesty?” Harry asked, suddenly feeling wicked. Snape nodded and Harry, emboldened, said, “For as long as you promise not to be a bastard.”

The smack upside his head was more comforting than it had any right to be.
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~*~ Term had started and Harry and Snape were into their third week of training together. They had, miraculously, not killed one another, but they weren’t exactly working in perfect harmony. Spending time in close quarters with someone could be trying at the best of times, but Harry and Snape were capable of irritating each other with little provocation. Their amnesty still held and, to Harry’s surprise, it was clear that Snape was actually trying not to be a git, but they still sniped and bickered.

Snape hadn’t questioned Harry’s commitment to his training, for which Harry was grateful, but he still made snide comments that Harry couldn’t help but rise to. He was trying to be respectful, to prompt the man to treat him as an equal, but Snape was still a petty and often vindictive man.

Harry hoped that their common goal could unite them, that Snape’s desire to see Voldemort beaten would override his desire to taunt and torment Harry, but the man was still difficult and still seemed to delight in putting Harry down. Harry, for his part, was trying his best not to rise to it but he was also determined not to let himself be cowed by the man.

He had to show Snape that he was no longer a child, that he would no longer let himself be treated as such. He decided that the best way to do that was to work as hard as possible, to let Snape see his dedication.

He worked his way through the books Snape provided him with, diligently applying himself to learning the theory behind the complex spells he was learning. Snape was researching too; searching for a way to finally bring Voldemort down once and for all. In those moments when they were both buried in books were they at their most peaceful and at times even companionable.

“Potter, do you have A Study of Romanian Hexes over there?” Snape asked, jolting Harry out of the slight stupor he had been about to fall into.

“Yep,” Harry said, extracting it from the pile and taking it over to Snape, who had his own desk underneath an enchanted window that afforded a view of the lake. It was dusk now and the sun was starting to set, casting an orange hue across the landscape.

“Thank you,” Snape said as Harry handed it to him, immediately burying his nose in it.

Harry stayed for a moment, watching as a few gentle ripples spread out from the surface of the lake. He was tired and they had only been at it for three weeks. Ostensibly he was meant to be serving a week’s detention, but only Ron and Hermione knew the truth.

“We’ll have to come up with something,” he mused quietly.

“Mm? Beg your pardon?” Snape said, looking up.

“Oh, I was just thinking – we need a cover story for me coming down here. You can’t keep giving me detention every week.”

“Oh? But I was so looking forward to doing so,” Snape said and Harry tried to discern whether he was joking or not. Snape’s sense of humour, if he had one, was hard to understand.

“Any ideas?” Harry asked, stuffing his hands in his pockets.

“As always I am more prepared than you could ever hope to be.” Harry rolled his eyes and Snape continued, “There is a disused teaching office in the tower not far from the Gryffindor common room. I will connect the fireplace so you can floo directly into my quarters.”

“That will make life easier and lessen the risk of me being seen coming down here. I need to come up with a reason why I disappear every night though.”

“Surely you can stretch your intelligence far enough to come up with a convincing tale?” Snape asked, leaning back in his chair and looking at Harry with a baiting smirk.

Determined not to rise to it, Harry said, “Ron and Hermione know the truth, but I can’t make it common knowledge to the whole of Gryffindor. I should probably tell Gin…she can sniff out a lie a mile away.”

“A singularly precocious young woman,” Snape said, and Harry’s eyes widened.

“You like her!” he said, managing to translate the man’s words.

“She’s the finest student I’ve taught in year. If you tell her I said that I shall turn you into a homunculus.”

Harry sputtered and said, “You’ll give me male and female parts?!”

To his unending surprise, Snape burst out laughing. He watched in fascination as the man’s entire face changed, erasing the lines that were etched there and casting a light into his black eyes.

“Potter,” Snape said, controlling himself but still looking mightily amused, “please keep saying things like that and I shall find it much easier not to kill you.”

An unexpected and inexplicable warmth settled in Harry’s chest and he felt an odd sense of consonance with the man, as though they had shared something. It was the first time he had ever felt any kind of affinity with Snape and it was fairly unsettling.

“I’ll try, sir. I’ll try.”



~*~ He used the disused classroom to floo down to Snape’s quarters every evening and relied on Ron and Hermione to cover for him. Most of the 7
  th
   years were too preoccupied with preparations for their NEWTs to bother about him but the younger years were potentially curious. To them, Harry was a bit of a mystery anyway and his constant disappearances were merely perhaps the latest in a long line of unusual behaviours.

It was odd but he found himself glad of the escape to Snape’s quarters. He didn’t really belong amongst his schoolmates anymore and there was no way they could understand what he was going through. They were concerned with exams and trying to figure out if their crush fancied them back while his every thought consisted of training for the fight of his life.

Snape seemed to realise this and hadn’t questioned his dedication once. He had also cut down on his snide and sneering remarks, although he was still fierce when it came to training. He tolerated no mistakes but, rather than resenting it, Harry found himself appreciating it. He didn’t need to be treated with kid gloves; anything short of perfection would get him killed.

“Alright, take a break for a few moments and we’ll try again,” Snape said as Harry braced his hands on his knees and took a few deep breaths.

“It’s that damn wand movement,” he growled. “It’s like patting your head and rubbing your stomach. It just gets me.”

“You must practise until you’re sick of it,” Snape said as a tea tray appeared on the coffee table. “Your time playing quidditch will have honed your muscle memory, use that to your advantage.”

“Yes sir,” Harry said with a firm nod, pleased with the fleeting look of approval that crossed the man’s face.

They were focusing on shield charms, which Harry actually found fascinating, but their casting was difficult. He was trying though and Snape seemed to realise this.

“Tea?” Snape asked and Harry felt a now familiar sense of unusual warmth settle over him at the man’s civility.

“Yes please, I’m parched,” Harry replied, taking a seat on the sofa while Snape poured him a cup.

He took it gratefully and added a little milk and sugar while Snape sat beside him and sipped delicately at his own. The man’s sleeves were rolled up and Harry couldn’t stop his eyes from going to the Mark on the man’s arm.

He wasn’t quick enough to look away and Snape saw him staring. “I’m sorry,” he mumbled, looking down into his teacup.

“It’s alright,” came the quiet reply and Harry looked up in surprise. He had expected to be chastised or for Snape to be quietly angry with him but the man looked remarkably measured.

“You’re still spying, aren’t you? He still thinks you’re loyal.”

Snape nodded and Harry blew out a slow breath. “Fuck. I don’t know how you do it.”

“Mr Potter?” Snape asked for elaboration.

“I don’t know how you can live a double life like that, juggling it all, keeping it all going. You have to cope with Dumbledore and that bastard issuing you order while teaching a bunch of ungrateful dickheads who don’t want to learn.”

It was unimaginable but the corner of Snape’s mouth twitched into a half smile. “Thank you for that assessment of my life, Mr Potter.”

Harry grinned, finding himself appreciating Snape’s dry humour. “I mean it,” he said sincerely. “If I was in in your shoes I’d be tempted to say to hell with all of them.”

Snape took a long, slow sip of his tea and Harry watched, oddly transfixed. “I am tempted to do that every day of my life, Mr Potter,” he said eventually, a strange kind of gentleness to his voice.

It suddenly occurred to Harry that no one else could understand how he felt apart from Snape, and that thought was perhaps the weirdest he had ever entertained. Their fates were both governed by a madman and their freedom was only a vague notion that was, in reality, enforced by Dumbledore. They both had their private and public faces, and they knew how it felt to have to hide behind a carefully tailored disguise.

“You haven’t asked me,” Snape said softly and Harry looked at him questioningly. “You haven’t asked me why I joined him.”

Harry had wondered about it, of course, but the older he had become the more he didn’t need an explanation. He could understand the seductive allure Voldemort might have wielded, how Snape, a lonely and bullied child must have been drawn into a world where he felt accepted. It wasn’t lost on Harry that he might have ended up on a similar path had it not been for Ron and Hermione.

“I can figure it out without doing you the indignity of asking.”

Snape looked so surprised that Harry nearly laughed, but he didn’t want to ruin the strange moment of amity between them.

“You’ve changed, Potter.”

“Thank you, sir.”



Severus was a couple of weeks into viewing Potter’s memories and he was more confused than ever. He could see the tentative beginnings of a friendship between them and could see how Potter was different from the snot-brained toad Severus remembered.

He couldn’t see how that translated into a relationship, however, and he was still convinced that it was all Potter’s fault. He had obviously played on Severus’ softened feeling for him and had wormed his way in somehow. It still made him angry to think of.

They were trying to keep things normal at ‘home’ and sticking to the routine they had had before Severus’ memory loss. To that end, Ron, Draco, Ginny and Lupin were all currently in his garden while Potter made Sunday lunch.

Gabe seemed comfortable around the adults and it was clear that Draco was his favourite. Draco seemed to dote on the child and he lavished attention and affection on him. It was the first Severus had seen of the man since his brief glimpse in the hospital and he was surprised by the changes.

Draco’s once white-blond hair was now a rich dark blond and it hung in a loose wave that made him look rather dashing. He was tall and thin and had abandoned his once extravagant mode of dress. He now favoured muggle clothes, which were smart but simple, and he had lost the irritating sense of entitlement he had carried in his youth.

“I would never have guessed you’d become a concert pianist,” he told the man as he topped up everyone’s wine glasses.

“Well, my parents insisted on my learning since the age of five. It made sense to put it to good use,” Draco replied with a smile.

“But a composer too. It’s staggering.”

“I always dabbled in composition. It kept me sane during some of the toughest times. It was Ron who encouraged me though.”

He looked over to the man, who was speaking to Lupin and Ginny, Gabe perched on his lap. Draco smiled and said, “He was the first person I ever played for. We snuck into the Room of Requirement and I played him something I’d been working on. That ended up being the first thing I ever played to an audience.”

“And you’ve had great success?”

“It would be false modesty to say no. I play all over the world. Luckily Ron’s job means he often comes with me. We’d hate to be separated for too long.”

“How romantic,” Snape said, unable to stop his sneer.

“God, I’d forgotten what a prick you used to be,” Draco said, rolling his eyes. “It’s been some time since I’ve seen this side of you.”

Everyone kept alluding to the fact that he had changed and it made him uncomfortable. He had never really believed that people were capable of changing so completely and yet everyone kept insisting that he was a different person.

“I should go and see if Potter needs help.”

“Harry,” Draco corrected. “If you must use his surname, it’s Potter-Snape.”

“Yes, thank you for the admonishment,” Severus said, getting up and heading into the kitchen.

He found Potter managing perfectly well, with a selection of pots bubbling on the stove and the oven roaring cheerfully. “Can I help with anything?” he asked, and Potter turned to face him with a smile.

“All under control thanks. Everything ok out there?”

“Fine. I just…decided to take a break.”

He pulled up one of the kitchen stools and perched atop it, cradling his wine to his chest. They hadn’t spoken much about the memories since Severus had begun viewing them and he was grateful for Potter’s restraint.

“I never imagined the lengths he would go to,” Severus said, speaking without meaning to.

“Who?” Potter asked with a frown as he checked the timer on the oven.

“Voldemort,” Severus clarified. “I…I take it all the horcruxes were found and destroyed?”

A strange look crossed Potter’s face and Severus could tell the question had troubled him. “Everything that was needed to be done…was done,” he said quietly.

“What does that mean?”

“Voldemort was defeated. If you carry on viewing the memories you’ll see how.”

“You won’t speak to me about it?”

“Not…not at the moment. Not until you’ve had a chance to see what happened. There are…there are some things that are still difficult to talk about.”

“My apologies, I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”

Potter sighed and said, “You didn’t. Sorry, it’s just that all of that happened so long ago; most of us try not to think about it too often these days.”

Severus nodded. He could understand that; he’d spent enough time himself pushing things to the back of his mind, trying to forget them.

“I will say though that I couldn’t have done it without you,” Potter said softly. “It wasn’t just the training…although that was invaluable. You were…the one thing I could rely on.”

“I…expected to see more tension…more animosity in those early memories of your training,” Severus said, feeling uncomfortable with Potter’s assertion.

Potter chuckled softly. “Oh there was. Every now and again one of us would lose their temper or spend the evening throwing insults, but mostly we both realised that all of that was irrelevant. We had to work together, so we did.”

“You’re…you’re very different in those memories to how I remember you.”

“I grew up,” Potter said with a shrug. “You recognised that at the time.”

“And fell madly in love with you?” Severus asked nastily before he could stop himself.

“Yeah,” Potter said with a fed up shake of his head. “Something like that. Look, would you take that veg out to the garden please? I’ll be out in a second.”

Knowing he was being dismissed, Severus did as he was asked, ignoring the look Draco shot him as he came back outside. Potter joined them moments later and served up lunch, smiling and chatting as though nothing had happened.

Severus was quiet while the others talked. He couldn’t join in with much of the conversation as he had little idea what or who was being spoken of. He had little appetite for chatter anyway and felt as though he had been placed amongst people with whom he had nothing in common.

His attention focused itself when he heard Ginny asked Potter, “Nearly finished with the commission?”

“Thankfully, yes. It hasn’t been my favourite but at least it’s done.”

Severus frowned and said, “Commission?”

“Don’t you know what Harry does for a living?” Draco asked him, his tone accusatory.

“I – ” Severus began.

“I’m an artist,” Potter said, cutting him off.

Ron scoffed and said, “An artist? That’s like saying Drake’s just a piano player. Harry’s the most sought-after portrait artist in the wizarding world.”

“Rubbish,” Potter said with a blush. “I paint a few pictures.”

“Magical pictures?” Severus asked, amazed that this was the profession Potter had chosen for himself.

“Mostly. I draw for pleasure too. It’s…well it’s my one true love.”

“Apart from Pa,” Gabe piped up with a grin, apparently oblivious to the discomfort of both his parents.

“Why don’t you show Severus your studio?” Ginny suggested, leaning back in her chair and eyeing them both.

“I’m sure he’s not – “

“It’ll be good for him,” Ginny insisted. “Let him see what you’ve dedicated your life to.”

“Oh fine,” Potter said, clearly as unwilling as anyone else to argue with her. “Come on,” he said to Severus, getting up and heading for the house.

Severus followed, feeling inexplicably nervous as the man led him up to the attic rooms. He had seen Potter’s office before but the other door had always been closed. Now it was open and he could see that it housed an impressive studio with easels propped up all over the place.

It was messy and a tad chaotic but Severus could see that it was a space treated with pride and love.

“I can’t imagine why Gin thinks you should come up here but I’m not brave enough to argue with her.”

“I can’t think of anyone who is,” Severus replied and Potter grinned at him. “What made you decide to pursue this? I’d have thought you would have gone straight into the auror ranks.”

“Oh Merlin, no,” Potter replied with a shudder. “After being forced into fighting one dark wizard I didn’t want to dedicate my life to it.”

“So you chose art instead?”

“Mm. I…um…I’d always doodled; it was kind of a stress relief I suppose. I didn’t really think anything of it until – “

“Until?” Severus prompted.

Potter smiled as he ran his fingers over his materials. “Until you saw my drawings. You um…convinced me that I had talent, that it was worth exploring. It was the first time I’d considered entertaining anything outside my ‘Boy Who Lived’ fate.”

“Can I see?”

Potter paused for a second then said, “Of course.” He opened up a drawer in one of the large cabinets and extracted a portfolio. “These are just a few doodles for my own amusement,” he said as he handed it to Severus.

Severus opened the folder and extracted a few sheets of paper from inside. He was amazed as he look at charcoal drawings of Ron, Draco, Ginny, Lupin, Dumbledore and many others they had both known. They were exquisite and beautifully detailed; Potter clearly had extraordinary talent and he was staggered to see it.

“After the final battle I took some time out – well – we took some time out together, but afterwards I attended the London School of Art. After I graduated I took an apprenticeship with a magical artist and honed my craft.”

“And now people buy Harry Potter originals?”

“No,” Potter said with soft laugh. “I create and sell under a pseudonym. I wanted to forge a career on the merit of my talent.”

Severus couldn’t help but be impressed. Not only had Potter decided to forge his own route away from people’s expectations, he had done so without the benefit of his fame.

“You’re full of surprises.”

Potter smiled and said, “That’s not the first time you’ve told me that. I’m glad I can still surprise you.”

“This must be very strange for you,” Severus said, looking down at a particularly fine drawing of Gabe.

“What must be?”

“Explaining things, telling me things we’ve already lived through together. I must seem a stranger to you.”

“In some ways,” Potter said, his sadness evident. “But you’re a stranger who knows every last thing about me, who’s shared every important moment in my life. You’re a stranger who knows every inch of my skin and…one day you’ll be my husband again.”

“You believe that?”

“I have to, Severus, or else what’s the point? You’re the love of my life, you’re my whole world. Without you…fuck…I just can’t imagine an existence like that, I don’t want to.”

“I might never recover my memories,” Severus said, feeling the need to remind the man of their reality.

“I know. But if you think I’m giving up on you, on us, then you really don’t know me at all.”
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Chapter 6



~*~ “Oh for fuck’s sake!”

“Not good enough.”

“I bloody know, alright? I know.”

Harry leant forward, his breathing coming in harsh rasps. They had been at this for nearly an hour straight and he was exhausted. They were in the Room of Requirement to give them more space and to ensure they didn’t do any damage to Snape’s quarters.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to shout,” Harry apologised, straightening up and looking at Snape.

“Shout all you like if it gets you there faster.”

“No, I mean I’m sorry I shouted at you.”

“You needn’t be so tender of my sensibilities, Potter,” Snape replied with a smirk.

“Oh forget it, you arse. I was being polite.”

“You give with one hand and take with the other,” Snape replied woefully.

“I can’t get this fucking spell,” Harry seethed, kicking a nearby pile of junk.

“It isn’t a spell, it’s a curse,” Snape corrected, and Harry growled low in his throat.

“What bloody difference does it make?” he asked, shoving his sweat-dampened hair out of his eyes.

“All the difference in the world,” Snape replied forcefully, his eyes flashing. “Curses rely on intent, on the will to hurt, to inflict harm. It isn’t enough to focus on the end result as you do with spells, you have to really mean a curse.”

“But I don’t mean it, not with you. I don’t want to hurt you.”

“How very touching. I assure you, given your current performance you are nowhere near close to hurting me.”

“I’m trying,” Harry insisted.

“Not hard enough.”

Snape moved closer and Harry felt a small thrill of fear and something else go through him. “You have to forget who is on the other end of the curse and think only that one day that bastard might be. Your intent to hurt him has to be greater than any other feelings you might have.”

“I know,” Harry said. “You’re right, I know you are. I’m sorry, I’ll try harder.”

Snape’s face softened slightly and he said, “I can see you’re trying and I acknowledge it. I would be doing you a disservice, however, if I said it was good enough.”

Harry nodded, tired but invigorated by the fact that Snape had acknowledged his efforts. “Shall we try again?” he asked, eager to prove Snape’s faith in him wasn’t misplaced.

“Enough for tonight. You’ll get no results pushing yourself past exhaustion.”

Harry couldn’t help but smile and Snape eyed him suspiciously. “What?” the man asked defensively.

“You’ve changed too, you know. A year or so ago you’d have pushed me to breaking point and enjoyed doing so.”

“A year or so ago you’d never proven you were capable of dedication and hard work,” Snape returned smoothly, and Harry felt ridiculously proud at the man’s declaration.

“I appreciate it,” Harry said sincerely. “I appreciate everything you’re doing.”

“I have little choice,” Snape insisted, but Harry could see past it.

“Then I appreciate you limiting your bastardness,” he said with a grin.

“That isn’t a word,” Snape said with a raised eyebrow and Harry’s grin widened. “Pack up, we’re done,” Snape instructed and Harry was certain he could see the faintest ghost of a smile on the man’s lips.

Snape moved away and began to roll his sleeves back down while Harry cast a quick cleaning charm on himself and wrenched off his dirty t-shirt. He replaced it with the clean one he had brought with him and ran his hands through his hair a couple of times.

He was tired but he didn’t really want the session to end. He was finding it harder and harder to spend time amongst his peers and, perhaps more pertinently, he actually enjoyed spending time with Snape.

As improbable as the notion was, he enjoyed the man’s company. He enjoyed his wit and sarcasm, enjoyed the verbal barbs they would sling at one another. He appreciated the man’s silence, how they could sit quietly together without the need to say anything; he would almost call it companionable.

“Is something the matter?” Snape asked, noticing that Harry had made no move to leave.

“Oh…I…” He sighed and gave Snape a sheepish smile. “I was just thinking that I don’t want to go back to the common room,” he confessed.

There was a moment’s pause before Snape said, “You may come back to my quarters, if you prefer.”

Harry was so surprised by the offer that all he could do was sputter, “I don’t want to get in your way, sir.”

“I wouldn’t have offered if I thought you would.”

Trying to keep the grin off his face, Harry nodded and together they left the Room of Requirement. They walked in silence to the disused classroom Harry used each evening and flooed one by one to Snape’s quarters.

Harry stood nervously, not sure what to do with himself. Snape hung up his outer robe and said, “I have a mountain of essays to mark, I trust you can entertain yourself.”

“Of course. There’s always research to do.”

Snape settled down at his own desk, which was indeed laden with essays, and Harry watched as he moved to his little station. It was an oddly generous gesture for Snape to allow him to invade his rooms like this and he didn’t want to make the man regret it.

He immersed himself in spell theory, as he had promised he would, but he looked up to steal glances at Snape every now and again. The more time he spent with the man the more he was intrigued by him. Snape seemed to genuinely want to help him, to do his best to ensure Harry would defeat Voldemort.

Obviously Snape had a vested interest in seeing the bastard brought down, but it felt like more than that to Harry. Snape was someone he could work with, someone he could learn from, and he felt an odd sort of connection to the man in a way he had never felt with anyone before.

“Doesn’t make any bloody sense,” Harry muttered to himself as he read the same paragraph for the fifth time and failed to understand it.

“What doesn’t?” Snape asked, looking up from his marking.

“Oh sorry, didn’t mean to disturb you. Just this chapter I’m reading on curse creation.”

Snape got up and came to stand next to Harry. “Show me,” he instructed.

Harry pointed to the paragraph with his finger and Snape leant over slightly, his hand coming to rest on Harry’s shoulder. Harry enjoyed its warmth and pressure, sparing a moment to acknowledge that he felt that way about Snape’s proximity.

“Ah, I can see why you’d have difficulty,” Snape said eventually.

Harry tilted his head up to look at the man and said with a grin, “Because I’m a moron?”

“Yes exactly, Potter,” Snape replied, and Harry could see the glint of amusement in his eyes.

“So what does it mean?”

“It means that curse creation relies on two factors – the intent of the person creating it and the strength of their core power.”

“Their wand?” Harry asked, confused.

Snape shook his head. “This,” he said, placing his hand ever so gently on Harry’s chest. “The centre of all your power, the source of your innate magic. A wand is just a conduit.”

Harry’s heartbeat had sped up beneath Snape’s touch and he was stunned to realise that his body was responding to it. It felt intimate somehow and Harry found himself wanting the moment to last.

“Stand up,” Snape said gently, stepping back and allowing Harry to do so.

Harry felt his palms prickle with sweat and an odd sense of anticipation raced through him.

“Close your eyes,” Snape instructed, and Harry complied without question. His breathing became uneven as Snape moved to stand behind him and Harry felt the proximity of the man’s body as Snape moved to hold Harry’s wand arm.

He heard a whispered incantation and immediately felt a surge of electricity through his body as though someone had shocked him. He gasped and Snape issued a murmured instruction to open his eyes.

Harry did so and was amazed to see a glowing ball of light bobbing an inch or two in front of his chest. He watched as it dazzled him with its brightness and moved with a subtle vibration.

“That is your power,” Snape murmured in his ear, and Harry shivered as the man’s breath danced over his skin. “That’s the essence of your magic. I’ve never seen it shine so brightly with anyone else before.”

“What does that mean?” Harry asked, highly conscious of Snape’s chest pressed against his back.

“That you have more power than Voldemort could ever hope to possess,” Snape replied, his voice a low rumble. “I’m amazed to see it’s green.”

“Well, I was meant to be in Slytherin,” Harry replied, mesmerised by this incarnation of his power.

“You’re joking,” Snape said, sounding beyond surprised.

Harry craned his neck to look at the man, slightly giddy at how close they were. “I’m not, hand on heart. The hat wanted to put me in Slytherin but I…argued with it. No offence,” he added with a lopsided smile.

“You’re full of surprises, Mr Potter,” Snape said, the vibration of his voice resonating against Harry’s back.

“I hope I can always surprise you, sir,” Harry whispered in response, suddenly wishing he could stay that way all night.

“I rather think you will.”



~*~ Harry entered Snape’s quarters holding a plate of magically-warmed food, an admonishment ready on his tongue as he flooed through the fireplace.

“You weren’t at dinner,” Harry said, stalking over to Snape’s desk.

“I’m busy,” came the curt reply.

Harry plonked the plate down in front of Snape and ignored the glare he received. “Eat.”

“Potter – “

“I mean it. You weren’t at lunch either, you can’t bloody starve yourself.”

“When exactly did you appoint yourself my minder?”

“When I realised you needed one,” Harry shot back. “Eat it or I’ll tie you to the chair and force-feed you.” Snape was about to say something else but Harry held up a finger and said, “Don’t even think about lying to me, I know it’s your favourite.”

Snape closed his mouth and Harry gave him a triumphant smile before he moved to the small kitchen area of the man’s quarters. He lit the kettle with his wand and filled the teapot with Snape’s favourite blend of tea, gratified to note that the man had started to tuck into his food.

He put a slice of lemon in Snape’s cup and milk and sugar in his own and allowed the tea to brew for a few moments, as he knew Snape liked, then poured them both tea. He moved back to Snape’s desk and placed the cup next to the man’s dinner plate.

“You’d make someone a lovely wife,” Snape said and Harry grinned.

“Mm, I love those gratin potatoes,” he said, eyeing Snape’s plate.

Snape rolled his eyes and speared a potato with his fork then held it out to Harry. Harry bit into with a grin and said around his mouthful, “You’re too kind.”

He perched on the arm of the sofa and said, “You shouldn’t skip dinner.”

“I don’t need a minder.”

“Yes you do. Someone has to look after you.”

“Your concern for me is touching.”

“If I lose you I’m worried that my life will become devoid of miserable old bastards.”

“Less of the ‘old’ you impertinent brat.”

“Seriously though, you have to take care of yourself,” Harry said sincerely, willing to acknowledge that his concern for Snape went beyond worrying for him in a practical capacity.

“I had too much to do to attend dinner. Besides a mountain of marking, I still have a great deal of research to do.”

Harry sighed and leant forward to rest his hand between Snape’s shoulder-blades. Snape looked surprised but made no move to shift Harry’s hand away.

“I need you,” Harry said softly. “I won’t get through this without you, but I need you at your best. Isn’t there…some way of relieving some of this pressure, a teaching assistant, perhaps?”

“As loath as I am to admit it, I have been thinking along similar lines. I’m considering asking Miss Weasley.”

“Gin? Merlin, she’ll be thrilled.”

“Perhaps you might broach the subject with her? You’re…romantically connected, aren’t you?”

“Me and Gin?” Harry said with a smile, noting that he had made no attempt to remove his hand from Snape’s back. “There’s nothing going on there.”

“Not your type?” Snape asked with a raised eyebrow.

Harry bit his lip, wondering what was prompting him to share this with Snape. “Uh…wrong gender,” he confessed quietly.

“I see,” Snape said softly.

Harry felt his cheeks heat but he wasn’t ashamed of his confession, merely confused as to his reason for sharing it with Snape. He cleared his throat and reluctantly moved his hand.

“I can still have a word with her if you like,” he offered, still staying close. He noticed that Snape seemed suddenly uncomfortable and he frowned, saying, “Are you bothered that I’m gay?”

“Oh for Merlin’s sake, Potter, of course not,” Snape said forcefully. “Given that my own inclinations tend towards the same way that would make me rather hypocritical.”

“Oh,” Harry said quietly, unsure what else to say. He felt as though they had both made hugely intimate confessions, that there was a deeper meaning somehow behind it than simply two people sharing their preferences.

Whatever else might have been said between them was lost as Snape suddenly hissed in pain and grabbed his arm.

“Oh for fuck’s sake! What does the bastard want now?” he seethed.

“You have to go?” Harry asked, feeling sick at the idea.

“I have little choice,” Snape replied, disappearing into his bedroom. He emerged a few moments with his robe and mask, and Harry’s stomach jolted at the sight.

“Finish up here and go back to Gryffindor,” Snape instructed, moving past him.

Harry caught his arm as he went and said, “Be careful.”

“I assure you, Mr Potter, I always am.”

“Be even more so,” Harry implored. “For my sake.”

Snape looked as though he would have dearly loved to question that comment, but he didn’t have the luxury of time to pursue it. He placed his hand over Harry’s and gave it a gentle squeeze before leaving his quarters.

Harry couldn’t dispel the sense of worry he felt and it took him about half a second to decide to wait until Snape returned. Whether he would be welcome was another matter, but he had to make sure the man was ok.

He sat down at his desk but couldn’t focus his mind enough to concentrate on his work. He couldn’t examine it too closely but he was aware that his concern went beyond what he would have felt for anyone in that situation. It was more personal than that and he knew it.

He and Snape were…what? Friends? It seemed unlikely but things between them were far more cordial than they had once been. He was concerned about the man’s welfare, enough to force him to eat dinner and make him cups of tea.

They talked, they sometimes even laughed, and Snape’s quarters were beginning to feel more like home to him than even the Gryffindor tower. Snape wasn’t the villainous figure of his childhood, nor even the vindictive bastard of his teenage years. He was a complex man and, Harry was certain, a good one.

What he felt for him was too complicated to properly put into words, but his feelings were changing almost daily. Telling Snape he was gay felt like a kind of step, although he wasn’t sure what to. It was somehow important that Snape knew.

He sat and worried about the man, unable to stop his mind from considering what he might be going through. His respect for Snape had been growing over the last couple of months but now, when he thought of how brave he was being, that respect felt like it had doubled.

It was late when he finally heard the door to Snape’s quarters open. He looked up to see the man leaning heavily on the doorframe, his face bloodied, his robes torn.

“Oh my God,” Harry breathed, jumping up and immediately going to the man’s aid. “Here, lean on me, I’ve got you.”

It was testament to how badly injured the man was that he didn’t argue, nor remonstrate with Harry for still being there. Harry helped him to the sofa and carefully lowered the man onto it, worried by Snape’s shallow breathing and deathly pale face.

“Professor, what happened?” Harry said, kneeling in front of him and placing his hands gently on the man’s knees.

“Can’t,” Snape wheezed, pain shooting across his face. “Too…too drained…I…”

“Ssh ok, don’t speak, just take deep breaths,” Harry said, trying to be as soothing as possible. He understood what had happened, realised that Snape’s magical power had been drained and that he was dangerously close to slipping into a magical coma.

He knew what to do and could only hope he had the power and ability to do it. “Take my hands,” he instructed, “I’m going to share my power with you.”

“No,” Snape said, shaking his head with difficulty. “Can’t, won’t let you.”

“Don’t argue with me,” Harry said, grabbing the man’s hands.

“Harry, no,” Snape rasped, and Harry was shocked by the use of his first name.

“I have more than enough to share, you’ve seen for yourself. Now shut up and let me do this.”

He held on tight to Snape’s hands and closed his eyes, focusing on the core of his power. Since Snape had shown him it a couple of weeks of ago he’d been obsessed with the idea of it and had read everything he could get his hands on regarding the subject.

He had only just discovered that it was possible to share one’s power with another witch or wizard, although it wasn’t recommended and indeed was often discouraged. It was risky and could only be performed by somebody who wielded considerable power.

He focused until he could feel his power underneath the surface of his skin, until it almost burned with its intensity. He felt Snape’s hands in his own and directed all his energy towards them as he murmured softly, “Impertio.”

He was overwhelmed as he felt his power surge through him and he heard Snape gasp as it rolled into him. Harry was breathless and dizzy and he let go just before the point he felt he himself would be drained.

He opened his eyes in time to see Snape fall forward and he lurched to catch him, holding him tightly against his body.

“I’ve got you,” he whispered. “I’ve got you.”

“Harry,” Snape murmured into his neck. “You shouldn’t have done that, you shouldn’t…”

“Tell me off later. Come on, sit back, let me look at you.”

He gently pushed Snape back into a sitting position, resting him against the back of the sofa. He performed a couple of rudimentary healing spells, gratified to see the man no longer looked like he was on the verge of death.

“Wait there, I’ll get something to clean you up.”

“No, I have to talk to Dumbledore.”

“Not right this second,” Harry said firmly. “Dumbledore’s main concern might be whatever information you have, but mine is you.”

Snape looked so surprised by the declaration that Harry took the opportunity to move to the kitchen and fill a bowl with warm water and a little salt. He grabbed a cloth and moved back to the sofa, sitting beside Snape carefully.

He gently washed away the blood and dirt, amazed that Snape was allowing him to do so. It was such an intimate thing to do for someone and Harry was still feeling the effects of sharing his power with the man. Whatever connection he had felt to Snape previously seemed now magnified.

Snape reached up and placed his hand over Harry’s, stilling his movements gently. They looked at one another for a moment and Harry felt his skin prickle. He didn’t understand it, perhaps he wasn’t meant to but, whatever was happening, he wanted it.

“You shouldn’t have shared your power with me,” Snape whispered eventually.

“I should have let you die instead? Not bloody likely.”

“It was dangerous. You could have been left a squib.”

“Better that than let you slip into a coma you might never have come out of.”

“Potter – “

“Oh we’re back to ‘Potter’ now are we? It was ‘Harry’ a moment ago,” Harry said, feeling frustrated. He didn’t want to be chastised for doing something he knew to be necessary, nor did he want to lose the strange sense of closeness between them.

“Harry,” Snape corrected himself with a sigh. “You can’t risk yourself like that. Not for me. Nothing is worth risking yourself.”

“I’m sorry but I don’t agree,” he said quietly. “And you won’t convince me otherwise.”

He wasn’t sure exactly what he was saying, and neither was Snape, judging by the look on his face, but it felt like something momentous had happened between them.

“What happened tonight? Why did he do this to you?” Harry asked, dreading the answer.

“Now might be the time to summon Dumbledore if the suggestion meets with your approval, doctor?” Snape added with a wry smile.

“Don’t be cheeky or I’ll take my power back.”



“You shared your power with me.”

Potter turned from looking out of the window, a tumbler of brandy held to his chest. “I did,” he confirmed quietly.

“You took a hell of a risk.”

“It was a risk worth taking. I told you that at the time.”

Severus frowned, unable to fully process what he had witnessed in the man’s memories. “There are very few documented incidents of a person sharing power with someone else, not least a 17 year old boy.”

Potter smiled and said, “I was always precocious. You delighted in telling me that more than once.”

“I never realised you were so powerful. I always…I always thought that Dumbledore had a…somewhat coloured view of you. I apologise for being so blind.”

“Oh Severus,” Potter said, moving closer to him, “you don’t have to apologise for anything. I was a snot-brained kid and I behaved like it. You were right to think that way about me.”

“You aren’t a snot-brained kid in those memories. Far from it.”

“I would have appreciated you telling me that at the time,” Potter said with a soft laugh.

“That night…when you shared your power, was that the start of it…of us?”

Potter looked down into his glass, his brows knitted together. “For me,” he answered eventually. “I realised I felt things for you, although I didn’t really understand what at the time. I can’t say when it began for you.”

“We never discussed it?”

“We never forensically examined the beginning of our relationship, if that’s what you mean. I knew how you felt about me, I didn’t need to question it.”

Severus nodded. He had watched himself in that memory, watched how he had used the boy’s first name, how he had looked at him. He could recognise his own feelings well enough, as extraordinary as they were, and he could see himself falling in love with Potter.

“What happened that night? Why was I nearly killed?”

“You were exposed as a spy.”

“How?” Severus asked, shocked.

“I never asked the ins and outs of it. I…I don’t know, I was just too relieved that you were out of that situation. Voldemort was furious, I know that much. It was Teddy’s mother who saved you.”

“You’re not serious.”

“She slipped you a portkey. Bloody marvellous woman. After that though she knew her life was in danger. You helped her, and Teddy.”

“There’s so much to catch up, to process. I feel as though I’ve stepped into another world.”

“Through the looking glass, eh?” Potter asked with a lopsided smile. “The world has changed, and you played a big part in it. We wouldn’t be here today without you.”

“I thought the role of saviour fell to you?” Severus asked with a sardonic quirk of his eyebrow.

“It did. But you were mine.”
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Chapter 7

The house in Cornwall was strangely beginning to feel like home. All Severus could remember before it were his quarters in Hogwarts and before that his childhood home, which had been nothing short of miserable.

His home with Harry, as he was starting to think of the man, was a peaceful and beautiful one. There was a familiarity to it that Severus felt on sort of fundamental level, as if it was keyed into his being.

They had established a kind of routine now they were a couple of months down the line. Lupin came every day to tutor Gabe while Harry painted and Severus fulfilled potions orders. One or both of them would spend the afternoon with Gabe and they would all dine together in the evenings.

Ginny came once a week and worked to systematically dismantle the magic holding his memories in place. She was trying a variety of methods but so far had had no success. In the meantime he viewed Harry’s memories to try and recover his own.

It was an odd experience, for which he had no parallel. Viewing himself through someone else’s eyes was disconcerting, and watching events that had happened in his own life whilst having no memory of them was enough to make him wish he was back in a coma.

The Harry that he saw in the memories, along with the Harry he found himself living with, were so different from the boy he had known that it perplexed him. He watched as the boy worked himself to death in their training sessions, watched as he dedicated himself to research and learning spell theory. It was hard not to respect that and to respect the man that Harry was becoming.

And a man he was. It was a man he saw in those memories, albeit a young one on the cusp of adulthood. It was a man he saw who realised the huge weight that was bearing down on him but who was doing his best to rise to the challenge. Perhaps, most importantly of all, it was a man he watched himself becoming attracted to.

With no memories of his own, Severus couldn’t say whether physical attraction or something more emotional had come first. As he continued to watch the memories, he began to appreciate just how handsome Harry was, although it was uncomfortable to admit it.

It still felt wrong that he had fallen for a student. A former student was bad enough but one still under Severus’ authority was too much to take. At least, that was how he had viewed it to begin with. It was becoming clearer, though, that Harry wasn’t merely a student.

They were locked together in the fate they shared and their common goal to eradicate the cause of it. Harry was his equal, hell, judging by his display of power, Harry was more than his equal. He was also the only one who could have begun to understand Severus’ situation and the only one whose company didn’t irritate him.

That thought was too bizarre to contemplate properly and so Severus tried to ignore it. He had been hoping to find evidence in Harry’s memories that would somehow disprove Harry’s version of events, as ridiculous a notion as that would be. Instead, he was finding more evidence of his own feelings rather than Harry’s.

“Bloody, sodding, arsing, buggering – oh! Sorry, I didn’t realise you were in here,” Harry said as he entered the kitchen, wiping paint from his hands.

“Was there a reason for your colourful vocabulary?” Severus asked in amusement.

“Oh I’m just frustrated with this latest commission,” Harry replied with a slight growl. “The magic won’t co-operate. I’m one step away from taking a bloody knife to the canvas.”

“Sounds painful. Coffee?”

“Yes please,” Harry said, sinking down into one of the chairs and stretching his back. “Days like this I’m sorry I’m not an auror.”

“And squander all that talent? I rather think not.”

Harry laughed and said, “I don’t feel so talented today. How’s your morning been?”

“Quiet. I’ve only had a few basic commissions to make.”

“You have a little time then?” Harry asked tentatively and Severus turned to look at him. “I…um…haven’t mentioned this before but you make a potion for Gabe and we’re nearly out of it.”

“A potion?” Severus asked, concerned. “What for?”

Harry chewed his lip for a moment before saying, “Gabe was born with a heart defect. Mostly it doesn’t affect him but the potion you make helps to keep him stable.”

“Of course I’ll make it. I haven’t found any reference to it in my notes though, not in the lab anyway.”

“Oh…well perhaps it’s in the office. You keep some of your older stuff in there.”

“Help me look?” Severus suggested, and Harry nodded, both of them making their way together to the study on the first floor.

“You keep a few notebooks for older potions here,” Harry said, moving to the filing cabinet.

They searched through them together, Severus’ records meticulous enough that the potion should be apparent. Harry flicked through the notebooks beside him, his lip held between his teeth as he did so.

“Oh,” he heard the man exclaim softly beside him.

“What? Have you found it?”

“No…I…sorry, I’ve just…I’ve found this,” he said, smiling down at a piece of parchment in his hands. “I never knew you’d kept it.”

He handed it over to Severus and Severus saw his own face staring back up at him. It was a pencil drawing on a sheet that looked as though it had been torn from a book. It was truly exquisite and Severus had never seen himself in such a light.

In the bottom right-hand corner was a carefully written message that read, “Merry Christmas, love Harry.”

“It was the first drawing I ever did of you, just after you’d discovered that I drew. You never told me you kept it.”

“I can see why I did,” Severus said softly, feeling oddly moved by the simple gift Harry had given him a lifetime ago.

Harry took a deep breath then moved over to the window, his back to Severus.

“Are you alright?” Severus asked.

“Fine,” came the strangled reply. “Just…remembering. I just wish…I wish you could share the memory with me. I wish I still had my husband.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Oh God, it isn’t your fault,” Harry said, turning to face him. “It’s just…hard, that’s all. I miss you. You’re right here with me and I miss you.”

“I wish I could offer you some assurance that I – “

“No,” Harry said, waving his hand, “that wouldn’t be fair to either of us. I just have my weak days I suppose. Things like this make it…so much harder.”

He wrapped his arms around his torso and said in a voice so quiet Severus had to strain to hear it. “Do you think…could I have a hug?”

“A hug?” Severus repeated in surprise.

“I’m sorry, I know I shouldn’t ask. I know it’s not fair but I just…fuck…I miss you so much. I miss being able to touch you, I miss you touching me. You always find ways to touch me.”

Severus didn’t really know what to say to that but he could see that Harry was upset, bordering on fragile. So far the man had put no pressure or expectations on him and had respected both his emotional and physical space. If a hug was all Harry was asking then Severus could grant him that.

He opened his arms, feeling awkward, and Harry sank into them gratefully, wrapping himself around Severus’ torso. It was not entirely unpleasant, he thought as he wrapped his arms around the man, Harry’s head resting on his shoulder.

Harry’s body was warm and firm and his hair smelt clean and fresh. It was not an average occurrence to have such a handsome young man in his arms and it wasn’t exactly a hardship to comply with Harry’s request.

“Sorry,” Harry said eventually, disentangling himself. “I’m sorry, that was inappropriate. It won’t happen again.”

“Potter…Harry,” Severus corrected himself, “we are married. A hug isn’t inappropriate.”

“It is under the circumstances. I shouldn’t have asked. I…I’ll go and check on Gabe. Keep checking for the potion.”

He left without meeting Severus’ eyes, clearly upset. Severus didn’t know what to say but he knew that he wanted there to be a next time, he wanted close physical contact with Harry again. He sighed; as if things weren’t complicated enough.



~*~ It wasn’t just Snape’s role as a spy that had been revealed that fateful night. Bella had disclosed the Black family residence to Voldemort and so Grimmauld was now no longer safe to use as headquarters. It had been the plan for Harry to spend Christmas there, as it was deemed a safe option but now those pleas had changed.

It was decided that, as Snape was also at risk from Voldemort’s retribution, he and Harry would spend Christmas together in a newly-found safe house. That meant Harry would be living alone with the man in a remote cottage in Yorkshire for three weeks. Once that would have been his nightmare, now he didn’t know what to feel.

Spending that much time alone with the man might be challenging but he couldn’t deny he was looking forward to it. This wouldn’t be like their training sessions, although they were still continuing. This would be more…domestic. He would be seeing the man in a whole new light and it was a strange thing to consider.

The day after term ended, he flooed down to Snape’s quarters with his luggage shrunk and placed in his pocket.

“Your time-keeping’s improving,” Snape said with a quirk of his eyebrow as Harry dusted soot from his clothes.

“As if I’d dare be late for you,” Harry returned with a smile.

“And make me spend Christmas all alone without the benefit of your company? I wouldn’t cope with such a devastating loss.”

Once that would have been said with bile and no small amount of venom but now Harry could discern that Snape was teasing him. It was strange but not because of the fact, more because it didn’t feel strange at all.

“I would never be so cruel as to deprive you of three weeks alone with me. I know it’s your dream come true.”

“Now you are mistaking dreams for nightmares.”

“I can see past your protests. You can’t wait to get me on my own.”

Dear God…were they flirting with one another? Surely not. It was too bizarre a concept to consider and yet…he couldn’t deny he was enjoying himself.

“Get over here you insolent brat before this portkey activates.”

“Yes sir,” Harry said, batting his eyelashes at the man as he stood beside him. “You don’t have to keep up the pretence,” he said as they both grabbed the battered shoe. “I know you adore me.”

“As I would a healthy dose of dragon pox, I’m sure,” Snape drawled before the portkey sprang to life and they were both pulled sideways.

Harry gave himself a moment to recover from the unpleasant sensation before he opened his eyes. They were standing outside a beautiful stone cottage that was nestled amongst trees with not another soul around for miles.

“Shall we?” Snape said, indicating for them to step inside.

Harry followed and found himself in a charming sitting room with a little open-plan kitchen/diner off to the side. Further exploration found that there was a decent-sized study and an upstairs area that housed a couple of bedrooms and a bathroom.

“Not bad,” he said, coming back down the stairs. “Think there’s enough space for us not to kill one another?” he asked with a grin.

“I thought I was desperate to spend time with you?” Snape asked dryly.

“And you hide it so well.”

“And what about you, Mr Potter?” Snape said smoothly, moving around the sofa to stand next to Harry. “You’ve been very quiet regarding your own feelings on the matter.”

Harry tried to stop his lip from twitching as Snape’s dark eyes glittered. “I’m thrilled, can’t you tell?”

“You enjoy my company that much?”

“I’m here, aren’t I?”

Sweet Merlin, they were flirting. It was too improbable, wasn’t it? Snape didn’t feel that way about him, surely, and he himself…well…he had no idea what his own feelings were. It was…God…it was fun though and seeing this completely unknown side to the man was something of a revelation.

Deciding not to push his luck too much, Harry gave the man a cheeky smile and said, “I’m going to get my stuff unpacked and then we can divvy up the domestic duties.”

“I thought I was going to be able to use you as a house elf.”

“No bloody chance, you cheeky sod.”

Giddy at the easiness between them, and the fact that he had called Snape a sod, Harry went back upstairs and picked himself a room. It was pleasant with a double bed, wardrobe, armchair and table. The view from the window was of the pretty garden below then beyond into the forest. It was all rather surreal but if he’d been told four months ago that this would be where he’d spend Christmas he’d never had believed it.

He shouted down to Snape that he was going to take a bath, then spent the next hour indulging himself. It wasn’t often he got to take a bath, resorting mostly to showering quickly every morning and having to share his space with at least four other people. He sank down under the bubbles and smiled at the decadence.

He rested his head against the back of the bath and closed his eyes, enjoying the feel of the warm water sloshing over his skin. He ran his hands down his sides and ghosted over the top of his thighs, his right hand teasing ever so slightly over his groin. He was already half hard and it didn’t take much to get him all the way there.

He wrapped his hand around himself and began to stroke lazily, in no rush to reach completion. He conjured up the usual images he relied upon; handsome young men writhing with one another, himself alone with a lover whose only thought was to pleasure him.

He imagined the other man running his hands all over his body, worshipping his skin as hot breath ghosted over his neck. He pictured the man sinking to his knees and taking Harry’s hard prick into his mouth, sucking and caressing with his tongue. As his imagination intensified, he watched as the generic man morphed into Snape.

It should have been a nasty shock, one that ended his wanking session, but instead Harry found himself thrilled with it. He focused on watching the man pleasure him, on his hard cock moving in and out of the man’s warm mouth.

His hand tightened on his prick and he sped up his strokes, biting his lip as he watched Snape work him with talent. God but it was fucking hot and, without controlling it, the scene changed abruptly to Snape pinning him to a bed and fucking him with abandon.

He had to stop himself from crying out as his orgasm hit him, wishing he’d had the presence of mind to throw up a silencing charm. He milked the last few drop from his cock and let out a low, satisfied breath, feeling the delightful remnants of his orgasm shudder through his body.

He tried to be more shocked that he had just wanked to the thought of Snape fucking him, but the images had been too delicious for him to care. He supposed it would be useless to deny his attraction to the man now, even though part of him insisted that it shouldn’t be possible.

Snape wasn’t conventionally handsome, that much was true, but there was a dark intensity to him that was appealing. Harry rather liked the man’s Roman nose and his sharp cheekbones, which he knew wouldn’t be to everyone’s tastes, and there was something about Snape’s overall physicality that sent a thrilling shiver up his spine.

What was the use of analysing it anyway? He had just jacked off to fantasies of the man, he thought with an amused smile as he climbed out of the tub. That seemed like pretty conclusive evidence if any were needed.

He cast a cleaning charm on the tub as the water drained and dressed himself in jeans and jumper. He looked at himself in the mirror and wondered if perhaps there was anything in his features that Snape could find attractive.

He was fairly good-looking, he supposed; better now he was leaving adolescence behind. He wasn’t ugly, of that he was certain, but who knew what Snape’s preferences were beyond men?

He expected to feel embarrassed when he went back downstairs to join Snape; he had just used him as a wank fantasy after all, but he met Snape’s eyes easily and with a smile.

“Dinner in five minutes,” Snape said from his position in front of the cooker.

“Smells great,” Harry said, taking a seat at the table, which had already been set. “My turn tomorrow.”

“Count on it.”

Harry grinned and watched the man finish up with the cooking, trying to stop his brain from conjuring up further fantasies. It wasn’t easy and he had to fight to keep his thoughts clean.

“Mm, this is delicious,” Harry said as he tucked in.

“Glad it meets with your approval.”

“You could just say ‘thank you’,” Harry said, amused.

“I could.”

He smiled as they continued to eat, the silence between them companionable. Conversation came naturally as the meal progressed, and Harry found himself as comfortable as he would have been with any of his friends. They stuck to fairly neutral topics, speaking about nothing of any particular import, but Harry enjoyed the fact that Snape was speaking to him as though he were an equal.

He liked listening to the low timbre of the man’s voice, to the sensuous rumble of it in the man’s chest, imagining how it would sound under different circumstances. His mind was clearly working on overdrive, but he wasn’t exactly sorry for the images of Snape murmuring filthy things to him in that sinful voice.

He paid attention to their conversation, not wanting Snape to think he was an idiot, and so was fully aware when the man said, “We’ll continue with your training tomorrow.”

Harry’s first instinct was to complain, to moan about the fact that there would be no respite, even over Christmas. It was a childish attitude to have when there was so much at stake. “Of course,” he said with a nod. “Do you want to carry on with shield charms?”

Snape’s eyebrows raised a fraction and he said, “You have no objections?”

“The training’s important, more important than anything right now. I’m aware that this isn’t a holiday, I know I need to work.”

Snape’s eyes narrowed suspiciously and Harry laughed. “Don’t give me that look, as if you can’t believe I’d ever say anything sensible.”

“I assure you I can’t.”

“Still think I’m an idiot kid?” Harry asked, keeping his tone light so Snape wouldn’t know how important the question was to him.

“No Harry, I don’t think at all,” Snape said softly, and Harry’s stomach flipped.

He held the man’s gaze, trying not to falter and trying to discern whether there was something more behind the man’s declaration. God but he liked it when Snape called him ‘Harry’; it made a strange warmth settle in the centre of his chest and he wanted to replicate that feeling as often as possible.

Accustomed as they were to one another’s company by now, they spent a quiet and pleasant evening together, each absorbed in their own reading material. Every now and again Harry would look up to sneak a glance at Snape, his body reacting each time he did so. It was probably nonsense, but Harry imagined that, once or twice, he saw Snape looking at him too.

The next day they both rose early and had a simple breakfast before they ventured outside to begin their training session. It was bitterly cold and they were both dressed in several layers, but these were peeled away as the session intensified.

Out here there were no furtive glances or softly-spoken ‘Harrys’. Snape was brutal and unrelenting, and Harry thrived on it. He knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that this was what he needed. A gentle approach would get him killed; he needed Snape to operate in full bastard mode, to make him work harder than he had ever done before.

He had done all the reading the man had set him, had dedicated himself to it in a way he had never done with anything before. His life quite literally depended upon it and in these moments he had no time to think of anything besides succeeding.

Snape was still a better opponent than him, that much was certain, but Harry was improving and was determined to prove himself a match for the man.

His shield charms were becoming stronger and easier to maintain, but there were still complicated ones that he struggled with. In the heat of battle it was hard to determine which shield to use and to construct it in enough time to be effective. He had incredible power, that was never a question, but focusing it with finesse was what he needed to work on.

There he envied Snape. The man wore his power like a cloak and he moved with such graceful liquidity of movement that Harry had to try not to be transfixed by it.

Snape had such an incredible depth of knowledge on the subject that it was impossible not to be impressed. He was hugely accomplished and Harry wanted to emulate that facet of him. He wanted to be that impressive, that commanding.

“You’re not concentrating,” Snape growled as Harry had to resort to ducking his curse, rather than shielding against it.

“I am,” Harry insisted, his breathing shallow and his clothes sweat-dampened. Besides shedding his outer layers, Snape showed no outwards signs of fatigue and Harry couldn’t help but resent it.

“Not well enough or you would have been able to see that I was about to cast a blasting hex and compensated accordingly.”

“I’m shattered, we’ve been at this for hours,” Harry said breathlessly, the cold air piercing his lungs.

“You think you’ll have a tea break in the midst of battle?” Snape asked acerbically.

“No of course not. Sorry, sorry you’re right. No excuses.”

Snape’s eyebrows quirked and Harry’s stomach fluttered as he saw a brief flash of approval in the man’s eyes. It would be useless to pretend that he didn’t want that approval, he wanted it more than anything.

“I need to become more familiar with the curses you’re using. Can we spend some time tomorrow going over their wand movements so I can recognise them better?”

Snape nodded and said, “That’s a sensible suggestion,” and Harry couldn’t help but smile in response.

Snape took the opportunity to fire a strangulation hex his way but Harry as quick enough to block it, as he did with the next three that came his way. They sparred for another half an hour until Harry’s energy started to flag. He saw the slicing hex come his way but was too slow to react and it cut across his torso painfully.

“Fuck!” he yelled as he slammed to the ground, pain erupting across his midriff. He slung an arm across himself as he scrambled to his feet, wincing against the pain.

Snape was at his side in an instant, one hand on his shoulder as he said, “Are you ok?”

“I think it went deep,” Harry said through gritted teeth.

“Take your shirt off,” Snape instructed, and Harry pulled it off over his head with difficulty.

He looked down and saw a deep slice across his abdomen, which was angry and starting to bleed.

“Hold still, this might sting a bit.”

Snape held his hand over the wound and Harry felt heat spread out from the man’s palm, followed by the predicted sting. Harry hissed as he felt the man’s magic tingle through him and he was shocked to feel faint traces of his own mingled with it.

“Can you feel that?” Harry asked in a whisper as he felt the pain begin to recede. Snape’s hand still lay gently against his stomach whist the other was hot against his upper back.

“Yes,” Snape replied, his voice equally as quiet. “I’ve been feeling your magic since you shared your power with me.”

There was something raw about the way that Snape was speaking, as if he was trying to control himself, and Harry met the man’s eyes with a shiver.

There was something in those black depths, something dark and simmering that sent Harry’s blood flowing hotly through his veins. “You can feel me?” he asked, suddenly aware of the double meaning with Snape’s hands pressed against his body.

Snape nodded, every muscle in his body taut. It was intoxicating and heady, and every inch of Harry’s body was reacting to being this close to the man. He found himself wanting him with an intensity that was almost frightening.

“You’re cold,” Snape murmured, and Harry realised he was shivering, though whether it was solely due to the cold he couldn’t say. “We should get you inside and get this bandaged.”

Snape moved his hand but let his fingers linger on the surface of Harry’s skin in an action that was almost a caress. “Apologies for hurting you.”

“I should have been quicker. I’ll know better next time.”

“Yes you shall,” Snape said with a wicked smile and Harry wanted nothing more than to launch himself at the man. He had never been quite so aroused in his whole life and he needed to get inside before Snape noticed the tell-tale tightness of his trousers.

As loath as he was to lose the man’s hands on him, he stepped backwards out of the man’s hold and said, “Right, best go before hypothermia sets in.”

He picked up his shirt and headed back towards the cottage, stopping when he heard Snape say, “Harry?”

He looked back over his shoulder and the man said, “Slicing hex notwithstanding, you did well today.”

Harry grinned and said, “Thank you, sir. I won’t put poison in your dinner now.”

“Brat.”
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Chapter 8

~*~ Harry descended the stairs feeling particularly content after a long soak in the bath and another excellent wank thinking about Snape. He was very grateful that they were no longer pursuing Occlumency; if Snape saw the thoughts Harry was fostering about him he would have died of mortification.

The fantasies were becoming more graphic, more intense; there was virtually nothing he and fantasy-Snape hadn’t done together and Harry was almost aching to make those fantasies real. If he was any judge of these matters then there was a certain amount of reciprocation on Snape’s part.

“Why are you putting grass in our dinner?” he asked, peering over Snape’s shoulder as the man prepared dinner.

“Grass,” Snape tutted disapprovingly. “This, you imbecile, is edible foliage from the surrounding woodland.”

“You’re pulling my leg.”

Snape sighed and turned to face him. “You’re an uncultured swine.”

“Mean,” Harry said, poking his tongue out at the man.

“You want to be careful doing that, someone might nip it off.”

Harry grinned and Snape said, “Open your mouth.”

Harry complied without question, so used to hearing that instruction in his fantasies. Snape placed one of the strands of grass on his tongue and Harry couldn’t stop himself from closing his lips around the end of the man’s finger and sucking very slightly.

Snape’s pupils dilated and he traced Harry’s bottom lip with the pad of his finger. It was the most intensely erotic experience Harry had ever had and he was so hard he thought he might burst.

Both men jumped as they heard a tapping at the window and a blush suffused Harry’s cheeks as he was doused with reality. It was an owl waiting to be let in and Snape cleared his throat before going over to the window.

Harry took the opportunity to bring himself under control, to tell himself that there was no way in hell he had just been sucking Snape’s finger while Snape looked as if he could devour him whole.

“It’s from Dumbledore,” Snape said, holding up the letter, his voice sounding rather strained.

“Oh? What does he say?” Harry asked, willing his damned erection to sod off.

Snape scanned the letter and released a heavy sigh. “Draco has returned to Hogwarts begging for sanctuary.”

“What?” Harry asked incredulously.

Snape moved back over to him and handed him the letter, standing a little behind Harry with his hand in the small of Harry’s back. Harry tried not to be too distracted by it as he read Dumbledore’s neat handwriting.

Mr Malfoy arrived the day after you and Harry left, badly shaken and on the verge of a nervous collapse. He showed me the Mark on his arm and said that he was recruited at the end of his 6
  th
   year. He has expressed a deep sense of remorse at allowing himself to be pressured into taking the Mark and has asked for sanctuary after running away from home.

I confess an initial feeling of doubt regarding his motives but he was so sincere in his distress that I find I must believe him. Slytherin may no longer be safe for him and so I am proposing to place him in Gryffindor for the time being and review the situation in a month or so.

I know he regards you highly and would perhaps appreciate a reassuring missive from you. Along the same lines, Theodore Nott will need your support, as we have had to move his mother to a safe house after the part she played in assisting you. There are trying times ahead for Slytherin but I know the house will not falter until your excellent guidance.

“Holy shit,” Harry breathed. “I don’t know what to say.”

He turned around and Snape kept his hand on his back so that Harry ended up half in the man’s embrace. “I had no idea. I mean…Draco’s been acting strangely this term but…I didn’t really pay it much attention. Did you know?”

Snape nodded and said, “He came to see me at the start of term. He said he didn’t want to go down the same path as his parents, that he didn’t want to follow Voldemort. It was…difficult. I was ostensibly still loyal to the mad bastard and I didn’t know if Draco had been sent to test that loyalty.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Not everything concerns you.”

Harry couldn’t help feeling stung and he said, “I know that. I just meant – “

“No, I’m sorry,” Snape said, surprising him. He felt the man’s hand stroke him gently in the small of his back and the tender gesture was as surprising as the man’s apology. “There are certain confidences that others place in me that I cannot betray…even to you.”

“I understand,” Harry said softly, struck with the sudden realisation that Snape was making an explanation in order to engage with him as an equal. He was making a concession and Harry appreciated it more than he could say. “What are you going to do?”

“Write to Draco as Dumbledore has asked me to, offer my support when we’re back at Hogwarts. He will be at risk of retribution.”

“Can I help?” Harry asked, trying not to be too distracted by the hand on his back or the fact that he was almost standing in the man’s arms.

“You would want to?” Snape asked, surprised.

“For you,” Harry answered honestly, and the hand on his back splayed to hold him tighter. He didn’t want it to end, he wanted to feel Snape’s touch for as long as he could.

God but the way Snape was looking at him was intoxicating, Harry couldn’t quite deconstruct every emotion that flitted across the man’s face, it would have been too difficult to attempt, but whatever it was was intense and all-encompassing.

“We should…check on dinner,” he murmured, struck with the uncertainty of the situation they were in, by the danger this obvious attraction to one another might present.

He was certain he saw a flicker of disappointment in Snape’s eyes but the man stepped back and removed his hand. “It will be ready shortly.”

Harry nodded and busied himself with setting the table, wondering what the hell was happening in his life.



~*~ He had reconciled himself so easily to being attracted to Snape that he hadn’t really considered the ramifications of it. His graphic fantasies were one thing but did he really want to see them become reality? The answer, of course, was yes but there were more things to consider than just his base desires.

Snape was his teacher, in more things that just Potions. If they were to act in any way then they could be placing the man’s job in jeopardy, not to mention Harry’s training. That had to be more important than any feelings of attraction he felt, no matter how powerful.

And God but they were powerful. His body reacted to the man every time they were near one another and all he could think about was the man fucking him into the middle of next week. Judging by the answering look he saw in Snape’s eyes those thoughts weren’t far from the man’s mind either.

What was really troubling Harry was the question whether or not it went beyond attraction. He felt a connection to Snape, that much was certain, but was it simply because their fates had been thrown together so spectacularly? Would he have felt the same way about anyone under the same circumstances? Something told him he wouldn’t.

He ran through all these thoughts as he sat curled in front of the fire on Christmas Eve. Snape had retreated to the study for the afternoon to write to Draco and Theodore whilst also making lesson plans for the coming term. Harry had found himself a few sheets of paper and pencil and was resting on a book in his lap as he drew a picture of Ron and Hermione.

He had been drawing for as long as he could remember, it had been one of the things he’d been able to do at the Dursleys without fear of reprisals and it had been a form of escape for him. As he had got older he began to think that he had some talent for it and it was a welcome distraction from the chaos in his life.

He called to mind Ron and Hermione’s features as he sketched them sitting by the lake. He thought of the way Ron’s eyes crinkled when he smiled and how Hermione would tilt her head when she responded to a question. He tried to imbue the sketch with their personalities and give it some life rather than making it a simple character study.

He didn’t hear Snape coming and so wasn’t quick enough to hide the drawing as the man peered over his shoulder and said, “Since when do you draw?”

Harry jumped and looked up at Snape in surprise, an embarrassed blush on his cheeks at being caught. No one knew that he drew, not even Ron. “It’s nothing,” he said, folding the paper haphazardly.

“Let me see,” Snape said, moving around the sofa to come and sit beside Harry. It was a request rather than a directive and Harry found himself complying even as he still felt embarrassed. He handed the paper back to Snape and watched anxiously as the man studied it.

He thought they had progressed far enough that the man wouldn’t mock him but Snape was so hard to predict that it made Harry nervous.

“Harry,” Snape said softly, “you have real talent.”

He looked up and smiled, and Harry felt as though the breath had been knocked from his body. “Do you really mean that?” he asked quietly.

Yes. This is…quite remarkable.”

“It just a doodle.”

“No it isn’t.” Snape smiled down at the drawing in his hands and said, “If you ever wanted to be something outside The Boy Who Lived this is it.”

“What do you mean?” Harry asked with a frown.

“You’ve mentioned to me on more than one occasion that you don’t want your future to consist solely of the fate you’ve been dealt.”

“Yeah, but – “

“If you have a passion for this, if it’s something that brings you pleasure then I believe you have talent enough to pursue it as a career.”

Harry didn’t know what to say that. He had never considered forging a future through his doodling and, as much as he had railed against it, he hadn’t ever believed that there was anything for him apart from to be the slayer of Voldemort.

“It’s something to consider,” Snape said, handing him the drawing back and giving Harry’s knee a squeeze.

And consider it Harry did. He spent all night considering it while he sat up awake in his room. He did love drawing and he wouldn’t have been sorry to hone his craft and study it properly.

He was aware that, should he live past his teens, everyone expected him to become an auror but the thought left him cold. If he was successful in vanquishing Voldemort he wanted that to be an end of it, he didn’t want to spend the rest of his life doing the same thing.

Now he had been given the hope of something else and he didn’t know what to think. For Snape to assert that he had talent enough to pursue art as a career meant that the man truly believed it and it made Harry fairly giddy.

He distracted himself with drawing portraits of his friends and eventually decided to have a go at drawing Snape. He had never attempted it before and he had to give it several tries until he had to resort to ripping out the end-sheet of his textbook to use for his final draft.

It took him a while to choose the right expression for the man. Smiling would be too weird but he didn’t want to memorialise the man with scowl either. He decided to go with the look of proud stoicism the man so often wore, even if it was a mask that Harry could now see behind. He spent all night on it, wanting it to be absolutely perfect, wanting to do that man justice.

He realised, as he drew, how well he knew the man’s features. He knew perfectly the hard line of the man’s jaw, the sharpness of his cheekbones, the curve of his mouth. It was a face he knew almost as well as his own and one that he had exceptionally complicated feelings for.

It was late when he finally finished it to his satisfaction and he leant back against the bed as he cast an eye over it. Objectively he could see that it was a good drawing and, after their conversation the previous night, he felt like he wanted Snape to have it.

Biting his lip, he steadied his hand as he wrote in the bottom corner of the page, “Merry Christmas, love Harry“. He briefly considered erasing the ‘love’ and writing ‘from’ instead, but it seemed too impersonal…and whatever was between them was personal.

He managed a couple of hours sleep before Christmas Day dawned. They had agreed not to make too much of a fuss and Harry couldn’t help but feel a slight pang that he couldn’t spend the day with Ron and Hermione and the rest of the Weasleys but there would be plenty of other Christmases.

He was up before Snape and so decided to prepare them a decent breakfast. The pantry was enchanted and filled itself with whatever a person requested and so Harry filled it with everything he would need for a cooked breakfast and then some.

He bustled around happily, preparing things with ease and feeling a sense of contentment as he cooked. He propped the portrait of Snape up on the dining table and put up a few festive decorations with a couple of handy charms. He resisted the urge to hang some strategically-placed sprigs of mistletoe, although he was sorely tempted.

Snape descended the stairs just as Harry was brewing the coffee, looking pleasantly surprised to find Harry’s preparations.

“Merry Christmas,” Harry said, feeling a flutter of nerves.

“Merry Christmas,” Snape repeated, moving over to the table.

Harry watched him pick up the drawing, overcome with anxiety about what the man would think. What if it was a monstrously stupid idea? What if Snape laughed at him?

The man looked up at him and Harry braced himself for the reaction. “You did this?” he asked and Harry nodded slowly. There was a long pause and Harry felt like the world’s biggest idiot for making such a monumental mistake.

“Harry I…This is…exquisite. I’ve never received anything so fine.”

Harry would never have expected Snape to express himself so openly, nor so sincerely. He was taken aback by it and stunned into silence for a moment. “It’s…just a doodle,” he said eventually, knowing that Snape would see past the lie.

“It’s rather more than that,” Snape replied, holding the drawing in his hands almost reverently. “I…regret I have no gift to offer in return.”

Harry smiled and said, “You’re training me to stay alive. I’d say that was more than enough.”



It was disconcerting for Severus to see the intense attraction brewing between himself and Harry in the man’s memories. He could see it burning in his own eyes every time he looked at the boy and he watched himself finding ways to touch Harry wherever possible. The worst thing about it was that he fully understood his past self.

Harry was striking, that was undeniable, and beyond that he had matured into a competent and dedicated young man. Severus found himself not only appreciating the boy’s obvious charms but respecting him too. It must have been intensely confusing for him at the time but he couldn’t see much evidence that he had fought against it.

Indeed, from the memories he had witnessed, he himself had been responsible for many of those rather charged moments more than Harry had. He knew himself well enough to know that when he truly wanted something he was capable of exercising very little self-control. He could often be single-minded and grasping when it came to his desires and it was a side of himself he wasn’t proud of.

He had plenty of time to ponder it while he brewed, becoming more confused with each set of memories he viewed. He had found the recipe for Gabe’s potion and was glad of the distraction it brought. It was reasonably complicated but mostly just time-consuming. At least, while he was brewing, he felt relatively normal, almost as if he had gone back in time to before any of this had happened.

He re-entered the kitchen from his lab to see Gabe sitting at the table, a pile of books spread out in front of him. Severus had wondered why the boy was home-schooled by Lupin and considered that perhaps Gabe’s health was more fragile than Harry had let on.

He wasn’t an isolated child; he saw his honourary cousins regularly and there were a few children in the neighbouring villages that he played with, so Severus supposed there was little cause for concern on that score. He was a happy and content child who seemed to thrive best when his nose was buried in a book.

“Has Uncle Remus gone?” he asked as he lit the aga and placed the kettle on the stove.

“Mm,” Gabe replied distractedly, his tongue sticking out slightly as he read.

“Something interesting?” Severus asked, eyeing the boy in amusement.

“Did you know that the biggest incident of mass obliviation happened in 1732?” he asked, looking up.

“I had no idea,” Severus said, making himself a cup of tea then sitting down opposite Gabe. “Under what circumstances?”

“The wizarding Arabic uprising against the government at the time caused so much chaos that it spilt over into the muggle world and they estimate over a thousand muggles witnessed one of the wars of the revolution. It was the largest scale operation to cover up the wizarding world ever recorded.”

“Well, I’ve learnt something new today,” Severus said with a smile.

The boy was fond of imparting facts and drank them in across all subjects. He would often pop his head up over dinner and inform them of the number of tigers left in the wild; the chemical element for iron on the periodic table; the first documented use of a Patronus.

His appetite for knowledge was voracious and Severus could see so much of himself in the child. Gabe loved all forms of learning and could occupy himself for hours poring over books.

“The British wizarding government tried to make obliviaiton illegal in 1895 but they couldn’t convince the Wizengamot to put it through.”

Severus sipped at his tea as Gabe’s dark eyes scrutinised him. “Have you ever obliviated anyone?” he asked eventually.

Severus paused. He didn’t know how much Gabe knew about his life as Death Eater or as a spy but he doubted very much whether he could successfully lie to the boy.

“Once or twice,” he replied, deciding to opt for a half truth.

“When you were spying?” Gabe asked carefully.

“Gabe,” came Harry’s voice from the doorway, “you know you’re not supposed to ask your father about that.”

Gabe flushed, embarrassed, and gave Severus a muttered apology. So, his son had waited until his memory was compromised before asking questions he had previously been barred from. How very Slytherin.

Harry moved over to the boy and placed a kiss to the top of his messy head. “Go put your shoes on, we’ll go for a walk”

“Yes Dad,” Gabe complied, shuffling off his chair and out of the room.

“He likes pushing his luck. He’s too smart for his own good.”

“He doesn’t know about…the past?”

Harry sighed and said, “He knows what we felt was appropriate. He’s read the revised edition of Hogwarts: A History, which details the part you played, albeit in an understated way. We’d rather he was older before he learns more but – “

“But he has an insatiable thirst for knowledge,” Severus finished with a smile.

“I can’t keep ahead of him some days,” Harry said with a fond shake of his head. “He takes after you in those stakes.”

“You’re hardly lacking in intelligence yourself.”

Harry placed his hand dramatically on his chest and said, “I love it when you give me compliments. What a boost to my ego.”

“Prat,” Severus said with a snort, and Harry grinned.

“That’s more like it! It’s disconcerting when you’re nice.”

“Good to know I haven’t changed that much.”

“No fear. You want to come for a walk with us?”

“I have to finish Gabe’s potion. Next time though.”

He was about to drain the last of tea when a searing pain shot through his head. He cried out and squeezed his eyes shut, trying to bring his breathing under control while he was aware that Harry was at his side in an instant.

“Severus? Severus, what’s wrong?”

He couldn’t answer, the pain was too intense to do anything but try to focus on staying conscious. He heard Harry tell him that he was going to send for Ginny, but that was the last thing he knew before the world went black.

He knew, when images started appearing that he wasn’t conscious, that he was witnessing something in the way one watched a film. Flashes, snatches of things flitted before his eyes like a slideshow but they were too quick to make out anything substantial.

With a sudden sharpness they came to an abrupt halt and Severus found himself looking at a scene of himself and Harry in a hospital. Harry was in bed with a newborn baby in his arms, Severus squeezed onto the bed next to him.

Severus had never seen such an expression of joy on his own face before and he watched, transfixed, as he stared down at his son.

~“I can’t believe he’s here. You were amazing,” he said, placing a soft kiss to Harry’s temple.

Harry laughed and said, “I don’t feel amazing right now, although this little man was certainly worth it. Isn’t he beautiful?”

“Mm, like his father,” Severus replied, holding Harry tightly to his body while he reached out and traced a finger down his son’s cheek.

“Gentlemen, forgive the intrusion,” said a woman in healer’s robes as she entered the room with brisk knock. She looked concerned as she said, “We just need to run a couple of tests on the baby.”

“Tests?” Harry echoed with a frown. “What kind of tests?”

We’ve noticed a slightly irregularity in his heartbeat. We just need to ascertain a reason for it.”

“But…but he’s ok, isn’t he?” Harry asked, worried.

“We’ll be able to say more after the tests. May I take him?”

Harry looked to Severus, anxious and frightened. “It will be fine, love,” Severus said soothingly. “Just let them do their job, he’s in good hands.”

Torn and obviously reluctant, Harry handed the tiny baby over to the healer, his eyes staying on Gabe until the healer left the room with him.

“Severus,” Harry said shakily.

“It’s ok, it’ll be fine,” Severus assured him, holding onto his husband tightly. “It will all be fine.”~

Pain exploded once again through Severus’ head and he was pulled under into unconscious.
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Chapter 9

“That all looks good,” Ginny said, carefully examining the holographic style scan of Severus’ brain that was bobbing in front of her. “I’m satisfied there’s no damage done.”

She was perched beside Severus while he lay back against the pillows. Gabe was sitting beside him while Harry stood at the foot of the bed with his arms crossed.

“How’s the pain?” she asked, vanishing the scan with a flick of her wand.

“It’s eased slightly. What’s causing it?”

“A type of neuralgia. The nerves are being pinched, which will be causing that intense, stinging kind of pain. I can prescribe you something for it.”

“What happened to him?” Harry asked, his worry very apparent.

“A little bit of the curse weakened by the looks of things. A few memories were released.”

“Will that keep happening?” Harry asked, sounding hopeful.

“I would imagine so. I’ve been working on systematically dismantling it but these things take time. I’d say that this was promising.

Harry was obviously trying not to look too pleased and Severus found himself giving the man a reassuring smile. He didn’t want to give him false hope but the fact that he’d remembered something was surely a good sign.

It was odd; viewing the memory had been like watching a film. He’d had a totally clear picture of it and yet it was still like watching someone else. He had no emotional connection to it; he had witnessed it but he still couldn’t remember experiencing that moment for himself.

“What memory was it, Pa?” Gabe asked, and Severus realised that it was no longer quite so jarring to hear himself being called that.

“It was you being born,” he said with a smile.

“Really?” Gabe asked, beaming at him.

He tried not to look at Harry, not sure if he could properly meet the man’s eyes. He had just witnessed possibly the most intimate moment of their life together and it felt strange to acknowledge it.

He had the living, breathing proof of his son in front of him every day but seeing him at his birth was a strangely conflicting experience.

“Was I cute?” Gabe asked with a grin.

“Adorable,” Severus said with a slow drawl and Gabe chuckled.

“Well, I’ll come and check on you in a day or so. Bed rest for today please, no arguments,” Ginny said sternly, getting up.

“I’ll see you out,” Harry said.

“No you’re fine, love. You stay here. See you in a couple of days.”

She blew Gabe a kiss and gave Severus’ hand a squeeze before she left, her perfume lingering lightly in the air as she went.

“Pa, can you read to me?” Gabe asked, inching closer.

“Your father’s supposed to be resting,” Harry chided gently.

“It’s fine,” Severus assured him. “It won’t place any great strain on me. Go and fetch your book,” he told Gabe and the boy did as he was told.

“I’ll leave you two to it then,” Harry said with a smile.

“Why don’t you stay?” Severus said as he went to leave. He wasn’t sure why he’d said it and Harry looked as uncertain as he was.

“Ah…ok,” he said, perching awkwardly on the end of the bed. “How are you feeling?”

“Tired and my head still hurts but mostly fine.”

Harry paused for a moment then said, “You really saw Gabe being born?”

“Yes…well, the moments shortly after. I watched as the healer came and told us they needed to check his heart.”

“God that was the worst moment of my life,” Harry said, shaking his head. “After going through the difficulty of birth then the euphoria of holding him for the first time…to have him suddenly taken away and to be told there was a problem was terrifying.”

“Does it…is the heart defect serious?”

“It’s managed. He’s monitored carefully and your potion goes a long way to helping. We’re never totally out of the woods though.”

“That must weigh heavily on you.”

“On us,” Harry corrected gently, and Severus could see the pain his comment had caused. Of course he was concerned for Gabe but presently it wasn’t in the same way that Harry felt it.

Severus cleared his throat and said, “Gabe’s…conception…”

“Yes?” Harry prompted, looking guarded.

“We must have…there had to have been medical assistance? Was I involved in creating any of the potions?”

“Um…now isn’t the time. We don’t have to – “

“I was only concerned that his heart condition might have been a result of – “

“No,” Harry said, shaking his head, looking very uncomfortable. “It was a natural anomaly.”

“So, was I involved in creating the potions?”

“Severus, I don’t think – “

“I couldn’t decide which book I wanted so I brought three,” Gabe said, re-entering the bedroom with his arms laden. He looked between his parents and frowned, saying, “Is something wrong?”

“No, of course not. Come on, jump up on the bed and we’ll pick a book,” Harry said, conjuring up a smile.

Gabe scrambled up and very diplomatically settled himself cross-legged between Severus and Harry. He spread the books out in front of him and pondered them for a moment, his green eyes contemplative.

He looked very much like Harry from certain angles, but his facial structure was inherited from Severus. It was both comforting and disconcerting to see features of his own rendered in his son; there was no denying that the child was his and, on some level, his biology responded to that.

“This one,” Gabe finally decided, and Severus took the book that was handed to him.

“Again?” he asked with a smile.

“It’s my favourite.”

“Very well.”

They had read Tales of English Folklore at least three times and Severus was sure that Gabe knew each one by heart. His love of reading was for both fiction and non-fiction, and every book the boy possessed was well-thumbed and dog-eared.

Severus cracked the book open and flicked to Gabe’s favourite story – a variation on King Arthur and his knights. Harry leant back against the foot of the bed and Gabe flipped onto his stomach, his legs folded up behind him.

As he read, Severus knew that they had done this as a family many times before. They had sat in the ease of one another’s company and enjoyed spending time together. As Harry’s smile turned more genuine and Gabe listened intently, something deep within the recesses of Severus’ mind recalled his familiarity with this pleasant situation.



~*~ Harry had had an absolute pig of a day and he was just about ready to find Seamus and ask how feasible it was to blow up the whole of Hogwarts. He stepped out of the floo in Snape’s quarters and dusted himself down aggressively, sending black puffs all over the place.

“Bloody, sodding, arsing, buggering, fuck – “

A throat cleared and Harry looked up to see Dumbledore sitting on the sofa, Snape in the armchair next to it, one long leg folded elegantly over the other. He raised an amused eyebrow and Harry felt his face flush.

“Ah…sorry,” he mumbled.

“Bad day, Harry?” Dumbledore asked with that damned twinkle.

“Um yes, sir. Sorry, I didn’t – “

“No, no apology necessary,” Dumbledore said, waving his hand. “I’m sure Professor Snape and I understand, don’t we, Severus?”

“Oh of course, headmaster,” Snape replied with a smirk, and Harry resisted the urge to scowl at him. Dumbledore seemed to delight in treating him like a child and it grated on him terribly.

“I should leave you to your evening. How’s training going?” Dumbledore asked, and Harry had sense enough to know that the question was nuanced.

Seeing no reason to either lie or tell the complete truth, he said, “I’m greatly indebted to Professor Snape. I’ve learnt more than I ever imagined I would.”

Snape’s eyebrows rose but Harry was being sincere and he hoped the man could discern that.

“I expected more…tension between you,” Dumbledore replied, and Harry couldn’t decipher the man’s expression.

“Oh there is,” Harry said, although he doubted very much whether Dumbledore would have expected the kind of tension that had actually arisen between them. “But we manage.”

“Glad to hear it, my boy, glad to hear it,” Dumbledore said, bracing his hands on his knees and rising. Snape stood too and walked the headmaster to the door.

Something hushed was said between them then Dumbledore looked over Snape’s shoulder and said, “Good evening, Harry,” before he left.

“Why was he here?” Harry asked, doubting very much whether the man had simply popped in for a chat and a cuppa.

“He had news,” Snape replied, surprising Harry that he made no attempt to dissemble.

“What news?” he asked, anxious but grateful that Snape thought enough of him not to lie.

Snape moved to stand in front of him and said, “Two of the horcruxes have been destroyed.”

“Shit,” Harry breathed. “So including the diary that’s three that have been got rid of.”

Snape nodded and said, “The Order are pretty sure that Nagini is one too.”

“Holy fuck. How the hell are they meant to destroy a giant bloody snake?”

“An excellent question. I suspect that particular task might have to wait until the very last moment. The damn thing never leaves his side.”

“So if Nagini’s of them then there’s just another three to find.”

“Just,” Snape echoed wryly. “A mere trifling task, wouldn’t you say?”

Harry smiled and said, “A day’s work at best.”

He ran a hand through his hair and took a moment to fully digest the information. “Why couldn’t Dumbledore have told me this? Why is he still insisting on treating me like a child?” he asked, feeling his anger rise.

“I’m sure he thinks he’s protecting you.”

“Bullshit,” Harry scoffed. “He thinks nothing of training me up to be a killer and yet doesn’t think I have the right to know any details. I’m so sick of his double standards,” he seethed, not realising just how angry he was until that moment.

“He does what he thinks is best.”

“Yeah and screw the rest of us! We’re all just puppets to him, he uses us as he sees fit.”

“No one knows that better than I,” Snape responded levelly, but something in his tone told Harry that he shared his anger.

“Fuck, I know,” he said, feeling suddenly deflated. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t go off on you. You’ve been dealing with this a hell of a lot longer than I have.”

“Yes, do remind me of my advanced age,” Snape replied dryly.

“Sorry,” Harry laughed, wondering how he had ever thought that the man had no sense of humour. “You’re not telling me that it doesn’t make you angry though.”

“Harry, you’ve known me long enough to know that anger is often my primary emotion. However, I learnt a long time ago that it is thoroughly useless where the headmaster is concerned. It will only cause you harm and pain.”

Harry felt the usual thrill go through him when Snape addressed him by his first name. It created such a sense of intimacy that it made it hard to focus on anything else, but he knew that the man was speaking sense.

“Thanks…for not making me feel like an irrational child.”

“You weren’t behaving like one,” Snape said softly, and Harry felt a warm glow spread all through his body.

“I guess…I guess we should get started with training.”

Snape’s eyes narrowed and he regarded Harry for a moment. “You sounded like you’d had a bad day when you arrived…and you look absolutely awful.”

“Thanks,” Harry snorted. “Yeah…shit day, just one thing after another and…I guess I’m just fed up.”

Snape nodded and said, “No training tonight then. Go and take a bath, take some time to relax, then come back out here and we can just focus on research.”

Harry was trying very hard to fight the smile that was attempting to break onto his face. Snape was not only being considerate, he was being bloody kind, and it was too much to fully process.

“You big softie,” he said before he could stop himself.

“If you’d like me to retract my offer then I shall do so,” Snape replied, his eyes dancing.

“Oh no, no you can’t retract an offer like that once it’s been made. An opportunity to relax in Professor Snape’s very own bathroom? I’d be a fool to turn that down.”

“Go on then, before I change my mind.”

Harry grinned and Snape glared at him, growling, “What?”

“You like me,” Harry accused.

“I’ve never heard anything so absurd in all my life. I tolerate you.”

“You like me!” Harry repeated, gleeful.

“If you don’t disappear in the next five seconds, I’ll hex you.”

“You like me,” Harry ventured for the third time and watched in delight as Snape’s lip twitched.

“Sod off, Potter.”

Harry grinned all the way to the bathroom, feeling a sense of giddiness he couldn’t quite bring under control. He peeled his clothes off and cast a cleaning charm over them so they’d be fit to wear later. He filled the bath, amazed at how luxurious it really was. Being a Hogwarts professor clearly had some perks.

He sank down into the hot water and took a moment to appreciate how truly bizarre the situation was. He was in Snape’s bath, by invitation no less, and was relishing being allowed some time to let his mind and body unwind.

He briefly toyed with the idea of indulging in a quick wank but decided it wasn’t seemly to do so in Snape’s bathtub, especially whilst thinking of the man himself. When the water eventually turned tepid he heaved himself out and dried off, re-dressing himself and trying, in vain, to tame his hair.

He went back out into the living room to find Snape sitting on the sofa, a book open in his lap. He looked up and said, “Better?”

“So much better,” Harry said with sigh, taking seat next to him. “I didn’t realise how tired I was.”

“You need to be careful not to burn yourself out.”

Harry hugged a cushion to his chest and said, “I honestly don’t know how to avoid it. I’m training crazy hours with you, not that I’m complaining, and I have lessons to attend, homework to do, exams to revise for and friendships that feel like they’re failing a little more each day.”

Merely a few months ago Snape would have sneered at him, called him weak and entitled, mocked his complaints as childish. Now the man simply listened while he spoke, his expression neutral.

“You can only do your best,” he said softly. “Prioritise things as you see fit.”

“Training is the only important thing, the only truly important thing. I can think about having a life when all this is over.” He paused for a moment and said, “I feel like a twat moaning about this to you…after all you’ve been through.”

“It isn’t a contest. We’ve each had our share of trials.”

Harry so wanted to reach out and touch him but he wasn’t sure how such an action would be received. He felt so connected to him, like Snape was the only person in the world who could possibly understand him. The fact that the man was prepared to treat him as an equal was enough to make Harry truly want to make him proud.

“How is Draco faring in Gryffindor?” Snape asked, breaking the slightly strange spell they’d been under.

Harry rolled his eyes and said, “He’s a pain in the arse, frankly. He’s an argumentative little prick and I’m glad I’m not spending much time in the tower.”

“Is he having difficulty with everyone?” Snape asked, seeming genuinely concerned.

“He’s not having difficulty, he is difficult. They only one who seems to be able to deal with him is Ron.”

“Mr Weasley?” Snape asked, surprised.

“Yeah,” Harry nodded. “It’s weird; they fight really viciously and some of the things they call one another…but then…if anyone else has a go at Draco Ron rips their head off. They spend time together too, just the two of them, sometimes hours.”

Snape was smirking at him and Harry frowned, saying, “What?”

“You’re not that dense, surely?”

“What do you mean?”

“It sounds to me like there’s tension between them.”

“Well yeah, obviously.”

“Not that kind of tension.”

“Oh…oh!” Harry said, twigging. He was familiar with that kind of tension, too bloody familiar, but he couldn’t see it with Ron and Draco. “No, I don’t think so. They can’t stand each other.”

“People change, Harry. So do their feelings.”

Well that was a fucking loaded statement, wasn’t it? Harry wanted nothing more than to pursue it, to ask Snape was his feelings now were but he was too afraid of what the answer might be.

“I guess stranger things have happened,” he replied, “but God it would be weird if they…well it would just be weird.”

“You’d object?”

“No, no of course not. Ron’s life is his to live how he sees fit and…I suppose I could get used to having Draco around if I really had to. I’d support Ron if he was happy…just like I hope he’d support me with any choices I made.”

Of course, that was another bloody loaded statement. Was Snape a choice? Would the man ever be anything more than his teacher if the opportunity arose?

“Would he?” Snape asked. “Support your choices?”

“I hope so. If he could see that those choices made me happy…that the person I chose made me happy.”

“And what person might that be?” Snape asked, and Harry’s heart started thudding painfully in his chest.

With his mouth dry and his palms prickling, he said, “I don’t know. Someone I could respect, who respected me. Someone who…truly understood me and who knew me in a way that no one else possible could. If that person came along then I think I’d probably lose my heart to them.”

The tension between them hung in the air so thickly that Harry could almost reach out and touch it. What he had just said felt like a confession and, judging by Snape’s expression, the man had taken it as such. Feeling exposed in a way he really didn’t like, Harry waited for the man’s response.

When it came, it was a very softly spoken, “I see”.



Severus came up the stairs from his lab to hear voices drifting down the hallway. He had spent the morning brewing while Harry had visited a potential customer and Gabe was over at Bill and Fleur’s with his cousins. The child had only been gone for the morning and yet Severus already felt the house was oddly empty without him.

Gabe wasn’t a noisy or loud child, indeed he was quieter than most, but it was clear that Severus and Harry’s life had been built around his presence and the enjoyment of it. Severus found that he did enjoy the boy’s presence, as odd a notion as that might be.

He hadn’t ever really considered having children. He had had a truly awful example of paternity in his own father and nothing in his life had ever provided any indication that he would be different. He had no idea what kind of father he was to Gabe but the child’s attitude to him indicated that their relationship was a happy and healthy one.

He found himself genuinely fond of Gabe and Gabe didn’t hide his own reciprocal feelings. Severus gleaned that they were used to spending a lot of time together; Harry had said that they were often joined at the hip and it was clear that Gabe expected to be included in Severus’ daily plans.

It must have been so hard on him to suddenly find himself deprived of the father he had known all his life. Severus tried to compensate, to not pull away as Harry had initially asked, but he worried that all of this was harming Gabe in some way.

Pushing it aside for the moment, Severus decided to see to whom the voices coming from the living room belonged. He recognised Harry’s, of course, but he couldn’t place the other deep male voice that he could hear.

“Oh Severus, there you are,” Harry said as Severus entered the living room. “We were just coming to find you.”

Severus looked to the man standing beside Harry and felt a slight twinge of recognition. “Mr Nott?” he ventured, and the man smiled.

“Teddy,” he clarified. “It’s good to see you, Severus.”

He extended his hand and Severus shook it, taking in the changes of the face he had once known. Nott had always had a thin, angular face, with a long nose and a broad smile. It had been a face that had needed to grow into adulthood and doing so had done it justice.

“Are you well?” Severus asked.

“Very, thank you. Harry’s probably told you that I’m the potions professor at Hogwarts now. I’m also Head of Slytherin.”

Severus resisted the urge to ask, “Would you jump in my grave so quickly?” and instead said, “Does it suit you?”

“I enjoy it immensely.”

“I never knew it was possible to enjoy teaching,” Severus said wryly, and Nott laughed.

“Some days are challenging, I admit.”

“Teddy just came to see how you are and to update you on the orders he took over while you were…indisposed.”

“That’s very good of you.”

“No trouble. I would have come sooner but you know how hard it is to get time away from Hogwarts. The responsibilities seem endless.”

“Stay for lunch,” Harry said. “It’s been ages since we’ve had a good catch up. Gabe will be sorry he’s missed you.”

“How is he? Such a great kid.”

Severus listened as the conversation continued, realising that Harry and Nott seemed very familiar with one another. As he watched the two of them together something stirred in his memories, something he couldn’t put his finger on.

Something was connected to Nott, something that had happened in the past and Severus could almost hear the cogs in his head turning as he tried to remember what it was. It wouldn’t come, but Severus was suddenly struck with an overwhelming feeling of anger, jealousy and…guilt.




Notes for the Chapter:
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10. Chapter 10




Chapter 10

~*~ Harry stepped into the Room of Requirement, breathless and knowing he was in trouble. Snape was standing waiting for him, his arms folded, his outer robe slung over a nearby pile of junk.

“I know,” Harry said, holding up a hand. “I know I’m late. I’m sorry, I was – “

“I don’t want excuses,” Snape said brusquely. “You know what time you’re expected here.”

“I know, but – “

“I said no excuses,” Snape growled, and Harry was able to deflect the stunning hex that came his way just in time.

There were no more words spoken as they fell to intense sparring. Harry forgot everything that had been on his mind before he entered the room and focused on nothing but the battle between himself and Snape.

In their training sessions Snape was a different man. He was brutal and unrelenting, he allowed no mistakes and made no concessions. It made Harry determined to become the man’s equal, to reach a point where there would be no mistakes for Snape to chastise him for.

It frustrated him that he spent so much time on the defensive. He was becoming highly adept at shielding and blocking, he could even successfully reverberate Snape’s own spells back at him, but he struggled to find an opportunity to fire his own curses.

When he did they often weren’t strong enough and Snape could block them with minimal effort. He knew he had power, he’d bloody well seen the physical manifestation of it, but he couldn’t seem to channel it where he needed it.

“Ow! Fuck!” Harry cursed as he was slammed bodily into a wall as his shield failed and Snape’s curse blasted him.

Without stopping to check if he was alright Snape fired again. Harry ducked and rolled out of the way then shot a disabling hex at the man. It grazed him only slightly but he recovered quickly and sent a volley of fire Harry’s way.

Snape was as inventive a duellist as he was an accomplished one and Harry had to try and pre-empt his moves as well as react to them. He had a wealth of knowledge at his fingertips and a whole arsenal of magical weaponry at his disposal. It was one of the reasons why Harry studied theory so intently; he wanted his knowledge to be a match for Snape’s.

“Merlin’s fucking balls!” Harry seethed as he tried to execute an old Romanian hex he had read about and failed to do so.

“Excellent invective, appalling curse,” Snape said, taking a moment to roll his sleeves back up.

“That fucking wand movement,” Harry growled, shoving his damp hair out of his eyes. “I thought I’d got it.”

“It’s more precise than you’re being,” Snape replied, and Harry spared a moment to be annoyed that Snape knew which hex it was, as it wasn’t one the man had taught him.

“I’m being precise,” Harry replied petulantly, tired and fed up.

“No,” Snape argued. “You need to keep your wand arm tight against your body.”

“It is tight – “

“Oh for heaven’s sake, Harry, listen to me,” Snape huffed, crossing the room in long strides.

He rounded Harry and stood behind him. One hand went to his wand arm, gripping his forearm firmly, and the other came to anchor itself on his hip. His chest was pressed hard against Harry’s back and Harry could feel the man’s breath ghost over his neck.

God but it was perfection. Harry used everything he had not to close his eyes and press back against him although he wanted nothing more. He hadn’t been this close to him before and, although it was innocent, it felt decidedly charged.

“Hold your arm tight to your body,” Snape murmured in his ear, guiding his arm into place, “and slash it across your torso, level with your ribs then outwards with a straight arm.”

“I was doing that,” Harry argued, and Snape chuckled in his ear.

“No you weren’t. And don’t pout.”

“You can’t see me, you don’t know that I’m pouting.”

“I can hear it,” Snape replied, and the hand on Harry’s hip tightened ever so slightly.

If Harry had known that it would result in this he would have asked Snape to demonstrate wand technique months ago. It was too wonderful for words to be in the man’s arms and he had to stop himself from leaning too much into it.

Snape seemed in no hurry to release him and Harry murmured, “Show me again.”

“How many times?” came the surprisingly amused reply in his ear.

“A few more should do the trick,” Harry said, trying to keep the smile from his own voice. Something told him that Snape knew his motives weren’t entirely innocent but he didn’t want to confirm it.

“You’re pushing your luck now,” Snape all but purred and Harry actually felt his knees go weak.

“Complaining?” Harry asked boldly, and immediately felt himself pulled even more firmly against Snape’s chest.

“Very much so,” came the response, and Harry felt as though someone had poured lava into his veins. There was no question that they were flirting with one another, hell, more than flirting; they were being downright lascivious.

“You don’t want me asking you to demonstrate wand movements often then?” Harry asked, knowing that they both knew what he was asking.

“I shall attempt to bear it if you do, Snape replied, and Harry finally allowed himself to fully lean back against the man, feeling the warmth of the Snape’s body through their clothes.

“Thank you,” he said softly, “for putting up with me.

“Your presence in my life is something I have learnt to endure.”

“Tough being you, huh?”

“You have no idea.”

Their session ended and Harry knew they both felt a certain disappointment that nothing more had happened between them. For his part, Harry was deeply conflicted about the whole thing. Being in Snape’s arms was an experience for which he had no comparison, and he wanted to repeat it as often as he could, but he knew that was a dangerous road to go down.

What he couldn’t fathom, perhaps what he didn’t want to fathom, was why Snape was letting them both play this odd little game. Most of their physical encounters had been at the man’s instigation and he certainly hadn’t done anything to discourage the closeness between them. The attraction between them was obvious but he supposed he expected more resistance from Snape.

They went back to Snape’s quarters and, rather than going to their desks, they settled on the sofa. Snape poured them both coffee and Harry had to smile at how bloody domesticated they could be sometimes.

“So why were you late?” Snape asked, blowing on his coffee and distracting Harry momentarily with the shape of his lips.

“Oh…I got in a fight with Ron,” Harry said with a sigh.

“Why?”

“You don’t want to hear it.”

“I asked didn’t I?”

“I…said something about Draco and Ron jumped down my throat. I mean…yeah I was being a pillock but so was he. It’s bloody ridiculous – no one’s allowed to even breathe in Draco’s direction but Ron can say what he wants to him. They had a slanging match in the middle of the common room the other day.”

“What did you say about Draco?”

“Only what I’ve said a hundred times before – he’s an arse, he’s a self-entitled prick, he’s a nightmare to be around. Ron bit my bloody head off and the worst thing is Draco stood there scowling at him and told him he was a moron. He wasn’t even grateful that Ron defended him!”

“Draco won’t lose face for anybody, you know that. If he shows gratitude then he’s all but admitting he needs help. He won’t allow himself to appear that weak.”

“Yeah I get that, Draco’s not such a big mystery to me. What I don’t understand is why Ron’s so bloody keen to play protector.”

Snape raised an eyebrow and Harry said, “Yeah yeah, I know your theory. I just can’t get my head around it.”

“You think it so unlikely?”

“When it comes to affairs of the heart I’m leaning that nothing makes sense.”

“That’s a lesson most people take a lifetime to learn.”

“I’ve always been precocious.”

“You can say that again.”



With everything that was going on Severus had quite forgotten that Harry’s birthday was in July. They were summoned to a party at Ron and Draco’s house and Severus was pleased he didn’t have to suffer playing host.

Their place was stunning. With such success in their respective careers money had clearly been no object and they had purchased a sprawling Tudor house with a few acres attached. It was a beautiful place and they were clearly very happy there.

Harry’s birthday was a clear and sunny summer’s day so the assembled party gathered in the property’s substantial grounds. It was the first time Severus had seen the other Weasleys since the loss of his memories and it was a little jarring to see the changes.

Arthur and Molly had aged, of course, their red hair peppered with grey, their faces beginning to line with wrinkles. Bill and Percy were there with their wives and children while it seemed, whether by accident or design, that George had dedicated his life to his blinded twin.

Although Severus had never had much to do with Charlie, his absence was palpable. Of course, the others had had many years to acclimatise to it but Severus could see, every now and again, Molly looking around the group, a wistful sadness in her eyes. His loss, Fred’s blindness, were the real, tangible things Severus had to prove the war had happened, that they had all been part of it.

These things weren’t spoken of, not on Harry’s birthday, and not so many years later, but Severus was aware that it permeated through everything, that it was never really forgotten.

Everyone approached him to say how sorry they were that the accident had happened, but Molly seemed to feel it most keenly. Severus suspected that it was more for Harry that she worried than for him, concerned for the surrogate son that Harry had become to her.

Apart from Ron and Ginny, who were very at ease with him, it was obvious that the others didn’t really know how to behave around him and his memory loss. Likely it was because he had spent more time with Ron and Ginny when he had been ‘normal’ and so they could deal with him better than the others.

Amongst the party, Neville and his wife were also there, along with Lupin, of course, and a few others from Harry’s year. Nott was there as well and Severus felt that inexplicable twinge of guilt and anger when he saw him. It made him deeply uneasy and he tried to avoid the man as much as he could without raising suspicion.

Gabe was in his element being surrounded by his whole family. He spent a lot of time playing with Bill and Percy’s children but was also joined at the hip to Draco, who was his indisputable favourite. Draco seemed perfectly happy to have a 7 year old shadow him throughout the day, indeed he doted upon the child.

Harry himself seemed to be enjoying proceedings; he smiled and laughed his way through the day and engaged in lively conversations with everyone. He took Gabe up for several broomrides and had a spirited game of quidditch but Severus could see that all the man’s smiles never quite reached his eyes.

Severus was aware, several times throughout the day, that the man was watching him. Every time he looked up Harry looked away, a frown or a blush on his face. He didn’t know what to say to him, didn’t know what assurances he could make that would make the man feel better.

When he had first been released from the hospital he had been worried that Harry would follow him around like a lost puppy, all baleful big eyes and sorrowful glances. It hadn’t happened and instead Harry had kept his distance and maintained an almost professional relationship between the two of them.

There had been times, moments, when he’d seen Harry reach out to touch him but he’d retracted his hand at the last moment, looking cross with himself. The idea of Harry touching him wasn’t as repellent as it had been a few months ago.

The man was undeniably handsome, indeed he was becoming more so in Severus’ eyes as the days went on. The intense attraction he had viewed in Harry’s memories was palpable and he could see that they might have had a very physical relationship.

“Ah Severus,” said Molly, approaching him with a smile. “We’re going to cut the cake, have you seen Harry?”

“Not for a while. I’ll…find him if you like,” he volunteered.

He had last seen Harry headed towards the house so he ventured inside in search of him. He strolled leisurely through the sprawling property, popping his head into each room as he went to see if Harry was there. He walked to the end of the long hallway and heard murmured voices coming from the last room.

He walked closer, keeping his footsteps light, and peered around the doorway to find Harry standing in Ron’s embrace. Ron was holding him gently, one hand stroking the man’s hair as Harry’s face was buried in his shoulder. It looked far too intimate and Severus felt an odd twinge of indignation at seeing them like that. It was only when Harry pulled back a little that Severus saw he was crying.

“It’s ok,” Ron soothed gently, wiping the tears away with the pad of his thumb

“It all just got too much,” he sniffed. “Today of all days.” He took a shuddering breath and said, “Usually on birthdays we…oh fuck…it’s just all so wrong.”

“I know, love. I know.”

“I miss him so much. He…never stops touching me normally, just little things throughout the day, a hand here, a stolen kiss there. And then at night…Jesus, Ron I miss him making love to me, holding me. I hate sleeping in the fucking guest room on my own.”

“It will get better, Harry. He’ll recover his memories.”

“No one knows that for sure, not even Gin,” Harry replied despondently. “He might never get them back. I might never get my husband back. I love him so much and it’s like…it’s like he’s dead.”

“Harry you can’t think like this.”

“Why not? We both know it’s true. He’s taken his wedding ring off you know.”

Severus glanced down at his hand. He had taken it off, he’d done so the day after he’d returned home. It had felt too bizarre to wear it, to have it as a symbol of the marriage he couldn’t remember. He hadn’t thought how such an action might have hurt Harry.

“It’s just him reacting to the situation,” Ron reasoned. “You know what he’s like, his go-to stance is always to be on the defensive. He isn’t as hostile as he was when this first happened.”

“He’s still not the man I know, the man I married. When he looks at me now…there’s nothing in his eyes. When he used to look at me…God I felt like his whole world.”

“And you will be again, love. I know it. Gin’s not going to rest until she’s fixed this. Are you telling me you want to argue with her?”

Harry laughed and said, “Fuck no. I’m not that brave.”

“We’ll bring you through this, I promise,” Ron said, then gathered Harry back into his arms, placing a gentle kiss to his temple.

“Old spying habits die hard I see,” came Draco’s voice from behind him and he turned to see the man standing there.

“I was just observing,” he said, moving back down the corridor towards him. “You don’t mind the two of them being…so close?” he asked.

“Don’t be pathetic,” Draco replied, rolling his eyes. “They’re like brothers, besides I trust my husband.”

Severus said nothing but privately thought that most brothers didn’t hold one another quite so tenderly. Perhaps Draco was more naïve than he’d thought he was.

“Harry needs all the support he can get right now, he’s heartbroken, although he hides it well. You could perhaps help by making a few concessions.”

“Like what?” Severus asked defensively.

“Putting your wedding ring back on for starters,” Draco said firmly. “Spending time with him when it doesn’t involved Gabe, talking to him like you used to.”

“I don’t wish to give him false hope,” Severus said stiffly. It was partly true.

“That doesn’t mean that you have to shut him out.”

“I’m not – “

“Oh Severus spare me. You’re keeping him at arm’s length, you’re doing your best not to get to know the man he is now. What are you afraid of? That you could fall in love with him all over again? Would that be so awful?”

“I’m not prepared to discuss this with you. You have no right to interfere in my private life, none whatsoever.”

“I care about you, you pillock, and about Harry. You’re making him bloody miserable.”

Severus was spared answering by Ron and Harry emerging from the room they were in, Ron saying, “What are you two up to?”

“Just coming to get you. Molly wants to cut the cake,” Draco lied smoothly.

Harry had obviously cast a charm to erase the evidence of his tears and he forced a smile, saying, “Wonderful. Molly’s cakes are always a birthday highlight.”

They all walked back into the garden where Molly and the others were all waiting for them at the large stone table. “Come on, Dad!” Gabe said, taking Harry’s hand. “You have to blow out your candles and make a wish!”

He guided Harry to the spectacular cake and Harry once again forced a smile for everyone watching. “I’m not sure my wish will be granted this year,” he said so quietly that Severus was sure only he heard it.

He watched as Harry blew out the candles, keeping his eyes closed for a fraction longer than was necessary. Taking a deep breath and steeling himself, Severus stepped forward and placed his hand gently in the small of Harry’s back.

Harry looked up at him in surprise but leant into the touch out of habit. “Happy birthday, Harry,” he said quietly.

“Thank you,” Harry said with a smile that was a little more genuine.

“I sincerely hope that the next birthday we spend together will be a happier one.”

“Me too, Severus,” Harry whispered. “Me too.”



~*~ It was strange to still attend Potions lessons when so much was going on between him and Snape. The man largely ignored him, for which he was grateful, and instead focused on ruling the class with an iron fist and rigorously preparing them for their NEWTs. Very occasionally a look would pass between them, normally one that Harry couldn’t interpret, but largely they stayed out of one another’s way.

He was working hard in Potions, mostly to impress Snape, he had to be honest, but part of him wanted to prove he could do it. Of all his friends, Hermione was the only one who was taking NEWT Potions with him and she had made it very clear that any partnership work would not be undertaken with her. She had deliberately chosen Draco, whose grades were almost neck and neck with hers.

So, when Snape declared one afternoon that they would need partners for a month’s project, Harry found himself scanning the classroom before Theodore Nott appeared at his elbow.

“Want to partner up?” he asked.

Seeing no reason to refuse, Harry said, “Sure,” and they began to set up their station together.

Harry didn’t know the boy well but he knew what he’d been through with regards to his mother and her role in Snape’s escape. As far as he knew, Voldemort was still unaware of the part she had played but she had been placed under Order protection nevertheless. Nott must have been worried sick about her.

7th year Potions was different to the sessions in lower years. The classes were a little more informal and there was an understanding that if they’d made it that far then they had a certain level of competence and didn’t need to be monitored quite so stringently.

They were allowed to talk as they worked, as long as they didn’t fall to ‘inane chatter’ as Snape put it, and soon the classroom was abuzz with quiet and focused conversations. Harry and Nott said little at first beyond talking about the potion they were working on, but things eased a bit as they worked.

He was invited to call the boy ‘Teddy’, which suited him far more than the somewhat pretentious ‘Theodore’. Harry hadn’t had much to do with him throughout their time at school; he had never gone out of his way to torment Harry and he hadn’t really registered on Harry’s radar in any big way.

He was decent company though and a very competent Potions partner. They worked easily with one another and fell to tasks based on their respective strengths.

“It’s a real shame you decided to quit quidditch this year,” Teddy said as they carefully shredded boomslang skin together.”

“I just didn’t have the time to dedicate to it,” Harry said with a sigh. It had been a huge wrench to abandon the sport he loved so dearly, but he had made the decision when he began training with Snape and it became clear that all his energies would need to be directed there. “Gin’s doing a great job as Seeker though.”

“Oh she’s a firecracker that one,” Teddy said with a smile. “She’s in 7th year Arithmancy with me, so smart she got bumped up. Half the class can’t keep up with her.”

“That’s my girl,” Harry grinned.

“Oh…The two of you are – “

“Oh no, no nothing like that. She’s more of a sister really. I suppose in the last couple of years I’ve got to appreciate her for her own merits rather than just accepting her as another Weasley.”

“She has plenty of merits, that’s for sure.”

“You sound as though you’d like to get to know her better.”

Teddy laughed and said, “I would, but not like that. I…er…don’t quite swing that way.”

“Me neither,” Harry confided, lowering his voice a little.

“Ah…I had wondered. Are you seeing anyone?”

“No, not at the moment.”

How the bloody hell was he supposed to answer that question? No, I’m not seeing anyone but I have this weird thing going with Snape where we spend all our time together and have intense, sexually-charged moments. Yeah, that would go down well.

“Well…maybe you’d be interested in coming with me on the next Hogsmeade weekend?”

Harry had no clue what to say to that. He wasn’t sure that he found Teddy all that attractive but beyond that was the oddest feeling that if he accepted he would be…cheating on Snape.

“Oh…well I um – “

“I would very much prefer it if you would refrain from using my lessons to organise your social life,” came Snape’s cold voice from beside him.

Harry turned to find the man standing beside him, a hard glare on his face. “I was just – “

“I heard very well what you were just,” Snape sneered. “Are you so adept at Potions that you don’t need to concentrate on what you’re doing?”

“We were concentrating just fine,” Harry argued.

“It looked to me as though you were too busy securing dates,” Snape said nastily.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Harry snapped and Snape’s eyes flashed.

“I’d think very carefully before you speak to me like that again,” the man said, his voice low and dangerous.

“We weren’t doing anything wrong,” Harry said defiantly. “There’s no bloody need for this.”

Snape’s nostrils flared and he said, “Detention, Potter. Tonight at seven.”

He swept back up to the front of the classroom and Harry glared at his retreating back. He hadn’t felt this way towards Snape in a long time.

“Merlin, Harry. I’m sorry,” Teddy murmured.

“Oh don’t you worry, this isn’t about you.”

By the time he made his way to Snape’s quarters he was absolutely furious. He had stewed on the incident all day and was livid at the man’s behaviour.

“Ah, here for you detention?” Snape asked with a drawl, looking up from his book.

“I’m not serving any bloody detention,” Harry growled.

“Oh yes you are,” Snape said silkily, getting to his feet. “You were assigned one by a teacher and you will serve it.”

“No I won’t, not when you only gave it to be vindictive.”

“I was using my authority to punish you as you didn’t seem able to behave yourself fittingly in my classroom.”

“Bullshit,” Harry spat. “You were punishing me because Teddy was flirting with me and you couldn’t stand it.”

“Don’t be so ridiculous. Why on earth would I care if he was flirting with you? Why should I care if you screw your way around the entire school?” he asked viciously.

“Because you’re fucking jealous and you know it.”

“You self-important brat.”

“Why don’t you just admit that you were jealous because you can’t stand the thought of me with anyone else because you want me?”

Harry would never be certain who moved first but in the blink of an eye he found himself pushed back against the wall as his lips met with Snape’s in the most passionate kiss he had ever experienced in his life. It was all-encompassing, it drowned everything else out and all Harry could focus on was the overwhelming experience of being thoroughly devoured by the man.

Snape’s body was hard and hot against his own and the man’s tongue plundered his mouth almost desperately. His hands found purchase in Snape’s robes and he pulled him as close as physically possible, wanting to leave no space between them.

He was impossibly hard and he ground himself against Snape’s thigh, trying to find some relief. Snape kissed him harder and he moaned at the sheer passion between them. A hand splayed on his stomach and he pressed against it, practically whimpering when the hand moved lower and cupped him through his trousers.

God he wanted this, wanted Snape so much that it physically hurt. There was no sign that the man was going to pull back and a shock went through Harry at the thought they were going to have sex there and then up against the wall.

It was like being doused with a bucket of ice water and he tore himself away from Snape with a gasp. “We can’t do this,” he said breathlessly.

“Oh I think we can,” Snape growled, moving forward but Harry braced his hands on the man’s chest and held him in place.

“No, not like this.”

“Are your delicate sensibilities kicking in?” Snape asked tartly.

“No, only my concern for your job, for what might happen to you if anyone found out about this.”

“Let me worry about that.”

“No,” Harry said firmly. “After everything we’ve come through, everything you’ve worked for, I won’t be the reason that all falls apart, no matter how much I want you.”

He registered the shock in Snape’s eyes for a moment before he pushed past the man and flooed out of his quarters. He had no idea if he’d done the right thing or not but he was shaken and rattled. He had no idea how he was going to face Snape again or what would happen the next time they were alone together.
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Chapter 11

“Fucking thing,” Ginny cursed, and Severus opened his eyes to see her standing in front of him, one hand in her hair, looking very frustrated.

“Problem?” he enquired.

“I was this close to dismantling the outer barrier,” she said, holding up her finger and thumb a couple of centimetres apart. “I almost had it and then the little bugger pushed me out.”

“Is that why I have a headache?” Severus asked, rubbing his temple.

“Sorry. It should ease, but I can give you something for it. Merlin’s balls I was so close,” she huffed, flinging herself down onto the sofa.

“Is the curse that strong?” Severus asked, concerned.

Ginny sighed and tucked her hair behind her ear. “It is but I don’t think that’s the issue. I’m not sure this was cast by an exceptionally skilled person, rather, I think they were interrupted halfway through. The magic’s…corrupted.”

“So what does that mean for my recovery?”

Ginny tapped her chin thoughtfully. “I think we need to find the original caster.”

“Oh wonderful. An easy task then!”

“Kingsley and his team are working on tracking them down. They’re doing everything they can and I’m sure – “

“And what if they don’t?” Severus asked, feeling an odd sense of panic rising in his chest. “Will I be stuck like this forever? Living his bloody half-life?”

“Not if I have anything to say about it,” Ginny said firmly. “I won’t give up until we’ve solved this.”

“I look forward to spending my retirement with you then,” he bit out tiredly.

“I’ll allow that tone just this once. Next time I’ll curse you myself.”

Severus believed her. As despondent as he was about his present circumstances he was certain that his best chance at recovery lay with Ginny. She was determined and focused, not to mention thoroughly brilliant at her job. It didn’t make his situation any more bearable though.

He felt trapped and frustrated. His old life was lost to him and yet he had no proper foothold in his new one. He was stranded in between, rudderless and feeling more and more like giving in to despair.

“Gabe’s playing outside for half an hour,” said Lupin as he joined them in the living room. “We’re tackling the Goblin Uprising this afternoon.” He perched on the arm of the sofa and slung an arm around Ginny’s shoulders, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. “Any luck?”

“Only the bad variety,” Severus replied, feeling an exceptionally bad mood begin to encroach upon him.

“Keep up with that attitude and I shall give you a brand new head injury,” Ginny said with a glare.

“I wouldn’t argue with her if I were you,” Lupin said with a wry smile.

“Spoken like a true downtrodden husband,” Severus sneered.

“Don’t be a prig, Sev,” Ginny chastised. “You have no idea how stupid you sound when you talk like that.”

Severus sighed and said, “If you’ll excuse me, I must go and check on my potions.”

He left the room and was going to head for the kitchen but, as he neared the foot of the stairs, he heard strains of music coming from the first floor. He stopped and listened, frowning as something warm and familiar settled in his chest.

He knew the melody though he had no idea how. He couldn’t attribute a specific memory to it but he knew it inspired happiness, that this music came from a time in his life that was filled with love and laughter.

He made his way up the stairs slowly, the music becoming louder as he went. He felt a throbbing behind his eyes, the pain conflicting with the happy feelings the music was dredging up. A flash of white light sliced through his vision and he braced a hand on the wall to steady himself.

~ A warm, clear day with the scent of honeysuckle in the air. A marquee full of people, the sound of glasses clinking, the gentle hum of conversation. ~

He took a few deep breaths as his vision blurred, trying to make sense of the images he was seeing. They were distorted and out of focus.

~ He looked down at the man in his arms, the man who had never looked more beautiful to him. Draco’s stunning music played as they danced together, Severus holding Harry as tightly as propriety allowed him to.

“We did it,” Harry said as he smiled up at him.

“You doubted we would?” Severus asked, drinking in the sight of the man he loved.

“Not for one moment. Marrying you was written in my destiny.”

“You sentimental little twit.”

“You can’t say things like that to me on my wedding day,” Harry laughed.

“Our wedding day, you daft fool.”

“Anymore insults and I shan’t grant you your conjugal rights.”

“I’ll believe that when I see it,” Severus murmured, pulling him closer as they swayed to the sound of Draco’s exquisite playing. “We’ll have to consummate our marriage after all.”

“Mm, can’t wait,” Harry said, his eyes shining. “I suppose it isn’t seemly to do it with the guests still here?”

Severus laughed and said, “I rather think not, my love.”

There were times he couldn’t believe that fate had delivered Harry to his arms and he felt that no more so than that very moment. He had just made the man his husband and he had to stop himself from gazing soppily at the slim platinum wedding band on his finger.

“God,” said Harry with a happy sigh, “I love it when you like at me like that.”

“Like what?” Severus asked, unable to remove the smile from his lips.

“Like I’m your whole world.”

“You are, Harry. You are.” ~

He was so light-heated when he reached the landing that he thought he might faint. He stumbled to the study and found Harry standing by the gramophone, the source of the music, his head low.

“We danced to that at our wedding,” Severus whispered, his mouth dry.

Harry’s head snapped up, tears in his eyes, as he croaked in surprise, “You remember?”

“I…had a flash…I saw our wedding day,” he replied, his head starting to thud. He stepped into the room, regarding Harry as though he were a skittish foal.

“Saw it, but you don’t remember it,” Harry said, shaking his head sadly. He turned back to face the window, the music continuing to play as he rested his head against the glass.

“I’m sorry,” Severus offered, feeling that he had disappointed Harry beyond measure.

“It isn’t your fault,” Harry said with a sniff. “You can’t help that you don’t remember.”

“Draco…Draco played this song?”

“He composed it and performed it for our first dance. We weren’t going to have one but he insisted, stubborn bloody sod.”

“It…it looked like a beautiful day,” he ventured, knowing it sounded pathetic.

“It was,” Harry said quietly, still refusing to turn around. “It was the beginning of September, warm and clear. Perfect.”

“You looked…very handsome.”

Harry gave a humourless laugh and said, “Thanks.”

“Harry look at me,” Severus implored gently.

Harry sighed and turned around, his face red and his eyes puffy.

Severus took a deep breath and said, “I know I can’t remember it, not properly, but I could see how happy I was, how much I…how much I loved you.”

“Hardly amounts to anything, does it?” Harry asked with a despondent shrug. “You don’t feel that way about me now. Who knows if you ever will again?”

He moved to the gramophone and removed the needle, placing the record back in its sleeve. “It took a bloody miracle to get us there in the first place, lightning doesn’t strike twice.”

Severus was still in the process of viewing Harry’s memories of that time and he could see that it had indeed been a rocky road. He was desperately embarrassed at the way he had behaved in the memory of their first kiss and something told him he wouldn’t like his behaviour in any subsequent memories.

Harry’s strength and forbearance both then and now was humbling. Severus felt somehow lesser in comparison to him and he was ashamed that Harry had had to be the one to set the boundaries while he’d still been a student. Severus’ lust for the boy had clearly overwhelmed him, rendering him powerless to stop it.

“I’m going to go and check on Gabe.”

“He’s fine, Lupin said – “

“I’d better go anyway,” Harry interrupted, pushing past him and leaving the study.

Severus rubbed his face tiredly. He had fought against recovering his memories initially, unwilling to reconcile himself to a life where he was happily married to Harry Potter. With each memory of Harry’s that he viewed, along with the time he spent getting to know the adult version of the man, he could see the journey they had taken, even in those early days, to get to the present day.

He didn’t want to fight against it any longer. He wanted his memories back, wanted his life back. He wanted to remember being a father to Gabe and a husband to Harry, wanted to remember all the Christmases and birthdays they’d shared, the life they had built.

There was nothing but blank spaces in his head, questions with no answers. He belonged in the past where his last memories resided, he had no place in a world where everything was different, where everyone but him had moved on.

Feeling incredibly fed up, he decided to spend the afternoon locked in his laboratory. At least with his potions he was on solid ground.



~*~ It had been three weeks since he and Snape had shared their insanely intense kiss and Harry was about ready to explode. The man had been thoroughly unbearable and Harry wasn’t sure how much more he could take. When he wasn’t pretending Harry didn’t exist, Snape spent his time insulting and sniping at him. The man hadn’t been this intolerable since they had started training together and Harry wanted to clobber the pillock.

He couldn’t believe Snape was being so bloody unfair. He had acted with consideration and maturity and Snape was punishing him for it. He could have given in to his desires, allowed his body to take control like it was screaming for him to do but he hadn’t and now Snape was acting like he hated him. Sometimes life made no sense to Harry whatsoever.

What upset him more than anything was the sudden loss of the easy friendship they had developed. Although he had been working hard, he had enjoyed sitting with the man in companionable silence, spending their evenings together in conversation. Snape seemed determined to put a stop to that now and only spoke to Harry when absolutely necessary. It hurt more than Harry wanted to admit.

Snape’s quarters had become a sanctuary to him. He had begun to genuinely look forward to his trips down there each evening, feeling more connected to Snape the more time they spent together. Now he had no idea where they stood or how much more of Snape’s ridiculous behaviour he could stand.

“Do you have the book on medieval curses?” he asked as they spent yet another evening in stony silence.

Snape said nothing but held the book out to him, not even bothering to look up from his work. Harry rolled his eyes and resisted the urge to sigh, taking the book and retreating to his own desk. He was damn close to whacking Snape around the head with the bloody book and it took all his restraint not to.

He flipped to the chapter he wanted but struggled to concentrate on what he was reading. The tension in the air was unbearable and Harry was shocked to find that he genuinely missed the man. It was grossly unfair that Snape felt he could behave this way when all Harry had done was try and respect both the man and his position.

He snapped the book shut, wanting nothing more than to chuck it across the room, and said, “I’m going back to Gryffindor.”

“We’re not finished for the night,” Snape said tersely, still not looking up.

“I am,” Harry replied. “There’s no point being here if you won’t talk to me.”

“You don’t need me to talk to you while you read. I know your ego requires constant attention but I shan’t be granting you what your fawning admirers fall over themselves to heap upon you.”

It took all the composure Harry had taught himself over the years not to explode with anger. Snape hadn’t spoken to him like that in months and it hurt more than Harry had expected it to.

“You know what? You’re absolutely right. You know full well that that’s exactly what I thrive on – I need a constant stream of attention from people who know nothing about me. I think I’ll head back to Gryffindor and get my fill.”

“You will stay here until the session has ended,” Snape said icily.

“To what purpose?” Harry shot back. “We aren’t even training properly, not since – “

“We are researching and you are acquainting yourself with the theory of magic that you know precious little about.”

“And when, Professor, should I expect you to start speaking to me again? When are you going to stop treating me like I don’t exist?”

“Don’t be so pathetic, Potter,” Snape sneered, and Harry couldn’t deny that hearing him address him that way again truly stung. “This is not a social club, we need not engage with one another beyond our work.”

“And everything that’s gone before?” Harry asked, feeling his face flush with anger. “We ignore all of that do we because of one kiss?”

“You would do well not to mention that again,” Snape said with a hiss, getting up from his desk and advancing on Harry with a snarl.

“Why?” Harry asked heatedly, refusing to be intimidated by the man. “Because you can’t stand the fact that it happened? Or because you can’t cope with the fact that I was the one who stopped it?”

“Get out,” Snape spat, his eyes flashing.

“Gladly,” Harry replied, heading for the fireplace, struggling with this hideous change in the man he’d started falling for. He grabbed a handful of floo powder and paused with it in his fist, trying to take a couple of deep breaths to steady himself.

If he left now it would be to admit defeat, it would be conceding to allowing Snape to treat him badly and to stew in his own resentment. If he left now then things between them would never heal and he couldn’t stand the thought that this was how it would be between them.

“I thought I told you to get out,” Snape said acidly behind him.

Harry chucked the powder back into the pot and wiped his hand on his trousers, turning back around to face Snape, whose face was twisted in a sneer.

“Why are you doing this?” he asked, trying to keep his voice level.

“Because I want you out of my quarters.”

“Not this,” Harry said frustratedly. “Why are you treating me like this when all I’ve done is try and do the right thing?”

“The right thing?” Snape repeated mockingly. “My, how full of your own self-importance you are.”

“Don’t do this. Don’t retreat to being a bastard just because you can’t handle the situation.”

“You watch how you speak to me.”

“Why? What are you going to do? Report me to Dumbledore because you’re pissed off with me because I didn’t let you fuck me?”

“You really need to leave,” Snape growled, and Harry could practically feel the heat of the man’s anger.

“No,” Harry said, determined to stand his ground. “We’re going to have this out once and for all.”

“There’s nothing to ‘have out’ you little fool. I simply made a mistake in thinking that you were mature enough to handle something adult. You’re as much of a child as I suspected.”

Harry couldn’t believe what he was hearing and he had never felt such a sense of injustice before. “Child?” he echoed incredulously. “You would dare to call me a child when you were the one letting yourself be governed by hormones?”

“You sanctimonious little twat,” Snape snarled. “I didn’t hear many complaints when you were humping my leg like a bitch in heat.”

“Right before I pushed you away, you mean?” Harry fired back.

“Right before you lost your nerve, I’d say. What’s the matter, Potter? Virgin?” Snape asked nastily and Harry couldn’t help but feel like he’d been slapped.

“I don’t know why I ever thought you were worth bothering with,” Harry said, trying not to let his hurt show. “You’re the same bitter, self-involved, mean-spirited bastard I always thought you were.”

Snape moved closer and Harry saw all the cruelty and vindictiveness in the man’s expression that he thought had vanished in the last few months. It inspired a kind of grief in him, as though he had lost the man he had started falling in love with.

“Is that so, Potter?” Snape asked with a horrible smile. “You didn’t seem so bothered by my shortcomings when you had your tongue in my mouth. It’s a shame your technique didn’t quite match up to your enthusiasm.”

“What did I ever see in you?” Harry asked sadly, and a brief flicker of something crossed Snape’s face, momentarily banishing the nastiness of his expression.

It was gone as quickly as it came and Snape stepped closer again and said, “Judging by your longing teenage stares over the last couple of months I’d say you saw a chance at losing that pesky virginity. What’s the matter, no takers to rid The Boy Who Lived of his virtue?”

“God, you’re a piece of work,” Harry said, wanting nothing more than to escape and find sanctuary somewhere to lick his wounds.

“But you’d still give in to me, wouldn’t you?” Snape asked, his voice so low it was almost a purr. “Whatever your high and mighty morals tell you, if I took you to bed now you’d surrender to me.”

“No I wouldn’t,” Harry whispered, wishing it were true.

“No? Don’t think I haven’t seen what’s been in your eyes all these months, Potter. I know what you want, what you want me to do to you. You’d surrender control to me in an instant and I would make you beg.”

“And that’s what you want is it?” Harry asked, horribly torn between the pangs of lust he felt and the terrible hurt Snape’s words were causing. “To make me beg? To use me?”

Snape paused and Harry could see the conflict in his eyes. The man had gone too far though, he’d bitten back to try and save his pride and Snape knew no other way to defend himself than to attack.

“I can’t see what other purpose you would serve, in all honesty.”

At that moment the fireplace flared to life and Dumbledore’s head appeared in the flames. “Ah Severus, Harry. I was hoping you’d both still be here. Might I come through?”

“Of course, headmaster,” Snape said smoothly, and Harry stepped away from the fireplace, suddenly needing to put as much distance between himself and Snape as possible.

Dumbledore appeared through the flames and gave them both a smile, which faltered as he took in the tension in the room. “Problem, gentlemen?” he asked.

“Not at all, headmaster,” Snape replied. “Just a frank exchange of opinions.”

Dumbledore turned to look at Harry and said, “I do hope you’re remembering to show Professor Snape proper respect.”

Harry couldn’t help giving a humourless laugh and said, “Of course, sir. All the respect he deserves.”

“Well, I’m sure you’ll be able to reconcile your differences. You’ve been working so well together lately.”

“What did you want to talk to us about, headmaster?” Snape asked, clasping his hands behind his back.

“Well,” Dumbledore said, his eyes still darting between them, “it’s regarding the Easter holidays,” he said, and Harry felt a sense of dread hit the pit of his stomach. “With the situation being what it is and the Order stretched so thinly, I think it might be wise for the two of you to return to the cottage that you spent Christmas in.”

“Indeed?” Snape asked, and Harry could see exactly what the man was thinking. No doubt he expected Harry to succumb to his desires with the two of them alone together for three weeks in the middle of nowhere.

“Would you both be willing to do so?” Dumbledore asked.

“If you deem it necessary,” Harry said flatly, hating the gloating smile on Snape’s face.

“I’m sure Mr Potter and I can manage on our own for a couple of weeks,” Snape said, and Harry’s fingers itched to reach for his wand and hex the man.

“Oh you won’t be alone,” Dumbledore said with a smile. “Remus will be staying with you.”

“Remus?” Harry asked, embarrassingly relieved.

“Yes. He’s taken refuge there for the time being. His last mission went…somewhat awry and he’s staying there to recuperate.”

That had wiped the self-satisfied smile off Snape’s face and Harry had never been so delighted at the thought of seeing Remus. They were in desperate need of a buffer and Harry felt on firmer ground knowing that he and Snape wouldn’t be left on their own. He didn’t trust either himself or Snape to behave properly and he was relieved his resolve wouldn’t be too sorely tested.

“It will be great to get to spend some time with him,” Harry said. “While Professor Snape and I continue our training. That’s the most important thing after all.”

“Yes, well said, Harry. I certainly hope the two of you manage to mend your differences. We need you at your best.”

“Oh don’t worry, sir,” Harry said, looking at Snape with steely resolve. “I guarantee that we will focus on nothing but training. Anything else is thoroughly pointless and not worth our energy. I’m sure I speak for Professor Snape when I say that we will put everything else to one side.”

Fuck you, Harry thought, trying his best not to glare at Snape. He wouldn’t back down and he wouldn’t let the man win. If Snape wanted to break him then he’d fight the prick every step of the way.
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Chapter 12

“I sincerely hope I apologised to you for that night,” Severus said, finding Harry in his attic studio, gazing intently at a half-finished canvas.

Harry turned to face him with a questioning frown then smiled wryly as realisation dawned. “Not straight away. Things were…difficult for some time after that night.”

“I’m not going to like the next couple of memories, am I?” Severus asked, moving into the studio and taking a seat on one of the stools.

“No, you probably won’t,” Harry said, wiping his hands on a rag. He had a smudge of white paint across the bridge of his nose and Severus was struck by quite how adorable it made the man look.

“What was I thinking?” Severus asked, bewildered and ashamed by the behaviour he had displayed. Watching himself had been a hideous experience and he couldn’t understand how Harry had been able to forgive him enough to move past it.

“You were protecting yourself,” Harry replied with a shrug. “Pushing me away was the only way you knew how.”

“But to do it so cruelly – “

“You’re not surprised, surely?”

“What do you mean?” Severus asked, taken aback.

“Severus, just because I was falling in love with you at the time didn’t mean I was blind to your faults. You were a cruel and bitter man, no one suffered that more than I did. You tormented me before our relationship started and took great pleasure in doing so. You can’t tell me you’re actually surprised by the way you behaved.”

Perhaps he wasn’t surprised by his harshness but he was surprised by his determination to push Harry into something physical when the boy had been doing his best to keep the boundaries between them. He had been far crueller than he had imagined himself capable of being and Harry’s hurt had been tangible in the memory Severus had viewed.

“I had thought I was a better man than that,” he said quietly.

“Don’t be too hard on yourself. You were biting back, I was a casualty of that.”

“I behaved abhorrently.”

“Yes, you did…but it didn’t change the fact that I was in love with you. Even if you did break my heart.”

“I’m sorry,” Severus said uncomfortably, unable to fathom how they had managed to move past his terrible behaviour.

“It’s all water under the bridge. We’ve been together for years, all that stuff doesn’t matter anymore.”

“You’re telling me it’s never cropped up since?”

Harry smiled and said, “I never said that. I’m not above playing the guilt card every now and again to get my way.”

“Very Slytherin.”

“Look, don’t beat yourself up about it. We got over it. Just…brace yourself for the next couple of memories.”

“God I’m a bastard,” Severus said with a sigh.

“Yeah you are,” Harry said with a laugh. “But I love you all the same.”

It was the first time that Harry had said that in terms of the present day and it was jolting to hear it. Harry flushed and shifted uncomfortably, then said, “Sorry. Not appropriate.”

“No,” Severus said, shaking his head. “It’s…oddly nice to hear.”

No one had ever actually declared their love for him before; not even his mother had expressed that particular sentiment. Of course, if he’d ever been told that Harry Potter of all people would be the one to utter such a thing he would have gone running for the hills. Now it didn’t seem quite so horrific.

He cleared his throat and gestured to the canvas, saying, “Your latest commission?”

“Yes. It’s a bit of a bugger to be honest, it’s taking a bloody age to weave the magic into it.”

“How do you do it? I know nothing about portrait magic,” Severus said, glad for the change of topic.

“It’s a bloody nightmare. No two portraits are the same and it takes a long time to dispel all the magic into one in a way that retains the essence of the person.”

He moved to the cupboard in the corner and removed a jar with a strange luminescent mist inside. He brought it over to Severus and held the jar up, saying, “This is the magic that’s extracted from a person’s wand when they die. I have to find a way to weave it into the portrait along with a very delicate balance of spells.”

“And the procedure’s different each time?”

“Just to make life interesting. It depends on the personality of the person whose portrait it is. You, for example, would be a pain in the arse.”

“Thank you,” Severus said with a snort. “May I…would you mind if I stayed to watch for a while?”

Harry gave him one of those strange half-smiles he was getting used to and said, “It wouldn’t be the first time. You often spend the afternoon up here with me, just watching while I work. I’ve missed it actually.”

Severus could see how he would have enjoyed spending a quiet afternoon watching Harry at his craft. Whatever he said about the task being a pain the man clearly loved it, and the look of focused concentration on his face was really rather mesmerising.

Harry was skilled and focused, all his attention channelled into his work, so much so that Severus wasn’t even sure his presence was still noted. The man’s brow crinkled and his tongue poked out the way Gabe’s did while he was concentrating.

If Severus hadn’t seen Harry’s quiet determination during their training together then he would have been surprised to see such dedication from him. As it was, he simply sat back and enjoyed watching Harry and his masterful talent.

He had long since reconciled himself to the notion that he found Harry handsome. He had functioning eyes, after all, and he would have had to be dead from the waist down for his body not to respond to the man.

He wished he could remember his physical relationship with Harry. He wanted to know what the man looked like laid bare in the throes of pleasure, his skin flushed and his eyes hazy with desire. He could only imagine what he looked like undressed, all compact and firm, pale skin taut over defined muscles.

He imagined Harry to be a very sensual lover. He would allow his instincts to govern him, following his pleasure down whichever path it led him. It would certainly be something to be the one to provoke that and Severus’ mouth practically watered at the thought. Not being able to remember such delights was a cruel torture indeed.

He found himself hoping that Harry would show him a memory of their moments of passion. It would be an incredible thing to witness himself and Harry, a tangle of limbs, an expanse of bare flesh as they twined together.

“Right, I’m done,” Harry said with a sigh, chucking down his paintbrush. “Let’s go and grab a coffee before I throw this bloody thing out of the window. Are you ok? You look a bit flushed.”

“I’m fine,” Severus said, embarrassed at having his rather racy thoughts interrupted. “It’s just rather warm in here.”

Harry chuckled and said, “You always tell me off for keeping the windows closed. You once found me practically high from the paint fumes and told me I wasn’t fit to look after myself.”

“I have been saying that for years.”

Harry smiled and said, “Ever since you stopped Quirrell knocking me off my broom in first year.”

“And was set on fire for my troubles,” Severus replied with a quirk of an eyebrow.

“Now, you have no memory of this but I have actually apologised for that.”

“I’ll have to take your word for that.”

Harry gave him an evil grin and said, “You’ll have to take my word for a lot of things. Think of the fun I could have.”



~*~ “Remus! It’s so good to see you,” Harry said, stepping forward to give the man a hug. He was shocked to see the man looking so battered and bruised but he tried his best not to show it.

“You too, Harry,” Remus said, stepping back and bracing his hands on Harry’s shoulders. “You’re looking well.”

“Thanks. I – “

“It’s alright,” Remus said with a wry smile, “no need to lie, I know I look a fright.”

“What happened?” Harry asked, concerned.

Remus sighed and gestured for them both to take a seat on the sofa. Snape had stomped upstairs as soon as they’d arrived and Harry was glad to see the back of him.

“I was trying to infiltrate Greyback and his…pack. It didn’t quite go to plan.”

“Shit,” Harry breathed, amazed that Remus had managed to make it out alive. “Are you ok?”

“Better than I was. Believe it or not this is three weeks’ worth of recuperation.”

“Holy fuck, Remus. You should never have been put in that situation. You could have died!”

“Harry, I volunteered. It’s – “

“Don’t, Remus. Don’t tell me it was worth the risk to try and gather information. I’ve had enough of that bollocks from Snape over the years. Nothing is worth this, nothing is worth risking your life.”

“I had to try, Harry. We all have to play our part.”

“Mm,” Harry said disapprovingly. “We all have to play the parts that Dumbledore dishes out to us. Nice to know we all dangle by his strings.”

“Harry – “

“Oh don’t tell me off, Remus. You know it’s true.”

“Very well, for the sake of avoiding an argument.”

A door slammed and Snape came stalking down the stairs, his outer robes shed, his wand tucked in his sleeve. “Outside in five minutes for training, Potter,” he said curtly, exiting the cottage with a flourish even without the swirl of his robes. Harry resisted the urge to stick two fingers up at his back.

“I…I had heard that you and he were getting on better lately,” Remus ventured and Harry shook his head with a sigh.

“I made a mistake in thinking he wasn’t as much of a bastard as I’d always felt he was. He isn’t capable of change…I just…let my guard down.”

Remus frowned, the action more of a grimace thanks to the bruising and scarring on his face. “Don’t let Severus fool you too much, Harry,” he said softly.

“What do you mean?” Harry asked, feeling uncomfortable talking about the man. He was so hurt by the way he’d been treated by him that he’d tried to put all thoughts of him to the back of his mind.

“Severus has a great deal of armour, most of which means that it’s usually impossible to get to know the man underneath.”

Harry stopped himself from scoffing. He had once thought the same thing, that all he had to do was get to know Snape a little better, to understand him. What he had failed to realise was that there were no hidden depths; Snape was a bastard, plain and simple.

“I think you’re being a little too generous, Remus. Don’t buy into the tall, dark and mysterious bollocks. He’s about as layered as a flobberworm.”

“Heavens, that’s bitter,” Remus said, looking at him closely. “Has something happened between you?”

“No,” Harry said, not meeting the man’s eyes. “Nothing more than usual. Just don’t make the mistake of thinking there’s some noble, well-intentioned man under that hard, cruel exterior.”

“Harry – “

“Leave it, Remus. I’d better get out there or I’ll never hear the bloody end of it.”

The next few days weren’t pleasant. It stung twice as much given how happily they had existed in the cottage over the Christmas holidays. Remus kept getting caught in the crossfire and so took to staying in his room as often as possible. Harry, unwilling to share the communal areas with Snape, also sought sanctuary in his bedroom and talked to the man only when necessary.

He couldn’t admit it to himself but he knew he was going through a kind of grief. He was grieving for what he thought he’d had with Snape, what he had thought they’d shared. He felt a fool for believing in the man, for falling in love with him. He’d truly felt that he’d seen the ‘real’ Snape and he felt humiliated beyond belief that he’d got it so wrong.

The man was crueller than he’d ever been. He criticised and insulted, and all the help and advice he had been giving during their training had been replaced with sneers and snarls so that Harry didn’t feel he was even learning anything anymore. He didn’t know whether to cry or hex the bastard.

He distracted himself with studying harder than ever, determined that Snape would have nothing to reproach him with. The only downtime he allowed himself was an hour here and there to devote to his drawing. Snape had convinced him he had talent, although now his sincerity seemed dubious. Still, Harry really did love his art and spent time trying to hone and perfect it.

He had to stop himself from drawing Snape although his hand itched to. He focused instead on Ron and Hermione, then challenged himself to draw Draco, just to see if he could draw the prat with an objective eye. He was quite pleased with the finished result; he had captured Draco’s sharp cheekbones and rather regal bearing without making him look like a snot-brained git.

He was going to try and attempt one of Ron and Draco together, just to amuse himself, but realised he was out of paper. Cursing, he decided to see if there was any knocking around downstairs as there were no more available pages to rip out of his textbooks.

The landing was dark and quiet, so he assumed both Remus and Snape were fast asleep. He tiptoed down the stairs and into the study, casting a muted lumos and rifling through the desk drawers. He found a few usable pieces of parchment then made his way back out to the living room.

His foot was on the first stair when he heard a smug, low voice say, “Will you never tire of sneaking around?”

He jumped and squinted into the darkness to see Snape sitting in the armchair by the window, illuminated by a pale sliver of moonlight.

“I can hardly be accused of sneaking around in a cottage during my holidays. I was only getting some paper. Goodnight.”

“Continuing your drawings?” Snape asked, halting Harry’s progress up the stairs again.

He sighed and leant against the bannister. This was the one thing Snape hadn’t yet taken a swipe at and Harry wasn’t sure he could take it if he did. There was only so much vicious sniping he could cope with and he was fairly certain he was reaching his breaking point.

“It isn’t any of your business,” he said quietly. “I’m not doing you any harm so just let me be.”

“It was only a casual enquiry,” Snape replied, picking up the glass of amber liquid beside him.

“No such thing with you.”

“Don’t pout, Potter. It doesn’t suit you.”

“No more than sulking like a teenager suits you. Goodnight,” he attempted once again, but it seemed Snape had no intention of letting him be.

“And what would I be sulking about?” the man asked with a sneer, getting to his feet and turning one of the lamps on.

“I’m not having this conversation again,” Harry said tiredly.

“Yes do run away, Potter. It’s what you’re best at,” Snape said with a nasty smile.

“I don’t deserve this,” Harry said, his quiet voice resonating oddly in the silence of their surroundings. “I did what I thought was right and I’m sorry if it hurt your pride but I don’t deserve this cruelty from you.”

“Oh really, Potter. I hardly think – “

“I thought we had something,” Harry interrupted. “I thought there was something between us…enough to make me want to ignore my hormones long enough to consider a future.”

“A future?” Snape asked with a sneer that didn’t quite look as convincing as the previous one had done.

“It would have been easy to give in to my desires and slept with you that night, hell we probably could have started an affair, but I thought what we had was worth more than that. I thought I was worth more to you than that,” he whispered, trying desperately not to cry.

“Starting something as teacher and student would have meant we’d never be equal, that it would always be something illicit and sleazy. There would have been no future in it and I was stupid enough to think that you might have wanted one with me. If it’d realised that all you wanted was quick fuck I’d have saved myself the hassle.”

“I..I didn’t…” Snape fumbled, suddenly flustered.

“Oh and you were right by the way,” Harry said, his voice rising as all his anger and hurt began to spill over. “I am a virgin. I was stupid and naïve enough to think that maybe I could place my trust in you rather than relying on a quick fumble with someone who might have bragged about bedding The Boy Who Lived. Had I realised you would be so scathing and belittling about my virginity I would have kept all my pathetic, romantic fantasies to myself.”

Snape couldn’t have looked more shocked if Harry had transformed into Voldemort there and then in the middle of the living room. Harry himself was shaking, feeling humiliated and wounded. He hadn’t meant to make any such confession to Snape but his anger had overwhelmed him and he’d been unable to stop himself.

“Thank you for showing me what you’re really like before I made the biggest mistake of my life.”

He turned and all but fled up the stairs, finally retreating to his bedroom and slamming the door behind him. He threw up the strongest wards he was capable of and slumped down on his bed. He was furious with himself but he couldn’t stop himself from crying. He had lost something so profoundly important and it had left him with a gaping hole in his chest.

He didn’t sleep all night. He sat with his back against the headboard, his arms wrapped around himself as he tried to control his tears. He was thoroughly ashamed of himself for getting so worked up over someone who wasn’t worth his time, and Snape had proven, beyond a doubt, that he most certainly wasn’t worth it.

The last thing he wanted to do was emerge from his safe haven and face the man again but he refused to be cowed. As embarrassed as he was, he was in the right and Snape was the one who ought to be ashamed.

He cast a decent glamour to hide the fact that he’d spent all night crying and descended the stairs with as much dignity as he could muster. Snape and Lupin were already down there, sitting at the breakfast table in stilted silence.

“Morning, Harry,” Remus said with a cheerful smile. “Can I get you something to eat?”

He had intended to eat breakfast, just to be defiant, but seeing Snape made his stomach twist painfully. “No thanks, not hungry,” he said, proud that his voice didn’t falter. “I’m going for a walk.”

“We have training,” Snape said, his voice firm but Harry could see the uncertainty in the man’s eyes.

“No we don’t,” Harry said, registering the look of surprise on Remus’ face.

He left the cottage without a backwards glance and took a moment to take a few deep breaths. It was a pleasantly warm spring day and he was glad to be able to escape the stifling confines of the safe house.

There was a five mile radius that was heavily warded, so at least he had space enough to wander for a bit. He wanted to try and get his thoughts straight but he also wanted to try and push all the hurt and humiliation to the back of his mind and let it rot.

He walked leisurely, the wards letting him know if he was in danger of straying too far. Snape had looked rattled as he’d sat at the kitchen table but it was probably because someone had spoken back to him for the first time in his life. The man was used to getting the last word, the crueller and harsher the better.

He found a little clearing in the woods with a river running through it, a few intrepid primroses poking out along the banks. He took a seat on a protruding rock and tried not to be too annoyed with himself. He was moping around like a bloody lovesick fool and he was trying to tell himself that Snape wasn’t worth it.

He skimmed a few stones across the water and tried not to replay the events of the previous night. He didn’t want to think about Snape’s cold sneer or all the hideous things the man had said to him. He’d cried enough for a lifetime, he had no intention of wasting anymore tears on the bastard.

“Harry.”

It was to Harry’s credit that he didn’t jump at Snape’s voice. He stayed staring steadfastly ahead, his jaw set firm and wondered whether he ignored Snape long enough the man would bugger off and leave him alone.

“Harry,” Snape ventured again.

“Leave me alone,” Harry said, thoroughly unwilling to engage in another slanging match.

“I want to talk to you.”

“I want a lot of things, none of which I ever get.”

“Will you please look at me?” Snape asked, and Harry thought he could detect a slight hesitancy.

He sighed and slowly stood up, taking a deep breath before he turned around.

“What?” he asked coldly. “What else can you possibly have to say to me? I get it, ok? I was an idiot but now I’m over it. If you can pull your head out of your arse long enough we’ll get back to training tomorrow. Just let me have today.”

“I don’t want – “

“Frankly I don’t give a flying fuck what you want,” Harry said, hearing his voice shake with barely-contained anger. “From now on we agree to keep out of each other’s way, ok? We train and that’s it. No more cosy chats, no more pretending to care what the other thinks and feels, no more pretence of any kind of relationship between us. I will do my best to be civil and I expect you to be likewise.”

Snape shook his head and Harry gave a growl of frustration. “You can’t even manage that?” he asked exasperatedly. “Then what do you want from me? You don’t want to train me anymore? Fine, I’ll bloody well do without you. If you can’t even – “

Snape’s mouth descended on his before he knew what was happening. The kiss was urgent and hard, Snape’s hands gripping his shoulders painfully. The man’s mouth was hot and insistent against his own and Harry felt dizzy from the intensity of it. He was just about to lose himself in it when his brain kicked in.

He pushed Snape away forcefully and shouted, “What the hell are you trying to do to me?”

“Harry, I – “

“Didn’t I make myself clear last night? Haven’t you messed with my head enough?”

“I’m not trying to mess with your head,” Snape said, looking more unsure than Harry had ever seen him.

“Then what the fuck are you trying to do?”

“I don’t know,” Snape said, shaking his head. He’d gone deathly pale and Harry could see that he was shaking.

“You’ve made it clear what you think of me. Why can’t you just leave me alone?”

“Oh God, Harry, you must know that everything I said…the way I behaved…it was all just – “

“Just what?” Harry asked heatedly. “Just you being a cruel, sadistic prick? Just you trying to hurt and humiliate me? Well congratulations, you succeeded spectacularly.”

They stared at one another in silence for a moment, Harry feeling his pulse thudding in his ears.

“I’m sorry,” Snape said eventually and it was so quiet that Harry nearly missed it.

He felt his lip curl slightly and he said, “Oh spare me.”

“I am,” Snape insisted.

“Well, that makes everything better, doesn’t it?” Harry said bitterly.

“I was frightened, Harry,” Snape said tightly, and his confession stunned Harry so much that he couldn’t reply. “I wanted you so much that I let it completely control me. That you had to be the one to stop things was a source of terrible shame and embarrassment. I did the only thing I knew how to do – I hit back. I hadn’t…I hadn’t realised how you felt. I thought…I thought it was purely physical.”

“And that excuses what you said to me?”

“No Harry, nothing excuses that,” Snape said softly and Harry felt like doing nothing more than running away. He needed to hold onto his anger, to retain the high-ground before he relented and did the unthinkable and forgave the bastard.

The man stepped closer and Harry tried to calm himself down. “You acted nobly,” Snape said, and Harry tried to discern whether or not he was being mocked. “You respected both me and my position and I punished you for it because my pride was wounded.”

“It was just about your job,” Harry said, and the look Snape gave him was unbelievably tender that his breath actually caught in his throat.

Snape raised his hand to Harry’s cheek and Harry’s heart thudded so hard he was sure it would bruise his ribs.

“I never let myself entertain the notion that you might feel anything for me beyond improbable attraction. It never occurred to me that you would want anything more than something physical.”

“You think I want anything to do with you now after the way you’ve treated me?” Harry asked, wishing he could say it with more conviction.

Snape brushed the pad of his thumb over Harry’s cheekbone and Harry felt almost undone by the gentleness of the gesture.

“I wouldn’t blame you if you didn’t,” Snape said softly. “But I need to tell you that, despite my reprehensible behaviour, I have…come to…to feel for you. I’m truly sorry that I hurt you.”

Harry frowned, too conflicted to know what to say. “I need time,” he said eventually, realising that to act in haste would be a mistake.

“Of course,” Snape said with a nod, removing his hand and stepping back.

Feeling worse than he had done before their discussion, Harry moved past the man and wondered how the hell he was going to get his head straight.

“Harry,” Snape said quietly, and Harry reluctantly turned back to face him. “I have never felt more remorse for anything in my life. I hope you can believe that.”

“Perhaps I will if you can prove it to me,” Harry said, wondering if he could truly get past the pain Snape’s behaviour had caused him to see a future for them both.
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Chapter 13

“Gradually weariness grew upon me; a numbness, an occasional stupor, fell upon my mind even in the midst of my terrors, until sleep at least supervened and in my sea-tossed curacle I lay and dreamed of home and the old Admiral Benbow.”

Severus closed the book and glanced across at Gabe who was still awake, as Severus had expected him to be. He looked sleepy but nevertheless said, “Can we have another chapter?”

“You’ve already had one more than we agreed,” Severus said, trying to look admonishing but fearing he just looked fond.

“But I want to know what happens,” Gabe protested, stifling a yawn.

“The cast of Treasure Island will still be waiting for us tomorrow evening,” Severus said, placing the book on Gabe’s bedside table. “You need to go to sleep.”

“But Pa – “

“Gabriel Potter-Snape,” Severus said, trying not to laugh. “Don’t argue. You take far too much after your father.”

“He says I take after you.”

“You poor child,” Severus said dryly. He leant forward and brushed a kiss over Gabe’s forehead, surprised at just how easily the gesture came to him. “Now go to sleep.”

“Meanie,” Gabe groused but snuggled down under the covers anyway.

“You have a terribly hard life. Goodnight.”

“Night Pa.”

It was still strange to hear himself being called ‘Pa’ but it was certainly growing on him. There was a connection to Gabe that seemed to go beyond mere memory. He knew, on some fundamental level, that Gabe was his, that it was his duty to protect and care for him. It was a lucky bonus that he actually liked the child.

“He persuaded you to read another chapter didn’t he?” Harry asked as Severus came back into the living room.

“Ah…yes, yes he did,” Severus replied with an abashed smile.

“The same way he’s done every night this week?” Harry asked, amused. “You’re such a soft touch when it comes to him. I always have to be the disciplinarian.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

“It’s true,” Harry insisted. “You’re a complete pushover, Gabe’s always been able to wrap you around his little finger.”

“I kept plenty of unruly children in line for years,” Severus reminded him.

“And you’re rendered a complete sap by your own son,” Harry said with a somewhat wistful smile. “You’ve always…rather doted on him.”

“He’s a wonderful child,” Severus said, and Harry practically beamed.

“I was…I was so worried that it would be difficult for you to be around him but…I don’t know…it’s like the bond between you somehow overrides that,” Harry said, inadvertently echoing Severus’ earlier thoughts.

“It’s…rather difficult to understand how we came to this point…given the memories I’ve been viewing,” Severus said. He couldn’t fathom how they had ever made their way beyond that dreadful time and his own appalling behaviour.

“Oh all that was so long ago,” Harry said with a shrug. “You’ll see – we managed to come through it.”

“Harry…I apologise for what I said when I…blamed you for our relationship. You acted with far more honour and maturity than I was capable of. I just…I simply couldn’t believe it when I first learnt of our marriage.”

“It’s alright. I have no idea how I would have reacted if I’d woken up with no memory and someone had told me we were married,” Harry said with a wry smile.

“You’d have run screaming for the hills, no doubt.”

“More than likely.”

“In truth,” Severus said with a sigh, “I never expected to come through the war alive, let alone find myself happily married with a child.”

“Strange, eh?”

Severus laughed and said, “Indeed.” There was a funny look on Harry’s face and Severus asked, “Is something the matter?”

“No,” Harry said softly. “I just…I love your laugh. I always have.”

“I can’t think why,” Severus said, feeling himself flush uncharacteristically at the compliment.

“Because it’s rich and deep, and your whole face changes with it. I used to consider it a badge of honour if I could make you laugh; God my whole body used to tingle when I succeeded.”

The idea of making any part of Harry tingle was almost too delicious to contemplate. It was so improbable that Harry had ever been attracted to him and yet he had seen the way the boy had looked at him in those memories and had even glimpsed it once or twice in the present.

Indeed, the way Harry was looking at him now was enough to make Severus’ body hum with anticipation. God but the man was beautiful, there was no other word for it. He had wanted to taste those lips for some time now and the temptation was more than he could resist. He was learning, where Harry was concerned, he had little or no willpower to speak of.

Harry let out a plaintive little sigh and said, “You have no idea how much I miss you.”

Unable to stop himself, Severus reached out and pulled Harry to him, lowering his head until their lips met. Harry moaned softly and wound his arms around Severus’ neck, pulling his body flush against Severus’. It was achingly familiar and Severus’ instincts knew just what to do with the man in his arms.

They melted together perfectly and, although to Severus’ mind it was his first time kissing Harry, his body knew well that it wasn’t. It remembered all too clearly the taste of Harry’s sweet mouth, the feel of his soft lips, the delicious hardness of the man’s body against his own.

Harry pulled back, much to Severus’ displeasure, and kept his eyes closed for a moment, his lips beautifully swollen. “God I forgot how perfect it is to kiss you,” he whispered, opening his eyes and keeping his hands on Severus’ shoulders.

“It is rather exquisite,” Severus replied, barely able to keep his voice in check.

“But we shouldn’t be doing this,” Harry said, attempting to step back, but Severus held him in place.

“Why not? I’m your husband.”

“But you’re not,” Harry argued. “My husband can remember everything about our life together, my husband looks at me like there’s nothing better on earth to look at. Kissing you…it feels like him cheating on him.”

“That’s ridiculous,” Severus argued. “Just because I don’t remember every little detail at the moment doesn’t mean we can’t – “

“Can’t what?” Harry asked with a frown. “Severus…I can’t sleep with you, not like this.”

“But we’re married. Perhaps it might even – “

“No Severus, not without…without love.”

“You’re telling me we only ever make love?” Severus asked with a sneer, unable to stop himself.

Harry’s expression hardened and he said, “No, we don’t. We fuck, we have quickies up against the door, we have hurried morning sex and make-up sex after an argument, but whatever we do we do it with love and I can’t go to bed with you without that.”

Severus couldn’t help but let out a huff of frustration. He couldn’t see the harm in two consenting adults finding pleasure in one another; it didn’t have to be accompanied by such romantic nonsense.

“You just don’t get it,” Harry said sadly. “There’s so much more between us than just sex.”

“I understand that, but – “

“You have no idea how much I want you, how much it’s killing me not being with you. I want nothing more than to give myself over to you completely but I just can’t, not like this.”

Severus sighed and reached out to cup Harry’s cheek gently. “Harry, perhaps I miss you too. There’s a part of me, deep down, that still remembers everything, that remembers the feel of you in my arms, that remembers how it feels to make love to you.”

“Maybe there is,” Harry said, placing his hand over Severus’, “but you don’t remember and until you do I just can’t be with you that way.”

He gave Severus’ hand a squeeze then left the room without a backwards glance. Severus shook his head and rubbed his face tiredly. The whole situation was becoming unbearable and he wasn’t sure how much he could take. Was he supposed to continue living with Harry and Gabe while they pretended to be a family but while it was obvious there was a gaping hole between them?

He sank down on the sofa as a sharp pain sliced through his head. His vision began to blur and he cradled his head in his hands as an insistent throb settled behind his eyes. He saw flashes of memories pass in front of him and he tried not to fight it, knowing that he needed to remember, he needed to get his life back. The pain sharpened but so did his focus, and he tried to steady his breathing as things became clearer.

~*~ “What exactly are you doing in here?”

“I would have thought that was obvious.”

“You’re supposed to be resting,” Severus admonished, entering the room Harry used as a studio in their shared flat and wrapping his arms around the man.

“I’m only doing a bit of prep work,” Harry argued, gesturing to the canvas, which had a faint pencil outline of its intended subject. 

“Will you never do as you’re told?” Severus asked, nuzzling the side of Harry’s neck as he pressed his body tightly against the man.

“You should know the answer to that by now,” Harry replied with an amused smile as he tilted his head to encourage Severus’ attentions.

“You’re a disobedient little swine,” Severus growled into Harry’s ear, giving it a nip for good measure. 

“You have the most adorable pet names for me.”

“You should hear what I call you when you’re not around.”

Unable to resist any longer, he turned his husband around gently and plundered his mouth, as he’d been dying to all day. He wasn’t ashamed to admit that thoughts of Harry normally dominated his everyday life, and even an hour apart from the man was enough to provoke a sense of longing.

“Mm, you taste delicious,” Severus murmured.

“You don’t like chocolate,” Harry countered with a smile.

“It tastes better on your tongue,” Severus replied, running his hands up and down Harry’s sides. “Cravings getting the better of you?”

“No, just my addiction to chocolate. My cravings had me eating banana and ham earlier…dipped in mustard.”

“How revolting.”

“I’ll be the size of house soon,” Harry said with a sigh and Severus let his hand roam to the gentle swell of the man’s mid-section.

“You look beautiful,” Severus told him with a smile, never failing to be amazed that his child was growing inside the man he loved.

“I look like a bus,” Harry scoffed. “And I’ve got another two months to go!”

“Another two months before we meet our son,” Severus said, aware that he sounded like a dreamy schoolgirl.

“You don’t know it’s a boy in there,” Harry countered, placing his hand over Severus’. They had decided not to find out the sex of the baby and leave it as a surprise, which had led to a betting pool between their friends.

“Something tells me it is,” Severus replied, indeed more and more he’d been thinking of Harry’s bump as their son.

“I can’t wait to meet him,” Harry said, bouncing on his toes, his expression too adorable for words. “Who do you think he’ll look like?”

“You, hopefully,” Severus said with a wry quirk of his eyebrow. “I wouldn’t wish my looks on a child.”

“Oh hush,” Harry reprimanded, winding his arms around Severus’ neck. “You’re a handsome bastard, no arguments.”

“I’ve always thought you were a little slow.”

Harry laughed and said, “But you love me anyway.”

“I do, Merlin help me. Now, no more work please. Bed,” he instructed, wondering why he bothered. Harry had never obeyed him, even as a student.

“Come with me,” Harry said, pulling himself closer with a wicked smile.

“You’re supposed to be resting,” Severus argued, knowing how futile it was to try and resist his husband.

“Think how well I’d rest if I was nicely worn out from a good seeing to.”

“You’re incorrigible,” Severus growled.

“I’m always rewarded for my persistence.”

“Brat.” ~*~

Severus’ head ached but the pain was less severe. He sat back on the sofa and tried to arrange his thoughts around what he had seen. The tenderness and affection between himself and Harry was staggering and he could see how much he genuinely adored the man.

Seeing Harry carrying Gabe was also surprisingly moving and Severus found himself bordering on tearful at just how beautiful Harry had looked bearing their son. He had lost so much and all he wanted was to get his life back and remember all the times he and Harry had shared.

With a frustrated growl he decided to have an early night. He hoped to lose himself in the blissful oblivion of sleep where all of this madness could be forgotten for a few hours.



~*~ Harry had been agonising over the situation between himself and Snape for a couple of days, frustrated and upset by all that had happened between them. He believed that Snape’s apology had been sincere but it didn’t undo all the hurt the man had caused.

They were avoiding one another, which was ridiculous as they were supposed to be training, but Harry needed time and space to try and figure things out. Poor old Remus seemed thoroughly bemused by the strange behaviour around him but thankfully had asked no questions, for which Harry was grateful.

His feelings for Snape were complicated, that was the only thing he was certain of. He had been so sure that he was falling in love with the man and then that had all been blown to hell by Snape’s cruel behaviour. Now Harry was so confused he thought his head might explode.

After three days he couldn’t stand it anymore. He waited until Remus had gone to bed then spent half an hour gathering his courage in his bedroom before he finally crossed the landing and knocked on Snape’s door. The man opened it, apprehension all over his face, and Harry pushed past him into the room, Snape closing the door behind them.

His heart thudding in his chest, he stared at the man for half a second before he closed the distance between them and kissed him for all he was worth. He clung on to the man’s shirt while Snape’s hands held his back tightly. There wasn’t so much as a hair’s breadth between them and they kissed each other as though their lives depended on it.

Snape’s tongue was hot and insistent and Harry welcomed it readily, barely able to keep his breath with the incredible intensity of it. It felt so right to be in Snape’s arms, to be kissed with all the fierceness the man possessed, that he knew he’d made the right choice. He was mindful of letting himself be overwhelmed by it though and he reluctantly pulled back and took a moment to gather himself.

Snape was looking at him with such passion it sent a tingle up his spine and he wished his resolve wasn’t as strong as it was. “We need to talk,” he said, although he wanted nothing more than to keep kissing Snape and let his desires govern him.

“I know,” Snape said with a nod, stepping back and allowing Harry some room. “What’s a man supposed to think after a kiss like that?” Harry knew that Snape was aiming for levity with his question but he could discern the true worry beneath it.

“I wish I knew how to answer that,” Harry said with a sigh. He raked a hand through his hair, wishing he’d spared a moment to wash it. “I have feelings for you,” he said, deciding he’d had enough of skirting the issue. “I’m…intensely attracted to you and every part of me wants to respond to that…but I can’t.”

“Can’t?” Snape asked, looking more uncertain than Harry had ever seen him.

“Won’t,” Harry clarified. “Not yet, not like this.” He paused and took a deep breath then said, “I feel connected to you in a way I’ve never felt to anyone else. I…respect you, I enjoy your company and there are times when it feels like we’re the only two people on the planet. I think we could have something amazing,” he said, feeling vulnerable and exposed by his admission.

“A future?” Snape asked tentatively, reiterating what Harry had said previously.

“Maybe…but we can’t have that if we start sneaking around, if we…sleep together. I don’t want to be your student, I want to be your equal, I want to see if we can have something real.”

There was silence for a moment while Snape contemplated his words. “What does that mean going forward?” he asked eventually, and it wasn’t lost on Harry how thoroughly bizarre it was that Snape was willing to follow his lead.

“Right now training has to be the most important thing, and we need to continue with that…but…spending time in your quarters was the highlight of my day. I want to get that feeling back…I want to try and…establish something that could last. So…we take things one day at a time.”

“And nothing physical?” Snape asked and Harry had to laugh at the disappointment in the man’s voice.

“I’m not saying a monk. I won’t be able to stop myself from kissing you, from…being near you, but I’m asking you to respect my boundaries, to wait until I’m no longer your student.”

“I’m sorry for…I’m sorry for everything,” Snape said. “I promise I’ll play by your rules.”

Harry bit his lip and geared himself up to ask the question he really didn’t want to. “Does it bother you that I’m a virgin? You were pretty scathing about it before.”

“Harry, no,” Snape said firmly, stepping closer and cupping Harry’s chin gently. “I was an idiot for what I said and I can only apologise. I was…I was pushing you away, trying to humiliate you because I was too embarrassed to admit how I felt about you. It came as something of a shock to find myself in this situation and I was angry with myself for not being able to fight it.”

Harry smiled and leant into the man’s touch. “Can we both agree to stop fighting?” he asked softly. “Will you let me be your equal, Severus?” he asked, a thrill going through him at the feel of the man’s name on his tongue.

Snape’s eyes darkened at the use of his first name and he said, “I fear you may never be my equal.”

Harry was about to protest vehemently when Snape wrapped an arm around his waist and clarified, “You’re a better man by far than I am.”

Hearing Snape refer to him as a man was almost as heady as hearing him say he was a better one. The ugliness of the last few weeks seemed to melt away and Harry felt hope for the first time in a long time.

“Are we going to be ok?” Harry asked, needing reassurance.

“If you’re willing to put the last couple of weeks behind us.”

“I don’t know about that,” Harry said teasingly. “I quite like the idea of you making things up to me.”

“Ah, there’s my Slytherin,” Snape said with a smirk, his hand stroking back and forth at the base of Harry’s spine.

Deciding that there was no way he was letting his virtue stop him from kissing Snape, Harry did just that, although it was rather more chaste than their earlier one had been. It was a kiss that promised more, a kiss that told of things to come. They broke apart naturally and Harry couldn’t stop himself smiling.

“What?” Snape asked, looking as though he was trying not to respond in kind.

“Just thinking how truly insane my life is. The Prophet couldn’t make this up.”

“Dear Merlin, I should hope not.”

Harry laughed and said, “I should get to bed. It’s late and we’ve already lost a few days of training.”

Snape nodded and Harry pressed a soft kiss to the man’s lips, saying, “Goodnight,” before he turned and let himself out. He was so giddy he felt drunk and he could barely process the emotional rollercoaster he’d been on over the last few weeks. He retreated to his room and tried to wipe the lovesick grin from his face.

The rest of their time in the cottage passed much more pleasantly and their training renewed with purpose. Poor Remus seemed thoroughly bewildered at the change between them while they sat and spoke cordially at dinner or returned from a training session bright and enlivened.

There were many more stolen kisses, some chaste, some decidedly not so, but mostly Harry revelled in having Snape back in his life in a positive way. He had missed him so much and just being able to laugh and talk with him again was wonderful. It was enough to convince him that what they had wasn’t just physical, that he cared for Snape and wanted more from him than just a great night between the sheets.

It was with some sadness that they bid the cottage goodbye as the holidays ended. Harry made a promise to himself that one day they would return when all they had to do was enjoy themselves. It would be something to spend time there when they weren’t using the place as a safe house.

“Hogwarts seems ridiculously vast after the cosiness of the cottage,” Harry said as they arrived back in Snape’s quarters. “I’m going to miss it.”

“Perhaps we can spend some time there in the summer,” Snape said, and Harry could hear the uncertainty in his suggestion, as though he were worried it wouldn’t be well-received.

“That sounds great,” Harry said with a smile, and Snape’s shoulders relaxed slightly. “I should pop up to the tower for a bit,” he said reluctantly. “Ron’s been on his own with Draco all Easter, he must be ready to commit murder.”

“Not everyone is as fortunate in their holiday companion as you,” Snape said with a smirk.

“Ain’t that the truth?” Harry grinned then felt his stomach flutter as he stepped forward and pecked the man on the cheek. It felt so good to be able to do it, to not have to hide behind a pretence anymore. “I’ll be back for training later.”

He tried to wipe the smile from his face as he made his way back to the tower. Most of the students had yet to arrive back so the corridors were mercifully quiet. The Gryffindor common room was similarly empty apart from a few of the younger years scattered around the place. He shot them a cheery smile and made his way up to the dormitory.

As he neared the top of the stairs he heard voices drifting towards him. He recognised Ron’s easily enough and soon realised that he was speaking to Draco. They weren’t shouting at one another for a change, indeed the conversation sounded rather civil. Feeling nosy, he decided not to announce his presence, but crept a little closer and peaked around the door.

Ron and Draco were standing close to one another, both leaning against Ron’s bed as they spoke. Their voices were low and gentle and their body language was conspiratorial. Harry knew exactly what he was seeing, although he couldn’t quite believe his eyes. It seemed that Snape had been right all along.

“What are we going to do now term’s starting again?” Draco asked.

“What do you want to do?” Ron replied, reaching out and smoothing Draco’s hair off his forehead. The action was so tender that it took Harry by surprise.

“Well…do you want people to know about us?” Draco asked, clearly trying to be nonchalant.

“Why would you think I wouldn’t?”

God love Ron, Harry thought with a smile as he watched Draco shift uncomfortably. “You might not want to be associated with me,” the blond said with a shrug, reaching over to fiddle with the curtains around Ron’s bed.

“If that were the case I wouldn’t have spent the last three weeks shagging you senseless,” Ron said with a wicked grin and Harry had to stifle a laugh.

“Shagging someone is a differing thing to…acknowledging them in public,” Draco countered and Harry couldn’t help but feel sorry for him. He looked so uncertain, so far removed from the priggish attitude he always projected.

“Draco, do you really think I’m the type of bloke to shag someone and then keep them a dirty little secret? If I like you enough to sleep with you then you can be damn sure I like you enough to tell people.”

“Oh,” said Draco, clearly trying not to look too pleased.

“What about you, hm? Ashamed to be involved with a penniless Weasley?”

“Terribly,” Draco said with a grin. “You are a dreadful pleb.”

“You weren’t complaining this morning when I had you absolutely begging for it,” Ron said with a seductive smile, looping a finger in the waistband of Draco’s trousers and pulling their hips together.

Harry watched as they melted into one another, the attraction between them almost crackling in the air. Smiling, he carefully made his way back down the stairs and decided a conversation with Ron was long overdue.
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Another chapter post because I’m celebrating that, from next week, I can see my folks and my in-laws again! Things are still weird, of course, but I can’t wait to see them.

I hope you enjoyed the chapter, please leave a review and let me know. Stay safe x
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