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e‘:?}erus Snape had an eye for detail. It was
- What made most students tremble before the
@Jground he walked upon. It was what made

" himasuperb and completely discreet spy. And

it was why he was currently regarding the invitation to
the Headmistress’ office for tea with suspicion.

The request itself was unremarkable. Ever since his re-
appointment as Potions Master (the Defense Against
the Dark Arts position had lost its appeal with
Voldemort’s demise, as there was simply no challenge
to it anymore), Minerva regularly invited him to such
meetings in an attempt to connect with him. Some-
thing about helping him let go of old demons and
becoming more human. Severus thought this to be a
ridiculous idea, but it kept him employed and wasn't
the most tedious way to spend a Saturday afternoon, so
he acquiesced.

No, the most noteworthy thing about this particular
instance was that, aside from the fact that Remus Lupin
was also sitting at the table, Minerva had gone to great
lengths to procure his favourite blend of Earl Grey,
which was followed by a fairly potent cocktail. Alcohol
always meant McGonagall was about to ask for
something. Severus furrowed his brow and waited.

“How long as it been, again, since Voldemort's defeat?”
Minerva asked conversationally, a matronly smile
plastered across her face.

“I suppose it's almost been a month.” Remus answered
after some thought.

“Thirty five days, eleven hours.” Severus answered
stiffly.

Minerva continued to smile, although it now looked
a little strained. Remus was either mildly constipated
or was attempting to hold back his laughter. Severus
hoped for the former.

“A little precise, don’t you think?” Minerva asked dryly.
Severus decided it would be best not to answer at all.

“In any event, | think that it is high time we all moved
on.” She paused to glare at Severus, who had snorted

and was subsequently choking on his drink. The glare
belatedly passed towards Remus, who was coughing as
a result."Albus would have wanted it.”

Ahh, so there was the truth of it.
“And what else might Albus have wanted, Minerva?”

Minerva folded her hands in her lap. Now they were
getting down to business.”He would have wanted us to
put old grudges to rest, which is one of the reasons why
| brought the two of you here today.”

“One of the reasons?” Severus countered.

“Yes, one,” Minerva returne, with just as much force.
Severus always did admire the woman for her gall.

“And the other, pray tell?”

“The other, which | was going to mention soon enough,
complements the first.”

Severus curved his lips slightly, noting the irritation in
the Headmistress' voice.

“He requested in his will that a Quidditch tournament
be held each year in his honour. Albus always had
enjoyed the sport for its ability to bring the most bitter
of enemies together in one large, prolonged sweaty-"
Minerva hesitated here.

“Orgy of co-operation?” Remus suggested. Severus
raised an eyebrow. Remus shrugged.”l was there when
they read the will.”

“Yes, well, those were his words, not mine,” Minerva
snapped. “He has also asked for a match between the
teachers, and he has singled out the two of you as the
team captains.”

Had Minerva been one to tell jokes and had Severus
been one to laugh at them, he might have done so at
this point. Knowing better, however, he settled for a
frown. Lupin, on the other hand, seemed to be lost in
thought, an enigmatic trace of a smile on his lips.

“Ifailto see what such a certain fiascowould accomplish.”
Severus'frown deepened as he noted the Headmistress’
amusement.”But | take it to mean we have no choice in
this matter.”
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Minerva simply smiled.“I'll see you both on the pitch
tomorrow.”

Bye—2)!

=

The next morning found Severus in a particularly foul
mood. He stormed towards the pitch at the break of
dawn and arrived exactly ten minutes late, looking
unconcerned and much like a man who did not
frequently arrive exactly on time to all meetings so that
he might properly glare at latecomers, which earned
him the anticipated scowl from the Headmistress.

“Good, we are finally all here,” Minerva continued to
glower. “I do believe that | have fully explained the
situation to you all.”

Severus shifted his gaze abruptly as a rustling of
murmurs passed through the ranks of the other staff
members.Some of them were smirking;others observed
him expectantly. Lupin was entranced by the space just
above McGonagall's head. Severus began to wonder
whether he had missed a memo.

"

“Team leaders will draw straws for first pick of teams,
The Headmistress continued as if none of this was
happening.

When all was said and done, Remus was standing beside
Professor Hooch, Sprout, Trelawney, Sinistra, Babbling,
and Madam Pomfrey, while Severus and his team, which
consisted of Professors Vector, Flitwick, Windermere,
Firenze, Madame Pince and Hagrid, eyed each other
warily. Minerva promised, icily, to transfigure wings for
the centaur after Severus had innocently asked whether
he was to be tied to a broom like a roast on a pit.

“The game has been scheduled for the end of the
school year, which gives you exactly 27 days. Captains
are expected to schedule their own practices. Outside
of class time.” The fourteen faces peering back at her
looked crestfallen.“Good luck.”

The small twitch that tugged at the corners of her lips
suggested that they'd need it. She turned briskly away
and left them to it.

“I hear that you played for Slytherin back in your school
days, perfesser?” Hagrid tried amiably after a long and
very painful silence.

“Not a bad team, either,” Professor Vector added wryly.
“Would have had the cup had Gryffindor’s Seeker not
snatched it away in the final-"

“Perhaps you are unfamiliar with my style of leader-
ship,” Severus interrupted.”When | desire your opinion,
I will ask you for it. If you decide to offer words that are
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unsolicited, you might find that your students have
spent their last potions block testing unstoppable
babbling potions.”

Vector scowled severely, but spoke no more.

“Well, I'm sure we both have much to discuss with our
teams.I'll yield the pitch to you first,” Remus said bright-
ly in an attempt to break the tension.

“Discuss?”Severusraised an eyebrow.”l intend to expend
as little time and effort on this charade as possible.”

“Oh,” Remus’face fell in disappointment.

There was another awkward pause. Severus noticed in
passing that the other members of the staff had drawn
themselves into a small circle surrounding the captains.

“Oh, what?” He finally answered irritably. Evidently the
werewolf was going to let the comment hang until
something was said on it.

“l was just hoping for a decent match.”

“Decent- what exactly is that to mean?” Severus
sputtered.

d

“Don’t get me wrong.l am looking forward to the game,”
The other man answered quickly.”l had just hoped that
it would be evenly matched. But if you aren’t going to
give it a good go, then-"

“Is that a challenge, Lupin?” All the other players took
two steps back at the tone of his voice except for the
werewolf.

Remus’ eyes widened.”l would never be so presumptu-
ous as to challenge you, Severus.”

There was something in his voice,however,that suggest-
ed that otherwise.

“I said that | would waste as little time and effort as
possible, Lupin,not that we would stand idly by,”Severus
snarled.”Unlike you, | will make good use of my practices
instead of rushing headlong into pointless meetings.”
Bloody fuck, where had that come from?

“Of course. Sorry | misunderstood you.” Remus inclined
his head a little.”"Would you care for a wager, then?”

Severus’ ears perked. A small part of him immediately
saw the danger in it, reminding him that he hadn’t won
a Quidditch bet with a Gryffindor ever since Potter
became Seeker. A larger part of him was itching to win
again.

“What kind of wager?”

“I'm sure we can set the terms later,” Remus replied
pleasantly.”But if you don’t mind, we have much to work
on.”



“I don't doubt that.” Severus sneered. He turned to his
team.”As for the rest of you, practice tonight at 8. Those
who are late will supervise my detentions this week.
They are cleaning the owlery.” With that, Severus spun
around and stalked away, unable to shake the feeling
that he had just been manipulated.

<3—=2) (==

Two weeks later, Severus was certain he'd never been
closer to committing murder (except for that time when
he actually did). Firenze, as a Chaser, could barely fly in
a straight line. Flitwick, whom he had cast as Seeker
due to his swiftness on a broom, evidently neglected to
mention that he could not see two feet from his nose.
Madam Pince, the self-appointed Keeper, due to her
insistence that high-speed flying was impossible for her,
kept dodging the Quaffle instead of blocking it. Hagrid
refused to hit the ball into anything living and breath-
ing.And every time Severus ran into Lupin, the werewolf
had that damned smile plastered on his face.

A particularly dismal practice ended when Professor
Windermere enchanted the Quaffle so that it would
make a beeline for Severus’ head after he commented
that Muggle Studies was equally as useless a subject
as Curative Arts and marveled that one could be so
untalented as to be teaching both. In his defense, she
did have it coming. That had been the most atrocious
Sloth Grip Roll he'd ever seen.

Severus made his way to the faculty showers much
later that evening, so that he might avoid unsolic-
ited conversation. Although the showers in his own
chambers were completely spotless, he had too often
seen its white walls splattered with blood and dirt to
feel completely comfortable in it. His thoughts were
interrupted by the sound of splattering water. A white
towel was lying haphazardly on one of the benches,
beside a pile of clothes, which included one grey, moth-
bitten cardigan.

Lupin!

Severus' lips curved to form a malicious smile. Oh, this
would improve his evening considerably. Not one to
forfeit an opportunity to ridicule the opposition, he
made for the showers, hoping to catch Remus off guard.
There was nothing wrong, after all, with sizing up the
competition. Severus didn't expect himself to be quite
so accurate. Nor did he expect to find Remus Lupin
wanking.

He certainly hadn't hoped to see the werewolf support-
ing himself against the wall with one and furiously
stroking himself with the other while the steaming
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water slid down the muscular back in small streams.
The showers might have been loud enough to obscure
the words that he was murmuring to himself, but they
certainly weren't loud enough to cover the choked
gasps, nor was the steam thick enough to mask Remus’
shudders as he threw his head back, allowing the water
to wash across his face.

Severus was in a predicament. Not only were his plans
of humiliation diverted, but he was also desperately
aroused. He began to reach under his towel when the
water suddenly stopped.

Bugger. He couldn’t speak the password to unlock the
door without Lupin hearing him. It wouldn’t do to make
his presence known, since the Headmistress suspect-
ed that he was behind that unfortunate incident
where someone slipped depilatory potion into Lupin’s
shampoo. Severus smirked to himself. At least it had
gotten rid of that horrible moustache for good. Even
with what little sense of fashion Lupin possessed, he
saw how ridiculous it would have been to go weeks with
hair only above his lips and not on his head. Severus
suspected it would have itched terribly, kissing a man
with a moustache. Not that he thought about such
things.

The sound of wetfootsteps drew him back to the present.
Severus grasped at his towel. It was most unfortunately
tented. He looked around frantically for something else
to cover himself and hastily grabbed the towel on the
bench.

“Severus?”

Severus turned swiftly, disinterested mask intact,
thanking Merlin for his lightning fast reflexes. Said
responses could not save him from choking just a little
bit at seeing Remus emerge completely naked.

“A little late to be showering, Lupin,” he managed.

“I could say the same of you.” Lupin smiled that irritat-
ingly guileless smile.

”

“Have you seen my towel? | seem to have misplaced it.
Lupin turned and bent to examine his stack of clothes.
Before Severus’brain completely shut down, it managed
to process that Remus Lupin had a very delectable
arse.

“Severus?” Severus blinked. Remus had turned again to
face him and was peering at him in concern.

“I'm not your house elf,” Severus snapped.”I'm surprised
you survived the war at all with a memory like yours.”

“As am 1" There was that smile again. Bugger. Severus
began to worry that two towels might not cut it.
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“I only came for more soap. I'll leave you now to your
own incompetence,” Severus announced.

“Have a good evening.”Remus called after him.

It was only when Severus returned to his quarters that
he saw the large letters “RL” embroidered on Lupin’s
towel, likely having been in full view to the other man
the entire time.

<3—2) (==

Severus woke in the morning to a horrible pounding in
his head. For a moment, things were looking up, before
he realized that the cause of the thumping was not a
rare and deadly virus that he had contracted over the
course of the night that might indeed incapacitate him
for weeks, but in fact someone knocking firmly at his
door.

He threw his bed sheets aside and wrapped himself in
his dressing gown in one fluid motion, practicing his
most poisonous grimace on his bedside mirror before
advancing towards the door, wand in hand. Both the
mirror and the door might have whimpered just a little.

The door was flung open with an equal ferocity, and
Severus would have stuck his wand square in the right
eye socket of Remus Lupin, had the man not been so
damn graceful.

“Morning, Severus,” Remus greeted him brightly. The
words had not fully been spoken when the door began
to close. Remus reached out to hold it open.”l brought
tea.”

The pressure that was pushing the door closed lessened
for a bit. Then Severus reconsidered. Remus squawked
in surprise.

“Earl Grey,” He managed to add before being thrown
into the hall.

Severus cursed silently and fully released his hold on
the door.What business did the werewolf have, knowing
his favourite blend of tea? He stalked to the bathroom,
motioning vaguely with one hand that Remus should
set it down on the small dining table. As he re-entered
the room after taking an excessive amount of time
to brush and prepare for the day in hopes that the
werewolf would be gone by the time he emerged, he
passed Lupin’s towel, draped neatly beside his, and
thought better than to give it back.He tried not to show
his dismay at finding the other man comfortably seated
in his favourite chair, leaning forward to pour the tea
into the two china cups.

“If I've somehow given you the impression that | wish
you to stay, | retract it now, Lupin.” Severus nevertheless
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sat and allowed himself to be served.The man had also
brought him toast and eggs.

“I know you better than to expect an invitation,
Severus.”

“You should know better than to expect to be able to
walk out of this room on your own two legs if you do
not leave now.”

“Really? Will the sex be that good?” Remus asked
pleasantly.

Severus was disappointed that his spit-take missed the
werewolf entirely. Remus cleaned the spill nonchalantly
with a wave of his hand.

“l apologize for the intrusion, but | wanted to know how
you were keeping. Hagrid mentioned that you seemed
a bit stressed.”

“Was that before or after he told you that heisa complete
failure as a Beater?”

“Perhaps heis not suited to be one, then,”Remus offered
mildly.
Severus looked at him as if he were daft.”Have you seen

the man recently? He could bench your team in minutes
were he to put his brawn toit.”

“We are not all who we want to be, Severus, and even
less frequently are we what we should be.” There was
a quiet intensity about these words that Severus found
unsettling. It was cleared with another brilliant smile.
Not that Severus frequently thought of Lupin’s smile as
being brilliant.

“So how about a practice?” Remus asked cheerfully. He
stood and walked towards the door.

Severus stiffened. “That won't be necessary.” He felt a
small twinge of hopelessness as Remus continued to
grin at him in amusement.”You've already gathered the
others, haven't you?”

At least the man had the decency to look a little
embarrassed.”They’ll be on the pitch in an hour.”

“Go to hell, Lupin,” Severus snarled.

Remus turned, hand already on the door.”Now, Severus,
my company could not have been that painful. | didn’t
even ask why you so badly needed my towel yesterday
evening.”

The werewolf just managed to close the door behind
him before the cup could strike his head.

<=0 =

An hour into the game confirmed Severus’ fears. Lupin’s
team was leading 140 to 10. Severus’ sharp eyes had



been trained on the snitch ever since it was let in the air,
and Flitwick always seemed to be going in the opposite
direction. Severus was so preoccupied with the lack of
progress that he'd even forgotten his promise to smash
the other team'’s captain every opportunity he got. As
Hagrid was still refusing to Beat properly and Pince was
still dodging the Quaffle with amazing accuracy and
agility, it was a surprise to Severus that the points gap
weren't any larger.McGonagall, who was refereeing, had
to fly behind parapets periodically to hide her laughter.

Severus suddenly snapped to attention as Lupin flew
into view, just metres away from the snitch.

“Fuck,” Severus gritted his teeth, flew towards the
nearest bludger and let him have it. The crisis was
averted, only to occur again ten minutes later. Lupin
hadn’t been particularly talented at seeking just half an
hour ago.Severus wondered at the change until he next
saw Lupin trailing him from afar, observing him intent-
ly. Suspicious, Severus darted his eyes to the left and
watched as the werewolf dove in that direction.Severus
scowled. Lupin had stopped looking for the snitch and
was instead watching Severus’ eyes. Evidently the wolf
was not completely unintelligent.

Severus was thinking of possible solutions to his
dilemma when out of the corner of his eye, he saw the
snitch hovering in front of the left boards. Flitwick was
bobbing unsteadily in front of it. A whoosh to his right
caused Severus to turn abruptly in time to catch Remus
racing towards the golden bauble. Fuck again.

Gritting his teeth, Severus flew towards the nearest
Bludger and slammed it as hard as he could into
Flitwick. The Charms professor gave a squawk as the
force of the ball (which as just about his size) sent him
flying towards the snitch. He hit the wall with a loud
thud.When he slipped off and fell to the floor, the snitch,
which had been sandwiched between him and the wall,
shook itself off a few times and buzzed off once again.
Minerva blew the whistle.

Severus stared at the scoreboard in disbelief. He flew
over to the Headmistress, who was glaring he most
intimidating glare in is direction.

“This game is over,” Severus announced.

“What exactly were you thinking, Severus?” Minerva
asked as if she hadn't heard him.

“Flitwick caught the snitch.”

“You hit him into it. That hardly conforms to Quidditch
rules.”Her voice was becoming increasingly shrill.

“He touched the snitch,” he returned insistently.

“Actually, he has to have it by his own volition and
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without other external momentum.”Remus had floated
over and was smiling genially at them both. His cheeks
were flushed from what Severus suspected had been a
grand bout of laughter.

Severus narrowed his eyes.“What if | hit him while his
hand is stretched next time?”

“There will be no next time,” Minerva was turning quite
red herself. “Pull that trick again, Severus Snape, and
practice game or not, I'll have you suspended.”

“Oh how dreadful,” Severus deadpanned, his face
completely neutral.“My dreams of playing profession-
ally will be crushed.”

“And you can have lunch supervision for the rest of the
week.”

Severus cringed.”You evil woman.”

McGonagall blew her whistle shrilly, causing both
captains to back away, covering their ears. Severus flew
back to his team and ignored Flitwick’s scowl as best
he could. As soon as McGonagall sounded the whistle
again to begin, Severus flew straight for Lupin. Remus
realized what was happening and quickly flew up to
avoid collision. He turned to find Severus on his tail
again. Severus narrowed his eyes in determination. If he
were unable to make Flitwick catch the bloody thing,
then he could at least distract the other Seeker so that
the Charms professor might accidentally run into the
snitch himself, which given his poor sight, would not be
completely unlikely. This plan might have been brilliant
(or at least it might have made the best out of a bad
situation), if only Hooch had not been a professional
Beater for the Holyhead Harpies for seven years. Remus
turned and his eyes widened.

“Severus, look out!” Was the last thing Severus heard
before being struck soundly in the head and falling
from his broom. He vaguely recalled Remus swooping
towards him, wand raised to cast a cushioning spell,
before everything went black.

<= (==

Severus woke up many hours later, under Poppy’s care,
bitterly aware that he had become the school’s favourite
punch-line. He convinced the woman finally that he
was well enough to return to his quarters and promptly
stormed back to the dungeons to indulge in his age-old
tradition of drinking alone. He was almost too far gone
to tell that someone was indeed at the door. Scowling,
Severus stood slowly, steadying himself on the table
before realizing he'd never make it there. He waved his
wand, and it flew open, albeit with less force than he
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had desired.Remus Lupin stood once again on the other
side, looking mildly sympathetic. It would have been
better had he arrived to gloat. This current encounter
would have been rather short had the spell to slam the
door not misfired and hit the cabinet instead.

“I've brought brandy, but | see that you've no need for
that.” Remus once again took residency in the armchair.

“Lupin, while I am teaching at this school, | will always
have a need for brandy.” Severus hoped that it hadn't
come out too slurred. The smile on the werewolf’s face
suggested that it did. Remus sat up to pour two glasses
and drank to their health. A few more drinks later,
Severus was feeling quite a bit better about the whole
thing.

“Feeling better?”

Severus blinked. Oh right. Lupin.

“Are you still here?”He sneered.

“You haven't hexed me yet. | couldn’t have hoped for
more,”Was he being teased?

Severus glared, but it might have come across as a
squint.“Why are you here, Lupin?”

“Not to offer condolences and certainly not because |
was concerned about you,” Remus answered lightly.

“Good,” Severus slurred. “Just because you have a
delectable arse doesn’t mean you can just...just...”

“Start caring for you?”

“Exactly!” Severus had the faintest inkling that he just
might regret those words tomorrow morning, but for
the life of him, he couldn’t figure out why. Lupin simply
smiled that infuriating smile at him again.

Severus took another sip.“How'd you do it?” He asked
suddenly.

Remus looked amused.”What, keep my arse delectable
or care for you?”

“No, dunderhead, Quidditch. Hooch can't possibly carry
the whole game.”

Remus considered this for a moment.”l simply assigned
the positions according to the strength of each player.”

“Oh really?” Severus squinted a little more. If he focused
his eyes intensely, it looked as though Lupin had two
heads.”And what is your particular talent, Lupin?”

Still smiling, the other man reached out and touched
both of Severus’ shoulders. Severus frowned. Funny he
hadn’t noticed that he was swaying until he was held
still.”"Ensnaring the difficult and hard to catch.”

Severusstrainedalittletocomprehend,but straightened
triumphantly upon hearing a word he recognized.
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“], too, have a talent for ensnaring,” he announced.

Remus smiled at him again.”Yes,” he replied, equally as
softly as before.”You do.”

He leaned back in his chair once again.“You must also
consider whether they want to take upon the task.
Hagrid, for example, will never be your star Beater.”

Severus frowned.”l never wanted to take upon many of
the tasks I've done.”

Remus looked at him questioningly.
“I never wanted to kill him.”

Severus couldn’t remember the last time Remus had
looked so sad. It made him frown even deeper.

“It takes someone of great strength to do what you did,
Severus. | will always admire you for it, among other
things,” Remus said at last.

“You and no one else,” Severus answered soberly.

“All the more for me.” Remus abruptly leaned forward
just a bit, his voice almost a low, predatory growl. He
recovered himself equally as quickly,and Severus began
to wonder whether he imagined the whole thing.

“I should go.” Remus suddenly seemed to be in a great
hurry.“And you should be in bed.”

When Severus did not make a reply one way or another,
Remus realized the problem and sighed. Before Severus
could react (which wasn't difficult, for the time being),
Remus had divested him of all inessential clothing
and tucked firmly under the covers.The last thing
he remembered before drifting off was that Remus’
hand might have lingered on his shoulder longer than it
had to.

= =<~

For the second time that month, Severus awoke to
a horrible pounding in his head. Unfortunately, this
one was still not caused by rare and deadly virus that
he had contracted over the course of the night that
might indeed incapacitate him for weeks, but in fact a
horrendously powerful hangover. Groaning, he slowly
managed to pull himself up.He wondered briefly at how
the head-clearing draught on the table beside his bed
had gotten there until he drank it and the memories of
the previous evening came back full force.

After the initial urge to destroy miscellaneous objects
had subsided, some of Lupin’s words and the implica-
tions of his own actions began to sink in. After the
second round of random possessions were subsequent-
ly annihilated as a result, Severus began to wonder
whether there might be something to those words



and actions that needed addressing. They would have
to wait, he decided grimly. There were, after all, line
changes to attend to.
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“Welcome, ladies and gents, wizards and witches!”
Dennis Creevey’s voice echoed exuberantly through
the packed stadium, once again proving that size was
no indicator of energy level.“To the first annual Albus
Dumbledore Memorial Cup!”

An enthusiastic cheer rose even higher out of the
chattering voices.

Severus paced swiftand anxious just behind the curtains
as Creevey rambled on.

llI

'd tell you to relax, if only it would help,” stated a voice
from behind.

“Are you in the habit of encouraging your opponents,
Lupin?” Severus snapped back without interrupting his
steps.

“No, only friends.”

Severus was about to give Lupin a verbal flaying when
he realized that his heart wouldn't really have been in it.
He settled for silence instead, which seemed to delight
Remus.

“We never set the terms for our bet.”

Severus narrowed his eyes. So this was what he was
about. “What do you want, Lupin?” he asked a little
warily.
“You.”

Severus froze. The underlying desire in that soft word
sent a jolt through his spine.

“I'm sorry?”

Remus took a few steps towards him, eyes set with
determination.”l've enjoyed our game, Severus, but the
war is over. There is no reason to play it anymore,” he
said softly.

“I don't know what you're talking about,” Severus
defiantly turned away and began pacing twice as fast
as before.

“Just a chance. Dinner with you, with the possibility of

dessert.”Remus smiled encouragingly.”Surely you could
endure an evening with me.”

Severus hesitated again.”And if | win?”
“Anything you like.”

Severus swallowed. He had risked far greater things
without a second thought, so why did this require a
third, a fourth even?

@-—-(»—
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“Shall we sign in blood?”

He realized with a bit of disappointment that he was
becoming quite fond of the way Remus’ entire face
lit up brighter than the Great Hall at Christmas when
pleased.

“I'll take your word for it.” The werewolf extended his
hand.”Best of luck to you.”

Severus gingerly took it.

“And now, join me in welcoming the competitors of our
opening match!” Dennis’ voice echoed loudly through
the silence that had fallen between the two captains.

“Merlin,” Severus muttered. He grabbed his broom and
turned to his team, which he found standing immedi-
ately behind him in a small cluster. They were mostly
looking amused. Vector looked mildly nauseated.
Severus silently cursed the small size of the tent.

“We won't let yer down, cap’'n.” Hagrid was looking
glassy-eyed.

“See that you do not.” Severus scowled.

“Merlin forbid we do. Can you imagine losing to
Trelawney at anything?” Windermere rolled her eyes,

and Severus decided that curative arts were not the
most hopeless of subjects.
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Minutes later, Severus was bobbing restlessly on the
pitch, close to the ground, acutely aware of the eyes
trained on his figure. Lupin hovered across.

“Line changes?” he asked pleasantly in the manner that
one might inquire on the weather. Severus nodded
stiffly in response.

Minerva darted towards the pair, eyes reminiscent of
the previous Headmaster in their twinkling.

“Good luck,gentlemen.”She held out her hand and shot
each of them a last wry grin before blowing the silver
whistle shrilly. There was a strong whoosh as fourteen
brooms dashed towards the sky.The crowd roared.

Severus tore upwards and scanned the pitch meticu-
lously. Pince darted underneath with a squeal, Bludger
in tow.He watched, mildly amused as she expertly wove
through the other players, swooping down just in time
so that the Bludger nearly caught Sinistra in the head.

“Pince is tearing through the pitch!” Creevey crowed in
amazement.“l haven't seen her move so fast since the
last time | tried to sneak into the Restricted Section
in fifth year. She passes to Windermere and — OH, a
brilliant Sloth Grip Roll, professor! She passes back to
Pince. Pince ducks around Trelawney — who seems to
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be predicting the other team’s loss with great fervor
— towards Keeper Sprout, who dives to stop the shot
and — SCORES!”

The crowded roared again. Severus was beginning to
think that Muggle Studies might not be the waste of
time that he had once thought and was warming to the
library considerably.

He tensed again, seeing a gold sparkle just underneath
the highest goal post. The sound of a speeding broom
to his left told him that Lupin had once again been
watching him. Gritting his teeth, Severus willed his
broom forward, taking a sharp left to swoop into the
other captain’s line of sight.He then dove deliberately in
the other direction, towards his team’s end of the pitch
and celebrated silently as Lupin took his lead away from
where he had spotted the snitch.

“Heads!” Pomfrey screamed. Severus ducked as she
dashed in front to slam the bludger away. She had
obviously taken Severus’ speech about preventing
injury to heart.Firenze was quite a bit farther away, eyes
narrowed intently as he calculated the precise trajec-
tory of every nearing bludger and hit it at just the right
angle. Severus also realized that the centaur had quite
the affinity for hitting things into moving objects.

Half an hour later, Severus’ team was leading 90 to 30.
Hagrid was doing an admirable job guarding the goals.

Severus had once again taken to the high air, preferring
to scan down so that he might keep tabs on his team’s
progress and the Snitch. Creevey’s voice suddenly
caught his attention.

“Wait, is Professor Lupin after — yes | do believe it is! GO
PROFESSOR!”

Snape squinted to find Lupin’s form and dropped
closer. Damn that man, he was only meters away from
it! Severus would never make it in time, unless — he
suddenly had an idea. Taking a deep breath, Severus
leaned back into a free-fall.

“Wait a moment — Professor Snape seems to have lost
control of his broom! He’'s falling straight down!”

Evidently haring this announcement, Remus immedi-
ately gave up chase and turned his broom upwards as
Severus fell towards him. There was a bit of panic in his
eyes as Severus neared him enough to discern this, but
he did not have time to think on it, for not long after he
leapt back onto his broom and swerved a little to pass
Remus, arm stretched. Braking as hard as he could, he
cushioned his fall sufficiently as he rolled onto the grass
pitch.The raucous cheering suddenly lessened to a dull
murmur. Severus raised his arm without standing, too
sore to find his legs.

“HE’'S GOTTHE STITCH!"Dennis Creevey roared,although
12

he was barely heard through the cheering of the crowd.
“Severus Snape wins it for his team!”

Severus felt the air move around him as his teammates
landed, hugging each other and gingerly patting their
captain on the back.

“Not a dismal effort, by far,” was all Severus would say,
but the others seemed to take it as a compliment.
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Later that evening, Severus set several precedents
in his life. Firstly, he found himself carousing with his
peers after the game and felt that it wasn’t completely
reprehensible. Both teams seemed to think Severus’
play was brilliant, and he certainly didn’t mind that they
wanted to toast to his genius.

Secondly, he found himself missing the presence of
one who was not there. Remus had slipped out quietly
after he had ensured that Snape was in fact alright,
and no one had seen him since. Saying that Snape
wanted to “celebrate with” Lupin was a little much,
but the werewolf’s company was not...overly taxing.
He endured Severus’ snarling and snark and strangely
seemed attracted to all about the Potions’ Master that
drove others away. He had a delectable arse, listened
sympathetically,and most astonishing of all, he was not
hopelessly unintelligent. Severus reeled their encoun-
ters during these past few weeks in his head silently and
nearly choked on his firewhisky. Not only was Remus
able to pacify him like no other, but it was also very likely
that Severus had been manipulated into doing Lupin’s
will ever since this whole debacle began, up until the
very end when Severus had turned Remus’ feelings for
him to his advantage.

These thoughts let to yet a third precedent for Severus
Snape:feelings of guilt.

Deciding that he wasn't very fond of the feeling, Severus
took another shot of firewhisky, steeled his resolve, and
made for the showers.
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He was unsurprised this time to find the water
running. Fully undressing, Severus sat on the bench and
placed the towel in what he hoped was a provocative
place, reclining a little so that his hands were grasping
the back of the bench. Remus exited the showers, once
again fully naked, but looking a little embarrassed by
it this time as he caught sight of the Potions Master.
Severus frowned.

“l apologize for keeping you waiting, Severus.” Remus
sounded a little defeated as well.



“As you should,” Severus replied.

“Brilliant play today.” Remus quickly grabbed for
his towel. “I understand your motivation of course. |
apologize for putting my own feelings before your-"

“We set terms to a wager, | believe. | have come to
collect,” Severus interrupted.

Remus cocked his head a little in confusion.”Of course.
What would you like?”

Severus drew in a breath and sat up straight. “Dinner
with you.With a definite possibility of dessert.”

Yes, he decided that he truly was quite enamored with
the way happiness spread across Remus’ features.

“Although | would not be averse to having dessert first,”
he added silkily as he stood.

“Nor would I,”Remus smiled deviously and let the towel
slip from his waist. Stalking forward, he took Severus’
hand and led them back into the showers.

N
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Severus had been pinned against the shower walls
for quite awhile, hot water running down his body as
Remus pressed forward yet again for another demand-
ing, breath-stealing kiss, when Remus finally spoke
again.

“You do realize the game will
occurrence?”

be an annual

Severus smirked.“Good. That gives me a whole year to
think up your punishment for when you lose again.”

Remus chuckled. “So you think you won the game we
were playing, do you?” He purred into the other man’s
ear.

Severus moaned as Remus pressed closer.”I'm willing to
callit a tie.”

Remus swallowed any additional retorts that were
coming by claiming Severus’ lips yet again, which was
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indeed the best way to win against them.
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everus’ fortieth birthday began in what was

&uphemistically called a “safe house” He had

(_J )to be grateful that it was not a cell in Azkaban

and that he was not, technically, a criminal,

despite the fact that he was not allowed out. Harry

Potter had testified to the Wizengamot about Severus'’

role in Voldemort's defeat, and Severus had allowed his

brain to be tipped out into a Pensieve and perused by

the curious. At the time, he had simply wanted to avoid
execution.

Seven months later, he had taught himself to walk short
distances without crutches, learnt to live without pain-
killing potions, and redefined his goals. He no longer
wanted to be simply alive. He wanted to live. His old
world was gone. He must therefore build a new one,
and he had one open option.

After he made his decision, he stood in front of the mirror
and surveyed his dubious assets. His robes were shabby,
but clean. His hair was cut short, still as black as ever. His
face was drawn and pale, which made his nose seem
twice as large. He had never despaired enough to grow
facial hair.

He pulled his shoulders back, conjuring an air of author-
ity as easily as breathing. A teacher was an actor, after

all, and an actor demanded an audience. He limped to
the door and jerked it open.The guard outside sloshed
coffee all over herself as she jumped to her feet.

He hadn't meant to sneer at the girl again, but she
brought out the contempt in him.

“Send word to Shacklebolt,” Severus said. “Tell him ['ll
accept his offer.”

Two weeks later, Kingsley — now with the new Magi-
cal Education Department — Apparated Severus
to the end of a narrow, cracking road, in front of a
cement building with the pretentious name Scrimgeour
Lycanthrope Academy. From the street the building
appeared to squat, stained and ugly, on the far side of a
pitted car park littered with broken glass and surround-
ed by a rusting chain-link fence. Inside the enchanted
gate, Severus found himself on a wide strip of well-kept
grass, with pots of geraniums lining the walkway. In the
centre of the grass sat a slide and swing set, shiny new.

Kingsley led him through a brief tour of the school.
The upstairs had baths and dormitories for boys and
girls and tiny bedrooms for staff. Downstairs, Severus
was shown the kitchen and modest dining hall, the
cupboard-sized library, and the child-sized cell block.
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The rooms stank of disinfectant and the walls were
uniformly painted an unattractive straw colour, but it
would do. He said so to Kingsley, who clapped him on
the shoulder, handed him the keys, and left with the two
Aurors who had been posted there pending Severus’
arrival.

The residential students sat waiting in the northern
classroom, obviously trying not to stare at him.He stared
back at them, trying to match their faces to the copies
of Registry records he had in his trunk.

His new students were so very small, thought Severus
Snape, Headmaster. Their feet swung several inches off
the floor. The youngest — Liam — was probably six
or seven. No one knew, exactly. The Mather brothers,
Reginald and Robert, were eight and ten. Morton
was pale and slight, also eight. The two girls were
Geraldine and Janet: they were both nine. From
September first, the ten day-students would join them
for lessons, but these six were unwanted by their
families and the world.

Severus sympathised with them.

“Hello,” he said, not condescending to give them a false
smile.”My name is Severus Snape, and | will be Head of
this school.” He had nothing else to say to them, and he
frowned.He needed to sit down,so he Summoned a chair
and sat at the head of the table.

One werewolf had been bad enough, Severus thought.
Now he had six of his very own.

His mandate was simple: Provide them with
Wolfsbane and daily occupation. Teach them
as you see fit. Report any violent outbursts. Keep
them away from regular people. Which meant
Wizards, Severus supposed.The school was well-hidden,
but the Muggle high street was less than a kilometre
away.

Severus glared at Lupin, who had come with the chil-
dren like a trading card with a chocolate frog. Remus
smiled faintly and raised an eyebrow.

“Why don't you tell me about yourselves and what
you've been studying?” Severus said finally.

Panicked, babbling chaos erupted, which Remus cut
through with a sharp cough. He fixed Severus with a
steady, cautioning look and directed the children to an-
swer in turns.

In the next half an hour Severus learnt that Liam did
not speak or respond to most outside stimulation, and
that Geraldine couldn’t hear. He learnt that Robert and
Reginald liked Pocket Monsters, that Janet loathed spi-
ders and black pudding, and that Morton suffered from
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night terrors.He learnt that the house elf who did all the
cooking wore a pink turban and sparkly toe rings and
answered to Miss Tiffany, and that Remus had taught
the children at least fifty fart jokes in sign language.

“Glad to see their education is in good hands,” Severus
said, and Remus signed something at him that must
have included the word fart because the boys fell over
themselves laughing.

After that, Morton wanted to see his wand, and Robert
wanted to know why Severus walked with crutches and
could he try. While Robert took a turn about the room,
Severus told the cautionary tale of the Crumple-Horned
Snorkack stampede, and the children were gratifyingly
impressed, if giggly. Geraldine asked where he'd lived
before, and whether he was a werewolf, and if he were
married, and did he have any children. Severus rested
a bit while fingers flew, sorting all this information out,
and then Janet asked if he'd ever killed anyone.

“Yes,” he said, and they all looked — what? Not relieved,
not pleased; comforted, perhaps, that they were not
alone.

“I'm deaf,” Geraldine said solemnly. Her speaking voice
was too loud and flat, but Severus thought perhaps she
had not been deaf from birth. She pointed at Severus.
“You're —"

“Crippled?”he asked dryly.

She made a gesture like the wadding up and binning of
an offensive paper.

“Lame,” he suggested, and watched as Remus ex-
plained.

She nodded at that, and then looked at Remus with a
mischievous smile.

The smallest boy — Liam — waved his arms wildly, and
Remus buried his head in his arms.
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Morton — who had been taking his turn with Severus
crutches — swung over and tugged at Severus’ sleeve.
“He means Mr Lupin’s the only one whose farts don't
stink,” he translated, and Severus tried very hard to look
stern as the room erupted in laughter again.

Much later, after dinner and bathtime and storytime
and bedtime, Severus followed Remus down the
stairs to the dining hall. Remus waved his hand and
Transfigured two of the folding chairs into comfortable
reclining chairs.

“Strong drink?” he asked, and Severus groaned an
affirmative as he sank into his chair.

“Talk to me,” Severus said, sipping at the whisky that
appeared on a side table next to him.“How are they
academically?”
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Remus leant back with a rueful smile. “l managed to
teach them some simple reading and sums while | was
with Greyback. We didn't have any books or writing
materials,” he added, and Severus wondered what hed
done: scratched lessons in the dirt with pointed sticks?
He wouldn't have put it past the man. “They excel at
languages. Geraldine’s mother taught us all signing —
the children are quite fluent. We had a Romanian and an
Italian werewolf, and the kids picked up enough to be
able to hold simple conversations.”

“The day students arrive on Wednesday,” Severus said,
frowning. “Do you have a curriculum? How will the
classes be divided? Will these children — “ he waved
upwards with a grimace — “be able to keep up with
those who have spent nearly a year recuperating with
normal families?”

“It's not a fair comparison,” Remus said, speaking softly
but looking angry. “The children whose families took
them back were the least damaged to begin with. With
counselling and outreach support, the lycanthropy is
easy to deal with. Easier, at least, than psychological
problems or deafness or guilt. Janet and Liam are our
only orphans. Sometimes the parents come to visit,
but they always say the same thing when they leave.
ljust can’t”

Remus shrugged.“You should have seen the children in
the beginning. It's been an uphill job just to get them
to eat with forks and to laugh and play. Things like
toothbrushes and hairbrushes — they find these baf-
fling. Baths were anathema until we discovered yellow
rubber ducks and Bertie Bott’s edible bubble bath.”

Severus had a deplorable perverse streak; deplorable
in the sense that it would make him work far harder than
he was required to. The Ministry expected him to be
merely a warder of the werewolf children. He therefore
made his own goals high in the face of their low expec-
tations.

“I'want them all to go on to Hogwarts,” Severus said,and
watched Remus’ eyebrows rise.”Or an equivalent Mug-
gle school.They have nothing but their wits — it would
be criminal not to make sure that they are as sharp as
possible.”

“Minerva already has the three oldest,” Remus said,
running one hand through his hair. Severus tried not
to watch him. He didn’t think the silver looked distin-
guished at all. He certainly didn't think of how those
fingers would feel running through his own hair. Why
did it have to be Lupin, of all people?“They've spent the
summer receiving remedial tutoring.”

“Good. It's not impossible, merely difficult. You'll be in

charge of the curriculum,” he said. “You know them
best.”
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“They’re behind in everything,” Remus said, frowning.
“Even Robert can barely read.”

Severus fixed him with a look.”Are they so stupid, Lupin,
that we needn’t bother attempting to educate them?
We could just build cages.”

“Liam’s village kept him in a cage,” Remus said, his voice
stripped of all emotion,“for years, and fed him nothing
but raw meat. Greyback was furious when he found out.
He thought he was spreading the gift of lycanthropy,
not the curse.”

“So prove the ignorant bastards wrong,” Severus said,
and toasted Remus with the remainder of his whisky.
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September was chaos.Remus evaluated all the children
and placed them in groups based on ability instead of
age. Insult was taken, tears were shed, and fierce rival-
ries took root.

Remus persuaded Severus to double Miss Tiffany’s sal-
ary and put her in charge of teaching sport and Domes-
tic Charms. Severus had thought it mad to have two to
three hours of organised outdoor playtime each day:
they were children, and children played naturally, or so
he thought. After watching Miss Tiffany spend weeks
untying her classes of incompetent rope-skippers, he
decided that these were the most unnatural children
he'd ever seen.

Remus, who patiently weighed and measured each
child every day, was pleased as they started to show
signs of growth. Severus brewed the Wolfsbane potion
each month, dosages carefully calibrated to tiny body
weights, and each full moon the school yard was full
of small, sleepy wolves, herded by the great grey one.
Severus had never thought of Remus as an alpha type,
but he had to admit that Remus played the role well.

The students had a definite taste for red meat prior to
the full moons, and Miss Tiffany requested that either
her food budget be doubled or the school keep its own
cows. She also noted that his charges would outgrow
their clothes before the term was out.

Severus made several trips to the Ministry to wring more
money out of Kingsley and began to consider soliciting
private donations. He saw Tonks once and made the
mistake of mentioning it to Remus, biting his tongue
two seconds too late to hold the words back.

Remus looked stricken for a moment. He ran one
hand through his hair and mustered a small smile that
wrenched Severus’ heart.

“How’s she doing?”
“She’s looking well,” Severus said. He didn't want Remus
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to think about Tonks.“Her hair’s back to normal, for her,
and she’s not so peaky. We didn't talk about you,” he
added.

“Probably best not to,” Remus said. “What’s she doing
these days?”

“She’s still at the Ministry. | think she’s going into
politics.”

Remus grinned. “I can see that. You should cultivate
her.”

“She said she'd send some things for the children.Plush
animals. Roller skates.”

“She has a good heart,” Remus said, and looked straight
at Severus.”So do you, you know.”

“Idiot,” Severus said, and refused to allow himself to
flush.

Besides learning how to behave like children and eating
twice their body weights each day, Severus’ residents
also began to hold their own against the day students.
Remus warned Severus against making it seem like a
competition, of dividing the students into “us versus
them, “ but Severus couldn’t help silently cheering as
Janet recited her multiplication tables or Reggie cor-
rectly named all the plants in the school’s herb garden.

Liam was the only child who made no progress. He
enjoyed colouring the pictures that Robbie and
Reggie drew for him (Pocket Monsters, of course:Remus
thought they had a natural aptitude for Care of Magi-
cal Creatures). He sang the alphabet song, the Chudley
Cannons fight song, and numerous wireless jingles
oudly, replacing all the words with fart.As the other chil-
dren blossomed, Liam became more and more prone to
temper tantrums.

It came to a head in early November. Morton had braid-
ed pink ribbons into Liam’s hair,and Janet had laughed
at him when he sat down to supper. The table was
thrown over, chairs were kicked aside, and the dining
hall window exploded outside in a surge of wild mag-
ic. Severus was on his feet and across the room in four
angry strides.

He grabbed Liam and spun him around, taking the
boy’s chin and forcing him to look up at him. He raised
his wand. He was partly aware of the other children’s
horrified gazes, but he was more concerned with
keeping the touch of Legilimency as light as possible.
He had never seen a mind so disorganised: it made him
itch to tidy up, but he controlled himself.

What do you want? he thought as clearly as he could,
and he was caught in a wave of cold-sweet-smooth
memories.
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“Ice cream?” Severus asked, letting Liam go. Liam’s face
lit. Severus glanced at Remus, busy with the destruction
caused by six bowls of curry and rice and the stony panic
of five children who thought he was going to beat Liam.
“Ice cream day is next week.”

Liam's face clouded over again, and he grabbed
Severus’ hand, slapping it against his chin. Not stupid,
Severus thought.

“If you help me fix that window,” Severus said, “I'll take
you with me to the shop to buy the ice cream.”

Liam grinned and held out his hand for Severus’ wand.
Remus looked alarmed as Severus handed it over. Liam
pointed the wand at the window, muttered fart, fartin a
fairly good impersonation of Severus’voice,and handed
Severus back his wand as the glass shards flew up and
knitted themselves back into place.

“Thank you,” Severus said.

“The boy is a natural Slytherin,” Severus said that night
after the children were in bed.

“Did you ever wonder how the whole farting fixation
began?” Remus asked. There was a wicked glint in his
eye.

“No,” Severus said, and opened a book.

“Liam used to scream it for hours when he was upset.
Far, far, far, far.1 don't recall who made the first fart joke,
but it stopped Liam, and eventually he learnt to laugh.
| was just grateful that they hadn’t chosen a worse
bodily function.” Remus stopped speaking and put a
hand over the page Severus was looking at. “Farfar is
Swedish for grandfather,” he said, and Severus remem-
bered the sharp insistency of Liam’s gaze. He looked
up at Remus, who shrugged. “It's my personal theory,
of course. I'm likely wrong. But | didn't want you to feel
insulted,” Remus said.

Severus raised an eyebrow.”Oh, grandfather is better?”

“Touché.”

Severus frowned.”He’s got the wrong name for a Swede.
He should be Leif, or Thor, or Rolf.”

“Farfar,” Remus said, and snickered.

“Blow it out your arse.”

i

“The children are having a bad effect on you, Severus,’
Remus said, shaking his head in mock sorrow.

Severus preferred to think that he was having a good
effect on them — at the very least on Liam. He made
the boy his official shopping assistant, in charge of the
old push chair that they used to roll groceries up the hill
from the high street. Twice a week Liam accompanied
him, thin sharp fingers digging into his arm just



(—

above the cuff of the crutch — not unlike a date with a
Grindylow, Severus thought. Liam hid behind Severus
as he spoke to the shopkeepers, only emerging if they
offered him sweets or biscuits.

Severus did not use Legilimency on the boy again.It was
highly unethical, certainly, but it also promoted laziness.
When Liam brought Severus’ hand to his chin, Severus
asked him to speak.

Liam, of course, said nothing, or fart. But once Sever-
us had felt the out-questing of Liam’s mind, which he
promptly blocked.

Devious Slytherin devil, he thought,and wondered, with
a pang, what Albus would have made of the boy.

= ==~

Winter came suddenly, and with it runny noses and
hacking coughs. The Itching Down Witches’ Auxiliary
donated several boxes of multi-coloured yarns,and Miss
Tiffany taught all the students to knit sweaters and muf-
flers. The glee of midwinter and Christmas came and
went,and grey days of rain led to drifting snow and hard
ice underfoot.

Severus sneezed into his own muffler (sober black, a
present from Kingsley), took one step forward, and
found himself lying on his back with spots of bright
pain in front of his eyes.

It took several minutes for Severus to get his breath
back.”"Ow,”he said finally to Liam, who was staring down
at him with eyes enormous in his thin face. Severus
pushed himself up on his elbow to see if anything was
broken.”Can you go fetch Lupin?” Severus asked. Liam
coughed, spat, looked at Severus, and coughed again,
swiping his sweater sleeve across his face and smearing
snot up into his hair.“Go on, then,” Severus said, and lay
back in the snow. The cold was rather restful, actually.
After a long moment, Liam turned and began walking
unsteadily up the hill.

It was Miss Tiffany who came. She walked out of thin
air, waved Severus up with something akin to Mobili-
corpus, and carried him through a space that was far
gentler than the Apparation in-between to his own
room, where Remus was waiting.

“No broken bones” Miss Tiffany said in her
well-rehearsed BBC 1 English. She handed Severus a
frothy glass full of potion, lemony and hot.”Just a nasty
tumble.” She removed Severus’ boots, absently shin-
ing them to a high gloss as she crossed to set them
in a wardrobe that rustled itself into neatly-pressed
splendour the instant she opened the door.”There now
— must run, the children are making the supper.” She
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winked out with a cheeky grin.

“Are you in pain?” Remus asked, with an indefinable
look.

“What do you think?” Severus said, fighting the urge to
shift. If he didn’t move for the next eight hours, every-
thing would be fine.

Remus crossed the room and perched on the edge of
the bed. He pressed his hands to either side of Severus’
knee, and Severus hissed.

“Does that hurt, or help?”

“A little more up and — yes, there,” Severus said. Remus
was always freezing — the children teased him about it
— but the cold of his hands counteracted the painfully
hot swelling. Severus relaxed into the touch.”l see you
are useful for some things.”

Remus snorted and moved his hands slowly, carefully,
over the swelling. Severus watched him with half-lidded
eyes.

He had been used to seeing Remus under the dual
stresses of war and poverty. Remus’face had been lined
with worry, with dark shadows under his eyes, and his
mouth had been tight with all the things he couldn’t
say. He had been whip-thin, his bones too obvious.

Remus seemed almost like a stranger these days.He was
relaxed, easy-going and quick to laugh. He looked ten
years younger, healthy and strong, enough that it made
Severus’heart ache to see him.

Right now he could see both Remuses, the new, hand-
some one frowning down at his hands with a single-
minded concentration reminiscent of the old Remus'’
intensity during the war.

Severus’ body hummed to life in response to being the
centre of Remus’attention. His skin prickled, sensitive to
Remus’touch, and he missed a breath as Remus’ fingers
slid up ever so slightly.

No, he thought at his body with fierce futility. No, this is
not fair.

He tried to think of Tonks, of how everyone still avoided
saying Remus’ name around her.Tears and awkward si-
lences, that’s what thinking of Remus Lupin lead to,and
he would not follow the same path. He would not —
could not — think of those hands gliding higher across
his bare skin, or of the way Remus’ hair would fall if he
were to bend to relieve the tension in Severus’ cock.

He tried to push Remus away, but Remus stepped back
the moment he raised his hands, watching him. No,
Severus would not read desire in that intense gaze. Self-
delusion was an ugly thing.
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“Get out,” Severus said.”l don't appreciate being pawed,
Lupin.” His throat burned as he saw hurt and bitter un-
derstanding flash over Remus’face.

Bitter misunderstanding, more likely, but hed be
damned if he would expose himself any further to
Remus’ repugnant pity.

“Let me know if there’s anything | can do,” Remus said,
his voice hoarser than usual.

“Go away now,” Severus clarified.”Lock the door on your
way out.”

The moment the door shut behind Remus Severus
ripped his trousers — damnable garment — open and
began fisting his cock desperately. Shutting his eyes, he
let the fantasy take over: Remus’ mouth on his nipples,
the brush of his hair across Severus’ stomach, the warm
weight arching over him. He imagined what he would
do to Remus, how Remus would beg for his touch, his
hair dark with sweat and mouth kiss-swollen.

Severus shouted his orgasm into the pillow; then, to his
horror, through the blissful buzz he heard Remus’ voice:

“Severus — are you — oh.”

“Fuck,” Severus said, grabbing the edge of the duvet
and pulling it over to cover his crotch.

“You called me,” Remus said, accusatory.“Twice.”

Severus narrowed his eyes to glare.”l imagine | did. Out,
and this time stay out.”

Remus’ chin rose slightly.“I'll bring you up your supper.
While I'm gone you can make yourself decent. We — we
need to talk.” He was gone before Severus could even
protest his lack of appetite.

Severus waited a moment to see if it were possible to
die of shame; apparently not. He fumbled his wand off
the nightstand and cast a cleaning charm so strong that
the whole room whiffed of roses. He pushed his pillow
up against the headboard and slid, careful of his leg,to a
sitting position.He Summoned a book and stared down
at letters that swirled and danced like the snow.

He was conscious of having screwed up, again, and of
the sacrifice that would need to be made. The fixation
with Lupin was no longer harmless. He would have to
let it go. He wondered which talk Remus planned on
giving: the you sick bastard one or the I'm flattered that
you see me that way, but it really wouldn't work one.

There was a knock at the door,and Severus said,”Come,”
and then could have bitten his tongue.He really was be-
coming a dirty old man. Pathetic.

Remus waved his hand and a tray appeared on the
nightstand, soup and toast.
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“Is it poisoned?” Severus asked.

“No such luck.” Remus crossed his arms and leant back
against the door.“I'll assume you forgot the Silencing
Charm.”

“Just as you forgot to knock before coming through the
door.”

“l thought you were in pain, you berk,” Remus said.
Severus felt a small stab of pleasure for Remus’ concern,
and a matching stab of pain because it didn't — couldn’t
— mean anything anymore.

“How long have you thought of me that way?” Remus
asked, and Severus lowered the mug of soup he'd been
thinking of sipping.

“Oh, years. Since you taught at Hogwarts,” he said, look-
ing up into Remus'’ face finally, the disgust he felt for
himself leaching into the words.”It was purely physical, |
assure you.lI'm sure you find it repulsive —”

“l don't,” Remus said, and Severus stared at him in dis-
belief.“l find it frustrating, but not disturbing. If you'd
asked me — anything — back then, I'd have said yes,
you know.”

Severus could hear his own heart race.”“You're not —
what about Tonks, then?”

Remus laughed, raking his hands through his hair in
a familiar gesture of frustration. “Apples and oranges,
Severus. Some of us like both.”

“Ah.Black, then?”

Remus glared. Severus couldn’t help thinking that
Remus was really quite incandescent when he was
incensed. “We're talking about you. When were you
planning on telling me? Were you planning on telling
me? Or do you find the fantasies fulfilment enough?”
Remus crossed his arms and ducked his head.”l hope so.
Because it’s too late now.”

“It doesn’t have to be,” Severus said; one of the stupidest
things he had ever said in his life. Remus’eyes, snapping
up to his, were wounded.”Why would | have told you? |
might have lusted for you, but | hated you.”

Remus looked even more pained.“You don’t hate me
now?”

Severus set the mug of soup down with a sigh.”l don't.
It's taken us over twenty years to reach the point of
friendship.That's more valuable to me than any infatua-
tion.” He shrugged.”Sex — sex can be got anywhere.”

“Speak for yourself,” Remus muttered.

“I'm not Tonks. You don't need to send me packing just
because you're — If you can forgive my...lack of judge-
ment, we can put it behind us.”
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Remus nodded and slid down the door to sit with his
arms wrapped around his legs. He looked like a teen-
ager in the pose, so very young.”You deserve better.”

“If you evertry and set me up on a date with some man |
will hex you stupid.” Severus caught Remus’ eye.”This is
not common knowledge.l am a teacher.”

“A damned good one, at that.” Remus smiled. “Don’t
worry — wild dogs couldn’t drag it from me.” He sighed
and deftly changed the subject to Liam’s dramatic
arrival at the school and the three-ring circus which
had ensued as the students were put in charge of the
kitchen. Severus let the awkward conversation be
buried under the gossip, but he couldn’t help but notice
that Remus hadn't put him off firmly. Hadn’t put him off
at all, really. Had said that he wouldn't have said no.

He finished his supper, said good night to Remus, and
lay in the dark of his room wondering if it were a good
idea — whether it would even be possible — to seduce
Remus.

Remus woke him up at half four, rapping sharply on the
door and calling his name. Severus stared at the clock,
confused. Had Remus given him a sleeping draught?
Was it tea-time? But outside the curtains it was icy
black.

“Why are you haunting me?” Severus asked, opening
his door and yawning at Remus who — damn him —
looked as wide-awake as ever. “Begone.”

“Have you had Mage Fire?” Remus asked.”Or the potion
for immunisation?”

Severus summoned his robe.”"Who's got it?”

Remus held out his arm and stood firm.”It can be dead-
ly. Are you immune?”

“All the Hogwarts teachers are. | brewed the potion
myself.” Severus summoned his box of emergency
potions and his copy of Mother Merrilee’s Grimoire of
Kids’Complaints.

Remus relaxed.”l've Floo’ed St Mungo’s. They're sending
over a mediwitch as soon as they can.But it seems to be
every child save Geraldine. Her mother may have given
her the potion.”

“Why didn’t we think of it?” Severus said.

“How could anyone not protect their children?”
Remus said bitterly, and Severus wanted to say, /t’s not
your fault. You kept them from the wolves, the dogs, the
Ministry, hunger, cold, and madness — who would have
thought?

Who, indeed. The blame, to be fair, was his. All the early
warning signs had been there: the cold-like symptoms,
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the rosy slapped-cheeks glow, the hyperactivity. A
deadly secret, hiding in plain sight.

The door to the boys’ dorm was labelled Quarantine,
and Janet’s bed had been moved in.The windows stood
open; even so, the children burned as the flame-like
rash spread from torsos out to extremities and up to
cover their faces.

Robbie was wide-eyed with delirium, and Remus went
straight to him, saying soothing things, stroking his
forehead, and holding his hands when they flailed up
at invisible assailants. Miss Tiffany cradled Liam’s head
as he vomited up thin yellow fluid. Morton slept with his
mouth open to pant for breath, and Janet and Reggie
shifted irritably, thin hands and feet, laced with red and
striking out against the air. Severus backed out into the
hallway.He took a deep breath for fortitude and went to
Floo the parents of the day students and Kingsley and
open the door for the mediwitch, who had arrived via
broombulance.

Taking the mediwitch’s advice on dosages and the tol-
erances of small children, Severus brewed a potion that
brought the fever down from dangerous to merely
enervating.There were other potions that could be used
once the fever was down (“No Pepperup,”the mediwitch
cautioned,as it can lead to brain inflation.” Severus won-
dered if she realised she was quoting his own lecture
back at him). Geraldine had refused to leave the school,
and she proved very clever in the lab, with a good grasp
of potions theory and a refreshing lack of cheery babble.
Remus and Tiffany forced Severus to sleep, insisting that
all would still be well five hours later.

Which was why, on the fourth morning, his heart sank
like lead when Remus woke him up in the predawn
grey.

“It's Liam,” Remus said, and Severus was by the boy’s
bedside before he'd even properly opened his eyes.
Liam’s breathing was laboured; he coughed in his sleep
and turned an alarming blue before Remus could get
him settled. His eyes were sunken, his skin the colour of
old parchment, and he was nearly as thin as he'd been
when he was rescued.

Severus shook his head. “Was it the potion? Was the
dosage wrong? He’s so small.” He reached out without
thinking and set his hand on Liam’s head, the shining
brown curls looking inappropriate on a body so still.

“Don't blame yourself,” Remus said sharply. “Blame
Greyback, if you must blame someone.”

“Oh, there's not a day goes by that | don’t wish a slow
and painful death on that monster,” Severus said, and
then looked at Remus in chagrin. Remus raised one
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eyebrow. /s it good or bad that he’s so familiar with me
putting my foot in my mouth that he takes it in his stride?
Severus thought.

“Slow and painful deaths are overrated,” Remus said,
and smiled, baring his canines.”But he is going to suffer
in the afterlife for what he did to the children.”

“It won't help.”

“No. It won't.” Remus reached out in apology.“l know
you love him, Severus. But it may be too little, too late.”

Severus let his lip curl and blinked hard, batting away
Remus’ hand.“Are you going to tell me he'll be better
off? Going to a better place?”

“That would be hypocritical of me, don't you think? |
believe in fighting to survive, you know that. But — all
we can do is make the best of what we are given. You
were given sixteen tragedies.No one knows better than
| how hard you've worked to overcome the children’s
pasts.” Remus caught Severus' gaze and held it. “Liam
loved it here, Severus. He smiled and laughed, he had
friends —almost family. He'd never been happy before.
You gave him refuge and freedom. You gave him his
childhood back. He loved you.| won't hear you say you
did anything wrong.”

“Do not,” Severus said, cutting each word off viciously,
“talk about him as if he's dead.”

They fell into silence at that.Severus sat in the hard chair
by Liam's bed and held his hand. Remus stood close
by, occasionally wandering off to check on the other
students. Severus must have dozed off at some point.
He woke when a rush of cold passed through him and
didn’t even need to open his eyes to know that Liam
had died.

“I'm so sorry,” Remus said, voice hoarse and low.“I'll go
wake the others.”

The children gathered around, sleepy faces pinched and
bare feet curled on the icy floorboards. Slippers, Severus
thought. Who thought we'd be good at this?

Remus spoke to each child, quietly, and the questions
they asked made Severus tired and angry and blind-
ingly sad.

Will we all die?

Where did Liam go?

Do we have to feed him to the dogs now?
Is he going to be a ghost?

Remus said he hoped that all of them would stay
healthy, that Liam was in a better place (Severus gritted
his teeth), that Liam would be buried, that Liam didn't
need to haunt anyone: his work here was finished.

22

Janet twisted her hands in her nightgown and asked,
“Will Liam get a rock?”

“A gravestone?” Remus asked, and met Severus’ eyes.
Severus tipped his head, and they took that for a yes.

Geraldine waved for attention, her face scrunched up
to hold the tears back: We don’t know the right name or
birthdate to put on. How will God find him?

Remus squatted down to look her in the eyes and
signed as he spoke.“God already found him, love. The
gravestone’s for us, so we can have a place to talk to
Liam.”

Reggie coughed and wiped his mouth. “All the dumb
kid ever said was fart.”

There was a small pause,empty of Liam’s croaking voice,
and then, finally, the children began to cry.
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The funeral was small, as was the grave. Liam was bur-
ied near the rosebushes behind the building. Every so
often Severus spotted a small form sneaking back to the
play yard; later, he would find acorns, snowballs, smooth
round rocks placed carefully around the gravestone.

“It's rather pagan,” Remus said, examining a twig that
stood like a three-legged horse by the grave, “but it’s
good for them. They've never really had a chance to
mourn before.”

When the ground softened they put in borders of flow-
ers. Even Severus found that he could talk, sometimes,
about Liam as if he'd been a boy who died, instead of
Liam, gone forever.

“You will see him again,” Remus said, when in the mid-
dle of a reminiscence Severus’ voice went dry.“It's what
they say, isn't it? That all loves are reunited on the other
side.”

“Not much comfort when all your loves are dead, now is
it, Lupin,” Severus said.

“l suppose it wouldn't be a comfort to tell you that I've
come to love you back,” Remus said, his eyes sharp
and bright, and Severus felt the universe swing into an
alignment perfect and forever unreachable.”Cruel even
to say so, considering.”

“l wish — “ Severus said, and stopped, biting his lip in
frustration. “l would like to touch you,” he said finally.
Remus got up from the chair by the fire and crossed the
room with his slow, careful, silent steps. He stopped in
front of Severus and cocked his head, smiling wistfully.

“I wish you could, too,” Remus said.

“Can you feel desire?” Severus asked, and Remus
laughed.
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“All | feel is desire,” he said. “That’s what a ghost is, a
triumph of desire over death.”

“Touch me,” Severus said. Remus’ face wavered like the
illusion of water on a hot road in summer. He stretched
out one hand, cupping Severus’ cheek. “You're always

so cold,” Severus said, and reached up to cover Remus’

hand with his own. His fingers slipped easily into the
hungry chill of Remus’hand.

“Cold as the grave,” Remus said, and pulled his hand
back.”l don't want to give you frostbite.”

“I wanted to visit your grave,” Severus said.

Remus shrugged. “There wasn't really anything left to
bury. You know what’s under these robes. Or rather,
what’s not.”

Severus shivered, and he saw Remus’hands twitch, then
clench.”l saw you die,” he said,and Remus’eyes snapped
to his.

“I should offer my condolences, then. It was a spectacu-
larly ugly death, I think.”
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“It was,” Severus said. He'd only recognised Remus by
the sky-blue patch on the elbow of his robes.He'd want-
ed to kill Remus himself when he'd realised the body
the dogs were devouring was still alive.

“Don’t remember that,” Remus said, and this time he did
reach out, pressing the tip of one finger against Severus’
forehead.

“You said — “ Severus whispered, and Remus leant
down to catch the words.”You stayed here for the chil-
dren.” He swallowed.“The children are going to be fine.
But —1—"

Remus looked agonised. “I can’t stay for you. When
| died — Merlin, | didn’t even know | had died — all |
could think of was keeping the children safe. When they
are all safe, | think I'll fade away like an outgrown imagi-
nary friend.I'm theirs,as much as I'd like to be yours.” He
cocked an eyebrow as he looked down at Severus.“I'll
be glad to die completely. But until | do —*

Remus leant closer and covered Severus' mouth with his
own. Severus kissed back and pretended that it wasn't
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like kissing the wind.
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at Severus Snape was surprised to find
e war over and himself alive was something
of an understatement. He had fully expected
to be pushing up the daisies, gruesomely slain
by one side or the other before it was all over. He had
resigned himself to it, actually, to the point of imagin-
ing his martyr’s death when he couldn't sleep at night,
drawing up his will, and making discreet arrange-
ments with Kaskett & Toombe for the kind of funeral he
wanted, which included professional mourners and a
message to be included in his obituary that said, in a
nutshell,“Bugger the lot of you.”

After his arrest, he still expected to be murdered “mys-
teriously”while in prison or sentenced to death for trea-
son, thus his stunned amazement continued when he
found himself ushered into a small room where Moody,
Shacklebolt, and a drab little Ministry drone were wait-
ing not to sentence or execute him, but to exonerate
him.He was told about the evidence brought forth that
proved he had taken an Unbreakable Vow of loyalty to
Dumbledore in 1981 and that Dumbledore’s murder
had been a staged event, partly assisted suicide because
Dumbledore was dying of a curse and partly a ruse.The
Headmaster’s plan had been to secure Severus' posi-
tion within the Dark Lord’s ranks so he could smuggle
information back to the Order by indirect means as well
as chip away at the Dark Lord’s power base from within
— and it had worked.

They offered him a deal: testify against all captured
Death Eaters and be pardoned, receiving only a slap on
the wrist for casting an Unforgivable Curse.

Bemused, Severus agreed. He drifted through the
following weeks as if in a dream.He was kept in protec-
tive custody while the trials were on-going, but he had
little faith in the Ministry’s ability to keep him alive,and
he waited for the penny to drop — namely for some
shadowy figure to assassinate him while he was being

the Dark Lord
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escorted to or from the Ministry trials. But it kept not
happening, and he kept waking up every morning and
living through another day until the trials were over, the
Dark Lord’s loyal followers were all dead or in prison,
and he was still alive.

It was enough to solidify his opinion that Fate was a
fickle bitch who delighted in making humans scratch
their heads and wonder what had just happened.

On a warm, sunny day in late July, Severus walked out
of the Ministry a free man. His home, bank vault, and
miscellaneous belongings left behind at Hogwarts had
been confiscated, but now they were his again.He didn’t
have a job, true,and it was unlikely he would be allowed
to return to teaching at Hogwarts even if he wanted to,
but he had a sizable nest egg saved up, which meant he
had time to consider his options.

The problem was, he didn’t know what he wanted to do.
He had spent so long bracing himself for death that he
didn't know how to approach the long and healthy life
stretching out before him. He had prepared for every
eventuality except that one.

But Severus was both a pragmatist and an orderly
soul, thus he sat down at his kitchen table one morn-
ing with a quill and parchment and prepared to make a
list:"Things To Do With the Rest of My Life” He sat for a
good fifteen minutes with his quill poised over the
parchment and not a single word written.

What did he want? Money?

Not really. He wanted enough to live comfortably, but
he wasn’t unfamiliar with a life of frugality,and he could
make do as long as he had enough to pay his bills and
splurge on dinner out once in a while.

Sex?

Oh, that was good. He nodded and wrote down “sex” at
the top of the list.

Another fifteen minutes later, he hadn’t come up with
anything to add to it except“eat really good curry when-
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ever possible; and he scratched it out, wadded up the
parchment, and threw it in the rubbish bin.

The problem was, there wasn't anything he really want-
ed to do with his life anymore, because he had already
done it.He had spent the last couple of decades oppos-
ing the Dark Lord and trying to cram knowledge into
the thick skulls of the lazy brats who passed through his
classroom so they would be able to defend themselves
when the time came. Now the thing that had shaped
every aspect of his life since he was seventeen years old
was gone. Over. Finished. His job was done, and he was
obsolete. He had no goals, no motivation, no purpose.

For the first time in twenty years, he was utterly free
and could do whatever he damned well pleased, and
when that realization sank in — really sank in — it was
as if something had fallen into place. He was free. The
shackles of obligation and servitude that had bound
him for so long were now gone. He could do whatever
he wanted with the rest of his life, because there was no
one controlling him or placing expectations on him,and
it didn't matter what he did.

“What the hell,” he said to the empty air, and with that,
his new life philosophy was born.

He started by putting his house at Spinner’s End up
for rent. He considered selling it, but it wasn’t exactly a
prime location,and he knew he wouldn’t get much.If he
rented, on the other hand, he could probably get some-
one in quickly, and it would be steady income he could
count on each month until he found a job.

The next thing he did was find himself a small but
cozy flat in a town further south within easy traveling
distance to the sea without being so close that it was
overrun by tourists.lt was a Muggle town, but that didn’t
bother him; he had grown up among Muggles, after all,
and he knew how to fit in. Indeed, considering the fact
that a large portion of the Wizarding World was treating
him like a pariah in spite of his pardon and cooperation
in convicting the captured Death Eaters, he was more
inclined to invest his time in the Muggle world. What
the hell — he didn’t care about living or working in the
Wizarding world anymore anyway.

The next thing he did was buy some new clothes.
Muggle clothes, no less, including jeans and a heather
grey jumper rather than a black one, because what the
hell. He had worn black for decades, and it was time for
a change.

He manufactured Muggle identification documents
and certification, and he found a job teaching maths at
a boy’s school, which was enough like teaching at Hog-
warts to feel comfortable. By the time October rolled
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around, he had his life settled enough to be contentand
to feel as if he had a purpose again, although he was
still making his decisions based on the “what the hell”
principle.

Which was why he decided to sabotage the Tonks-
Lupin wedding.

He still subscribed to The Daily Prophet just to keep an
eye on things, and he noticed the wedding announce-
ment in the society section with the headline,“Auror to
Wed Werewolf!” There was a photograph of the couple;
in it, Tonks clutched Lupin’s arm and beamed, but Lu-
pin’s placid smile didn’t quite reach his eyes.To Severus,
he looked lost, and the longer Severus stared at the
photograph, the more he thought, “What the hell” Sex
had been at the top of his To Do list, after all, and Lupin
was a prime candidate for a Discrete Arrangement be-
tween Gentlemen.They were the same age, they shared
a history,and Lupin was intelligent enough that Severus
would be able to tolerate his company outside of bed,
unlike the young idiots who frequented the clubs. The
club boys were foolish, naive, and lacked proper appre-
ciation of punk, which diminished them to little more
than unwashed heathens in Severus’' opinion. At least
he could be certain Lupin didnt think the history of mu-
sic began with Cher and bloody ABBA.

It didn't take much effort to find out where Lupin was
living. In preparation for his visit, Severus tied his hair
in a ponytail and dressed in a pair of jeans; a navy blue,
long-sleeved tee shirt with the logo of some Muggle
clothing company on the front; and trainers. What the
hell — he wasn't worried about impressing or intimi-
dating anyone anymore.He had no need for it now, and
besides, the look on Lupin’s face when he saw Severus
was worth it.

“To what do | owe the pleasure?” Lupin asked once he
had stopped gaping.”l can’t imagine this is a social call,
but | can't imagine what business we would have to dis-
cuss either.”

“Let me in,and I'll tell you,” Severus replied.

Lupin studied him in silence for a moment, and then he
nodded and stood aside to let Severus in his tiny flat.
“Would you care for some tea?” he asked politely.

“No.”Severus prowled toward him,a predatory gleam in
his eyes.”lI'd rather have a good shag instead.”

“What?!"

For the first time since they had known each other,
Severus had managed to fluster Remus Lupin and re-
duce him to red-faced stuttering, which Severus consid-
ered a personal triumph.If he could coax Lupin into bed
as well, this might go down as the best day of his life.
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“You heard me.”

“Yes, | heard you.” Lupin smoothed his hands down the
front of his tatty old cardigan and drew in a deep breath,
his composure returning as his usual mask of placid
calm settled back into place.”l simply don't believe you.
You don't like me, and | can’t imagine you would want
to touch me.”

Severus inclined his head to acknowledge the point.
“I think youre a spineless rug who needs a good
shaking and a good shagging, not necessarily in that
order. You've lived your life according to what others
want too long, Lupin, and it needs to stop before you
make the biggest mistake of your sorry existence.”

“lassume you mean my marriage.”Lupin folded his arms
across his chest and fixed Severus with an even stare.

“I do.” Severus matched him stare for stare.”“Either you
call it off, or  announce to the entire congregation that
you're as gay as a picnic basket.”

Lupin’s eyes grew wide as saucers, and Severus could
tell it took effort not to let his jaw drop.“You wouldn't!”
he gasped, and then he caught himself and shook his
head.”l mean — I'm not!”

“Oh, please.” Severus gave him a look of pure disbelief.
“I know what you and Regulus got up to behind green-
house number three.”

“I was curious, that's all.” Lupin tightened his folded
arms and hunched his shoulders, and he slanted a
suspicious look at Severus.”Why do you care anyway? If
you hate me so much and think I'm nothing more than a
spineless rug, what does it matter to you what | do?”

“I hated Potter and Black,” Severus corrected, holding
up one finger.”l never hated you. | simply didn't respect
you.”

“Oh, that's comforting.” Lupin rolled his eyes.

“I could respect you, however,” Severus continued as if
Lupin hadn't spoken.”But it will all depend on whether
you have the nerve to take your life into your own hands
for once.”

“And if I don't, you'll out me again?”There was an edge
of bitterness in Lupin’s voice,and his lips twitched into a
hard moue of annoyance.

“No, | retract that statement,” Severus said.“If you actu-
ally go through with that wedding, you'll deserve what-
ever you get, up to and including a passel of pink-haired
brats, and besides, | don'’t care to have you using me as
a convenient scapegoat.” Smirking, he advanced and
poked Lupin’s shoulder with his forefinger.“This is your
last chance to take control of your life,and it is all up to
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you.

Lupin stepped back out of poking range and stared at
him, his features creased in puzzled lines. “| still don't
understand. Why now? Why me?”

“Because I've embraced a new philosophy, and when |
saw your sad-eyed face in the newspaper, | decided you
were the one most in need of it.”

“And this new philosophy is...?”
“What the hell.”
Lupin stared at him again.“That’s it?”

Severus shrugged and spread his hands.”What more do
you need? Every time a decision needs to be made, say
to yourself,'what the hell;and it will always be right.”

“But that seems so selfish,” Lupin said, frowning.

“So? Of all people, you and | are due for a little self-
ishness. You've been poor and persecuted, I've been
used, we're both Dark enough to make normal people
nervous. We deserve some self-indulgence.”

“But-"The frown line between Lupin’s brows deepened,
and Severus rolled his eyes.

Talking wasn't getting him anywhere, so perhaps it was
time to take action.What the hell.

Closing the distance between them, he captured Lu-
pin's face between his hands and hauled him into a kiss,
swallowing his soft squawk of protest and coaxing his
lips apart until he relaxed at last. Lupin’s mouth was
warm and tasted of tea, and Severus enjoyed explor-
ing at his leisure. It had been too long since he had in-
dulged in the needs of the flesh, and the feel of Lupin’s
lips, soft and yielding, beneath his was enough to make
long-banked need flare to life once more. He caressed
Lupin’s face with his thumbs, forgetting about Lupin’s
spinelessness, Tonks, the wedding — all of it — as he
stroked Lupin’s cheeks, palate, and tongue with his
tongue.He didn’t know if the quiet moans were coming
from himself or Lupin, and he didn't care; all that mat-
tered was that Lupin was kissing him back with mount-
ing desperation that fueled his own hunger.

The kiss shifted from a slow exploration to an explo-
sion of lust, both of them biting, slurping, sucking, their
hands frantically yanking at buttons and hems, louder
moans echoing off the walls as they sought and found
bare skin. Severus herded Lupin to the nearest wall,
bumping into furniture and stumbling along the way
but not wanting to break the endless stream of kisses
just to see where he was going, not when Lupin’s mouth
tasted better than anything Honeyduke’s had to offer.
He fumbled with the fastenings of Lupin’s trousers and
pushed them down, his groan muffled by Lupin’s tongue
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when he shoved his hand down Lupin’s underpants and
found a hard cock waiting for him.

His own cock was aching, straining against the confines
of his jeans, but he didn’t want to let go of Lupin’s cock
long enough to free it; Lupin was rocking his hips, soft,
desperate noises escaping him as Severus stroked him,
fisting him roughly and brushing his thumb across the
tip to capture the leaking fluid. Suddenly, Lupin began
tugging at the buttons on his fly; it seemed to take an
eternity before Lupin had managed to unfasten them
all and yank Severus’ jeans down, letting his cock bob
free, unfettered by underpants. Severus had had high
hopes for this encounter, after all, and he hadn't been
disappointed.

Severus broke away from the kiss at last, panting, the
sound of their labored breathing filling his ears, and he
buried his face against Lupin’s neck, breathing in the
rich, musky scent of skin and sweat, and he pumped
his fist harder and faster, wanting Lupin’s gasps to turn
into staccato cries and reveling when they did. Lupin’s
body went taut,and he bucked his hips against Severus’
hand, his eyes closed and mouth agape as he came,and
Severus smirked, knowing this was far more persuasive
an argument than his words could ever be.

But Lupin’s fingers were wicked and clever, work-
ing Severus with a skill that made him wonder how
much experience Lupin had had with other men,
and in no time, he was thrusting mindlessly against
Lupin and coming hard, the blinding pleasure of release
wrenching a harsh shout from his throat. Gasping, he
sagged against Lupin, letting both the wall and Lupin
support him, and he felt Lupin’s ragged breath puffing
hot against his cheek, stirring his hair.

“Good God, Remus,”he murmured when he had caught
his breath enough to speak at last, and he could feel
his heart returning to its normal pace.”“How long has it
been since you've been with a man?”

Lupin gave him an odd, searching look, and then he
smiled slightly. “Not since Regulus, actually.” His smile
turned rueful.”l seem to have a particular fondness for
dark haired Slytherins.”

“Then what the hell are you doing marrying Nympha-
dora Tonks when you and | could be doing this on a
regular basis?” Severus demanded.

“I'm not clear on exactly what it is you're offering,
Severus.” Lupin nudged him back, and Severus
obliged, giving him room to draw his wand and clean
them both up with a simple charm.”l find it difficult
to believe you want to share your life with me and have
a relationship.”
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“A relationship?” Severus backed away further and hast-
ily began fastening and rearranging his clothes. “Are
you mad? | have no intention of being tied down by you
or anyone else. | have had quite enough of that for one
lifetime, thank you very much. | had in mind something
of a mutually convenient agreement.”

“Is that part of your new philosophy?” Lupin’s expres-
sion was carefully blank as he too began to dress.

“No.” Severus folded his arms, growing wary of the di-
rection this conversation was taking.“Part of my desire
not to be under anyone else’s control again.”

“You think that is what a relationship means?” Lupin
shook his head, giving Severus a sympathetic look.

“Isn'tit?”Severus retorted.”Look at your own relationship.
How did it begin? Not by your instigation.Who has been
the one to steer the course of your relationship, hmm?”

A flush rose in Lupin’s cheeks. “Mine is not the best
example of a conventional relationship.”

“A gay man in a relationship with an overeager, over-
wrought girl, guided by a nosy, controlling, middle-aged
housewife? | should say not.”

“Look.” Lupin pinched the bridge of his nose, suddenly
looking older and tired.”l want someone to come home
to,a home that isn't falling down around my ears, a solid
relationship, and perhaps a dog.”

“And a white picket fence?”

“Optional,” Lupin replied, not rising to the bait. “After
two wars and too many losses, | just want a normal life.”

“Which | suppose you think you couldn’t have with a
Slytherin who is a former Death Eater, a spy, and male.”
Severus didn't quite manage to keep the bitterness out
of his voice, and even he was surprised at how deeply
itran.

“You just said you weren't looking for a relationship,”
Lupin pointed out.”l want something stable, not casual
sex when the need arises.|'m past that point in my life.|
don’t want to tie anyone down or control them.| simply
want to share my life with someone and feel like there
is somewhere | belong for once.”

“You are making a tremendous mistake,”Severus said for
lack of anything else better to say. He certainly couldn’t
offer what Lupin wanted...could he?

One corner of Lupin’s mouth lifted in a wry smile.
“Perhaps it isn’t the best choice, but at least | will be
getting what | want out of it too.”

“Except fulfilling sex.” Severus’ lip curled in a sneer.
“You cannot tell me Miss Tonks makes you feel the way
[ just did.”
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Lupin lifted one hand to scrub his face, his expression
crumpling into melancholy.”No,” he said softly.“l won't
insult your intelligence by lying. You wouldn’t believe
me anyway, and you would be right not to. This was
wonderful, but it cannot happen again.”

A ball of ice formed in the pit of Severus’ stomach at
that pronouncement, and he felt as if he had just lost
something vital, something that would leave an aching
hole in his life if he didn’t have it. Which was ridiculous,
because he wasn't in love with Lupin! He wanted sex,
nothing more.

Although the image of a house and someone to come
home to and perhaps a dog was far more appealing
than he ever thought it could be.There was no one else
he wanted, really. He wanted someone his own age who
understood what he had been through; Muggle boys
could not satisfy him outside of bed, and most of the
Wizarding world shunned him. Lupin, though... Lupin
had been a spy too and understood him and the dark-
ness within him in ways most people could not.Not that
a werewolf and an ex-Death Eater turned spy could ever
have a normal life, but perhaps... Perhaps they could
have something close to it?

“I have a flat, not a house,” he said quietly, his breath
freezing in his lungs and making it that much harder for
him to spit out the dangerous words.”l find dogs toler-
able.The choice is yours. Grow a spine and choose what
you want for a change, even if it is not me.”

With that, he whirled and stalked out.The effect wasn't
quite as good as it would have been had he been wear-
ing his robes that allowed a dramatic billow in his wake,
but he felt he got his point across nonetheless.

The Tonks-Lupin nuptials were scheduled for late No-
vember, which gave Lupin about a month to make up
his mind.In the meantime, Severus was determined not
to brood or wonder or fret. It wouldn’t be the end of
the world if Lupin chose Tonks over him.Good riddance
if he did! Severus would be fine on his own; he always
had been, after all, and he could find ways to satisfy his
needs when necessary, even if it was only with some
empty-headed club tart whose primary goal in life was
to be a famous Barbra Streisand impersonator.

Severus didn’t delude himself that he was a prime catch
for anyone, but he couldn't quite stop a tiny kernel of
hope from blooming within him, and it prompted him
to start making a few changes. He bought a second
chair to place by the fireplace in the lounge, and he be-
gan adding homey touches to the flat, such as art for
the walls, photographs for the mantle, rugs for the floor,
and throw pillows for wherever it was that throw pillows
went.He assumed the sofa, but he put one in a chair too,
just to be on the safe side.

He even bought a dog. Purebred dogs were too expen-
sive, but he found one that was half-poodle and half-
cocker spaniel. It had wavy fur that was the color of milk
chocolate, and the breeder promised it wouldn’t grow
very big, which made it a better choice for a pet that
would be living in a flat. The color and texture of its fur
tempted him to name it “Cockroach Cluster, but he
doubted Remus would like it, especially if he shortened
it to “Roach”

Then again, it was his damned dog.What the hell.

After a week with the new puppy, Severus learned two
things. One, puppies had more energy than an entire
House full of hormonally charged adolescents, and
two, it really was rather nice having something to come
home to, even if it was a dog rather than a person. It
didn't matter whether he was gone for two minutes or
two hours; Roach always greeted him with an enthu-
siasm he had never received from any other living be-
ing before in his life. He would never admit it aloud, of
course, but there was something about seeing Roach'’s
entire backside wiggling with the force of his tail-wag-
ging that made Severus feel warm and — yes — a little
content.

With his days filled with work, house-training, and walks
around the neighborhood, Severus found the time
passed quickly. All too soon, it was Remus’ wedding
day, and Severus hadn’t heard a single word from him
in weeks. It was disappointing, but perhaps not as keen
a rejection as it might have been had Severus not had
Roach.For that, he supposed he owed Remus thanks.He
had another living being that cared for him and needed
him,which was quite satisfying,and he tookamusement
in the fact that people who had previously ignored his
presence now stopped to coo over Roach and ended up
talking to him as well. He didn’t know if Remus would
ever find a place where he felt he truly belonged, but
Severus was finding his now.

Although he didn't want to call what he was doing
“waiting for Remus’ Severus drifted around the flat on
the day Remus was to be married, tidying up and then
tidying up again even though there wasn't a speck of
dust or an item out of place to be found anywhere. He
had bought a bottle of wine which he refused to ac-
knowledge was for celebratory purposes if Remus did
show up, but as the hours passed and no one knocked
on his door, he decided he would have a drink or two or
six himself after dinner.

By five o'clock, he decided Remus must be married and
at the reception, perhaps even off on his honeymoon by
now, and so he clipped a leash to Roach’s collar and set
off on their late afternoon walk, Roach bounding joy-
ously ahead of him. He let Roach determine their path
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this time, shoving his free hand into the pocket of his
jacket and letting his mind wander. He was in a quiet
mood, more disappointed than he cared to admit. He
had thought perhaps Remus might find the strength to
take a risk, even if it was at the last minute, and he had
entertained thoughts of what their life might be like
together. But Remus had made the safe choice, much
good may it do him, and Severus had Roach, so things
weren't that bad for either of them. He just thought
things could be even better if they were together.

When Roach began to tire at last, Severus turned their
steps toward home. Lost in thought, he didn't no-
tice anyone loitering outside the building until Roach
began to yap an alarm; he glanced up, peering suspi-
ciously through the gathering twilight,and he prepared
to draw his wand as the person turned — and there was
Remus, smiling hesitantly at him.

“You weren't home,” Remus said after they stared
blankly at each other for a few moments.“l thought |
would wait.”

“I thought you were married,” Severus replied, blurting
out the first thing that came to mind.

“No. Almost.” Remus gestured at himself, and Severus
realized he was wearing dress robes.“But | couldn’t go
through with it. Suffice to say, there are people who are
very unhappy with me right now.”

“What about you?” Severus raised a questioning
eyebrow, and Roach strained the limits of his leash,
trying to smell Remus’ shoes.

“I am not unhappy.” Remus knelt and extended his
hand to Roach, who sniffed it and then set about lick-
ing it, clearly embracing Remus as a beloved new friend.
“Relieved, actually.| think | could be happy.”He glanced
up at Severus even as he reached out to scratch behind
Roach’s ears.”If itisn't too late and you've given me up in
favor of a more furry and cuddly companion.”

“A flat, a hyperactive puppy, and | will suffice?” Severus
asked, his disappointment cautiously giving way to
hope.”There is no picket fence, you know.”

“l know.” Remus gave Roach one last scratch and rose
to his feet, closing the distance between himself and
Severus. Smiling, he slid his arms around Severus’ waist.
“What the hell.”

Severus nodded and wound his free arm around
Remus in return while Roach ran in circles and wrapped
his leash around their legs.”l suppose | should be cross
with you for making me wait so long.”

“I'm sorry.” Remus offered an apologetic smile. “It's
just that | didn't realize what | was getting myself into
until | was right there, poised on the brink of a future |
didn’t want.”

“But you do want a future with me?”

“As | said, | seem to have a fondness for dark-haired
Slytherins.”

“In that case...” Severus bent his head and murmured
the words against Remus’ lips, ready to make the future
a reality.”What the hell.”
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~= D’accord, d’accord =

by Mechaieh (known also as “Bronze Ribbons”)

Et ca continue encore et encore

Clest que le début d'accord, d'accord...

And it goes on, again and again,
That which starts out, “All righ’c, ()12ay”...

- Francis Cabrel

Prologue
the end of the Second War, Severus

@) nape was declared a casualty of Lyolbrake
@ Plain, a small but horrific skirmish from
which only two individuals had emerged
with their minds and bodies intact: Remus J. Lupin and
Nymphadora Tonks. The other two surviving witnesses
had become permanent residents of a closed ward
at St. Mungo’s. Thanks to the overabundance of pyro-
amplified spells cast that day, there had been no
identifiable corpses on the plain at the end of the
battle — merely a grotesque mess of charred remains
that no one had had the time, inclination, or stomach
to sift through or preserve for forensic analysis. It was
enough that Lupin testified to having gotten his hands
on Snape to good effect (“and good riddance!”); as far as
both the Ministry and the Wizarding public were con-
cerned, the saga of Severus Snape was now closed.

Tonks herself had passed away soon after the end of
formal hostilities. The circumstances suggested that
her personal demons had gotten the better of her,
given the extremely private memorial service and the
reluctance of her parents or her lover to discuss the
specifics of her death. Although the Dark Lord had
fallen, the Order had not managed to vanquish his
supporters: free of Voldemort’s reign of terror, the
Wizarding populace had elected totalitarian charisma
over egalitarian earnestness, and the Order’s veterans
and sympathisers had found themselves repeatedly
targeted for government-sponsored “reeducation.”

Remus Lupin’s disappearance two years later was a
non-event, as almost all of his friends and allies had
fled the country by then. The Rookwood regime had
seen no need to devote its resources to eradicating
werewolves, given how much the general population
despised and feared them, and given their short life
expectancies.When he vanished, Remus Lupin had had
neither a landlord nor employer nor other regular point

of contact.No one had been paying attention to the fact
that he was alive, and no one noticed when he ceased
to be present.

D’abord
(First)

Severus Snape had expected to die on Lyolbrake Plain.
He had been on the run and in too many ambushes
by then, and both his reflexes and nerves were shot.
He had believed it would be only a matter of time be-
fore his instincts and training failed him in front of one
Unforgivable too many. Instead of immobilising or
killing him on sight, however, Lupin had inexplicably
dodged and deflected a half-dozen curses in order to
slap a portkey against Snape’s ankle, one which had
whirled him away to a secret enclave in Sussex — a
private laboratory directed by a great-great-great-
great-niece of a well-known consulting detective.

Dr.Doren turned out to be frighteningly well-versed not
only in the politics and practice of Muggle science, but
also in the art of impersonation, and Snape had used
the following four years to acquire PhD-level fluency
in conventional chemistry as a well as a fondness for
folk music. Prior to his arrival, Snape had never heard of
Dr. Doren or her sanctuary. It had taken him the better
part of a year to believe he hadn’t succumbed to an ex-
tended hallucination, or that the lab wasn't part of an
elaborate trap; hed retired to bed each night
wondering if he'd enjoyed his last day of unfamiliar,
unexpected happiness. Instead of disintegrating, how-
ever, his reprieve had extended into a fellowship in
western Illinois, one that allowed him to devote two full
years to analyses of apian and poacean compounds and
to refine his ability to pass as “Russell Napier,”a garden-
variety researcher.

His reserved, awkward demeanour was hardly a
recessive trait among his peers, and on the occasions
he joined them for pizza and beer, he was not re-
quired to contribute anything beyond than his share of
the bill and the appearance of interest in their gossip.
His co-workers knew only that he had fled an execu-
tive position at a big, bad corporation after belatedly
realising his true calling. Most of his lab-mates were far
from thrilled about their collective dependence on cor-
porate and federal funding, and Snape’s reluctance to
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discuss ill-advised professional decisions came across
to them as wholly natural.

Moreover, they hardly lacked for juicier mysteries and
scandals to chew over. One of the associate profes-
sors had served time for statutory rape, the under-
graduate biology chair had abducted her own son while
waging a nasty child custody battle, and at least four of
the doctoral students had merited investigation by the
FBI. Snape found himself unwillingly fascinated by the
alcohol-extended debates over whether having an FBI
file was something to be flaunted or minimised in one’s
self-presentation.

It was during one such conversation that he realised
he no longer cared about being fully in the know, be
it about his Muggle colleagues or his fellow Wizarding
emigrés.In the past, he would have been greedy for such
details, voraciously prowling through every peri-
odical and database available to him, but he had
already reached burnout before the first fireball arced
through the sky above Lyolbrake. It was not a condi-
tion from which he saw a need to recover: his murder
of Albus Dumbledore was not a crime in the eyes of the
Rookwood regime, but his other activities on behalf
of the Order of the Phoenix had become common
knowledge at the end of the War. The revelations had
effectively rendered him memoria non grata on both
sides; were he to re-emerge in Wizarding society,
neither faction was likely to welcome his services or
expertise, and Snape could see no benefit to reviving
his old dreams of power, glory, and other ever-elusive
rewards.

Better to lose himself in his research and his Jethro Tull
records, and to leave any strategising against Rook-
wood’s imperial ambitions to those too idealistic to
cut their losses. During his rare perusals of American
Wizarding newspapers, he sometimes spotted hints of
cross-continental resistance activity in their accounts
of burglarised offices and other acts of sabotage.
Some of the acts of vandalism sounded suspiciously like
mayhem masterminded by one of the Weasley twins,
and Snape had been especially entertained by the swarm
of attack flamingoes that had disrupted one of the
Minister’s recent appearances in the States. More often,
however, the signs were more ominous: every time he
purchased a newspaper, no matter how much time had
elapsed since his last indulgence, it contained the obitu-
ary of a younger wizard notable for her or his antipathy
to the Rookwood regime and its collaborators.

Snape invariably Banished the paper before he finish-
ed reading it; the coverage of The Boy Who Now Lived
in New England was both as relentless and banal as
it had been back in Britain, and Snape was damned
if he'd squander any more of his time or energy on

==
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Potters past, present, or future. Let the rest of the ex-
patriate community debate and dither over how to
counter Rookwood’s reach; Russell Napier was going to
keep his own counsel and stay the hell out of the way.

Snape’s situation at the university lab had seemed
almost ideal, but as his fellowship approached its close,
he found himself yearning to move to a city with a
credible public transportation system — one where
he wouldn't need to a car to maintain his Muggle-
based routines. One with enough commercial traffic to
support true specialty stores, where he could inspect
the goods and wares firsthand before handing over his
cash.One where both dim sum palaces and hot chicken
shacks were but a short walk or a subway ride away.

Snape had not informed Dr. Doren of his applications
to several facilities in Chicago until she had asked him
directly about his plans for the future. After his accept-
ance to Peacock Hall, a small lab on the south side of
the city, he was unsurprised to discover that, while
the institution itself was Muggle in organisation and
culture, his new supervisor had been a Ravenclaw
prefect a generation before him, and had co-authored
several papers with Dr.Doren.

A part of him wanted to reject the gift, but it wasn't as
though he had asked her for help, he sternly reminded
himself. Therefore, it wasn't as if he owed her any new
favours, since he hadn't requested one in the first place.
It also wasn't as though he could ever repay her for the
generosity she'd extended to him right after the end
of the War. In his new apartment on 53rd Street, Snape
adjusted his windowblinds and sighed. What in the
world made me dream | would ever be free of my debts?
What does it matter, that there’s now one more?

Chaque bruit de portiére
(Each noise at the door)

Five months later, Snape reminded himself he had
wanted to settle in Chicago. It was a miserable, blus-
tery morning, and by the time he reached his office,
his left foot was damp from some snow that had crept
through a crackin his boot and soaked through his sock.
The bagel he'd gnawed upon for breakfast was dis-
agreeing with his digestion, a situation exacerbated by
his infernally cheerful, perpetually snacking Japanese-
American officemate: J. Noguchi“Gooch” Smith was de-
vouring a carton of eggplant stewed in a spicy, pungent
brown sauce while skimming the morning 7ribune.

Gooch was a fellow wizard, albeit one on duty as an
adjunct professor at the University of Chicago on
Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Fridays. Gooch was also
quietly but fiercely allergic to religious and political
proselytising of any stripe, a trait wholly compatible
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with Snape’s own desire to avoid inquisitions into his
beliefs and commitments. While most of their
colleagues respected such boundaries as a matter of
course, Snape had resorted to discreet hexes or outright
rudeness to discourage the nosiest of the twits. Gooch
was equally quick with jinxes in Wizard-only settings,
but among Muggles, his vexation tended to become
visible only in the way his smile grew a bit too bright
and brittle.

Closing their door firmly, Snape muttered a series of
curt charms, making short work of drying his foot and
repairing the offending boot. He then sat down at his
desk and plugged an ethernet cable into his laptop.

As Snape began reading his e-mails, Gooch set down
the food, folded up the newspaper, and slipped his own
wand out of his sleeve, waiting.

Five minutes later, Snape violently swore and slammed
down the lid of the laptop. He glared at Gooch, who
gazed back at him calmly but warily, wand still at the
ready.

“Oh, put that down,” Snape finally said, irritated.“It’s not
your fault that | have to redo the whole bloody batch.”

Gooch relaxed his guard, but his laugh was cynical.”Two
years ago, a student shot at me after he flunked my
seminar. Something not being my fault doesn’t mean |
won't get blamed for it.”

“Comparing me with those dunderheads? Gooch, how
dare you.”

Gooch’s smile was sharp.”It /s insulting, now that | think
about it.”He reached for the carton of eggplant again as
he added,“You wouldn't have missed.”

Snape stared at Gooch. “Was that supposed to be a
compliment?”

Gooch responded with a mock salute, disposable chop-
sticks still in hand.”Depends. Are you going to hex me
when you get to my follow-up note? There’s an inten-
sive course on reading in French starting up next week;
I sent you the link to the registration info.”

“I don't have —" Snape stopped himself.The most inno-
vative work in his current area of interest was currently
being produced by a pair of chemists who published
almost exclusively in French, and the results so far had
been both sufficiently obscure and not yet commercial
enough to merit republication in English. The Peacock
Hall budget included an allowance for translations, but
only for major papers relating directly to its contracted
projects; Snape conducted his side investigations into
poisonous Daucofragaerian compounds at the lab with
his supervisor's blessing, but without the support of
formal funding.
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When it came to scientific papers and forums,
so-called translation charms were as exasperatingly
unreliable and off-target as their computer equivalents.
Gooch happened to be fluent in French, but lacked the
time to provide more than an occasional off-the-cuff
summary. Snape had employed his wizard’s Latin in
tandem with Babelfish to glean what he could from
Croisset and Cheylard’s articles, but he had been
all too aware that his inability to decipher their
conclusions with precision would eventually cost him.
He had received the latest dispatch from Montréal a
week ago; although he had recognised its importance
from its diagrams — enough to appeal to Gooch, who
had assigned it to a bilingual student in need of extra
credit — he hadn't expected it to scotch a key postulate
he had used to define his parameters.

Snape didn’t want to make time to learn French. The
language reminded him of Malfoys and Lestranges and
other people he would have preferred to forget, there
was nothing about its literature that appealed to him,
and he dreaded how stupid and out of place he was
going to feel sitting in a classroom being drilled on
elementary verb conjugations with people half his age.
He also would have liked to forget, however, that he had
just invested too many hours in a series of experiments
he now felt obligated to restructure and resume from
scratch.

Snape narrowed his eyes at Gooch. It wasn’t on, hexing
the messenger, but he wanted to hex something. He
aimed his wand at the carton, transfiguring the remain-
ing slices of eggplant into a swarm of squirming, dark
brown mice.

“Putain'” Gooch exclaimed, dropping the carton.
After a moment, though, he burst into laughter. Two
wand-flicks later, the carton had become a cage, the
mice neatly corralled inside.

“You should take them to Zuke's,” Snape drily
suggested, naming a bar popular with their colleagues.
“They can't taste any worse than last week’s barbecue
sandwiches.”

Gooch snorted, but before he could reply,a young man
pushed open their office door and stepped inside.“Mr.
Smith?” he said to Snape.

“I'm Dr. Napier.” Snape tilted his head toward Gooch.
“He’s Dr.Smith.”

The young man regarded Gooch sceptically.”You don't
look like a Smith,” he said.

“Appearances lie,” Gooch said blandly, taking the packet
addressed to“J.N.Smith.”His tone of voice still pleasant,
he added,”You don't look like an idiot.”

Their visitor gaped at Gooch as the insult registered. He
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then looked at Snape as if to ask, You put up with this
every day?

Snape curled his lip. He sneered, “He’s being polite to
you./think you're a blithering idiot.”

The young man’s expression changed from bewilder-
ment into hostility, and he left in haste. Not looking up
from the packet, Gooch quietly said,“l don't think that
helped matters, but | appreciate the backup.”

Snape leaned against the corner of his desk.”What just
happened? Imbeciles like that don't usually get to you.”

“They do, actually, but I'd rather get along with people.”
The frown lines that had appeared at the corners of
Gooch’s mouth made him look much older than usual.
“Sometimes | just get tired of having to play teacher a//
the time. Especially to the unrepentantly clueless.”

Snape shifted his gaze to the mice. One of them was
gnawing at a section of wire, as if to create an opening
in the cage.

“I don't miss teaching,” he said.

“Lucky you,” Gooch said bitterly, tossing his chopsticks
into the wastebasket.”"Must be nice, having a name and
a face that doesn’t scream ‘half-blood’ every damn day.”

Snape was speechless, his head suddenly crowded with
the echoes of old taunts and feeble fantasies. He doesn’t
know, he reminded himself. He’s had better things to
do—

Gooch aimed his wand at the mice and turned them
into a heap of feathery brown quills. A second flick of
the wand Transfigured the cage into a coffee mug.

Snape found his voice at last.“Where do you think we
are,a Wizarding library?”He aimed his own wand at the
plumes and altered them into a cluster of mechanical
pencils.

Gooch rolled his eyes. “You're hopeless! Where’s the
romance in your soul, man?”

Snape said, “You want flowers for your girlfriend, you
take care of it.”

Gooch’s mouth tightened. “Not her style. And not my
girlfriend, as of two days ago.”

Damnation. How was | supposed to know—2? “I'm sorry,”
Snape mumbled.

“Wasn't your business,” Gooch said.“Not yours to apolo-
gize for.”

One of the very few — Snape cut off the thought before
it materialised on his tongue. Instead, he paused in the
doorway."Coffee?” he asked.

“Sure,”Gooch said.He Summoned the mug and dumped
the pencils onto his desk.”Here, use this.”

D’accord, d’accord by Mechaieh

Le vent se déchaine
(The raging wind)

On the following Monday, the first night of the French
class, Snape was truly in a good mood as he walked
the six blocks from the bus stop to Cobb Hall. His
supervisor had commended him that morning
both on his diligence and inventiveness. The recon-
figured side experiments had generated a pletho-
ra of fresh, intriguing mysteries to investigate. The
pad Thai he'd ordered for lunch had been excellent.

And, the wind was blowing hard. Although Snape
disliked dealing with rain and snow, he actually enjoyed
the bitter cold and the breath-stealing forcefulness of
Chicago’s legendary gales. He liked leaning into them,
savouring how they tugged on his clothes and scoured
his face, and it pleased him how the same winds
sent lesser mortals scurrying indoors, freeing up the
pavements from their conversation-paced dawdlings.
He relished how ruthless the winds were with any-
thing overly trivial or insufficiently grounded: they
ripped through photocopied flyers and glossy posters
without mercy, and impudently snatched away unknot-
ted scarves and half-read newspapers. The only thing
he disliked about the wind was how it rattled the
branches of the trees: the noise reminded him of too
many nights on watch, straining to distinguish the hints
of approaching danger from the ordinary rustle and
creak of his surroundings.

When he arrived at the classroom, there were already
a dozen students seated around its tables, which had
been arranged into a large rectangle.Snape was pleased
to see the format, since it meant he would not be
forced to sit with his back to anyone. He selected a seat
opposite the blackboard, which provided him with
an unobstructed view both of the windows and the
doorway as well as the front of the classroom.

Several of the students were reading newspapers. One
was munching a hot dog, and another appeared to
be playing a game on her cell phone. Two were doz-
ing, half-slumped in their chairs. A pair of women were
exchanging opinionated notes about a seminar
concerning novels written in reaction to fascist regimes.
The dark-skinned man to his left was sketching one of
the cat-nappers. A woman with messy hair, wire-rimmed
glasses, and stooped shoulders was browsing ahead in
the textbook; Snape instantly pegged her as the pupil
most likely to attempt monopolising the teacher. He
had loathed dealing with that type of student during
his Hogwarts days; their lack of subtlety had offended
his sensibilities, and their unslakable thirst for special
treatment invariably increased his already unmanage-
able workload.
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However, Snape mused, he might do better to view the
woman as a potential ally. If she was keen to become
the star of the class, it would improve his own odds of
remaining in the background.He was all too aware that,
in spite of his new modus operandi, he had never fully
conquered his own craving for recognition. Maintaining
a low profile was a small price to pay for remaining alive,
but it was so contrary to his core personality that the
effort oftenlefthimfeeling utterly wrecked,eventhough
the thought of returning to active duty remained both
unpalatable and unlikely. Remember, no one wants you.
Theyll only want what they can get from you...

He sometimes caught himself wondering whether any
of it was worth the exertion — why he was going to
such lengths to live a life no one would remember.The
most he could expect from his current career was his
name appearing in other people’s bibliographies for a
generation or two, and even those traces would even-
tually evaporate. The journals would become obsolete,
becoming of interest only to historians of science, and
there would be no room in their annals for an obscure,
journeyman chemist —

Snape mentally shook his head at himself. The yearn-
ing for immortality hadn’t done anyone any good, ever.
Given his history, it was a lesson he ought to have
mastered long ago. The difficulty, of course, was that
recognising what needed to be done wasn't at all the
same as actually being able or willing to do it.

Even for a chore as trivial as learning to read French.
As if rank even matters here! He forced himself not
to glare at the woman, even though he was now
thoroughly irritated at how her presence had nudged
his mind toward such unwelcome reflections. Could
! have picked a more utterly useless way to squan-
der the past five minutes? | could have been reading
ahead myself— Snape squelched that thought. He
had no desire to appear the swot to his new class-
mates. As someone ten to twenty years older than
most of them, his mere presence was peculiar enough,
and it was likely he would be older than the instructor,
too; introductory language classes were the province of
graduate students, not tenured professors.

The dark-skinned man had extricated a rubber eraser
from his backpack, apparently dissatisfied with his
attempt to render his model’s baseball cap. More
students had arrived, some engrossed in conver-
sation with their companions. Others deliberately
surveyed the remaining spaces around the table before
deciding which spots would best suit them. The rising
level of chatter in the room was accompanied by the
soft noise-clutter of the students shedding, shuffling,
and arranging parkas, hats, scarves, bookbags, and
other accoutrements.
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Snape twisted around in his own seat, momentarily
wishing he had been the first to arrive; it was aggra-
vating, how impossible it was to keep a coat neatly
draped on the back of a classroom chair sans sticking
charm.Snape scowled at the grimy floor before turning
back around, schooling his features back into a neutral
expression.

It was 6:59 p.m.— one minute left before the start of
class. He couldn’t shake the feeling that there was
something important he'd failed to address — some-
thing he ought to have concentrated upon instead
of allowing himself to indulge in self-pity. He couldn’t
think of what it might be, however, and he had no
desire to dwell upon his earlier reflections,so he amused
himself by observing the other occupants of the room
more closely. Territorial mini-negotiations were taking
place as the classroom filled: on the tables, with note-
books, pens, and purses automatically shifted for some
neighbours but not others. There were also different
degrees of intensity and intimacy among the various
conversations in progress, and Snape couldn't help
curling his lip at a couple who were showing off: their
entire dialogue about Samuel Beckett radiated self-
aware sophistication, and their postures declared
the exclusivity of their connection — they were not
interested in anyone else’s potential contributions
to their “discussion.” Read-Ahead Girl is going to have
competition, Snape concluded. Perhaps | should bring
popcorn.

Then the instructor walked in, and Snape’s scattered
thoughts coalesced into a sudden, stunned flare of
disbelief.

[t isn’t him. It can’t be him.

“Bonsoir,” the instructor said. “Bienvenu. Je m‘appelle
Jean Lupin.”The man wrote his name on the blackboard
as he spoke. To Snape’s untutored ear, it sounded like
Shaun Lu-pan.The man underlined the second syllable
of his surname and continued,“The vowel in pin is the
same one in vin, plein, thym, and prince, but lucky for
you, this isn’t a class on pronunciation.I’'m not going to
mind if you call me Lu-pin.”

Snape stared at the man, transfixed. Had that been
aimed at him, the word “prince”? /t cant be you, but who
else would know...and is this insurance, in case I slip up?

Lupin stood at the head of the table, unlaced an in-
terdepartmental delivery envelope, and drew out the
copies of the class syllabus. He divided the stack in two
and passed the halves to the students on either side
of him. He resumed speaking.“Let’s get right down to
business.” Midwestern American accent.Has he been living
in Chicago all this time? “You're here because you have
some sort of language requirement. For most of you,
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the future includes an open-dictionary exam. I'm here
to help you pass it.This class will focus only on reading. If
you've any interest in speaking or writing in French, you
should register for a standard class instead.” He paused,
as if to allow such students their opportunity to leave.

“D’accord. Let's begin, then. Please turn to page ten of
your books...”

Snape obediently opened his own copy of Les Connex-
ions, but his mind was not on the charts of pronouns
and verbs Lupin had begun to explain to the class.
Instead, it was insisting on sifting through his memo-
ries of his post-War studies — of all the times he had
wondered about Lupin’s role in his rescue. At times, he
had even wondered if he'd dreamed it — if, in place
of whatever had actually happened, his subconscious
had substituted his secret, shameful fantasy of Lupin
coming to his aid as a gesture of unspoken love. It was
an absurd and pathetic little vignette — one that had
germinated with his crush on Lupin during their fifth
year at Hogwarts — but it had stubbornly refused to
be dislodged from his psyche over the decades, even
as his feelings for Lupin repeatedly ricocheted among
revulsion, disdain, frustration, and attraction.

Even when he hadn't wanted Lupin, he had wanted
to matter to Lupin. Lupin’s cool gratitude and cordial
indifference toward him during their work for the
Order had been maddening, reassuring, and tantalis-
ing, especially after the evening Snape overheard Lupin
defending Dumbledore’s trust in him to one of the
Aurors. It had the tinge of a speech Lupin had de-
livered before; there was an odd, glib quality to
Lupin’s intonation as he insisted, “I neither like nor
dislike Severus...” to his companion.

Being trusted was not at all the same as being loved,
of course, but the knowledge that Lupin was willing to
argue on his behalf had sustained Snape for weeks. It
was too much to hope that Lupin’s faith would outlive
Dumbledore, but Snape had believed he would never
have cause or opportunity to interact with Lupin again,
except at wandpoint; what harm, then, to allow himself
the fantasy of a Lupin who knew the truth?

“Je suis, tu es, il est, nous sommes, vous étes, ils sont.| am,
you are, he is, we are, you are, they are...”

Even if his memory of Lupin’s involvement was true, it
proved nothing: Lupin might not have known the func-
tion of the portkey.There had been not a single allusion
to Lupin at the lab, and Snape’s guarded inquiries had
not yielded any results. Moreover, it wasn't as though
Snape could do anything with the information. Even if
it was indeed Lupin who had saved his life, and even if
Lupin had done so on purpose, what could Snape do to
repay him? Except, Lupin was now here —
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“Jean” Lupin had moved back to the blackboard, writ-
ing out more conjugations as he spoke. “Now, falloir
is a funny one. It's known as an ‘impersonal’ verb and
you'll only see it in third person, but you'll see it all the
time, since it means‘something that has to be done.'So,
roughly speaking, i/ faut means ‘it must’ or ‘one must,’ //
fallait means ‘it had to be,’ i/ faudra means ‘it'll have to
be,” and i/ faudrait means ‘it would have to be. Donc,‘//
faut faire attention en classe’translates to ‘It's important
to pay attention in class.’If you want to pass your exams,
anyway...”

There was a faint wave of nervous laughter in response.
Snape was intrigued by the undercurrent of mockery in
theinstructor’s delivery:the Lupin he remembered from
Hogwarts had taken far more pains to appear friendly
and patient. Then again, these were graduate students,
none of them in the classroom willingly, and Jean's re-
semblance to Remus was notably different in a number
of respects. Remus had been clean-shaven; Jean wore
a neatly trimmed moustache. Remus’s hair had been
shoulder-length and streaked with grey, whereas Jean'’s
was closely cropped and uniformly brown. Remus’s
robes and jumpers had been shabby, faded, and thread-
bare; Jean wore a crisp white shirt, a silk waistcoat, and
impeccably pressed black trousers.He had arrived coat-
less and unruffled — presumably his office was in the
same building.

Allthings considered, it was possible Jean was a different
person entirely, but the more Snape studied the instruc-
tor, the harder it became for him to breathe.Was it only
coincidence that Jean looked as though he too was in
his forties? That made him older than a typical graduate
student, but not unheard of, particularly among those
individuals trapped in All But Dissertation purgatory.
Jean was gaunt, and his voice was hoarse, and the way
he held the chalk — T7his class is going to be impossible.
Even if he isn’t Lupin, it’s too damned distracting, and | do
have alternatives. I'll find something at Loyola, or one of
those “Teach Yourself” books...

“...and that’s enough for tonight, | think. So, first two
chapters for Wednesday,and I'll see you then.” Snape re-
mained in his seat as the students around him gathered
up their belongings and put on their coats, pretending
to look up words in the textbook’s glossary while the
messy-haired woman (Ha!/ knew it!) walked up to Lupin
and asked him several questions about the syllabus. By
the time he finished answering them (a process during
which Lupin appeared to scribble several recommen-
dations into the woman'’s notebook), the classroom was
empty except for Snape.

After Read-Ahead Girl finally left, Lupin began to collect
the handouts left behind. As Snape looked up, Lupin ac-
knowledged him with a tentative, interrogative smile.
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“Mr. Lupin,” Snape began.

“Just‘Lupin’will do,” the man responded.”l believe we're
about the same age.”

“Lupin, then,”Snape said.”You...you remind me of some-
one | used to know.”

“Funny, that. | could say the same about you.” Lupin
paused.”He died about seven years ago.”

Is that how this game will be played?’Did he? | don't know
what happened to the man you remind me of.”

Lupin seated himself on top of a corner of the table-
square, a few feet away from Snape. “That could be a
shame. Or not. Depending on your memories.”

Snape glanced at the series of conjugations on the
blackboard. Je tombe, tu tombes, il tombe. I fall, you fall,
it falls.”It could be both,” he said.”Depending on which
memories.”

“True,” Lupin acknowledged. “My memories of Severus
Snape are very mixed indeed.”

The room was utterly still as Snape and Lupin stared at
each other. As Snape began to slide into Lupin’s mind,
Lupin leaned forward and placed a hand on Snape’s
wrist.

“Don’t,” he whispered.“Let the dead stay dead.”

Snape caught his breath at the sudden contact. Lupin’s
hand was warm. What would it take— Focus! “Wise
advice,” he said.”But what should | do with my memo-
ries of Remus Lupin?”

Lupin drew back, his expression sardonic.“You haven't
heard from him in seven years? Then what good are
those memories to you?”

Nous tombons, vous tombez, ils tombent. We fall, you fall,
they fall. Snape reached forward and clasped Lupin’s
ankle. “Good’ is irrelevant. What matters is honouring
Severus Snape’s debts.”

Lupin shook his foot loose from Snape’s hand and stood
up.”Those people no longer exist,”he said, his voice cool.
“There is no debt.”

Snape stood up as well, his eyes flashing.”Do not mock
me, Lupin.To do the right thing—"

Lupin held up a hand.”l do not mock you, Napier,” he
said, lightly stressing the name.

! hadn't told you my name, Snape thought, his heart
racing. How much do you know about me?

Lupin continued,”We are not those people.l do not want
us to be.”He stepped up close to Snape — so close that
their bodies were almost touching.“l will admit to an
interest,”he murmured,”in becoming better acquainted
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with Dr. Napier.!'d propose dinner — but not if you will
seeitonly as a chore.”

Snape felt dizzy, both from Lupin’s proximity and from
the suggestion that they restart their acquaintance
as strangers. Can it be this simple and easy? Can... "How
often do you ask your students on dates, Mr. Lupin?”

Lupin showed his teeth.”l don’t.You're no student.”

“And you are?” Snape gritted his teeth. /t’s Lupin. No such
thing as simple’with him."What are you really doing here,
Lupin? And how much should it worry me?”

Lupin frowned at Snape for an instant, then walked to
the classroom door and yanked it shut. He whisked out
his wand, and the remaining handouts flew back into
the folders and envelopes he'd brought with him.

Task accomplished, he folded his arms and looked
directly at Snape once more.

“Do you really need to learn French, Dr. Napier? Or do
you just need access to a competent translator? If it's
the latter, | would be happy to assist you. The invest-
ment would be simpler and faster than forcing yourself
to endure this class, and the returns will be more accu-
rate. No matter how hard or how diligently you might
practice, your proficiency isn't going to match mine
within eleven weeks, and I'm certain you would rather
spend your time in your lab rather than hunched over
a dictionary.”

Snape said slowly,“What would be your price?”

Lupin’s smile didn't reach his eyes.”Wolfsbane.”

Snape said,“Have you done without, all these years?”
“Hardly.There’s a master brewer right here in Chicago.”

Snape raised his eyes. “His formula doesn’t work as
well?”

Lupin shrugged.”“It works fine, but it tastes even worse
than yours.The natives call it buffalo piss.”

llI

Snape couldn't help himself.
can tell.”

'd like to know how they

Lupin bestowed on him a small but genuine grin.
“l haven’t dared to ask. Some things | just don’t need
to find out.” His expression became self-deprecating.
“A lesson I've never really learned, but sometimes the
boundaries are obvious.”

Lupin looked at directly at Snape and continued, “If
nothing else, understand this. Translations for Wolfs-
bane? That's an offer, not an order.| don’t need you and
you don't need me.”

Snape stared at Lupin, taken aback at the other man'’s
intensity. After a moment, he murmured,“There being a
difference between need and want?”
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Lupin nodded, as if relieved to be understood.
“Exactement.” He gathered up the files and stepped
toward the door. “That was something | liked very
much about Severus, by the way.Very, very swift on the
uptake. Something that made me wish again and again
we could have been friends.”

His hand was on the knob when Snape finally managed
to speak again.”Lupin? Yes.”

“To dinner, or the translations?”
“Both.”

The way Lupin’s eyes were suddenly alight — did | do
that? /s such power mine to have? Lupin said,”“You know
how to reach me — my information’s on the syllabus.
Send me what you want converted into English, or stop
by.”

“And dinner?”
“How about Greek?”
“Greek’s fine with me.”

“I'm fond of The Parthenon, downtown. After next class,
perhaps? It's open late.”

“Why not somewhere nearby?”

“l teach here. Do you really want to appear in the
rumours about my love life?”

That would depend on whether you — "A dinner isn't
always a date,” Snape pointed out.

“No,” Lupin agreed, a hint of uncertainty dimming his
smile. “But there will be speculation no matter what.
And.... should we end up discussing some people we
used to know, best intentions notwithstanding, I'd rath-
er we not be overheard by my students.”

“Fair enough,” Snape conceded.“The Parthenon, then. |
do like baklava.”

“So do |,” Lupin said, turning to go. He opened the door
and he stepped into the hall, but before he walked away,
he glanced at Snape one last time.”l have a weakness
for many-layered pleasures.”

Des couples qui se défont
(Of couples breaking up)

When Snape arrived at his office on Wednesday
morning, he found a stack of 1980s-era CDs on his desk.
He raised his eyebrows at Gooch, who had just bitten
into a turnip cake.

Gooch gestured apologetically at his mouth, chewing
and swallowing rapidly. When he was able to speak, he
said,”Broadening your cultural horizons.”
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Snape peered at the CD on top. “What kind of group
names themselves ‘Air Supply’? Recovering tin-whistle
players?”

Gooch grinned. “Be grateful you're getting only the
mainstream discs.” He pointed to his outbox, where
he'd stacked several thick interdepartmental envelopes.
“If you want soul-scarring cheesiness, you can’t beat the
Claudian Turtles.”

"Who's getting those?”

“Diana’s ex. They probably belonged to him in the first
place, now that | think about it.”

The Claudian Turtles... Snape’s mind jerked backwards to
a conversation about music he'd overheard years before,
between Remus Lupin and Nymphadora Tonks. He'd
never met Diana White, but he'd seen her photograph
on Gooch’s desk during happier times. If one were to
subtract the glasses and change the hair from silver to
brown — or, Salazar help him, pink—

He tried to appear casual as he leaned in close enough
to peer at the top packet.The words “J. Lupin, Romance
Lang/Lit” were clearly legible in Gooch’s neat hand-
writing.

He cleared his throat.”An ex-boyfriends’ club?”

“Not exactly. Lupin wasn't exactly broken up about their
breakup.” There was a touch of sheepishness in Gooch's
grimace. “Diana moved here a couple years before he
did. He didn’t seem surprised that she and | had, ah,
become close. Even helped with our move, actually —
should’'ve made him take his CDs then.”He poked at the
turnip cake with his chopsticks, sketching a sigil of sorts
on its surface.

Snape said, “You don’'t seem overly traumatised
yourself.”

Gooch squeezed the ends of the chopsticks around
another bite of cake.”Have a heart, Napier. Moping over
women never brought them back.”

“Nor does giving their things away. Aren’'t you moving a
shade too fast here?”

The bite of cake fell onto Gooch's desk. He swore, flicked
it into his wastebasket, and muttered a quick charm to
erase the smear of grease it had left.”She won't be back,”
he said.”She left to move in with her new man. If | had
to guess, she started up with him three months ago. All
this—"he gestured to the CDs and the outbox— “is the
stuff she left behind.The stuff not important enough to
take with her.”

Snape tapped the jewel-case of the top CD.“Put that
way... what makes you think / want your ex-girlfriend’s
leftovers?”
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Gooch shrugged. “It's up to you. They're a gift, not an
obligation.”Snape frowned at the echo of Lupin’s words.
Gooch, in turn, bestowed upon Snape a look of genial
exasperation. “Stop that. You're as bad as my mother’s
relatives. All that crap about who owes what to whom
— take the damn CDs and use them for coasters or
target practice, or to scare crows away from the garbage.
| swear you'll be doing me a favor.”

Snape pushed the CDs to the side and pulled out his
laptop.“Put that way...”

Gooch squinted at the remaining bits of turnip cake.
“Amazing how much work it is, framing the problem
properly...”

So what do I do about Remus Lupin? Aloud, Snape said,
take it Jean will know what you're about?”

llI

Gooch looked up. “You know Jean? Why haven't you
— oh, the French class! He'’s teaching it? What a waste.”
At Snape’s look of enquiry, he explained,“If life were fair,
Lupin would be tenured already. Massively popular with
the students. His seminars on Francois Villon have wait-
lists.He doesn’t publish, though.Chicago only hired him
because they wanted to keep Di.”

Which means... what?"So you think he’ll be moving on?”

Gooch looked thoughtful.“Their breakup was years ago.
Now that you mention it, it's weird he’s still here — but
maybe he just likes the city.” His eyes flickered over to
the packets, and a hint of cynicism crept into his expres-
sion.”More likely, though, he just can’'t be bothered to
move, until someone makes him. Which ties in to the
not-publishing, too. He's definitely the passive type —
has to be pushed to care.”

Gooch’s smile was grim as he added, “It drove Diana
nuts. She got tired of trying to make him say or take
what he wanted.”

It was all Snape could do not to roll his eyes. Instead,
he fiddled with the paper hand-guard on his coffee cup,
pretending only mild interest in Gooch'’s revelations. He
tried to find something neutral to say,and settled upon,
“I would think that hasn't been a problem for you.”

Gooch’s laugh was as bitter as his smile had been.”You'd
think.I'm too damn Japanese for my own good, though.
We hint and we strategize, but we don't come right out
and ask.We want people to care enough to know what
we want.”

“So she left you because of that?”

Gooch tossed the cake container into the waste-
basket. “No, she left because | haven't been around.
Some things are just basic.” He grimaced again.“It’s for
the best, though. | never did have time for her political
work, and that’s heated up this term.”
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He stood up and Summoned his backpack. “You're
seeing Lupin tonight, yes?”

Snape merely nodded. He had dropped the class, but
Gooch didn't need to know about his dinner plans.

Gooch nodded at the packets in his outbox.”You could
take those with you, then? They'll get to him in better
shape...”He smiled once more, his cheerful mask back in
place.”Tell him he gets one’l told you so.’ Just one.”

Ne plus penser a ca
(No longer thinking about that)

That night, Snape arrived at Lupin’s office a few
minutes after 7:30 p.m., having estimated that it would
take Lupin at least five minutes to handle post-class
questions. Lupin’s office was three buildings away from
the classroom; Snape had assumed he had Apparated
between the two. When Lupin walked through a door
at the end of the hallway — sans overcoat, as he had
the first night — Snape realised that the four build-
ings were likely physically connected through hidden
hallways or tunnels.

He was unreasonably annoyed with himself for not
having deduced this earlier, and even more irked to
see that Lupin was not alone: Read-Ahead Girl was
with him, talking very rapidly in oddly urgent tones.
When she caught sight of Snape, she looked every bit
as vexed at his presence as he was by hers.

Lupin, in turn, seemed mildly amused, but he merely
said, “Ah, Napier,” and unlocked the door to his office.
“Come on in, this will take just a minute.” Snape almost
laughed out loud at the look of chagrin on Read-Ahead’s
face. Wanted him to yourself, did you? You're going to have
to try harder.

Lupin crouched down in front of a bookcase, restack-
ing its front row of books to his left in order to access
the back of the shelf.He pulled out two battered paper-
backs and extended them to the messy-haired woman.

“These should do it,” he said.“Let me know if you need
more help.”

“Merci beaucoup.” Read-Ahead accepted the books,
looking as though she was trying to think of something
else to say.

“A bientét, mademoiselle,” Lupin said. His tone was kind
but the note of dismissal was unmistakable.

“Bonne nuit, Professor.” The woman scowled at Snape
once more but took her leave. After her footsteps reced-
ed down the corridor, Lupin shut the door and leaned
against it, sighing.

“You really shouldn't encourage them,” Snape said.
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“You really shouldn't think that’s funny,” Lupin retort-
ed, but his lips were twitching.“This teaching is a very
serious business.”

Snape lightly tapped the stack of comic books on
Lupin’s desk.”A very serious business indeed.”

Lupin feigned a look of outrage. “Heathen! Astérix and
Cleopatra is vital to the transmission of knowledge.” His
lips twisted. “Especially when most of the class resents
having to be there in the first place.”

“It gives you a job, Lupin.”

“True, true.” Lupin pushed himself away from the door
and suddenly flung it open. Snape heard a squawk and
then a yelp as Lupin hauled the messy-haired woman
into the office and slammed the door.

For a moment, there was no sound except for the whirr
of the heater and the wail of a siren in the distance.Then,
in a very small voice, the woman began,”“Sir—"

Lupin’s voice was glacial. “If you can’t eavesdrop any
more competently than that, Enid, you need to retire.”

Her chin lifted a notch.”l wasn't really trying, sir. | just
wanted to know—"

“Enid.”Lupin’s voice had dropped another degree.”Have
I not given you enough for what you need to know?”

Read-Ahead’s expression remained defiant. “What's
so wrong about wanting to know more?” She pointed
to the school seal on one of Lupin’s papers. “Crescat
scientia vita—"

“Don’t give me that,” Lupin snarled, his face hard.”"What
you know can kill you. What others think you know can
kill you, and other people, too. My bloody job is to keep
you lot from getting yourselves killed any sooner than
you'll manage it on your own.”

Read-Ahead jerked her head towards Snape.”He one of
us? At least tell me that, Jean.That’s all | need to know.”

Lupin didn't hesitate.”Yes,” he snapped.”And that's more
than you need to know. And more than he needed to
know about you orme.”

It was as if Lupin had flipped a light switch: Snape could
see the instant Read-Ahead suddenly got the concept.
“Hell,”she said, contrite.”l do make your job harder,don’t
1?7 'm sorry, Jean—"

Lupin folded his arms.”l don’t want ‘sorry,” Enid. | want
you to do your job and to fucking stay alive. Not getting
me killed would be a lovely bonus.”

Read-Ahead held up her hands in a gesture of surrender.
“Enough. No need to twist the knife — | may be slow,
but I'm not dense once | get it.” She shoved the books
that had tumbled out of her bag back into it, and then
she looked at Snape.

==
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“My apologies, sir,” she said. “Being over-suspicious is
my job, but that’s no excuse.” She looked at Lupin.”My
sincere best wishes for a boring evening, Jean.”Without
waiting for his reply, she Apparated out.

Lupin remained where he stood, watching Snape warily.
Snape let the silence between them thicken until the
room felt clogged with it. Then he said, “If you're even
thinking of telling me | don’t need to know...”

Lupin shrugged and dropped into his desk chair,
scrubbing at his face with his knuckles. He looked as
though he had a headache the size of the Sears Tower.
“Can’t help what | think, I'm afraid. But I'll tell you what |
can, if you insist.”

When he didn’t continue, Snape glared at him.“So help
me Salazar—"

Lupin snorted.”Did you find him all that useful, last time
around? 'Cause | sure could use all the help | can get.”
His eyes glittered as he added, “And before you start
asking your questions, Napier, may | advise you to be
absolutely clear on your boundaries? No matter what
you've believed about me before, | don't actually want
to hurt or use you.”

Snape slowly said, “I take it that's a part of your rea/
job?”

Lupin snapped a rubber band at a map of the Paris
Metro mounted on the wall. “If you're enjoying your
life as it is, Napier, you might consider holding your
questions. Indefinitely. Read some Astérix instead, or
Arséne Lupin, or — hell, I've always thought you might
like Villon.” Lupin pushed himself out of his chair and
leaned his head against one of the taller bookshelves.

Snape said, cautious,”Why are you attracted to him?”

Lupin looked sidewise at Snape and then reached
up, pulling a grey-and-white paperback from an up-
per shelf. Its spine was labelled “Frangois Villon, by D.B.
Wyndham Lewis” in slanted type. Lupin thumbed it
open to a middle section and read aloud:

He was a very great sinner... During his hunted
life he had twice, possibly three times, lain under
sentence of death, had been half a dozen times
punished by the Question, twice banished volun-
tarily, once by the State. He had committed homi-
cide at twenty-four and burglary and sacrilege at
twenty-five, and his unrecorded thefts, stabbings,
cheats, and brawlings are probably innumerable.
He was poor and stung by strong passions,and his
miserable life alternated between the tavern, the
brothel, and the prison. He was a very bad char-
acter indeed... In his nature the fine and the gross
were inextricably mingled.

41

-



<

—

Chocolate and Asphodel

Snape softly said,”You are overly enamoured of trouble,
Lupin.”

Lupin answered, “Not for its own sake, Napier.” He shut
the book and set it aside.”Villon also happens to write
well.”He stared out of the window as he recited a verse
from memory:

Je meurs de seuf auprés de la fon’taine,
Chault comme feu et tremble dent a dcn[;
En mon pais suis en terre ]oingtainc;

Lez ung brasier frisonne tout ardent.

He then turned to face Snape once more. “/ die of thirst
by the fountainside,/hot as fire and trembling to the teeth,”
he translated. “My own country’s foreign to me, and by the
fire, I'm shivering.”

After a moment, Snape said,“You're right, | do like it. But
| also think you're stalling.”

Lupin shrugged and stood up.“Let’s go get some food.”
Snape remained seated.“Now | know you're stalling.”

Lupin Summoned his coat. “It won't kill you to have
some mezedes first.” He paused.“That is, 'm assuming
you're still interested in dinner.”

“It's not a bad idea,” Snape agreed. “Especially since |
doubt your answers are short.”

“I could make them short, but you wouldn’t find them
satisfactory,” Lupin said.

“So, food first,” Snape said.The act of lifting up his back-
pack reminded him of the favour Gooch had requested.
He set the backpack down, pulled out the two packets,
and placed them on Lupin’s desk.

Lupin’s eyes widened at the packets’ size. “Going to
make me sweat for that Wolfsbane, | see.Not that | mind
at all,”he added hastily.

“What? Oh. No, these are CDs. Gooch Smith sent them
along.”

Lupin blinked."Gooch? Johann Noguchi Smith?”

It was Snape’s turn to be startled. “ohann?| didn’t know
that.No wonder he uses only the’).””

Lupin grinned. “Nope, no mystery there. His mother
worshiped Bach on the wrong side of idolatry.” His ex-
pression turned rueful as he regarded the packets.”No
mystery here, either. | spotted Diana at the Medici last
week, and she was having a very good time with her
new man.”

In spite of himself, Snape felt compelled to ask,”You see
her often?”

Lupin said, “Only professionally. Count yourself lucky
you work safely away from the quad — she’s ten times
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as lethal on a ten-speed. Every day | thank my stars she’s
stayed away from motorbikes.” He opened the first
packet and grimaced at its contents. “How’s Herr Gooch
doing?”

“He said you get one‘I-told-you-so,” but only one.”

“Wouldn't dream of it,” Lupin declared. “Glass broom-
sticks, as the saying goes.” He unlocked his briefcase
and put the packets inside.”Just tell me he’s not playing
Carla Bruni over and over, though.If he is, I'll feel morally
obligated to swing by and kick his ass.”

“I'll kick his arse myself if | need to,” Snape said, deploy-
ing his poshest accent.

“I don't use silencing charms on this room,” Lupin
drawled. “Too suspicious. Best | can do is a Garbling
spell,and it don’t hide accents nohow.”

“Stop that,” Snape growled. “You're making my ears
bleed.”

“Can’t be worse than maudlin melodies about roses and
sorrowful secrets.”

“He’s spared me so far. Wonderful device, headphones.”
Snape allowed a gleam of pure evil to appear into his
eyes.”l did catch him singing along to Judy Collins one
afternoon, but I'm saving that for something blackmail-
worthy.”

“No ragging on Judy Collins,” Lupin ordered, locking his
briefcase.”l wore out my first copy of Wildflowers long

n

ago.
Snape made a face.”Let me guess.’Both Sides Now'?”

Lupin’s response was almost a sneer. “Please. Give me
some credit. | got sick of that song before the first War
was over.” Snape was surprised to see a hint of trepida-
tion flicker across Lupin’s features as he admitted, "My
song is ‘Albatross.”

He could look it up later, but as long as Lupin was
talking...”l don't recall that one.”

Lupin opened the door and gestured for Snape to step
through. He doused the lights and locked up the office
before he spoke again.

“Many people wander up the hills from all around you /
Making up your memories and thinking they have found
you.”

Snape stopped at the water fountain to ease the
sudden dryness in his throat. Even so, his voice sounded
to his own ears like a croak when he turned again to
Remus. “What do you want of me, Jean? What is this
dinner really about?”

Lupin’s voice was deliberately, maddeningly light. “It's
about pastitsio and moussaka and bottles of Mythos.
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That’s all it should be.” He rested his hand on the push-
bar of the building door.”If there’s anything more to it,
that’s up to you to choose.”

Snape heard the faint but unmistakable warning in the
word choose. He said, “I'm going to tell Gooch he was
right.You are the most passive-aggressive son of a—"

The foyer was so narrow that it took only one step for
Lupin to crowd Snape against the wall. Lupin’s breath
was as warm as his eyes were icy.

“Entends-toi, Napier. This /s a choice. I'm pretending as
best | can that | don't care that I'm a danger to you.”

“Remus Lupin was good at that,” Snape hissed back.
“What makes Jean Lu-pan different?”

Lupin leaned in even closer, so that he spoke against
Snape’s cheek. His voice was raw with regret and barely
suppressed anguish. “Remus Lupin wanted his friends
to stay his friends. Remus Lupin didn’t have the guts or
the wherewithal to stop other people from using you.”

Snape scoffed, “As if it could have been all up to you,
Lupin.You flatter yourself.”

“No doubt.” A flash of humour lit Lupin’s eyes, but his
voice remained urgent. “Severus. After all these years,
the least | can do — the least | must do — is to keep
giving you the choice to steer clear. | shouldnt even
have suggested dinner.” He stepped back, and Snape
instinctively stepped forward, his body already
protesting the loss of contact.

He placed his hand on top of Lupin’s before the other
man could push open the door.“Then, why did you?”he
demanded.

“Because I'm bloody tired of buffalo-flavoured Wolfs-
bane.”

Snape wrapped his fingers around Lupin’s. “Try again.
Why?”

It was mesmerising how swiftly Lupin’s eyes flashed
from ice to fire. “Sheer fucking curiosity. And I've
actually missed the sound of your voice. It should go
well with the beer.”

Snape tightened his hold. “If you're lying, about this, |
swear I'll hex your balls to Scotland and back.”

Lupin pushed both their hands against the bar.”It's my
job to tell lies, Napier,” he said bluntly.”But you're not my
job, and you won't be. Not unless you truly want to be
back in harness.”

The wind was still high and icy, and both men sucked
in their breaths as its bitterness crashed against them
in full force. Lupin shook his hand out of Snape’s clasp,
seized the loose ends of his scarf,and muttered, “Que les
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loups se vivent de vent...”
“What?” Snape demanded.

“Villon,” Lupin said, rewrapping the muffler more
securely around his neck.“This is @ wind that feeds the
wolves.”

Quelque chose vient de tomber
(Something'’s just fallen)

They hurried across the street to the rear of the college
bookstore, and Apparated from its deserted loading
dockto the restaurant.They spent the subsequent hours
talking about books and music and parks and funding.
Between the stuffed squid and the lamb sweetbreads,
Snape decided to heed Lupin’s warning and save his
questions for some other time. He was out of practice
where such games were concerned, and he had little
desire to spend more time with Read-Ahead Girl and
her ilk unless he had no choice.

Choices. Lupin wanted to give him choices. That in itself
offered so much possibility that Snape found the next
several days impossibly short and full and dazzling as
they flew past. On Friday, he emailed to Lupin some
articles to be translated, and on Monday, they met
again after class, discussing the translations and other
matters over coffee and honey-drenched sweets at
the Parthenon until 1 a.m. Too revved and caffeinated
to sleep, they walked over to Buckingham Fountain,
having argued over whether its bronze sea horses
shared certain genetic endowments with mer-creatures
they’d encountered in the past.

It being winter, the fountain was dry, save for a tiny
puddle where someone had spilled a soft drink on its
edge. Having satisfied himself that he had been right
about seahorse musculature, Snape turned to Lupin,
inexplicably seized with an urge to tease the other man.
“The other night — what was that poem? Dying of thirst
by the fountainside?”

Lupin acknowledged Snape’s smirk with a self-depre-
cating smile.”Nothing like well-aged self-pity, is there?
Science tiens a soudain accident, / Je gaigne tout et
demeure perdent.”

When he didn't
demanded,“Share.”

immediately translate, Snape

Lupin’s rasp was nearly inaudible. “A// my knowledge
comes by accident./Even when | win, | lose.”

Snape didn't stop to analyse the sudden surge of fury
Lupin’s words provoked. Instead, he simply crushed his
mouth against the other man’s, trapping them both into
a kiss so harsh and deep they were both gasping when
they broke apart for air.
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“Don’t call this an accident,” Snape ordered.

“D’accord,” Lupin said, but his voice was laced with irony.
“I'm glad you aren’t worried about oncoming trains.”

Snape nipped at Lupin’s ear.”I'm giving myself a holiday
in Ignorance. Its restaurants serve fantastic desserts.”

Lupin ducked his head in response, his lips grazing
Snape’s jaw. “I've been there myself,” he said. “Nice
scenery.”

Snape pushed his head forward, forcing Lupin to bring
his head back up so that their eyes met.“Understand,
Lupin. It's just a visit,” he said.

Lupin nodded.”Understood.” He looked as if he wanted
to say more, but after a moment, he simply leaned into
Snape for another hard kiss.

Tu comptes les chances qu'il te reste
(You count your remaining chances)

On Wednesday morning, Snape thought the city had
never looked so beautiful. There was no wind, but the
day was so clear and crisp that even the dingy ware-
houses on his route looked picture-postcard worthy.
His experiments were humming along, and he was
eager to commence his next téte-a-téte with Lupin.
They hadn’t gone further than the kissing on Monday,
but it had been so intense in itself that Snape was glad
they hadn’t rushed ahead to the sex. Whenever they
finally made love — and Snape was already certain it
would be a matter of when — Snape wanted to it to be
after the kissing had stopped being enough. For now,
the kissing was so new and so all-devouring in itself
that Snape found himself compulsively retracing its
sensations every moment he could mentally steal away
from his work. The feel of Lupin’s mouth on his throat,
the strength of Lupin’s fingers twined with his... Snape
couldn’t remember the last time he had felt so alive.

Arriving at the lab, he poured himself a cup of coffee in
the breakroom and carried it toward his office. When he
pushed open the door, he was stunned by the wreckage
that greeted him: Ripped-up papers. Broken pencils. A
shattered ceramic mug. The overturned furniture. The
clumps of rice and shreds of spinach scattered across
the tiles.

And Gooch'’s body on the floor, his face bruised and his
throat slashed.

This isn't real, Snape’s mind protested. Researchers don’t
get killed in their offices.

Could've been a student. Maybe another vengeful clod he
flunked?

Student, my arse. He wasn't ordinary. Neither are you.
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Neither was his ex. Twenty Galleons says this has to do with
her.

You're not being fair. Just because you don't like her...

“..never did have time for her political work, and that'’s
heated up this term.”

If 1 were a hired assassin, would [ believe that Gooch knew
nothing? Would | care?

/don’t want to care. It’s not my job to care. It’s not my job to
care that other people care.

You don't have a choice here. Your only choice is whether
you're going to make it your choice.

As his mind zoomed between its questions and answers
and guesses, Snape unconsciously crushed the paper
cup in his fist, scalding himself with the hot liquid it
had contained. His supervisor walked up as he hastily
muttered an Evanesco.

The old man took in the scene within a single heartbeat.
He said to Snape,”Go.I'll have to call the officials in a few
minutes.”

“l didn't do it,” Snape choked out.

“Of course you didn't,” the man said gruffly. “I don't
hire imbeciles. Don't prove me wrong by just standing
there.”

He worked with Dr. Doren. Don't let them down now. With
a glance of gratitude, Snape stepped behind the door
and Apparated into Lupin’s office.

Lupin turned from the window at the sound of Snape’s
arrival. His voice unnaturally calm, he observed,”You are
out of practice.What if | had been in conference with a
Muggle student?”

Snape sagged against the wall behind him, barely
registering the presence of two other people seated in
front of Lupin’s desk.”So much for goddamned choices,
Lupin. | can't not know, now. Did you know this would
happen?”

“Did | know? No. Am | surprised? No.” Lupin’s face was
bleak. “People get killed on my watch all the time,
Napier. Even people who have nothing to do with my
job.”He turned to Read-Ahead Girl.”You may recall, Enid,
how | told you what people think you know can kill you?
This is a textbook case.”

Before Enid could respond, the silver-haired woman
next to her viciously kicked Lupin’s desk and stood up.
“So bloody clinical—"

“It's my job to be,” Lupin repeated, exasperation leaking
into his expression.”l'd ask what you want from me, but
God knows | never could give it to you.”
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“No, you didn’t,” the woman said bitterly.“God knows |
asked you often enough.” She turned toward Snape, her
jaw suddenly pure Black and her hair crimson.”Napier,’
now, is it? You look like hell,and you deserve each other.
Come on, Enid.” Nymphadora Tonks morphed back into
Diana White and stalked out of the office.

Read-Ahead Girl hastily gathered up her belongings,
but turned to Lupin before she left, confusion and des-
peration writ large across her face. At Lupin’s nod of
reassurance, she managed a trembling smile for both
him and Snape before she scurried out.

Snape kicked the door shut and advanced toward
Lupin.”/ just found his body. When did you find out?”

Lupin pointed to a Wizarding photograph on his desk.
“Rookwood’s minions love to gloat. Diana received this
an hour ago.”

Snape forced himself to look at the photograph. Oh,
Gooch... He tore his eyes away from the image of
Gooch’s contorted, terrified face and demanded, “The
bint blames you?”

“She’ll pull herself together,” Lupin quietly said.”She has
to yell at someone when shit like this goes down, and |
can take it. Better than her wasting time blaming her-
self.” Lupin’s gaze had returned toward the quad out-
side his window, through which he could look down
upon other students and professors travelling to and
from their classrooms. “She tried so hard to keep him
out of harm’s way.”

Snape inhaled sharply. “Even to the extent of leaving
him?”

Lupin sighed.”l don't know if any of that was actual self-
lessness. She does want someone always there for her.”

Snape sneered. “She’ll never find that. No one can. It's
not humanly possible.”

“No,”Lupin said, turning away from the window.”There’s
only knowing what you can bear,and bearing what you
know.”

Snape stepped toward Lupin, gripped his hands, and
said,“l choose to know you. Do not decide for me how
much | can bear.”

Lupin shut his eyes for a long, heartstopping moment,
as if Snape’s declaration had been a last straw — some-
how a something too much for Aim to bear. But just as
Snape was about to drop their hands, Lupin pulled him
close.Their mouths met in a kiss as fiery as the ones they
had shared by the fountain.

“Daccord,” Lupin finally said.“So be it.” Not letting go
of Snape, he Transfigured his desk chair into a pouffe
— one just wide enough to accommodate two closely
entwined men. As they sank down onto the cushion,

D’accord, d’accord by Mechaieh

Lupin aimed his wand at the map of the Metro and mur-
mured, “Les oiseaux s’envolent.” It shimmered into a map
of Chicago’s streets and tunnels, with numerous figure-
specks scattered throughout its grids, some stationary
and some moving.

“The birds fly away,” Lupin translated.
“Very romantic,” Snape observed.

“I suppose. Not why | picked it.| wanted something not
too long, not too close to a spell, and not so common
someone would say it in here by accident.”

“Not unlike a safeword,” Snape murmured. He was
amused both by the startled glance that Lupin shot him
and the considering look that replaced it.

“Really? Well. We'll save that for later.” Snape allowed
himself a smirk as Lupin shifted against him, trying to
get comfortable. Lupin brushed his lips against Snape’s
cheek and then said,”Any questions before | continue?”

“Just one,” Snape said. “You say ‘dah-core’ a lot. What
exactly does it mean?”

Lupin pressed another kiss against Snape’s forehead.”It
means, ‘Okay.’ Literally, it means ‘of agreement.’ De and
accord contract to d‘accord.”

Snape couldn't resist another smirk.“Yes, Professor,” he
said, infusing his tone with mock docility.

Lupin flushed, but simply said,“There is so much | want
— need — to share with you.”

Snape brought Lupin’s hand to his lips and pressed
a kiss against the worn knuckles. “D'accord” he
repeated, striving to emulate Lupin’s pronunciation
more precisely.”D’accord.”

“D’accord,” Lupin said.”Let us begin, then.”
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ideboard — keep. Sofa — dustbin. Bed —

A Bxfam.”

@ The quill obediently wrote down every

— word as Severus slowly circled the
ground floor. It was much easier to decide what
to keep and what not than he'd thought it would
be. His parents had not been wealthy, and most of
their furniture and possessions had only sentimen-
tal value, if that. The estate agent would doubtless
be pleased.

“Kitchen furniture — Oxfam. Pantry contents —
dustbin. Dishes — Oxfam.”

Remus hadn't so much as raised an eyebrow when
Severus informed him that he intended to sell Spinner’s
End.The house had stood vacant since Severus had been
pardoned five years ago, and it wasn't as if they had the
extra money to pay taxes on a decaying example of
company housing for the deserving and thrifty poor.
They lived outside of Hogsmeade now, with a yard and
an outbuilding Severus used for his potions by mail
business. It was time.

Besides, he needed the money if he was going to take
six months off this winter.

“Linens — secondhand shop. Pots and pans — Oxfam.”

The itch below his navel was back, worse than ever.
Severus made aface,sucked in his stomach,and reached
inside his trousers to scratch.

.

“Note to self — moisturizer at apothecary’s.
“Tell Remus it's because of winter eczema.”

He paused.

He sighed, stopped scratching, and rubbed his stomach
until the itch had eased.”Winter eczema”was as a good
an excuse as any, at least until early March. He had
no intention of ruining Remus’s birthday surprise by
showing any physical weakness, at least until he had to.

His trousers seemed tighter as he pulled his hand out,
and he was tempted to unzip his flies for a few minutes
of blessed relief. Only the knowledge that he'd have to
lie down to get them to zip again held him back.“Two
more weeks,” he murmured.“Can’t you wait that long?”

Of course there was no answer, nor had he expected
one. Poppy had told him that babies grew at their own

rate, not at their — gestational parent’s — convenience.
“Tell him now, before you start showing,” she'd said.”You
still have a male pelvis, which means you'll carry high.
Besides, he needs know.”

“If 1 tell him now, it won't be a birthday present,” he'd
said, with what he'd thought was impeccable logic.
Poppy had rolled her eyes, given him a prescription for
a vitamin potion,and told him to come back in a month.
He'd thought herinsistence that he'd show early tedious,
and said so as he exited.

Now it looked as though the tedious old besom was
right.

He hadn’t originally planned to get pregnant. The
article in Advanced Medical Potions on a male preg-
nancy potion had been a curiosity, nothing more. Then
Potter and Lovegood had shown up at the Bonfire Day
celebrations with the news that they were expecting
their first, not a month after Granger and Longbottom
had announced that they anticipated a blessed event.
Before Severus could so much as make a cutting remark
about disastrous results of Potter’s recklessness bred
to Lovegood’s vagueness, Remus had gone pale and
excused himself.Severus had found him at home, staring
at a picture of Nymphadora and slamming back drink
after drink. She had been the only woman he'd ever
been involved with, and it was clear that her death had
meant the end of more than a relationship to Remus.

Severus had cleaned Remus up and put him to bed,and
then spent most of the night considering his options.
Remus loved children and was clearly miserable at
the thought of everyone else having a family while he
didn’t,and a miserable Remus was not acceptable.That
meant a family, but how?

Adoption or fostering were out unless the Ministry
relaxed its laws on ex-criminals and werewolves being
suitable non-genetic parents. Surrogacy was prohibi-
tively expensive, even if they could find a woman willing
to be impregnated by one of them. Homunculi didn’t
live a normal lifespan and were usually deformed, and
waiting for a Wizarding child to be rejected by Muggle
parents might take decades.

That left one option,and though it would be uncomfort-
able and frequently painful, it was only nine months out
of his life. That Potter might well have an aneurysm at
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the thought of Severus carrying a baby for Remus made
it all the better.

Severus had checked the recipe, ordered the rarer
ingredients, and started brewing.

The potion had been a relatively simple variation on
Hermaphrodite Boreas, and Remus hadn't suspected a
thing when Severus turned into an aggressive bottom
in November.He'd conceived early in December, based
on the queasiness that started around Boxing Day, and
Poppy had confirmed the pregnancy shortly after New
Year's. She'd been shocked, and doubtless she wouldn't
be the last, but Remus would have the family he longed
for by September.

He rubbed his stomach again, smiling slightly at the
evidence of his condition. He'd first noticed his waist
getting thicker afew weeks earlier when his drawers had
felt snug, and he was now getting by with expansion
charms that grew as he did. His hair was thicker and less

oily,and hisface had beguntofillout as he puton weight.

By some miracle Remus hadn’t noticed the nascent
bulge, or how firm his belly was getting now that he was
in the second trimester.Unless Remus directly asked, he
wasn't going to tell until March 10™ , preferably after
he'd given Remus the shagging of his life.

“Note to self, warded: speak to Pomfrey re: clothing at
next antenatal visit.”

This would be the best birthday present Severus could
give, and he was determined to stay in his regular
clothes until then. It would also take at least that long
to find a maternity shop that offered anything suitably
tasteful instead of the shapeless, pastel horrors he'd
seen in Diagon Alley.

The itch had faded to a dull annoyance when the
doorbell rang. Severus frowned. Spinner’s End was still
warded against intruders, so it was likely a Muggle
collecting for charity or asking if he'd seen a missing
cat. His old paranoia flared regardless — there were still
people who wanted to avenge Albus’s death ten years
later, not to mention disposing of the few remaining
Death Eaters, and he loosened his wand in its sheath
before putting his eye to the peephole.

The skinny old man on the stoop seemed harmless
enough: shaggy white hair, thick white beard, rounded
shoulders. Something about him was vaguely familiar
— was he one of the regulars at the Spinning Jenny? A
retired plant worker?

Severus shifted his wand to his left hand and opened
the door a few inches.”Yes?”

“Good day to you.I'm looking for the family that used to
live here, the Snapes.” A shadow passed over the hawk-
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like face.”l know Mrs. Snape died a while back, but the
son —"

An old neighbor, then.Severus relaxed a bit and opened
the door.”I'm the son.What do you want?”

“You're — Sevy?” Before Severus could react the man
had flung his arms about him in a crushing embrace.
“I'm so glad I've found you! I've been asking for months,
but no one knew where you'd gone —"

Sevy??? Severus managed to pull back before whoever
this was choked him.”Sir! This display —*

“Oh lad.I'm sorry, don't know what come over me.” The
man stepped inside and shut the door. He frowned at
the barren hall.“You really are moving, then? Can't say
I'm surprised, the place was never the same after Lenie
died.Poor woman, she deserved better.”

“Lenie”had been his mother’s nickname.Only her family
and her Wizarding friends had called her that — what
was going on? “Who are you? And what do you want?”

“Sorry,l was forgetting myself.” The man grasped him by
the shoulders and looked him up and down.”You look
well, lad. Healthy for once, and it's good to see you've
put some meat on your bones. | know the Princes were
always lean, but | used to tell Lenie they weren't feeding
you right at that school —*

It was like being doused with a bucket of ice water on a
steamy summer day.Severus forced himself not to stare.
“Dad? Is that you?”

“Aye,son.” The eyes, the stoop,dear God the nose — how
had he not recognized him? “I'm sorry | didn’t write —
you still don't use a telephone, do you? | tried writing to
your school but the Headmistress said you didn’t work
there anymore.| came back here because Mrs. Harrison
down the street said she'd seen you about lately, and |
had to talk to you.”

“Your father? And you didn’t turn him into a potted
plant?” Remus poured a steaming cup of tea and added
sugar and milk.“That must have been a shock.”

“l wanted to. Believe me, it was a near thing.” Severus
started to lean forward and sat back when the waistband
of his trousers cut off his breath. He gulped half the tea
at once so Remus wouldn't notice. “Then he started
apologizing, and | was so shocked | couldn’t.”

“Apologizing? Good heavens.” Remus reached across
the table and began rubbing his hand in that way that
always calmed him down.”"How many years has it been?
Thirty?”

Severus nodded. “Almost. He disappeared right after
Mum'’s funeral. My grandmother told me that it was a
guilty conscience since he wasn't there the night she
died.” He frowned into his mug.“He was drunk all the



time, and when he didn't come back we all assumed
he'd died. | never thought he was alive, let alone that
he'd sobered up and had spent most of the last few
years looking for me.”

Remus thumbed through the pamphlets Severus
had brought home.“It looks like he’s found a sobriety
program. That must be why he wants to apologize. It's
part of the process sometimes.”

“Lovely.Just | need.” Severus closed his eyes. His father
had been a mean, nasty drunk, especially when he
was out of work. Why would he think his son would
welcome him back into his life? “That must be why he
gave me this.”

He drew a stiff white envelope out of his cloak and
tossed it across the table. Remus opened it, read, and
frowned.”A wedding invitation?”

7

“He found someone ‘in the first year of his sobriety.
Evidently she helped him dry out and he’s decided to
marry her.” There was a sudden wrench in his gut at the
thought of someone, anyone, taking his mother’s place.
“Poor woman, she'll learn.”

Remus turned the envelope over and read the address.
“l'assume I'm ‘and friend"?”

Severus sat up and snapped his fingers at the pantry. It
was definitely time for chocolate biscuits. “Oh, yes. He
apologized for that, too. Said he hadn’t known about
the civil partnership or he'd have included you on the
invitation.”

“So he’s not a homophobe at least. That's a point in his
favor,” murmured Remus. “Enid Elliot — where have |
heard that name before? It sounds familiar.”

“That movie about the ballet dancer?” The biscuit tin
opened and positioned itself between them. Severus
selected the most heavily coated digestive and took
a bite.

“Maybe.It'sa common enough name,| suppose.” Remus
tapped his fingers against the table.”Well. If we're going,
we'll need Muggle clothes. I'll have to dust off that
tweed blazer, | suppose.”

“Muggle — | never said we were going!” Severus
coughed as half the biscuit went down the wrong way.
He swallowed the rest of his tea before he choked.”Are
you mad?”

The teapot poured him a fresh cup. Remus waited for
him to stop coughing.“l think we should, actually. It's
what, two hours including the reception? If it's unbear-
able we can apparate home easily enough.”

Severus shook his head.”It's the day before your birthday.
I thought we were going out of town to celebrate!” He'd
made the reservations at a cozy small hotel right after
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Poppy had given him the good news. Spending most
of Saturday in a grotty little reception hall with his
father and his new wife was about as romantic as
cleaning the chimney.

“Severus.” Remus would not let him look away. “He’s
trying. You should at least meet him halfway. We'll still
have Saturday night and all of Sunday to celebrate.”

He never had been able to resist Remus when he was
sensible and calm. Severus made a face anyway. “All
right. But | reserve the right to say 'l told you so'if it's a
complete cock-up.”

“That’s the spirit!” Remus came around the table and
kissed him on the top of the head.”If nothing else, we'll
have a good laugh out of it. Did | ever tell you about the
wedding | attended where the flower girl leaned over
and showed everyone her knickers?”

“I missed that one,” murmured Severus. He tilted his
head back for another kiss. Remus tasted of tea and
biscuits.”"How charming.”

“It gets worse.The reception was outdoors, and halfway
through a swarm of bees attacked the cake. | thought
the bride was going to have a fit.” Remus chuckled.”And
of course no one knew a spell for getting rid of bees so
we had to do without.”

“l can imagine.” Severus reluctantly let Remus stand
up and start clearing the tea dishes. They'd have to
start dinner soon, and then he'd had to check the “Will
attend” box on the reply cards his future stepmother
— stepmother! — had included in the invitation and
walk it down to the Muggle post box. The exercise
would do him good, and he could pick up a copy of
the paper while he was at it. The local menswear shop
was allegedly having a sale, and the sooner he started
looking for a suit, the better.

It wasn't as if he'd been able to squeeze into his old Mod
suit for the last twenty years, let alone now.

Severus hadn’t been in St. John the Baptist since
a Muggle cousin’s wedding the year before Potter
arrived at Hogwarts. That had been a monstrously
expensive affair, with the bride in a two meter train, a
boys’ choir singing anthems, and a thurifer censing the
aisle with smoke before the wedding party appeared.
The coughing from the pews hadn't ended until the
recessional, and even the priest had looked a bit green.

Toby and his intended had chosen one of the side
chapels; it was a second marriage with a middle aged
bride, so a full dress ceremony would have been even
more tasteless than the usual brawl. The Lady Chapel
was a far better choice, even with shockingly modern
altar frontal showing an abstract Virgin holding a Child
that looked rather like a raisin.
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“Thisis alovely building.Did your family attend?” Remus
had paused by the elaborate baptismal font in the nave.
That at least hadn’t changed.

“Sometimes. | was christened here. | think my father
had bet on the winner at the Grand National so he
could afford the reception.” Severus joined him by
the font. They didn't live anywhere near Halifax, but he
couldn’t help wondering what it would be like to have
their child baptized here.”It's original 15" century work,
you know.”

“It's beautiful,” said Remus. He gave Severus a sidelong
look. “Makes me wish we could wear robes. It would
match the church at least.”

One of the guests, a skinny woman who reeked of
cigarettes, tottered by on painfully high spiked heels.
Severus made a face at the smoky reek.“We'd have to
pretend we were in a play. Not worth the trouble.”

“I suppose.” Remus gave the font a final once-over and
let Severus guide him toward the chapel.“At least you
found a decent suit.”

“I'm glad you think so.” The tailor had suggested that a
suit in a larger size would be more economical than an
elasticized waistband. Severus had tipped him double,
muttered something about a glandular condition that
would eventually correct itself, and held his ground. It
was just as well, too. His waist had thickened abruptly
over the past few days, and even with the elastic the
trousers were a bit tight. “It was the least objection-
able choice.”

“Charcoal gray suits you.” Remus let a hand linger on
his arm as a plump, sweating usher escorted them to
the first pew on the groom’s side. A woman Severus
thought might have been a distant cousin scooted over
to make room. “You look good.”

Severus nodded. One or two of the guests were clearly
relatives,including a great-aunt who had always treated
his mother abominably. The rest seemed to be friends,
or possibly members of Toby’s sobriety group. A large
proportion seemed to be smokers, and he swallowed
bile as a too-thin woman drenched in perfume plopped
down directly behind him.

Mercifully, someone opened a door and he took a gulp
of fresh air. Remus frowned."Are you all right? It’s a bit
close in here —*

“I'm fine. Too much musk in that perfume.” Severus
glanced about, then cast a cleansing charm on the air.
“What time is it? It should have started by now.”

“Not quite half past two — oh.Here's the vicar, and that
must be your father?”
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“Thank God.” Toby, looking more stuffed than Severus
felt, took his place beside the mosaic altar. The priest
adjusted her glasses and nodded to the side, and the
greatorganin the nave began the first chords of Clarke’s
Trumpet Voluntary.

The ceremony was surprisingly simple, and surprisingly
dignified. Enid, who turned out to be a stately, perfectly
coiffed matron, wore a champagne colored suit and
a small veiled hat, and was escorted by her adult son.
Toby, blushing violently, took her hands and vowed to
“continue in my sobriety” in addition to the usual “love
honor and cherish” nonsense, and Enid wept a little
before promising the same. The vicar smiled, a soloist
with a noticeable tremolo sang,and almost before it had
sunk in that Enid was his stepmother and her son was
his stepbrother (stepbrother!), Severus was watching
the newlyweds recess to a thundering version of the
Wedding March from A Midsummer Night's Dream.

The congregation rose as the music faded away with
a faint blat from a elderly vox humana stop. Remus
stepped into the aisle and let their pewmate slide past.
“Where's the reception?”

“The social hall is this way.” Severus felt another twinge
of nausea as he got a whiff of his second cousin George’s
aftershave.”Pray that they used an outside caterer.Some
of the WI can cook, but | wouldn't trust anything with
dairy init.”

“Noted.” Remus paused in the doorway.”This part looks
modern. Too bad they couldn’t have adapted an old
undercroft.Those are much more attractive.”

“Only a were — only you could possibly derive pleasure
from a wedding reception surrounded by monkish
tombs.” Severus led him to the rear of the receiving
line.He still wondered what he was doing here,and why
Remus had insisted on attending.

A few of the guests stared at him, and one or two
scowled as they realized that Toby’s Boy had turned
out a poof the way they'd always predicted. Severus
straightened his back and returned each sneer with
interest.They hadn't given a damn when Toby drank up
his pay packet and screamed at his wife and son, so why
should he pay any mind to them now?

“What should I call them?” murmured Remus.They were
almost to Toby and Enid, and Enid’s children from her
first marriage. Completely average Muggles, every one,
and Severus had to grit his teeth at the blindingly pink
dress the daughter had worn as her mother’s brides-
maid.

“I've no idea.| used to call him ‘Dad,’ but now he wants
me to call him‘Toby,’ God knows why.”



“I should probably let him decide.” Remus shook hands
with the girl in pink and introduced them both. The
girl grinned through shimmering lip gloss and threw
her arms about them both, babbling about how Toby
had told them about his son, and how happy she was
to meet them both at last, and did they know any cute
single men because she hadn’t found anyone in Halifax
who had a brain? Severus was tempted to say that Percy
Weasley was considered good looking in some quarters
and was planning to move north as soon as he finished
his parole, but decided against it. Even Percy deserved
better than this.

“Severus? I'm so glad you came, son.” Tobias Snape,
looking like an emaciated Father Christmas, gave him
an awkward hug.“And you must be —"

“Remus Lupin.Pleased to meet you, sir.” Remus held out
his hand.“Thank you for inviting me.”

“Nonsense.Of course we wanted you here.” Enid handed
her bouquet to her son and stretched up on her toes to
kiss Remus lightly on the cheek.”You're family now.”

She turned to Severus and kissed him as well, a gentle
peck that felt surprisingly good. “I've wanted to meet
you for years. It wouldn't have felt right if you'd stayed
away.”

“Madam,” said Severus. He hadn't known what to
expect — a hardened pub crawler? A religious fanatic
with pamphlets railing against the evils of drink and
gay marriage? A scrawny youngd thing who'd married
his father out of a daddy fixation? Up close she looked
almost familiar, handsome and clear eyed, with the
straight back and calm, intelligent expression of a
woman who wasn't easily fazed.

To his horror, he felt a slight prick of tears in his eyes.
She wasn’t supposed to be kind. Or like Remus. Or welcome
me.

Damn hormones.
“Thank you for inviting us.”

“Thank you for coming. Both of you.” Enid smiled, then
stepped back into line and retrieved her bouquet. Her
gaze swept him up and down.“We must talk later —
Toby’s so proud of you, running your own business.”

“Proud?” Severus was vaguely aware of Remus nodding
his agreement.

“Aye, son.| was always worried about you after you went
to school, and then your mum died — “ Toby shook his
head. His beard was neatly trimmed, probably for the
wedding.”l was too drunk to do right by you then, but
| mean to make it up to you now. You and your friend
— partner both. It does me good to see you settled and

happy.”
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Severus nodded, unable to think of a coherent reply.
Remus let himself be hugged, then drew Severus
aside as another well-wisher pumped Toby’s arm while
congratulating him on staying sober and finding such a
fine figure of a woman.

“He’s not so bad,” said Remus under his breath. Severus
shook his head.

“That’s because he’s sober. Once he gets a taste of
champagne —“

“It's sparkling grape juice. Mum insisted because half
the guests are former clients.” Enid’s son snagged a
glass of pale yellow liquid from a tray.”Toby's one of her
great success stories, actually. He's been sober for three
years and counting. She never would have married him
otherwise.”

“Threeyears? Dotell.” And why couldn’the have sobered
up when his wife and son needed him? Severus barely
noticed as Remus steered him toward the buffet. His
stomach churned at the thought that she had managed
what his mother never had.

The food was exactly what he had expected: sausage
rolls, quiche, iced cakes of all sorts. Most of it seemed
harmless, despite an lIrish expatriate who had antici-
pated St. Patrick’s Day with a green jelly shaped like a
shamrock. There even was a plate of sliced vegetables
and several varieties of seasoned hummus and dips
that smelled —

That smelled —
Like yogurt that had started to turn.

Perfume.Smoke. Spicy food that had been out too long.
Severus clamped his mouth against a sudden flood of
bile, ground out something about it being too hot in
this wretched place, and bolted for the gents.

The handicapped stall was big enough that he could
kneel and vomit into the toilet without having his legs
stick out into the rest of the bathroom. He groaned,
leaned against the wall, and doubled over as another
spasm emptied his stomach completely. So much for
Poppy's cheery confidence that the nausea had ended
after the second month.

Somehow he managed to flush before the smell made
him sick again. He waited for his stomach to settle
before pulling himself upright and lurching toward the
sink. A spell restored his clothes and cleaned the sweat
from his face, and another freshened his breath. He
breathed deeply through his mouth until he was sure
he wouldn't embarrass himself, splashed water on his
face and straightened his tie,and opened the door.
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“Here. You don't want to be sick again before the
reception ends.” Enid, calm as ever, held out a vial of
Mother Carey’s Best Morning Sickness Remedy.“l used
it whenever | was pregnant.”

Severus stared down at the vial.Poppy had recommend-
editto him at his first antenatal visit,and he kept a small,
unmarked supply in the pocket of his working robes.
How had a Muggle gotten her hands on it?

And how did a Muggle know that a man might need a
potion certified as safe for pregnancy?

“You — Madam — | —“

“Privatus.” Enid waved her fingers in a familiar pattern.
“I work for the Calderdale Royal substance abuse unit
these days, but | started out at St. Mungo's.”

Severus stared at her. Now that he knew, he could just
make out the shadow of a wand sheath in the left sleeve
of her jacket.”You're a witch.”

“Quite true. Hufflepuff, if you must know.” She uncorked
the tiny bottle and wrapped his fingers about it.“"Here,
drink this before you're sick again. You should have
taken some before the reception, you know.”

Severus scowled but complied. The remaining nausea
settled almost immediately, and he rubbed his stomach
in relief. “I had no idea someone would bring cumin
flavored dip.” He paused.“How did you know?”

“That you were a wizard, or that you were pregnant?”
Enid conjured a glass of cold water and held it to his
lips until he drank. “You need to rehydrate after that
— better, yes?”

“Yes. And as to how you knew —*

“I believe you know my sister Poppy?” His shock must
have been obvious, based on how quickly she contin-
ued. “Yes, my maiden name is Pomfrey. I'm Poppy's
youngest sister, the one who left the Wizarding World
about the time You-Know-Who rose the second time.
My first husband was a Muggle and our children aren’t
magical, so naturally | wanted to protect them.”

“Naturally.” The water washed the remaining taste of
vomit from his mouth. Severus drained it and transfig-
ured it into a handkerchief.”l assume you kept in touch
with your sister?

”

“As much as | could without endangering my children,
said Enid.”l knew who you were the minute | looked up
Toby’s medical records and saw that his next of kin was
a son named 'S.Snape.”

“And of course you're back in contact with Poppy, and
of course she let slip that her old colleague was up the
duff. Perfectly understandable.” Severus curled his lip at
the thought.
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Enid folded her arms across her chest and glared at him.
The resemblance to Poppy was suddenly obvious. “Of
course not.She doesn’t want to lose her license.

“No, | knew the moment | saw you. You've been in the
Prophet enough that | knew you shouldn't have that.”
She tapped his belly with a sturdy finger. “I doubt
anyone else in there has an inkling of your condition,
but when you left so suddenly | had a hunch it was
morning sickness. How far along are you?”

There was a plain carved bench a few feet down the
hallway. Severus gestured toward it and waited for Enid
to settle herself and arrange her skirt before sinking
onto the hard surface himself.”Almost four months.” He
hesitated.”Remus doesn’t know yet. It’s a surprise until
his birthday tomorrow.”

“Almost four months and you haven't told him?
Goodness, you're cutting it a bit close.” Enid folded her
hands in her lap.“I'll breaks the news to your father if
you like — yes, he knows I'm a witch. We met in the
casual ward at St. Monica's when he decided to stop
drinking —"“

“He went to a Wizarding Hospital?”

“It was the only place where he could talk about your
mother,and about you.” She laid a hand on his arm.”He
loved her very much, you know.”

“Forgive meifl can’t believe that.” Severus did notbother
to hide the bitterness.”If it's true, he had a peculiar way
of demonstrating it.”

Enid took his hands in both of hers. Her palms were
surprisingly smooth. “He knows that, Severus. He
blamed himself for years for not noticing how sick she
was, and for treating her and you so badly. That’s why
he started drinking — he couldn’t provide for his family
when you were small,and the pain was too much.Then
your mother died, and he couldn't face it, or you.

“He was half-dead when | met him again at Calderdale
Royal, and I'm still surprised that he found the strength
to pull himself back from the edge. He’s been trying to
find you for at least a year so he could make amends.”

Severus could not face her, not when the prickle was
back just under his lashes.”He'll change his mind when
he finds out about my condition. | daresay a pregnant
man can't be easily explained to his friends.”

“You arent giving him enough credit. All he can talk
about is how happy he is that you didn't curse him on
sight, and that you've found someone at last even if it’s
aman.He'll be thrilled to find out he'll be a grandfather.”
Enid laughed and patted him on the shoulder. “We'll
tell my children that you're adopting. Roger’s girlfriend
is talking marriage and babies, and he'll welcome the
chance to see what it’s like with a niece or nephew.”



“He may flee in horror after he babysits for the first time.”
Severus still had vivid memories of a newborn Draco
Malfoy pissing on the vicar at Malfoy Maior during the
most expensive christening of the year.

Enid laughed and rose to her feet."He may at that! He’s
a bit young for a family to my mind, but we’ll see.” She
raised an eyebrow.”Would you escort me back into the
hall, Severus? The dancing should start soon.”

Severus tucked her hand through his elbow. “I'd be
honored.” He paused as she dropped the privacy spell
and rearranged her hat.“Thank you.”

“It's the least | can do,” said Enid.

The rest of the reception was quite ordinary. A cake was
cut,photos were taken,and the newlyweds danced their
first dance. Severus’ appetite had returned enough that
he was able to finish a plate of finger foods and a slice
of wedding cake, although he'd avoided the cumin dip.
He'd talked with his new siblings, exchanged addressed
with two cousins who had turned out much better than
expected, and enjoyed a discreet dance with Remus
once Uncle Algernon and his “great and good friend”
Trevor led off a surprisingly vigorous jitterbug. It had
been almost nine when Mr.and Mrs. Snape departed for
a week in Paris.

Now he and Remus were safely checked into their luxury
suite at the Albertus Arms, and Remus was taking his
turn in the shower. Severus had gone first, and it had
been a foretaste of heaven to strip off his clothes and
wash away the last traces of smoke and grime and sweat
under a steaming waterfall shower.

The quiet flicker of flames from the fireball was the only
sound in the room.Severus glanced over his shoulder to
make sure that Remus was still in the shower, unknot-
ted the sash of the hotel's complimentary terry cloth
dressing gown, and let the garment fall open.

The itch on his stomach had come back right after
the happy couple had left in a shower of confetti and
good wishes, and it had been agony to wait this long
before moisturizing his lower abdomen. He'd made his
own stretch mark salve, of course, with plenty of cocoa
butter and healing ointments, and now he summoned
it from his luggage and scooped out a generous dollop.
He wasn’'t normally vain, but the pictures in Poppy’s
maternity magazines had convinced him that being
permanently marked was not a desirable souvenir of
pregnancy, especially since he'd end up with a caesar-
ian scar regardless.

The cream was smooth, white, and smelled faintly of
chocolate from the cocoa butter.Severus could not help
sighing in relief as the uncomfortable tightness across
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his lower abdomen eased a bit. Soon his condition
would be obvious, and then no one, not even Potter or
Weasley, could believe that Remus was no more than a
passing fancy.

“Here. Let me help.” Before he could react Remus had
come up behind him, plucked the tub of salve from
his hand, and started gently rubbing it onto the itchi-
est spot. “You're getting nice and round. When are
you due?”

"

“Early September, and — Severus froze. Remus
chuckled, the low, throaty sound that meant he was
pleased, and then he was kneeling in front of Severus
to cradle his stomach in both hands, a look of such
devotion on his face that Severus had to remind himself
to breathe.”You knew.You knew. How?"

Remus kissed him just below the navel and rested his
cheek against the bulge. “Besides you not fitting into
your clothes? You started to smell different around
Christmas time — all those hormones, you know. Then
you stopped drinking, even wine, and you started
taking vitamins.I'd seen that potions magazine when it
came out and | couldn’t help wondering.” He caressed
the swell.”But | didn't know until just now. Lily used the
same cream for stretch marks, you know.!'ll never forget
how it smelled.”

“It's a popular recipe.” Severus shuddered and grabbed
the back of a chair for support as Remus carefully
explored every inch of his belly, from underside to
shallow navel.”l assume you're pleased?”

“Very much so.” Another kiss, this one low on the curve,
and another delighted laugh.“We're having a baby. Us.
Oh, love — you should have said something.”

“l was planning to tell you tomorrow.” Severus stroked
the graying hair as carefully as Remus had touched
his body. Remus sighed with pleasure and nuzzled
his stomach a final time before rising to his feet. He
wrapped his arms about Severus in a tight hug, close
enough that Severus shivered at the pressure on his
abdomen.Soon they wouldn't be to do this face to face,
not if he got as big as Poppy thought he would, and he
took a step toward the bed.”Tonight | wanted to make
you scream.”

“Oh, did you?” Remus moved past him and stretched
out on the pristine sheets. The firelight brought out the
gold in his hair, and he was so beautiful that Severus
forgot all about his plans for a long, leisurely seduction.
“Maybe | should do the same to you.”

“Do tell.” Two long strides, and Severus had joined him.
He straddled the lean hips and leaned forward so that
the bump looked even bigger than it was.”You'd best
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remember that next year when we'll have a crying,
teething, excreting infant. It's your baby, after all.”

Remus grinned and pulled him down into a long, fierce
kiss, one hand between them to cup the swell.”l won't
forget. Promise.”

“Good.” Severus smiled against his lips. He ground
downward until Remus moaned.”I'm doing all the work,
it'’s only fair —“

Later, when the fire had burned low and they had worn
each other out, the clock struck midnight. Severus,
almost asleep, felt Remus shift beside him and spoon
up against his back. “Happy birthday, Remus,” he
whispered.

Remus stroked his leg, then his chest, then rubbed
slow, almost reverent circles on the rounded belly.”Best
birthday ever. Best present.”

“You say that every year,” Severus murmured. Remus
was warm and the bed was soft, and without thinking
about it he reached down for the hand covering their
child and gave it a squeeze. By now Enid would have
told his father,and if Toby was sincere about reconciling,
the baby would have a real family, not just two middle
aged wizards.

“This year it's true.We're having a baby.” Remus yawned
and wriggled closer.”G'night, love.”

“Good night.” Severus settled into a comfortable
position on his left side and laced his fingers through
Remus’s. His partner was happy, and their child would
be loved by many, not just a few.

Happy birthday indeed.
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“= Qwn My Heart =~
by Stasia

'év)erus satinthe darkened room,brooding. The
Window to his right showed rolling fields, with
@ a hint, far in the distance, of the sea, all under

_~ the light of a fitful moon. He sat unmoving,
eyes fixed on the figure in the bed before him.

The figure lay still for now, but the disarray of the sheets
and the blankets crumpled at the foot of the bed spoke
of earlier tossing and turning. Just as Severus leaned
forward to place his hand gently on his forehead, the
invalid jerked sharply in the bed. His eyes came half
open, showing pure gold in the dim light.

“Fenrir, you can't—I won't let you... No!” He tangled in
the sheets, recoiling as Severus tried to pull them away
from his twisted limbs. “Please, please...” he trailed off,
his voice hoarse and desperate.

Severus grasped him by the shoulders. “Lupin,you must
listen to me. You are not with the pack any more. You
are safe.Greyback is dead.” He shook Remus slightly, but
the gold eyes staring up at him held no recognition.

“I can't let you... he's mine. | have a claim.” This time
Remus spoke with total authority, and Severus was so
startled by the repetition of the words he'd heard more
than five years before that he dropped Remus’ limp
body back onto the bed. Remus showed no sign of
noticing the rough treatment; he was far too lost in the
past to see anything in the present.

Severus sank back into his seat. At the time, he'd tried
to ask Remus why he'd acted the way he had, why hed
challenged Greyback, but Remus had simply looked at
him with terrible cold eyes and told him to get on with
it, if he was prepared. Then, the reminder of what the
Headmaster had told him shocked him to silence, but
now he found himself burning with curiosity.

He kept asking until Remus threatened to stop visiting
him in Azkaban, but that hadn’t made him less curious.
Once he had been released from prison, his curiosity
had to take a back seat to survival. He had no idea how
Remus had talked Potter into championing his cause
with the Wizengamot, but however it was done, it was
done completely: he was acquitted, not pardoned.

Once he had settled into a comfortable life, he learned
he wasn't as suited to solitude as he'd thought. The
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first time Remus visited him, he'd been so pathetically
grateful that he'd completely embarrassed himself by
nearly begging him to stay for dinner.

Remus continued to visit regularly, only skipping when
he was forced to travel for his work. Severus attrib-
uted his unease during the times when Remus didn't
visit twice a week to residual stress from Azkaban and
forced himself to ignore how often he checked the skies
for owls and peeked out the door looking for surprise
visitors.

Severus spent the rest of the night casting cooling spells
over Remus and trying not to think of the strange way
Remus had acted the last time he visited.

The next morning, Potter peeked around the door.
“You're here,Snape? When did you get here?” He carried
a tray filled with a full day’s food for at least three hearty
eaters and Remus’ entire daily prescription of potions
for the day. He took one look at Severus’face and set the
tray down on a table on the far side of the bed. “What?
Did something happen?”

“What do you remember of the time just before you
found the last Horcrux, Potter?”

Potter’s face tightened in thought. “Not much. Things
were pretty crazy then. Ron was here,and Hermione was
dividing her time between researching how to destroy
the Horcruxes and helping me to find them. Why?”

Severus was silent for a moment, his gaze fixed on
Remus. “Because something else happened. Something
with the wolf pack Greyback controlled.” Severus stood,
drifting almost unconsciously to stroke Remus’ hair
away from his flushed cheeks. “I need to find out what
was really happening.”

Potter crossed his arms. “Well,you'll have a hell of a time
doing it. Greyback is dead, remember?”

Severus controlled his sudden urge to shake the boy. “I
know that, you whelp. | was there. | saw the moment
when Re-Lupin killed him....” He saw the image of
Remus’ face, not triumphant as he'd expected it to be
when Remus finally killed the werewolf responsible
destroying so many lives, but desolate, as if Remus were
aware of something else, some pain Severus hadn't
been able to see. “I saw it happen,” he finished softly.
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Potter approached the bed and tried to straighten the
sheets. After a few fruitless tugs, he waved his wand and
the sheets twitched straight, returning to shimmering
white. “He’s almost the last one. There’s only one other
who's lasted this long, so if you think there’s anything
you can do, you'll have to hurry.” He waved his wand
again and Remus was propped up into a semi-seated
position. The urgency of his voice contrasted with his
smooth movements.

Severus stepped backwards, startled. “The last one?
What, all the other werewolves are dead of this? How
long has this been going on?”

Potter reached for a bowl! from the tray and began to
spoon porridge into Remus’ mouth, expertly catching
the drips. Severus watched, realising that the confident
way Potter handled the feeding implied a much longer
illness than he'd previously thought.

“How long?” he repeated harshly.

Potter looked away from Remus’ face. “A little more
than two weeks now. The younger ones all died almost
immediately. The older ones died more slowly, but it
seemed to hurt them more. We didn't even connect it
to Remus at first—he’s one of the few who's come out of
the pack to live like a hum—to live with people. The rest
all stayed with the pack in the Forest. We didn’t know
anything was wrong until the latest alpha, Badelt, got
sick.” Potter put the mostly empty bowl back on the
table and began the careful process of wiping Remus’
face clean.

“Badelt contacted the Werewolf Office, and they came
screaming to Remus as soon as they saw the initial
death count. Remus brought it to me and...”His hands
fell to his lap,”And then he caught it. | was so afraid, but
he hung on and hung on. And so did the other man, but
the only thing we can find that they have in common is
that they've been the longest on Wolfsbane, so we—"

“Called me.” Severus' face was buried in his hands. He
let his hands slide into his hair,where they clenched into
fists. “You should have called sooner, Potter. We could
have tried to save the others—if it's been two weeks
since Lupin fell ill—"

“No,” interrupted Potter. “No, it's been two weeks since
the pack started dying. Remus has been here about
three days.”

Severus went cold. He'd seen Remus just a little less
than a month ago. If Potter was correct, Lupin had lost
nearly a stone in a bit less than a week. He got to his
feet. “Where are the bodies, Potter? The other werewolf
who's alive? Where are they?”
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Potter turned to face him. “The other man? | think
Badelt’s on this floor, a few doors down.” He paused.
“The bodies, though? The Ministry burned them. You
might be able to catch the last two corpses before St
Mungo’s gives them over to the Ministry, but the rest are
gone. I'll show you where the last of them should be.”

Severus stormed towards the door and then he stopped.
“No, I need to see the living one first. But you have to get
them to stop burning the corpses. | need to see them, to
run tests. And | want all the files on this—what’s been
tried, what's been done.”

Potter looked at him, his expression bleak. “There’s
nothing, sir. They didn’t run any tests.”

Severus felt like he'd been struck on the head. “The
mediwizards haven't tried to find out what this is?
What if it's contagious to non-lycanthropes? What if it's
curable?”

Potter’s face twisted. “The Minister told Remus that it
doesn’t matter, a few werewolves here or there. He's
burning the bodies because he thinks it is contagious...”
Potter looked at Remus, who was thrashing again in
the bed. “I brought you here because | can’t let him die
without trying everything, and you're the only one who
knows what’s really in Remus’ Wolfsbane; | know you
modified it.” He raised his head and stared at Severus.
“You have to save him, Snape. You just... save him.”

Severus held his gaze. “l will.” He knew he might not be
able to keep his word, but he was aware of how much
he owed Remus, how much of his life would be empty
if Remus were dead, how much he—he refused to think
about how he felt.

As he stalked down the corridor to find the other
werewolf, he suddenly recalled that he'd been feeling ill
himself for the past month. He knew he'd felt a connec-
tion to Remus ever since the scene in the Forest, but
could this be connected to that? Behind him, he heard
Potter’s quick steps in the other direction.

It was easy to find the room Badelt was in. It was
almost as if he could see something in the air in front
of the room, some floating dark shape. He blinked, but
the shape remained cloudy and inchoate. He strode
through it and into the room.

The first thing that struck him was the smell. There was
a scent of pine and of pitch, but Severus assumed those
came from the clothes tossed into a pile in the corner.
The man himself shone with sweat that gave off the
rank odour of sulphur and a strange sharp bitterness.
Above all was the clear scent of oncoming death.

Severus gave himself a moment to acclimate, then
moved to the bed. The patient was emaciated—whatev-
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er this disease was, it ate away at the afflicted terribly.
Severus saw that Badelt was too far gone to be able to
respond to him at all. With a sinking stomach, Severus
pulled out his wand, closed his eyes for a long moment,
then opened them and whispered, “Legilimens”.

Immediately he was drowning in sensation—he felt his
body wasting, his heart burning up inside him. Gritting
his teeth, Severus pushed through to older memories.
He looked for memories of when Badelt had first
noticed he was sick. There was a flash of Remus, and
Severus stopped. Carefully, he teased that memory out,
but it was just Remus visiting the pack. It must have
been relatively recent; Severus knew Remus hadn't had
any robes as nice as that until after the war’s end.

That memory of Remus led to others; Severus followed
the chain of memories, watching Remus get younger
and shabbierin each. The memories were coloured with
some desperate emotion; it wasn't until he saw Badelt
put his hand on Remus’ shoulder only to have it shaken
off that Severus realised he was seeing unrequited love.
A flare of hot jealousy burning its way up his throat, he
slipped further in, only to come to another halt when he
saw himself, desperate and nearly broken.

The snatch of memory triggered his own, and he
watched, horrified.

Severus knows he’s miscalculated the moment Greyback
doesn’t acknowledge his status as the Dark Lord’s emissary.
However, his plan for backing out of the situation graceful-
ly dies with the feral smile that stretches across Greyback’s
face.

“You know where we are,” Greyback says. “You could lead
others here.” He stands proudly, unconcerned that he’s a
good ten centimetres shorter than Severus. “You'll pay for
that, and then the Dark Lord will know he can't just throw
me around like he does the lot of you.”

Severus knows he can just Apparate away, so he sneers
at the disgusting creature in front of him. “If anyone is
going to pay for this travesty, it will be you,” he says. Just
as he concentrates to Apparate to the Dark Lord, he sees
Lupin’s face over Greyback’s shoulder, and the agony on it
distracts him.

“Oh,”Greybackpurrs, his smile nowincandescently malevo-
lent, “ wouldn't try that. We had our resident wizard put
up barriers so you can’t run away like the coward we know
you really are.”

Severus'temper begins to burn, but as it’s full daylight now
and weeks from the full moon, he knows he’s in no danger
of being turned. He glances at Lupin, but Lupin’s face is
mirror-calm now. “I'm no coward. | just don't like filth, and
the longer | stand here with all of you animals, the more

58

cleansing | will need.” He hears the first few angry growls
and tips his chin up slightly, his wand ready to fall into his
hand and his two favourite curses in the back of his mind.

Greyback’s smile tilts, and he chuckles. “You'll smell a lot
more when we're done with you.” He steps forward and is
just reaching for Severus’shoulder when Lupin’s voice cuts
across the clearing.

“I can't let you...he's mine. | have a claim.” Lupin stands
slightly separated from the rest of the pack; only one other
werewolf stands near him. That werewolf’s eyes are on
Lupin and Severus recognises the hopeless look in them.

He snarls, “I'm no one’s but my—Lord’s.” The sound of his
voice is drowned in the mocking laughter of Greyback,
who turns to face Lupin.

“You'd challenge me, for this?”

Lupin steps forward, face tight and pale. “I do.” He begins
to pull his shirt off when Greyback turns and lunges at
Severus. Severus flinches back, wand out.

“Petrificus Totalus, he screams, but nothing happens. Then
Greyback’s hands are on him, and they are hot and heavy,
the nails like claws in the flesh of his shoulder. He feels
them scrabble at his neck, and then they’re pulled away.
Lupin is there, his shirt half off and his eyes pure gold.
Greyback spins and throws himself at Lupin, who falls
easily backwards, hitting the ground with a thump.

Greyback snaps forward, trying to bite Lupin’s neck,
but somehow Lupin slithers out from under him and
away, dashing straight to where Severus lies. The other
werewolves have left a small space around Severus, many
of them looking away from him; he hears others whisper
curses at him.

Lupin doesn't reach Severus; Greyback catches his foot and
pulls him back. Severus sees the other werewolf, the one
who'd looked so hopelessly at Lupin, across the cleared
space—nhis face is tight with horror. Severus looks back at
the fight to see if he can see what is so horrifying.

Lupin is on the bottom again, and one of Greyback’s claws
has pierced his neck. The blood is shockingly red against
Lupin's dreadful pallor. Lupin convulses and surges
forward; his legs brace on Greyback and push him off.

There is a pause while the two combatants stand panting,
facing each other. Lupin is slightly bent over; Greyback’s
back is bloody. Severus tries to think of when Lupin could
have caught his back, but he can't. Greyback shifts to the
left and Lupin follows, and Severus wants to scream that
it’s a feint, that Lupin shouldn't follow, but then it’s too late
and they've closed again.

The two werewolves are nothing but a tangle of arms and
legs onthe ground, Greyback’s growl punctuated by Lupin’s
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deeper one. Someone yelps, and they pull apart. Lupin’s
mouth is bloody, and Severus starts to move forward to
help, but there’s no time. Greyback is moving again. He
dives forward but Lupin is faster. He shifts just a little, and
it’s clear that he’s tired, but Greyback is tiring more. As they
turn, Severus can see that Greyback's arm hangs at the
wrong angle.

Suddenly Greyback pulls back, his malicious smile return-
ing. He lifts his right hand, which is covered in blood from
Lupin’s neck, rubs his own bloody shoulder, then places
his palm flat against his chest. “Imperium Animus,” he
whispers.

Lupin cries out, eyes burning in a dead white face. He
throws himself forward, arms stretching, fingers looking
almost like long claws and he catches Greyback’s chin. It’s
clear that he’s aimed himself badly—he’s going to move
past Greyback, but before Greyback can take advantage
of this, Lupin closes his hand around Greyback’s chin,
and yanks.

The snapping sound of Greyback’s neck fills the clearing.
Lupin lifts his face to look at Severus, and Severus sees
a flicker of some terrible pain; then Lupin’s face closes
to him.

“Get out of here,” he whispers. “Get on with it, if you are
prepared.”

Severus stumbled back from the bed, gasping deep
breaths of the thick air, but his head didn't’ clear. He
hadn't let himself think of that scene in five years. Now,
the memory had been impossible to escape.

He'd had time to see that, unfortunately, Badelt had
no more understanding of what Greyback’s last words
meant than Severus did.

Severus turned back to the bed and reached out again
to see if he could find more memories. Surely there was
something useful here. When he looked into Badelt’s
face, he realised two things simultaneously: Badelt
had been the werewolf standing next to Remus in the
clearing,and he was dead.

Severus stood for a few minutes beside the bed and
wondered why Remus hadn't returned this man’s
feelings. He knew Remus preferred men and this man
must have been dependable and decent, if he'd been
the pack alpha for five years. Giving up, Severus pulled
the sheet up over Badelt’s face and left the room.

Potter was waiting in front of Remus’ room. “There you
are,” he said.”l had to tell them that | needed to see the
bodies myself. They're in the morgue.” He trotted down
the hall, forcing Severus to walk quickly to keep up.

The morgue was at the very back of the building, several
storeys down. On the way down, Severus pondered
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what he knew of werewolf pack politics. He didn’t know
as much as he thought he did. He'd have thought that
if Remus were the one who killed the pack alpha, he'd
be the new leader. Yet somehow, Badelt had ended up
leading the werewolf pack. He hadn't been able to talk
them into taking the Wolfsbane, though.

Once at the morgue door, Potter waved him in. “I'm
going back up to Remus. You'll be able to find your
way back, right?” Potter didn't wait for a response, just
turned and started back up the stairs.

The bodies were dreadful. Not because they were
particularly offensive—they barely had any odour and
were dressed in hospital gowns—but because they
looked like they'd been desiccated. Severus stood over
them and started on the list of spells he'd need to get
information.

An hour later, he staggered away and sat down in a
chair against the wall. It looked like both bodies had
been eaten from the inside. Their hearts were shrivelled
and dark, their lungs dusty smears against the cages of
their ribs. There was nothing, nothing he could find that
indicated any contagion factor, or, in fact, any infection
vector at all. They'd simply burned up from the inside
and died.

<) =

He tore up the stairs, pushing through the crowd of
healers coming out of the cafeteria and galloping along
the corridor. In Remus’room, Potter stood bent over the
bed, and Severus felt his heart stop. He was too late.
Remus was dead.

He collapsed against the doorframe. Potter heard the
sound and looked up. His face was lined with worry, but
curiosity lit his eyes.

“He wants to talk to you.” Potter tilted his head slightly.
“He’s been asking for you since | got back upstairs.”

Severus went slowly up to the bed. He could feel his
heart beating, heavy pulses filling his head with noise.
Remus lay on his back, one hand covering his eyes
and the other clenched tightly in the blankets. When
Severus came close, Remus’ hand fell away.

“You need to know,” he whispered, his voice thready.
“You have to see. | don't...it shouldn't harm you, but
you need to know.”

7

Severus leaned forward, pressing his hand to Remus
forehead. He was still too hot, but it seemed like his
temperature had come down. “Quiet,” he said,”you can
tell me later.”
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Remus shook his head. His face was still pale; the dark
circles under his eyes made him look as if he'd been
punched in both eyes. “No, you have to know now.
There isn't time to wait any more.”

Atthedoor,Potter’s breath caughtinabarely suppressed
sob; some part of Severus was glad that any noise he
might have made was covered by Potter’s. Remus shook
his head again, his eyes never leaving Severus'face. “Just
you,” he whispered. “Tell Harry to leave.” Severus lifted
his head, but Potter was already out the door. As he
looked back into the room, his expression was dreadful:
a mixture of despair and anger that Severus hadn’t seen
since the final days of the fighting.

Remusdidn't say anything at firstand Severus wondered
if he was going to change his mind. Then Remus moved
slightly and smiled at him. Something shifted in Severus
atthatsmile;it was gentle and made Remus’eyes bright-
en. He smiled back, helplessly. Remus struggled to sit
up, and Severus reached out to help.

Remus wrapped his arms around Severus’ neck as
Severus rearranged the pillows. Carefully lowering
Remus down onto them, Severus wasn't surprised at
his own unwillingness to release him. Remus seemed
to cling; his too-hot hands slid over Severus’ neck and
shoulders and Severus swore he could feel the tips of
Remus’ fingers brush his chest. He flinched, just a little,
knowing that it was inappropriate for him to think of
Remus in any way besides a friend, in many ways his
only friend, and currently, his patient.

Remus leaned back against the pillows, his pallid skin
almost as white as the fabric. “I didn't want you to know.
I thought...if ljust let Badelt have the pack, that it would
stop with me. | was wrong.” His expression was ravaged.
“I'killed all those poor people.”

“You did nothing of the kind,”Severus burst out. “There’s
some illness—you had nothing to do with it.”

Remus laughed, a choked rattle. “They weren't ill. It's
a curse. Something you never understood about
werewolves, that most people don't understand about
them, is that they—we—are magical creatures. Not
Dark, necessarily, just magic.” He pulled in a wheezing
breath and coughed a little. “Like centaurs, or griffins.”

He rubbed his chest. “Each creature has some special
magic, a specialty, you could say. House-elves are
uncontrollable when their family or house is threat-
ened. Or dusty.” He smiled, and Severus felt it go right
through him. “It's impossible to lie when you're near
griffins. Werewolves...since we're more human than
most, our magic is of a different sort.”

“This is from that spell, then?” Severus interjected,"That
was five years ago.”
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Remus sighed. His face tipped away from Severus. “It
was. Greyback didn't know about that curse until |
found it when | was doing some research. | know you
don't think so, Severus, but this is my fault. | could have
refused to search, or withheld the information, or....”

Severus reached out and gently pulled Remus’ face
around to meet his gaze. “Killing that monster was
a good thing. Nothing you say can convince me
otherwise.” Remus flinched, and Severus pondered how
odd it was that he was counselling Remus on accepting
the way life was. Usually Remus was the calmer of them,
the one more prone to pouring oil on the waters while
he himself was the type to light that oil on fire.

“Now,” Severus continued, dropping his hand and
closing it into a fist to keep from feeling the loss of
Remus' cheek in it. “Tell me everything about that curse,
and what | need to do to break it and you're as good as
beaten in our next chess game.”

Remus shivered. “There’s nothing you can do to break
it. | knew | was dead as soon as | heard him. | didn't
think it would kill the others—I hoped that if | passed
the leadership to Johan—" he glanced up into Severus’
blank face. “Johan Badelt. | hoped that if | passed the
leadership off to him, none of the other werewolves to
bear the burden of the curse." His face was haunted. "I
was wrong."

Severus' frustration increased at Remus’ continued
delay in telling him what the curse was. Based on what
he remembered, it sounded like the words of the curse
meant “control life’ but that didn't explain why all the
werewolves died so painfully, nor why it took them so
long to do so. He could see Remus’ fever was beginning
to return; his colour was becoming hectic, his eyes
darkened. Severus leaned forward, brushing Remus'
damp hair away from his flushed face. "Remus," Severus
said softly, "which books were you using to research?
Where can | find them?" If the werewolves were magical
creatures, that meant traditional magical theory didn't
apply.

Remus blinked up at him. "They're in my flat," he said
hoarsely. "Harry knows how to get in." He began to
cough, his hands coming up to rub at his chest. Severus
felt his own chest clench and his breath tighten. He
rubbed at his breastbone and saw Remus' eyes catch
on the movement. "You don't—you can't have this. It's
not possible."

Severus stood, glad to have something he could do to
help. "You are correct, it isn't possible. | would assume
my lack of lycanthropic infection would render me
immune." He could see that Remus didn't hear him
however, as his eyes had now gone completely gold,



and he called out incoherently. Potter appeared at the
door and Severus stopped to address him on his way
out. "Do not let him die. And tell me how to get into
his flat.."
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On the way from the closest Apparition point to Remus
flat, Severus thought back to the last time Remus had
come to his cottage.

Remus had been irritable, and Severus hadn't been able
to figure out why. Usually, when Remus was in a bad
mood at the beginning of a visit, Severus was able to
bring him out of his funk with a new and interesting
book, or a good game of chess. However, every time
it seemed that Remus was relaxing, he'd rub his chest
and cough.

When Severus was on his way back to the living room
with a fresh pot of tea, fresh toast, and some of the
dreadful chocolate-nut spread that Severus only bought
for him, he tripped slightly over an upturned corner of
carpet. Remus was there immediately, catching Severus’
weight against his chest and waving his wand quickly
to catch the tray before everything spilled. Severus
froze, the warmth of Remus’body burning through him,
making him suddenly aware of how much he wanted to
touch Remus. He nearly turned his face towards Remus,
wanting to feel more.

Then he remembered that Remus would never think
of him that way. Remus had always been friendly, but
never anything more; he'd never given Severus any
indication he thought of him as anyone other than just
the last one of their age group. Not wanting to expose
himself, Severus jerked away from Remus so hard he
staggered a bit.

When Severus turned to him, Remus’ face was open
for one moment, brimming with an emotion Severus
couldn't identify. Before Severus could say anything,
Remus’ expression changed to one so furious that
Severus found himself retreating. Remus proceeded to
rage about other people getting things they wanted,
about not being able to find a job until Lovegood had
got the Werewolf Laws overturned, about pack politics,
and finally,oddest of all,about research being a dreadful
thing and how he thought information should be left
alone.

Severus, who during this entire time had slowly been
backing up until he knocked against the couch, sat
down hard. He tried to interrupt, but Remus just started
for the door. Severus started after him, determined to
try to find out what was going on,when Remus said that
he'd have to be gone for a longer time than usual and
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Severus should just go on with things as usual. Severus
could see him rubbing his chest again as he Apparated
away.
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Severus had never been to Remus'flat; all their meetings
took place in Severus’ small cottage. Remus’ flat was in
a bustling shopping centre in Brighton, above a small

coffee shop and near an extravagantly large bookstore.

Severus was not surprised at the location—only at his
own wistfulness, and desire to be there himself. The
bookshelves were well organised, so it didn't take
Severus long to find the books he needed. Feeling like
an intruder, he fixed himself a pot of tea and sat down in
the small but sunny kitchen to study.

Four hours later, he flipped the last book closed and
rubbed his eyes. The oldest of the books, which he
treated with great reverence as it was crumbling in his
hands,included the most detailed description of magical
creatures and their inherent powers that he'd ever
seen. Lycanthropic magic was drawn on the strength
of the pack and the will of its alpha. What Greyback had
done was to tie the lives of his pack to the will of his
own heart. During times of war, this spell drew upon
the strength of everyone in the pack to ensure that as
long as the alpha lived, they all fought with unending
ferocity. Greyback’s perversion of it to ensure that they
only lived if he wished them to was a true horror.

Severusassumed Greybackhadn'tdoneagoodjobsince
none of the pack died when he was killed. Remus’notes
indicated that he believed the curse transferred itself to
whoever was alpha at the time, which explained why
he thought relinquishing his leadership status to Badelt
would ensure the pack's survival. Something had gone
wrong, however; perhaps the strength of the curse was
greater than Remus expected due to Greyback’s deep
hatred for him.

Severus stood, anxious to get back to St Mungo's. In his
haste, he knocked against Remus' stacked notes and
sent them flying. When he shuffled the notes to put
them back onto the table, a page he hadn't looked at
before caught his eye. Ancient Bonding Ritual, it said
in Remus' neat script. Severus' eyes scanned down the
page quickly, his breath stopping in shock. The other
half of the curse became perfectly clear.

Severus sat down heavily in the chair, his mind whirling.

Remus had claimed him, using the oldest claiming ritual
werewolves had. His statement, combined with the
blood he'd spilled in the fight with Greyback, had been
the trigger for the first half of the ritual. No wonder he
was afraid Severus might contract the illness.
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Could it be possible that the action of the curse was
delayed because Remus’ heart, which after his battle
with Greyback was the pack leader's heart, was half-
given? Would a full bond block the actions of the
curse entirely? Remus’ notes indicated two parts to
the bonding ritual. If the second part of the bond were
performed, would it save Remus? Severus re-read the
page, heart racing. He could cast the spell right now; he
didn't even need to leave Remus' house.

It took him twenty minutes to gather the necessary
supplies. Once he did, he stood in the kitchen staring
at the small pile and wondered if he really wanted to
do this. This would be permanent. There was no going
back. He wondered if Remus would forgive him; this
would be permanent for Remus as well. Finally he
decided it was more important to save his only friend's
life than anything else. They would work on how to live
with it later.

In a small steel bow! he'd found in Remus' living room,
the closest thing he could find to a cauldron, Severus
put hair pulled from Remus' hairbrush, some stiff grey
hairs found on the blankets near the foot of the bed
and a quick clipping of his own hair. Closing his eyes,
he took several deep breaths to try to calm himself.
He hoped that he was right, and that this would work.
Opening his eyes again, he took a silver bladed knife
and carefully punctured the vein on the side of his neck.
Blood rushed down and he quickly leaned forward
so some would pour into the bowl. When the hair in
the bowl was completely immersed, he stood up and
muttered a quick healing spell. Then, without giving
himself any time to think about it, he stuck his wand
hand and the end of his wand into the bowl and said,
“I accept the claim of Remus Lupin and claim Remus
Lupin in return.”

His lungs seized and his heart stuttered almost to a halt.
It was as if he could see and feel two places at once. He
stared around at the dimly lit room in St Mungo's, which
was like a double impression over the bright kitchen
around him. He heard a faint echo of Potter's voice
asking what was wrong when the darkness swirling in
the corners of the room caught him up and enveloped
him.
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He woke up in his bed at the cottage, the morning sun
shining directly into his eyes. Groaning, wondering why
he felt so sore, he tried to sit up. Immediately, he felt
hands pushing back on his chest and he jumped.
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“Lie back,” came a voice, and Severus immediately
relaxed. Then, realising what he had done, and whose
voice it was, he jerked upright.

“Remus,” he croaked. Remus was healthy again, his face
anatural colour and his eyes clear. His expression wasn't,
though; it threatened storms. He was glaring so hard at
Severus that Severus was surprised he didn't burst into
flames. He didn't care, at that point—he'd happily burst
into flames if it meant that Remus wasn't ill any longer.

“You are irresponsible, reckless and inconsiderate,
Remus snapped. “What were you thinking, to pull that
stunt?”

”n

Severus fell back onto his pillows again. He could feel,
not only his own relief, but Remus’anger inside himself.
“I feel—"

“Yes, you idiot. You feel everything | do.” Remus rested
his head in his hands, fingers buried in his hair. “You
know this is permanent, right? [I'll never be—you'll
never be free.”

Severus barely heard him; he was testing out how much
of what he was feeling was his own and what part was
Remus. It was interesting, and a bit distressing, to find
that he was no longer entirely alone inside his own skin.
With a horrified rush of understanding, he realised that
this feeling was most likely what Voldemort had wanted
from his connections with his followers.

He felt more than heard Remus’ sharp gasp at his side.
He was staring at Severus, eyes wide and stunned. “You
think I'm...why did you do this?” He stood up and
backed away from the bed. Severus struggled with the
blankets and sat up slowly.

“Don’t leave, Remus, please.” He pulled in a breath and
then another. “I don't think you're like Voldemort. |
just...l can feel you.”

Remus stood with his back to Severus. “Yes. That’s rather
the point of this.” He sighed and turned back around.
“Let’s get you cleaned up and find something to eat.
I'm sure you have questions.” His voice was calm, but
Severus could feel how unsettled he really was.

Severus was surprised at how unsteady he was on his
feet, and was grateful for the help Remus gave him on
the way to the shower, then down to the kitchen. After
a quick meal of omelettes and toast, Remus made them
a pot of tea and sat down.

“Why, Severus? Why did you do this?”

Severus watched the steam rising off his tea. “Can you
feel anything from me?”

Remus shot him a sharp look. “I can, but it's all very
confused. You're just recovering from the after-effects
of the curse Greyback used, and you're still a bit sick.”
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Severus stared at him. “I thought you said | should be
immune?”

“That was before you pulled this prank. Now, tell me,
damn it. Why did you do this?”

More confident now he knew Remus couldn’t feel his
emotions, Severus said, “I knew that Potter would be
upset if you died, and the notes in your flat suggested
that this was a way to save your life. I'd promised him—"
His throat closed and he stopped.

“Rubbish.” Remus’ voice was flat. “You didn't read
anything about the bond in the books, did you? You
just read my notes and blundered into.... You can't lie
to me, Severus, any more than | can lie to you, now.” He
smiled, and Severus was reminded which one of them
was a vicious animal once a month.

“l wanted to,” he whispered. “I thought it would be a
way to save your life and | wanted to.” The steam was
making lovely patterns in the air, loops and swirls. He
glanced up to see Remus staring at him blankly. Oddly
enough, Remus’lack of response gave him courage. He
pulled in as deep a breath as he could. “l know you don't
want to be bonded with me, but isn't it worth it not to
be dead at least?”

The sharp look was back on Remus’ face. “You know
nothing, but it’s clear that there are things | need to
learn as well.” He leaned back and smiled. “Why do you
think | don’t want to be bonded with you? After all, |
was the one who initiated the bonding spell.”

Severus blinked, then raised a brow. “You said yourself
that neither of us would ever be free again. I'd think that
speaks fairly clearly.”

Remus nodded, looking thoughtful. “What made you
think completing the bond would block the curse?”

Severus sipped his tea, trying to think of a way to
answer the question without giving away his feelings. “I
thought about that day in the Forest. | saw your notes
on the spell and on the bond, and | thought that, if
you'd already done the first half of the ritual, that maybe
the curse couldn’t fully affect you. From there it was a
simple jump to hoping—believing that a completed
ritual would protect you, even at this late date.”

Remus sent him a tilted smile. “That sounds reason-
able. You didn’t read anything but my notes? | think
I'm flattered. You put a lot of trust in me. What if I'd
been wrong? You could easily have died.” He paused
and sipped his own tea. “You know, if the bond had
completed itself and I'd been too close to death, you
might not have survived.”

Severus tried to look like he'd thought of that, but given
Remus'slight smirk, didn't think he'd been successful.
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“Anyway,” Remus continued, “once | started to recover,
and | realised that | could feel the bond's completion,
| sent Harry here. He found you on the kitchen floor,
nearly dead.” Remus’ face was bleak. “Don’t do that
again. | won't survive you.”

Severus could feel himself paling. “The reverse applies,
[ assume.”

Remus nodded. “I think I've figured out why Johan and
| were the only two who weren’t completely affected
by the curse. Most of the pack was fairly young by that
point. Greyback had killed off most of the older pack
members by then.” His face was grim. “Johan and |
were the only two who were ...who had bonded with
anyone else. The curse wasn't originally a curse. It was
meant to be a way for the pack’s leader to help form
the pack into a cohesive and strong fighting unit during
a battle. There’s a counter-spell, but it's complex and |
didn't have time to finish researching it to make sure we
had it right.”

“It's a way to share out energy?” Severus sat back,
thoughtful. “That could be very useful. But with whom
had Badelt bonded? He seemed....” He blushed,unable
to look at Remus, who looked suddenly startled.

“Oh. Ah, me. He bonded with me.”
“What? Then why—how can you say that—"

Remus hurried into speech. “NO! | meant that he
performed the first part. He didn't tell me until after...
after you went back to Voldemort, he told me.”

Severus covered his eyes with a shaking hand. He'd been
so focussed on saving Remus'’ life that he hadn’t even
thought of anyone else having bonded with him. Just
the thought of someone else being that close to his...
bond mate...made sick jealousy fill his stomach. Remus
seemed to understand, because he reached across the
table and rested his fingers on Severus' hand. Severus
could feel his muscles relaxing at the contact, and heat
flooded his body. He breathed in deeply; it felt as if he
were breathing clearly for the first time in his life.

When he opened his eyes, Remus was smiling at him.
“l have a question for you, Severus.” He waited until
Severus made an impatient movement, then laughed
slightly before continuing. “Do you believe that actions
speak louder than words?”

Severus glared at him. “That'’s self-evident.”

“Then why did it take you this long to figure things
out?” Remus’ words sounded accusing, but his tone
was ...if Severus had to pick a word, it would be loving.
Remus tilted his head. “What did | do, in that fight with
Greyback?”
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“You killed him, like the monster he was.” Severus
felt himself begin to get frustrated. What did killing
Greyback have to do with their situation?

“No, before that?” At Severus’glare, he chuckled. “I knew
what the bonding ritual required. | knew what it would
do, to me and to you. | chose to act—to claim you—
didn't 17"

“You did.” Severus gritted his teeth.

“I thought you were loyal to Voldemort at the time.”
Remus held Severus’ gaze, his own challenging. “I chose
to protect you, to claim you, knowing you'd never return
it, knowing you were working for and with someone
with whom | could never agree.... What would you say
my actions implied?”

“That you wanted to challenge Greyback? That you
were looking for a way to gain control over the pack?”
Severus could barely keep his voice below a shout. He
hated being confused and out of control, and being
able to feel Remus’amusement wasn't helping at all.

“Why would you choose to bind yourself to someone,
knowing both that the bond is permanent and that
you've spent years telling everyone that you will never
allow someone else to control any of your life, especially
after being trapped between two such difficult men?”
Remus propped his chin in his hand, leaving his other
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hand on Severus.

“l told you | wanted—oh.” Severus stared across the
table at Remus. “Oh.” His voice was very small. He felt
even smaller when Remus laughed.

“Let me show you,” Remus whispered huskily, and
suddenly Severus was filled with emotions; he felt
Remus’ joy, his fading worry about Severus’ health, his
concern and—yes, love for Severus. Shaking, Severus
tried to return the feelings, to show Remus what he felt,
but somehow he was blocked. He closed his eyes and
concentrated; if he could perform Legilimency, he could
do this.

Across the table, Remus gasped, and then everything
felt doubled; his own feelings for Remus were swept
up into and combined with Remus’ for him, leaving him
shaking and gasping.

“This is only the beginning of how it can be,”Remus said
in a low, hot voice. “l can show you the rest, if you like.”
Remus filled his mind with images of the two of them
tangled in sheets, heat and moisture and throbbing
need surrounding them. Severus stood, pulling Remus
with him as their combined joy spiralled up inside him.

“Iwould like that very much,” he returned, knowing that
he finally had everything he'd been looking for all his
life.
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by Mechaieh

[ can imagine the moment
Brca/cfng out 1’/77‘01157/7 i’/zc si/cncc
All the 1/7/'17575 that we both 117/}7/7[ say
And the heart it will not be denied
't we re Zm[’/z on [’/zc same a/amn smlc
Al the barriers blown away

- Peter Gabriel, “Come Talk to Me”

hadora Tonks had known she might
die during the War, but she hadn’t antici-
@ pated how annoyed she would be about

, it. She was vexed, of course, that her de-
mise had taken place in a clothing boutique, although
it had also amused her to be proved right: she had told
her mother for years that nothing good would come out
of Andromeda’s persistent campaigns to interest her in
feminine frills.

To be fair, however, it was not her mum'’s fault that the
shop had been ambushed by a gaggle of silk-robed
Death Eaters during their visit. Thankfully, her mother
had promptly obeyed Tonks’s orders to Apparate the
stunned proprietor away from the scene.With the older
ladies safely out of the way, Tonks had actually enjoyed
a good deal of the fighting. Outnumbered ten to one,
she had literally thrown the contents of the store at the
women she'd come to think of as “Voldemort’s hens.”
As she ducked their hexes and dodged their missiles,
she'd Transfigured little strappy shoes into grenades
powerful enough to demolish walls. She'd converted
jewel-embedded hair-sticks and gold-embroidered
barrettes into self-propelling knives.She'd charmed soft
scarves to melt flesh upon contact, flinging them across
the room still half-tangled around their hangers. She'd
blinded the women with jangling flurries of necklaces
and whipped them with beaded belts.

She hadn't survived the battle, but neither had most of
the hens. The instant before the end, recognising she
would not be able to twist or lunge away from the final
Avada Kedavra, Tonks hurled all of the wandless power
at her command toward the roof of the boutique, rip-
ping it free of its moorings. The rafters and plaster and
shingles had already begun to avalanche down upon
the remaining women as the green light struck her
chest and she slumped across the floor-length mirror
she'd knocked over earlier.

All told, it had been a good afternoon’s work. Some
hours later, however, once she returned to conscious-
ness as a spirit, Tonks lingered in a corner of the build-
ing’s ruins, disconsolately watching Kingsley Shackle-
bolt and his partner sift through the mess. Not only was
she massively irritated that she hadn’t managed to stay
alive, she felt cheated. It had taken her so very long to
persuade Remus Lupin that she was old enough, thrifty
enough, and tough enough to cope with both his lycan-
thropic impairment and his work on behalf of the Order.
He'd relocated himself and his few belongings to her
flat in Camden Town right after Dumbledore’s funeral,
and the nights they'd spent in her bed, the kisses they'd
stolen in between missions, the jokes they'd traded
while sifting through reports and rumours -- there had
been so much to share and not nearly enough time. It
was grossly unfair that a single short summer was all
the gods had seen fit to grant to them.

Not that there’s ever enough time, she amended, catching
sight of Bill Weasley. His family was still grappling with
the death of his brother Charlie, who had perished in
an ambush outside of Targu-Mures the week before Bill
and Fleur’s original wedding date.

As Bill crouched down next to Kingsley, Tonks crept over
to listen in.

“...took the news well,” Bill said, his voice low.“Kept ask-
ing how we were, even.”

“That’s Remus,” Kingsley said, collecting the remnants
of a shattered wand.”lI've never once seen him lose con-
trol.”

I have, Tonks thought. Both when he wanted to and when
he didn't.

“Mum sent two pies,” Bill continued. “And, on our way
out, Hestia intercepted Isabelle Vautour on the stairs.”

“Her, already? Merlin.”

Tonks felt as though her intestines had been hit with a
Shrivelling Hex. Isabelle Vautour was infamous for her
eagerness to offer teacakes and sympathy to recently
bereaved men.

“Claimed her Sight showed her what happened,” Bill
said.”/ think she happened to be shopping.”
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“Oh?"Kingsley paused.”An eyewitness, even?”

“That's exactly what Hestia thought,” Bill said.”She’s de-
tained Miss Vautour for questioning.”

“Good,” Kingsley said.“Women like her give vultures a
bad name.”

“If Tonks were here, she'd be hexed, stuffed, and mount-
ed on a hat already.”

Tonks could keep quiet no longer.”l am here,” she grit-
ted out.Both men jumped as she stepped into their line
of sight.”I'd be at the flat already, but every time I touch a
property line | rematerialise on the spot where | died.”

Kingsley swore under his breath.”Merlin, Morgana, and
Maeve--"

Bill looked at her sympathetically.”You, too? Charlie had
the same problem. Took him weeks before he figured
out how to show up at the Burrow.”

“Strewth.I'd forgotten about that.Fuck. Why didn’t Binns
ever teach useful stuff, like how to deal with crap like
this? A fat lot of good his history does me now.”

“Steady there,” Bill said.“How about | go find Charlie?
He'll be happy to be useful.”

“Remus, too?”

Bill hesitated, uncomfortable.”l doubt he'll be back just
yet.He all but ordered us to leave because he had ‘work
to do’”

Tonks stared at him, nonplussed.”Work.You told him I'm
dead and he’s all about work?”

Kingsley stood up and Vanished the heap of fabric and
rubble he had been examining.”Best way to avenge you,
isn'tit?”he said, the savage swish of his wand belying his
cool, reasonable tone.”Keep doing his job, get this sod-
ding war over with. It's not like moping over your body
would bring you back.”

You're right, of course. God, | hate that you're right.Instead
of answering, Tonks kicked a crumpled hosiery rack.She
stared at her foot as it glided straight through the tan-
gle of metal and nylon, her consternation mirrored in
the expressions on her friends' faces.

Finally, Kingsley muttered,“You'd think we'd be used to
this.”

“It's bloody fucking different when it's someone you
know,” Bill said.

“Will you fetch Charlie already?” Tonks pleaded. Nod-
ding, Bill stepped through a gap in the wall and Disap-
parated.

Kingsley walked over to another clump of debris. Tonks
floated to the other side of it.

==
On the Same Damn Side by Mechaieh

He studied her for a minute, and then shook his head
as if to clear it. He said,”Would you forgive me if | ques-
tioned you about it? You did a fine job taking out half of
the flock, but more ammunition--"

“To bag a few more? Kingsley, you're brilliant. No won-
der you get the worst assignments.” Tonks took a deep
breath and then walked straight through the mound
between them.

Kingsley grimaced at the demonstration but sat down
on the ground, patted a spot next to him,and pulled out
a quill and scroll.“Why don't you start by listing every-
one you recognised.”

“Marlene Neelow,” Tonks began, with alacrity. “Chris-
tine Gardini. Helene Zograf. Simone Laurens. Elspe --
noooooooo!”

A mistle thrush had swooped in, seemingly from no-
where. With a loud rattling call, it had brushed a wing
against Tonks’ forearm, sucking her whole into the shaft
of one of its feathers.

Bitch, Tonks mentally hissed. You wouldn’t have taken me
alive.She could feel the bird jerk and plummet as a spell
singed its tail -- come on, Kingsley, you can do better than
that! -- but, to her dismay, the next shock of magic never
came.

What kind of Auror are you, Kingsley, that you can't even
take down a bird? Tonks knew she wasn't being fair - a
moving target, after nightfall, out of range -- but, sweet
Iris, this had not been part of any of her fantasies of the
afterlife, and she couldn’t think of anything she’d done
that she considered heinous enough to merit such a
fate.

As autumn deepened into winter,and winter sighed on
and on, Tonks endured her imprisonment within the
shell-like walls of the shaft as a dull, extended mud-
dle of cold, damp waves. She could dimly perceive the
lift and fall of the feather’s barbs and filaments as they
tugged the shaft to and fro during the thrush’s travels
from forest to feeder to field.

You pampered hen, Tonks silently groaned, shouldn’t you
be back in your human form by now? Even as she thought
the question, however, Tonks already realised the an-
swer:whatever Dark spell Elspeth Craig had called upon
in order to trap a ghost within her flesh had almost cer-
tainly condemned her to retain the form in which she
had performed the capture. Tonks took a measure of
satisfaction in knowing that Elspeth likely hadn’t been
aware of this side-effect; Tonks herself had learned
about it only near the end of a breakfast conversation
with Remus that had turned unexpectedly creepy. She
had never wanted to learn quite that much about physi-
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cal transformations gone awry, and there had been a
chilly detachment in his gruesome descriptions of torn
and slashed hearts literally on sleeves -- still beating --
that had given her a screaming nightmare two nights
later.

Fortunately, Remus had been away that night. Remus
had been away many nights, and she had been away
on so many others. As dark blurred into light and grey
against white, it nagged at her, how he had not seemed
inclined to spare any time for her memory the night of
her death, but she told herself again and again, it doesn’t
mean he isn't mourning you.

No, but it doesn’t mean he is, an inner demon retorted.

You will get nowhere, Tonks admonished herself, maun-
dering over whether he ever loved you as much as you
loved him.

It’s not as if you're going anywhere as it is, the demon
replied.

<=

=

A frantic fluttering. A Stunning spell. Then an extended
period of stillness before another jumble of dark and
light and mustiness. Confined within the feather, Tonks
couldn't tell if Elspeth had been freeze-dried or merely
indefinitely Petrified, but it wasn't as if the change had
altered the framework of her own existence. Her death
should have released me -- but does that work on Dark
spells? Damn, damn, damn, damn, damn...
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When she was finally, suddenly, freed from the feather,
toppling over the edge of a table, Tonks heard the clat-
ter of a knife and then a string of guttural oaths and
violent cursing. As her senses adjusted to human-scale
sensations once more, she realised most of the shouting
was coming from a very angry Severus Snape, all of it di-
rected at a slender, sallow-faced man she recognised as
Clive Hiverfond, a man she had thought to be an ally of
the Order.

Gesturing furiously at the bleeding bird, Snape shouted
at the other man,“You. Coward. With fastidious nincom-
poops like you, no wonder this war will never --"

“It's not like that at all,” the other man insisted.”At least
you can use --"

“Utility be damned!” Snape spat.“That’s all any of you
think of. Oh, we need a murderer -- Snape is just the man!”
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He slashed his wand through the air. As the body of the
thrush careened into Hiverfond’s chest, Snape contin-
ued,“Take her with you and do your own dirty work.”

“Don’t you think you should Legilimise her? Find out
what--"

“I'm not going to waste any more of time on that bird-
brain. Seeing that even you managed to catch her--"

“Right, right, fine,” the man muttered. Cradling the bird
against his chest, he looked around the room with an
air of hastily collecting his belongings -- and then, only
then, did he seem truly to register that Tonks was star-
ing at him. Hiverfond swallowed, tightened his hold on
the bird, and said,“Right.I'm going to Lupin.”

“You -- what? No!"Tonks shrieked. Must keep Remus sa--

Snape bellowed “Enfermatéme!” the instant before she
crashed into the spot from which the man had Disappa-
rated. Out of Dark frying pans into Dark fires, she thought
to herself.

Aloud, she said to Snape,“Over my dead body.”

Snape sneered at that.”Is there a live one that’s escaped
our notice?”

“You utter bastard. Though | should thank you, | sup-
pose, for your hen-carving skills.”

“l assure you,your rescue was hardly on my mind.”Snape
scowled.”l hope Lupin tans Hiverfond’s hide.”

“You-- what? What does Remus have to do with any of
this?”Tonks bounced up from the floor and hurled her-
self at her captor.”Snape, so help me --"

“Oh, for the love of Emrys,” Snape snapped, “cool your
heels, you daft bint.” As she careened straight through
him, he snatched up the knife he had dropped, inspect-
ing the blade for damage.“Seeing that Hiverfond man-
aged not to splinch himself, | imagine Lupin will find his
way here soon enough. And then -- ah, see, what did |
tell you?”

Remus, breathing as if he'd been running, had Appa-
rated into the middle of the room. He took two steps
toward Snape and demanded,“Are you all right?”

Snape narrowed his eyes. “Why are you asking that
when she’s here?”

“Is she...?” Remus frowned and stepped back, the better
to sweep his eyes around the room.”Hiverfond claimed
she was, but where...?”

Tonks had seen a number of expressions on Severus
Snape’s face over the years, ranging from condescen-
sion and contempt to fury and foaming-at-the-mouth.
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“Dumbfounded,” however, was a new one. And not a
half-bad look on him, actually.

Aloud, she said,“Goddammit, Remus Lupin. Am | going
to have to forgive you for being right?”

Snape’s head swivelled around to her. “Right about
what?”

Remus said, in a too-calm voice, “Severus, if this is your
idea of a prank, | believe I'll take you up on that duel
after all.”

Snape whirled back around to face Remus. “You can't
seriously think | would -- Hiverfond, Lupin. Who in their
right mind would conspire with him?”

“Well, no,” Remus admitted. “l thought that unlikely.
And since | know how to turn animals back into peo-
ple, Madame Elspeth Craig is now in the custody of Mr.
Shacklebolt. So she survived your little bloodletting, for
all the good that'll do her.”

Tonks noticed the infinitesimal release of tension in the
set of Snape’s shoulders at the word “survived.” Fuck me
blind, she thought. He doesn’t actually enjoy the killing?
“You still haven't answered my question, Remus.”

Snape turned around once again.”And you haven't an-
swered mine.What do you mean, he was right?”

Remus stepped up to Snape, gently pried the handle of
the knife out of the other man’s fist, and peered at the
blood still crusted on the blade. As Snape turned back
to him, he bestowed a wry grimace on the other man.
“Even if | had any inclination to consider this a joke, |
know you well enough to know you wouldn't treat your
tools this carelessly.” Cocking his head, he added, “How
did Hiverfond manage to trick you into slicing into Mad-
ame Craig?”

“Dosed the bird with Draught of Living Death,” Snape
said.”And mistle thrush broth makes a superlative glue
when mixed with silvertoe vine-powder--"

“Which, as a binder of books, Hiverfond would be keen
on keeping on hand,” Remus concluded.

“Exactly. So when he said he had a commission for me
to execute, it didn’t occur to me the son of a bitch meant
for me to be literal about it.” Snape retrieved the knife
from Remus and hissed a charm to clean the blade.

Remus leaned against the table.“Tonks wasn’t the first
murder she'd joined in on, you know. Hiverfond had a
sister.”

“Ah,” Snape and Tonks said, both at same time. Then
they reflexively glared at each other.

Remus stared at the spot where Snape had aimed his
glare. Tonks could practically sense him willing himself
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to see her where she stood, but the spark of recognition
remained absent from his face.

After a taut, tense silence, Remus knelt in front of Snape,
locking his eyes with the other man’s.”l hoped | wouldn’t
have to ask,” he softly said,”but | see no other way | can
join your conversation with her.Please, let me in.”

“No,” Snape automatically replied.”You ask too much.”

“Do 17" Remus murmured, “I've asked you for very little,
up to now.| didn’t ask you for the Wolfsbane, though I'm
grateful beyond words.| didn’t ask you to set your wards
to allow me in at any time, though I'm well aware that
we're safer here than anywhere else in Britain, thanks to
Draco and Peter doing each otherin.”

“As if | could have truly kept you out,” Snape retorted.
“I'm not fooled by you, Lupin.”He added, grudgingly,“All
your faults notwithstanding, you are as well-versed in
barrier spells as any other salamander-brain hired by
Albus.”

Remus observed, without rancour, “There were many
years without Wolfsbane. Keeping myself in as well as
keeping other people out was a top priority once a
month.”

“So that’s how you recognised the Certesbielde the night
Dumbledore died,” Tonks murmured.

Snape jerked back, eyes wide.”You...”
Remus leaned forward.”What did she just say?”
Snape said, his voice husky,"Certesbielde...”

Remus captured Snape’s hands in his. “That night --
that stair-blocking curse you cast? Something about it
kept nagging at me, and not because | ended up with a
sprained elbow when it threw me back. Everyone else
assumed you'd cast something Dark, but | taught DADA
too,and | know a Dark spell when | run into it.”

“Miss Tonks,” Snape said,“what did Professor Lupin have
to say about Certesbielde spells?”

“That they aren’t Dark,” she recited.”And that they’re not
even all that complicated,” she added, earning a glower
from Snape. She continued, “That they're traditionally
used as sheltering spells. They keep animals from fol-
lowing their masters into danger and thwart children
too intent on going where their parents went.There are
legends about them being used to forestall the recently
bereaved from throwing themselves into the graves of
loved ones.”

“Salazar be praised, Lupin didn't make a scene over
yours,” Snape muttered.

“You were there?”Tonks said, startled.
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“Are you talking about graves?” Remus asked. “There
were crocuses on hers last week.”

“Who did you think Lupin had to meet the night you
died?”Snape said to Tonks.

“His rendezvous was with you?” Tonks's voice rose.”He
chose you over me?”

Snape rolled his eyes. “He didn't have a choice that
night, you stupid woman. It was meet with me or get
me killed.”

“For Christ’s sake,” Remus interrupted.”If you're going to
argue about me, let me in.”

“There’s nothing to argue about,” Snape said. “We're
talking about people merely doing what they must.”

Tonks had floated in front of him so that she could look
him in the eyes. “Only what they must? You're one to
talk.”

Remus simultaneously exclaimed, ““Merely’? Do you
think I've been meeting you all this time ‘merely’ be-
cause | must?”

As their words overlapped, Snape glared at them both
and then dropped his head into his hands. Remus
turned to the empty space Snape had scowled at and
tentatively said,”Tonks...?”

At that, Snape jerked his head up and said, “Fine. | will
not have you say | kept her from you.”

Remus glared back, exasperation writ large across his
features.”Severus, it's not about -- oh, sod it. Legilimens!”

Tonks could tell the instant she became visible to him:
his face lit up with the same pleasure he had shown the
nights she'd arrived home safe. It was a subtle change
in his expression -- a casual observer would have mis-
taken it for the same mask of reserve Remus wore for
most of his interactions with other people -- but she
had watched him so closely for so long that she could
tell the difference.

And, apparently, so could Snape, if the man’s flinch at
the same instant was anything to go by.Which suggest-
ed that Snape had likely been studying Remus just as
closely for just as long.

Which... the taunts and jibes Snape had needlessly di-
rected at her all the last year suddenly took on a dif-
ferent colour. She had assumed he despised Remus as
much as he'd hated her cousin -- and, until now, that’s
why she hadn't truly believed Remus’s conclusions
about the Certesbielde -

Gazing at both of the men, she quietly said to Snape,
“Remus is convinced there were two barrier spells cast
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on the stairs the night Dumbledore died.”

Snape said, “That would have been doing more what
was necessary. A simple ‘Keep Out!’ incantation would
have sufficed.”

Remus said, “Would have, yes. It would have kept out
both friend and foe -- and also you yourself. That’s why
Minerva and Harry thought the first barrier had been
Dark -- something able to let through only Death Eaters,
since you ran right through it as though it hadn't been
there.”

Snape snorted. “As if anyone there that night had the
wits required --"

Remus said, a little too casually, “They could have pe-
rused a book someone left for them to find.”

Tonks had no idea what Remus was on about. Snape
flushed but said only, “That was something that had to
be done.”

“So it was,” Remus agreed, “but how you helped Harry
isn't the issue at hand.”

“No?” Snape said.”My vaunted ability to run through a
barrier --"

”n

“A barrier that wasn't there by the time you reached it,
Remus said. “As you say, it doesn't take brains to cast
a 'Keep Out’ curse. It doesn’t take much in the way of
brains to dispel it. Which is why | was gobsmacked when
I couldn’t follow you up those stairs.”

Snape manufactured a sneer.”You were shocked | want-
ed to keep you out?”

Remus said,“l was stunned that your Certesbielde could
keep me out. Since it works only on people for whom
the caster is willing to die.”

Snape retorted,”And also on devoted animals.”

Remus conceded,“There is that.But in spite of your pen-
chant for calling me a beast, | somehow doubt you've
ever seen me as your pet.”

d

Which leaves the category of “willing to die for Remus,”
Tonks thought.

Snape said to Remus,”You are confident of your conclu-
sions.”

“I'm quite familiar with Certesbielde,” Remus said. His
voice steady, he added, “I almost cast it on Harry the
night Sirius fell through the veil.”

“Willing to die for does not mean in love with, Lupin.”

Tonks spoke up.“He never claimed you were. But / say
you are.”
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Snape whipped his head toward her, but then remem-
bered Remus would not be able to see or hear her with-
out the Legilimentic connection. As he re-established
the contact, Tonks slid behind Remus, wrapping her
arms around his shoulders. He was unnaturally still, al-
though his right hand stole up to her left wrist, hovering
where he would have once felt a pulse.

She couldn't resist. “Why so wan and pale, fond lover?
Prithee, why so pale?”

Remus choked out a laugh.“You're terrible.Nice to know
some things haven’t changed.”

She nuzzled his ear. “It is nice,” she echoed, “but it
won't do.”

“No,” Remus nodded.”Severus doesn't owe me this.”

“Better here with me,” Snape reluctantly stated, “than
elsewhere without.”

Tonks couldn’t feel Remus'’s flesh, but she could see how
the drape of his robes shifted as his shoulders tensed.
She couldn’t see his face, but she was familiar with
how his throat would be working -- how new creases
would have appeared at the corners of his mouth as he
scrambled for an appropriate response. She'd seen that
expression often enough during their own pre-relation-
ship arguments.

And had she looked like Snape did now -- not nearly as
greasy or curdled or worn, thank Godric, but with that
same terrible yearning (/ want all of you, body and soul,
but I'll take what | can get)? She said, slowly,“You're the
one who's alive, Snape. And you're the one who cast
the Enfermatéme. A Finite Incantatem and a manoeu-
vre against a wall -- that’s all it would take to banish me
right back to the boutique.”

“There’s still a war on,” Snape informed her.”l won't do
that to Lupin.”

Tonks took a deep breath.”l can't help existing. | can’t
help having existed. But you're willing to die for Remus,
and I'm not in your way.”

Snape bestowed on her a sour smile.”You won't stop
me from dying, is what you mean?”

Remus said, teeth clenched, “Don't even joke about
that.”

Snape froze, arrested by the expression on Remus’s face.
Tonks drifted around his shoulder to see for herself.

Oh. Oh, it hurt, that that look was for someone other
than her. But then he tried to look at her, forgetting he
could see her only within Snape’s mind, and the flash
of anguish across his face - oh, love, | never should have
doubted you.

On the Same Damn Side by Mechaieh

“You see,” Snape said to her, as if the matter were
settled.

“You don't do him justice,” she snapped at him.

Remus stood up and grabbed Snape’s shoulders,looking
dangerously close to shaking the other man.”Severus, |
loved her and | always will,” he said. He pressed a hand
against Snape’s chin, forcing the other man to look him
in the eyes once more.”But if | cast a Certesbielde right
this moment, it would most certainly keep you out.”

“A willingness to die is not a proof of love,” Snape in-
toned.

“Neither are kisses,” Tonks said,”but they're far more fun
than the dying.What the hell are you waiting for?”

“It's not all up to me,” Snape retorted.

“No,” Remus agreed, his voice thick.”But...” He looked at
Tonks, who gazed back at him sadly.

“Snape’s alive,” she said.“I'm not. And better him than
Isabelle Vautour.”

“I'm not putting on a show for you,” Snape hissed,
wrenching himself free from Remus's grip.“Finite Incan-
tatem.”

She heard Remus's intake of breath as he saw her out-
side of Snape’s mind, but she didn't feel any different
from the moment before, other than the new frisson of
danger: one false step and she would be the one out-
side of the three, even though Snape seemed utterly
convinced Remus would choose her.

She pinned both men with a stare and said, “You don't
get to use me as an excuse. If you're scared of what
comes next --"

She smirked as they both reacted.
“I am not a coward!” Snape snarled.
“Tonks, I'm not a saint,” Remus groaned.

“I know,” she said,“but you need to prove it to him.” She
glided behind him, drew her hand back and gestured
as if she were shoving against his shoulderblades.While
Remus couldn’t feel or see her pushing him, Snape in-
stantly rushed forward to catch him.

She smirked again as Snape swore at her upon realis-
ing he'd been tricked into the contact. He had ripped
only a single oath at her,however, when Remus crushed
his mouth against his, silencing whatever Snape had in-
tended to shout next. Tonks savoured Remus’s muffled
groan as Snape clutched his arms, and, oh God, Remus'’s
hands lifting up to stroke Snape’s hair and sliding down
to grope Snape’s arse and Snape hungrily kissing Re-
mus’s cheek and lips and jaw and lips again and throat
and lips yet again and more more more.
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Tonks's own mouth tingled with the memory of such
kisses -- how they had felt like being drenched in a
cascade of fire, flowing and searing and so much every-
whereness in each glide and nip and press of lips against
skin and tongue. Tonks could feel herself starting to
melt into a blessed nothingness as she watched the
two men devour each other -- not enough to disappear
completely, but enough to crave more of it.

| was meant to see this, she realised. If this is what it
takes...

Snape broke away from Remus, gasping, his hands pos-
sessively sliding over Remus’s limbs and chest and hips
even as he locked eyes once more with Remus. “Too
soon?”he challenged.”Too much?”

“Not enough,” Remus panted.”Don’t you dare think it's
enough, now we've started.”

Snape eased them to the ground and splayed his palms
across Remus’s chest. “What are you willing to give
me?”

Remus stared back at him, every bit his match in aggres-
sion.”As much as you're willing to take.You think | won't
be enough?”

Tonks said to Snape,“At least he's not giving you the too
old, too poor’song and dance.”

His shoulders shaking, Snape lowered his mouth to
Remus’s. As the kiss deepened between them, Tonks
again felt the force of their passion surge through her
own ghostly fibres. Whatever forced me to linger -- this is
part of its answer. She watched avidly as Snape’s hands
roamed all over Remus'’s body, deftly undoing buttons
and fastenings, and her heart soared at the sight of Re-
mus writhing in pleasure as Snape’s mouth travelled
from lips to throat to nipple to navel.

As Snape pulled the last folds of cloth away from Re-
mus’s hips and legs, Tonks couldn't resist drifting closer.
Her eyes still focused on her beloved’s face, she began
to speak into Snape’s ear.

..You see that birthmark just inside his thigh? He can’t
get enough of being licked right there, especially if you're
stroking the backs of his knees at the same time. No, that’s
too light -- it should be almost a pinch, but not so hard that
it stings. Yeah, oh yeah, just like that -- you see how much
he likes it? And when you've had enough of that, there’s
also this spot, just to the right of his cock. Just scrape your
teeth there -- oh, doesn’t he sound so good? | don’t know
why it doesn’t work on the left. His body’s just weird that
way. Stay away from his ankles -- something’s not right

down there. No ropes, no chains, no leather -- he does like
clothes pegs, though. Metal, not wood. Up and down the
ribs and thighs --

Tonks watched Remus’s right fist beat against the
ground as Snape’s fingers lightly pinched their way
down and up where the clothes pegs would have gone,
his breathing increasingly ragged as Snape revisited
his birthmark, tonguing its outline over and over.When
Snape’s hand closed over Remus'’s erection, Tonks eased
herself away from his side, gliding to a spot where she
could view Remus'’s entire body as it responded to the
attention Snape was now lavishing on his member. She
savoured the raw, desperate note in Remus’s moans as
Snape alternated stroking and sucking him, and the
way Remus'’s fists continued to pound the floor as he
struggled not to come, not so soon, not just yet...

There. Oh, yes. Yes, yes, yes... Tonks basked in the bliss
streaming through her phantom veins, feeling lighter
and lighter as Remus lost all control, his hands uncurl-
ing as pleasure consumed him. Even with his lips and
fingers still wrapped around Remus'’s cock, Snape radi-
ated satisfaction. He’s almost handsome when he looks
like that, Tonks hazily mused. And he actually listened to
me...

Snape stretched back up toward Remus, and Remus
lifted his head just enough for their lips to meet in a
long, seeking kiss. Cupping his hand against Snape’s
hardness, Remus murmured,“Shall we continue in your
bedroom?”

Snape’s expression was a curious mix of tenderness and
trepidation. He moistened his lips several times before
he managed to say “Yes.”

Remus turned his head to look at Tonks, his gaze suf-
fused with both wonder and sorrow.”You...”

She drifted up to them. Snape whispered, “You've be-
come almost invisible.”

She simply replied,”l trust you'll take care...?”

She saw his arm tighten around Remus as he answered,
“To my dying breath.”

“Good,” she said, and focused one last time on Remus.
Acting on pure instinct, she leaned in and pressed her
lips to his brow.

There.This is a better farewell.

The thought resonated through her entire being as she
finally, fully melted into the peace of nothingness.

®
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by Mnemosyne_1

nthe days of the full moon, Remus Lupin wears
e Gates of Hell under his patched clothes.
t's one last measure of control that he is
able to grant himself before the inevitability of
the change.

Each month before taking the Gates out of their locked
drawer, Remus wanks in the shower and carefully dries
himself off. Gently, he runs a thumb along the black
leather strap, the steel snaps on each leather ring glint-
ing at him as he reaches for his now-flaccid cock. First is
the largest strap, wrapping snugly around the base of
his cock to snap behind his balls. Next comes a leather
ring fastened just above the base of his cock, then one
around the middle and one just below the head.

As the last steel snap goes into place, Remus gives a
sigh of relief, the weight of the Gates a steady reminder
that he is a man. He is not bound by base urges and
desires, but binds them. It is one last measure of control
he grants himself before being taken over by the wolf.

By lunch Remus is half hard, and by tea his cock strains
against the leather straps. He will not touch himself
until just before moonrise, when he stimulates himself
toasintense an orgasm as he can manage in an attempt
to relax himself, controlling the pain of the change.

He has never let anyone see this. No one knows, aside
from himself. Lovers, even Tonks, were never allowed to
touch him on the day of the full moon. He relishes the
secret, as he savors the pleasure-pain of the Gates that
bind him.

It is natural, Remus thinks, that Severus should discover
this secret about him. After all, Severus has discovered
everything else.

The potions master is now working for the Ministry
— pardoned and free, as long as he uses his skills to aid
their objectives.He brings Remus the Wolfsbane once a
month, along with familiar words of derision.

They are an unexpected comfort in Remus’ quiet and
now solitary life.

Harry visits, on rare occasions, and a few others even
less frequently, but Severus, bound by the schedule of
the Wolfsbane, is the one consistency in his life. Severus
and the moon and the Gates of Hell.

So when Severus does not show up on the day of the
next full moon, does not supply Remus either the Wolfs-
bane or the thrill of having one last dirty secret to keep,
Remus is irritated, then worried.

It has never been like Severus to be anything less than
dependable, however much he hates such a Hufflepuff-
ian word.

So when the clock reaches 30 minutes to moonrise,
Remus resigns himself to the fact that Severus will not
make it in time and sets about his pre-change routine.
Silencing charms up, floo blocked, wards to keep the
wolf in. He used to set wards to keep others out, until
Remus decided that since everyone knows, it is on their
own heads if they're foolish enough to enter his flat
during a full moon.

Remus undresses himself and lies back on the bed, run-
ning a finger along the straps of the Gates of Hell. His
cock has been leaking pre-come in anticipation since
he set the wards.

He works hard at giving himself a shattering orgasm
right before moonrise — a relaxed body handles the
change better. The best transformations are ones after
he’s come hard enough to pass out, not that it's easily
achieved with just masturbation.Remus has discovered
the Gates of Hell are an essential tool in this endeavour.

Bringing a finger to his lips, Remus gently licks the pre-
come off, then runs his wet finger over a nipple. He feels
it bud beneath his fingertip and pinches it, shivering as
his cock responds to the stimulus.

His other hand is on his thigh, gently tracing patterns
on the sensitive inner skin. Remus makes a point of
touching as much of his body as he can on this night,
drawing the pleasure out. He usually rides his fingers
hard, imagining the feeling of someone inside him.



He is so involved in the sensations his hands bring that
he fails to feel the wards shiver or hear the soft crack of
Apparition.
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“Lupin, you must take this... bloody fucking hell

Remus closes his eyes and wills this to be a bad dream,
a boggart, anything but Severus Snape discovering his
final secret. He can only imagine the picture he makes,
sprawled on soft cotton sheets, knees wide, hands
touching himself, cock high and bound with now-
glistening leather, matching leather band squeezed
around his balls.

“Lupin,you should drink this directly.” Since Remus’eyes
are closed, he hears Severus’ voice more acutely, and he
notices a subtle shakiness which he otherwise would
have overlooked. So Remus opens his eyes, grasps the
goblet and drains it while meeting Severus'eyes.

He sets the empty goblet on the table next to him and
says, voice rough from the painful burn of the potion,
“The change is easier when | am as relaxed as possible.”

“I see.” Severus’ voice has gone very deep, and his dark
eyes take in Remus’ splayed and wanton body. “Do you
require...assistance?”

Shocked, Remus replies, “Not usually.” Hardly believing
his own daring, he continues,“but | wouldn't object if it
were offered.”

To have another pair of hands on his body is intoxicating
on this of all days, and Remus finds himself responding
as he never has to his own touch. Long, slender fingers
pluck at a nipple, press his perineum, trace his collar-
bone and Remus arches up into the contact.

Bending, Severus presses a kiss to his jaw, then slowly
works his way down Remus’ neck, licking and sucking
and nipping. Remus will have marks to hide tomorrow
and he delights in the fact that Severus is giving him
another secret to replace the one he’s taken away.

Severus swipes his agile tongue across a nipple before
biting down, and Remus hisses in pleasure, twining his
fingers in thick, greasy locks. With a final tug, Severus
releases the dark, tight nipple, moving to give the other
the same attention.

As Severus traces patterns down Remus’ stomach with
his tongue, his hands slowly move up Remus’ thighs.
They come close to meeting and Remus groans, spread-
ing his legs wide.
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“Fuck me,” he begs, but he feels Severus’ head shake
under his hands.

“No time left,” Severus says, and Remus’ incipient pro-
test is cut off as a rough tongue laves the head of his
cock. Severus’ hands have disappeared for a moment,
but their absence is explained when they return, now
covered in lube.

“Yes,” Remus moans as Severus takes him in hand,
squeezing his cock between the leather rings.”Yes!”

A questing finger has found its way to Remus’ hole and
slides in slowly, searching. Two fingers, and Remus arch-
es up into Severus’mouth as his prostate is stroked.

“God, yes,” he pants,”hurry.The moon...”

Sucking the head of Remus’ cock and inserting a third
finger, Severus manages to unsnap the Gates of Hell
with his free hand. Remus gasps in pleasure-pain as
his cock and balls are released, and screams as Sever-
us swallows him down to the root while pressing hard
against his prostate.

Remus comes long and hard, feeling the beginnings of
the change prickle under his skin, and as he falls into a
welcome blackness, he hears a barely audible crack of
Apparition next to him.
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Remus has thought about the last full moon every day
since, and worries that it was a never-to-be-repeated
aberration. Neither of them has contacted the other.
Now he paces anxiously in loose trousers and vest, feel-
ing the welcome weight of the Gates of Hell pushing
against his trouser front as he waits for Severus, won-
dering when he will arrive and what he might be willing
to do.

An hour before moonrise, there is a knock and Remus
opens the door almost before the third rap of knuckles.
Draining the potion quickly, Remus follows it with a glass
of water as Severus watches, seeming half-bemused,
half-aroused.

There is now nothing that needs saying, so Remus pulls
Severus into a fierce kiss, their first, and one of firm lips
and tangling tongues. Arms wrap tightly around Remus’
waist, and he moans into Severus’ mouth as his bound
cock presses tightly against the other man’s hip.Remus
slides his hands up and around Severus’ shoulders, feel-
ing the brush of long hair along his arms.
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When Remus pulls away to catch his breath, Severus
moves to his jaw, his neck, his ear and Remus can't help
but melt under the attack of kisses.

“Do you still want me to fuck you?” Severus whispers in
his ear,and in response, Remus grabs him by the front of
his robes and drags him into the bedroom.

He treasures the stifled chuckle that is drawn from
Severus.

As Remus unfastens Severus’ robes, he discovers that
the man has worn nothing underneath, and delights in
the pale, smooth skin revealed as he pushes the robes
completely off.Itis a second’s work for Severus to toe off
his shoes, and Severus is standing naked and wanting
before him.

Itis a heady sight and Remus can't resist wrapping him-
self around Severus, running his hands down Severus’
back to his arse, cupping and massaging the surpris-
ingly abundant flesh as he kisses Severus fiercely.

Slim hands slide under Remus' vest, accidentally hitting
a ticklish spot, and Remus laughs, twisting away. Sever-
us’ smirk tells him that spot has been noted.

Severus tugs on the vest as Remus raises his arms and
it joins Severus' robe on the floor.The bite scar is on Re-
mus’ back, and he can feel Severus tracing it.

Foramomenthe wondersifthis reminder of the truths of
lycanthropy will send Severus away, but Remus
shakes himself out of that thought. Severus brings
him the Wolfsbane every month and has known
about Remus for almost 30 years. He has not
forgotten.

A nip just below his ear brings Remus back to the here
and now, and Severus murmurs,“Are you ever going to
let go of my arse?”

“I like your arse,” Remus says, and squeezes for empha-
sis.”l didn't realize you had such a nice arse or | would
have made an effort to touch it much sooner.”

He moves on, though, just to make Severus happy, and
as his tongue explores Severus’ mouth once again,
Remus’ hands discover that Severus is thin and strong,
with muscles defined from years of stirring and lifting
cauldrons and running up and down dungeon stairs.
This, his libido decides, is an excellent thing.

Severus pulls back to unfasten Remus' trousers, and Re-
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mus can't repress a relieved sigh when his constrained
cock pulls free... and rises only as far as the Gates of
Hell will let it. He moans in protest and arousal, fight-
ing the urge to remove the Gates himself, but Severus
catches Remus’ hand before it can move any closer to
his tightly-bound cock.

“Tonight,” Severus breathes in his ear, “this belongs to

n

me.

“Yes,” Remus agrees instantly, twisting his hips to make
the trousers fall. He steps out of them and tugs on
Severus' hands, leading him to the bed.

They strip the bed of blankets, leaving nothing to get
in their way. Severus summons his own jar of lube from
a pocket in his robe, and Remus laughs, suddenly real-
izing that he is more than aroused.

He is happy.

It is a strange and exhilarating feeling, and one that he
has not felt in far too long.

Sliding onto the bed, Remus pulls himself back towards
the headboard, and Severus follows him, kneeling be-
tween Remus’ bent legs. Severus sets the now-uncapped
jar on the bedside table and leans in to kiss Remus again,
one hand braced on the bed while the other trails up
Remus’ calf.

“God, | want you,” Remus says as Severus attacks his
collarbone with kisses and nips, and the other man
freezes for a moment before continuing. This may be
convenient for both of them, but that doesn’t lessen
Remus’ desire for Severus’ pale skin, slender hands and
long, thick cock.

Remus feels like time is growing short, and he squirms
under Severus’ ministrations, wanting him to speed up.
Raising an eyebrow, Severus grabs a hip and flips him
over easily. Remus rocks on his hands and knees and
keens as Severus spreads his arse cheeks and shoves his
tongue into Remus’ hole.

God, it has been years since anyone has done this to
him, and no one quite as desperately as this. Remus
shoves back into Severus’ face, begging incoherently.
Severus pulls away, only to suck at his balls, tongue
tracing the lines of the leather straps. Slender fingers
dig into Remus’ hips as Severus moves back to the
tender hole, driving his tongue inside between licks and
nips of the puckered entrance.



Remus suddenly finds himself on his back again, with
Severus’ tongue seeking entrance in his mouth. Gladly
he opens, sharing the musky taste of himself and arch-
ing up as he feels two lubed fingers press into him.

Fumbling for the jar, Remus manages to grasp enough
lubricant to smooth all over Severus’ erection, and he
takes his time making sure it is covered completely as
he rocks back and forth on Severus’ fingers. The fingers
disappear,and Remus has no time to mourn the loss as
his legs are hooked over Severus’ shoulders and, with
one hard thrust, Severus enters him completely.

Remus gasps, clenching, and Severus stills, dark eyes
meeting Remus’as he waits for Remus to adjust.

“Move,” Remus growls, and Severus does, pulling nearly
all the way out before slamming back in.Remus is bent
in two, is being fucked into the mattress, and he cries
out in pleasure, scoring his nails along Severus’ back.
Each thrust in and each pull out hits Remus’ prostate,
and he begs for release, unable to take anymore.

His cock is straining against the leather bands, and
Remus feels Severus grasp it, trying to release the
bands with one hand while still pumping in and
out of Remus’ arse. Finally, after Remus is incoherent
with pleasure, struggling to come, the final band is
released, and he can feel Severus’ hand wrap fully
around his cock, tugging him to completion.

Screaming as he comes, Remus can barely feel his own
desperate arch as he clenches tight around Severus’
cock, drawing the other man’s orgasm from him. Spent,
they collapse onto the bed, Remus carefully sliding his
legs from Severus’ shoulders, stretching them out in
the hope that they won't cramp. Severus is a welcome
weight across his body, but he can feel the moon about
to rise.

“A few minutes,” Remus says, voice rough. His throat will
be sore tomorrow, from all the screaming. Severus slow-
ly rolls off of him and reaches for his wand to perform a
quick cleaning spell on them both. Sleepy now, Remus
watches the other man slide quickly into his robes, pick-
ing up his shoes in one hand as he reaches for his wand
with the other.

“Thank you,” Remus whispers, and Severus pauses
before leaning down for one last kiss.

“I will see you next month,” Severus promises, and
Disapparates.

For the first time in his life, Remus looks forward to the
next full moon.
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The full moon evenings are variations on a theme for
the next eight months, replete with Severus and sex and
toys in addition to Remus’ usual Gates of Hell. Remus
is a still a bit embarrassed about the previous month
and his eager reactions to the giant dildo. He doesn’t
want Severus to believe that Remus thinks he isn't big
enough, because he is. Dildos are very nice, but another
person is infinitely better.

When Remus is being very honest with himself, he will
admit that it is Severus that is infinitely better, not sim-
ply the presence of another body. He is not quite sure
how to broach the subject of perhaps wanting Severus
to come around more than once a month. The most
time they have spent together is an hour and a half of
sex every 28 days, and really, that isn't much to base a
relationship on.

Though, technically, he thinks, we have known each other
for years.

He's not sure if Severus will see it the same way, and
Remus is a bit worried that he'll discover that Severus
just sees these nights as the opportunity for some good
sex, and nothing more.

It is three hours too early for Severus yet, so Remus is
sprawled on his couch flipping idly through a book,
cock a significant bulge in his thin pajama pants due
to the Gates of Hell, when someone knocks at the door.
Hoping itisn't Harry and preparing to summon an outer
robe just in case, Remus peeks through the peephole in
his flat door.

It is Severus, and Remus panics, wondering why he is
here already. Perhaps Severus means to put an end
to their routine, and is simply dropping off the Wolfs-
bane as he used to do. He doesn't realize how long he
has stood motionless until Severus knocks again,
impatiently.

Jarred into motion, Remus swings the door wide, then
feels a grand sense of relief when Severus eyes the
bulge in Remus’ pajama bottoms and licks his lips.
Apparently Severus has something planned that
requires more time than usual, though this means that
Remus is a bit unprepared. He chugs the potion and
heads for the kitchen to get a glass of water.
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Remus nearly drops the glass when he feels hands on
his waist and a kiss on his neck, but manages to finish
off the water without spilling any. He turns around and
braces himself on the sink.

“Any particular reason you're here early?” Remus asks,
smiling to show he doesn’t mind at all.

“Ihad athought,”Severus says,kissing him.Remus teases
Severus'lips with his tongue, and Severus responds im-
mediately, sucking Remus’ tongue into his mouth and
twining it with his own. They are lost in moments of
heady kisses, snogging like teenagers in the kitchen.

“A thought?” Remus prompts breathlessly when they
finally pull apart.

“My thought is that if one orgasm before the change
helps you relax,” Severus says, tracing the shell of
Remus’ear with his tongue,“then two will help you even
more.”

Remus shivers at that.”Oh, yes.”

He pushes Severus toward the bedroom, because if
Remus is only getting sex one evening a month, he re-
ally prefers to be comfortable. Along the way, Severus
loses his shoes, one by one in the kitchen, then Remus
drops his pajama bottoms by the couch, and Severus
leaves his robe at the bedroom door. Naked, Remus
guides Severus to the bed, pushing the covers aside.

Usually Severus focuses their attention on Remus, but
tonight Remus wants to return the favour. Leaning in
for a kiss, he gently pushes Severus onto the bed. He
explores Severus’ body slowly, memorizing the curve of
his ribs, the jut of his hips, the arch of his feet. Finally, as
Severus clutches the bedclothes in impatience, Remus
drags his tongue along the underside of Severus’ cock
and looks up to meet a pair of smouldering eyes.

Remus gently sucks Severus’ head into his mouth, slid-
ing his tongue into the slit as he grasps the base of the
cock. He lets go quickly as Severus reaches down and
drags Remus up his body, calling him a bloody tease.

“Now you know how | feel most months,” Remus says,
laughing, and kisses Severus.

He sprawls across Severus happily, leather-bound cock
rubbing against Severus’ stomach as the other man
massages his arse. Fingers brush Remus’ entrance and
he hums low in his throat and reaches for the jar of
lubricant.
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“Oh, now you want to hurry up?” Severus asks, smirking
as Remus slicks Severus’ erection thoroughly.

Remus arches back and slowly lowers himself down on
Severus’ cock.

“Careful,” Severus whispers when Remus pauses to let
himself adjust.

Bracing his hands against Severus’ chest, Remus lowers
himself the final few inches and sighs as he seats himself
firmly. He rests a moment, then lifts up, Severus’ hands
gripping his hips tightly.They come together awkward-
ly at first, then with a growing rhythm.

Severus’ eyes catch his own and Remus cannot look
away as he draws closer and closer to orgasm.lt is there,
at that moment when Severus reaches to release the
Gates of Hell, that Remus realizes how much he cares
for this man.

Then the Gates are opened and Remus cries out as
Severus surges up, slamming into his prostate one last
time before coming.Wrapping one hand around Remus’
cock and an arm around Remus’ waist, Severus leans
up for a kiss while pumping Remus’ cock furiously. An
interminable moment later, Remus’ completion finally
follows.

They slump to the bed, arms wrapped around each
other, trying to catch their breath. Severus gropes for
his wand and casts a quick cleaning charm before pull-
ing the blankets up over them both,and Remus can feel
himself smiling idiotically as they curl into each other
and doze off.

When Remus wakes some time later,he is on his side with
Severus spooning him, one arm around his waist
and the other under Remus’ head, face pressed into
Remus’ neck. He has the thought that this is how they
would wake in the morning, if Severus came on nights
other than the full moon, and Remus knows he will ask
Severus if this is possible, or simply wishful thinking on
Remus’ part.

Remus rolls over in the circle of Severus’ arms and
kisses him, causing Severus to stir, nose wrinkling in a
way Remus will never tell him is absolutely adorable.
Remus has many wishes, but none of them is a death
wish.

“Don’t worry,”Remus says when Severus opens his eyes.
“It’s still a while until moonrise.”

“Not worried,” Severus mutters. “I have an excellent
sense of timing.”



“And an excellent sense of self-preservation?” Remus
teases, daring to place a kiss on Severus’ nose.

“Hmm.” Severus frowns, but doesn’t pull away.
It's now or never.

“I'had a thought too, you know,” Remus says, heart beat-

ing fast.“You can come other nights besides this one,

and stay.”

Severus blinks, then focuses hard on Remus’ eyes.

”Stay?”
“If you want,” Remus says quickly.”You don't have to, it's

just a thought.”

“You..." Severus hesitates.”l wouldn't be... intruding?”

Remus is surprised at how unsure Severus seems.“No,

Ill

not at all,” he replies, trying to be reassuring. “Most
months you're the only person | see, and | wouldn't
mind seeing you more. If you want to come by.”

“I'd like that,” Severus says, quiet and intense.”l did not
know...” He takes a deep breath.”l assumed that | was
needed, not wanted.”

“No.” Remus gives a shaky laugh, hopeful now that
Severus will be more to him than one night of plea-
sure and relief. “I've never needed anyone on full
moon nights. | would never let anyone touch me those
days. Most of my lovers either didn't know about the
lycanthropy or were only too glad to avoid me if | want-
ed them to. Until you walked in on me.”

“That was hardly my fault,” Severus says, glaring mildly
at him.”l was simply bringing you the potion.”

Remus laughs.”l know.I'm glad it was you — you seem
to discover all my secrets.Why not this one?”

TGS
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“You aren’t concerned that I'll tell?” Severus isn’t looking
at him anymore, seemingly afraid of Remus’answer.

“I trust you,” Remus says. It seems to be what the other
man needs to hear, because Severus kisses him fierce-
ly, pushing him over onto his back, running his hands
all over Remus’ body, their now-hard cocks pressing
against each other.

“You trust me,” Severus breathes between kisses.

“Yes.Yes, | do.” Remus reaches for the Gates, but Severus
catches his hand.

“Just us this time,” Severus says, kissing Remus' fingers.
“No toys, no binding, nothing between us.”

How Severus has been before is nothing compared to
the way Severus worships Remus’body now. He is over-
whelmed by touch, skin and lips and hands all contriving
to consume him in a haze of arousal and need. Severus
takes him, turns him inside out, and steals Remus’ heart
as he holds sway over Remus’ body.

As he gasps and moans under the onslaught of sensa-
tion, Remus realizes that Severus has a secret too, and
his hands now speak what his lips cannot. Writhing in
ecstasy, Remus cries out and knows that he is loved.
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Once a month, Remus Lupin wears the Gates of Hell
under his clothes. One person knows this, one person
who looks at him with heated glances, knowing what
binds him.For one night a month, Remus belongs to the
moon.

For the rest, he belongs to Severus, and every morning
when Remus wakes, Severus is there.

MODNIE. P
Apett 9 B o ®»

Syne, affer much internal debate, emerged
from lurkerdom on July 7, 2006. Since then
she’s written about 75,000 words’ worth of

fanfiction, and the plot bunnies haven’t
stopped coming yet. Aside from fandom,
Syne loves to read, crochet and go to the
opera. Her living room is decorated in
as much of the Moroccan style as she can
afford, and she dreams of one day actually

*E-mail: mnemosyne_1@hotmail.com

being able to visit that country.

*\Website: hittp://mnemosyne_1 .livejournal.com/
79

(==



PP e——0)"

Lap Wolf by Ebonyserpent

=3 uwwlw!“

) o

= —
0

E...:w‘

.th
\/

WOlff

nyserpen

Lap

80



+= Breathings of the Heart =
by Arionrhod and Mckay

Letters which are warmly sealed are often but coldly opened. ~ Jean Paul Friedrich Richter

Fill your paper with the breathings of your heart. ~ William Wordsworth
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DARK LORD SLAIN — WAR ENDS!

Harry Potter Savior of Wizarding World

All Hail Boy Hero For
Defeat of Voldemort

In a surprising and overwhelming
victory yesterday, Harry Potter de-
stroyed He Who Must Not Be
Named, ending the war which has
terrorized both the Wizarding and

Muggle worlds for the last two years.
Details are sketchy at this point, but
from all reports Potter destroyed
He Who Must Not Be Named in a
magical battle on the grounds of
Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and
Wizardry. Many of He Who Must Not
Be Named’s were also killed, along
with an unknown number of Potter’s

own Order of the Phoenix, a band
ofwizards and witches originally
assembled by the deceased Albus
Dumbledore.

As the list of confirmed dead and
injured is made available, the Daily
Prophet will update with further de-
tails....
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DAILY PROPHET
(Headline Article, Daily Edition)
June 2, 1998

MURDERER IN MINISTRY CUSTODY

Killer of Albus Dumbledore Survives Final Battle

Arrested by
Ministry Personnel at
Hogwarts
The Daily Prophet has learned that
Severus Snape, murderer of Albus
Dumbledore and notorious hench-

man of He Who Must Not Be
Named, was arrested at Hogwarts

(Page 4 article)

GREYBACK’S PACK
TAKEN INTO CUSTODY

Several members of the pack be-
longing to notorious werewolf and

DAILY PROPHET
(Headline Article, Daily Edition)
June 3, 1998

School of Witchcraft and Wizardry
in the aftermath of the final battle.
His physical condition is unknown
at this time, as he was immediately
removed by the Ministry of Magic to
an undisclosed location. The Min-
istry will neither confirm nor deny
that they have Snape in custody,
but witnesses who wish to remain
anonymous say that it is unclear why

terrorist Fenrir Greyback, who was
slain in the final battle at Hogwarts
along with He Who Must Not Be
Named, were taken into custody this
morning at a location somewhere
outside Surrey. The Ministry reports

Snape remained at Hogwarts follow-
ing He Who Must Not Be Named's
defeat. Hero Harry Potter, long time
protege of Albus Dumbledore and
long-time decrier of Snape’s role in
Dumbledore’s murder, could not be
reached for comment, nor could any
surviving members of the Order of
the Phoenix....

that the werewolves were captured
easily, having lost any will to fight in
the wake of their Sire’s death. All
have been removed to Azkaban to
await trial for their crimes against
humanity.

ALLEGED CONSPIRATOR ARRESTED

Remus Lupin, Former Hogwarts Professor,
Arrested with Werewolf Pack

Claims of Lupin’s Loyalty
Called into Question

Remus Lupin, former member of the
Order of the Phoenix and long-time
associate of Harry Potter who had
gone missing over one year ago, was
found to be among those members
of Fenrir Greyback’s pack who were
arrested yesterday. The reason for
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Lupin’s association with the terrorist
band seems clear; he was given the
curse of Lycanthropy by Greyback
himself as a child over thirty years
ago. Many members of the Order of
the Phoenix, the very ones who had
cast doubt on Lupin’s loyalties for the
past year, are now recanting their
stories and claiming that Lupin was
actually an agent working undercover

for the Order. Yet there can be no
question that Lupin was found with
the survivors of Greyback’s pack and
not with his supposed comrades of
the Order, thereby calling into ques-
tion his true allegiance. Just who was
Lupin working for during the war, or
was he perhaps playing both sides
against the middle in an effort to sur-
vive no matter who won the war?
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RUMORS OF SNAPE’S INNOCENCE IN
DUMBLEDORE’S MURDER

Brother of Slain Leader
Claims Snape Is
Scapegoat

Aberforth Dumbledore, brother of
murdered Hogwarts Headmaster
Albus Dumbledore, has gone public
with a statement claiming that

DAILY PROPHET
(Headline Article, Daily Edition)
June 5th, 1998

Severus Snape was not responsible
for his brother’s murder. In a stun-
ning turn of events, the Daily Proph-
et has received a copy of a letter
written by Aberforth which pins the
blame for Albus Dumbledore’s death
squarely on the head of the deceased
man himself. Below is a facsimile
of the letter in its entirety, but it is

uncertain whether it casts more
doubt on Snape’s guilt or on
Aberforth Dumbledore’s sanity.
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ALBUS DUMBLEDORE’S WILL

Slain Leader Leaves
Bulk of Fortune Split
Between Traitors

Shock and horror are resounding

through the Wizarding World from re-
ports the firm that was entrusted with

DAILY PROPHET
(Headline Article, Daily Edition)
June 6, 1998

MADE PUBLIC

Dumbledore’s will has finally read
and will act upon its contents. The
document has been sealed for the
past year in accordance with specific
instructions left by the late Hogwarts
headmaster. The Daily Prophet has
learned the reports that Dumbledore
directed his entire estate to be split
evenly between traitor Severus Snape

and alleged conspirator and werewolf
Remus Lupin are true. When asked if
he was upset by being left out of his
brother’s will, Aberforth Dumbledore
replied, “What do | need with his
money? | have my own full vault and
a fine establishment to boot.” Further
details of the will are being held se-
cret by the Ministry of Magic...

HARRY POTTER IN RETREAT

Savior of the World Goes Into Seclusion

Refuses to Comment
on Battle, War,
Snape

Boy Hero Harry Potter, whose de-
feat of He Who Must Not Be Named
freed the Wizarding World from

two years of tyranny and terror,
has reportedly gone into seclusion
under a Fidelius Charm somewhere
in Scotland. The Ministry will make
no comment on this, but longtime
friend of the young savior, Molly Wea-
sley, was finally reached at her home
in Ottery-St. Catchpole. Before re-
fusing to speak further, she claimed

Potter needed a respite and should
be left alone to heal from the stress
of the last few years. When asked for
Potter’s feelings on the developments
involving Severus Snape and Albus
Dumbledore’s murder, Mrs. Weas-
ley issued a firm “No comment, and
don’t you dare step in my garden on
your way out!”

83



<

—

Chocolate and Asphodel

DAILY PROPHET
(Headline Article, Daily Edition)
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MINISTRY DECLARES SNAPE
WILL BE PUT ON TRIAL

Potions Master,
Murderer to Be Tried for
War Crimes

Trial is set to begin tomorrow for
Severus Snape, accused murderer of
Albus Dumbledore and loyal follow-

DAILY PROPHET
(Headline Article, Daily Edition)
October 15, 1998

er of He Who Must Not Be Named.
The Ministry claims to have a solid
case against the former Hogwarts
professor, and although it cannot be
confirmed, rumor has it that Harry
Potter will testify in the case. Pot-
ter still cannot be reached for com-
ment, although sources close to the

Boy Who Lived indicate he will come
out of seclusion to make certain the
murderer of his mentor receives his
just desserts. The case is, according
to one official who prefers to remain
unnamed, “cut and dried”, and they
are confident the trial will last no
more than a week.

TRIAL OF THE CENTURY ENDED

Verdict Reached in the
Snape Trial

After months of shocking testimony
and unparalleled drama that left even
the Wizengamot divided, the trial
that has riveted the Wizarding World
has ended at last, and Severus Snape
has been declared not guilty. Initial
reports from the Ministry declared
Snape’s trial would be an “open and
shut case”, but as more and more ev-
idence was presented and witnesses
came forward to speak on Snape’s
behalf, it became clear the Ministry
were grossly mistaken.

Pensieve memories, signed documen-
tation from the deceased Headmas-
ter of Hogwarts, and even testimony
from a portrait were among the evi-
dence presented to the Wizengamot
to disprove all allegations of treason.
Aberforth Dumbledore, brother of
the deceased, was among those who
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testified on Snape’s behalf, revealing
he stood as witness to an Unbreak-
able Vow forged between Snape and
Albus Dumbledore in 1981 prior to
the downfall of He Who Must Not
Be Named, which marked the end
of the First War. Snape vowed loyalty
on pain of death should he betray
Dumbledore. Suffering from a slow-
acting curse wound, Dumbledore
was dying and charged Snape with
the task of killing him in order to
strengthen Snape’s own place within
the ranks of the Death Eaters that he
might undermine the organization
from within as well as smuggle infor-
mation to the opposing forces via his
contact, Aberforth Dumbledore.

Memories stored in Dumbledore’s
own Pensieve supported these claims,
as did signed documentation which
was unearthed along with Dumb-
ledore’s will. In spite of dismay from
the prosecution, all signs pointed to
Snape being innocent of treason. But

witnesses who spoke against the ac-
cused reminded the Wizengamot that
he did in fact murder Dumbledore
and cast an Unforgivable, regardless
of his motivation.

After lengthy deliberation, Snape
was cleared of all charges related
to war crimes. Dumbledore’s death
was ruled suicide by unconventional
means, leaving only the charge of
casting an Unforgivable for which
Snape was heavily fined and placed
under house arrest at the Dumb-
ledore estate for a period of six
months. The notation will remain on
his record, and the more disgruntled
members of the Wizengamot have
vowed against such leniency should
Snape be brought up on any further
charges for questionable behavior.

When questioned after the verdict
was given, Snape’s only comment
was “Go away.”
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Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckayvv:.(

WEREWOLF TRIED, FREED

Remus Lupin Found
Innocent Amid New
Revelations Concerning
Albus Dumbledore’s Will

After a lengthy wait while the Min-
istry of Magic dealt with the trial of
Severus Snape, werewolf and alleged
Greyback supporter Remus Lupin
was found not guilty following a brief
trial. Testimony was given by his sup-
porters in the Order of the Phoenix,
who lobbied for Lupin’s freedom
for months and requested charges
against the werewolf be dropped for
lack of evidence. Minerva McGona-
gall, leader of the Order, vouched
for Lupin and called his long incar-
ceration a “travesty of justice”. Other
Order members did not wish to go
on record - unsurprising, given some
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of them are employees of the Minis-
try - but there was a general spirit of
jubilation following Lupin’s release.
As for the werewolf himself, he only
smiled and said, “I just want to go
home. Wherever that is now.”

Lupin’s comment does raise an in-
teresting point in light of revelations
today of a codicil in Albus Dumb-
ledore’s will. It had been previously
reported that Dumbledore’s estate
was to be split equally between
Lupin and recently released spy and
former Death Eater, Severus Snape.
However, conditions were attached
to the division of Dumbledore’s
wealth, which has been estimated
at several million galleons. Accord-
ing to Ms. Amica Curae, Executrix of
Albus Dumbledore’s estate, Snape
and Lupin must both occupy the

Dumbledore family mansion, located
in a remote area of northern Scot-
land, in order to have access to the
late Headmaster’s fortune. If one of
them moves out, the other would be
granted the entire fortune by default.
There are apparently further stipula-
tions concerning the death of either
of them, which one source within
the Ministry has been quoted as
saying was no doubt to keep Snape
from murdering the werewolf for the
money. Neither Snape nor Lupin
would comment on this latest devel-
opment, and given the history of bad
blood between the two which has
been hinted at by our sources, spec-
ulation is rampant about who will
emerge as the heir: the Death Eater
or the werewolf.

Laolosed with this post, you witl fird a Key to Tingling Gently, the ancestral home of the Dumbledore famity theated ix Murthee-on-Toast;, Seottund. As
qou are both to ocoupy the residence, /&m& be aware the conditins of the late Hoadnaster & wit are J;aw/ﬁ/a and anbreakabte: /f efther olf 4o boave the

estate fo/‘ a /W/aa/ af nore than one week /@fw‘e [ have received a /’W)rb‘(y signed note f/‘m you indioating that you have agreed to Share the estate hence-

fwﬂ and fﬂ/‘ewfmm, then the party who is absent witl fw‘fz/t‘ hiss obain on the estate and the money which aceompantes /¢, Gou should abso be aware that

certak /m/a/éa/ protections have been /a%mec/ on the o{m/%}g/ and /wowrc/&’, both to protect yow privicy and Jour persons, even f/‘m each other, [Death /s
abso considered a fwfwt a/féazyé Me. Dunbtedore was quite, qute diect i stating that murder was a faﬁfe/f as well] and the estate would then revert

tr St Siwin & Home for f/_afm/ym’ f;«/}re&

lf there are ary matters which requive my ablention, such as advancement of additinal funds for maintenance and gpheep of the estate, ploase contact my

aff/w during normal business hours,

Yours,

Aniza Curae, Fsquire
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[Letter written on plain, cheap parchment, folded and
tucked into an envelope, and marked “Lupin”; left on the
parlor mantle. Dated October 20, 1998]
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[Letter written on pressed vellum, folded in half and

propped up on the parlor mantle. Morning, October 21,
1998]]
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[Excerpt from Severus’ private journal. October 22]
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[Left on the mantle, October 22]
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Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckayvv:.(
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[[Letter written on the back of a Chinese take-away menu,
left on the mantle. October 23]
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[Excerpt from Severus’ personal journal. October 24]
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[Letter in an envelope containing the shredded remnants
of the take-away menu, left on the mantle. October 24]
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[Excerpt from MS entitled An Order for War — Albus
Dumbledore and the Wizarding Wars by R. J. Lupin]
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[Letter scrawled on a napkin embossed with ‘Woo’s
China Palace’ and left on the kitchen table next to a
salt-and-pepper set shaped like a knight and a dragon.
25 October]
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[Letter left on the mantle. October 26]
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[Note penned on a receipt for a large quantity of tea
from ‘Oslo’s Finest Herbals’, left next to Severus’ mug in
the cabinet. October 27]
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ey, \ou}fr. Fom would veod Hae docian Fow
subwatFred o Lot O Hol owad wtne, 7Oun
would see Pae huPal \L Hae vl Tevesh
o, ok B Hlonow souwebines s eosier ot
Zo it ok your own wicomeepFows e~

conde 1'\«4,7 owe so\r,or.

Ados, Ll Fell Mittaervo Paot our plowas Fo eloy
Vo o AT wadTe ovad do Pae [Twbo o bow-
c)o Aviaans owve ou.. \ Sappose we ll)uﬂ' Lowe bo
sebHe f,ov T owad comversoFion, wlaic\a will
wo doubt o(ﬁo\(:(wm \nev rm\-l7- Al UL be
cevr 6\\'0 \oo\wﬁ\« ouy \'VO\S \QLLOVL \ 5"&«33@(
“p o Wy YOOW, overwhaelwed f_wow\ owA eve-

vxf«ej of, f_o\w oo wach faph«le,wz.

Yo,

(VZ VRN

[Letter left on the mantle. Late afternoon, October 271

j@e is 70 ons who wougz%g/wwle in /74;1![7; me, 471/
t/ejre &s no one wﬁm J ¢ inlerested in m’g st
on

0
j@fom it wyll not be an isoue as fdf s am mm[
ijwz intsnd to hos peopls t¢_aja.rl7z 7 an ozz?/‘ hose
on g re agf asi, z‘ﬁﬂw T; i/_rfect [Z‘ﬂ orme w%n
mé:ﬂ% as jmu elﬂf in yotr jrm’ow nmisSie,
Qo no{fm.rum Lo lecture me aa/z;zz{ misa reﬁ;wm.f.
ﬂu 4{710111 ﬂd/@ f et or my leualwn:%tzr ‘@dﬂ?

Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckayvv:.(

/mé.r i gear jﬂtz @5 0 165 ed_‘f’m Azlf , dﬂ/ T am not
zmwe/ J jmr a/[zluj or jow jng altgﬁef.f af [zz)wr

S, Onape
PS-T ﬂtm[ ftir on the .{g(&. T £ wias not mins, Cloar
(f-ﬁa.

[letter on parchment left on the kitchen table. Early
morning, 28 October]

Severius -

bl Trdeed Tafrovrua you of oy fuhve VistFovs
well T odvonace, so | o \—\««.7 owve loaown Fo
wae. Pw\«o\(:s N T o ‘aood Fae Fo wenFow
Pt FHollowe e T Tk Havee alo\7s; L we vecetve
) \'\1\7 Lotk or qlouls, | shall be wove Phowa
\«p\() Fo ‘ovaswer Hae doov owad dole our Paetr
Hembs. Lo\c}, L ve alvesdly obtoined soiid hreoks
T e b, s heoniing Aok st o pred

owly shabed withes, you d vk wownd o do T -

oMAn WV , do lek we bunow.
™My |/(7(»\vu;7 Tdicokes only Pk Lowitnq wolleed
o\w\’lfe.fm7okws\«oe.s\'oo\w\-o\f«w U wd

Pk Hae Lesh wony o deol wibP W Thes © Fo
‘-v7 o weolke lﬁ)\«'\' of,\—\f\wa. Weve 7%]—0 lowa 1
o Wy (Lowlds, Joud wo dost A we chancle-
lﬁ\‘j via\tF ol wWiRa 7O Wl else comn |
Ado?’ TThe allevriotive T Fo ey ook Phewa, ovad
Wt )uﬂ— wolkes Wy vose viun owad leowes way f.mu.
s‘olo\'r.\«7, o Wb F oo Five st Tadeed. Pu-
arlle Phouaa Wy bLuwnor §, T does allow we Fo
wolke wp eoch wovag owad e’d— ow Wikl (W
m\—\’\wkq’\«p«v\ avrltaa T ow wv)df. To die. \owe
o qreat deol of_ re_)()u} f_or 7O, Severi; you ve o
AoV, owad aTVa whak you ve qowe }'\«ro\«o’\« .
Pk weons o lob. I shows Sou ‘owe weot weale
Lor allowf«e, 7owrsdf. To be crushaed \97 JOur o
Gnmstouaces. MerdTa Loaows o lesser waona would
\owe been.

\ ddeowred NG He Lotv ow Hae )of.o\- Sovvy, W+
wast Lowe 3:)\4@.& Peve when | -Avuu‘(md-zo(b
Lﬂ—ll o\slu.p Nave vxl/e)\«\' \oe.f..owe_ lowsh.

o,
[7ZZVSRY

PS - e st Lz.w wWiaWh | ve Lbean owolen \97
sowe very odd sowads f.row\ »\‘»\-w/ws. Lo

\—\«wo()e Leowtng, Jou loow. | do \«opc eve
Tt o problew,, LUk TL Haeve T, plw)e. Lorow v

o\lwo\7s uﬁﬂf«o’ ‘o \«w.l()-
89
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Chocolate and Asphodel

[Letter left on the mantle. Late afternoon, October 28]

/.Ea no{fm.mme to ca_pfwe jﬂWJf’j/(: Lo me or jaw Jsitua—

Lion Lo mine,

J fw tmén measures Lo /mé certain jozz wzﬁwf 6&?‘ 117
Jﬂtlﬂ/.f‘ z‘y‘z}/uﬂ,

S, d;_;ﬁzg

[Excerpt from MS entitled An Order for War — Albus
Dumbledore and the Wizarding Wars, by R. J. Lupin]

. Qlthough the Order of the Phoc-
nix was divhanded at the end of the
finok war and the membews went their
separale ayo in an altempl Lo put

Pl 6ok together the fragments of theis

= MM,MMMQW
1 Belief that Voldemort hadn't been
4 [ nol bu Lo aqueleh thin Befief, in fact,
N Re Began to make plans in scorel,

B L plans which would lay the foundation

' for the Order to be reactivated if, - no,
o indeed, when - the need atose. Dok
M| Ve Lol of, these plans sas Lo relain
E SWWSWMOMA%W
' at Hogmarts School of Witch-

C caft and Wigardey. St has Been
MR .. luto2 By mansy, Hhat Dumbledone
W actually wiched to keep an eye on

| Snape, prosing his lack of ool fo

Lo appoint him to the position of pro-

iy @uks, feok Snape be fured back into
Bis of2 was. S fact, Dumbledore
more than a year. Je needed Snape
Y e A

g

90

no one ose in the ©rder could do.
ICe, and he alone, bore the Dok
would Be able to warn Dumbledore
strength to slage his setuen.

[Note left on the kitchen table. Early morning, October
29]

Sevevis -
WheHher L wolce cow\(»\rﬁcw\) Lehuean s ov vok
Aoen b owrge Pae f.o\d's of. SPer of_ our Stha-

AHow3. Hou ve owa Tdelliaent waowa, o L werely
leowe 70\«\1) dvow JOUY O loa)ﬁ.o\l conclusTons.

-

3 Pae woy, Lwosw + comnplotnl oot Hae motse
30 e\ o )o\7|/ ok TL 7:;:10«/@ o Pro\alzw\,
 own willtag, Fo :a.w oAy o3 Showace | coma. e,
L lorow you'owe o (fo,v.c\-b copobole wizowd, owad
L o T v wiony collag your cow\(n}c,v\u. o
o.t\e.)"\/o\/\ XV w\wc;lz WwWilltag Fo (»fo\/ﬂc. \«d() T[:
7?(« weed F, ¢-(\/M LT v wove Mv‘:\:\ sk of.
wWilltag eows (ov eves, | suppose, aven Hae vuon-
\/ev\o:p St of- o\,::’i&w:f, /OV\)?
Wlowad, o3 e 30\7f~e) e)oo_s-

NIO waowA TS ova

Yo,

Lewd

[Note magically stuck to Remus’ door. October 30]

ﬂt{ @ff@/;’w tins ﬂouf Lea on [5 Jame Jﬁ/ as 7

toa., Rémms : yours at onece,
S, Snape

[Note stuck on Severus’ tea tin. 31 October]

Severius -

Moved.

Ho\ﬂo7 Followe el
o,

Lewd



TS - \w sovvy Lor contng o Ple Likchen
while 7O weve s\'\/ﬂ \—\«we]—\\:% worning, bult | owa
very cavroa TFwos 6:\S. You seevmed A?’T»xsdf,,
o Hhoual you weren & )lu‘ﬂ well. Revevloer
ot Wy OLEW sHI stowads TL\'\'\WL FY sow\e_}'\«f«n,
O oY waind. SowaeFinaes )ks\- so\7 \vu:) soweP\Tv
o lowd (ov wvitFing TFdomn, o Phe cose Wy boe A?
(TN \«d‘o Jou Sovt ouk oW '\—\Aow:’\«\'s

[Note stuck to Remus’ door. October 31]

otz a/;w Finse ou{ tf sz( 61 016 a.ft J ﬂtm/;ea
loas an I/I‘/Jfﬂ oer Do not let it 77/{&71

S, gS;_;iw

[Note tied to a bunch of pure white lilies, left in a slight
depression in the ground before the ruins of a house in
Godric’s Hollow]

To sbosend [riamds,
Mo e)rﬁf. Suvrcesnse,
Grod lF your souls
Rt T crevrvasl (eoce.

e

THE QUIBBLER

(Headline article, Special Edition)
October 31,1998

BiZARRE LiGHTS SEEN 6VER SCOTLAND

The Quibbler has interviewed several eye witnesses
who claim to have seen odd floating lights in the sky
over a remote area of the Scoftish Highlands early this
evening. While some claim it was merely an overflight
of migrating dragons, everyone knows that dragons
don't migrate at this time of year. It is our belief that
now that the Dark Lord has finally been defeated, itis, in
fact, the long-awaited return of The Gryte Neep, a leg-
endary figure which hasn’t been seen since just after
Grindelwald’s defeat. Further investigation is certainly
called for, since the children of Scotland are no doubt
anxious for the return of the generous Neep and his
presents...

[Note left on the mantle. Late evening, October 31. It is
attached to a small black bag containing chocolate frogs
and Bertie Bott’s Every Flavor Beans]

Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckay

Severid -
w7\—\«o\\'\~\7 VRl Taa 1oL wos Tod \'z \ wos
Ao ed \97 o owvFitle T Pae Wbbler. \ve

vecH ed Pae sthotow, o Ly o 7%( SoHs-
Lo\d-\/ov\ Loalseo wao e oov ownad dusred e
anFive downatoaivs T re.cow\()o_voc_

\ \«o(w Jom cvx)o P breads. 35 Pe oy, Paeve
T Sowe cocon T Pae cobotmet wlaichh | Lse whaen
\ owr Mowtna hrolble )lu() Feel [.wu Yo -
a(»le,e. )\«o\ﬁ Jon weed F. AQ)

\10\’\73 ,

Lews

[Note left on the mantle along with the unopened bag of
sweets. November 1]

dl sterin tl in,
/ /A’”’ w .rtzmt/

f ouse in ecml con /

L ﬂw jotzf.m zm b 1o alome,

aré a nuisance an [é .%Z,/
r ]ou to
m/r ou musk, cléan

[Note left on the kitchen table, afternoon. November 1]

Sevevris -

Sovvy e Wveos weven b o Jon Crha. A1
V\—Mﬂ' wo\-v,)\— 7owf r.\f\o\ro\c‘-w\z.o}\m of, VA2 Y On
slob; | Lowe dowvie wa r_o\\r showe of, clesmaing, ovad
owe ov hwo Boloked Tacidenls \«ouro(l7 cony 'R\\-e

betag o Mo, Nov do wold \-{7 aal
overfures cowsFihlte (m,s\—cx\ \ conn ownly on-
St TF TS o lonvele of, sleep whaickh covd—w’c.ng—\

‘o o ALV ST l T uweov; s »\WLOYMQ
onad | do witha Jon uo»lo( allow we Fo \«d‘?

\70\’\73 ,

[7ZZVERNY

[Excerpt from Severus' personal journal. November 3]

0 Uﬂ( o tﬁ:z f@e were [mzt.f Lo m/
uf/:m/ 1/71‘5.&;, laztf a.r.rgoam J
ave lof / eale l%} oF wuﬁa [

wd.f wrong, J
7% an @e § mwf mltﬁx notes, “Jgt 5
.wt.r l?j&.ff%%; 7o /ml/ ozzz oar J mzué V4 t&}
@ overtures are trmelcome, -
jf worst part is f @ m;t‘zce[ % o[fm, an/;ww f
i am.rfafzf/ﬂ fﬁ% his assistarts — as f w azot(i;m/r o

91

(==



<

N

Chocolate and Asphodel

[ @fe [;n Jin (ﬂfM‘BJfﬁ
s sim / worwe/ J zaz[

ftr'jétofmzforlemﬂy
zf.]/mjj.e[f fwz.[lé a.rgmnt@

f it is
noue o) d/ﬂ?]é Usiness, an 710f6;7

Mg,u £ am /
/sz tﬁm were, T would not ace t

/J.w o.mz[wtaomcﬁo %fﬂ/f& e[
/ ect, nol wf 77 inging &
.fﬁeo.re J f Al te[ ﬁrz an. et over %u%
a.r 24 @f mg;zzllm d?l wm%.f.f, 2J, /1/ lo [;ﬂ
.)‘ when pe .w.r‘% md‘/e} ife—t ea/ﬁzm nor 47.7[@
ol i

af can be remedis w[/‘zwmeafmat

,dﬂ

[Note left on the mantle. November 3. There are blotches
of ink on the parchment, as if the quill was held over it
and allowed to drip. The parchment itself is wrinkled, as if
it had been crumpled and later smoothed out. The hand-
writing seems a trifle unsteady.]

mmwru wokr\i |\«3 wove. | do wok ve-
or\w. - Sour osshowace.

[Note left on the mantle. Evening, November 3]

Severid -

Well, s ot swr‘wm o»m( \Lowe v \«"\Mo\rtb

TWen Wk Sou've been \—\«rou L. ouwve Suv-
jf/e_a( Htmas Pl would Wowe p(e_s‘vora( o lesser
won Justlorow Rt 1 70u ever do weed wy
o33 Thowace, T3 owoiloble.

"3 L»ll woonm 18 Fouorvow; | shaall evdeswvor Fo
Le oy o.rﬁ} FRY posﬁglc\—c ool a(l/s-\'wf\of«c’ 7Ou.

‘70»;(3 ,

QL\A’\L\)

[Note inked in the margin of an MS entitled An Order for
War - Albus Dumbledore and the Wizarding Wars, by R.

J. Lupin]
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aarwe/ %j{;‘} :g;t)f T do not naed y ou;g,r [éz,rtazzce ad” los

[Note left on the mantle. Morning, November 4]

0 not mg/

Lo permeale your t

ire any assistance from anyoye e.w
rcb s 8 g sz o 5 7 W Ay
T ses f2. d/a pring me, an J{j relending you fﬂe
any J /“g(‘ tzméj.rta i, ] n c%
J‘Xry otton, Hhore are 17,%; wort ;f Tegligence that 61;'5
}Q/;?ﬂ ot@zuue T do not give a am/ are tm e/
/:znwwlaﬂ:e in lf 4 £, elf /4 /ofj not /mm we
1&/} 76 wzlf ne anotfier, dﬂ/ T haw no intsntion
f ving 50.CAf0 an ff/r " your ﬁwx[ jf /f want
jotzr ompanions _f 0 not,
S, Snape

[Note left on the mantle. Late evening, November 5. The
handwriting is rather shaky]

Swms -
1 "\‘)ﬁl« | Londe waove 57\M‘>o\\—\o\) L:.)v "‘u""/"“’) P

By e el e o
luv\ 0\\/\7 \A«OV@ Y%L‘)"W@ \’0 \~\7 OVW -

}'L\\fcs A \—\«, (»\s\' Pown 70»\ ove vow, (R MA(A
Pk doesnt excide \ML \»7 Vovder. |
WU

Lonow Jom Aot cove, Lk ¢t do. Jom wowd'

WAy Cown o\vu L0 ov vk, Pl A vd— 3
RSN AL e

couwde 70\«( [> PV VN t.‘ao \Ce.
ours,
[7ZZVERRY

[Note left on the mantle. November 6]

T see. 'ﬁj /o.f.n[/ M f rece tale fo overtures

is whit i \jj;zfmm r6i m our ﬁwn s, even

ou 14875 78 st 74 reve  jou ks
@Jag s and Lpus w Mtz,»r Lo Jc@/

un m;cf%%j t kept you From drin m 7’/{ ane,
lwmzm mt @Jow mz‘f.f oo
[\f ‘% 24;0 in %oﬂm 5o that tf stor, }‘ZZ

ﬁ % parin zazmwz " %

f %wy tﬁ% /yx oo/’ ¢ ﬂe

01[




(—

161011171 JSayin ”f% once in dﬂlﬁdlﬂﬂ[ 3 fWeﬂf&/df

f tht, ap.s /f @e /aa/” ot Lo [
fé%/l?é lojour oveftures,

T chooge not Lo accept your offer. ?o an/e.rler
Gisnds, T am cor zuﬂ,/ﬂ Zr'.fﬁ:j;ﬂ ’af/zaz/ wotzi;a/
jowcoman zzfmm;/j/ﬁﬂj /‘7

O, Onape

[Note left on the mantle. Early morning, November 7]
Severis -

Stace youn Lvoua W »\() P ‘»\s\' lease ollow we
Fo oddvess Jour’ ‘:o\vJ-s st 7@) \ do doubst
Pt 7o wo»\la( \Lowve bean n.u.()\-\w_ ‘o Wy over—
hwes T school, aPhoughh Pk © wot w\«7
AR veta T Wy f_w\e,vw(s ov uo\«7 \ AdnF veveol
Sy’ obiliFies. @V Haose hoo, all | comn S0y 1Y
Pk | o\d-v.o( (O sdf,/\a wovaner Haod | Lowe
Lov ever stace. LA F ouk of- on vaeed
\ ‘,A\-q—o wq’\-u} \~\7sdf. Lorowinag, Haot T oy
wos, St/mks Jowanes, owad Ptev waove combrol
over wy f,o\\-v. Poowa L did \~\7de T P \—\«_7
Lonew \~\7 secved owad could \owe cs\—ro7¢a( wae b
veveosltma T Wos TF wv o‘. we Vo be )df,ﬁ\«
f«\—\«o\:‘aa Wiow? “es, Fwos. (Fwos even wove

or. vz vor Fo lawe Fold Albus sbouk Svins

Letag v Avimnaus, alPhouga | Bl Fue Wbtk
of, ku.(n/ secves onad ro\-v.d'\v«:) wa sdf. N owe
Pk died very \Lowd, wm\—\—\w \ Lursw T W
sdf,’\« oAl wov . Lo wode Lor all of.
T Lowever, slPhota\ | Lold v \q)g-vxv\zss oW
f,or Pk Lo\c} A o wony, 1 T wos voRaer l'c.»m\-v
Ta; o secved vevealed, | \owe LO\AV\A wo |
\«M PRSEWIIA power Fo conbrol wae wib f,e_mr PRY
T ovce Lo
A f,o\r ISy \\)w’(les Loaaewvt, all | comm sy ™ Haotb
N | wo\s Fo Reoc }'\«. \907 ovad 'n
sovvy, Lo o\:\:’l\ vu ov lacle \—\«wwf, wever

ed \~\7 watad w\—\m \ wos o show o
M’L ted \907 Pk wa MouldwF be allowed Fo
conbvol WG [ie. [ you losk foce T ol o
very sovvy, L Fo be \«mx\— T vever occurved
To vae P o»m( e o Lloody dowa whao- Hae
Mldven \—\«w \«\' of you foct, F, 90w olwonys
wode o 43[7 cleow Pk Jon AN cove
wlao- o\w7m \'\«ws\f\\— of. 70\,\, ’L Pob vy
w\exd.7 [N o\c} T wos o very vod owe, ovad |
O\Pt)lc)ﬁ \2e oﬁo\w\ f.w ot veo \z.\ T wosnF R\

conde.

-

Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckayvv:.(

Wi veqowvd Fo Towls, | s‘vcwolv\o\'\wcwﬂ«
e wow, wov do | \owve oy a(u\wc.\'o Ao so. |
wever did, sPhoug\a owce om,o\\w Wy P P P
Lol of, Al O, Covv v Foo wach
w\«o\\' people Nl of. wee ldd wae Taro vok be-
oy LO’VCLM o | should Wowe been Tt e
whic\ © w«f,or\nwh Lecowde wy
\v}wcﬂ— Aoyt (e wiPh Wer ov wifl oAy WOMA-
owA, Low Pk e, @r"x«%\’d} shae come Fo
\—\«, verliZoFowm Plaol we were tasuiied opde ow
\ev oronm ovnee | Mll7 oaveed Fo \v7 o veloFow-

s\««p Achol pvocFice devaovshrotred Lo\r waove
So}\s(.ad'or/l} (\‘\D«vx Wy ()ro\'u\'s alowe ever

could.

Ho‘w,f.»\ll BT cdeows o f.a..w N as; \Lowever,
\ o %z Cerroa \—\t‘:\\- o\v\7 o\Polo y. \ \M\Q,\«\'

ou,w wo worer Wow Stacere, comt waolee wp

Lw}—\«. (70\3\' @r\—\«m\' \'oo \ o sovvy. \f_\—\«w«.
o o wory \ could c\—\o\v\q’h\—\—w, ok, L would. ou

Lowve v e Wow Wy Fivaed I've withed T weve

(wss’Glz
Mours,

QL\A—\U\S

[Note left on the mantle. November 9]

Ju e 10 eafwmce zmorn/ 3377
( Lo not presume mfw or zm 010 / me Lo t/; omt
f ' %o redict zaﬁz‘t J w f/ﬂtz are
s, /eﬂ/ nor 1;1% fuﬁnmx or that

s for tf rest, af least you jz jozz e J?;/?.rf
zzf %@m J(? f / s p; zw/z;:l 2i7¢ a coard as we,
ﬂW cauz/z‘zz&} afyomz tﬁz f jzm‘zaz/ /u/ l[o:m 0l‘fj

face 1l s, or] T strite /0 cultingle d certain mezm—
or and re tztatam, zaf f oxz under. /[tj i, tf zlte
.mo!.r J ﬁ;z to out. J % are ;gr@f
% care w[}f t[j respecte
ezmz en%ﬁ jy zzltﬂztam
onm ar afy idea fra j?az/ [ it mag o geperate any
mtf/rs.rf in o ions . j e Lere 10 J MZ % / .rf 014,
t s i was / i zaz[ﬁmtﬁ;z J 171 ﬂw %tnxf lf slr
% ouﬁo 117“711171 tk/f ejzz/et‘ff
res if—

shalus mm/éiM‘
/5[ w/a} J ﬁouﬁr:i?//e‘

fzaz/ tine as if was without  you makiy it worse,
O, Onape
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Chocolate and Asphodel

[Note inked in the margin of an MS entitled An Order for
War - Albus Dumbledore and the Wizarding Wars, by R.
J. Lupin]

[letter left with a tray containing a pot of cocoa and two
cinnamon scones, placed in front of Severus' bedroom
door in the middle of the night, November 9, and alerted
to by a knocking charm]

Se.\/m) -

o N

, Ve~

2 SL", \ Aﬁvx"’ cownae
\—\«wo( t low?'o AdWer TATS. |\ levibodred 1
co\ll\v«:) 90w ovder Pt | own vt Fo oscand Fo
o ldvel, o TF weve. The veosonm f,w e co-
oo omad Scomed T8 Haok | leowd 7O (0

owad |
\—\«o».o’\«}- pqx\«o\(vs s wm,\—\\- \«d(z J0u \'o:\l?e

o re.(7l7 ‘o © o eovlier waissive... e, | \«o\w_\ouv\
on cowowd T Hae (70\)\— \ \a\o(n Pt \ oA ()o\s\- WF
“wow, Lowever. | woldie v excuse Low\—\ao\}- s
WO WV \av} \ Lowve leowned Fo wolb Ll f,o.o\r
conbvrol wa 2 08 wanc i of o Aol o 7O Com-
Yider wae \'o \oc \do e.vev&»o\lb leowra.

Well, wsualy.
\ dowt il you Viowve Fo wovvy ook Hae

sMavJ—s oF Ho wo\r\—s wor Lv.o\w\ ow; Wik
Hae sthqle excedFiom o Fowvy, | eve all of
Huewn d@, owad Wy o Haewn, yeowd lorer owad

f,»ll vown, SHIL do. \L J0u w/\«e.a( Yo leowe
o o\ﬂ-f«n) \w\(wv_n\ov\ N \—\«.\M Jou AA so

3\«&0&35“[7

\ AN waeona Fo wolee o )o\o wovie; oﬁmv\
\ P olo«:) f,or ok |\ a(\o( owd SHU do L d

SHFoWS )um\ﬂ C:lw\«m s bLecowde Haey owve
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je.rtﬂm me hen ] zz;a/n

shulewh who did s\ow

vouwase evan duvto Wy Fome Poeve. 'Pc,\r\ao\()s
c\«c o"\—\m ’L \'\«L7 ouldwF see Ve s OL
wlao 7O were of.f..vx g, lovcbed Ve \vo\c)\—\\' o

wisdow Fo vealize .

wu_o\ll, Haeve weve o

\ \«o(w Jour slup Lecowes enster.

o,

[Note left on the mantle. November 11]

J fﬂﬁo un M‘Jldﬂ/l‘d / ou persist in lr Z
aé Yo conlinue

ozmrff‘ to me, ¢ orce j m, 4
atg .rtzcﬁr not wgl-

come, “Jou c/ aim lo [ @e fﬁ%yﬂ ol prove ovlise
emn me Lo wonder L AR

dfr matter,
i zf ¢ Jame ¢ does nol mean we must intepact or

/et on, Jf f ouse iS / myﬁﬁl e py aid sao otf

Ed.fj
O, Snape

[Note left on the mantle. November 12]

Sevevi -

[RVORIPREN 5 Suvre, SPer. V\p\7\o¢ \ we.o\ll7 PRV SO 7 i
ok, vau, oala(l c)\« \ seewn Fo Lowe A
cov o\\oo\,} vo\«o\\' 70\«\—\«\& of, we. Ov vor\er,

o\\ow\— Mo Jouwr 0‘7\\/\\0\/\ Stace JOu \«o\w.

1 Lle.o\r oo Hae cuvrvend shote of, o

&) Hoe woy, Hae Lol oy owe f,o\s\— o\(;(woo\c\—\ w\ﬁ
L would (e o purchose o sl ree owad ok wp
Soure decovorions. Moy | ploce Paevma Tt Pae (v
lov, ov should | ik w?df.\'o Wy O s‘-wi7?

\10\,\\(5 ,

PZZVIRIRY

[No’re left on the mantle. November 13]

m are zzzf tﬁ;x o ]171{ e z;/x/ z/; /
ij J%:fﬂ i, toza Vi d.f (7 e/ twld/r/
dﬂ%j o/l% T i m)t‘ ﬂ/e‘ owr /&Z

b d[WM i you we see. m zzzz[ me ‘”_f]

convenient., j jlﬂwﬂ b7 m)t ange.
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_f” are Loo vions,, Do not ax axpoct
me to e.fta?e or leprale t‘f 8 Season wz!fjm
S, Onape

[Letter left on the mantle. November 14]
Severus -

Celleve wae, | owan wot belowtng Fowowd you o |
A Fowowd STRS ovad Jowares, o owan | looliv
o wolie you povt of wy (wov\—w/\-u}) ol
Wit JOu, pw\«p\(z) \ owan loolina wrove Lor f,o

Wernedd Hhowa onccephomce. | vy Wowve Ll Paewa

o T Swaaill woys Auvriv wy [Te, Lk \ vever
LATu( Haewn o | f_o\’(u( 70»\. \\)o\' Pk vl ot
50\7 \ wouldw’t ile Lew f,ruwb wWiRA JOu,
ov, T. F B Foo wach o o\)(nra\—o o leost be—~
Ta vwon-WosHle ncopotadonaces. &b | owan f.»\ll7
owowve Haok l've dowe Hataas wlaic Wowve consed
70»\}'0 suffer, ovad LWt | could wkz\—\«o\\'hp\'u
JOu, even Phouna | liaow Fy \w\poss’glc

Lesk Jon Pl | o waoHFivoed sold7 \97 & Sende
of, 3‘:(" leF wae osSuve ou Pt Tk He cove.
“ow owe o LA)L\M]’I wow, Severis. | would be
LoHa waove LlTad swad "“?—N( waove '\-k(\al o evern
90u evediF wae Wik beti, T\ ATt veolize Paod,
onad Lt Fo qek Fo Laasw 70\«‘9&%

‘“«p««k ou fov your Tdulaence om Pae decovo-

‘“«z Wil be weTPdv Mpl7 wor oloviox-
\ws \ )k“)()ose. \ )k)\’ wowa Fo wowle Hae season o
Tol, WP Phe wow \«m/\vu:’ anded owad

\ole.sw.o( veedowa Mll7 o Lowad.

Mowrs,
PZVERRY

[Excerpt from Severus' personal journal. Evening, Novem-
ber 15]

f [mj?‘J wozz%w 071 1 Care

0;{ ?fug;/z;z a r
“f ;W/ VA A
) J 10l
é‘?/j‘et tﬁz} o

o Mr Lomeons — an one —
an/ T understan ama/ JSEems jo.r.r
% e
7 f a[tmtwﬂ
tamzzzﬁfant em zﬁ'/yl
f T o m?t

@nf
lo

ironic tﬂz} T was d/ ez/}o
am/:;co / not
/ the 0¢ / of M erlin,
.fufrn.m/f'., wwzwp/”ﬁ itt @e&ﬂwﬁt a ene
e &n wpin s term af Sloguirts, Tt 7]
z/f.r ing metd J wanted, J ¢ ijlw, ﬂz neu,

-

Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckayvv:.(

J!wa.raa(mw/‘ t[a?.]wzunf]tw not to
ﬂe/a.rz] %zu/w 47[

//%/ogjd tf 81
w% uarls becatse df /y otler uids a/r;w
tf rles,

%/%/f// e gl g
was WJO”I&U”B%? L%I[ %00//;0 jdﬂl?a

/t tym 3 Z W&yf?g ?ﬂe/r wﬁr} the
/%) zm/ o7ouphl /[é}.)‘ receve f atlention
1171/ w% ﬂ lpss efFort,

%é;ﬁ”‘f”“ Y el e

R

Letter left on the mantle. Middle of the night, November
16]

ﬁu ave ff J;p/‘ ous z.rtzm‘ ion o) ﬂ/e‘g tf 6 o, jz’/r.mn zzzf
281 G :o.fe to m)w m am concerned,
ser g.wwco .mtz‘ctfma.rt‘evam

never aw/ / fo the ﬂ/té;’ s fi
}efge on me, zz/%;z @etﬂo/%;;[;w amare o ffm
7 ?%ﬂé T was strong s /;mt lo wire

ol o s o s

Sl 1125; edgment jﬁz gﬂ
oul e,
ﬁn / / easier, Lo twé‘wta l{zz;x ascinal ion,
f " yob b the / Linction o f sing the 071 ons to
!

wy f assumptions
tf [xora/ww dﬂ/ f s season, J ﬂn 70 cause

az‘am nor an t ? otzl i, an @ﬁ 7o

zm‘em.rt in .fe /1 / /.r Strewn W:’/y—
@ ¢ oV om is ré a/zVe

we/rejfw

S, drﬁw

[Note left on the kitchen table. Morning, November 17]

Sevevrius -

Lwill wot Fo wolie assumnpFoms T Pae r.k‘uw.,
o3 bowdl o Pk coma be. Bk | do o\da.vsoulu(er_,
Lvui7, Lo W Low\l\— ownd vy Lm)c,f«m\-\/o\«

\ Pwovm)c ‘o Luu.(z Pae decovoFions Fo o winaic
. Acad w23, | do wadershowad sdooud f.ru.o(ow\
“wolr \otf«?—hu }'\I\D\" W wia Wk scemn. A o0 M

le s voun owr gouHA »ﬂo( soumeFinaes all 1

wagonad 18 Fo- J0u \owe v\o\—\m lv_[.\-\—o lode.
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Chocolate and Asphodel

Yt Fo L+ 7o | Linow, | will be owony \'ow\owow
oss’\;l7 o\/vrvu TaWr \owe b 30 o SE

{; Lo sowe \-u\—s dowe. No doulbt JOu wWill &

ey W Pece oA or\d—

Hours

7

[PZZVENRY

[Note stuck to Remus' bedroom door. November 19]

%} Jort f lests, zmﬁzg were t@ ﬂeaz.f.rzzrj(.’)

[Note left on the kitchen table. Late afternoon, November

19]
Swms -

NoPhina Fo be concerned sboul, veally. Vwa o
Wwolf, o\ﬂon»\c\«\ H—7 ovAd o Jon Lorow,
Pere owve v«r\o\aswq)\« Molo$ ol LM/FIM
T o o\u,z.d— ewolves of_ Pt
()o.c.ﬁlb ownes whao howe bean wf_u‘-u( oy
av«:) o | bowe. \also s on oo lw\ vao\l

sevevol waowHay \vxmrm"u( \'ve L&M
“ae.. ‘vo\v\)r.ow\'\ovo \\ALY%) w\q> o\\wf,»\l ovev
P ‘»\s\— v, ovad | )»A\- wowdked Fo \A-\o\ke. Cevbota
\ woswiE a(e_\/do(u o HATFS ov ) oPner de-
a’wo\\-we_ condTFiom.

k\)\‘\ \L\‘\ ol

onQe, e

\ \«o(w JOu owve w\o\m T F sowae slu()- \f,
Ve cocon \«d‘as pl@o\scwnzu. o\? 70u veed.

Mours

7

[PZZVERRY
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[Note left on the mantle. November 20]

an ¢ [ Sty af Cowzz s not a use fa/rmy j ainst

insomnia or night mares.,

J 71 wﬁ! f Lpe Lransformalion become more a{'ff&/.@
H s you Jon ‘5 o/ jto s of wrthritis?) d oms f
af@ londiLions a/;r.r ammrmz or was

z‘[z:f arouline examinalion,

[Note scribbled in the margin of an MS entitled An Order
for War - Albus Dumbledore and the Wizarding Wars]

wow, L Bl We oxchuall cowed

\‘_ \ weve on wove

[Letter left on the kitchen table. Morning, November 21]

Sevevis -

Accovdina Vo wy M, Pere T voPnima Moc-
olore comF cuwvre. | s\«o\ll be very wo»\vv(::))'o wA
o\,g' S\aw_ WS wrovss

've been o Lmr waove )owJ— vt owadk s\'\’u.—
PV3SY Lollc»m Wy \-ro\v\sf,ow\'\ov\) yes. e
Heolers Sovy o\ ()ro\ao\\al? will ale.vdop PR LW 15T
o\\- Sowe ‘70 \vJ- L ‘,or e wonanl )k)\— vl -
cevtoiia \—\«m\' \ bl F ey on W dovy o\f_-
\-vx Hae vaoom, spect co«ll7 by s\—o\7|
YoViv \v\j o [TFHe o ()oss'c.alc f,w\—wdw,\—u "“""’3’7
Lo».r \«ww) will )»\L ce. OPaer "\\o\v\\—\«p\\— }'\«¢7
e 'vn we, o 63 we o8 Soweome who o
Leen on Wwolf. for Pa@- ve yeows comn excpect
Fobe. Vvebean ‘7»} v so\:z_ a(w_\-z\u\ kp(zle.w\fvz—cs
o well. A()(»\w.v&b wy Foe GV0.7\90\LL<.3 (».d«.

wowv A onad



v vy dBlTle of Pae fevol dich bos led Fo somee
wolmir tFow.  Avd \aeve | \—\«ow:)\«" \ wos O\Al7
\A«ﬁ)ﬁ\% \~\7 \A'\Wwf«a, ]'v.o\-

owrs,

[PZZVSNRY

[Note left on the mantle. Afternoon, November 21]

ﬂw moz‘/z;r was w%,

?/g ”?rt f Jg‘tﬂ/ %Mmﬂfﬁé ou [;&ﬂ i)

toss annt Tng Tou rparind From St._Hungg 5
A) .wzzf .fﬁw.re / joﬁ p/:rgor coﬂmn%p J
a/; an /;ewz'ﬂ e %ﬂ}/‘.} e Potionfor o ain, J
%ﬁw 57.7 @e to zzzoffy 1274 ‘/1/;4 ﬂm{m Tee f t/;

ro0m an& 7| m thridt ot, & fl(m ain Some M/_M}f
jo.rl—tmﬂ% wn, qu not, e a Sage meant Lo 1 [
o

on aﬂﬁzﬁt oints, TE prpvi A ﬁ:al, an J ave l‘wfy/a%f}‘
/R /ﬁx} éﬁﬂ&f’/‘df&f@i‘/r !4;71 lé‘ wméﬁal&re -
M/ U(ﬁm té.' jaoz‘[a}arj,

[Letter left on the mantle, which has been decorated with
a tasteful evergreen garland tied with blue and silver
bows. Evening, November 21]

Severiy -

Well, wy heowt T brolie, T 900 Wt Lonow. \
owne ok vely ove Pae witdow of, one's Muwn,

w1 Haeve le_m' To Lelteve T2

OPner Haown IO, of. cowse. howle 7%,)0»«
offer of Pae Wollsbowre B ot owly spprecioted,
bk L with Fo do soweHatiag o o you boele fov
He hrowble o well. | o\v:\:Lo very votreful fov
Hae o‘.Lw of. Hae solve; ovm Phe wovratc o\f,\-w,
| sowetines Phile Ple cvealiing of way Jotnhs
could wolie Pue deod. Al Pue leadt, | bowe qot-
Fen sowe svsnnved looks frown o few of Hae pov-
Hoiks.

M dﬁ\'ﬁq SM()‘?le.w\ch's owve w\os'\-l7 Lerbols; Pae
LobHes owve Ta Phe oowvd T Pae LC\’&.\«M, Tr,
70\4@( (Te b bolee o loole. wolld o (rruﬁ}v_ Jour
M\A/cv_, oy well, Tr_ Peve © o\v\7\—\«\ Jou Lelteve
\'\«c7 Lowe overloolked. | loaow Paol JOnY extper-
He T ‘ooh/ovo © Lo\r sk‘wexﬁr Fo waost Heolevs.

Thonls agqontns | owan del Taitely Ta your delot.
9 7 "7

‘70»{; ,

Rawd

1177/;1 /
b7

Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckay

[Note left on the kitchen table along with a half-empty
cobalt blue jar with a hand-made label reading "joint

salve" in Severus' distinctive script. November 22]

T lore is /5 Jaﬁ, J¢ Jﬁlij‘ 5/ wzfﬁn oint pgain after
the transformation as zzz.e[ as / dzﬂz{w fl

j f in
cortain %&J f woather, J wé(:;md/f wihsn j%ﬂm
ouf,

%& &5 no need Lo tzué Jo,many sy [pw 1% I e
ﬂ/r‘eza a tonic 61} wz/ Wz}é‘ w/a)ﬁ 'otzﬂfw '7'/1;773 dli é:m,
¢ more ﬁtmbw Lha it the Fodhrd how

J / not, mw/ or want gecompense Igf f)wz zzzz'.rﬁ_oj me
p/a‘aé takin tﬁt ”ﬂ?tzé;ﬂ aro /;6 tre¥ .rzy out ﬂig;ow
.fea.mmz/ ic rotalion 4«&% a start,

[Letter left on the kitchen table. Morning, November 23]

Sevevris -

Thowle you for e )oﬁ&- solve; T wovleed
Foboulowsly. Lwsed some ok wiaWkbefove bed on
W shoulders owad Lonces, o\vsplc? wolce cow\()le_\’v-b
(w\f/vf,wu f,uw Ve f,fd\'\'\/w\c T waomHas. lr_ 7o
were ever wlrevested Ta MM\’\/A:) ovad )dlfrs.n)
Jowr solve, 70»30( Le very vic\ Tdeed!

Aﬁo\ﬁ, \ own T JOuY delot, ovad | would be v
m\-v.f.»l Luv Pe Fonic. |\ f.ﬁw( swo\llowfaﬁ all
ode T(ls \/w7 Mﬁ)\«) , \ovg’ a(\raa\/
lonss o{ SoueHaTag would be wanc W eoster. 've o
ol HLolk- o\w7\—\—u you wolce would be wacha
LeFrer Fona wolaot | wios Q,\/\/M oF Sk MMQ,O')-

"Rockitng Avowad Pue ClvrtThaos Tree! o bee
rmow.:(or.row Wy collecFiowm, os well o8 all oPer
3 s \97 Pk owF sk onad oPaer s 3y whatcha
vesewble f.wow\ o wasteal s]—o\vw((?om'. So you
see Low vro&-v,f,u,\l \ owan f.ow ¢\/u7‘—\f\\/ 7ou \owve
dowe. \f, ere °““7¥\“C‘$ else, Pl%bt do Lok we
Loaow.

o Ywaale

o,
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Chocolate and Asphodel

[Note left on the kitchen table. November 25]

Jd;&d/‘tl”Z?” ¢l£[;77//&.)‘ [%JZ?IC&J ave 10

otz wz/ﬁf enlire 3.)‘/11/&

intention ;f Zﬂl{f an ?
tf J 7710 26 a.rw o.w f

in 0 one zgtmw, and becgmin
alm;/g M ﬂ‘gy‘fm ot worss than %
teac 7,

ijf tonic wzﬂ ¢ re j in / ?

ma 0 10 J mi3t
not zz/da : @e in sto
2
o vl A / 770[ nee/ or want recompense; t&}
rmzom[ f dhnevions " song is enoy f j%je.m [;m/

o tf Lonic afm m Live Lo
j/ff in the p/f:” % /(

/f f/f
S, OSnape

een
ﬂz‘.r whic

y.f]

o 7,

[Letter propped on the mantle. November 26]

Severid -

T, 70\« owe very vidh Tadeed; | fend Fo \owe
o Lowvd Fe re.we.w\\owtv\?o Pk we Lo owve.
v

Fowtg, [Wed ow so [TFH so | |
\‘:T)wowﬂ— whan | wond F )ow:ml \—\:;2

l ve SHFlL vk e)roww wed Fo. L douot | ever S\l

Wi\ we.s(nd'\'o Hae solve, | dtd vokice Haok Pae
)wr W \o\o\lf. L»il. owe 9O Lean Lowin oy a(’pf.
TaulFes of, Our Oy \f, Jou will excnde W T~

\)’T'wwss (o\wv( wo, | lanow Jou won't Lk vo'(l

ol v o\ro(lc.ss) S TL 7O owve Lowvinn WA,
W wiaWk Le ¢ 'Qu}‘\) ‘o Vol wia \«m:cﬂ
\ comvant \«.l() L wotice A O owe or_\-v.w “p

lote b vuc)\—\\' \f, ou ever [eel (e compomny, do
cowe blonocle o wy doov. P'wa orJ’bvx\«(? very e

\~\73¢1L

Tl 70 o PR f,ov\—\—\z}'o\«\c. R lew( o wony
\'o r¢(70\7 70u )ovv@\«ow‘

Mours,
Rewad
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A ‘ e 7!
_f’” :g 104, ﬁo /74 .;ef ¥ ae m} nsonmni J JEE 110
reasor Lo i .r ae ,e.r.ms.u on someone élse, /f ¥

[Note left on the kitchen table. November 29. Once again,
the parchment is wrinkled as if it had been wadded up,
and there are numerous scratch-outs.]

LZ? yf mare.r. &;fa nothi J/o / wztﬁa ,/” b/ mwg z'

37If,
'l’/ l‘l’t £ C 771k

o 1S amww:/ tl?ll.f loo[ a certain amotm/
o ay s, / 2 [ at a.r
u o ftfewe

c S ta agid 1a

i /

dout the

wlill remain in W ﬂwﬂjtmfﬁ.f

/ J Tﬁzeat .. / not zwt re ment, J / not want

an mir/z F WMM/ with dolusion7 8 /o;w;f;@ / e

around, allem jt‘m ta fjay a non—existent

O, Onape

[Letter left on the kitchen table. Early morning, November
30]

Sevevus -

Cuvse domonae? 've Wneowd Haod wc_(no\\'ca( w‘oo—
swre Fo Hatwas [the Crucahas com cowde L

Foraa dﬂ\ckn’w_s ' S0 ot 70»; ve bean Nie
VicFiaa or. suchal | 5“‘(’("”‘ W o oy, 1 s votrunale

Wy own [ (»uw f.row\ w\7 avte. As o

P

e w WMIOWAA, ]'\:\3') Vi ﬁ\u.\ﬂ' v Suve. \'ve
vovel; | Lol Fo deol wiPha T woself owad definitely
woHa w«:, Foran, Lud | wo»la( osdmne Hae one -
c».w»\lo\\'v.a( fHech conbined wib JOur ()o.\w © o
conbnFiow Haatk \V\Ufu('gb m‘?lw»\vJ—

\/cx7 well, LTl mot conFiane Fo Trvikote 7ou obout
W \A—\D\HW of. vepoy wank. B\ o m\'cf.»l
ol &8 you Wowe el M"o e WA o(’r. 04]—7 owad
7 (7 7

(70\\\/\ \ would vwotr  wd F oy Lurden o all Fo
OL‘.LV C.O\A-\(?o\w7 1 7% evevr we.o.rlre_ W WL ]—\—\050_
wWigWh whhen dowvloaess - ) Cowloness - \M\e)\o\\'
Le Avowvtv Ivu:’ T oo Llos¢l7

Houwrs

’
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[Excerpt from MS entitled An Order for War - Albus
Dumbledore, Severus Snape, and the Wizarding Wars,
by R. J. Lupin]

SMWMWMWWM

are paid thal can'l be foll ox seen by anyy
ane scept thase who pay them. Fhore
- e e e e SRl ol

bl ahich continues fong, affes the Battes are
| over and the medals ae handed out, after
the fosers are dead and buried, and the
~ winners go home Lo their rewards. Fhe
N | Blood opift on the Battlefield ion't the onfy
suffestnig; ion peshant euen thielasgesk
park of it. Sndeed, even those who acem
R N e
R i beax Hhom abisas in ifonce, Uheix

B L o (L e
| the presence of pain... ils the price of wax
PR e S
n mmw@amaea,wﬂmmujﬁatﬂamo:{?
o' pions will e fouded, the pain gisen
WA ki o B i S

[Note left on the kitchen table accompanied by a goblet.
Morning, December 2.]

Fore is  your fost 0Jff07‘ the month,

/e.r, 5:0»17@3& scls are un, é‘a.nm ) 64‘ ZRAN Y
Lﬂ/w;gﬁom [[4; maaa;w ﬁ?ﬁe are [ LZ;@[\. /Z:r%r [
g Z,;‘f}”if;/,%f.w Y e
T fe @jpmf alt with & by 7.&9 for lwenyﬂe

jezmr, T do not rﬁmﬂ anyone else s assistance,

S, Snape

Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckayv':.(

[Note left on the mantle. Late evening, December 3]

Severus -

“The Wolfsbome did s movrwol eff ok jobo
Lgu,(u/ Hae woll ok Lovy, owad W wos waost pless-
v&\—:?m«vo £

on mr\/\«\’fmwg o bed voaer
P boviaa o wovrvy obout dvoqatn w\7sdf.
u.‘»\-m/ws ov slu_‘n/ ow o cold showe [.loow. Qe
Thoecen Pae wovrwP i owad c,ow\f,w\- ovad Vol excel-
lewd solve, | Lu.l LePer "oa(ov Pown | Liove O\D—vr

o\w7 \vo\vo f,ovwo\\'\/ovx fm 7«.0«3-

“ow A@f,fmﬂzb oF Pue wonrrh of. Lo wovlds
frowa Pue wow, \:k\ﬁ,\« © \«W'\Qb waloiv. Mes, \
Lorow Pk lTr,f. © ro\rd7 Lo\\/w, L YK seewas Fo
wae P JOn Aevsevve Fo be vecoawnized r—r)r whaot
Jou So\cxfr,\/u.a( ond SHIL conFane o soert ce.
\A\«Lorhm\'d) Lolso buaow ot o v\ os Pae
populoce weeds \eroes, Py also weed scope-

oo, | il Re ‘7w|/c¢ we Lot Lod Fo >

Forwowds shows P betaa Dowle T ovas wony
T o qt:wro\vdu Pt \«Wc)ﬁw\ (O 2 )ovv\c\—\«\wc) ‘o

\«)\‘\l/c we CowA 0D ()\/VP'.

l've bLean occuded of. Lt owxl7 oPFwSHFiC
\w..LW¢ ovad of. su,f««j oo wach of, e qood
“ people Those who Wowve 3ol sucha rotebly
Lonow wae leastwell, stace Paey vever see )ks\- Low
Lowd F T Fo Luu,() frowa f/\v\c) o Hae \«opv,'
lessmess Haok | bowe very' often felb. Pertaops

ou've via \“}'/ Severiy; ev owe o Showe Pae

ll/ﬁ\f\", L we sl walle Ta owr Dovloaess alowe.

o,

QL\A—W\S

[Note left on the kitchen table. December 4]

,/ﬂ ’17 jﬁafﬁefj 61‘7 not Mtez'm/z‘aﬁl J Arme, ﬂ/tl‘[
fﬁ are nof tﬁ;z ing about reco mllwfof Jacrifices.
sl ,J%zﬂt&r z%ﬁw nition, WM

I o

actions Lo be re zvél as heroism, @e Loo f ’

99

-



<

N

Chocolate and Asphodel

an/" i .rmzlcf /:w‘/ man nJ taj
/?Zé st £0 loars that to “Pottsr am/?

ijaﬁww opti utw]@enowa m o1, hope,
J ﬁfe of beén aﬂ?fz‘o 4‘%071 .ez!ﬁ:f or zéf 2, an/fj
”f% J wztﬁf Jines, ow wﬁf g1 in
1t fat

nes> or not, an J e At jz‘e

L. ANgd J. Efj/. /

jfuwf]wan/(ffwe Jlu
s s t0 low th7

and J we/;mw Jee an zo/n}% i J
rest 0 f % 5 17_7}51155 Tid ot - dloms,

O, Onape

[Excerpt from a balled up piece of parchment in the rub-
bish bin in Remus' study. There are many strike-throughs
and inkblots]

Alowe. Alowe slowve alowe slowe. e wonh Fo
Le olowe, swad .. Wbt do | wowH? \/\)\«7 VRS |
Commuanicotre wiba Wiin? \/\)\«7 Ao\ wowv77 \/\)\«7
Aoes e worer Fo wae wlhan ol e wonds 1 Hae
owne Hhtaa | dowF wonld - drevvail solthude? |
Haoua WL well, w\o\7\o¢. Hoped? Oreonvaed?
S\'\«‘?ﬂ‘ U'wn a(cr.lw/;v.l s\-\«() d, W os We sovd. -
Aot worer w\«o\\' \ do. He doesw'F wonnd wae
owvornad, We'll vever f,o»r e we, el vever see
VA2 o\vx7§—\« \wn) Lk 0w ter. V\)\f\? do \ cowve?
Fshowldw'F wotrer.

F wotrers. Fuworers waove Fhowa | ever could

\owve ﬁ»\oﬁm

[Letter left on the mantle. December 5]
Sevevid -

\ owan qots oy f,or o f.w a(o\7s ‘)qx\«a o
waclh o8 o e, Pevlaonos 7wre via\Wk | Ve
been overly oP}-\w/\-lc, owd T WS

F | owan

100

owl7 “ow L twdina owve ()VO\oo\\al7 eV waove f__.,\'
Fle Powa | Lok \Mj\wu(. \ Sappese \ vized Fo
Haale

No wobrer w\«p\\— Pow \«\ Aowd Lwr & Vo
1 Lorow wac W bud | do

IO owe o Levo. |\ Wy o

Lorow Pk

Hours,

Rewws

[Letter written on December 6, never sent]

ﬁtte ggoﬂﬂow(’)%}uaff mm’g/
to think” owen% v J that oms sort f o4
om or more Lests ), Jf‘ oL ¢ goin / w
0%; X f Jome agance lddfﬂ% T won't be c%f

i,
llﬂlelM‘BJ / n jﬂt[’r corpse,

T am not e.r%/ a.w/ [ l‘f / ou 11/ ja zécl'omlww - zm/

J meant [ oy Lo .rlo mzm m?le.r n /5 arlor zzzf;rg

//rqz.r ect .re/ 2 the 54 f bristmas chopr —
[ /J FUN O 7/‘5475 wz/ﬁfea?sz é;

ot J o 't bo, surprised to return

an m/ cf o /f 8 1 /f j

S, Oy
[List joffed on the back of an old receipt from Slug & lJig-
gers, crumpled up and thrown awo 8]




(—

[letter written on December 9, never sent]

st o 1 o g
/{)'dﬂf/é ft 54.)'(/‘[

mig/gﬂla as an mz'en n Lo move otzl and T . m corfain, T
{

0, ¥/l ddlll%lﬂflﬂﬂtlg‘ e, 01[7‘5//72713 tla(
e g sl g /. 7

@m Ve /w_zjnmw ings Lo Elaim Lhe eslale as mine,

S, d;ﬁ@

PS-T Jdﬂ[ tl[jﬂtl’f cocoa, zm/ T b no intention f
f{ﬁﬂ/:dﬂ V/

[letter written in the wee hours of the morning on Decem-

ber 12, never sent]

Jf fr, /Ufw J Mﬂ/ 7% / to ¢
Lo you, an now ou v zme JZ{ r¢ sttor than a%

the M.rl 0 t‘fm lwﬁ[ otzwzz t rom z‘ 7

]ozz re ;{%‘A cotmt‘ J f t one
omething 50 calpssally % dfy Jort o f Wt ach-
ment ]ﬂtz, 174 J new tf

vl

J sy JE, /{;1 J o fto l(zz?u( ot for remindin
M '%the/

7i/4mnla/tmtf T L ﬂ no zme WM’ St

/ﬂ er, not ;f/n}y wor.
to uremem,z[.fgﬁ Jlf.mmemt 2 271
one, s in 1171

t?z:/for a time t/z;mé

ot o J mmmﬁf/ f /af /zzm

tojm,

J f aé; S been anLoulsider an/;zmr mre J tﬂn oy
for rzztm out jﬁ%i’% me, J know [”
Mw am ré a e los /
Jff to that mﬂnajrjéom, pat fre ection,
/mw & eno lw dﬂ y ,e py not /
zzzzmt‘ 51} i J(? f it i

ou are in !f ﬁu& not
u are hers anz/;rw.r—

ld[;?l.] [d}ﬂ nore

J c szs 70 pe

ing you zaf n you leave, J 5474»‘ zéf
%Jz”l ]atz ofj nj.rfjﬁ

Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckayv':.(

[Letter left on the mantle, along with a package of expen-
sive chocolates. December 12]

Severus -

\ vdhurned voer e.o\v{ T worniv
AdAd wolee 7%%& \-v7| very U"‘:R‘Al? ‘o \oc
sllank. Luwobiced Paold \—\«e_ cocoon wod aowe; | do
Lope Pl F el 70\« ‘o slu(z l've ovdeved
wove, owad T should owvive Has o\f}wwow wiRa

wy oHaer [oodshilfs.

wan Sure you Lo»\vv( Our pwu_f.»\l Frne olowe Fo be
we.ﬂ-p\l onad ' swv7 o bLe \w‘,l\c}\ oS-

GALe OW O O o\lw \a»} v o\f,voua( (VN \«we. o
3\-0\7 | would apolo Ze f,ow Wy o\\on\(ﬂ' 0(¢-‘70\Y"L\Y¢-
Lok | SuppOse you Were )u\s\» o8 alod | wos

Fov wy vt \ wAtssed ouyr exc

Wt) s‘-vo\
e w\3\¢\¥ seemn Fo outdens, | Fod ouwr "don-
q)\«llq)\«\' oL Wy dovys.

\/Mo.hovo Yo be Hae

Rews

PS - The hocolokes owve f,wow\ Pe vtk conm-
La.d-lovwxs " Germonay. Thabs wherve | wend

N wo. \ uoo\vJ'v.a({u L\vw( "’"‘"1 Mwa WS
w\/ej\—\\' obouk ocolote u,y\wa) ¢\/w7\—\—\f~a’, or ik

7% weve.,
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Chocolate and Asphodel

[A cobalt blue stoppered bottle with a hand-written la-
bel reading "take two spoonfuls once daily" is left on the
kitchen table along with the unopened package of choco-
lates. December 15]

[Note left on the kitchen table, December 16]

Severis -

Towle Jou for Phe supplemends. T 0 wucha
LePer P bolcaa, all Raose (f\(b‘ “ouwr Folends
e Lo h Tonpreds e,

P sovvy Tr. 70u AdAF [Te Pie Mocolotes.

[Letter left on the mantle, December 19]
Sevevis -

Hour 3 levernds owe a(o.r.ﬁ\ﬁv.b Aotmaa Pl \obo.
[RVN f.zt‘;%()o, Le e o\lwcow(7. wﬁ )

\voFiced you've wot we.()lﬁo( o we. s Paeve sowae-
e wv 7 Fowe | dowe sowePitag Fo wolke
Jou e.)(:uﬁ\lb ) WP wae? lf_ 30, lwn Sovvy,
owvd 'd be wove “ \‘\D\‘?W o do whotever

Hours,

QL\A—\VA

[Note left on the kitchen table. December 20]

C e it zaam‘a&otz Lo ”nmé i _ﬁ/ to m,j/otz coz%m/,

(] ust leave me alone,

[Note left on the kitchen table. Late evening, December
20]

Sevevis -

Flow do you lorow | couldn+ 1T J0u wow't leb wae
\v7.7 Al \ did leowviv Jom alowe; f,ow Sowme
vessowm, s alwosk o ]—\AWQ’\« J0u seemn Fo e

O\V\ﬁﬁ Wm« W~ L‘}V {F.



(—

[Note scribbled in margin of MS entitled An Order for
War - Albus Dumbledore, Severus Snape, and the Wiz-
arding Wars, by R. J. Lupin]

T owrgvy? 1‘«. [ e (Rne, ofber all...

[Note left on the kitchen table. December 21]

.] am 7, %f/ qf‘ afy/@ J
reminder that™J am néant %o remai ow an not‘ Cotlﬂ/ on
anyone s.w

[Letter left on the mantle. Afternoon, December 21]
Se.\/m) -

“ou weve comFrna owm we? | Phowalk | wos
woltng bk o vudSonace owad o burdan.  FHeve
you howe bee Aot s for we, v wold

we V\)alf,)\ao\vxz ond b Pl@w@v\'\'s onad aTVhAa WA
solve, wol o Wy l’pz \w—“w onad all 've dowe
T Fo ovunoy you owad wolee you o o) WP wae.
Really, whot | womaked Fo do wes b ou buaow
Pk somcone does cowve sbouk you. | cove. Nob
Pt 7w will belteve wae, 'wa Suve, Lok bod b oy
W lve avenm Jou WFieetre power over wae, be-

coude you! Loraow Rl you do \owve e D\\QT¢7 ‘o
L we \97 JOur o\v\n)ex onad ATShowace.

Whotever 've dowe, 'wa sovvy.  Avd you com
co»\vd'mw\c't ou wonak Fo. \\'\—\d(zs we o
Lorow Pholk ol \ Ao waorrevs

Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckayvv:.(

b
otz t‘o ul 1
mmtzmcal% wifh you,

crin m zt
Sy

m lf

[Note left on the kitchen table. December 22]
Z{m e a Zoﬁfﬁg idiot, J

Lotion, y ?471 tonic /

#o. 7 ecomlziz/n.r, span

5‘? Jf 065 not S je

[Letter left on the mantle. Evening, December 22. It is
creased, as though folded many times, read and reread
before being placed with great care exactly in the center
of the mantle]

Severus -

V'vn vt ux\-mw’r, 'l leowe VATS f,w 7%\'0 veod;
’L \do, | oown ()o))’gb waove Gvr7u.\vw(w Powa |
e_\/w\-\«o»\e)\«\—

So. The vesson | le_m' wos becowse of, e losk
ld—\—w 7w wrore \oe.f,vra \ wend ooy The ove
T whidh you soid J0u wowed Fo spend e vest
of. ouwr (fe alove. | Loaow o weve wold
W \/\)olL)\oo\vw_ Hae solve, ovad Pae Fonic, omad AQ‘
Haoua Wk Hhok Wi Wk waeonal.. waell, 30w¢.\-\m
P Voo \‘\0(2\ ij\e.o\vJ' &J']'\«M w\«m7ou
wrokre Pk JOom wowaed o be lcf.\' (0N u, o\vw(
:t.\d' \ r.zﬂ'\\«ow(\«.mu w.owh

lv}o 7o\~r O\L"IM "\«A\— WV AL \'\«we. \oe_l

VA Lowve often occnsed wae of bet M7
o‘o\-\w\/\'\c Hiokwho M7 sees whaok \I\L w/\«.s ‘o
see. | ddnF lorow whor Fo do. | Haoua Wb (e
\«p\()s \ ona o atve you wlao 7w\aow( osleed wae
Low)o oa-v.m solt ¢ Acd Phan T Pae aand, |
couldwFeven do ok vig Wk \c,o»\la(v\}')\-o? w0
\ bod Fo comne bocke. Nok becowse or_ e Lowse
ov Hae woney. A becowse JOn were \eve.

oAl vy Miuwa wond

‘7w weve v \«\' \97 e won
\9"\35‘( all o\ﬁo\\vxﬂ’ o

Y2
c»«a’ C,\«ocolo\\-c Aoes

o,

e
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Chocolate and Asphodel

[Note left on the kitchen table, written on a better quality
of parchment than before. The wee hours of the morning,
December 23]

J%zwx o[/ a/o‘mz acean/w jfn]@[
wﬁt J wzz{n%/ijffa/ T foun zt was not/:[/ hasant ag T

t@ f f it o f A szw féﬂ
5//‘3 7o

T accistome. J” lé‘” re.fence
J;‘J/‘ 3 4 whols / Yhott a single word. J 170715%‘77&
there was a me % nol Lellin ol Jen
4/54;4,,/ o T 1

J t[o;z 4[ o
cocoa, ‘%f fémw ot rz j

\

ran.

O, OSnape

[Note left on the kitchen table after breakfast. December
23]

Sevevid -

Tolke e Llowmee. You've w\a’\f\\' \

s\«wuwz \owve ch\' [,or o weele wiRouk Rl

- My M? PIVIIN T ITAN \—\:;2

\wo\)vd—\—k\vx\«.\ c,la.o\vl A D\lw [QVERRY
Ak

f,or\—\o\o\\' oA | wo&u.)Fk()\—o YO \ (mrow\\)e.

lf, RE VPR TY 3, You owve Wil Aand ef,zxo\\ol L"‘°¢'
St g Aond pr 7

7o wlaeve | wos o\

[Note left on the kitchen table. Afternoon, December 23]

lormé[z‘jato

j&} wz[ / 71 on ou inlen
Jd now ¢ zéﬁa% irst,

104

Note left on the kitchen table before dinner.
December 23]

Seveviud -

\ Lowve waove cocc»\. Acnd | (e o siF o.r.ud-l7 “
Lrov&* of, o n»\w\wa’ f,\rz ow cold wiv Ta b
Wik wou.u.n.m\ob c,\«uxf,kl O Shaos alu;oro\—
Howd owvorand. l[_ JOu weve \—u)o\w wae, | Hale
we could wolie e [oce Fo foce Bhevol, T you
weve w/fl\v\q)- WA ov wiPhour Rae o\ss/\-mvxu_
of. wsHeoe

[Note stuck to Remus' door. December 24]

T Fyou in z.rt ozmw ou miust un MJZ‘dﬂ/ J
a2 nol been ace Ly face zzzz!/:m one in awr 077 Lime,
Momwr, oy a/je.rtn axped t@z J.rzl ozz,
i means za .mm[ o with t e o 0 .ma.mz
T an z/wi

or an .wc/;ro/ or lﬂz}
j‘%@l&dﬂ.f J / not crave zzl/ /01/ / /mcf wJ

Oserus

[Owl post to Remus Lupin, received late evening, Decem-
ber 24, along with a parcel of chocolates and cardigan]

Remos —

Dorry L haven's wrTdden sthce dhcs node
wlhen Yoo ot ovd of prison. T Jose needed
spaee, o Z L had 46 nod ahtnk cbooy
dlre ubar or Dombledore or anudhing else. L
Jose needed 4.6 be efgndeen, T soppose. 1ive
enfoued T, T ahfnky T'm ready 4.6 come back,
perhops ofder dhe frsd of dhe year. Q
Qresh sdard Sor a new year, T Qess. Thonks
Qor dhe books on Dc?cnsc o0 €N Mme Sovr
CvrTedmas — sthee L'm ¢ln nkﬁ‘n%o? \oecom?n%
an Qovror, Mne%\l be very osefol.



(—

Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckayc;‘(

-

How Te (e with DSnope? Does he Wide Tn e on we. Gally, [for Pue [Tk Fie ook | comn
cellor d¢here and snap ad Yoo when Yoo sd-Tak vemember, P veally ovad by T love, ovad Paol

oor head down? T can's Tmaatne how B Hhe wosk polenk, wonderfil wagic of all.

00 con abide [NTng with dhhe man: ond & was  Yoraer Painle of T ou o OviThaos Wivecle, owad
\ope when JOu vecover frowa Pue shock, you'll
Hal 3o, oo, 'wa swe Albus © prolelaly; Up
There lowgWing ok us all, owad [for owmee, 'wa erk
w’\flf«a’ Yo be Phe Lull of Hae )o\‘u’.

radher a bad Joke on Dombledore's pare a0
lhave made Yoo share dhe place Wikh someone
who hades oo, Maybe woo shoold "Soraed” 4o
lock woorsel® T ad ﬁxe Oll moon and deal wivh
dhe problem dhcd way. dosd remember, 1'd
back Yoo Op on .

oy CvrShaos, Fowr
' Lewas '

Dee YoV T a Pewd weeks. MNey, Maybe dhod's

dhe Qday we con ged Dnape d0d: dell htm T'm
coming Por o \VTeT, and dhe hovose Wil be
yeors.

[Note left on the kitchen table along with a wrapped

Happé_ C,lrmr?s¢mas, parcel. December 25]

H GY'Y'%_

Severius -

| ewryo losk wia W+ v\, onad | o oun
A 0\57:.:1L W+ wos w:\::zwf,ul Fo achaill \o(:o?\ole.
Fo see you, swmd Fouch vou, swd spesle Fo you -
evern T we At do wanch Follding. Mou waigWtk
wot Lowe beewn foce bo foce” Wi ovayoune T o
L Fe, ovad Fo be Wowest wetPaer |, buk
| believe we Lo Al voHer well T ok veaowd.
. Ov o leawst | believe Phot you did; | wouldw'Fwond
[Owl sent to Harry Potter. Early morning, December 25] *o Predume M7\—\«f~a) Lkr\—\«or.

&Lofc_ Vans AW P 3¢\' \'ve ld-m' Jou (oww( wo,

Hou _ \ own vt expecFiag ovasHatag T veharia, Stace
7 7ou Lowve atven wae' 30 wancla o\lruwl7‘,), WS ok
wanch, veally, )L\g" sow\d—\«f«n’ Rkt hope you will

L.Tr_e, WP Severius 1 voler oﬁu.zwu«‘\' o 7ou be oble Fo we

waa - ﬂv@«j@ | e Albus A wae Pae Lia - Hp\‘) s s, Severud. \f, 90u \owve oy
c.R» fovor Sf wy (ifle by pHng W Foachher Th desive fov wwove cocon, | shall be T frowd of Pae

a«ﬁ woy, owad | o pe Severs w’\m@ © o well. fve V& wmf«o’-

L dowt wowad o )(no\k\-o soow, buk | Faile Jou

waalb be suvrprtsed oF Wow well we qet ol .

Teve will be o\\osolu\w.b wo opetHiow sbouk we  Mours,

o(t:wa’ A las Wf&? hovrun Wi, full waoom ov vx/g)\’; Qereess

whaile '\ P recioy P S ovt JOu owve shaowt

wAe, Lelieve wae whaaana | Sy F A vanc W voPaer

Le WGbltha v Severis o8 on waona Flaowa waaac -

(M:, o W o8 o wol [

No, 'wa vt wader \w\(wxﬁs, wor bas We sl\/ﬂw.al
VA2 O ()o\'\/o\«, ov cosk oy sovt of, Movan ov curse
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Chocolate and Asphodel

[Note left on the kitchen table. Late afternoon, December

25]

/y not ex folg jﬂ.fmt ﬂ/t;f /g A —ﬁ&ma—
a/e con z.razle never ol roun

replgiing i, tﬁo h l{.l‘é w]am

[ﬁf Lo [ a.r.maal % zzzaft.r again — zm
nam

W[:f 74 U &
d/z@‘m

&
rom t‘f 6 FECOT / mfm .rme
- ! £ orest s w a mut /@wr 058,

Y for your facs to face tochm nif J bar ﬂfy/; _f/ nts.
] ! was .falu dC/M‘ en%ﬁo me incling /Uolﬂ ]01(

ﬂam t‘f 517877177

Ooerus

[Letter left on the mantle. Morning, December 26]

Sevevid -

[RVY ﬁlow( Wy }-u\«v\\/:re WS so\\'\/sf.o\d—oq PV

f.ow 'S ra.(u_o\}— \ L twd P ()ro\d—l/cn. ro.o\ll7 does

wolee (uxf,r.d—

v olse \«o\(;(z Pk P wokc W wiilll be or, we. T

voH e wos\'o\l i, \ s\,\ﬂoosz Lok o LTF or. woshol-
W Cova e o 3000( "\«\\«3 We owe, o\f,‘-w all, e

PIIVEN of. ouv LM()W\M

L vded ovk e aobled r.wow\ P \/\)olf.)\oo.wv_ lowst
we.wfr\c), owad 've le,r_}'ﬁf«\'\—w. Likchewe Lo
Haobs all vigWh L | weswd cw\mnw’f, \ lem'ﬂ:
o e Four doov Pk w waia Wk vt \-n over
T wowoowves.  Acad s e 2 P \/\)olf.)\oo\wz
L sl leowe way doov ky\lod«.u( ok eveniv

\[_ Jou Lu.l 30 Tacltaed, you owe welcowe o ot
wae ot oy (w\v} ou owe confrovrtoble wita Ov
wol, of. course - owad | wont olue o”,evou \ )uﬂ'
»oow&u( w\-o Loraow Haotk e i Fiow T open,
oA TF o\lu»\7) will be.
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[Note left on the kitchen table along with a goblet con-
taining the Wolfsbane potion. Afternoon, December 26]

J ¢ moyld seem /ym were not J /) [ zaf 71 ot men—
Liong jraclxe N ect‘ tam/ J&em/;n!en! on
7 ’ﬁ(‘ /tr&mzdzaf tine &rt 7 ﬁy j will remin

/
1) s fan ot in ity smggos
ﬁf mnje‘.ftca/‘:xmt / l[t.f, 0] r% g .w

Mmaﬂtzc T sti /mﬂt Lime /e and J i not toéf 2 a

ot o f Lo and Flowers r
J or Lhe ni mmm, 058 are o
Share wtﬂ.éx/jmd% J o %f to J%‘;afr.r dﬂ[

overcome !f 1,

Oemrus

[Letter left on the kitchen table, along with a bottle of fine
brandy and two glasses. Evening, December 26]

Sevevris -

Foc v oW f,o.o\rs T o qood B\
shall lsole f,omo\ra( ‘o
Pt Jou wWill be Phere, oo,

\‘. eow 't onad L lowers owe oul, \«ou o\\oo\,}

Lrowady owad (zo‘vcw-«? Swo opFiowal,
Lt \w\ cw\—o\\vxl7 wot aotv c))'o '\-\,\ A a(owv\
Ov ’L 9% Yd.«LLV [N LVM\V\ﬁ olowe, "\«o}s

WP we; L lndershond Pae wieed Fo )ow\e.\—lwe,s Le
by 70»M5elf. ond you Aot Lowve Fo w obout
coudTaa we "u”"")" \97 \'O\L\.wu:’ e Fue whan
Jou weed T

, 've f,om«p(
f.\«ll MAOOW. Lw\oww\:)

\f, e wpe Lor Hae eventng, bring Pae Lyowdy
'z\« you, all w\ﬁ\«w ™) ™



(—

[Note left on the kitchen table along with the Wolfsbane
Potion. December 27]

ﬂw altem f to et me z/¢:zm{ am/:re/z‘ce me was Lray
_parent, Wg m/ T suppose T /@zﬁ
f

amc;m [y tw f this conflruss ~ owr
/g contin, scome /Me ecl jotz to
@e utlons otzje 77 an Mmrn !f em Lo e,

d zv,.]ﬁfeﬁ/ nt onez‘zm.e/m tf[
J ot J / of 171/ fé lf ¢ tveni % on ommw
ou needn’ t wom o Lire. ow compan an
b fJ v

mn% J wz/mt 2 Lo .ry S0,

OSeprus

[Letter left on the kitchen table, along with the empty gob-
let and a plate with grapes, cubes of cheese, and choco-
late covered strawberries. There is also a small crystal
dish holding six black buttons. December 27]

Severus -

’\'mvo(zo\wew\’ >, o O owe very vests-
o Fo Lo o\n-v_w\(ﬂ's \ See. ‘7wr LW owve
vdhwrned. All sowve owe, Paot 1. \f. Ou wmll
Haeve T oo wildaood o\w\c_ Losed

LW, snad 3o | lww.'\i "*(’ \'o ‘AQ’D vad— o\,}
P loc_m\'ww of, Hae venoitniv m As o W
T wialWb- rzo.t\ufe. 7owf own Wowads Fo becowe
sowarlaot wo\7wwro( w Phe ovocess, alHouala |
Lo o wovvies sboutr way o »/\r\-w. AS Sou

Lowve vio doulob o\lwuw(7 Lean obole o \'dl 1Sy oS

Low]'\f\e_\'o\k\v«j
'van v lod Pao- IO owe willtag Yo S(N.M eve-
Wina S WA we omaﬂ—\ap\\'7wo\w¢ willtaa Fo s‘no\

our waad. Thalbs v \u—\pow\'o\vJ' 70u Lorow,
oo le whho owe (Win \—oii}\«x ‘\'n\)\'

ﬁ Q)cv&'ﬁ\l , ovad S0 B coww\kw\co\\—lov\

‘“vw. smd»g) owve f,or \'\4\\) e.\/c.vu 'L Ol c.\«ooso.
o owce o o\\w e we Pae co‘cdle.va' leosuve of_
Jour cow\(»\w7 \ vowase | shall even (wd P
e)ro\‘w,s v 0w, { 7ou weed owa exthvon cvd'\cc.—

ﬁou\ﬂ ,

QLW\KS

Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckayvv:.(

[Note left on the kitchen table along with the Wolfsbane
Potion and a single black button. December 28]

j/gfj c/ ever 0 /”:; %f ﬂ/t{‘{t‘oﬂ t@e [
) e/umwo consider me Lo be .rfa’z"gtfo wtz.rf

mzf trzz.r or communical ion conte eas ta e,
267 /‘1/ nce JC oo / J,
otz;j?w/;z s /z‘ %, but it zazz.r not mxzc/;ww
mx m d ¢ %
L7£ z/zc.r zm an

in lﬁz} zz(lf Tt was
T wante [tgf Jomeuhere,
/ now, affer havin a/:m J tmmz[

7 m}%fl t% s suorld, Somsha, ha
/amez/!

L T seem to @e
measure o faztﬁn jot(,/} 3t¢y it o your

m/mmazlwﬂ,

ff%’i ;C

@’ my Jpeea for

m/ /13 asigr !/a)x L% ing,
Ja Lance,
f 2

ﬁ onr evenings
f next

S note, Ao you

WE l£1071

;‘gez‘f an
On the s % et 0 f virtue apw ) p/u‘tto dJ// J
ﬂ/] IAW i e.rt Lo waif 1171 a A tf moon {; oa;e/

%f j o Tt m n wa[ t.wmma sal mang Lhin J,
f

ot Lo act in hust fore anj.J
joﬂ un. A/r.rt‘am/z‘zm/z.a

f é; nor mean, [0;1161’% 01[111” 4’5& //‘0”1

Oewrs

[Letter left on the kitchen table, along with the empty
goblet. December 28. The button is missing]

Severus -

\ Lowve Hae avopes owad on wice dessert wiae | wos
(N \97 Miazvrvon f,w Avrthaos.  d love Fo
e T witPn yon

\ do believe 7% owve via\ sbout Hae L»\ll VAOOW;
W* w\\q)\«\' ! N:)e_ Yo watad sboout Vool Twvolve-

e F ot wae. THs bean o L Fe stace you've
seanm Hae uolr, o T’ o owe veFicent sbouk
\'\«\V\e)s s Lehrer b vwl oul vow.
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Chocolate and Asphodel

| laderstonad obout Pae lePrers Lete
Lvrw\s of, COMMATCRFIOW,; 7O Coma Also Hatle
P taas ouk o 7ou wvitke \'\Ae.w\ Adovon, ovad ¥ comn
\«d(? clo\w’r.7 S3Les evarn \v\7o\,x o wtnd. Tobe
Lovesh T wos o | wos writFiag Pae W owad
Pna down e powvhs Foataa Fo you Pk
f:e.o\hu.o( Low | u\»\s" \vf\:‘lf Vo [eel o\\Zo\,} Jou,
\ow W o oFF Rudes Yo dowvon e.a(\'\a\ 3, onad
\f\OK’ Wy Perspec e Lo L\«A J. "y LASQ\M\'—
rwll7 ()qx\«p«(:s )ow\e}\w\a Jon would e Fo

dSee w\«b\\— \'ve wwﬂm

eo\s \ev o

U honnigat,
Mowrs,

Lewvd

[Note left on the kitchen table along with the Wolfsbane
Potion. December 29]

j f wine was t‘ofm/g, an, otzf

w‘e/wj w.ewz

e8lin, tec/f;z 1 1S
i, % iy
a.r[ dihat you have"in JM ta%m Or 5{
nefarious [w  you hin for tf wtton,

T am reticen /4 wf comes Lo your zao 0 gfore
z‘ﬁ JSo—calle jrzm ” J was fascinal /‘V
ored!, e.r it as J was fa.fcmale
l.f .w 058 m rogance, J 1 mzm/zc a[
ﬁ.r or %

tf m, not mc niin not /1;%71 f
M’ coyldarfe m
zz.famztam JPme.

ong,
,/”" YA
e.f,/ /2) l.f an. crealwres
an ow, oen Lo o ever, ta/nt‘e jft orins,
tzm.e {a:f VAT

ﬁ ﬂ[e/ nw, an ﬁ’ lf A4S ST,
aye /mc/;o WMCO

/‘/@ i mmtﬁtﬂz J
e o%jttfe
%/ ”%@J?'MZ

af wuar zaz[f Zﬁwfr m.rtmd.r,
%ﬂ" hss, T wotz%mé;/ [ mteu.rlﬂ/;n sesing uhdt
j ave wrilten,

tml

J.rzwzt

OSeerus
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[Note left on the kitchen table., December 29. Included
are several handwritten pages of manuscript, specifically
detailing Severus' role in the wars, and his bravery and
sacrifice.]

Severus -

Al mow wholk [ would TFbe T Fold JOou where
Hae LLRow wos? Fadtag F T all Pae f,m, k-
W Well, Pod ovad Pae V\z\—\u(m\'\m &,}’r_ JOn
\M»\s\' Lowe o Wik, s Ty |a(¢ o ()\uc. of. \~\7 doHa-
R | "R S w’fl Le wesvin To velvieve Pve

, Phe cloPatng will \«o\vc Fo qo oy well.

\ leowve NG ‘o Jour ﬁ\-\o\e)ﬁ\p\}-\/o\a\ o\\oo:"— )k)\— \ow

v you Wil vieed Fo 9°-

lod Pao 7O Phowa Wk Hae cvaning wos o
success, becowse | cartoialy Aid. Acd | f,\vw( \ o
o Lor TFownovvow evanmina os well. | o
Pk | u\v\\«dp Jou overcome Pae Ritaas wlaic\a
\Lowe owanded Jou Nt ).,A\— Haose comterniv
Wy wolf. r.om aPer. \f_ \\Mowe Pae op ow\-mﬁ
L would very wach (e Fo Lowadth ol Pae Dowle-
“welds f.wow\ Jomr l'Lz sowe Haose Lk JOom \A—\\ﬁ\‘\"
wisha b Leep.

A JOu CowA. S22, \ Liowve oo aed Hae Lk o[. P
\«/"ov7 whic\a Fw\-o\\w}—o JOu- Pleose Lu.l f_wu.
Fo covvect, odd, ov delede o\w7\—\«| Jou wisha.

My only NCY? 0\\’\0\/\ © Pl you will be wenmFiomed
T Hie boole. You did fov Foo wancha bo [ode of
o o\o)u,rﬁ ov wovse, Fo be villotwized Lor W+
C»/M’r. Ov\l ow veods TF owad Moy Haciv
oplv\\ow o\l\-wu( Wl be wovta TF T Wy watad.

Fov Fouia \«\'I \ Fhouna\WH 3 we could s\owve
Sowae oL our Lo\\/wﬂv. TFrevrohuve? | \owe olotorimed
onvoHaer borHe of, Lvowady ovad Somae voHaer wice
Mocoloke colke. SoweFiues whan | wd Wy O
wovds \wpv(@oto\\-v, veodtaa Phose of, oHaevs \«d‘vs
we Fo extpvess w\7de ™

o,

QM\«)



(—

[Letter left on the kitchen table along with the Wolfsbane
Potion and the pages of the manuscript with spelling and
punctuation corrections and annotations in the margins.
Morning, December 30]

Ju”j[(‘lzwffzj/w[/‘uwmjﬂﬁf zae/rej am

conc?zz {l:‘ manuscripl L ever ;.%ec
word gels otzl tﬁz} we are J@m wz‘.ew an Lpen %

071 % t 085 — / orm colléagues.,
mm / oné o /er & 124500 eﬂ%ﬁo cast @spersions

071 wﬁl oU have writlen, m:f ,é)‘.)‘ a fmore inlimalé milwn—

.

St f ou ZZJl on Uﬁg o zz/z‘m kéjﬂm[?‘z

o.ft”

L0, m!am J mceafe, ta/ﬂ//j @5 never
[l&f{ Nf J z/ / mff

Or e/r and bot /;me/z‘uﬁ.f B if everyone
JSueep me under ? now becatse zaf 7
not

7 z?fa.m Mowcf n a whits ste 3, zwzm

Juord of #i teowm.r.r n%&f Jome A‘mm’

Zr. y; za[a} J was an K)‘J an e/row

J A zl was undercover zzn oﬂe me Lo ﬁ o1 je
zwl[}

any m[e otz till wish Fo intorvisw mg[/?rt/;
mantsory t % ] am 71:71‘ optimistic tf
y am'e.r lm a maﬂwm Fom a w/rzzwo

M‘ emfm 2 all erin e.)‘(f/rl twﬂ.f f
A:Z,} /t[/; ot nomt j
0 7a / erent [ zc ent jm ma[ e J /tr.r,

j u/lm 071 t d:/ 871 0)
471 2 if that l £no otz /‘ actly Lo m
to wonder i tf tmw 1 di

[ Daonne. J mn
aéfewyﬁ _ﬁwh&érg e, 0r i ﬂwz ﬁ;fg oen 2. / or%

Ogerus

Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckayvv:.(

[Note left on the kitchen table, with the goblet. There is
also a studded leather collar. Late afternoon, December

30]

Severus -

o\ Aow'¥ we o Cowvle Lovd's owse oboouk
w\f\o\\' ot\er Vw()le_ Nl oA WrOve. \ Lorow, |
Loaow, whiot o shanating huvia swvroraad Lrow\ \—\—w_
L;,{:tw of, old, Lur Paeve 70\,\ Lowe W\ Rl
writFiaa WG Los el e Yo acd\\ieve sowe
W?ﬂw. o Hithay, )ow\e}\«\ which | Lowe
loncbeed due Vo o Wy dosanmess Fo everyHataa Pk
wos \aon vu:’- which W o 0wy o+ Wy
Lr s dow’t woter Fo we v w~Ove - \—\41,7
Ao, Ak oy Lwr o Wl sociehy o lowqe Hatalas,
\ Lowve leowvraed f.row\ W e W FY\SM owad
Grvesbooncll's ‘»\da Pk o le v Tde
w\7 \w\w\ea(\o\ voup of, \vd'lw\o\\-v_) L ill vieverbe
o\v\7\'\«\ wove Howa on WMQ{L 'Pw\«o\(zs 1Y
youwr Tafluence, bulF PR v Lowe)ex LoHaers wae oy
T owvce would \owe.

V would love Fo Tlevrvicw 7on f.w\—\aa w\o\wmcn‘ﬂ—
Lk we con bl oot \'\«o\\- o\m—v.r Ac~d 923, yom
weve \«o\ro(l7 e luata W ow Pue whiike skeed, L
\ Lowe r_mwa( oul wuzvd-b ook | (T Wy \evoes
Pe some wony | (T Wy Mocolote: dowle, sllc)\o\H7
L, ovad WA wove of, o bike Pl swechaess.

W+ Seain jou ik wy Tostes uco\d-l7 ?@V\Ao\()) of-
Yo \—ovuq)\«\- we'll wd oud ‘)u\ﬂ' Low brue Hod 1.

Showmaeless? Well, ves, s (70)0. \ owan, ook | dtad
\\eow oy c,ow\plo\\v}s lost wia\WWk Ay Lwr o Wy

Fles, | would S0y o o UIF o[. LoHa © hue.
\f, Jou w/\« ‘o f,w ouF how ke, lek wee )bé" oy
"\I\D\}' "\f\@ collow \SV\]')»\S\' Lw "\f\@ wolf..

UM o\,

\1%73 ,

(PZZVIRINY
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[Letter left on Remus' bedside table along with the jar of
salve and a vial of pain potion. Morning, December 31]

/ 058 jzw wm%wt rmate it é;z e/
an /

otzm.fw nJe, tf ]wz co 7t ole
é night as not as it zzzotz{
T ¢ i ‘/ﬂom ea.y mind, 11/ 1/ could e Boon worse,

jf worst part was im A;[e/ o[ ? our tfran.r f —
/ /VMI ff f T kney you frgtam " S8, zz‘
Lo the twa.rﬁ ttonzme

[;Zot
aser instinds /0 or ee 1 71

% kf“.)‘f .faw [ ﬂ ast,
T am ngt cortain mxxé ot 1Eme ceaf 71& otz
/ ﬁfg ina nm—f@a/mm manner, wf f f

or a long time, J, sz/f[fa%—ran [ace .m/
}07 at% . dﬂ a.ften‘ajj‘

neas,
/afmwn/ %/ /‘actca%
2arS tﬁt aml/ro/ / and finding a way Lo gonlr

them a/ a.;t J t was ”M% in aense, an J ﬂtm[
z(}' y ascinal ion,

%amm
not ﬁ/ J am cony /te af ea.fzz f wmfe/r, J can

ﬂ T s md‘ﬂr te/rn i m)r %
wfe we /79 jroazﬁ/z‘az!ﬁ alWM~zl—z.r Alwen s,

Jam /M&/l:ﬂté;lﬂld dVé mwe/zmﬂ Jo Mfd[‘llf

mono tf a/zaa.rw 11[ ?%/mz
tM [¢ in /g eo 01! 1/
otz in [ %z o5t o7y tﬁ;z ay, and you ars

onj Jwt now gettin d?l ﬂm.ftzm oSt zlj an ‘mifr“[
ouff// Tay /..rlmwt‘fé/a.fwe u/f
_ﬁ}rﬂw ol s /ym a7d e is that not tym to
Yy
Tt for ]otzf hansless appetit .r, tf will hae to uait £ for

.rzzz‘ acl 0 jou wre rested, .Mtl ,

[olem/%/Zatfyﬁw z%ﬁgjjtﬁwdjm

Oserus

"DLS A wﬁr f T wi zée i tmlz/.wcﬁzm
asJ mfzzfa.rtm it aroun  your no Zﬂﬂ
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[Note left on the beside table. December 31. The hand-

writing is a bit shaky]

Sevevis -
| wolee owad \aod Fo veply, a&\«w«:,\« \ dow'd
Loaow Wow sball be owoolee. | )kﬂ— wowaded

o o }—\—\o\\'\v\«Sov% Lol o»;f.mcu(7owfpuxﬁ
oA A= IOn owe w/fl\ Zo wocua( %112 PR
L (W o\,} whaere HATS v o\\'\o\«s\a\‘v wia Wk and
wp- | ot LTl wovdls Fo exress \ow /2 wolaes
we [eel, so U shall s\w\pl7 Lowe Fo show 9Ou.

Owe of. Wae yide v_f.f,o.d's oL all Pae Sup levends

ou Wowe bean woldcon f,oww\e_ o \—\—\o}\ T L owan
Eu.l\/ wac ﬂ—rov\n)w o | vecovered wanca
waove ‘d‘l r.wow\ w9 oSt \vo\w)f,wwo\"\o\«
Poown Lol © w\o\ L Fe. \bowe o [feeltag Hoot
\97 e Foe Jou \owe e \-wo\7 dowe, | bl be
vecovered Ww:)\« Fo weow Pod collow r_ow o
ool fovrwovd Yo F very e\,

Wolke wae o\r.\w ou veodd "\4\\5 leose? A wanc\a
o8 | weed Pae Looo( \ vuua(\—\fw\-o\s\—z of,7w f,mr

wave.,

\10\,\\(5 ,

v

[Note left on Remus' pillow. Early morning, January 1]

s
once

@W?‘ddﬂﬂ.}‘,

or a long run.
/ il

171 or _}wf fj J

J / or more 4;71 ourfur.rzzz f f
in %‘Zji% M:[:\/?}ﬁ:tmw in eafj %;m

o a.r g8, /f z.r 011 ari
zmm e camwt‘ mé

o a; m one ni ou noz‘
% % ts" T am
should waler Fhem down dﬂ/l‘/
JT 1 again, war ja.f not,

fco contras owr fair sKin, ] in
7 ﬁ%ﬁ g
tf.rtentfz/ m/m with

am.rt %
jom af i represents.

f*

o, 0ll 0//’

zzzz/;eturn JSoon wzlﬁ:.e fa.rt 1171/ can conlinue
or Jost Lime, f % never tzmz/ff wf ale /5 eaf f
4

2 0 jeaf and the mn% f the new jmzf fore, to



W iy ﬁ;‘”’“ % m me, 1177/ J ﬂ j am
oofﬂ

mzzar to w&} tf ¢ new j.ear f as in store,

ﬁ ne ]5127‘ y

Oererus

[Note left on the night table on Severus' side of the bed.
Late afternoon, January 1]

Se.\/ms -

MoliTag wp for losk Fine souwnds e o qood plowa
wae, owxp( 'wn o believer T "stow - oy IO WA

v, ol we \owe

o qo ow. A whole wew

oneod o‘. w; v very loAd Fo be o o lkuvuj
Wb you Feve. Now. s sowbolic, F Hawle
Mot 30 wnch of owr w,s(nd'\w, sh Lo beewn

lcm—\ot\«ww( onad we Mo Wl | f,u.l © o brilliowd
Lu}\«r¢ To loolke f,omo\wo( To.

Cow't Jon Aowe wodrer downa P )u\()(:le_v\.«.vd—s \f,
\ \N\\ oWk wolke o c\«u.k sw:)e)e.s\-\ov\ ou wia W
e \-c EW«»« owrself.. Nt \—\m} \ Lowve oy

cow\pl obout JOomy \/\ ov. Atall.

|, Foo, (e e S7V\—\\aol\3\~\ of. Hae collow, ovad evern
MAOVE 30 STALe Yo anyoy 1 T30 vl L own weove
P willtng Fo weow F f_w SN e 70\«
(P ow've owad wy \reowt, Swms Lidiv
W Lody T swa ouhuowd a(\&(alo? L sball be W\t:?
()le.ooca( Zo o‘.r,o/ Jou o oy e

'vn qlod Pk | owan obole b \«dp you )lup ond F
wadFbe brue o8 you owe sluwdoer-v c,d.L.\ll7 o |
writke WL L Lu,l owole owad very ameradFic, ovad
so | shall (n} Ptk o avod we while 7O v

JOur s\va.vuj\'\ﬁ “ou've c)of«q) Fo veed

\/\)\«M ouwolie kP, come dommstoivs. | owa wole-
o(\w wlic we shaall Wowe ow Ve L loov
T Lrowd of, He wc..plo\ca Ar,'\wwo\ro( we Cowa

O\lw

Breathings of the Heart by Arionrhod and Mckay

scomdalize Ve por\vo\/& 'r, Ou ove wp f,.v.w s
\Lonow | own - @3 \o\ll7 Stace | a(/\'\vxd—b wokFiced
owa old Por\vo\/\: or. Adbus huotald o \wq) PRV

Ho\() 9 I a0, ‘“«c,r.\rs\'of.

VAAROAWD W\O\V\7 WA ve.,

\70wf3 ,

Lewund

[Special Delivery Owl Post. Afternoon, January 2]

M. Avaico Cuvoe, Solicthor

M. Cuvoe -

e © b f«f,ovw\ JOu, o exec i of, Adbous
Dunbledove's will, ok TF 15 owr vl decSiowm
To conFrane Fo showve Albuy Dlwbledove's swaces-
ol lowe. We howe veoched owa ovccovd, omad
Pevelore, we would [Te Phe codicl vemoved so
Pt we will be f,wu, o howel o we Wit wiha-
ok [eov of lostaa Pae ashole. L you weed [
Per c,lo\w’r, ToFlow, Severus 30vy8 we s\«ou\lo( ‘7\,}1
Plouv\l7 we Wil ot werely be colubiboFing ; we
will be ewr\-ms WA o ComaaiFred wdo\"lov\)\a\lp

Pleose led L buaow oy sSoon o ()oss’c_ule. whenw Ve
codicil oy beenm vemwoved. A soow s Severid'
Louwse owvest ovevr, T T owr TrenFow Fo olke o0

lvv\a’ VO FIOW. xS sow\e}\«f«q) of, o \«m7w\oov~.
Towle yom Lw Jowr ()row\r\— oFraaFiow T A

VA0 -
S\/V\vad7,
My, ewd L.»\‘?\/v\

M. Semrus 67%
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[Letter dated June 28, 1994]

.

-

Mﬂ obar 5{71,

_5/ o e /mp;'n(g/%/.'«, WE Al Asine (o /%/Ix(tgv One: T o 2ond), Taow: Fous hwe deciokd
/ oy own /%’e will to shave Hhe estate and live /{gﬂ%g/ /pmfm{/% For /%ﬂ/, Textond ny
égﬂ/ﬁkfz‘w@gﬂﬂ//ﬂﬁbm nd well wishes /ﬂ/ 2 éﬂ//j /fhﬁxf/’e v yon both,

Fous lhowe no oot woondered) (ﬂ/ﬂl/égw/}% Hre restof. e wc/'gmp%z worly), Topn certvint) w/y 7
nomed bhe twow 7/ o 25y 5314%/2/22//2.«, The renson fs .c/}n/f: Zﬂh e the /nm‘p;fg/wh(g

and T am dksirons % V& /hﬁé/xg/%g /mf/ﬁ rest-and /eﬂﬂw/g dﬂ—ﬂ/j’faw'még.

Remus, Vi bowe fﬁyfé/e/ pinch /A//’/mﬁm e by Hhe constrinds Hint-howe been /p/m'é/
wpon yonr Aind /Ve/jﬂh bowe ersevered, and T éy/ﬂ/ﬂﬁf/ jﬂm’ﬂ%l/g% 7/ will, T /fg/eh%ﬂf
Hie sotnce T 7/4/5/597 was m{7 empornny, it T /%ﬂ/(rg%/ﬂ f/ﬂﬁ‘/e.;p/}‘e 70m Yoo bombles was
better Hiom none at all, and oy strobnds needkd g, g/b%ma a e/g/e/ﬁ.'ca,

Saverus, my dear éﬂj. T lhowe adked mundch % o, and Abioss T will ask windh yore
é%ﬂ/fe Hhe ond), and Gon howe borme 7 all with o fﬁe@% Hint astomnde me, T howe nsed
%ﬂ/ﬂé’el/g%, ond 1 hrs neibher byoken nor /é;//mi There Js stzel ot yonr core swhich will
serve 4o well in Hie ﬁ;?j! o come, md T, éﬂ/é ot the end % e m}w@gim’#ﬁ, vt will ;41497
peoce., Consivkr /%/fﬂt/] contritbion to Bt end and él/y%7 Hwith ny ks $or yonr hears

7/ serice,

Loam hﬂf/ﬂ/z/h ooy colobiiation as 2 /hh/j’Whé T agoure yyons, Tinerelly wish to repasy
Hirt wlich hins beom longbroken, THis He veroeptive %W// /I/(Lgﬂ///nél/t /27 arangg Huin

tr Hierr ik é.g/’ﬂﬁé‘/'ﬂi Ly ety are pépz ond T widh tr see Hie tow % Gy ex/st n &%—"
on ;y%/i /Wt/h 0 Hseord o Bl porst %/éﬂ/y T ool hiwe 1ol o Imedinte //fe/ﬂ//z
e ghﬁy/ jﬂh/.«%ﬂﬂﬂyjf, Porhaps K’Aﬂh/ﬂ? liawe tried o medinte Hiis A;;iew; lie ) T

Anow Sevorns wonld) b Hie /mﬁwnehf% Hhe corse, Hins W/b?en/}/g 1 between Vil

/(]ILAI/Lj rmate, T Aa/pg one ohyy B letter micit be llvered so Hint T, may say s belond &
now, Elxy’ﬂj Hie oatrte pm;m:l oher wii my é/g.ccfix(cg.

S/hae/e@,

A, P W B, Dupdilechre




(—

O, Well, | wosw't expecFing soweHatag (he
o 9 ™
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Despite rumors to the contrary, McKay’

AN

d Arionrhod are not Siamese twins, even Though%
they share a love of Severus/Remus, cross dressing (the characters, that is, not themselves.
Or not that they will admit t0), mpreg, and even on occasion, a brain. They have been
writing fogether for almost three years, and this story constitutes their ninth collaborative fic -
although they also have a nearly olbscene word count when it comes o their Severus/Remus
RPG and their collaborative serial work, Time of Storms.

Arionrhod, who freely admits to being the less gramnmatical of the two, started writing SS/RL
in late 2003, and has authored 62 solo fics in the pairing. When not writing or roleplaying her
OTP, she can usually be found building computer systems or tending to her family.

McKay is a veteran of several fandoms online and off, but she has been involved with HP
fandom the longest, having written HP fic since fall, 2001. Snape/Lupin has been her OTP
all this time, and she has written over 65 solo stories in addition to RPGs and collaborations.
When she isn't indulging her organizational tendencies in fandom, she feaches composition
and literature and serves as a pillow for her cat.
*http://asylums.insanejournal.com/blessedmoon
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TAGAY 1S A NEWLY-FORMED DOUJINSHI (FAN-COMIC) 6ROUP COMPOSED OF THREE WOMEN
BASED IN THE PHILIPPINES. TWO OF THEM ARE MANIC SHIPPERS OF LUPIN/SNAPE WHILE
THE OTHER TOLERATES THEIR BEHAVIOR. ALL OF THEM LOVE HARRY POTTER.
THIS IS THEIR FIRST DOUJINSHI AS A 6ROUP. THEY CAN 8E REACHED THROUGH TAGAYTA@GMAIL.COM
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OSMALIC  : PLANNING, SCRIPT, CHARACTER DESIGN
ZHYNCHAN : BACKEGROUND ART, TONING, QUALITY CHECK
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Resolutions by Tagay

-

HAVE YOU ALL

WRITTEN YOLUR A
NEW YEAR'S ——— THIS YEAR
PESOLLTION & 15 c0Ne TO"

FOR THE COMING ;

NEW YEAR? 7 BE QFFEPEA{{(

!

TO PREPARE FOR
THE COMING YEAR,
I'VE MADE YOU ALL
WRITE YOUR NEW
YEAR'S RESOLUTION
AND DROP THEM
INSIDE THESE
CHRISTMAS BALLS,
ALL OF WHICH YOU
MUST HANG ON THE
CHRISTMAS TREE IN
THE GREAT HALL.

AFTER THE
CHRISTMAS TREE
IS TAKEN DOWN
ON NEW YEAR,
YOU WILL EACH
GET IT BACK AS
A CONSTANT
REMINDER OF
YOUR SACRIFICE.

THERE'S A
SPACE NEXT
TO YOURS,

MIND IF WE
SHARE A
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DO AS
YOU WISH,
LUPIN,

HOWEVER, IF
YOU BREAK
THE RESOLU-
TION, THE
PENALTY WILL

BE GRAVE.

CHRISTMAS BALL ¥ ()
DECORATION WILL |, .
BURN AND YOU |2z
WON'T GET TO
SEE IT AGAIN.

WHAT'S
THIS GRAVE
PENALTY?

CHRISTMAS
IS ALMOST
NEARING,
SEVERUS!

T'LL HAVE
YOUR POTION
READY 8Y THEN.

TO PEGAIN
SEVERUS SNAPE'S
TReUST.
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SEVERUS...
HE DION'T...
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TOOKS LIKE THE
GRYFFINDORS
ARE PRACTICING
VERY HARD.




(—

-

\C—s
Resolutions by Tagay

Jl(_)El; Q/A(E)u { I JUST ENDED

- 9 A TUTORING
FOR A , & SESSION 8Y
DRINKING
BUTTERBEER
AND NEED TO
LET IT SETTLE.

e
ARE YOU WHAT DOES
PATROLLING? IT LOOK
LIKEP

HAS JUST
RETURNED THE
FIREBOLT

\ TO HARRY,

EVEN SO,

LA SEVERUS, IT
T[gﬁévé/%fmg MIGHT CHEER

A HARRY UP,
DESPERATE... j SOMEONE
CERTAINLY
LIKES HIM.

..8UT THAT
WON'T HELP
GRYFFINDOR
WIN THE CUP.

SOMEONE
CERTAINLY
DOES.
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Chocolate and Asphodel
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JUST A WE’'RE ON AFTER ALL
LITTLE THE SAME THESE YEARS,
MOPE SIDE OF MAYBE WE CAN

THIS WAR STILL CHANGE
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=2 In Such a Sovereign Way =

by Innerslytherin

Because passionate love breaks down walls and at first
does it in such a sovereign way, we are rarcly Wiﬂing‘ to
admit how little that initial barrier 1)rca12ing is going
to count when it comes to slow, cliﬂ:icult, accepting o
two isolated human })eings who want to be joine(l ina
1asting re]ationsllip.

- May Sarton

—he-wirnd was out of the west.In Remus Lupin’s
C:) perience, that was never a good thing.

He sniffed carefully, turning his head in a semi-

circle, surveying his surroundings. The forest
was quiet, but this close to Full, he knew better than to
expect safety.He was just glad he had the Easter holiday
from school, unlike the last two missions he'd run for
Dumbledore, which had been at bad times of the term.
He tightened his grip on his wand. Moonrise wasn’t for
another several hours, but he was already feeling the
desire to pace. He missed the Marauders. He hadn't
yet readjusted to spending the full moon alone, and
although he had something to help (well, Severus said
it would help, though Remus knew far too little about
Potions to really feel confident about it) he still knew he
was in for a bad moon.

Branches rustled in the breeze and he froze, listening.
Strange how much he'd learned in the past few months,
how to move like a predator, how to be still for hours at
a time while doing surveillance, how to think up better
lies than he had as a boy. After a long silence, he decided
it was only the wind. He eased his position and took a
few steps across the clearing, seeking a good place to
stash his clothes and, eventually, his wand.

It took less than half an hour to find a good safe spot
and strip down to his boxers. It was brisk in the Wye
Valley in late March, but (according to Severus) werewolf
metabolism—always faster than wizard metabolism—
sped up shockingly in the hours immediately preced-
ing and following the transformation. Rather than
feeling the cold, Remus lifted his head, relishing the
breeze on his skin. He paced barefoot for a few minutes,
then sighed and stopped.

“You can come out.I’'m not here to cause trouble.”

The surrounding area went even quieter than it had
been, the silence taking on a listening quality. Finally
the bushes in front of him parted and a girl stepped
out. She couldn't be much older than his own eighteen
years, but she moved with quiet weariness.

“Thou'rt no Forester.”

He shook his head.“I'm from Scotland,” he said, which
was true enough—Hogwarts was his home now, more
than his parents had ever given him.

She tipped her head to one side, her dark brown hair
swinging down.”Bein’t safe for vurrenerfs tonight.”

“I can take care of myself, despite being a foreigner,”
he said. He didn't need to tell her he was a werewolf.
She could smell him, just as he could smell her. He
wondered if she was the Alpha female, if he would have
to mate with herto gain acceptance.Dear God, he hoped
not. It was so demeaning when instinct took over like
that.He wasn’t sure whether the worst part was that he
was whoring himself out for Dumbledore, or the embar-
rassment of that being the only time he could work up
any interest in mating with a woman.

The girl paused and studied him. “Tessa. M'the top
girl here.”

He nodded. “Lupin. I'm asking your hospitality, just for
tonight.”

She narrowed her eyes.”Thou won’t make trouble.”

“l just want company. Someone to run with.” His shoul-
ders were tense.The rise was close, less than an hour.He
wanted to glare at the sky, where the sun still touched
their shoulders.

“The villagers keep inside tonight. Don't want to know
who we are, and we don't tell. Mervyn’ll want to see
thee.”She turned away and waded back into the under-
growth.”"Come, then.”

He followed her, deciding to keep his wand. It was that
decision that saved his life,in the end.They'd taken bare-



ly two dozen steps when she turned, her face contorted,
her hands crooked into claws, and leapt at him. Caught
by surprise, Remus began to lift his wand, but was too
slow.The force of her leap carried him over, her face too
close to his. He grunted and pushed at her, but there
were snarls around them and he realized they were no
longer alone.

Something hit him, sharp and burning, in the side, and
Remus cried out.The female took that moment of weak-
ness to bite his forearm, her teeth sinking easily into his
flesh.He managed to get off a few sloppy hexes, then in
desperation, he Disapparated.

The crack of their arrival elsewhere rolled through the
air, but Remus was too busy fighting the girl off to pay
attention to where he'd landed them. Hopefully he'd
not splinched himself, though he didn't feel it at the
moment. They tumbled across the rough ground, the
girl shrieking epithets at him. Remus was paying more
attention to her hands (one had just raked across his
cheek under his eye) than her words, until she snarled,
“The Dark Lord will have your guts, traitor!”

Thatwas the only evidence required,and with a sickened
feeling, Remus tried to call up the hatred necessary for
the Killing Curse.It was a difficult thing for him; he didn't
hate many people, and he usually just felt sorry for the
ones he dealt with. This one called up rage, though, be-
cause they'd been so sure, damn it, that the Forest of
Dean wolves weren't siding with Voldemort yet. Damn
you, Moody, Remus thought grimly, and shoved the girl
away hard enough that he heard a bone crunch. She
slumped against the tree, looking dazed, for a moment,
but before he could more than raise his wand, the pains
hit them both.

Cursing and howling, the girl doubled over, clutching
at her body as it began to twist and elongate. Remus’
concentration broke entirely and the girl’s last opportu-
nity for a clean death was gone. He hunched over and
howled, and then the madness took him.

<p—=0). =

“Bloody Alastor Fucking Moody,” snarled a caustic voice.
“That’s the last time, Lupin. Why, for God’s sake, didn’t
you use the potion | gave you?” A gentle hand was dab-
bing at the raw area on his right shoulder, completely
at odds with the voice, though Remus knew, hazily, that
they belonged to the same person.“I'm not doing this
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for fun,you know.Dumbledore promised me an appren-
ticeship if I got this bloody potion right.If I'm to manage
it,| need my test subjects to actually use it.”

Remus didn’t bother answering. His throat was sore.

The dabbing ceased and then the other man began
chanting—almost humming, really—and Remus felt
the skin of his back creeping together. The muscle
under it shuddered in reflex and Remus twitched.

“Oh, good, alive, are you?” A shadow fell across Remus’
face and he finally forced himself to open his eyes.
Sallow skin and glittery black eyes met his gaze.“Took
me half the day to find you, you imbecile.”

Remus swallowed and worked his lips. Hell, that was a
loose tooth.”Thanks, Severus,” he slurred.

“Moody’s been pacing in Dumbledore’s office since |
brought you back.Wants to know why you didn’t Avada
her."The thin lips twisted in a sneer.

“Too close,” Remus whispered.“Timing was off.”

Severus shoved his lank hair behind an ear.”And you still
think it's somehow better to kill them with your teeth,
don’t you? Bloody fool.” He sat up, filling Remus' line of
sight with his black robes,and something cold splashed
over Remus’ lower back.

The haze of pain began to recede.
“Oh fuck,” Remus groaned feelingly.

“In a few minutes I'm going to tell Pomfrey she can
take over, and then you'd better clean up that mouth,”
Snape said. No one but Remus, and perhaps Dumb-
ledore, would have heard the change in his voice, but
the ire had faded, tinged with grudging amusement.
“The Headmaster’s waiting to see you, too. This was a
botched job, Lupin.”

“I know,”Remus sighed.”Only just got away.” He snuffled
and then coughed, spitting blood on the sheet under
him.”Uck.Where did you find me?”

“Forbidden Forest—far side from the castle, of course,
since the Apparition wards wouldn’t let you through.
You ass, why don't you take Portkeys?”

“Have you forgotten I'm naked when | transform?”
Remus asked. He managed to sound wry, which was an
improvement, he thought, over pathetic.

Severus snorted. “I ought to turn your prick into a
Portkey next month.”
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That startled Remus into a laugh, which set various
things aching badly around his body and made Snape
swear again, but Remus could see, when Snape left to
write up his conclusions, that the acerbic seventh year’s
lips were quirked slightly upwards.

<3—=).
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They were unlikely friends. Remus and Severus both
knew it, though neither of them ever spoke of it.
Remus thought he understood Severus, and Severus
knew he would never understand Remus, and both of
them were oddly satisfied with the status quo. Both of
them, they would learn over and over through the years,
were wrong.

It had all started after Sirius’ ridiculously stupid
‘prank’—an improbability in itself, but Severus had been
intrigued, rather than repulsed.

“You're a werewolf. Filthy Dark creature. Why do they still
like you?” Snape’s voice came from the bed next to Remus,
harsh in the dim light of the infirmary. Remus turned his
head. Snape wasn't looking at him. He hadn’t spoken all
day.

' aatast .-._-uu.-z-r-.-.T

[ 41 Remus cleared his throat. “I'm only a wolf
I once a month.”He could see the bandages

shining in the darkness. He knew he hadn’t
been close enough to wound Snape, that
it had been the Slytherin’s struggle with
James that had injured him, but it didn’t
make him feel any less guilty. His stomach
lurched again, despite the fact that nothing remained to
be emptied.

“I'm sure theyd like to think it’s a little problem you have
once a month,” Snape sneered over Remus’ dry retching.
“You're a bloody great monster all the time, though, aren’t
you? Just keeping your real nature behind a mask designed
to lure innocent people into danger.” His voice sounded as
if he relished this thought.

“I don’t start rows,” Remus said. “That doesn’t mean I'll
back away from them.”

“Bollocks. You do every day. You did last term when your
buffoon friends attacked me after the Defence OWL.”
Snape was still merely a white huddle under the blanket.
“Why do you hide?”
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“Why would | want to be noticed?” Remus countered,
propping himself up on one elbow and wiping his
forehead."Another minute and I'd have killed you, Snape!
You think that makes me happy? You think I'm pleased
about it? | could fucking kill Sirius now for what he—" He
broke off, appalled, and sank back onto the bed.

“There, you see!” Oddly, Snape had finally moved, his dark
eyes glittering at Remus. They were less than two metres
apart, yet the gulf seemed suddenly as wide and as far
as east from west. Remus shivered. “You are a monster
through and through, Lupin.”

“I can’t help what | am,” Remus said after a long silence.
His voice sounded strangled to his own ears.”But | can help
what | do. You want your revenge? You want me to fag for
you the rest of the term so everyone can see you've status
over me? You want to curse me? I'll take whatever penance
you set.”

Snape sat up in bed and swung his legs over the edge,
settling his sling-wrapped arm carefully. “You could make
me what you are,” he muttered, his voice hectic.”You could
give me that power.”

“No!” Remus yipped, his voice cracking.”Any penance save
that one.”

Snape’s pale bare feet touched the floor. As he shuffled
across the distance between their beds, he reached up
and scratched at his chest hard; a line of red followed his
fingernails. “You wouldn't even have to wait until next
month. I'll bet this is deep enough, and you can lick it or
spitinit.I've read about that doing it.”

It was those last words that finally clicked things into place
for Remus. His eyes widened. “You knew! You knew before
you came down after me!”

“Five points to Gryffindor,” Severus said, his voice lower-
ing to something that was almost seductive; it made his
skin crawl. “Took you long enough, Lupin. Any fool can
count the moon phases and compare them with your
sattendance.”

“That’s bloody rotten of you, Snape,” Remus said, glaring.

Severus’ expression was frighteningly smug. “You like it,
don't you?”

Remus did.

(=20)
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“I said from the beginning that this was a mistake, and
I'm not going to back down! To think that you know-
ingly sent one of my students into danger! Sent him
to possible death! Albus, it's unthinkable!” Professor
McGonagall was pacing furiously, her lips pressed so
tightly together they were only a thin white line.Remus
watched her from his place sitting stiffly on a settee in
Dumbledore’s office.

“My dear Minerva, you don't seem to realize the extent
to which Tom is willing to take this.” Dumbledore was
relaxing in his chair, hands steepled together. “Do sit
down and have a biscuit. Or a glass of sherry? Mister
Lupinisin a unique position to help us,and he has been
eager to do so.”

“Only because the boy is convinced that he has no
alternatives!”Minerva shrilled.”You made certain of that,
didn’t you? He can't be an Auror because Moody knows
he’s a werewolf! He can’t do anything for the Ministry,
because they would track his attendance and discover
his secret! What other options have you left him?”

Remus blushed furiously and stared at the front of
Dumbledore’s desk. He wished she wouldn't talk about
him as if he weren't sitting there.

“Remus,” said Dumbledore, his voice kind, “do you feel
as though | coerced you to join the Order?”

“No!” Remus said quickly.”l wanted to do something to
help. Anything | could, professor.”

McGonagall threw her hands in the air.”l can see there’s
nothing for me to say that will change things,” she said
waspishly. “You've managed to take all of my seventh
years and enlist them in this war of yours.| imagine you
think it’s a fair trade for Slughorn’s students joining You-
Know-Who?”

“I don't indeed,” Dumbledore said, just as Remus
indignantly interrupted,“Snape isn't!”

The two professors looked at him, McGonagall in
astonishment, Dumbledore with curiosity. He blushed
deeper.

“What? He hasn't.”

“My boy,” said Dumbledore quietly, “You know the
company he keeps. It is almost inevitable he has chosen
to side with Tom.| thought you knew.”

Remus shook his head, staring. No. No, that couldn’t be
right. Why would Severus still be working with them if
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he'd taken the Mark? Why would he help them subvert
his own master? “You're—you're wrong!” he blurted.“|
know he’s talked about it, but he didn't! He wouldn't!”

McGonagall’s stricken face and Dumbledore’s quiet
certitude shook him. He got to his feet and stumbled
away from them.”He wouldn't!”

But Remus knew, sickeningly, that Severus would. He
knew Lucius Malfoy and Rodolphus Lestrange were
after Severus, knew Severus was flattered by the atten-
tion of the young men who'd left school years ahead of
them. He knew no matter what frightening, conflicted
feelings he had for Severus, Severus was unlikely to
consider him important enough to influence that
decision in the end.

He didn't bother with the library or the Slytherin
Dungeon. The only place Severus spent his free time
these days was in Slughorn’s laboratory. The other boy
had been working obsessively on this potion, claiming
he wanted to convince Dumbledore he was worthy of
the apprenticeship, worthy to go on and earn a mastery
in potions, to make himself famous for easing the pain
of the monthly lycanthropic transformation.

Remus’ footsteps were loud on the stone floor of the
passageway.He knew James and Sirius and Peter would
be waiting for him to return to the dorm, wondering
what had happened with his mission two nights earlier.
He didn’t care. Snape—Snape couldn’t have taken the
Mark!

He reached the laboratory door and shoved it open, not
caring who might see Lupin the Prefect acting a right
git. He stormed into the laboratory, ignoring Professor
Slughorn’s astonished squawk, and grabbed Severus
by the collar of his robes, carrying him backwards until
they smashed into the wall.

“Oof! God, Lupin, get off me!” Snape was stringy and
not terribly strong; he plucked ineffectually at Remus’
hands.

Remus leaned in close.“Tell me you didn't take it,” he
growled. Behind them, he heard Slughorn bleating
about something, but he didn't pay attention.“Tell me
they’re wrong.”

Snape’s expression cooled. “Finally listening to your
mates about me, are you?” he asked. “l can't believe
it's taken you this long, frankly.” He went still, allowing
himself to be manhandled with perfect aplomb.Embar-
rassment flashed through Remus, fuelling his anger.
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“Did you?”Remus insisted.

“Why should | answer that question? If | have to tell you,
there’s no point in your asking.”

“That'’s not true!” Remus screwed up his face, glaring at
Severus.

“It is true,” Snape replied.”If you don't trust me, you can
fuck right off.”

“Fine,” Remus snarled.

“Good.” Severus levelled a gaze at him, clearly expecting
to be released.

“Fine!” Remus repeated, louder, and shoved Severus
back against the wall again before letting go. Severus’
expelled his breath in a surprised puff; it stirred Remus’
fringe."Have a nice life, Snape. Good luck with your little
project.”

He turned and strode out of the room.

=)
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“You coming, Moony?”

Remus stared at his friend’s curious expression and
knew he ought to say no.He ought to tell Sirius he didn’t
want to spend time with people who felt no qualms
about mistreating others—even conniving Slytherins
who gave as good as they got. He ought to tell Sirius
that the sudden cold, furious silence between Remus
and Severus didn't give the Marauders more leeway to
mistreat Severus.

Instead he set his book aside and stood up. “Yeah,
all right.”

It was the last Hogsmeade visit of the year, the last
Hogsmeade visit of their school career, and somehow
Sirius had talked James into ditching Lily for it. Remus
knew Sirius was trying to recreate something that had
been slipping away for the past year, while Sirius and
James were in early Auror training and Remus went on
his missions as Dumbledore’s ambassador. All the same,
he'd been furious with Sirius over the most recent prank
(some sort of powder, slipped into Severus’ breakfast,
that turned his skin blue for an entire day). He'd been
debating whether to go or stay behind, leaving the rest
of them to their own devices.

But when it came down to it, those pleading blue eyes
were impossible to resist.
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All the way to the village, Sirius was bouncing around
them, looking more energetic than he had any right to.
He was prattling on about it being just like old times
when they ran into Severus—literally.

The Slytherin was coming out of the bookshop, his
arms laden with a bundle of books, and a brown-
paper-wrapped parcel tucked under one elbow. Sirius
crashed into him with a great deal of force, and Severus’
purchases went flying in all directions.

“What the fuck—" Severus began, but was cut off by
Sirius' loud explosion.

“Snape! You greasy git! Watch where you're going!”
Severus bristled, one hand going to his wand. He gazed
at Sirius, a snarl frozen on his face.

Remus swore under his breath and wondered if it would
be possible to stop them. He stepped forward, a hand
stretched out to each of them.”Come on, don't do this.”

Severus glared at him.”Too little, too late!” he spat, his
dark eyes flashing.

“Don't!” Remus said, as Sirius drew his wand and
Severus, lightning-quick, mirrored the gesture.

“Get out of it, Moony!” Sirius ordered,
shoving him aside. Remus stumbled
backwards, rubbing his side where Sirius’
elbow had knocked into it, and feeling a
calm sort of despair. It was going to be
like this the rest of his life, wasn't it? If he
and Severus ever managed to make it up,
he and Sirius were always going to be butting heads
over it.

pr———)

“Typical of you, Lupin, letting your friends bully you
around as always!” Severus snarled.”Letting your friends
fight your battles for you! Why are you more afraid to
stand up to your friends than you are to kill strangers?”

Remus gasped and staggered slightly, his gaze rivet-
ed on Severus’ face, which was contorted with hatred.
No one knew about that—no one but Severus! He
hadn’t even told his friends where he was going when
Dumbledore sent him out!

“What?” Sirius turned to stare at Remus, who worked
not to flinch. There was shock and, this was new, doubt
in Sirius’ gaze. Severus let out a crow of triumph and
raised his wand.

“Sirius, watch him!” James shouted, and Sirius turned
away from Remus, shooting a Jelly-Legs Jinx at Severus
before he'd even turned to face him completely.
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Severus blocked it and fired a Tarantellegra of his own,
which Sirius deflected to hit Peter. Another hex sizzled
past and Remus jerked away, staring at them both and
still feeling short of breath from Severus’ attack against
him.

James had drawn his wand by now, though he was dis-
tracted by helping Peter, who was dancing uncontrol-
lably.Remus backed away.

“Fuck you all,” he whispered, though not nearly loud
enough for any of them to hear.”l don't want this any-
more,” he added, still in that same low tone. Then hed
had enough, and he shouted,”Stop it, stop it, you lot! All
of you, just fucking stop it!”

They ignored him.
Remus fled.

=

—
—>

“Snape? You ever planning on telling me why you're not
chumming around with my git of a brother’s friend?”

Severus cuffed Regulus on the back of the head and
turned the page with more violence than necessary.No,
he bloody well was not going to explain. He didn't ex-
plain himself, not to anyone. He'd explained too much
to Lupin, about too many things, and look where that
had got him.

“Sorry!”Regulus rubbed at the back of his head, glower-
ing.”Look, it’s your business, but if he needs to be gotten
at, all you have to do is tell Malfoy. Or if you want, my
cousin would take care of it.

“Shred,” Severus ordered, glaring at the boomslang skin
to keep from showing Regulus just how angry and con-
fused he was. He liked Regulus, in his way, but the other
Slytherin was too clever, always half a hop ahead of Sir-
ius, which meant not as far behind Severus as Severus
would prefer. Had Regulus taken the Mark? He was im-
pressed with Malfoy and wanted to please his parents
now that his idiotic brother had failed them all. Regulus
wanted the Mark, but Severus thought he would wait
until leaving school, and that was still a year off for the
younger boy.

“You oughtn’t let Lupin and his friends bully you,” Regu-
lus said, his voice childishly reasonable.

“Fuck you, Reg,” Severus said conversationally.”l had my
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own reasons for putting up with Lupin, and | have my
own reasons for chucking him.”

“So you did chuck him?”

“I'm going to hex you.” Severus didn’t want Regulus to
know about this, and he didn't want Lupin hurt, not by
Malfoy and his friends, anyway. If Lupin was going to
be hurt, Severus wanted to inflict the wounds himself,
bloody and deep, the way Lupin’s distrust had cut him.

“Ooh, yeah, hurt me.” Regulus snickered.

Severus snorted and rolled his eyes, but he had to admit
Regulus’juvenile humour and easy threats had a way of
making him feel marginally better.Lupin was just a fuck-
ing idiot Gryffindor, for all that he had the advantage of
being a Dark creature.Couldn't see life in shades of grey
at all, just black or white, Voldemort or Dumbledore’s
mealy-mouthed Muggle-lovers.

Asking Severus—in front of Slughorn—if he'd taken
the Mark! Demanding answers as if it were Lupin’s busi-
ness! As if Severus wouldn’t have informed Lupin if he'd
made a decision! And anyway, who said he had to make
a decision right now? Malfoy and his precious political
friends were still courting Severus’ attention. There was
no harm in listening. No harm in seeing what he was
offered. Malfoy and his friends had money, after all, and
Dumbledore hadn’t guaranteed that apprenticeship.
Severus couldn't afford to go on doing secondary work
on potions unless he got some sort of grant, not with
Tobias drinking his way through the dole money and
Eileen’s pay.

None of this would matter if he hadn't had the accident.
Severus sliced at the ingredients under his knife with
more viciousness than precision for a moment, thinking
of his father’s arm—mangled so badly it had to come
off—and the infuriatingly superior hands-off attitude
of the St Mungo’s staff. He’s a Muggle, injured by Muggle
means! Of course we can't interfere! Violate all sorts of
codes! Fine! But it wouldn't violate them to Obliviate
Tobias if Eileen decided she didnt want him to know
about magic anymore?

Dumbledore’s group of peace-loving fools wanted to
protect the Muggles, and Malfoy’s group wanted the
purebloods to seize power. What happened to the
people in the middle—people like the Snapes or, yes,
even the Lupins? What happened to good men who
worked hard to provide for their family,even when their
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wives had hidden their magic, even when their sons did
things like blow up the telly or make things float, even
when they got their arm caught in a loom and ripped
off and they couldn’t work anymore, couldn’t hug their
wives, couldn’'t do anything but drink to forget the pain
and the shame?

“Fucking hypocrites,” Severus muttered, forgetting for
the moment that he had a very curious audience in
Regulus.Magic was all right for some of them, but not all
of them? A deserved honour from the Gryffindor Head-
master to a Slytherin had to be bought with kindness
towards a werewolf? Severus shouldn't take the Mark
because Lupin thought it was mean and low-minded?
Fine! He'd bloody show all of them at once. He'd talk to
Malfoy’s friend, see what sort of offer this Voldemort
would make, and then he would have the last laugh.
He'd carve a place for himself between the factions that
were arising, and no one would be the wiser until his
end game was played.

<)

“Mr Lupin! | thought you would have young Snape
with you.”

Remus looked shifty."He—that is, |—"

“I was just running late,” Severus said smoothly, torn
between annoyance and amusement. If Lupin was no
better a liar than that, how was he keeping from getting
himself killed? Hadn't Dumbledore had the idiot trained
in Occlumency? Then Severus reminded himself that
he didn't give a toss what Lupin knew or didn’t know.
He was only here because he wanted that Potions
apprenticeship.

The expression of relief on Lupin’s face made him scowl.
What, did the bloody imbecile think they were suddenly
friends again? Wanker. He'd learn tomorrow, if he hadn’t
already figured it out by then.

“Drink,” Severus ordered, shoving a beaker at him. He
wasn’'t going to give Lupin a chance to forget again. He
watched the other boy tip his head back and swallow,
then recoil and shudder.

“God, that tastes vile,” Lupin gasped.
“Live with it,” he said.”"How do you feel?”

Lupin shrugged.”“Impatient. Anxious.Very hot.”
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“Usual, then.” Severus frowned and noted it on his
scroll.

“Wait. I—ooh. | feel chills now. Like someone dumped
water on me.”

Severus wrote this down. The potion was affecting
Lupin’s metabolism, then. He hadn't intended that. It
could prove dangerous after the transformation. He'd
have to find something to counter that.

“Best get you to safety, dear,” Pomfrey said.
Lupin nodded.”See you tomorrow, S-Severus.”

Severus met his gaze impassively, ignoring the out-
stretched hand. Lupin’s face fell and after a moment
Pomfrey urged him past Severus, her expression disap-
proving. As soon as they were gone, Severus regretted
not taking Lupin’s hand—one of these days, with their
experiments, the transformation mightkill him,or some-
one more dangerous than Severus might discover the
secret—or one of those bloody missions could go com-
pletely pear-shaped—but of course Severus couldn’t
call him back.He had too much pride for that.

He started back to the Slytherin dungeon, but found
himself standing in a window embrasure, staring at the
sky. Outside the moon rose.

< —=)
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Remus knew as soon as he woke that it was Madam
Pomfrey dabbing the astringent healing potion on his
ankles.He sighed.Her hand paused and he snapped his
eyes shut. He didn't want her to know he was awake.
She was kind and motherly, and he didn't want her to
realize he wished it was Severus touching him instead
of her. After a moment she continued her ministrations
and a cool relief spread slowly through his stinging
skin. When she finished, she stroked a soothing hand
once across his shoulders, then he heard her heels
clicking away.

He was alone, and he felt lonelier than he had since the
morning hed lain in this same bed with Severus one
bed over, not speaking.

The Marauders hadn't run with him last night—Dumb-
ledore had,apparently, had a task for James and Sirius—
but Peter had kept him company in the Shack and kept
him from chewing his paws to bits, at least, so his hands
ached, but they weren’t bloody as they sometimes
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were. He opened and closed them a few times, working
the stiffness out. He felt sluggish and tired today, and
emotionally sloppy, as if he might cry or shout or laugh
at any moment for no reason.

He shifted over onto his side and tried not to watch the
Infirmary door.

Why had he confronted Severus like that? He'd asked
himself the same question a hundred times over the
past month, and he could never understand why he'd
rushed out of Dumbledore’s office the way he did. What
if Dumbledore had been wrong? Severus’ reaction
initially had seemed one of a guilty man—if he wouldn't
answer Remus’ question with a simple no, he must
already have the Mark. But now...Remus sighed in

frustration. He should have had more faith in Severus.

He should have believed Severus would tell him if he
were going to take the Mark. He shouldn’t have flown
off the handle like that.

“You look like your dog just died.”

The words sent a chill down his spine—Sirius—but the
voice made him snap his full attention to the present.

“Severus,” he said softly.

“So the potion didn't kill you. How do you feel?”

He swallowed against the sudden tightness in his throat.

“Vulnerable,” he blurted. Then he saw Severus’' eyes
narrow and wondered if that had been a mistake. “It’s
like I'm not sure | can control my own emotions,” he said
haltingly.

“Stay away from your bloody friends, then,” Severus
muttered. He bent to look at Remus’ankles.”"Chewed on
yourself this month, did you?”He gave Remus a piercing
look.“Why is it worse some months than others?”

Remus shrugged, his throat still feeling clogged.“More
restless some months, | suppose,” he said. “I—I don't
remember, you know.What happens at full.”

“You've said that before,” Severus said absently. He was
inspecting a long scratch up Remus’ calf.“That’s going
to scar.He frowned, then pulled out his wand and chant-
ed something, running his wandtip along the wound.
Remus watched in astonishment as the skin crawled
and draw back together. It was the same spell Sever-
us had used last month to knit up the deep gash the
female had given him across his back.
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“How do you do that?” Remus whispered.

Severus glanced at him, then away. “Never mind. You
don’t want to know anything about my Dark magic,
remember, Lupin?”

Lupin. Remus’ throat tightened again and he tried to
swallow twice before he could without choking.Severus
hated him, was only using him as a Potions experiment
now because he needed Remus to get what he wanted.
He bowed his head.”l miss the way we used to be,” he
admitted in a low voice.

Severus’ voice was harsh. “Too bad. Youre the one
who said you didn’t want anything to do with a Death
Eater.”

Remus’ gaze snapped up to Severus' arm, but it was
covered by the long-sleeved uniform robe. He turned
his gaze up to Severus'face.

The glittering black eyes were fixed on him.”Still don’t
know me, do you, Lupin?” He was silent for a moment,
his lip curling.Then he said quietly,“Fuck you.”He turned
and walked out.

Remus laid his head back against the pillow and closed
his eyes, letting the tears streak down his cheeks and
wet his ears. He heard Madam Pomfrey return, heard
her asking him what was wrong, and he just ignored her
and wept for what he had lost.

<) (=

Severus left the Hospital Wing and went straight to the
Owlery.He'd be leaving school in two months.

His resolve had been wavering, thanks
to a letter from his mother, saying his
father had got a job in a shop. She had
seemed happy, writing that Tobias wasn’t
drinking every night now, that they were
both looking forward to Severus leaving
school and coming back home to live.

He'd meant to wait until then, to wait

until he could no longer put off a decision, but Lupin’s
little glance, Lupin’s continued distrust—that was the
final straw.

The words he wanted to say to Lupin pressed against
his clenched teeth, wanting to be spat out like venom.
When will you see the way Dumbledore uses people? When
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will you realize he’s just using you? Why can’t you see that
life isn’t black or white, one or the other? Why don't you see
that we have to carve our own place in this world? Don't
you know you could have had a place with me?

His mind flinched away from the ideas
he'd had, the sickeningly naive hope that
Lupin would have the courage to stand
next to him.He swallowed, trying to wet
his throat. He wasn't disappointed. His
heart wasn't cracking.

He snatched up a piece of parchment and a quill, not
even caring that they were obviously school-issue. If
Malfoy and his Dark Lord were going to take Severus
Snape, they would take him as the Half-Blood Prince.
He would make no pretences. He wouldn't bow to their
pureblood rhetoric.

Mnlfay,

You say this Lord Voldemort wants potions makers.
If he can provide the ingredients and lm}’?omtam;,
and I'm given Jree rein in the lnﬁamtary, I'lL brew

for him. Itake orders from no one but him, and I am

allowed to pursue private studies in my own time.
I'll requiire an allowance of ten Galleons A week..

Snn}m

He beckoned to a school owl and attached the letter to
its leg.“Lucius Malfoy only,” he told it.”If his father tries
to take it, shit on him and fly away.”

The bird let out a hoot that he would swear sounded
amused.Then it flapped away.

Severus stood at the window long after the speck had
faded.

=3, C—ie

Remus was sprawled comfortably in front of the fire
next to Sirius, revising for N.E.W.T.s and trying to ignore
the soppish nonsense Lily and James were spouting at
each other, when he heard someone yelp in shock or
fear. He had already turned towards the portrait hole
when it opened and a third year tumbled in. The boy
looked around, then made a beeline for the Marauders.

“Lupin?”

He sat up.
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“There’s a Slytherin outside the Fat Lady wanting to see
you. He said he'd hex me if | didn't tell you.”

Severus. A flash of hope ran through Remus, chased by
a flash of alarm. He closed his book and stood.“Thanks,
Bell.” He heard Sirius growl something and said, “No,
Sirius.”He managed to resist the tempting “Stay!” before
crossing the common room and going out.

A soaked, gawky scarecrow of a figure was hunched
tautly against the stone wall opposite the portrait. His
stringy hair hung down around his lowered face. He
didn't move when Remus came out, which alarmed
Remus.What if Sirius had come out to hex him, instead?
The other boy—no, man, Remus thought, embarrassed;
they were men now, weren't they?—clenched his right
hand around his left forearm.

Remus drew in a silent breath. “Severus,” he said
hoarsely.

Severus’ only response was to shudder. Remus took
another step closer, and another, and another, until he
could lift his hands to either side of him and hesitate
less than an inch from touching Severus.

“Severus,” he whispered.

Severus pitched forward into his arms. Only his recent-
ly-honed reflexes allowed Remus to catch Severus,arms
folding around him and holding him up. Severus made
a strangled noise that was somehow more frightening
to Remus than if he had screamed.

“What's happened?”Remus whispered. He held Severus
for a moment, wondering what in God’s name he could
do.They were too far from the Hospital wing,and James’
Invisibility Cloak was upstairs, but he knew he could
get Severus to the Come and Go Room without any
help—there were times having a werewolf’s strength
was an advantage. It would have to do. He set off at a
pace Severus could handle, but as the Slytherin’s steps
faltered, Remus finally resorted to carrying Severus the
last hundred feet. He paced back and forth in front of
the empty wall, thinking, I need to take care of Severus.
When the door opened, he found a bed and a chair, a
fireplace, and a drinks cabinet. He hoped there were
potions in there as well as alcohol.

Severus still hadn't spoken a word. Remus got him to
the bed and started undressing him, wondering how
badly he was hurt.
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“No.” Finally Severus rasped the single word. His gaze
was focused on Remus’ chest.

Remus huffed impatiently. “You're hurt,” he said.”l can
help you, Severus.”

“Nothing can help,” Severus said, his voice still rough.
“Go away, Lupin. Shouldn't have come—" He broke off
and coughed.”Go away.”

“But you did, and I'm not leaving,” Remus said, feeling
a stubborn flare. “Shut it.” He pressed Severus down
against the bed, ignoring the way his blood tingled at
that touch. He got Severus’ robes unfastened, peeling
the wet layers of cloth away. He had to see how badly
Severus was hurt.

“Fuck—Lupin!” Severus gritted out.

Remus laid his palm lightly across Severus’mouth, which
made the Slytherin’s eyes snap open.”Stop this,” Remus
said, gentling his voice.”You came to me.Now you have
to let me help you.”

Severus glared at him, and Remus could see fear as
well as pain in his eyes, but finally there was the tiniest
curt nod. As suddenly as that, Remus felt Severus relax
slightly. His eyes closed.

“Good,” Remus breathed, lifting his hand and brushing
Severus’ hair away from his face. He wished he could
brush away the lines of pain as easily. He carefully un-
buttoned Severus’ shirt and got him, unresisting, out
of everything but his trousers and shoes. The trousers
were too short, exposing slouching, grey socks. Remus
knew when Severus had started wearing trousers un-
der his robes—it had started after their fifth year.He un-
laced the tall jackboots and eased them off, then pulled
the socks, cringing slightly. He was afraid to touch the
other man’s trousers, but his feet were icy; Remus knew
he had to get Severus warmed up.That meant first get-
ting him out of his wet clothes.

“What happened?” he asked, to take his mind off the
fact that he was undressing Severus.

There was a long silence as he worked at the zip, which
was difficult with fingers that were getting chilled from
the wet.He wondered if Severus had passed out.Finally,
though, Severus whispered,“Stupid.”

Well, that’s enlightening, Remus thought, rolling his eyes.
He tugged Severus’ trousers off and decided that was
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enough; the greying pants would stay in place;a drying
charm would do for them. He flicked his wand with the
drying spell and wrapped Severus in two of the blankets.
Then he conjured the flames in the fireplace higher.

“Ineed something warm to drink,”he muttered,opening
the drinks cabinet—and there was a pitcher of choco-
late steaming next to two cups.“What, I'm supposed to
drink some, too?” he asked, but he took both cups and
poured them full.

“Severus, can you sit up?”he asked.”l can help you.”

Severus just sighed, but he didn't resist when Remus
sat on the edge of the bed and slid an arm underneath
him, lifting him carefully to rest against Remus’ chest.
His hair dripped water down the front of Remus’ shirt,
but Remus ignored it. Severus was leaning on him, was
curling his fingers around the cup, and Remus didn't
know whether to be relieved he wasn’t pulling away, or
worried that he didn’t mind the invasion of his personal
space.

Suddenly Remus realised there was blood soaking into
his trousers. He looked down and saw a trail of scarlet
down Severus’ thigh and stomach—from where his left
arm was clutched against him. Severus was shivering,
his eyes slightly unfocused.

“Oh, fuck, Severus,” Remus muttered, drawing Severus’
arm out to look at it.”You did it.”

“Thought you'd already decided | was a Death Eater two
bloody months ago,” Severus muttered.“Isn't that why
you slammed me against a wall in front of Slughorn?”

Remus sighed.”l was wrong. | knew | was wrong once |
really considered your reaction, and I'm sorry | doubt-
ed you. As you would've known if you'd just once not
pushed past me on the way into the library or Transfigu-
ration,and actually listened to me.”

“Fuck you,” Severus said tiredly.He leaned his head back
against Remus’ shoulder, his eyes closing. It scared Re-
mus; this behaviour was too casual for Severus.

“What can | do, Severus?” Remus asked, staring at the
ugly black skull that was still dripping blood. The snake
in its mouth almost seemed to be crawling. Or maybe
the flesh was crawling in protest of the Mark.

Severus didn’t answer for so long Remus thought he'd
passed out. Finally he whispered,“Stay.”
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Severus wasn't as cold anymore; though his body was
still shivering, he suspected it was shock. He was aware
of Remus’ arms around him, Remus’ body against his,
and he knew he didn’t want to lose that. He turned his
head, tucking his face under Remus’ chin and pretend-
ing that this comforting presence would always be his.

He went limp with relief when Remus’ hand stroked his
hair and the hoarse voice said,”I'm not going anywhere,
Severus.”

He knew, in the back of his mind, that he should be
pushing Remus away. There were so many reasons he
should be swearing at Remus and pulling away from his
touch and hexing him.But Remus’ touch was warm and
unhesitant, and Severus decided anything that could
arouse him, through the stunning welter of pain that
radiated from his arm throughout his body, had to be
a good thing.

Remus was lowering him back to the bed, easing the
half-drunk cup of chocolate from his hands.“I'm going
to find you a pain-relieving potion,” he promised, and
then that warmth was going.

Severus bit back a whimper and turned his head, slitting
his eyes open to watch Remus open the drinks cabinet.
The werewolf wasn’t wearing his school issue robes and
waistcoat. Severus could see the way Remus’ muscles
moved under his shirt. He turned, carrying a vial of
bright blue potion,and Severus sucked in a slow breath
at how Remus’ white button shirt was plastered wetly
against his chest.

“Here, drink this,” Remus said, sliding a hand under
Severus’head and holding the vial to his lips.

Severus swallowed, identifying the potion by its taste as
something to rebuild blood and reknit flesh. It wouldn't
help against the Mark; he had a feeling there was noth-
ing that would erase the ugly testament to Severus’ su-
preme idiocy. He shivered.

“Are you still cold?”Remus renewed the warming charm.
“Budge up, I'll sit with you.”

Severus shifted over slightly, giving the shorter boy
room to pull his legs up on the bed.The overwhelming
pain began to recede, carried away on a tide of peace.
Severus wished he had the stones to snuggle against
Remus.

“Can’t tell anyone, Lupin,” he muttered. “Get us both
killed.”

134

Remus touched his hair again.”I'm pretty good at keep-
ing secrets,” he said, his voice choked.

Severus' last clear thought was that he had become Re-
mus’enemy. And damn them both, Severus wanted him
anyway.

Severus woke up alone.

— s
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He wasn't surprised by it; he hadn’t expected Lupin to
stay. After all, Severus was a Death Eater now, the Enemy.
Remus would never speak to him again, most likely.

He rolled over and something crinkled against his cheek.
He sniffed—parchment. Biting back a groan, he shifted
and unfolded the note.

Severus,

I have to go back to Gryffindor Tower or Sirius and James
will decide you've hexed me and go to the Headmaster. I'll
be back to check on you as soon as | can. HWedon'thaveto
We should talk—but | don’t know if now is the best time. |
don’t want us to hate each other, Severus.

The full moon’s still a fortnight off. Could we talk before
then please?

I'll be back.

Remus

Suddenly it was much easier to breathe, even though
Severus suddenly felt like he was going to throw up.
Remus didn't want to walk away from their friend-
ship—but he was going to demand explanations. He
was going to expect repentance. Well, he could have
the repentance. Severus’ left arm still throbbed angrily
in reminder of how mistaken he'd been.

How could he have thought he could
use Lord Voldemort for his own ends?
And the Dark Lord had seen through all
of that and burned away every vestige of
Severus’ pride, had exposed every flaw
in his seeming cleverness; the Dark Lord
had read his mind and laid it bare to Lu-
cius Malfoy and Rodolphus Lestrange.

Severus hung his head over the edge of the bed and
was violently sick—not that there was anything left to
come up.God, he was so humiliated! How could he ever
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have thought those men respected him? How could he
have ever thought he would prove himself a better wiz-
ard than any of the purebloods?

The door opened and Severus lifted his head. Remus
was peering into the room. His hair stood up wildly, as if
he'd just got out of bed and not bothered to comb it.

“You..look like...Potter,” Severus managed between
deep breaths.

Remus hurried forward, the door shutting hard behind
him.”You're ill.”

Severus closed his eyes.”Mostly...humiliated.”

Remus' fingers were pressing against his forehead.”You
must not be yourself yet,” he said conversationally.
“You're being far too honest with me.”

Severus scowled and smacked Remus’ hand away,
but Remus smiled sadly down at him and stroked his
fingers down Severus’' cheek. “I've always known you
had secrets, Severus,” he said. “l just wish I'd learned
sooner that | could trust your judgment.”

The look in those warm brown eyes made Severus want
to beg to be forgiven—or else lash out until Remus
wouldn’t look at him like that anymore. It wasn't right to
get hard when you thought about your friends. Severus
knew it wasn't natural; he'd heard Regulus’ jeering re-
marks about the Ravenclaw poof in his History of Magic
class. Severus had no illusions that his feelings about
Remus—confusing and irritating though they were—
would ever be reciprocated or considered proper.

“Severus?” Remus’ expression was concerned now, but
also just a little frightened. Good. Severus glared at him.

“Go away, Lupin. You've soothed your conscience
enough.”

“What? Severus, this isn't about my conscience! You're
hurt! I'm not going to just leave you here.”

“You ought to hate me!” Severus hissed. “Go the fuck
away, Lupin. Leave me alone!”

Remus’ expression hardened. Good. He stood up and
walked away from Severus—but instead of walking
towards the door, he was moving to the only chair in the
room. He settled down in it and glared at the fire.

“I'm not leaving you, Severus. Perhaps you think we're
enemies, but | refuse to think that.”
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“Then you're stupid!” Severus said, but he was glad, glad
that Lupin was staying.

Surprisingly, Remus laughed. “Perhaps you're right.
Perhaps | shouldn't have argued when the Hat want-
ed to put me in Hufflepuff. It did say my loyalty could
be dangerous to me.” He shook his head.“No, Severus.
You've made me care about you, and now you can't be
rid of me so easily.”

“You didn’t seem to care so much about loyalty after
Easter hols!” Severus snapped.

Remus sobered.”No,you're right.I was angry and swayed
by what people said. And no, it wasn't my friends. It was
someone | thought | could trust.”

“Finally learned not to trust Potter and Black, have
you?”

“Sirius tried to kill you,” Remus said, his voice tight."That
eroded my trust for him rather sharply.”

“Nice to know someone cares,” Severus murmured.
“Bloody Dumbledore didn’t even flinch. Just leapt right
to your defence and told me | couldn’t let the news out
and had to protect you and didn’t even fucking talk
about the fact that Black had attempted murder by
werewolf.”

Remus’ expression closed, and Severus wondered what
he had said that was finally too much. But Remus just
sighed.”Dumbledore...has been wrong. Occasionally.”

Severus widened his eyes as he stared at Remus. So
Dumbledore was the one who'd thought he had taken
the Mark already? But why hadn’t he been thrown out
of school, if that were the case? Surely Dumbledore
wouldn’t let him keep working on the werewolf potion
for Remus, if he thought Severus were a Death Eater! It
made no sense.

“Severus?”’

He looked up. Remus was studying him with open
concern on his face, and Severus scowled.”Don’t think
you're entitled to be my minder just because | came to
you for help while | was out of my head with pain.”

Remus’ expression cleared slightly. After a moment he
nodded.

< —=3) =
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“I can’t quite believe N.E.W.T.s are finished,” Remus said,
leaning his head back against the warm stone of the
Astronomy Tower.The sun was just setting,and the June
air was thick as stars emerged from the growing dark-
ness over their heads.

Severus lit his cigarette with a practised flick of his
wand and shrugged.“Doesn’t change much, really,” he
lied. Of course it changed everything, but he couldn’t
think of the right words to explain things to Remus.
He still wasn’t sure he wanted to. It would be easier if
they walked away from each other tonight, if Remus
never looked back except in anger, if Severus could rel-
egate Remus to yet another fantasy that would never
come true.

“Full moon tomorrow,” Remus said, not looking at
Severus.

Severus took a long drag off his cigarette.“Dumbledore
hasn't ordered me off the project.”

“You told me not to tell anyone,” Remus replied.

“I'm a bloody Death Eater, Lupin!”Severus snarled.”"What
if I'm planning to kill you this moon?”

“You don't want to kill me.”

No, but Severus wasn't averse to hexing him. He sighed.
“You're an idiot. Why do you trust me?”

Remus turned his head and met Severus’ gaze finally.
“Because youre you,” he said simply, and took the
cigarette from Severus’ unresisting fingers to have a
drag himself.

“God, sometimes | hate you so much,” Severus
muttered.

Remus smiled around the cigarette, his brown eyes
picking up glints of gold from the setting sun. He said
nothing.
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“Shouldn’t be doing this,” Severus muttered, handing
Remus a potion bottle.”If V—fuck—the Dark Lord found
out—"

Remus’ hand was rough against Severus’ mouth.“Don't
say that!” he hissed, fighting back a thrill of fear.”Don’t
mention him at all.”
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Severus sighed.”Where's he sending you tonight?”

“North of France,” Remus said, frowning. “And | hope
my French is good enough to explain why I'm there.”
He was worried that he would make them think he had
come from Voldemort, instead of trying to dissuade
them from joining Voldemort.

At Severus' prolonged silence, he looked up. “What's
wrong?”

“I didn’t know you spoke French.”

“Mais oui.” Remus grinned. “But very badly. My father’s
mother was from France. My mother and all her stock
are Scottish, though. He met her while he was working
in the Ministry’s Glasgow office.”

“My da’s Halifax born and bred,” Severus replied, surpris-
ing Remus.”A Muggle.”

Remus turned to stare at his friend, but the black gaze
remained firmly fixed on the potion he was decanting.
“What, you're a half-blood like me?”

“Did you think Slytherin was purebloods only?” Severus’
voice was cool.

“Well, no, but...” Remus floundered. They hadn’t had
the conversation he'd requested, though not for lack of
trying. On Remus’ part, at least. Now that he considered
it, it seemed obvious that Severus had been avoiding
it. “"Why would you want to join—them—if you're a
half-blood?”
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Severus sighed.

But just as he appeared to be ready to explain, the door
to the infirmary opened and Dumbledore came in,
followed by Alastor Moody. Severus’ mouth snapped
shut and he handed Remus one last vial of potion and
stepped away.

“Lupin!”Moody barked, glancing him over.”You ready to
Portkey? We've set it up to take you into the heart of
the pack’s territory. If you need to activate it for emer-
gency withdrawal, just say ‘Hogwarts’ and speak your
password.”

“The password’s the same as always?” Remus asked,
though he thought it would be.

“You've shared it with no one?” Moody glanced sharply
at Severus.

“l haven't,” Remus agreed.
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Moody nodded.“Remember, Lupin, you get in and you
get out. If there’s trouble with the pack, if they refuse to
cooperate, kill the leader and get out of there.”

“Only if he has to,” Dumbledore put in.”We didn't start
this to make Remus a killer.”

uI

“We do what we must, Dumbledore,” Moody argued.
don't like it, but they can’t be allowed to fight against

n

us.

Remus swallowed hard. It left a bad taste in his mind,
the thought of killing fellow werewolves with a wizard’s
curse. It felt too much like an unfair advantage.

Dumbledore stepped closer and placed a hand on Re-
mus’ shoulder. “Take care of yourself, my boy,” he said
kindly. “If you feel your life is in any way threatened,
activate the Portkey and come home. Better for you to
come back safe to us. And make sure to get back to us in
the morning, if you don’t come sooner.| have a friend, a
Potions Master,who is coming to observe Severus’work.
It would be best if he could speak with you just after the
Transformation back.”

Remus blinked and nodded. So many possibilities were
suddenly opening out in front of him, now that he was
leaving school. He wanted this role as the Ministry’s
executioner to end. Perhaps this time, with the French
werewolves, he would be able to convince someone
that Voldemort was dangerous, evil. He clung to the
hope of success.

Moody draped a chainaround Remus’'neck.”It’s charmed
to be unbreakable and unremovable. You'll have no
trouble getting back to us in the morning, if not before.
It's set to activate for the return trip twenty minutes af-
ter moonset, if you don't activate it before.”

Remus nodded again.

“This one takes you to France,” Moody said again. “It'll
activate in ten minutes.” He glanced at Severus again,
then turned and stumped off.

“Be careful, Remus,” Dumbledore added, and then fol-
lowed Moody.

And it was Remus and Severus again, and Remus had
a sudden desperate urge to grab Severus, to hug him
hard, to make him understand that if Remus didn't
come back, it wasn't because he didn’t want to. He re-
sisted, of course. Severus had that about him, that it was
difficult to touch him. It took a great deal of courage to
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do so, and though Remus had worked his way up to ca-
sual touches—the brush of fingers, the occasional hand
on a shoulder—the night they had spent with Remus
curled protectively around Severus in the Come-and-
Go Room had rather increased the physical tension,
than lessened it.

Finally Remus sighed and held out a hand.”I'll see you
tomorrow, | hope,” he said calmly. It was amazing how
his voice didn't betray any of the fear or self-doubt or
guilt that he felt every full moon.

pis—— “Of course you will, dolt,”Severus replied,
1! and placed his cool,slender fingers in Re-
mus. After a moment, Remus pulled, and
Severus sort of fell against him. It wasn't
so much an embrace as it was a running
into each other, but Severus didn't tense
too much,and Remus let his cheek brush
Severus' hair,and that was that.

Severus was watching Remus with a curious gaze when
the Portkey activated.
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“l suppose you remember nothing of why you're back
with a great bloody gash all down your left shoulder-
blade. It's amazing the things you manage to forget,
when you're a monster instead of a man.”" The tone was
conversational, belying the anger Remus could feel
radiating off his friend.“Someday, | want you to know,
I will kill Alastor Moody. | may even kill Dumbledore.
| hate the way they use us all. | don't blame them for
using me—after all, | am the enemy. But you don't
deserve to be used like this.” Severus’ voice lowered,
growing speculative. “You are a good person. A good
man. Are we men? It's odd, to call us men.Remus Lupin.
You're a good man. | hate the way they use you. Some-
day I'll kill them.”

Remus ought to say something.He ought to let Severus
know he was awake, at least. It felt wrong, as if he were
eavesdropping, for all that Severus was talking to him.
But he hurt so badly, and he was facedown on the bed.
He could feel a sheet draped very low over his arse, and
his hair was in his face, plastered to his forehead. It was
too long.He drew in a raspy breath.

“Awake? Or just getting ready for another seizure?”
Severus’ voice was soft, though from gentleness or fear,
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Remus couldn't tell.

“way,” Remus managed. He felt thick-headed. What did
Severus mean,‘another seizure’? Remus didn't like it.

“Good. | thought you'd bitten your tongue in two with
the seizure. | didn't recognise it in time, and there was
so much blood.”

Remus made an inquiring noise.

“Two days. You can’t imagine how worried your friends
have been.”

It was a strange way of phrasing it, was Remus’ last co-
herent thought, so that he didn't know if Severus meant
his other friends, or if Severus was worried too.

' aatast .-‘_--Mz-r-.-1—

“It's been bloody difficult convincing [f——
Belby that | deserve the apprenticeship
when my experiment is lying there in a
dead faint. Dumbledore’s annoyed with
me. I'm sure I've made him look bad,
but | can’t be arsed to care about that if
you're just going to die on me.”

Remus cleared his throat and Severus
stopped talking.“M'not dead yet,” Remus joked, and as
far as jokes went it was lame, but it was something.

Severus'hand smoothed down Remus’back, almost as if
the other man weren’t aware of the motion.”Well,good.
| don't want to end up in Azkaban for something acci-
dental.”

Remus coughed. “What, you want to earn your way
there?”

Severus' tone, when he spoke next, was bleak.”l think |
already have.”

The third time Remus woke was the time he felt strong
enough to do more than drink broth and tea, shuffle to
the loo with assistance, and fall asleep again. He turned
onto his side and looked around for Severus. Unsurpris-
ingly, the Slytherin was in the chair next to the hospi-
tal bed. His arms were folded across his chest, his head
back at an awkward angle. Faint snores escaped from
his slightly-open mouth.Remus smiled fondly.

He was content to watch Severus sleep for along, peace-
ful time. He could hear Madam Pomfrey moving about
beyond the curtain, and once he thought he heard her
half of a Floo conversation. He closed his eyes, straining,
but he felt as if he were wrapped in a cushioning charm,
and nothing could get through.

138

When he looked back at Severus, the other boy was
watching him.

“l didn't do it because | hate you. Or out of spite.”
Severus’voice was very quiet.

Remus watched him avidly. It was private here, safe.This
was their place, somewhere no one else could come
between them, and had been since that horrible day
after the so-called prank. Of course Severus would be
able to confide in him here.

“l thought...Originally I thought to do it because you
didn’t trust me,” Severus said, looking down. “l hadn’t
committed to anything, you know. It drove me mad
with rage, thinking you'd already decided based on
what your friends said of me.” He shrugged.“But I still
put it off. Why make a decision before leaving school?
| thought—for a while, things seemed better.But...”

Remus licked his lips, but he didn't know what to say, so
he simply watched Severus.

“l thought | could use him. Dumbledore obviously
doesn’t trust me, doesn't believe in me—so why not
see what V—fuck—the Dark Lord can do for me? |
didn’t tell Malfoy what | was planning. Malfoy and his
friends seemed all right, though Rabastan’s a little off in
the head, | think. But..when | was standing before the
Dark Lord, and he was looking at me...” Severus shook
his head. “"He knew. He knew everything. All of it, all
my plans, all my thoughts...” He shuddered. “I—It hurt
like fuck.”

Remus reached out, his fingers just brushing Severus’
shoulder before dropping again.

Severus looked up for a moment, then turned his gaze
back to the floor.”It was stupid. | know that now.” He sat
up and reached over to the bedside table for a vial of
potion and poured out a measure. He stared at it for a
moment before holding it out to Remus. “He’'s—well,
he’s not merciful. But it amused him to know that I'd
planned to use him. And it amused him not to kill me
for my presumption. It amused him to have a servant
who hates him.” He drew back as soon as Remus took
the potion.”I'm lucky.”

Remus didn't think Severus sounded lucky, but he
supposed that was relative. He sighed and swallowed
the potion.
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“I know, | got myself into a right mess,” Severus said.”"My
mam will disown me, if she finds out.| mean, she bloody
married a Muggle, didn't she, and here | am in a group
that wants to suppress Muggles. And Da’s been work-
ing again. She actually sounded happy in her last letter.”
Severus snorted.”Trust me to bugger that up.”

Remus frowned, not liking the tone of Severus'voice.”So
quit.Tell this Voldemort bloke that you've changed your
mind.”

Severus laughed bitterly. “Don't you know anything,
Lupin? This Mark is a binding oath.| come when he calls,
| serve as he commands.”

“But it lets you hate him,” Remus said, confused.

“Our feelings are our own. Even if our thoughts and
memories aren’t.”

“I don't understand.”
“Legilimency.Have you heard of it?”

“Of course, it's in Hogwarts: A History. Salazar Slytherin
and Godric Gryffindor were both experts at it. It's
fascinating, rea—oh. Oh, no, this Voldemort, he’s a
Legilimens?”

“A bloody good one,” Severus elaborated. “It's how he
knew my plans, how he senses lies...”

“But Occlumency counters it,” Remus remembered.
“Can’t you just learn that?”

“From whom? My mam doesn't know it, and it isn't
exactly standard coursework here.”

“Dumbledore will know someone.”

Severus glared.“The Dark Lord would fucking kill me if
| talked to Dumbledore about him.| won't even be able
to hide this conversation from him.” Severus sighed.
“Fortunately everyone knows you and | are friends—
even if Malfoy is appalled | had the poor taste to be-
friend a Gryffindor. But that means they all know how
suspicious it would look if | suddenly dropped you.”

“Well. Everyone suffers lapses in judgment from time to
time,” Remus joked. He thought the pain potions must
be kicking in.

“You're a wanker, Lupin,” Severus said, but his voice
sounded more normal than it had been.

“Mmm, that's the only thing you and Sirius agree on,”
Remus murmured. His words seemed soft on the edges.

In Such a Sovereign Way by Innerslytherin

He sank into the mattress, then reached out to clasp his
fingers lightly around Severus’ wrist.”We're still friends,
then? You won't leave me?”

Something about that question sounded off when
spoken aloud, but Remus couldn’t puzzle it out. His eyes
were closing on their own.

He hadn't the energy to be surprised, then, when
Severus covered Remus’ hand lightly with his own.“We
are still friends,” said the hesitant voice.”You can't be rid
of me so easily.”

Remus fell asleep with a smile on his face.

“You lost your job.”
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Remus looked up from his cup of tea, a startled expres-
sion on his face. Severus thought he looked skinnier
than he had a fortnight ago.”How’'d you know?”

“You've the same look on your face that you had when
Slughorn said you couldn’t go on in Potions seventh
year. Relief mixed with guilt.” Severus had to work to
keep from smirking at Remus. The werewolf was ridicu-
lously transparent.

“You must be getting better at that mind-reading magic
you're studying.”

Severus sighed in exasperation. “I told you, Lupin, it
isn't—" He broke off. Of course Remus hadn’t forgot-
ten. The berk just liked winding Severus up. He knew
enough about Occlumency, even if he didn't realise why
the Dark Lord was instructing Severus in it.

Remus was smirking. It made Severus’ fingers itch to
smack it off his face, but at the same time it made that
tug at Severus’ stomach that it always did. He wouldn't
let anyone else get away with looking at him like that;
he'd hex Lucius into next Tuesday if he tried it. But
sRemus’ eyes were warm when he smirked at Severus,
like he was inviting Severus to share in the joke, and not
just laughing at him.

“Prat,” Severus declared, and sat down at Remus’ table.
“Why are we meeting at Madam Puddifoot’s? This place
is dreadful.”

“Three Broomsticks is full of people at some wizards
conference up at the school,” Remus said.”Anyway, this
place is quieter.”
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“Ah, so Black and his friends are at the pub, is what you
mean,” Severus guessed.

Remus sighed. “You keep saying it isn't mind-reading,
but—"

“Deduction, idiot,” Severus said, his tone more patient
than his words.

“I'm tired of arguing with them about you, is all,” Remus
replied.

Severus thought for a moment, staring into his teacup.
“Why did you even care about staying friends?”he asked
finally. He'd been wondering for weeks.

Remus had been gazing mildly across the room, but at
this question he turned to look at Severus, his expres-
sion serious.”Because | like you, Severus,” he said, hold-
ing Severus’gaze.”l missed you when we weren't speak-

"

ing.

Severus swallowed; why was his mouth so dry? He took
a sip of tea.”l don't know why you care,” he muttered
finally.

Remus’ expression didn’t change.’l like being around
you. You're clever and funny and interesting.” Severus
felt like Remus was watching for something, but he
didn’t know what.

“l—you are, too,” he said finally. He felt his cheeks heat.
What a stupid way to give someone a compliment. Es-
pecially when he wanted to tell Remus how fit and cool
he was. Spending time with Remus made Severus feel
like, even if Remus didn't always understand him, he did
at least appreciate him.

Remus smiled with his whole face, a rare expression for
him. It gave Severus another jolt in his stomach. It was
hard to breathe when Remus looked at him like that.

“Want to go for a walk?”Remus asked.”It’s nice out.”

Severus nodded mutely and finished his tea.He wished
he'd been able to buy Remus a meal, though. He knew
his friend didn't have any money to spare, even when
he was working.

Remus shoved his hands in his jeans pockets and led the
way out, turning south down to the High Street.Severus
followed, feeling a little off-kilter, though he couldn’t
quite say why. Remus was acting oddly, a strange mix-
ture of light-hearted and discouraged, and it was con-
fusing Severus. They walked silently along the high
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street past Dervish and Banges, the High Street turning
into a winding lane that headed up towards the foot of
the mountain.They came around a corner and climbed
over a stile, and then they were suddenly in wilderness,
crossing scrubby ground and out of sight of any of the
cottages of the village.

“Something on your mind, Lupin?” Severus asked
finally.

Remus stopped and turned to look at him, a startled
expression on his face."All right, that isn't deduction,”he
said finally.

Severus raised his eyebrows.”l suppose | know you bet-
ter than | thought,” he said.“l don’t know how many
times | have to tell you that Legilimency doesn’t work
like that. I'm not reading your mind. And anyway, | still
have to hold eye contact to make it work. Maybe some-
day I'll get better at it.”

Remus sighed and looked around, then went over to
a rock outcropping to sit. He pulled out a fag and lit it,
leaning back and gazing across at the castle. “Dumb-
ledore’s sending me to Africa in a fortnight. Not sure
how long I'll be gone.”

“Africa? The fuck?” Severus stared at him, then went over
and stole Remus’ fag to get a drag himself. When had
Remus started carrying fags about, anyway? Severus
was the one who smoked.

Remus shrugged. “There are werewolves in danger
there, and he thinks | can help them.”

“How? You're not exactly safe yourself!” Severus felt
a hot anger building inside him. He was trapped here
in England, doing research for Belby, but if Remus was
doing work involving werewolves, it concerned Severus
and Belby, too!“Was Dumbledore going to say anything
to us? You're our werewolf! We haven't got any other
test subjects yet!”

“Your werewolf?” Remus asked, glancing at him with
an odd smile lingering about his lips. “That’s why I'm
telling you now, Severus.l wondered if you could give me
enough for the other wolves.I'm not sure how many—a
pack of them, but | don’t know what that means. I've
always been a lone wolf, myself.”

Severus rolled his eyes at the joke.”We have a fortnight
to do it?” he asked, calculating. “Yes, | think we could
brew enough for, say, a dozen. Perhaps more, but I'd
have to ask Belby.”
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“He’s a good bloke, working on potions for werewolves,
Remus said.”Did you ever find out why?”

"

“Had a nephew or cousin or something that got bit,
Severus said dismissively. He didn’t know Belby very
well, and he wasn't overly inclined to get to know him.
Belby was a jolly sort, too much like Dumbledore for
Severus' liking, though not as calculating as the Head-
master.

“You'll be by to pick up the potion before you go,
then?”

“Yeah, August 13,” Remus said. “If that’s all right with
you.”

“When will you get it through your head that I'm just
the apprentice?” Severus snapped. “l have to do what
Belby says. It was only through his sufferance that | got
today off to meet you.”

Remus snorted.”l know very well that he doesn’t keep
you slaving away twenty hours a day,” he said.”Anyway,
owl me if that day doesn’t work. I'll have to get Dumb-
ledore to adjust the Portkey if | have to stay longer.”

Severus took a long drag off the cigarette and held it
out to Remus again. Remus took it, his fingers brushing
Severus, and finished it off, seemingly oblivious to the
way Severus’ stomach had jumped when they touched.

They sat there for a long time, staring across the hot
summer sky and not speaking. Severus found himself
feeling oddly content. After a while he realised Remus
was leaning against him, ever so slightly, a small smile
on his lips.
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[ Severus wanted to lean over and press
I his lips against Remus;to slide his fingers

into the soft brown hair that fell into Re-
mus’ eyes and hung into his collar.In the
months since he took the Mark, since
he'd gone to Remus for help, he hadn't
forgotten the feeling of Remus’ strong
arms around him, holding him together. He hadn't for-
gotten—

He stood up, so abruptly Remus nearly fell over. ”
Severus?”

Severus cleared his throat and paced to the opposite
side of the path and looked back at Remus.“Let’s go get
some supper,” he said finally.”l have to get back soon.”
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Remus’trip to Zimbabwe was planned to include the full
moon, but when the third quarter arrived and Remus
still hadn't returned, Severus began to fret.There was no
other word for it, he was fretting as if someone had ap-
pointed him Lupin’s minder.The worst part about it was
that Severus couldn’t bring himself to be embarrassed
about being worried.

Everyone was worried these days.

Belby spent a lot of time chewing his moustache, a sure
indication that he was worried. Belby was friends with
Dumbledore, and though Severus wasn't sure if his
teaching master helped the Headmaster with his secret
missions, Dumbledore certainly would have consulted
him about this particular one, since it involved were-
wolves.

“Snape, that friend of yours—"

“Lupin?” He blurted it before Belby was even finished
speaking, then looked away and cleared his throat.

“Yes, Lupin.He should have been back by now, shouldn’t
he? We're at the new moon, and I'd hoped to begin our
study on whether the lunar cycle affects how potions
work on werewolves.”

Severus bit the inside of his cheek and shrugged.“I'm
not his minder,” he said. His voice sounded sullen even
to his own ears. He could see Belby’s exasperation
building.

“Yes, well, | want you to go see Dumbledore and find
out if we're going to have another test subject in time
for the new moon, or if we're going to have to postpone
our experiment for a month.”

Severus heaved a put-upon sigh, but inwardly he was
pleased. Dumbledore must have news, and if Severus
were there on behalf of his teaching master, the Head-
master could hardly be all cryptic and refuse to answer.

It had been a mistake to go to Africa.Remus wasn't quite
willing to question Dumbledore’s judgment, but it was
very clear that the African wolves were very different to
European wolves—and an Englishman werewolf was
another thing yet.

He took another half-dozen halting steps through the
dark night, hoping he was at least close. He tried to ig-
nore the pounding in his head, but with the regrets and
doubts and self-recriminations all swirling into a dizzy-
ing cycle, the pain in his head was only getting worse.
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The last days of his captivity by the Zimbabwe Werewolf
Pack had become a sweltering blur of pain and fear. He
knew they had beaten him, and they had forced him to
fight at the full—there had been bets made over him
while he was muzzled and tied like a dog, just before
the transformation—and that they had expected the
Englishman to die.

Then again, they hadn't expected their benevolence
ambassador to be an assassin in his spare time.

Remus bit back a groan and stumbled

over the kerb.He staggered to a halt and —
stared up at the buildings around him.
Would Severus really live in a dirty Mug-
gle neighbourhood like this? He didn’t
care. This was where the tracking spell
had led him, and it was better than go-
ing to Dumbledore. Dumbledore would
want a report,and Remus didn't think he could give that
until he was sure he wouldn't fall apart while giving it.

The spell tugged him to a first floor door. He stared at
it, his wolfish senses telling him that yes, this was where
Severus lived. (Since when, he wondered, had he come
to feel so comforted by Severus’ scent?) He leaned on
the door frame, tears of exhaustion and relief welling up
in his eyes. Home, he thought.

He lifted his hand to knock and the door flew open, a
wand pointed at his face. Remus stared stupidly at it,
then looked up to Severus’ face.

He didn’t miss the wash of emotions across the other
man’s face, though he couldn't interpret them. Then
Severus was reaching out to him and Remus just let
himself fall into Severus’arms, fighting against sobs.

There was another long blur of time, and then Remus
was naked and clean, and Severus was tucking him into
a bed, Severus’scent rising up all around him.Cool glass
touched his lips, and Remus swallowed automatically,
the foul taste of healing potion making him shudder.He
whimpered, and Severus” hand brushed hair back from
his face.

“Rest,” Severus told him.”It’s all right. You're safe.”

Remus’ hand caught at Severus’ wrist with all the
strength he had left to grip.“Stay.” He heard Severus’
swift intake of breath, but he didn't care. “Stay,” he
pleaded, tugging.

“Wait.” Severus pulled out of his grip, but before Remus
could protest, he realised Severus was only shrugging
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out of his shirt and shucking his trousers.Then Severus
climbed under the covers with him,and he wrapped his
arms around Remus, and yes, the world was pushed at
arm’s length suddenly,as Remus relaxed into his friend’s
embrace.

He woke thrashing and shouting. The room was dark
and warm, but not hot. Someone was talking, speaking
his name. Then there were wiry arms wrapped around
him, forcing him still, holding him tightly.

“Remus!”
He went still.

“Remus, it's me! You're safe! Whatever it was, you're safe
now!” Severus’ voice was low and anxious in his ear.

Remus let out an involuntary noise and melted against
Severus, shivering.”So much blood,” he gasped.

He felt Severus tense at that, but his friend said nothing.
A hand stroked his tangled hair, working through the
knots.”You're safe with me,” Severus murmured.

Remus lifted his head and kissed him.

It wasn't anything he'd planned, though he'd wanted
to for ages. His nose smashed against Severus’ and
Severus' teeth cut his lower lip, but God, it sent a thrill
through his entire body, and it provoked a groan from
Severus. Remus snaked his arms around Severus’ waist
and held on to him, and Severus groaned again and
bore him down against the mattress, still kissing.

Little flashes of heat were playing across Remus’ body,
following Severus’ hand down his side. Severus’ other
hand was still curled in his hair, tugging gently. He slid
a palm down Severus’ back, encountering the elastic of
the other boy’s pants,and worked his hand underneath
to stroke the forbidden curve of arse.

“Remus—"Severus gasped, pulling away just enough to
peer down at him through the darkness.

“Want you,”Remus murmured.”Love you.Have for ages.”
He heard Severus’' ragged exhalation but wasn’t sure
what it meant until Severus shivered and kissed his
neck.“Yes,” Severus murmured, so softly Remus barely
heard it. Then Severus'lips were running down his neck
and chest, and Severus’ tongue flickered out, leaving a
wet trail that he blew across.Remus gasped and arched
slightly, and a sore muscle twinged.He whimpered, and
Severus looked up, the whites of his eyes flashing in the
dimness.
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“I'hurt you.”

Remus shook his head, but Severus pulled away a little,
studying him.
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—I've never done this,” Severus said hesitantly,
stroking one hand down to Remus’ cock, which was
achingly hard.Then he leaned down and put his mouth
awkwardly in place of his hand.

Remus gasped and whimpered.

Severus pulled back, a smirk spreading slowly across his
lips.”l suppose that means it’s all right?”

“Merlin, yes!” Remus managed, reaching down to touch
Severus'face and hair.

Severus' lips ghosted across his cock, then wet heat en-
gulfed him and Severus was sucking,oh God,Remus had
never felt anything like that before! He made a strangled
noise in his throat and squeezed his eyes shut.

Severus was bobbing his head up and down, one hand
circling the part he couldn’t take into his mouth, and it
was brilliant, just brilliant, even though it was clumsy.
Then Severus’ teeth scraped Remus’ cock and he let
out a strangled yelp, but that had sent a shock all the
way through him, and he tensed, making sore muscles
shriek at him, but who cared, because he was coming so
fucking hard, and “Oh my God, Severus!”

Severus made a choked noise and pulled back off his
cock, but he sounded pleased all the same. Remus
tugged Severus closer.

Severus wrapped his arms around Remus and pressed
his face against Remus’ shoulder, which hurt a little, but
Remus didn’t want to mention that.Severus was breath-
ing heavily,and Remus worked his hand down between
them to curl around his cock. It surprised a groan out
of Severus and made Remus smirk. He stroked Severus
like he would himself, except backwards. It was strange,
to be touching someone else’s cock. But he liked the
grunts and sighs that Severus was making, and the
way Severus’arms tightened around him.He stroked as
energetically as he could, ignoring it when his arm tired.
Before too long, Severus’ climax flooded over him as
Severus gasped out Remus’ name.

Merlin, was this real? Remus peered through the
darkness as Severus whispered a cleaning charm.Then
Severus moved closer,hisarmswrapped securely around
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Remus. It made Remus feel safe. He relaxed, turning his
head to tuck his forehead against Severus’ skin.

They slept.
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When Severus woke up, he was warm and happy. He
inhaled deeply and snuggled against Remus. Then he
realised he was snuggling against Remus, and they were
naked. Well, Remus was naked. Severus still had his
shorts on. And they’d—oh, Merlin, what they’d done
last night!

His face burned with the embarrassment of remember-
ing. It had felt so good, but what if Remus didn’t mean
it now?

Remus grunted and turned to burrow against Severus,
one arm curving around his waist.

All right, perhaps he would mean it.

Severus stared at Remus’face from the corner of his eye,
wondering what he was supposed to do now. Should
they talk about this today? Well, he was pretty sure they
should. Only he didn’t know what to say, or how to say
any of it.

He pressed his lips against Remus’ bare shoulder and
wondered if he should say something.

“Sev'rus,” Remus slurred, and there was happiness in
his voice, happiness that Severus hadn’t heard in what
seemed like a long time. He wondered how it could be
possible that he had caused that happiness.

“Don’t ever scare me like that again,” Severus ordered. It
was nothing close to what he'd meant to say.”l thought
you were dead.”

Remus let out a sleepy noise and then muttered,
“Thought | was, too.But'm an assassin.They didn't know
that.”

1

They'd never said it in such bald terms before. Severus
eyes widened. It was true. Remus was killing for Dumb-
ledore. What was that but assassination? All the same,
Severus didn't like it. He tightened his arms around
Remus.

“I'm—glad you came to me,” he said.
Remus sighed.”You're safe.”
Severus snorted.”You don't really believe that.”
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“You said we'd stay friends,”Remus murmured.”You said
you wouldn’t leave me.” He nuzzled against Severus.
“I trust you.”

God, if words could kill, those would be the ones, Sever-
us thought. He squeezed his eyes shut tightly and took
along, deep breath.Remus would be the death of him.

Much later, Severus actually got out of bed and made
breakfast. Well. He fixed them both Weetabix and toast
and pumpkin juice. That was as good as breakfast got,
when he was making it. He carried the tray back to bed
and studied Remus.
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He looked exhausted. His mouth was
] ] slightly open as he slept, and there were
I dark circles under his eyes.He had bruis-
es down his torso, and an inflamed cut
across one cheekbone. Severus reached
down and brushed Remus’ hair out
of his face. Severus didn't like the way
Dumbledore used him. He didn't like
that Remus felt he had no choice but to go out and be
the Order’s assassin. Not that Severus had any right to
talk. He'd joined the bloody Death Eaters, after all.

Remus snorted and woke up, a confused expression
settling on his face.He stared up at Severus, then smiled.
“Hi.”

“Hi.” Severus felt a rush of warmth at that smile on
Remus’ face. It wasn't the sort of smile you gave your
mates. It was a private smile, a smile that acknowledged
secrets shared. He leaned down and kissed Remus, his
mouth slightly open so their tongues touched. It sent a
thrill all the way through him.

“God, Severus,” Remus murmured, groping an arm
around his waist.”You're so...God!"

For oncein his life Severus felt no desire to make a smart
aleck comment. He felt as stunned and awed as Remus
did. “Yeah,” he whispered, and kissed Remus again,
liking the soft wetness of Remus’ mouth.

After a while he remembered the tray.”Oh.I made break-
fast.”

Remus detached himself from Severus, seeming reluc-
tant. They ate with shoulders and hips touching, and
when Remus was finished he shifted onto his hip to
turn towards Severus, watching his face avidly.

“You—you really want this?” Severus smoothed a hand
down Remus’side.”l—you’re not just being kind?”
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Remus gave him a look. “I've been going mad with
wanting you.| gave up fighting it the night you took the
Mark. | just never thought you might want the same.”

“You're so beautiful...” Severus touched his cheek.”"How
could I not want you?”

Remus looked self-conscious.“I'm not as clever as you
are.And I'm utter crap at potions.”

Severus snorted.“Good thing you have me, then. Don't
be daft, Lupin.”

Remus beamed at him. The expression made Severus
feel warm all over. He shifted up against Remus again.

“We won't just go back to how we were, right?” Remus
paused.”l mean—well, we're...together now?”

Severus smirked. “Yeah, you're my boyfriend now.” He
kissed Remus’ ear and felt him shiver.

“That's—it’s a great word.”

Severus was inclined to agree, though he would never
admit it. He smiled, laid his head against Remus; and
closed his eyes.
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“I have to go to Dumbledore.” Remus’ voice was heavy
with the dread that was making his stomach roil.
Severus looked up from the potions book he was scrib-
bling in.”lI've been putting it off long enough.” Remus
didn't want to tell Dumbledore what had happened.
He wasn't entirely sure he even wanted to tell Severus.
He'd failed. He'd gone to help the werewolves and had
ended up tricked into captivity. And then what he'd
done to escape—

He shuddered.

They had been lying in bed all day, Severus reading and
snorting and making notes and occasionally making
incomprehensible declarations like “The idiot thinks
frogwort makes a better float media than glyfinnis
paste’; while Remus drifted in and out of a doze and
occasionally reached out to stroke a fingertip against
Severus'naked hip.

Severus didn't speak, but his long fingers were suddenly
resting on Remus’ hair. It was a gesture unlike anything
he had ever made, but it was comforting, possessive,
and somehow familiar to Remus. He sighed and turned
his head slightly so his cheek grazed Severus’ skin.
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“It was the tribe of werewolves, in Zimbabwe.They pre-
tended to be in danger of starvation, under persecution.
Dumbledore sent me to help them. Neither of us knew
it was an elaborate ruse to lure in fresh meat.”

Remus felt Severus tense, but he didn't speak.

“I took the bait completely.| went in with those potions
you gave me, and food, and clothes. And they jumped
me and shoved mein a cage.”Remus shivered.”| thought
they were going to kill me, but soon I realised they were
going to fight me at the full, instead. They taunted me
and beat me. | didn't know what was going on half the
time.” He licked his lips and swallowed. “The sun was
so hot. | couldn't breathe properly. | was—I thought
I'd die.”

Severus turned his head slowly to look at him.

“They said if | fought, | could win my freedom.” Remus’
voice lowered.“So | fought. Fought them all. There was
so much blood.” He trailed off, staring blankly across
the room.

“You're safe now.” Severus’ voice was angry, but Remus
knew it was what had been done to him, not for what
he said.”Stay here.”

“I will,” Remus murmured.”l want to.” He buried his face
against Severus’ stomach and felt a wiry arm reach
around him and pull him close. He would go to Dumb-
ledore soon, and tell him the whole story, but for now,
he just wanted Severus to keep him safe.
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“I lied to the Dark Lord today.”

Remus looked up from his book at the odd triumphant
expression on Severus’ face. A moment later the words
registered and he stared.”You what?”

Severus sat down across from him, his features working
as if he were trying to hide his excitement.He was failing
badly, if that were the case.”Perhaps’lie’is an exaggera-
tion, but | hid from him the fact that we slept together.”

Remus blinked rapidly. He hadn't even thought about
the possible consequences if Voldemort learned of their
new relationship. Some Order operative he was.“You—
you lied to Voldemort.”

Severus winced at the name and Remus felt a twinge of
guilt. He had to learn to call him the Dark Lord around
Severus. He wanted to spare Severus the twinge of pain
that flared in the Mark at the sound of Voldemort’s
name.
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“Sorry!” Remus said.

Severus waved a hand. “This is the day I've waited
for, Remus. And the Dark Lord handed it to me him-
self by teaching me to keep his secrets from other
Legilimens.”

Remus knew suddenly where this was leading.
He opened his mouth and stared at Severus.

Severus leaned across the table and gripped Remus’
hands.”Remus, | want you to take me to Dumbledore.”
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“l confess, | was surprised to see Remus again so soon,
Mr Snape,” Dumbledore said. His voice was mild as he
poured tea for them both. “Perhaps you would be so
kind as to explain to me why you are here. He merely
told me that it was imperative | make time to see you.”

Severus watched the arc of teainto the cup and tried not
to hate Dumbledore.”I'm here to put right the mistake |
made,” he said in a low voice. The mistake | wouldn't have
made if you hadn’t convinced Remus | couldn't be trusted.
Oh, he didn't know for certain that it was Dumbledore
who had made Remus believe Severus was a Death Eat-
er already. But it had been someone Remus had trust-
ed beyond measure, someone who wasn't one of the
Marauders.There were few choices.

“What mistake would that be?”

Severus’ eyes snapped up to meet Dumbledore’s. You
know, you manipulative bastard. “| entered the Dark
Lord’s service earlier this year. It is the most idiotic thing
| have ever done.”

Dumbledore raised his eyebrows and pointedly didn’t
disagree.”"What do you propose, Mr Snape?”

“The Dark Lord is an accomplished Legilimens,” Severus
said.”Which you might know.”He sipped at his tea.”He’s
been teaching me. He wanted me to be able to lie to a
Legilimens.l don't know yet how he plans to use me, but
| thought you might be interested in knowing as much
as | do know.”

“Why should | believe you?” Dumbledore’s calm ques-
tion shocked Severus, though he couldn’t say why.

“Because—because | know what | did was stupid.
Because | bloody hate him.Because Remus is my friend.”
He paused. So much more than friend. Remus was his
everything, and had been longer than Severus had
suspected.”l have to keep him safe. | have to make up
for this.”

145

\Ca

-



<

—

Chocolate and Asphodel

Dumbledore steepled his finger together and studied
Severus'face. Severus felt the first probe of Legilimency
from the Headmaster, and at first he countered it, show-
ing off his strength.Then he gave way, showing Dumb-
ledore that he was willing to deliberately abase himself
if it would aid him in keeping Remus safe.

Fortunately Dumbledore didn’t seek outany thoughts—
he merely tested the truth of what Severus had told
him.He tasted just enough to satisfy his need for knowl-
edge, then nodded and withdrew. “You are perfectly
positioned, then, to pass information along to the Order.
It will be dangerous.”

“I'm not afraid.”
“It will be difficult.”
“Life is difficult.”

Dumbledore nodded.”l shall do everything in my pow-
er, of course, to protect you.”He reached across his mas-
sive desk to clasp Severus’ hand. “Thank you, Severus.
Welcome back.”
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“So you're a double agent now,” Remus murmured,
liking the way Severus leaned against him. He still
couldn’t believe that only two days ago he'd been hop-
ing he could stay on his feet long enough to reach his
friend’s house...and now he was here, staying in Severus’
flat, pressed together on the sofa, and for the first time
not feeling self-conscious about the fact that he got
hard whenever he and Severus touched.

“Mm-hmm, regular James Bond,” Severus replied. His
head was on Remus’ shoulder, his fingers twined with
Remus.

Remus laughed.”Well, Bond,” he teased,“Would you like
to be shaken, or stirred?”

Severus made a noise in his throat and lifted his head
to kiss Remus. It was still sort of a surprise to be kissed
like that, but Remus didn’t have any trouble returning it.
He turned his head to meet Severus properly, his mouth
open. Their tongues touched, the wet warmth sending
waves of heat and desire straight through him.

“God,” Remus gasped, and Severus chuckled.

“Not exactly,” he murmured. He shifted and got up on
his knees, framing Remus’ face with his hands. He held
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Remus there and kissed him again, with more concen-
tration this time. Remus clutched at Severus, his hands
pressing against Severus’ sides. This was brilliant.

“How're you feeling?” Severus muttered.

“Like I've never been happy before now,”Remus replied,
his voice quiet.

“You're so wet,” Severus said.“What | meant is how are
you feeling physically?”

“Horny,” Remus said, and laughed. After a moment,
Severus laughed with him.

“Fine, if you won't give me a real answer.” He kissed
Remus again, his mouth more demanding, giving Re-
mus a taste of passion and drawing out his own at the
same time. When Severus pulled away again, Remus
was gasping with desire.

“Have you ever done—shagged a bloke?”Remus asked
softly.

Severus drew back and glared at him. “What do you
think?” he demanded.

Remus considered that for a moment. He wanted the
answer to be no.He wanted to be the first Severus ever
had.He didn't know if it was likely, though.”l think...no, |
think you never have.”

Severus didn't reply for a moment that drew out,
making Remus nervous. Then Severus shook his head.
“Never.” His voice was quiet.”What about you?”

“Of course not,” Remus said. He shrugged awkwardly.”|
always just wanted you.”
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Severus let out a small moan and captured Remus
mouth again, his hands sliding down to work at Remus
buttons.Remus clutched at Severus'arms, already excit-
ed about what they were doing. When Severus’ fingers
skated down Remus’' stomach to the top of his jeans,
though, he grasped Severus'hand and held him still.
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“Wait! Not here, all right?”

“Bed?” Severus murmured, and Remus nodded. Severus
smiled,an expression rare enough that it still sent a thrill
through Remus every time he saw it.

They got up and managed to stumble to the bed, still
kissing and touching and fumbling each other’s clothes
off. Remus’ heart was pounding in his chest, only partly
from arousal. He wondered anxiously what it would be
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like, if Severus would want to be in control, or if he would
let Remus, if it would feel as good as rubbing their cocks
together, if he would be any good at this.

“Merlin, this is brilliant,” Severus whispered, stroking
his fingers down Remus’ bare sides. He nuzzled Remus’
cheek and kissed his way down his jaw.

Remus moaned in answer and arched his hips, wanting
more pressure for his cock. He hooked a hand behind
Severus' neck, rubbing the back of his head.

“Do you, ah, know any spells for, for what’s needed?”

Remus smiled at the hesitation in Severus’ voice.
“Um. Not really. There's—well, there’s a spell | know for
wanking. It gives you, you know, lubrication.” He stifled
a giggle at the word.

“That would be good,” Severus said. He'd wriggled out
of his trousers and had his arousal pressed against
Remus'leg.

Remus nodded and fumbled around for his wand; he'd
dropped it when Severus' hand closed around his cock.
“Right. Um...lubricatio!”

Severus stroked him experimentally and Remus let out
a groan. “We ought to try this on your arse,” Severus
pointed out, his hand moving lazily along Remus’ shaft.

Remus gasped out the spell again, twitching as he felt
something cool and slick inside his arse.That was really
weird.”Yeah, that worked—God!”

Severus chuckled, making Remus wonder if he were
really as into this as he was acting. But as he peered
narrowly at Severus, a hard cock nudged his arse and
Severus sucked in his breath.”Fuck, Remus, you—relax
a little, will you?”

Relax? Remus wanted to say. How can | relax when you're
about to fuck me? But he just let out a long breath and
tried to relax. Severus nudged him again, then swore.

“Hold on.”

Remus wondered, inanely, if he should have looked for
a book about how to have sex.It seemed like an absurd
idea, but they obviously hadn’t the slightest idea what
they were doing. Then a feather-light touch stroked
around his opening and he gasped at the unexpected
pleasure that sent through him.”What—what're you—"

“Shh.” Severus had that tone that said he was concen-
trating.Remus lifted his head and craned to see Severus
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peering at his arse and petting him with a gentle fin-
ger. As Remus watched, Severus looked up and saw
him watching, then gave him a decidedly wicked little
grin. He leaned down and licked Remus there, oh God!
Remus moaned, so loudly he even startled himself.

Severus lifted his head to smirk at him, then licked again.
“All right, we'll relax you this way,” he murmured, and
kissed Remus’inner thigh.”You really ought to trust me
more.”

“It's—oh God, Severus—not a matter of—unh—trust.
It's—it's just—this is different!” Remus writhed and
arched, wanting Severus to give him more.

Severus hummed and slid a finger inside, making
Remus yelp.Merlin, that was quite different.But when he
looked at Severus'face, he was floored by the expression
of awe that had suffused the other man’s sharp features.
“This is..."” Severus whispered, but he trailed off with-
out finishing and lifted his head to kiss Remus’ mouth
possessively.
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Remus groaned and wrapped an arm
around Severus, pulling him closer. As
they kissed, Severus worked his finger
around inside Remus, sliding it in and
out, then wiggling. Something he did hit
a spot that had to be magically charged.
Remus cried out in shock as a jolt of
pleasure gave him a full-body twitch.

“Oh my God, do that again!” he ordered, clutching at
Severus.

Severus smirked and worked his finger around again
for a minute, then made a noise of delight as Remus
twitched and gasped again.

“What the fuck is that?”

“No idea, but I like what it does to you,” Severus said,
his expression softening into a slight smile. He shifted,
stroking Remus’ thigh with his free hand. “Can | try
again? To do this right, | mean?”

“Yes, yes!” Remus babbled, staring hungrily at Severus.

A moment later Severus’' cock was nudging at his arse
again, but this time Severus’ movements were more in-
sistent. Remus panted and tried to focus on staying re-
laxed as the blunt head of Severus’ cock slowly pushed
inside. He felt himself stretching, stretching, until it felt
like he was going to split open. He whimpered and
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Severus stopped pushing forward, but didn't pull away.

“All right there?” Severus murmured, one hand brushing
at Remus’ cheek.

Remus told himself to breathe out, breathe in, breathe
out.”Yeah, | think,”he grunted."Needed a moment there.
Go again.”

Severus obeyed, pushing in as he stroked Remus' face.
“You're beautiful, you know that?” he muttered.“This is
brilliant.”

Remus just groaned and panted, but he looked up and
caught Severus’ gaze. Dear Merlin, Severus was fucking
him!

Finally Severus was fully seated inside and Remus was
breathing deeply, trying to adjust. They clung to each
other for a little, Severus leaning most of his weight
on Remus, and kissed. The kissing, more than anything
else, helped Remus relax. Soon he was arching against
Severus, who groaned, hips jerking. Remus gasped and
slid a hand down to clutch at Severus’ hip. That was all
the encouragement Severus needed to begin thrusting,
moving hesitantly at first, then with increasing speed
and force as Remus’ noises of pleasure grew louder.

Severus tensed suddenly and groaned, and Remus
gasped as heat flooded his passage. He stared at
Severus, whose eyes were nearly closed; the faintest
glitter betrayed that they were fixed on Remus’ face.
Severus leaned down and kissed him tenderly. All the
same, Remus felt a little disappointed. It felt good,
but what was he supposed to do now that Severus
had come?

Before he could wonder too long, Severus had closed
his hand around Remus’' cock again and was strok-
ing, fast and hard. “That felt fucking amazing,” he told
Remus, leaning in to run his tongue along Remus’ ear.
“I'm definitely going to keep fucking you.”

“l—ohh—I want a go, too!” Remus protested.

Severus hummed in his ear and licked it. “Course you
do.”He twisted his hand and flicked his thumb over the
head of Remus’ cock, and suddenly Remus felt himself
launched over the edge, crying out and spurting over
Severus'hand and their stomachs.

After they'd been lying in a heap for a minute or two,
Severus sighed and shifted. “Need out,” he explained,
and then rolled over onto his back, pulling Remus along
so he was curled against Severus’side.
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“That was bloody wonderful,” Remus said.

Severus snorted.”lt was horrid. We didn't know what we
were doing.”

“Well, yeah, but we will,” Remus replied.“And that was
just the first time.| mean, we'll get to do this forever.”

He wondered if he'd said too much when Severus lifted
his head slightly to peer at Remus.“You think you're go-
ing to want me forever?”

Remus smiled and wrapped his arms firmly around
Severus.”Oh, yes.”
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“l can'tdo itanymore.It’s too much,too much destroyed.
| didn’t know what it would cost.”

Severus stared at Regulus, surprised at the way his
friend was acting.” What are you on about, Reg?” he
demanded. He was perplexed by the whole day, when
it came down to it. Regulus had sent an owl out of the
blue, saying he was spending the day in Diagon Alley
by himself to buy his seventh year books, and asking
Severus to meet him for lunch.

Regulus stared at him.”"They wanted me to do it! | knew
| had to! Sirius fucking abandoned the family, and | had
to do something to uphold our honour! | had to make
my parents proud!”
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[ “Oh, fucking hell, Reg, you didn't—" But
I Severus knew, suddenly. He reached out

and seized Regulus’left forearmin a tight
grip. The younger boy flinched and tried
to pull away, but Severus squeezed hard-
er and pushed the sleeve back, staring at

the bloodied Mark burned into Regulus’
porcelain-pale skin.”You fucking idiot,” Severus said.

“l didn't know how hard it would be,” Regulus whis-
pered. He pulled his arm out of Severus’ grasp and put
his sleeve back down, glancing about to make certain
no one had seen.”l didn't know how much he would
demand.”
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Severus sighed.”l should have told you,” he muttered.
should have warned you.”

“You—"Regulus stared at him.”Did you—"

“Yes.” Severus' voice was curt.”lt was the stupidest thing
I've done in my life.”
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“But that’s better!” Regulus said.“You can help me get
out!”

“I can’t help you, Regulus!” Severus said sharply.”No one
can help you.You serve him until you die.”

Regulus made a little gasping noise and stared at
Severus, his dark eyes burning with desperation.”l can’t!
Severus, you don't understand—"

Severus leaned forward, his voice a harsh whisper.”l do
understand!” he exclaimed.”l of all people understand.|
hate him,Regulus, hate him more than | have ever hated
anything.| despise myself under his rule.| despise what
he requires of me. | loathe his followers—those who
were once my friends. | revile the depravity to which
we have all sunk.” He grabbed Regulus’ wrist again, in
a tight grip, and pulled him so close their faces were
mere inches apart.”But | cannot escape.| have made my
death-bed, and now | must lie in it. As must you.”

He sat back, staring at Regulus, willing him to be con-
vinced. If Regulus didn't believe him, if Regulus tried to
defect from the Dark Lord’s service, Severus would be
ordered to kill him.And Severus knew he would obey.

He would commit any sin and sacrifice anyone if it
meant staying alive, or keeping Remus alive.
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“God, it's bloody awful, Remus! He wants out, but what
am | supposed to do? If | help him, they could discover
our secret. The Dark Lord would have you killed and he
would kill me himself. If | don’t help him—~blast it, he's
one of my friends!” Severus heaved a mighty sigh and
clenched his fist around the sheet.

Remus kissed his chest. They were sprawled naked on
his bed in Severus’ flat. Remus had given up his own
flat, because he'd been spending nearly every night at
Severus, anyway—they were getting the hang of this
shagging thing, though Severus liked to joke that a bit
of practice wouldn't hurt.

“I liked Regulus all right,” Remus said.“l mean, he was
a little toerag around Sirius, but at school, we got on
all right.”

Not really, Severus thought, but he didn't see any rea-
son to correct Remus on that point. Regulus had never
liked Remus much; he'd been jealous of the werewolf’s
friendship first with his brother and then, Severus sus-
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pected, with Severus himself. But if Remus felt kindly
towards Reqgulus...

“l just wish | could think of a way to get him away from
the Dark Lord without telling him first. Perhaps we
should kidnap him.”

Remus laughed, but then lapsed into what Severus
knew was a thinking silence.”Well. We'd have to have a
safe house to put him in.| could get James' Invisibility
Cloak—"

“Ha!” Severus crowed, making Remus jump. “An
Invisibility Cloak! No wonder he could sneak around the
school like that! Bloody bastard.”

Remus made an apologetic noise.”Well, but it is handy,”
he said. “We could use it to sneak up on Regulus and
Stun him.Then we take him to the safe place.”

“And what about when the Dark Lord summons him?”
Severus said, though he wished to God they could do as
Remus said.”The Mark may be only a one-way link as far
as Apparating goes—though I'm not sure even about
that—but the Dark Lord can certainly use it to cause
pain.”He rubbed his forearm lightly against Remus’side,
trying to brush away the memories of times the Dark
Lord had done just that.

“Fuck.”Remus sighed,
“Quite.”

They lapsed into silence. Severus had been turning the
problem over in his head for hours already, and no solu-
tion had presented itself.He could go to Dumbledore, he
knew, but Regulus didn’t want to defect to Dumbledore,
he just didn’t want to kill anyone else.There was a differ-
ence between leaving and betraying your friends. / did
the latter, and look where it's got me, he thought.

“We'll think of something,” Remus whispered finally.
“We have to.”

Yes, they had to. Otherwise Regulus was going to get
himself killed.

<=
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“Severus, how good to see you after so long.”

Rodolphus Lestrange lit a cigarette and studied Severus,
his gaze challenging. Severus knew Rodolphus found
him wanting. He wasn't a pureblood, he hadn’t found
a pureblood girl to marry, and he refused to be cowed
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by the purebloods among the Dark Lord’s servants.
Severus didn't care what Rodolphus thought of him.
He knew he was more than equal to any of the pure-
bloods.

There were even theories, he had read, which argued
that wizards of mixed blood were more powerful and
more versatile than purebloods. He knew that certainly
they were less inbred.

“I come and go at my master’s will, not yours, Lestrange,”
Severus retorted. “I've been summoned. Tell him
I'm here.”

“Tell him yourself, Severus,” said a thin, cold voice.

Severus stiffened, then went down on his knees, wait-
ing until he was kneeling before he turned.”My lord,” he
said formally.”l did not realise | was in your presence. |
apologise for my impertinence.”

Voldemort studied him with a glittering red gaze, his
face impassive. There was a silence that lasted long
enough for Severus to break into a cold sweat, but
Severus pushed his emotions behind a wall of Occlu-
mency and kept his own gaze focused on the Dark
Lord’s collarbone. It was respectful, but it would give
him a moment’s warning if Voldemort moved.

Finally Voldemort laughed, high and thin. “Your bold
nature pleases me, Severus. Come into my sanctum.We
must speak frankly where none may hear.”

He turned, and Severus rose smoothly to his feet again.
He wanted to send a mocking look at Rodolphus, but he
decided that ignoring the man entirely would be a big-
ger insult. He followed the Dark Lord into his study.

The room was dark, deep red curtains drawn across the
windows so that what light did filter in was tinted an
ominous blood red. Voldemort strode to his chair and
settled gracefully into it, indicating that Severus should
kneel at his feet. It was a position Severus particularly
hated, which was why, of course, the Dark Lord chose it.

“Severus, there is a traitor among us.”

The words made him freeze with fear, but he knew,
he knew, the Dark Lord could not be speaking of him.
He had worked so very hard to hide his meeting with
Dumbledore, to provide the Dark Lord with memories
of yet another row between Severus and Remus, about
Severus’ loyalties. The Dark Lord could not know Sever-
us was passing his secrets along to the Order.”My lord,
how could anyone betray you?”
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Voldemort laughed again.“You speak lies so easily, my
Severus,” he said. “And yet | see through them to the
truth. You would betray me, did you not fear me more
than you hate me.”

“My lord,” Severus said,”l have always been faithful. | will
always be faithful.”

Voldemort’s smile was hard. “I know. That is why you
have been chosen, Severus. You are my potions expert.
You will brew for me a poison that is excruciatingly pain-
ful and slow-acting—and irreversible.”

Severus swallowed his horror.“My lord, | do not know
if such a thing even exists. There are antidotes to every
poison.”

“You will invent one, Severus. One that cannot be bro-
ken.One that cannot be defeated.”

“What...what if | am not able, my lord?” Severus worked
to inject fear into his voice.

“You will not fail.” Voldemort’s tone said very clearly
what would happen if he did.

Severus bowed his head.”My lord, may | know for whom
this poison is intended?”

“No, you have no need of that knowledge.”
“As my lord commands.” Fuck.

“You will bring me the poison in two weeks’ time. Until
then you will not be summoned.”

“Yes, my lord.” Severus waited several heartbeats, then
stood, keeping his head bowed and his torso inclined.
“l will attend you in two weeks.”

Voldemort made a gesture of dismissal, and Severus left
quickly.He closed the door to the sanctum and was un-
surprised to feel a hex sting past him. He dodged and
sent one back, pleased to hear Rodolphus swear.

“You think you're so much better than the rest of us,
Snape,” he snarled.”You aren't even fit to lick the Dark
Lord’s arse.”

“I would not speak of the Dark Lord’s arse, if | were you,”
Severus replied, and sent another hex back at him.

“Mudblood filth!”

Severus set up a shield and decided to ignore
Rodolphus’ raging. He was impassive as his parents
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were insulted, his clothing was insulted, his nose and
hair were mocked. It wasn’t until Rodolphus exclaimed,
“Why should someone such as you be honoured with
Black’s execution?”

A chill ran through Severus’ entire body. “Black?” No
matter how much Severus would enjoy it, Remus
wouldn't like it if he killed his best friend.

“You get to execute the traitor.”

No. Not Sirius. Regulus. Of course. Severus clenched his
jaw.”He’s only a boy,” he said.

“He’s a traitor!” Rodolphus cried.“And he will be killed
like a dog!”

Severus raised an eyebrow and gazed impassively
at Rodolphus. The staring match went on for several
minutes before Rodolphus finally lowered his gaze.

“He will be killed as | see fit,” Severus said then.He hoped
his voice was cold enough, haughty enough. He hoped
Rodolphus would forget his brief slip.

=0 ==~
Remus was early; the Order meeting was set to begin
in twenty minutes. He had waved to the Headmaster’s
brother and climbed the stairs in the Hog’s Head, head-
ing for the room where they always met. He had just
reached the top of the stairs when he was seized from
behind and dragged out of the passageway. He strug-
gled, but didn’t have time to cry out. The hands on his
shoulders were strong, biting into his skin.

He was shoved against the wall, his cheek pressed
against it, a lean body pushing at his back. Hot breath
fluttered across his cheek.

Then the person behind him chuckled.

“You should be more alert,” Severus murmured, his lips
just brushing Remus’ cheek. “I could’'ve been anyone
grabbing you like that.”

“Prat!”Remus gasped. His heart was still pounding from
the shock, and he could feel the little pings and surges
of adrenaline in his blood.

“Slytherin.” He could hear the smirk in Severus’ voice,
and he felt himself getting hard. God, it took so little
these days, just a look or a word from Severus and his
body was raging with want.
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He pressed back against Severus, unsurprised to feel
his lover’s cock hard against his arse.“You'd better be
a Slytherin who takes what he wants,” Remus panted,
twisting an arm out of Severus’ grip so he could grope
his arse.

That got a tensing and a slight moan. Remus smiled to
himself and ground his arse against Severus’groin.“You
want me, don’t you?” he asked, only slightly breathless.

“You know | do,” Severus bit out.
“Then take what you want,” Remus urged.

Severus groaned softly and rubbed his trouser-clad
cock against Remus’ arse, his fingers already working
at the zip of Remus'’ jeans. “Want you,” he murmured.
“Need you.”

“Yes, yes, Severus,” Remus panted. He knew it was fool-
ish, if Severus hadn't locked the door—they could be
caught! But he needed Severus, needed to be reminded
that this was real, that what they had wasn’t going to
fade away.The danger just added to the desire.

The quick, frantic nature of the fuck didn’t detract from
the pleasure at all.

Afterwards, as Severus slumped against his back,
trapping him, Remus tilted his head to kiss Severus’
neck.“What are you doing here?” he murmured.

“Just got done meeting with Dumbledore,” Severus
replied, and darted to capture Remus’ mouth with his
own. After a minute he added, “He doesn’'t want the
others to know about me, yet.”

“S'a good idea,” Remus muttered.”Don’t know who the
spy is.”
Severus hummed and kissed Remus again.

“Black will kill us,” he whispered. “If he ever finds out
about this.”

Remus felt a cold chill at the first words, 1
and even after Severus had elaborated,
he wondered why Severus had moved
on from the subject of the spy to the
subject of Sirius.“It's not his business, is
it?” he retorted. “Whoever | want to be
with—"

“Isn't going to be a Death Eater and a ‘greasy git’ like
me,” Severus interrupted, “and probably oughtn’t be a
bloke at all, if you really want Black’s approval.”
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“Idon’ttell himwho he can go out with,”Remus snapped.
“Shut up, Severus! This isn't about him, it's about you
and me.”

“Then you'd tell him, if | demanded it?”

“Tell him? Why the fuck would | tell him?”Remus stared
at him.”He already doesn't trust me as much as he used
to! I can't tell him I'm shagging a Death Eater!”

Severus snorted.”Exactly.”

Remus’back turned cold as Severus pulled away and did
up his zip. Remus started to turn, frowning, but Severus
pushed him away.There was a tense moment of silence,
then Severus left, the quiet snick of the door behind him
echoing more in Remus’mind than any slam.
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“I'm sorry.”

Severus didn’t look up. He wasn't really interested in
Remus’ apologies right now, even if they were well-
deserved. He wanted to read his book and pretend he
hadn't just given the Dark Lord the poison that would
kill Requlus Black. He was murdering his friend, and be-
cause of the Dark Lord’s Legilimency and the dangerous
nature of Severus’ position, he didn't dare do anything
to keep Regulus alive.

“I know | was an ass.”Remus shifted from one foot to the
other.”l shouldn’t have—I'll tell Sirius if you want.”

Severus scowled at his book. Of course Remus wouldn't
tell Black.He'd be a fool to tell Black,and they both knew
it. It just rankled that they had to keep quiet about this.
Not that he really wanted to tell people he was queer,
but it would be so bloody satisfying to see the look on
Black’s face when Remus told him.

“Look, | will.I'll Floo him and tell him now.”

But he wouldn’t. They both knew he wouldn't. Severus
sighed.“Shut up, Remus. Just—Ilook, just
sit down and...and...sit down.” r————

Remus sank down slowly, his gaze fixed
on Severus' face. Severus steadfastly
refused to look up, though he felt his
cheeks get hot. Finally he snapped,
“What?”

“Are you all right?”Remus asked.
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“| just want to read,” Severus said irritably.

“All right, sorry.” Remus shifted so he was leaning back
in the sofa, staring across the room. Severus pretended
to read, but he was all too aware of Remus next to him.
He knew when Remus drew in a deep breath and closed
his eyes.

He wanted a very strong drink. He thought about get-
ting out the Firewhiskey he knew was in the cabinet.
He thought about brewing himself a Dreamless Sleep
potion and just going to bed. Instead he shifted and
closed his book.

“Regulus—"he began, and cleared his throat.”The Dark
Lord is going to kill Regulus. | can't stop it.”

Remus didn’t answer at first, and for a moment Sever-
us wondered if he'd gone to sleep. Then he breathed,
“Oh, Severus.” He didn't open his eyes, but he did fum-
ble his hand over until his fingers closed on Severus. It
made Severus feel absurdly grateful, that Remus wasn't
staring at him.

“I'm so tired of this war. I'm tired of the whole bloody
thing. | hate the Dark Lord. | hate most of my old friends.
| hate your friends, too. | just—I just want to leave the
country and never come back.”

Remus turned and opened his eyes just long enough to
wrap his arms around Severus. It didn't fix anything, but
it made it just a tiny bit more bearable.
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Remus and Severus were sitting on the sofa, reading,
when the distress call came. The huge silvery stallion
galloped through the wall, reared, and whinnied shrilly.
A barrage of images hit Remus—approaching figures,
white masks, flashes of hexlight—and Gideon was
screaming, screaming, he'd been hit! Remus ducked
away and yelped, his book dropping forgotten to the
floor.

At the same time Severus hissed and clutched at his
arm.”lI'm Summoned.”

Their eyes met. “The Prewetts,” Remus said. “I have
togo.”

Severus' lips quirked in a bitter smile.“See you on the
battlefield,” he murmured, only half joking. They kissed
briefly, then pulled away and Disapparated, each to
his side.



(—

Remus arrived at the battle and immediately stumbled
over a body. He glanced down, saw the Death Eater
mask, and told himself Severus hadn’t had time to be
killed yet.He looked around; he was standing in an alley
of some English village, that was all he could tell.

“Lupin!” He glanced around and saw Dedalus Diggle
gesturing frantically from behind a skip.Remus ran over,
sucking in a breath as a hex sizzled past his ear.

“What happened?” he demanded.

Dedalus shook his head.”l don't know any more than
you. The Patronus message called me here and the
Death Eaters are entrenched.”

“Where's the rest of the Order?”

Dedalus shrugged. There was the Crack! of someone
Apparating, Remus spun in a circle, scanning the area.
Another hex flew, and he aimed a curst blazing in the
direction, hoping it wasn’t Severus he was firing at.

There was an explosion of swearing and Remus relaxed;
That didn't sound like Severus, at least. Someone else
swore,and then James ducked behind the tip with them.
“What the fuck’s going on?” he demanded.“Where are
the Prewetts?” he asked.

Remus shrugged. “We got here, there were bodies all
over.The Death Eaters are entrenched and firing hexes.
No idea where the Prewetts are.”

“Fuck.” James looked around, wand raised. “Okay.
Moony—you can find the Prewetts. Diggle and | will
hold the Skullheads off while you do that, keep you
from getting your arse hexed.”

Remus nodded and did a locating spell, though he was
relying as much on his preternatural senses as he was
magic. He studied each body, making sure they were
Death Eaters.He could see three from where he was.

“All right. Cover me.” He dashed out from behind the
skip and headed down the street in the direction he felt
his spell tugging him. A few stray hexes whizzed past
him but were deflected by his shield. Then he heard
James firing them back. He grinned; James was good at
countering curses.

He found Gideon Prewett at the mouth of the street.Re-
mus stared at him, feeling bile rise in his throat.“Fuck,”
he whispered,“fuck.” He dropped to his knees, checking
for a pulse. Nothing. He made a noise and got up again,
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scanning the area for Fabian.

He stumbled over another Death Eater and went sprawl-
ing headlong on the cobblestones, skinning his palms.
The Death Eater didn’t react. Another dead one, then.
Remus got to his hands and knees, then pushed himself
back to his feet. Fabian. Where's Fabian?

The street down here was thick with smoke; he
wondered if the battle had set something on fire. He
stumbled around a corner and found Fabian sitting
propped against a wall. A fifth Death Eater was crum-
pled near Fabian's feet in a pool of blood. Remus knelt
and reached up to check Fabian.A moment later a wand
was digging into his throat.

“I've taken five of your mates,” Fabian rasped. “What
makes you think you'll finish me?”

Remus cleared his throat.”Fabe,” he murmured, holding
his hands at his side.”Fabian, it's Remus.”

“Lupin?” Fabian coughed and blood trickled from his
full lips. Remus watched in sick fascination as it spilled
down his chin.

“What happened, Fabian?”

“Followed them here..knew they were out to cause
trouble...” He coughed again.“Gid said we should stop
them.” His eyes opened.“Where's Gideon? | lost him in
the chase.”

Remus looked down at the gaping wound across Fabi-
an’s stomach and swallowed hard.”He’s with James and
Dedalus.He—he sent me to find you.”

He tried to summon enough of a happy thought to
conjure his Patronus. The silvery wolf loped off in the
way he had come. They wouldn't get here in time,
Remus thought.

“You're hurt,” he murmured. “Let me—I know a few
Healing spells. I...” But he didn’t know how to deal with
anything this serious. If he were injured like this, his
body would send him into unconsciousness and heal
itself.He didn’t know how to help someone else injured
this badly.

Fabian shook his head.”I'm all right, Remus. Tell Dumb-
ledore—five Death Eaters won't torture..any more
Muggles.”

“Fabian—"
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“I'm all right. I'm all right.” Fabian breathed out slowly
and didn’t breathe in again. His head slid slowly to one
side. Remus caught him, not caring that he was getting
his friend’s blood all over him. Shaking with anger and
grief, he cradled Fabian's body until the others arrived.
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<= —u

Severus, for obvious reasons, didn't go to Gideon and
Fabian’s funeral. He decided to spend the afternoon
brewing in the lab the Dark Lord had provided at head-
quarters, instead. He missed the way Regulus used to
interrupt his brewing with constant questions about
why he was doing things differently to how the books
said it should be. He missed the way Lucius used to talk
about things other than his beautiful, conceited wife
and the impending birth of what would undoubtedly
be a beautiful, conceited baby.

When he arrived at Death Eater headquarters, Rodol-
phus, Rabastan, Bellatrix, and Antonin were toasting
each other with what was probably very expensive
champagne. Roddy was smoking a thick, reeking cigar,
leaning back in his chair.Rabastan, the bright, clever one
with an emotive face, was telling a story to an attentive
audience.

“And then—" He gestured as if he were brandishing a
wand.”"—the idiot tried to hit me with a Confundus! As
if that would stop the Cruciatus I'd already placed on
him!”He cackled, his laughter a lower-pitched imitation
of the Dark Lord’s.

“What happened then?” Antonin asked. “l didn’t see.
I was too busy pulling his brother’s guts out.”

Severus’ stomach turned. He wasn't surprised they had
been involved in the battle with the Prewetts, but he
didn’t want to hear about it. His own Summons had
called him back to help heal the ones who had been
injured in the battle.

“My impression was that the Prewetts gave a decent
accounting for themselves,” he said, his tone snide. He
had always enjoyed provoking the Lestranges, though
he was aware that there were people who thought him
mad for that.

“A  decent accounting?” Bellatrix repeated, her
voice falsely childish. “Where did you hear that, ickle
Severus?”
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He clenched his jaw, but maintained his smirk. “I had
several injured wizards to patch up, though I'm told you
four were able to seek treatment at St Mungo’s. Some-
thing about a potion experiment that reportedly blew
up in your faces?”He shook his head.”Tsk. Are you afraid
to subject yourselves to my tender mercies?”

“We're just rich enough to bribe the Healers we
want,” Lucius said, coming in and accepting a glass of
champagne from Rabastan. “Pureblooded and rich,
Severus—everything you aren't.”

“Ah, but I'm powerful and clever, Lucius,and you'll never
be able to claim those two things,” Severus retorted.
There was a burst of laughter at that. All the same, he
was tired of the banter already. He was tired of the
Death Eaters, tired of all of it.

He waved off the glass Rabastan held out towards him.
“lam here to do our Lord’s work,” he said, gently empha-
sizing the last word.”l prefer to brew with a clear head.”

"

“I don't think ickle Severus likes us any more, brothers,
Bellatrix said, still in her ridiculous mock-childish voice.

“What makes you think | ever did?” Severus said coolly.
He turned and stalked away.
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“Ahh, Severus, very good.”

He looked up from his cauldron in startlement. As he
frequently did, he had become so wrapped up in his
brewing that he had failed to notice when the door to
his laboratory opened. A moment later, he dropped to
his knees.

“My Lord!"

An ungentle hand rested on his head, the fingers curl-
ing around his skull until he felt as if the Dark Lord were
trying to lift the top of the bone off like a lid.”Rise, my
servant.l am pleased with you.”

Severus stood, watching Voldemort warily and wonder-
ing what he had done to please him.“It warms my heart
to hear that, my Lord.”

Voldemort chuckled, a sound like the crawling of
fingernails across blackboard.”l am quite certain it does.
Severus, | have need of a spy.”

His eyebrows went up.“My Lord.” They'd thought he
already had one.



(—

“Of course | already have one, Severus.” Voldemort
looked amused.“l wish to have two spies. You will not
know the identity of the other spy. | wish you to go to
Dumbledore and apply for a teaching position.”

Oh God. | hate children. Severus blinked but bowed his
head slightly. “My Lord, will he not suspect me? You
know Lupin is aware of my loyalties.”

Voldemort chuckled again. “Of course he will suspect
you. That is the beauty of my plan, Severus. You will go
to him, pretending to be repentant about your deci-
sions. You will offer to give him information, to spill all
my secrets to help him defeat me.Then you will tell him
everything—everything that | wish him to know.”

Severus nodded, letting realisation dawn on his face.
“Then he would think me his spy, while in reality | am
your spy.ltis pure genius,my lord.” And ideal, though he
pushed his triumph behind a thick wall of Occluding.

“Yes, of course.”Voldemort smiled, which was a ghastly
sight.”You are clever and inventive.| am certain you are
the best choice for this task. Not to mention you will be
able to use your friendship with that mutt of a werewolf
as your reason for the change in loyalties.”

Severus nodded quickly.”Of course.They are such naive
fools, they will believe it.”

“Ah, Severus, you are truly one of my most valuable chil-
dren. Despite your resentment, you serve me so faith-
fully, so diligently. It is a shame you are so wilful in your
emotions. | could make so much of you.”

Severus bowed his head, letting his resentment come to
the forefront.”Forgive me, my Lord,” he murmured.

“You don’t mean that.” Voldemort's voice was indul-
gent. “It so amuses me to watch you hate me. Some
day, though, you will realise that hatred is a much more
effective tool than love.”

“I know that already, my Lord,” Severus lied.

Voldemort laughed.
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“You heard everything?” Dumbledore held Severus
gaze, perhaps trying to gauge how well he could trust
a man who could, when suitably motivated, lie even to
the Headmaster.

Severus nodded. “Are we going to be fighting this
bloody war until the brat grows up?”he asked.
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Dumbledore shook his head.“l don’t know, Severus. |
was poorly prepared for this, though | saw the hunger
in Tom.” He sighed. “Born as the seventh month dies...
could it be one of ours? The Longbottoms and the
Potters are both expecting a child this summer.” He was
silent a moment.”l think, Severus, that there are parts of
this prophecy that Tom must not hear.We shall tell him
only this: The one with the power to vanquish the Dark
Lord approaches ...Born to those who have thrice defied
him, born as the seventh month dies...” He steepled his
fingers and nodded slowly. “It will be enough to force
Tom's hand. He will take quick action, and he will mark
the child as his nemesis.”

Severus stared. “Are you mad? Tell Vo—fuck—the Dark
Lord who his nemesis is? Would we rather keep the
person as a secret weapon?”

Dumbledore chuckled. “Ah, Severus.
You alone among all my acquaintances
are never afraid to speak your mind to
me. It is always refreshing. But you see,
Tom must identify this child for us. The
child will need preparing, cultivating, if
you will.”
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“What if he just kills him?” Severus asked flatly.

“l think he would rather corrupt him, if possible,”
Dumbledore said.“Though it is a valid question.”

Severus frowned. “It didn't actually say that the cho-
sen one was about to be born, did it? It just said that
he is approaching.What if there’s already someone who
was born at the end of July whose family has defied the
Dark Lord?”

Dumbledore raised his eyebrows. “Can you think of
anyone who has already defied Tom three times?”
he asked.

“Well, not just now, but that doesnt mean it isn't
possible!”

Dumbledore nodded slowly.”It is a possibility we must
consider. Thank you, Severus. | would ask you to return
to Tom quickly. Tell him you were not offered a position,
but that you did overhear something that is much more
valuable. Tell him | have invited you to apply for the
Defence position again next year,when you have gained
more experience.”

Severus nodded.
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“Horace has been making noises about retirement, par-
ticularly since this business with Tom has grown more
serious. He was Tom’s Head of House, you realise. He
feels it keenly.”

Severus nodded again.

“I shall hire you next year, Severus, to teach potions.
Belby has been impressed with your work, and | know
you will do admirably.”

“You know | don’t want to teach at all,” Severus pointed
out.”l bloody hate children.”

“Yes, yes, but you are brilliant at your craft,” Dumbledore
said, beaming.”What an honour, to impart some of that
brilliance on to the next generation.”

Severus was barely older than some of that 'next
generation, but he decided not to argue further. He
merely nodded and left.

=0 =<~
“They’ve had a boy!” Remus looked up from his letter
and grinned at Severus, who looked sour.

“Wonderful, Potter is reproducing. | shudder to think
what a horrid child it will turn out to be.”

“Oh bosh, he'll have Lily for a mother, you can't think
she'll let him get away with anything.”

Severus tilted his head to one side.“You may have a
small point. But the poor thing will probably be ugly.”

Remus shook his head. “You're always determined to
look on the bright side, aren't you?” he teased.”Look, I'm
going to stop round to visit after work, so don't wait tea,
all right?”

Severus gave him an appalled look.”As long as you don't
insist | accompany you.”

“I wouldn't dream of it. You might've had Advanced
Potions with Lily, but | know you never considered her
afriend.”

Severus shrugged. “Anyone who thought so highly of
Potter...”

“What about me? James is my mate.” Remus lifted an
eyebrow in challenge.

“Yes, well, you're daft, but | can understand a Dark Crea-
ture being desperate for friends.Evans was pretty, clever,
and popular. Why should she care whether Potter liked
her or not?”
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Remus shook his head. “l don't know whether to be
more insulted or amused,” he remarked. He finished his
toast and left for work.
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“Isn't he the most darling thing?” Lily said, smoothing
her hand over the head of thick, wild black hair.

“He looks a bit too like James to be handsome,” Remus
joked.

Lily looked up, eyes flashing. “Remus Lupin, you—oh.
You're teasing.”

"Of course | am. He’s lovely. And probably the closest Ill
ever have to having a son, myself.” Remus smiled.“May
I hold him?”

Lily placed baby Harry carefully in Remus’ arms.”Don’t
give up hope, Remus. I'm sure you'll meet a nice girl,
someday. Someone who won't care about your furry
little problem. After all, it doesn’t bother me.”
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“Yes, but you had the poor judgment to marry James,
Remus said, smiling. He cradled Harry carefully.”He feels
so fragile.” He wasn't a big baby, and for someone like
Remus, who had to be hyperaware of his own strength,
it was intimidating. It seemed absurd that the weight of
the prophecy could be hung on the shoulders of this
tiny person. He'd been searching the Hogwarts rolls
for Dumbledore, looking for adults born near the end
of July or the beginning of August, but tracking them
down and learning whether they'd ever defied Volde-
mort was a time-consuming task.

“Yes, but he’s a magic baby, so of course he isn't as
fragile as he seems.”

Remus dragged his attention back to the conversa-
tion. “How do you know?” he asked. “Couldn’'t he be
a Squib?”

“Bite your tongue,” Lily ordered.”Of course he won't be.
She frowned. “Not that | would love him any less if he
were,” she said.”But I...oh, | just know. He isn’t a Squib. |
hope his brothers and sisters all turn out as perfect and
wonderful as he is.”

"

“Just make sure you teach him to hate bullies,” Remus
said, smiling down at Harry."We'd all have been better
off if James had learned that.”

“Yes,” Lily said, her voice absent.”“Remus, | hope it won't
hurt your feelings...James is insisting on Sirius for Harry’s



godfather. But | promise,” she added hastily,“that when
little Gloria or David is born, you'll be the next.”

Remus shrugged. It didn’t surprise him, nor did it upset
him.“Sirius and James have always been like brothers,”
he said.”I'm not bothered.”

“Oh good.” Lily gave him a relieved smile.”l should hate
to think we'd offended you. Then again, you're too sen-
sible to take offence at such a thing.”

Too sensible, Remus thought in amusement later, when
Severus’ tongue was in his mouth and Severus’ body
pressed him against the wall of the bedroom.He wasn't
too sensible for anything. He was just used to being
shunted off to the side. It didn't bother him anymore.
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“Dumbledore’s accepted me as the Potions Master at
Hogwarts,” Severus said. He dragged a kitchen chair
over to the fire and spread his cloak over it to dry.

Turning from the soup he had simmering on the cook-
top, Remus laughed. “Don't sound so glum, Severus!
You're brilliant at Potions.”

“I hate children.”
“Point.”

“But the Dark Lord will be pleased. He will have a spy
inside the school.”

Remus nodded.

Severus sighed. “I hate this,” he confessed. “l am so
bloody tired of always pretending, always acting like
someone I'm not.The only time | can be real is when I'm
with you.”

Remus felt a pang of sympathy.”l wish | could help,” he
said. He dished out a bowl of soup for each of them and
carried them to the table. Then he went and wrapped
his arms around Severus, ignoring the fact that he was
cold.

Severus clung to him, resting his head on Remus’
shoulder. “And now | won't even have that anymore. |
have to move out.”

“What?”

“I'll be teaching at Hogwarts,” Severus reminded him.
“The teachers all live at the school.”

“Dumbledore won't make some sort of allowance for
us?”Remus asked.
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“What us? There is no us, as far as Dumb-
ledore is concerned.” Severus sighed.
“Unless you want to tell him.”

Remus swallowed. He didn't think peo-
ple needed to know their business.”Do
you think he'll make exceptions for us?”

“Probably not.”

Remus sighed and kissed Severus’ear.”l wish...| wish this
war was over. | wish we could be together without the
war and the secrecy getting in the way.”

“Dumbledore’s pretty certain the prophecy is talking
about either the Potter baby or the Longbottom baby.”
Severus sighed. “Another fifteen or twenty years of
this, Merlin.”

“He still has me searching the Hogwarts rolls for adults,”
Remus said.”Perhaps I'll find someone.”

“Where are you now?” Severus asked dryly. He pulled
away, the desperate look faded from his eyes again.

“Nineteen-thirty-four,” Remus sighed.
Severus snickered.”"When was Moody born?”
“April,” Remus replied,“and several years earlier.”

“Ah,” Severus said in mock regret. He sat at the table
across from Remus.”I'm going to miss this. I'll visit every
weekend that | can. Well, every weekend I'm not super-
vising detentions.”He smirked.

“Detentions? Severus—"

“l intend to have their fear if | cannot have their
respect.”

“Why wouldn't you have their respect? You're a
teacher!”

“I'm a teacher who was at school with some of them.I'm
a teacher who, if you'll recall, was de-pantsed in front
of more than half the school a mere four years ago.”
Severus'eyes glittered.

“Five,” Remus corrected.”lt was five.”

“Whatever it was, some of them saw that!” Severus
snapped.“And the first time | hear anything about it will
be the last.”

Remus sighed.”You know, you catch more billywigs with
honey than vinegar.”
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“Yes, well, spraying a tincture of luminous lemongrass
and wormwood catches more billywigs than either,”
Severus retorted.

Remus rolled his eyes and continued eating.
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Severus loathed children. He loathed the small
simpering children who arrived as first years, and he
loathed the smug seventh years who left Hogwarts. He
detested the swotty ones who sucked up and the lazy
ones who made no attempt to learn.

In short, he hated his job.

Day in, day out, he was forced to attempt to drum
potions knowledge into minds that were simply nonre-
ceptive. He took little satisfaction from the job. He was
more skilled as a researcher than as a teacher. Why had
the Dark Lord ever thought he would be a good person
to put into position at the school?

Because you can bloody lie to anyone, he reminded
himself. He had the mental control to hide his thoughts
and emotions from Dumbledore as well as from
Voldemort—and yet Remus could undo him with a
mere glance or touch.

He sighed and finished marking the last of the third-year
papers, then stood up and stalked to the window of the
staff room. He had taken to sitting in the staff room to
mark papers simply because he was lonely. When had
that ever happened? He gazed at the distant lights of
Hogsmeade, wondering if one of those lights he saw
was Remus. He'd grown soft, living with Remus like
that. He'd grown accustomed to having someone else
around, even if they were working in separate rooms for
hours at a time.

The staff room door opened and Minerva walked in.She
seemed unsurprised to see him there.”Severus, Profes-
sor Galli is requesting a bit of assistance with the Sly-
therins.| told him | would find you.”

“He’s Head of House. Can't he manage them?” Of course
he couldn't manage them. Someone who taught Mug-
gle Studies would never be respected by the Slytherins,
even if he had been a Slytherin Prefect during his own
days at Hogwarts.

“Severus, please,” Minerva said.“You know you handle
them better than he does.”
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“They’re more afraid of me, you mean,” Severus mut-
tered, but he left his papers and followed her down to
the dungeons.

Galli was a small, dark-haired man with bright eyes and
a talent for annoying Severus. Perhaps it was merely
because Severus felt Galli unfit to be Head of House.”Ah,
Professor Snape! I'm very glad to see you! The Slytherins
have, ah, blocked me from the common room.”

Severus snorted and stalked past Galli, raising his
wand.“Abritaportus,” he ordered, flicking the wand in a
shooing motion.

The door swung open and Severus glided into the
common room.Crowds of Slytherins,who had undoubt-
edly been snickering only moments before, watching
him warily.

“Ten points to Slytherin for creative use of a blocking
spell,” Severus announced.”And a week of detention for
all of you unless you tell me whose idea this was.”
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Slytherin was truly a beautiful house,
Severus thought, as every student took a
step away from Travis Avery, who glared
at his housemates. “Avery!” he barked.
“Detention for a week. Be in my office af-
ter dinner tomorrow.” He moved closer,
using the gliding gait he had been per-
fecting. He'd discovered it intimidated people. “Your
brother,” he murmured,“would be disappointed.”

He pulled away, satisfied by the glimmer of fear that
produced in Avery’s eyes.He turned and stalked out, ig-
noring Galli entirely and giving McGonagall a curt nod.

He would be Head of House before he was twenty-five,
he vowed.
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“Meeting with Fenrir Greyback at the Full Moon was a
spectacularly bad idea,” Severus said. He dabbed the
healing ointments on with a careful hand, despite the
way his voice was shaking with fury.”l don't care what
Dumbledore says about the full moon project, Greyback
is a Death Eater and a pack leader! You were an idiot!”

Remus sighed. “It's just a broken arm. It could be
worse.”

“Just a broken arm! It's an arm that’s broken in four
bloody places!” Severus’ voice rose in pitch as well as
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volume. “You're bloody lucky it wasn’t your neck, you
fucking idiot! What would | have done if he'd killed you?”

“I'm sorry.” Remus closed his eyes. “l should have told
Dumbledore | couldn’t, this moon.ljust..."The Marauders
had wanted to run with him, one last time before James
took his family into hiding. Remus had convinced them
it would be a bad idea. He said they never knew who
might be watching him, to use him to get to them.

Instead of running with his friends, he'd gone to meet
with Greyback. Dumbledore had hoped Remus would
be able to earn a place among Greyback’s pack so the
Order would have two spies within Voldemort'’s ranks.
What happened wasn'’t exactly as they had planned...
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“What exactly is it yer lookin’ for here, lad? Acceptance?
Absolution? There’s neither here for you. Killer. Traitor.
We know what you've done. You kill your own kind.”
Greyback glanced over Remus’ shoulder, and before he
could turn, he'd been seized by two burly werewolves.

“Tonight, your own kind will bring justice on you.”

A flash of heat went through him. It was near enough to
moonrise that he could feel his skin shivering.They were
going to kill him! He struggled and used a nonverbal
spell to slick their hands, breaking their grip on him.He
pulled away and darted off, the pack behind him.They
were still wearing their human bodies, but their voices
were howls and yips and barks.

“Run, laddie!” Greyback roared, laughing as he chased
Remus.”Run! We'll find you!”

He did run, twisting and turning through the under-
brush. He thought he could hear water over the noise
of pursuit, but he didn’t care—if he came to a river, he
would levitate himself across and leave the werewolves
behind. It was too bad he'd never Apparated while in
motion—if he'd had practice, he might have been able
to Apparate away. But he didn’t dare stop running, or
they would be on him.

Suddenly his pursuers dropped back. He glanced over
his shoulder, wondering why. They were watching him,
ranged in a half circle behind him.He turned again and
nearly screamed aloud. An Acromantula the size of the
Knight Bus was poised above him, drawn perhaps by
their shouts.
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“Oh, God, I'm going to die,” Remus muttered. He hexed
the giant spider and darted away, hoping it would be
too stunned to cast web after him. The werewolves
were another matter. One of them caught his shoulder
as he passed.

Remus spun, snarling,and slammed the man into a rock
outcropping. A shudder rippled through his body and
he groaned. The others doubled over, but their gazes
were on him. He let out a howl as his body twisted
against his will. His heart was slamming against his ribs.
He knew as soon as they were transformed, they would
be on him—and five to one, there was no question but
that he would lose.

He only had one choice. In the last moments before the
insanity overwhelmed him,he Apparated.He was aware
of a sensation of falling, falling, and then horrific pain.

“I've already told Dumbledore you won'’t be doing any
more raids,” Severus said. “Your ankle is broken, too,
though you probably didn’t notice that after the arm.”

Remus sighed.”It was—there was a...| fell,” he said finally,
giving up on trying to remember anything after the
pain.“Trying to get away from them.”

“You must have actually got away from them, or you
wouldn't be alive right now,” Severus said. “What
happened, Remus?”

“Greyback knew. He knew | was the assassin.” Remus
sighed and let his eyes close. The pain potions were
kicking in now, spreading their haze across his mind
and body.”m sorry, Sev'rus.”

Severus’ hand stilled, then rested in Remus’ hair.“You're
bloody lucky I'm a spy.That'’s the only way | found you.
Greyback came to the Dark Lord, boasting that he'd
found and killed a rogue wolf. He described you, and
| knew...” He sighed.”l reported it to Dumbledore, and
Dumbledore’s had us out searching for the past two
days.l know the general territory Greyback’s pack keeps,
though, so | found you first.”

“He told the others about you?” Remus asked, his eyes
opening in alarm.

“They might as well know,” Severus said.”The Dark Lord
set me as a spy on Dumbledore. | told him | had been
accepted as a double-agent into the Order. The spy,
whomever it is, won't be able to convince the Dark Lord
I am doing anything other than his bidding.”
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That sent Remus’ mind jumping in another unpleasant
direction. The spy.They'd known of the spy for nearly a
year now, but so far Dumbledore had been unable to
identify him—or her. Severus didn't know the identity
of the spy, but he said that wasn't unusual; the Dark Lord
was notoriously paranoid.

Remus’ eyelids felt too heavy to open them again.”You
stay with me?”he slurred.

Severus’ hand found his hair again. “Of course | will,
idiot.”

<3—D).

P
>

The farewells had all been said. The Potters were gone,
as if they had never existed. Sirius was in hiding. Remus
was trying to convince himself that life would go on as
usual instead of falling apart around them.The Fidelius
felt like a defeat, somehow. It felt as though the Order
had failed entirely, because they could not protect
something that was good and precious and right. He
went to work every morning as usual, missing Severus
and missing Sirius and missing the Potters and wonder-
ing where Peter was these days. Nothing was normal.

He managed to spend part of the weekend with Severus,
at least.They'd spent hours just lying in bed, alternating
between shagging and talking. Severus said Voldemort
had big plans for Halloween, so he wouldn't be able to
come back the following weekend.

“That’s all right, I'll just dress up as a werewolf and scare
away any children here to do mischief,” Remus joked.

Severus laughed and kissed him and went back to the
school.
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The cottage door crashed open, rattling the windows.
“Remus!” Severus’ voice was desperate. “Remus! God!
Where are you?”

Remus set his book aside and stood up. “Here, in the
sitting room,” he called, shuffling in his socks towards
the door.

Severus burst in, his Death Eater robes billowing around
him, and threw himself on Remus.”Thank God you're all
right!” he gasped, squeezing Remus tightly.

Bewildered, Remus
what's—

hugged him back. “Severus,
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“l can't stay,” Severus panted.”l shouldn’t have left my
lord’s side. He has plans for multiple attacks on the
Order members tonight. He also says he knows where
the Potters are. Your friend Black betrayed them! Find
Dumbledore, tell him he has to warn them somehow.”

IlBut_ll
Too late. Severus Disapparated.

Remus shoved his boots on and flung a cloak around his
shoulders, then rushed up to the castle. He was strong
and fit, and his stamina was better than a human’s, but
all the same he was gasping and staggering by the time
he reached the school. He stumbled into the Entrance
Hall and nearly collided with Hagrid.

“Dumbledore! | need Dumbledore!”

Hagrid stared at him for a moment, then said, “He’s in
the feast with the children.I'll take yeh—"

“No! Go in and get him! | can’t be seen here.”

He bent at the waist and propped one hand against the
wall, panting for breath, as he waited for the Headmaster
to appear. It seemed like ages before the door creaked
open and Dumbledore’s voice reached his ears.

“Remus, my boy, are you all right?”

“Voldemort is going after Lily and James!” Remus
gasped. “Severus says he knows where they are.” A
voice in his heart was wailing that Sirius couldn’t have
betrayed them, but there would be time for that later.
Now he needed to save his friends.

“No..."Dumbledore whispered. A look of distress crossed
his face.”l don’t know where they are, Remus.| can only
send an owl.”

“Patronuses?” Remus gasped.”Will a Patronus work?”

Dumbledore nodded and flicked his wand, sending a
silvery phoenix shooting away from them. Then he
seized Remus’ arm and hustled him towards the Head-
master’s office. “Come, we'll send an owl and wait for
news.”Then he paused.“Wait. Hagrid!”

The half-giant hadn’t got far. He turned and hastened
back to them.”Yes, Headmaster?”

“Tell Minerva | should like for her to go to Lily’s sister.
She'll know what | mean.”

Remus stared from one to the other, confused. Lily’s
sister was a right pill. Why would Dumbledore want to
send someone to her.
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Dumbledore glanced at Remus.”She may be in danger,
he explained.”"Come.”
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The night went slowly, so slowly. Remus paced the edg-
es of the office, then sat long enough to drink a few sips
of tea, only to jump up and pace again. Dumbledore
stood at the window, staring out pensively. He broke
the silence only once, to explain he could not leave the
school defenceless.

“You don't know where they are, anyway,” Remus point-
ed out.

“That is true, but | suspect,” Dumbledore said.

As the eastern sky was paling, he summoned Hagrid to
his office.

“Go to Godric’s Hollow,” he said.”Tell me what you find
there.”

Remus would have followed, but Dumbledore shook his
head. “Severus will need you, Remus,” he murmured.”|
think this has been a very difficult night.”

Remus wondered if Dumbledore somehow knew—but
then Dumbledore sighed.”Peter will need you, too, but |
fear he is unlikely to come out of hiding until tomorrow,
if what | suspect is true.”
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%] Severus arrived some time later. Remus
wondered if he had missed Severus’
atronus arriving, or if Dumbledore had
just been guessing. His lover was bloody
and dirty and exhausted, but he was
alive.Remus moved to help support him

until they got to a chair.

Severus didn't speak. He just held out his left arm, bared
to the elbow. It was pure, smooth skin.

“The Mark!” Remus gasped. Dumbledore said nothing.

“The Dark Lord is gone.” Severus said finally. “We're all
the same.No one has their Mark anymore.”

Dumbledore nodded.”And the Longbottoms?”

“Unharmed. We were sent there, but | subdued the oth-
ers sent with me, then Obliviated them. Frank and Alice
were to turn them over to the Aurors after | left.”

Dumbledore sighed.“Then it was the Potters.”

Remus'throat tightened.”What?”
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“He chose Harry.”
Severus reached out and grasped Remus’ hand.

“Remus, take Severus to Poppy. l..there are arrange-
ments to be made.”

“Yes, sir.”

They made their way slowly to the hospital wing, Sever-
us leaning on Remus with every step.”I'm sorry,” Severus
whispered.

“They're dead, aren’'t they?”

Severus didn't speak. He just leaned more on Remus.
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Remus was glad Sirius had been sent to Azkaban with-
out a trial. He hated himself for still loving Sirius, for still
finding it difficult to believe that his friend, his laughing,
exuberant friend, had been responsible for killing Lily
and James and Peter and so many Muggles. He hated
Severus for feeling responsible, because he hadn't
known the spy was Black. He hated Dumbledore for us-
ing them all and then letting Voldemort kill the most
beautiful of them.

But mostly he hated Sirius.

He wanted Sirius to be given the Kiss. It had been dis-
cussed, but violence, the Ministry had discovered, was
easiest committed in the heat of passion. When they
had time to consider the effects of the Kiss, the cost of
maintaining a live but soulless body after the Kiss was
administered, they had changed their minds.

At least Severus had stopped making snide remarks
about Sirius, once the target became unable to de-
fend himself. For that much, at least, Remus was grate-
ful. He found a new job, working as a delivery boy in
Muggle London. He didn’t enjoy it, but at least it was a
job. Severus’ teacher salary was enough to keep them
comfortable for a month or so.They started taking the
Evening Prophet as well as the Daily.

Remus told himself life was normal. In reality, normal re-
turned to Remus.
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RESURGENT DEATH EATERS ATTACK AURORS
Rita Skeeter reporting
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Nearly a year of freedom from You-Know-
Who's campaign of terror ended yesterday.
Frank and Alice Longbottom are in St Mungo’s
Extended Care Ward after being attacked and
tortured by Death Eaters. Little is known about
the purpose of the attack, or why the Longbot-
toms were targeted; however the Death Eat-
ers involved have been taken into custody.
Bellatrix Lestrange, Rodolphus Lestrange,
Rabastan Lestrange, and Bartemius Crouch,
Jr., were arrested early this morning and are
being held in a secure location. This report-
er wonders if Barty Crouch will be mysteri-
ously acquitted of all charges despite eyewit-
ness testimony that places him at the scene.

The Longbottoms had a young son, Neville, who has
been placed in the care of his paternal grandmother,
Augusta Longbottom.

“This is my fault,” Severus said.He dropped his head into
his hands and heaved a deep sigh.

“You couldn’t have known,” Remus protested.
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“I could have, and | should have!” Severus snapped.
know Bellatrix! She’s her master’s devoted bitch.l should
have known she would try to find him.”

“Why only those four?” Remus asked.

“Because no one else is stupid enough to bloody want
him back,” Severus muttered.”God,Remus.Tortured.Bel-
latrix would drive them to madness. She knows no mer-
cy. She wouldn’t stop until she got what she wanted.”

Remus leaned against Severus and put his arms around
him.“It isn't your fault.”

“I still feel like it is.”
“Have you talked to Dumbledore?”

“I don't care if Dumbledore agrees with you, Remus, |
still feel guilty.”

“Then you did talk to Dumbledore.”

“Yes, yes, | talked to him.” Severus sighed.”He says Frank
and Alice will live. He also says that when they were
awake they didn’t recognise him, or Augusta, or even
their son.

Remus sighed, too.”I'll go to St Mungo's tomorrow.”
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“I'm going to tell my parents.”

They were eating breakfast, sitting at the small wooden
table in Remus’kitchen. Severus still thought of it as Re-
mus’ kitchen, despite the fact that he lived here three
months out of every year, plus holidays. It was July, not
quite a month into the summer holiday, and Severus
was feeling unsettled.

Remus put down the paper.”What?”

“I'm going to tell my parents,” Severus repeated. “My
mum keeps asking if there’s someone in my life.I'm tired
of lying to her.I'm going to tell her.”

He felt as much as saw Remus tense. “Severus, she
wouldn’t understand. None of them would.”

Severus clenched his jaw. “They’re my parents. They
deserve to know.”

“Why? What
deserving?”

have they done that makes them
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Severus sighed through his nose and
pressed fingertips against his temple.
“They had me. They raised me. They
scrimped and saved to put me through
Hogwarts, even after Da lost his arm.
They fucking love me, Remus! They
deserve to know!”

Remus sat back in his chair and stared at Severus, his
expression hooded. “Don't expect me to tell mine,” he
said.

It hurt, but Severus wasn't about to admit that.“Don't
worry, I'd never ask you to grow a bloody spine.” He
stood up and carried his bowl to the sink, imagining he
could taste the acid of his words.

Remus didn't say anything. Severus could feel another
passive-aggressive sulk coming on, and he wasn't go-
ing to sit through it. He ran water in his bowl and then
folded his arms across his chest.

“l imagine it would be too much to ask you to come
with me.”

Remus looked down at the tabletop. Please, please,
Severus thought. He didn't want to go through it alone.
He knew they wouldn't like it. They'd ask where they
went wrong, they'd probably shout and blame each
other. But it would be easier if Remus would go and
stand by him as he told them. He couldn’t fully explain,



even to himself, why it was so important to come clean
with them. Perhaps it was because he'd lived so many
lies for so many years now. Perhaps it was just because
he was proud of Remus, no matter how it might look,
and he just wanted to tell someone that he was loved.
Even if it was just his parents.

After a few minutes, Remus sighed.“l don't like it,” he
said finally.“But I'll come with you.”

Severus nodded.”Thank you.”

Remus shook his head and held out his hand. Severus
gripped it.
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The experience itself was both easier and exponentially
more difficult than he'd expected.

They'd seen Remus at Kings Cross Station a few times,
and they knew Remus was a friend. He didn't know
what they would think of Severus owling them and
asking if he could invite Remus to Halifax for tea. He'd
neverhadanyoneforteabeforenotevenRegulus.Fromthe
moment he sent the owl, he felt on edge, as if they
would guess his secret before he had a chance to tell
them outright.That would be worse, somehow, for them
to guess.

But he and Remus arrived at the house on Spinner’s End
for tea on Thursday. Remus was in brown cords and a
plaid shirt, Severus in jeans and a button-down shirt.
His freshly-washed hair was tucked behind his ears,and
Remus kept smoothing a hand over his own hair, which
was beginning to curl inside his collar.

Tobias answered the door, sober and clean, to Severus’
relief. He still worried about the drinking, even though
Tobias had cut back his drinking since getting hired on
at the printing shop.

“Sev.” Tobias pulled him into the one-armed hug that
no longer seemed strange.Severus embraced his father
fiercely, mentally daring Remus to ever call him Sev.
Only his dad got away with calling him that.Tobias’ thin
lips curved in a smile.”You must be Remus.”

“Yes, sir,” Remus said, extending his left hand as if he
routinely used that hand to shake. Severus felt some-
thing between his shoulders relax just a bit.

Tobias held Remus’ hand for a long moment, obviously
testing his grip. Then he nodded. “Good to meet you.
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Any friend of Sev’s is welcome here.”
Remus smiled.“Thank you, Mr Snape.”

An eloquent hand wave. “Call me Tobias. | know you
boys age slower than | do, but there’s no need to age
me prematurely.”

1

Remus laughed. That something between Severus
shoulder blades relaxed further.

Eileen came from the kitchen then. “Severus. This is
Remus, then?”

“Yes, mother.” He dropped a kiss on her dry cheekbone.
“Your hair is longer.”

Severus shrugged.

“Tea is nearly ready.Would you like to come sit down?”

It wasn't a question, it was an order. They followed her
to the table.Tobias settled into a chair.”What do you do,
Remus?”

“I work at a shop in Hogsmeade.”

“Is that where you live?” Eileen asked. “Are you part of
the school?”

“No, though | did attend school there, the same time
Severus did.| don't teach like he does.”

Tobias glanced at Severus.“You're teaching, chemistry, |
think your mother said.”

“Sort of,” Severus agreed. It was easier than explaining.

“Sort of.” Tobias snorted and looked at Remus. “That’s
Severus-speak for ‘It's too complicated to explain, Dad.
Didn't take long to learn that.”

Remus looked as if he weren't certain whether to laugh
or not. He shrugged. “Chemists are those people you
buy paracetamol from and that, yeah?”

Tobias gave his sharp laugh.”Sort of.”

Remus did laugh, then, and it was laughing at him-
self rather than at Tobias. Severus’ shoulders relaxed
entirely. At least Remus and Tobias were going to get
on.That was what he'd worried about the most. Tobias
was a good man, he was, but he was hard to understand,
sometimes. Well, most of the time.

“And how is the teaching going, Severus?” Eileen asked.
“Are the students all still dunderheads and idiots?”
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“Mostly,” Severus said. “There’s one, Bill Weasley, who
may have a bit of promise. He's a bit of a smart-aleck,
but he has a decent grasp of potions.”

“Weasley - that would be Molly Prewett’s oldest boy,
then?”

“Yeah. He'’s actually got the Gryffindors in his year
mostly caught up with the rest of the students.”

Remus frowned.”Hey, not all Gryffindors are idiots.”
“No, only most of them,” Severus said, glancing at him.

Eileen's eyebrows rose. “You were a Gryffindor, then,
Remus?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Then you knew the Potters, | imagine. They were in
Severus'year, weren't they?”

Severus tensed again. Blast. He hadn't counted on his
mother mucking things up. He glanced at Remus, who
hadn’'t spoken yet.He looked as if he'd swallowed some-
thing wrong.

“Yes,ma’'am.James was in my dorm.”He frowned."We—
we don't talk about them. Not to be rude, that is, but—"

“No, of course not.” Eileen waved a hand.”How insensi-
tive of me.”

“No, really—"
“Yes, it was.We shan’t speak of it further.”

Remus apparently recognise the finality of Eileen’s state-
ment, because he turned his attention back to his plate
with no further protest. Severus relaxed a bit again.

The meal itself went fairly smoothly from that point.
Severus could sense his mother’s simmering impatience,
but he didn't care. He focused on his father’s good-
natured talk about how Halifax was going downhill and
something or other Maggie Thatcher had done.Remus
paid more attention than Severus did and got Tobias
involved in explaining how the textile mills really
worked. It wasn't anything Severus hadn't heard be-
fore, and he concentrated on eating and avoiding his
mother’s gimlet stare.

Finally, when pudding had been served and Eileen had
finished pouring tea for them all, she sat back in her
chair.”Well, Severus, you said you had something impor-
tant to discuss with us.”
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Severus cleared his throat and considered chickening
out. He rejected a half-dozen lies before he noticed
Remus’ gaze on him. That got his back up. He nodded.
llYeS.ll

Then all ability to speak seemed to abandon him.

“Well,son,what s it?"Tobias asked finally.“It can't be any
worse than this spying business you did during that war
you wizards fought.”

Eileen thinned her lips and glanced away; shed not
approved of Severus'involvement in the war.She hadn't
understood why he'd allowed himself to be drawn into
the Dark Lord’s nets.

Severus could hear a distant roaring in his ears and
wondered if perhaps he were going to be saved by
a tidal wave from the River Calder. Then he realised it
was his blood rushing through his veins. Merlin, he was
panicking, wasn't he?

At that moment he felt Remus’ hand close on his, under
the table.

Severus squeezed Remus’ hand hard and took a deep
breath.”Yes.| thought it time | tell you that I'm queer.”

There, that hadn't been too difficult.
Remus’ hand tightened on his. Severus swallowed.

Tobias looked as if he'd been hit with a board right
between the eyes. Eileen stood up and walked away
from the table. Severus’ breathing sped up.

From the kitchen came a distant crash. Severus’ shoul-
ders tightened again. Tobias finally moved, glancing
towards the kitchen door with a frown.Then he cleared
his throat and shifted in his chair.“Was it something |
did wrong, son? Was it the drinking?”

Severus heard Remus’ sharp intake of breath, but he
didn’t look at him.“You didn’t do anything wrong, Da.
I've always—it’s just the way | am.”

“I shouldn’t have taken it out on you and your mam. |
should have done more.”

. .-‘_--A.I-.nz-r-.-1

“It isn't anything to do with you, Da!”
Severus said. He felt a sudden despera-
tion that his father not hate him for this,
and he wondered why he'd ever thought
it was a good idea to tell his parents the
21 truth.
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Tobias leaned forward and rubbed his hand over his
face.”So you and Remus, you're both poofs, then.”

Severus felt something bridle inside him at hearing
Remus called names.”Yeah, we're gay. He's my lover. Has
been since we left school.”

“What, all this time? And we never knew? Did some-
one do something to you? Was it someone at that
school?"Tobias looked up, his face going red.”It was that
Slughorn bloke, wasn't it? | always thought he looked
dodgy. If he—"

“No, Da!" Severus shouted. It shocked them all. He didn’t
usually raise his voice to Tobias.”Look, Sluggy’s not queer,
no one did anything to me.If I'm a pervert, it happened
all on my own, all right? | just—I felt like you deserved
to know, that’s all.” He pushed away from the table, not
letting go of Remus’ hand.”We'll go.”

Belatedly Remus stood, too, letting Severus drag him
away from the table. There was a scrape of wood on
wood and then Tobias’ strong hand was closing around
Severus'arm.

“No, son.Don't—don’t go away like this.”

Severus jerked out of his grip and Tobias let his hand
fall to his side.They stared at each other for a long time.
Severus could feel Remus’ burning desire to say some-
thing, and he was grateful his lover kept silent.

Finally Tobias sighed.”You're—you're not going to start
listening to Barbra Streisand and nancing off to the
ballet, are you?”

Severus stared at him.

“Right, stupid question, eh?"Tobias gave a gruff,uncom-
fortable chuckle.”Have a bit of pity on your old da, Sev.
I—bloody hell, this is a pisser of a thing to take in. I'm
trying here, all right?”

A cupboard door slammed in the kitchen. They all
turned to look this time.

“You've upset your mam. Not that—I mean...” Tobias
sighed. “Look, you're still my son. This will take a bit of
time to get used to, but I'm not about to shout at you or
disown you or anything.” He shook his head.”I'd better
go talk to Eileen.” He pulled Severus into another hug,
which served better than any words to make Severus
feel better. Then he turned and, stiffly, hugged Remus,
too.”If you make my son happy, well...”
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He shrugged and went into the kitchen. Severus and
Remus stood in the living room for a minute, during
which they could hear Eileen’s stringent voice rising
and falling. “Unnatural! It isn't...don't give a toss what
you think...if they’re going to...grandchildren!”

“Come on,” Severus muttered.“They'll be at it for hours.
They argue a lot.”

They Disapparated.

2

C—23

The summer of 1983 passed too quickly. It was the first
summer not spent fighting the war or rounding up
rogue Death Eaters, and though Remus was working a
lot, he and Severus still had evenings together, and the
nights—

Oh, the nights were good.

The cottage Remus lived in was small, and the cool-
ing charms were faulty, so summer nights were hot
and sultry, but that just made Severus want to touch
Remus more. He liked the sweat-slicked sex, the wide-
flung windows that let in a breeze but were shielded by
silencing spells so they could be as loud as they wanted.
He liked it when Remus came to the potting shed in
the back garden, which Severus had converted into a
potions laboratory, and interrupted Severus’ research
with a small, polite cough, only to be standing in the
doorway completely starkers, with a smirk on his face
that said he knew Severus wouldn't be able to resist.

Severus never was.

They had nights of hard shagging, nights of slow,
tender love-making, nights of impatient, frantic fucks.
They spent hours lying awake in the humid darkness,
touching, talking. Severus had never felt so whole. He
had not, before Remus,been aware of great gaping holes
in his life; but somehow his life, with Remus, felt more
complete, more real.

But the summer nights were trickling away from them;
Severus could feel the tide coming back in, and soon
he would have to return to Hogwarts and the wretched
little brats who refused to learn and passed the time by
lobbing dungbombs into boiling cauldrons.He dreaded
the end of the summer. Despite the fact that his master-
work was nearly finished, he spent less time in the po-
tions laboratory and more time in Remus’ bed, clinging
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to his happiness. His one consolation was that Remus
obviously felt the same.They never talked about it, but
Remus never complained about the nights spent with-
out sleeping at all as August drew on.

Their last night at Number Eight Goldenrod Lane,
Severus stripped and climbed in bed with Remus, hold-
ing his naked lover close. They spoke only in murmurs
and touches, and they didn’t make love. Severus' throat
was tight, and he kept feeling as though he might
throw up.Why it was harder this year than the two years
he'd already been teaching, he didn't know—perhaps
because this was their first summer of reality.

As the window began to show the paling sky, Severus
rolled fiercely against Remus.

“Promise me you'll still be here when | come back.”

Remus didn't smile.Helooked as though he were clench-
ing his jaw.“I'll wait right here for you. Come home on
the weekends, if you can.”

“Every weekend,” Severus promised. He kissed Re-
mus with lips and teeth and tongue. For a while they
concentrated on that, and the looming reality of
September First slipped away.

But that was the year Dumbledore asked Severus to
take over as Head of Slytherin House, and suddenly he
found himself needed in the Slytherin dorm at all hours,
to deal with homesick first years or mischievous third
years or amorous sixth years.He spent less and less time
visiting the house on Goldenrod Lane and more time
writing notes to Remus, inviting him to the castle for the
night or promising they’d have an uninterrupted night
soon.

That was the year Dumbledore asked a wizard by the
name of Herodotus LeFlange to teach Defence Against
the Dark Arts.Severus didn't like the smelly little French-
man, and he complained frequently to Remus that he
oughtto apply to Dumbledore to teach,because a were-
wolf would be a better teacher of Defence than a man
who had never battled anything Darker than a pixie.
Remus always laughed and said he was happy with his
job at the junk shop. Severus didn’t see how that could
be possible, but he didn't bother arguing.

That was also the year that Severus began suffering
heart-stopping nightmares of the Dark Lord. At first it
was just the soft, sibilant voice, high-pitched in the dark-
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ness.Then it was the red glow of slitted eyes as the Dark
Lord’s voice expressed his disappointment in Severus.
Often there was torture. After the third time Severus
woke Remus up—this time by hitting him in the eye as
he flailed—he stopped going to Goldenrod Lane for the
weekends.

The nightmares worried Dumbledore (and Remus,
Severus knew, though Remus never said, just watched
him with slightly narrowed eyes), but they didn't in-
terfere with Severus’ finishing his masterwork for the
European Potioners Institute. His refinements on the
Dreamless Sleep potion were enough to earn him his
mastery.

Belby claimed to be proud of him, though Severus sus-
pected it was more relief to be rid of him. Dumbledore,
he believed, truly was proud, if his joke about Severus
being “twice a master—once at Hogwarts and once
in potions” was anything to judge by. But Remus gave
him the best congratulations. When Severus turned up
at the cottage, his letter and certificate in hand, Remus
said,"Congratulations.l always knew you would become
the youngest potions master in England.” He'd served
a very nice meal and they had celebrated with enthu-
siastic sex. Later that night, Severus had dreamed of
Voldemort again, but Remus just wrapped strong arms
around Severus and refused to let him leave.

Then it was June again, and the school term was ending,
and Severus could finally return home to Remus for the
summer.

<=0 =<~

“Remus, you are the best person | have for this job.None
of our recent Defence Professors are skilled enough to
track down the rumours and remain above suspicion
themselves. But you—I have heard from many sources
how tenacious and subtle you are.You have never failed

”

me—
“Never?” Remus burst in.”l couldn’t stop Sirius from be-
traying us! | got myself captured by the werewolves!
How can you say | never failed you?”

Dumbledore sighed and placed a hand gently on Re-
mus’ shoulder.”My boy, you always put your best effort
into everything you do.That is all anyone can ask.”

“If I'd just got to Peter after the attack, if we'd gone after
Sirius together—"Remus broke off.

“Life cannot be lived through ‘if only;, Remus.”
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He shook his head and sighed.”What do you need me
to do, Headmaster?”

Dumbledore poured them both more tea.”l don't know
if Severus has mentioned to you that he still suffers
nightmares about Voldemort.”

Remus nodded. As if Severus had needed to tell him;
he woke Remus with his thrashing sometimes.”He says
Voldemort isn't dead. He says Voldemort will be back.”

' aatast e._-—m:—r—.-u1

Dumbledore sighed. “I very much fear
that he is correct. It is entirely possible
that he destroyed himself, of course—
but | have been hearing things that dis-
tress me, of a new monster walking the
steppes. My friend Yvgenie, the Head-
master of Irkutsk School of Magic, has
written to me, and | feel it only right to send someone
to investigate.

Remus thought about the three weeks left in August, of
Severus sleeping alone in their bed. It wasn't fair! They
were physically apart so much of the year! He nodded
and smiled pleasantly at Dumbledore. “Should | leave
right away, sir?”

“Oh, no, | think that won't be necessary. You will need to
arrange an absence from your current job, to prepare
your house....let us say September, | think.”

Remus had been made redundant at the last full, but if
Dumbledore didn’t know, Remus wasn’t going to cor-
rect him.”That sounds good.”

Dumbledore nodded, smiling.”Very well. Thank you, Re-
mus.” He stood and clasped Remus’ hand.”l know | can
depend on you.”

< —=)

1 September 1984
The Orient Express
Dear Severus,

J miss you. J have a feeling J’'m going to
start every letter to you that way. Jt doesn’t
feel right, being away from you. Jt's different,
knowing you're in England and J'm...well,
wherever J cv\w*eln’rly am. J wish you wevre
with me. You would fil/\d faul’r with the senr-
vice, of course, and you wouldn't like the little

carriage J have, but you would amuse me with
your piss and vinegar remarks.

J’ll write more when J have more to say.
Love,

RGW\U\S

17 September 1984
A Backwater village in China
Dear Severms,

Are my letters bowing you? The same ’rI/\ing
every night, J love you, J miss you, J wish
you were here. J'm afraicl J've little else to
say. J'm reporting all the rumours J come
across to Dumbledore, and he said he would
keep you apprisecl, since you are our resident
experton Volclemoy“r, son'x\an"rspend any time
copying what J've already written to him.

YOU\ can address younr letters to me lf\ere, fov‘
the time being. J]C yov\'v‘e writing. J]C you miss
me. Do you miss me? (Just kidding, J know
you do. All the same, it would be nice to have

you reassure me of ’rlx\a’r.)
Love,

REW\MS

10 October 1984
Still in the Chinese Backwaters
Deanr Sevey‘v\s,

J had an encounter with what J think must
have been a |e’rlf\ifo|c] yesterday. J didn't see it,
of course, but J could sense some’rlx\ing nearby,
and hear movements. J was |is’renin9 to an old
woman talk about the monster that has been
eating poultry and stealing milk. There were
three children playing in the room, and behind
us a small giv*l was napping. J had a vague
sense of unease, and then some’rlf\ing made
a small shuffling noise. Jt was very strange.
J cast spe“s to detect Dark magic and pro-
tect us, and Some’rlx\ing near the Sleeping child
disturbed my magic, though we saw nothing.
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Shortly after, the girl awoke and said she’d
dreamed she couldn’t breathe.

The old gv‘alf\dmo’r[/\er was fv*igl/\’remed emomglf\
to throw me out o]c the house without answenr-
ing any more questions. She said the monster
must have known she was ’ralking about it, and

decided to puw\iSI/\ her fov* speaking.

J can’t agree with her; J do think it was a
|e’rlf\ifo|d rather than any’r[/\img more sinister, but
all the same, J've cast a few wards around
her house, to keep hewr safe.

J love you.

REVV\U\S

24 October 1984
Another Chinese Backwater village

Dear Severus,

Jt looks as ’rlx\ov\gl/\ J shan’t be home fov*
Halloween. J've some leads, but J've been on
the move tracing them for several c]ays. J have
a local guicle, a boy of about twelve or thir-
teen named Xiao, who tells me we are getting
close to clalf\gev*ou\s territory. He doesn’t seem
to be afv‘aicl, ’rlr\ougl/\. His faw\ily sends him out
hunting in this territory all the time.

Jt's startling how different life is here. There
is little fov‘ma| Sclz\ooling, and boys become
men much earlier than we do in éngland. The
]\/\agical vi”ages in China have escapecl the
regime, which means families aren’t limited to
one child, and giv‘ls are still valued here. Jt’s a
y‘elief, J admit, because J was [/\igl/\ly uncom-
]CoVJraHe cluw*iy\g the weelk J spent in ]\/\uggle
Beijing.

J miss you, and J love you.

REW\U\S
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2 November 1984
I'm not sure where | am right now.
Dear Severus,

J miss you. J continue to be frustrated in
my search foy‘ rumours about Voldemort. Tt
seems that he isn't lingering long in any one
areaq, ’rlf\omglf\ J have been fo“owing tales of
blood-drinkers for the past fortnight. J can't
say J really want to encounter him, even if he
is, as you and Dumbledore suspect, cuw*y*em‘ly
lacking a booly. Jf all he needs is a bocly, who
is to say he won't simply pick one that suits
his purposes, possess it for a time, and then
release it2 And then J miglx\’r find myself in the

position of |<i”in9 an innocent person.

Jt is bitterly cold here, and T am told it will
grow colder yet. T wish J could return to
énglancl. J have seen enomgl/\ snow to last a

life’ri me.
LOVe/

RGW\U\S

18 November 1984
The arse-end of nowhere
Dear Severus,

J miss you. I’'m bloody cold. Still alive, still
fowf\d V\O‘H/\il/\g. Too fucking ]Creezing to write

more.
Love,

REW\MS

29 November 1984
Yep Infirmary
Dear Severus,

J miss you. J have been sdown for the past
week with a nasty illness of some sort. J've no

idea what it is, but it's got into my lungs and
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made by‘ea’rlx\ing c]iﬂ:icu\l’r. J spend a great deal
of Hime cougl/\ing and gasping for breath.

Don't worry, J'm fine. The Healers here at
Vep Infirmary are skilled and very well versed
in non-traditional methods, which means J've
been ’raking a lot of foml—Jras’riV\g potions, but
H/\ey work less invasively than some o]c our own,
J really must buy you a few books on Chinese

Potions before J come home.
J’ll write to you again when J'm betenr.
Love,

REW\U\S

6 December 1984
Travelling again
Dear Severus,

Thank you fov* writing to me while J was in
l/\ospi’ral. J am ]Ceeling much better. J miss you
desperately, of course. J can't believe it's been
over three months since J last saw you and
held you in my arms. J wish this were over so
J could come home to you.

L ove,

REVV\U\S

) =

The third year Hufflepuff girl was in tears, and
Severus'voice was a low deadly hiss.He was just getting
warmed up.

“—And ifyou cannot brew this potion adequately by the
end of this class, you will come to the front of the room
and read the note aloud, so we all will know what is so
much more entertaining than learning about Shrinking
Solutions. Is that understood?”

“Professor Snape?”

He whipped around to face the door, enraged at the
interruption. A Ravenclaw prefect stood there, shifting
her weight nervously from one foot to the other as she
watched him.
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“What?” he demanded, and everyone in the classroom
flinched.

“The Headmaster asked me to come fetch you. He says
it's urgent, sir.”

Severus glared at her for a long moment, then swept
his glare across the class.”Finish the Shrinking Solution.
Applesby, report to your Head of House for a detention
and be glad you have been spared my punishment.”
He slammed his book shut and activated the spell that
would shriek aloud if any of the students tried to cheat.

Then he swept out of the room and past the Ravenclaw
girl.

“Sir,” she said, much more timidly than she originally
had.”Sir, the Headmaster is in the hospital wing.”

What the deuce was he doing there? Severus nodded
curtly."Get back to your class now,” he ordered. He could
find the bloody hospital on his own.

' aatast .-._-uu.-z-r-.-.T

Why would Dumbledore be sending for
him? Had one of his Slytherins been in-
jured? Severus hoped it was one of the
older ones. He couldn’t help but feel a
bit responsible for his younger ones.
The ones who had been students here
before he began teaching, though—he
didn’t care about them at all. They had tested and tried
him every day since he came back, perhaps remem-
bering the time Potter de-pantsed him in front of the
school, or having older siblings who remembered he
had been called Snivellus. He loathed the ones who
dared be any reminder of what he had been—and he
made them pay.

But when he flung open the door to the school infir-
mary, Pomfrey, Dumbledore, and McGonagall were all
there—and there were no students in sight. Severus
glowered at them. “You felt the need to interrupt my
class for some reason?”

They turned to look at him, and Dumbledore’s expres-
sion was grave. McGonagall looked angry.

III

“Severus...” Dumbledore folded his hands and sighed.
am concerned, because | have heard nothing from Re-
mus for several days. | would not have interrupted your
class, but we received word of possible dragon unrest in
the area he is visiting.”

169

\Ca

-



<

—

—

Chocolate and Asphodel

Severus’ nightmare of the previous night suddenly
returned to him—red glowing eyes and cold, high-
pitched laughter,and flames.He was no Seer,but perhaps
his Occlumency lessons with the Dark Lord had estab-
lished some level of vulnerability, at least in his subcon-
scious mind.

“You think something has happened to Remus.”

Dumbledore held his hands to either side, palms up.”l
can say nothing for certain.But | feel a lingering unease
in my mind. He had been owling me a brief note every
evening, as | requested, and now—there has been no
word for six days.”

“You shouldn’t have sent him,” Severus said, clenching
his jaw. “He hasn't been your kept assassin for years.
He works in a bookshop. You shouldn’t send him into
danger.”

McGonagall and Pomfrey stared openly at him, their ex-
pressions appalled that he would dare to criticise the
Headmaster. Dumbledore simply looked steadily back
at him, unfazed.

“Don’t look at me as if | were a stupid child!” Severus bit
out.”And don't act like you don’t know anything about
it. | need him! You know | need him! And you sent him
to chase down rumours involving Vol—FUCK! the Dark
Lord!”He was nearly shouting.

McGonagall gasped and he turned on her.”Shut up!” he
spat.”“You let him do it. You let him pull Remus in, turn
Remus into a killer. My Remus, innocent, gentle Remus,
who disliked conflict so much he wouldn’t even stand
up to his mates. You both always told him he wasn’t
controlled by the werewolf inside him, but you made
him a monster—"

Severus realised suddenly that he was ranting, and he
was spouting off about things they had no business
knowing.He clamped his teeth together, glared at them
for a moment, then stalked away.
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His Portkey took him to Beijing, where he had to regis-
ter his visit with the Chinese Ministry. He was met by a
pretty witch named Su Li, who issued him papers and
permits. He explained to her that he was looking for a
colleague, who had been here collecting old wives’ wis-
dom—it wouldn't do, after all, to tell her the truth, that
they thought a mad spirit who had once been the Dark
Lord was flitting about corrupting people.
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Su Li pointed him in the direction of several helpful
wizards, two of which were names Severus recognised
from the messages Remus had sent to Dumbledore.
By good fortune, the first man, a folklore and Dark Arts
scholar, was very excited to see Severus.

“It's good you have come,” he said.”Your |f 1
friend is injured. The dragons came sev-
eral nights ago and attacked the village.
He fought very valiantly—thanks to him,
two children and their mother are still
alive. But he was injured. Come, he'll be
glad to see you.”

Severus followed the man, nearly treading on his heels
in his impatience. He led him to a long, squat building
made of stone. It was full of beds, most of which had
people in them. The man pointed, and in one of the
beds was a bandaged white man.

Severus pushed past his guide and the rest of the beds,
dropping to his knees next to the Englishman.”Remus?”
he murmured.The nose looked familiar,and the lips, but
the rest of his face was swathed in white gauze.

The man shifted and moaned, then sighed. After a
moment, his eyes flickered open, and Severus felt a
jolt of relief hit him in the gut. He knew these eyes that
stared at him and fillsed with tears.

“Yes, I'm here,” Severus whispered. “Dumbledore sent
me to fetch you home.”

“Thought...| was going to...to die alone.”

“You're not dying at all!” Severus ordered him. He lifted
a hand and rested it gently on Remus.”l have Portkeys.
Pomfrey’s waiting for us.”

Remus smiled faintly.”Yes, take me home.”

Severus bent over him, letting his breath hit Remus’
face.”l kept all your letters,” he whispered.”l missed you
so bloody much.”

“l didn't find anything,” Remus said. His eyes were
fluttering closed again. “Rumours, but no proof. Never
any proof.”

“Nevermind,” Severus said. He wanted to kiss Remus,
but there were too many people about. He just shifted
until he could get an arm around him.“I'm going to key
it in a moment.Hold on, Remus.”
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And then they both felt the jerk behind the navel, the
whirling confusion, that went along with a Portkey.
Severus had time to hope it wouldn’t make Remus’ con-
dition worse—and then they were in the hospital at
Hogwarts, and Pomfrey was hurrying towards them.

Severus didn’t want to let go.He'd nearly lost Remus. He
waited until Poppy’s cold fingers clutched at his wrist,
then settled Remus onto a bed.Poppy shooed him away
from the bed, and he settled in to wait.
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Dumbledore arrived soon after they did, and Severus
eavesdropped openly on Remus’ report, such as it was.
Nothing but smoke and rumours, no matter where Re-
mus went. Mysterious deaths, but nothing that really
pointed to foul play. And fear—thick, choking fear.

“But nothing | can prove, nothing | could touch,” Remus
sighed. The bandages on his face had come off, and
Poppy had his burns nearly healed. There was still the
broken ribs and wrist to deal with, but those would be
healed by the end of the evening. Severus had edged
closer until Remus reached out and clutched his hand,
and they were sitting like that.

Dumbledore shook his head.”l am sorry you were in-
jured, Remus,” he said softly.“But | do appreciate your
work. Your information is invaluable to me.” He studied
their hands for a moment. “Severus has informed me
that the two of you are in a relationship.”

Severus managed not to flinch at the look Remus gave
him, but then he realised it was mostly surprise, mingled
with relief.”Yes,” Remus murmured.”We've been in love
for three years now.”

Dumbledore nodded.“l fear there would be little sup-
port for such a relationship, were it to become public,”
he said,“but | am always glad to find a little more love
in the world.| shall attempt to make more accommoda-
tion for the relationship in regards to Severus’ duties.”

Remus didn’t say anything, just closed his eyes. But
Severus could tell he was smiling.
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Still drying his hair, Remus came out of the bath—and
who knew Hogwarts professors had en suite baths, any-
way? He hadn't until he'd started visiting on the week-
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ends. He expected Severus to have got a breakfast tray
from the house-elves already, so he was surprised to
find him sitting where Remus had left him.The post had
fallen to the floor, scattered around Severus' feet.Remus
went over to sit next to him.

“Let me guess, you've inherited a million Galleons and
you're trying to figure out how to tell me you want
someone younger and prettier,” he teased.

Severus looked up slowly.“It’s from my dad.” His voice
was hollow.”He’s in hospital.”

Remus sat up.”What?”
“He—his liver is shutting down.”

“Oh, fuck, Severus.I'm sorry.”Remus put his arms around
his lover, holding him even though Severus was tense
and stiff. Severus didn't like emotions, but Remus always
forced him to acknowledge them. It was better that way,
in the long run, Remus thought.

Severus sighed and leaned into Remus. They didn't
speak for a long time. Remus could feel Severus gather-
ing his control.

“What hospital?”

“Halifax Royal Infirmary.” Severus swore.”l have a deten-
tion to supervise today.| can't go.”

“Dumbledore would let you.”

Severus sat up and pulled out of Remus’ grasp.”“No. I'm
not going to ask. It can wait until tomorrow.”

Remus stared at him.“Severus, this is your father—"

“He'll still be dying tomorrow!” Severus snapped. He
stood up and strode out of his quarters.

Remus stayed where he was for a few minutes, try-
ing to comprehend and imagine how he would feel if
it were his father dying. He didn't know. It was beyond
his grasp.

Finally he stood and walked over to the window, star-
ing out at the dreary December day. He had been look-
ing forward to this weekend; it was the first they’d been
able to spend together since Halloween. Dumbledore’s
accommodation for Severus’ relationship was no more
lenient than the accommodation given for Sinistra’s
marriage, or Flitwick’s. Remus appreciated that at least
the Headmaster was supportive, but he would feel more
grateful if that support extended to inviting Remus to
live in the castle, for instance.
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He sighed and shook his head.There was little he could
do to help Severus through this, but he would do what-
ever he could.
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Every time Severus looked at the pickled mandrakes he
thought of his father.The rat spleens were smaller and
didn't bother him as much. But the mandrakes—they
made him think of pickled livers.

Someone knocked timidly on the laboratory door. He
spun away from his contemplation of the jars.”What?”
he snapped.

It was Vance, a fifth year, looking apprehensive.“Profes-
sor Snape, could | ask you some questions about the
Draught of Peace?”

“Don't you own a textbook, you stupid girl?” he
demanded.

“Y-yes...” she faltered. Probably wasn't used to being
snarled at; the Ravenclaws so rarely received a teacher’s
ire.

“Then use it and stop annoying me!” He glared at her
until she turned and left the room. He could hear her
first sobs before she got out of range. Good. At least he
was still capable of making other people hurt as much
as he did.

His father wasn’t the man he had been.

Severus had been assigning fewer detentions over the
past month, simply to give himself more time to spend
in Halifax. He Flooed to his parents’ home, then Appa-
rated to an alley behind the hospital. Bloody St Mungo’s
still refused to lift a wand to save a Muggle, even one
married to a witch. So here Tobias sat, in a ward full of
terminal patients, his skin yellow with jaundice, his
once-sharp features bloated.

Eileen visited in the evenings, too, but she usually didn’t
arrive until later, when the pain medications were kick-
ing in.Severus, at least, had time to talk.

“You're happy with your bloke, then?” Tobias asked
that evening. His eyes were fixed on the football scores,
which Severus had picked up at a corner shop. It was
appropriate. Snape men didn’t discuss emotions.

“Yeah,” Severus said. He slouched back in his chair,
arms folded over his chest.”"He—makes me like myself
more.”
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Surprise flitted across Tobias' face. “Why wouldn't you
like yourself? You're a teacher, a good respectable job.
Not working in the mills like your old man, are you? Took
honours in your field, Remus says, and from the way yer
mam talks, you're a war hero in that Voldething war.”

Severus stared at his father, shocked.”l didn’t know you
thought that,” he managed finally.

“How would you?” Tobias agreed. “But this is it for me,
Sev.You ought to know now.I'm glad to see you happy.
I'm proud of you.”

Severus swallowed several times, trying to dislodge the
choking sensation he felt. His father was proud of him.
Finally he ducked his head in a jerky nod.

Some time later,as he was preparing to leave, he paused
and looked full into his father’s face.”l love you, Dad,”
he forced out. It was difficult to say, not because it was
untrue, but because Severus wouldn't have said it at all
unless his father were dying.

<=0 =<~

Remus’shoulders still ached from the weight of the cof-
fin, though he'd shared it with seven other men. Tobias
Snape had been a tall, heavy man, and popular. The fu-
neral had been well-attended by men he'd worked with,
families from Spinner’s End and the surrounding streets,
and Tobias’ drinking mates. Remus glanced across the
pub at Severus, who looked inappropriately ravishable
in a well-cut black suit. Severus had an arm around his
mother, who was wearing an emerald green backless
dress, because “he always liked me in this dress” She
was leaning against him, and his head was bent down
towards her; from this distance it looked like he was
speaking, but the noise of various people drinking to
Tobias’memory made it impossible to hear.

Remus hadn't been to a funeral since his granddad died
eight years ago. Tobias’ funeral was worse, largely be-
cause Severus hadn’t spoken more than ten words at
a time to Remus since he came home from the hospital
three days ago and announced his father was dead. His
skin seemed paler, his eyes burned more fiercely, and
there were dark smudges under his eyes, which made
his nose stand out more proudly than usual. There was
an almost-frightening intensity to Severus’ grief, and it
made Remus feel unable to touch him.
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. Remus had had to go to Marks and
IO Spencer for a suit, because he'd never

had need of one before. He knew he
didn't really look good in black, not the
way Severus did, but he'd overheard at
least two people speculating about“that
handsome young man with Severus’ He
wondered if they knew he was Severus' lover, if people
were questioning his right to be one of the pallbearers,
if they thought him a distant relation.

His thoughts kept returning to the wake. There were
no lights, just the flickering candles around Tobias, laid
out in his coffin.Remus’granddad had looked smaller in
death, to a fifteen-year-old boy, but Tobias just looked
like himself, dead. It was frightening. Severus shouldn’t
lose his father when he was twenty-five. It just shouldn’t
happen. The priest had led them in the Glorious
Mysteries for the soul of the departed (the departed,
the priest kept saying, as if he hadn’t shared a drink with
Tobias every Thursday). And they had added, at the end
of every decade, Réquiem aetérnam dona ei Démine; et
lux perpétua lUceat ei. Requiéscat in pace. Amen. The
mirrors had been shrouded, he remembered.

Catholics, he thought, were much closer to wizards than
either party realised.

“Are you Severus'bloke, then?”

The question caught him off-guard, and he turned
slowly to regard the man who had spoken. He was tall,
with a craggy face and a crooked nose, and black hair
that was cut short.The nose was familiar.

“Bernard Snape,” the man explained. “Toby’s brother.
He told me about Severus, and I've been through the
lists, and you're the only one | cant place. You must be
Severus’ bloke.”

“Yeah,” Remus said cautiously, wondering if he were
about to be thrown out of the pub.

Bernard nodded.”Call me Ben.What're you drinking?”
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—I've been drinking orange juice,” Remus admit-
ted, looking down at his empty glass.“l wasn't sure...|
mean, Severus...” He trailed off, but Ben was nodding, an
understanding look on his face.

“Have one glass of whiskey, for Toby’s sake,” he suggest-
ed,“and I'll buy you a glass of orange juice, for after.”

“Thank you, sir.”
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Ben pressed a glass into Remus’ hand.”To Toby, a man
who loved his family and did right by his friends.”

Remus wondered if he were meant to add to that. And
who always treated me like another son, once he'd got
used to us, he thought, and drank.

Ben clapped him on the shoulder and ambled off. When
Remus looked across the room to where his lover stood,
Severus was watching him. His eyes seemed to beckon
Remus, so Remus made his way across the crowded
room, murmuring polite apologies to those he passed.

“Take me home,” Severus breathed, once Remus had a
hand on his elbow and they were standing close.

Remus nodded and touched Eileen Snape’s shoulder,
very lightly.

She turned and looked at him for a moment, then
offered him a small smile. It ought to feel more like a
triumph, if it hadn’t taken Tobias' death to make her
truly accept Remus. He nodded gravely back.

Severus skated his lips across his mother’s cheek.”I'll see
you tomorrow, Mum.”

Then they were making their way out of the pub, away
from the prying eyes and the boisterous tributes.Remus
guided Severus into an alley, looped his arm around
Severus’ waist, and they Apparated.

The cottage was dark, but neither of them moved to
light it. Instead they undressed each other by touch,
dropping clothes were they stood, and fell into bed
together.Remus wrapped his arms around Severus,who
went very still.

It was a long time before either of them slept.
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Remus groaned and rolled away from Severus, breath-
ing heavily and still shivering from orgasm. Severus
shifted onto his side and pressed against Remus’ back,
snaking one arm around his middle. Remus smiled,
though Severus couldn't see. He liked how physically
close Severus always wanted to be, after sex. Since To-
bias’ death, Severus had needed more snuggling than
usual. Remus could understand that. He'd been think-
ing more and more about his own relationship with his
father, since Severus lost his. It had been nearly a year
since Tobias died, and Severus still, sometimes, talked as
if Tobias were still alive, then caught himself.
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Remus covered Severus'arm with his own.”What would
you think of my telling my parents about us?” he asked.

Severus’ response was slow in coming. Finally he said,
“You know I've wanted you to for years.” He paused, his
breath hitting the back of Remus’neck.”“Why now?”

Remus gave a little sigh.”lI've been thinking a lot about
it, since your dad.”

Silence from Severus, but he hadn't tensed up, so Remus
took that as a good sign.

“I reckon my dad ought to know the real me, that’s all,”
Remus said.

“Yeah, | think so.” Severus' voice was quiet, but fortu-
nately empty of any resentment or hurt. Another pause.
“You going to just tell him at work some day?”

Remus blinked, startled at the thought. He had been
working for his father over the past year, doing odd
carpentry jobs and projects that could be worked
around the full moon.”I'll tell him and Mum at the same
time,” Remus said decisively.”D’you want to come?”

“Mm, just did.” Lips made themselves known on Remus’
upper back.Remus shivered and laughed.

“I meant, do you want to be there when |, you know, tell
them?”

“I suppose it might seem more believable to them if you
show up with me.Then again, | don’t think your dad has
ever liked me much.”

“He found out about that time in the Shack, you know?
Once he got that I'd nearly killed someone, he wouldn’t
rest until he'd learned who.” Remus stretched and rolled
onto his back, pulling Severus close.

“What, so you just told him?”Severus scowled a little but
pressed against him anyway.

“He got it out of Dumbledore. | had a lecture off him
that was strong enough to strip the skin.”Remus began
to sigh, then turned it into a laugh.”But | wouldn't speak
to Sirius for weeks after, or let the Marauders help me at
full moon any more.”

“Help you?”

Remus sighed for real.He ought to tell Severus the truth.
What did it matter now, that they'd never registered?
After all, Sirius was in prison already and the others were
dead.But that had always been Their Secret.He couldn’t
say the words. You didn’t give up a secret just because
you were the only one left living and free.
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“You know, how they always used to help me get ready
and that.”

Severus sniffed.”Pretentious wankers.”

Remus wasn't sure what Severus was referring to specif-
ically, but it was true, they had been pretentious wank-
ers, all of them.He pulled Severus in for a kiss.

“I don't recommend telling them the way | told my
parents,” Severus said dryly after a while.”Perhaps your
dad won't be as bigoted as my mum.Wouldn't count on
it, though; | reckon it’s a trait most purebloods share.”

Remus nodded. If he were completely honest, he wasn't
certain how he was going to tell them. He wasn’'t even
sure he wanted to tell them, but he was bloody tired of
lying. He had enough lies in his life as it was.

Severus traced a finger down Remus’ cheek. When Re-
mus looked at him in surprise, Severus’ expression was
thoughtful. “You don't have to tell them. | don’t mind
being a secret.”

It startled Remus. “I'm not ashamed of you!” he ex-
claimed. He stared at Severus.”You know that, right?” It
occurred to him suddenly that it probably looked like
he was, like he wanted to keep Severus hidden.

“It's just because we're queer, then?” Severus didn't look
away from Remus’ face. Remus hoped he looked as
sincere as he was.

“l don't really want people knowing | fancy blokes. It
doesn’'t make life any easier,doesit? But I'm notashamed
of being with you.”The odd, half-hopeful expression on
his lover’s face both strengthened his resolve and broke
his heart. Why hadn’t he thought sooner about what
Severus might think? “I'll tell them.Tomorrow, after Dad
and | close the shop. | want them to know how impor-
tant you really are to me.”

Severus kissed him hard, wrapping wiry but strong arms
around him. Remus’ body sprang awake again at that.
He pulled Severus close, growling low in his throat and
sliding a hand down to the hardness he knew he would
find.
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Severus wasn't surprised at how late Remus was in
coming home the next day. What did surprise him was
that, when Remus came home, he was carrying a large
box in his arms.
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“Fucking wanker!” Remus exploded the minute he got
in the door.”Bloody bastard!”He slammed his box down
on the table and Severus could see it contained an
assortment of junk—old comic books, a prefect
badge, a Gryffindor tie, three books, and various other
oddments of the sort he had left at the house on
Spinner’s End years ago.

“Remus?” Severus wasn’'t sure whether to put his arms
around Remus or pour him a glass of Firewhiskey and
let him rant.
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“The bigoted wanker told me he didn't
want any fucking homos hanging about
his shop. People might get the wrong
impression. Might think he'd not raised
his son right. He won'’t have you back,
ever. | told him he could go fuck himself,
then, and find some straight boy to help

in his shop.”
Severus stared at him.”You—what?”

“I told him to sod off,” Remus snarled.“And | told mum
her crying and begging wasn't going to do any good,
| wasn't coming back. They can just go hang, for all |
care.”

“Remus—"

“No! You're part of who | am. From now on, that's what
matters most. If people don't like that I'm in love with
you, then | don't have any use for them.That’s final.”

Severus had a feeling he ought to be feeling grateful
that Remus'attitude had changed so drastically towards
him, considering the way he'd acted in school. Instead
he found himself mildly distressed that Remus would
be willing to walk away from his parents.It shouldn’t be
that easy, should it?

He opened his mouth, then hesitated. “Remus, I...” He
trailed off, not sure what to say.

Remus grabbed his shoulders. “Don’t you understand
you're more important to me than anyone?” He kissed
Severus hard and Severus found himself completely
unable to argue. How could one argue against a love
like that? He pressed against Remus, forcing him back
against the wall, where Severus rubbed his hips against
Remus; making him groan.

“I'll stay with you forever,” Severus promised, knowing
he might not be able to keep the promise, but planning
to do anything in his power to try.”I'll always love you.”
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Remus moaned and clutched at Severus, feeling sort of
limp against him.“l need you,”he admitted.”Don’t know
what I'd do without you.”

“Good,” Severus murmured. “I don't want you to do
without me.” He pressed hot, open-mouthed kisses
down Remus’ neck, sucking and licking.”Want you to al-
ways need me.” As much as | need you.More than | need
you. He slid a hand inside the back of Remus’ trousers,
massaging his arse.They'd been together six years now,
and sometimes it seemed like a lifetime.But other times,
like now, it seemed like they hadn’t had much time
together at all,and that perhaps someday Remus would
tire of him. He bit Remus’ neck, feeling possessive.

Remus let out another strangled noise of pleasure and
hooked one leg around Severus.”Need you,” he gasped.
“Please, now.”

Severus didn't believe in waiting for a second invitation.
He divested Remus of his trousers and pants, leaving his
shirt on as he began circling his pucker with a questing
finger. Remus’ needy noises were driving Severus mad
with desire.He managed to get his own trousers shoved
down, and by the time he’'d done the preparation spells
and pressed a finger inside Remus, he was practically
whimpering himself.

He pressed inside Remus slowly but steadily, eliciting a
long groan from Remus and letting out a hiss of breath
himself.God, but it was good to shag Remus. It was good
to feel as though Remus belonged to him.Severus loved
it. And more surprising, he loved the flip side, the feel-
ing of belonging to Remus. Remus ruled his heart, but
he did it so much more gently and simply than Severus
had ever imagined possible.

Urgency was building quickly for both of them. Remus
had a leg wrapped around him and was urging him
on, so Severus began thrusting, hard and fast, wanting
Remus to know and feel just how desired he was. Soon
they were both crying out with each thrust of Severus’
hips, his cock buried deep inside and wringing pleasure
out of both of them.When the tide of sensation became
too much for him, he lost control entirely and thrust
with abandon until he came hard, kissing Remus and
stroking his cock.

Soon after Remus let out a sharp cry and tensed, then
shot over Severus’ hand. His muscle contractions
massaged the last of the hardness from Severus’ cock,
making Severus whimper. They fell against the wall,
holding each other up, panting and sweating.
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“Merlin,” Remus breathed after a while.”l don't need
anyone but you, anyway. Not ever.” He ran his fingers
through Severus'hair and kissed him.

“Good.” Severus wrapped his arms more tightly around
Remus and guided them to the sofa, where they draped
together.”l love you, Remus.”

III

Remus smiled, letting his eyes droop almost closed.
love you, too.”
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Remus seemed excited the day he came home and said
he was going to be working as a bailiff and magical
fugitive retriever for the Ministry.

“Mad-Eye put in a good word for me with Amelia Bones.
She’s the one who handles all that.”Remus grinned.”She
hired me. She said my test results were impressive.”

“What sort of tests do you have to take to recover prop-
erty and criminals?” Severus wanted to know.

“Mostly you have to be quick at dodging hexes and
punches,and know a lot of shielding spells.”

Severus frowned.”It sounds dangerous.”

Remus snorted.”l was a trained assassin for the Order.
Fugitive retrieval can’t be more dangerous than that.”

“You thought that about China, too.”
“Yes, well, dragons are a different story entirely.”
Severus shook his head.“Idiot Gryffindor.”

Remus grinned.
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A few weeks later he wasn't as glib about the job, but he
could boast a ninety-four percent retrieval rate, which
he said was better than the other, fully human, bailiffs.
Severus had to admit, the pay was decent, and Remus
seemed content. He'd also dropped several pounds off
his stomach, and his muscles were more impressive.
Severus was noticing that this job had benefits to him,
as well—Remus was more focused and intense in bed
these days. It made Severus wonder what it would have
been like to shag Remus-the-Assassin.

“God, yeabh, like that!” he would gasp, and Remus’ eyes
would glint with the golden light they gained around
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the full, and Remus would thrust like that again and
again, his expression concentrated as he watched Sever-
us’ face. It was wonderful and maddening and Severus
had more powerful orgasms than he had in ages. Not
that the sex had ever been bad, of course, but now...now
it was just bloody perfect.

He wasn't quite so pleased about it the day Remus
came home with an eyebrow and his fringe singed off
and two black welts across one cheek. He looked up
from his work in time to watch Remus limp across the
kitchen, pour himself two fingers of Firewhiskey, and
bolt it back.

“Fuck,” Severus said, and quit dicing mandrake root in
order to find a healing potion.”What happened?”

“Oliveras Flatley was supposed to stand trial before the
Wizengamot for Assault with a Dark Artefact and Con-
cealed Carrying of Cursed Items, with Intent to Sell.”
Remus hissed as Severus dabbed some potion on his
cheek.”Bones sent me to retrieve him. He didn’t exactly
want to be retrieved.”

“No wonder they had you tested on your reflexes and
shields.” Severus frowned.”"There’s not much to be done
about the eyebrow, but | expect it'll grow back after the
full.”

“Fuck off,” Remus said tiredly, but there was no heat
init.

Severus grinned and kissed him, because it was always
easy to distract Remus with sex,and the way Remus had
been lately, Severus was always horny. For that matter,
Severus just needed to look at Remus, dressed in dan-
gerous black, with his wand in a wrist holster and magi-
cal restraints looped over his belt, in order to get hard.

Remus growled and wrapped an arm around Severus’
waist, and Severus found himself being fucked over the
kitchen table.

Things like that made it all worthwhile.

2
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“It's so big!”

Severus snickered, but Remus just kept staring in awe
at the Sphinx.

“l just..] never imagined it would be like this. It’s so
grand.”
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“And the ten thousand Galleon question is, did they use
magic to build it?” Their guide looked pleased at how
impressed Remus was.

“How could they not have?” Severus said.“They didn’t
have all the techno-whatsit to lift heavy stone like that,
not back then. It had to have been magic.”

“They had levers and pulleys and ramps,” Remus
objected.”If there’s one thing | learned from working in
my dad’s shop, it's that you can do loads of unexpected
things with Muggle tools.”

Severus snorted.

et T T T T Y

1 “Do not be so quick to scoff,” said their
guide. “There are many things the
Muggles have done better than we
wizards. For instance indoor plumbing.
We have adopted the use of water closets,
havewenot?Itisbecause Mugglescanbe
ingenious in order to cope with their

lack of magic.”

Remus grinned at the guide and turned to Severus with
a triumphant expression. Severus folded his arms across
his chest and shook his head.

“I maintain it must have been magic,” he said.”Egyptian
potion-makers were incredibly advanced and Egyptian
curses are much more difficult and deadly.Their wizards
must have been taking a hand in the advancement of
Egyptian society.”

“Ah, it is true that Egyptian curses are the best in the
world,” their guide agreed.”Hassan ibn Nazir is our most
powerful curse-breaker,and even sometimes he cannot
lift the curses without help.Itis dangerous to travel here
alone.”

“But safe enough for you to guide loads of tours ev-
ery day?” Severus asked, not bothering to hide his
cynicism.

“But of course!”the guide agreed.”For | have learned the
placement and the conditions for each curse.l am able
to lead you through this dangerous area.”

Severus snorted again and shook his head.“Potions are
more impressive than curses. Potions are silent, insidi-
ous, deadly—-curses announce themselves. There are
defences against curses.”

The guide shrugged his shoulders.“You are entitled to
believe what you want, English. But you are foolish if
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you write off Hassan ibn Nazir’s talent.He would be able
to teach you some tricks.”

Remus must have seen that Severus was about to dig in
his heels and argue back, because he grabbed Severus’
arm.”Yes, well, that's very interesting. But | think we shall
say Severus was impressed with your claims and bid
you farewell.”

That evening an owl swooped in through the open
window and dropped an envelope on Remus’ lap while
they were sitting together and enjoying the evening
breeze from the gardens. Remus exclaimed and sat up
straight, Severus’ arm falling down around his waist
instead of his shoulders.

“What is it?” Severus asked lazily. Between a frighten-
ingly delicious dessert and whatever they’d been smok-
ing earlier, he was feeling very relaxed.

Remus unrolled the scroll and read it over twice.”It’s a
note from this Hassan ibn Nazir. It would appear that
our guide ratted on us.”

Severus sniggered, then peered at Remus.”Wait, what?”

“Our guide, from earlier. He told ibn Nazir that there
were two English gentlemen wanting to meet him,
staying at the Hotel Abbat.”

“Bugger,” Severus said.

“Oh, 1 don’t know, he seems quite polite. He invites us to
lunch with him tomorrow, at Shepheard’s—apparently
some bloke has made a restaurant themed around the
old British hotel. Anyway, he says he's looking forward to
meeting two esteemed colleagues.”

“Esteemed colleagues?” Severus snorted.
“Well, perhaps he knows Dumbledore.”

Severus shrugged. “Doesn't matter,” he decided. He
tightened his arm around Remus’ waist and pulled him
down for a kiss. Remus let out a little moan against his
mouth that got the attention of Severus’ cock. Severus
wrapped both arms around Remus, rolling them over
so Remus was trapped under him.”God, you're fucking
sexy,” he murmured, and kissed Remus again. Remus’
mouth was hot and wet against his, his body rising
against Severus.

Hassan ibn Nazir was forgotten for the night.
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Hassan ibn Nazir was a tall, lean man with dark skin
and a hawk nose. His dark eyes glittered. He reminded
Remus of a combination of Severus and Dumbledore.
He sat calmly at the table with them, eating with small,
precise motions. When he spoke, he gestured with his
hands, but not with too much energy. It fascinated
Remus, how much like Severus he was. And yet he had
an aura of calm, of peace, that was very much at odds
with Severus.

Severus seemed intrigued by him, particularly when he
began talking about the methods Egyptian wizards had
used to prolong their lives. He touched on the Philoso-
pher’s Stone and Nicholas Flamel and seemed delight-
ed when he realised they were friends with Flamel’s
alchemical partner. His discussion of Horcruxes and De-
aging Potions was completely derailed by his effusive
praise of Alous Dumbledore and his accomplishments.

“We fought together against Grindelwald, half a centu-
ry ago,” ibn Nazir said, smiling fondly.”l was here in the
desert, of course, while Dumbledore was working with
Churchill, but it was a great partnership. We used Patro-
nuses to communicate, when necessary. He has taught
you that, yes?”

Remus grinned.”Yeah, we've used Patronuses, too.”

“And you fought with him against this upstart, Volde-
mort? You helped bring an end to his reign of terror?”

“We did.” Severus’ voice was curt.

Ibn Nazir didn’t seem put off.”l am beyond pleased that
Shahoub told me about your visit here! You must come
to my home. | will show you my potions laboratory and
my garden.Please, | ask that you give up your room here
and join me at my home.”

“Oh, we wouldn't want to be an imposition,” Remus
began, but ibn Nazir laughed and shook his head.

“You will be no imposition. Please, Mr Lupin, Mr Snape,
it would be my honour to host two friends of Albus
Dumbledore. | will tell you more of Dumbledore’s ac-
tions in the great war against Grindelwald, and you will
tell me about the Voldemort uprising. | will take you to
the Valley of the Kings, and we shall visit the source of
the Nile.You are in Egypt for how much longer?”

“Another fortnight,” Severus said. He looked torn
between suspicion and enthusiasm. Remus suspected
it was the mention of the potions laboratory that had
caught his attention.
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“Yes, then it is settled!” Ibn Nazir clapped his hands.”You
shall come and be my guests.”

=0 =<~

It was both a relaxing trip and a whirlwind tour at once.
Remus and Severus saw many more things than they
could have taken in, had they continued travelling on
their own. Ibn Nazir was a knowledgeable and enthu-
siastic guide, and he enjoyed imparting his fascination
with all aspects of his country’s history. He and Severus
discussed potions, and Remus joined in during discus-
sions of the Dark Arts and how to defend against them.

At the end of their fortnight with ibn Nazir, Remus and
Severus left Egypt with a fast friend.

UI

'd envisioned a month of shagging and sightseeing,”
Remus confessed, as they stood in the lobby of the
International Floo Hub.”But | must say, I've enjoyed the
past fortnight much more than I'd expected, when we
were interrupted by this so-called Dark Arts expert.”

Severus gave a low laugh.”And sneaking in shags in ibn
Nazir's courtyard and the baths at Luxor had nothing to
do with that,” he murmured.

Remus grinned at him. His lover had lost the dungeon
pallor, his skin deepening to a healthy olive. His hair
had been dried out some by the desert heat, and he
was wearing it pulled back in a queue. Remus found
it irresistible; he had a hard time keeping his hands off
Severus.

“It's agreed with you,” Severus said, glancing down at
him.”You're looking fit and relaxed again.”

Remus cocked his head.”Was | not, before?”
“You were just...on edge, always. Focused. Intense.”
“You didn't like it?”

“I liked it in the bedroom very much,” Severus allowed.
“But | worried that you were too close to what you'd
been doing during the war.| want you to be happy.”

“I'm happy if I'm with you,” Remus murmured. He skated
a hand down Severus’arm, smiling at him.

“You're so wet."” Severus smiled, too.

“London!” called the announcer. “London! Floo to
London opens in two minutes!”

Remus’ smile was tinged with sadness.”l hope we can
come back someday.”
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“We will,” Severus promised.
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“Professor, could | ask you a question?”

Severus looked up, surprised that anyone had dared
approach him. Oh, it was the Weasley boy. Well, that
wasn’t so unusual, he supposed. At least Bill Weasley
could brew potions adequately, and he kept the Gryf-
findors in line better than the last few Head Boys had.

“What is it, Weasley?” he demanded. Just because he
didn't mind, that was no reason to be kind about the
interruption. It might encourage other students to
pester him.

“Sir, | was just at my final Careers Advice meeting with
Professor McGonagall, and she said you've been to

Egypt.”

Severus’ brow creased slightly, but he nodded curtly.”l
was there this past summer.”

“Professor McGonagall said you might know someone
who could take on an apprentice. Or perhaps help me
find a job there, somewhere.”

“In Egypt?” Merlin, Severus had seen Molly Weasley; she
would have his guts if he helped her eldest boy move
to Egypt. She had always struck him as the sort of fussy,
clingy mother that he would have been tempted to
murder, were she his own mother.

“I've read about it,and all the curses and amazing potion
work they do there.|'d love to work there for a while.”

Severus hated doing Careers Advice. He was always
seized with an unholy desire to say, When | was your
age, | decided to dedicate myself to the service of a psy-
chotic Dark Lord. Instead he studied Bill for a moment,
then said,”"How well have you thought this through?”

“Well, sir, | have about fifty Galleons saved up. | know it
isn't a lot, but it’s the best | could do over the past three
years. My parents have a few other children to worry
about, after all. | know there are work visas and permits
required, but McGonagall says she and Dumbledore can
arrange those. | know the areas it would be best to live
in, considering my age and nationality. All | need is a job.
I'm willing to be a street sweeper or rubbish collector if
necessary, but I'd far rather use my skills.”

Severus cocked an eyebrow at the boy. That was pure
bull-headed Gryffindor stubbornness; he recognise it
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well. All the same, it frequently served well enough, in
situations like this.”l have a friend named Hassan ibn
Nazir. He is a curse breaker, and extremely talented in
potions. | have no idea if he needs an apprentice, but |
will write to him and mention you.”

Weasley’s face lit up.“Thank you, sir! | don’t know how
to_”

“Don’t thank me, Weasley. You've worked hard enough
to earn decent marks in potions, so you merit it. That will
be all.”

Bill was smart enough to recognise a dismissal when he
heard it.”Yes, sirl” He went.

Severus shook his head. He was getting soft. Just
because Bill worked harder at potions than most
Gryffindors did, he had agreed to trouble his friend for
a position. And where did McGonagall get off think-
ing she could suggest such a thing? The interfering old
biddy. He shook his head and shoved his work into his
desk. It could all wait. He wanted Remus.

<)
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“l don't know why you won't just listen—"

Remus glared at his lover and snapped the sheet up
over the mattress.”Because | said years ago | was shut of
him, and I'm not going to change my mind!”

Severus let out a sigh that Remus imagined was meant
to make him feel guilty.”You said that years ago, yes—
but why not change your mind? He's your bloody father,
Remus! Doesn’t that mean anything to you?”

Remus turned away. Of course it did—but his father had
shown, three years ago, where he stood on the issue of
his queer son, and Remus wasn’t going to back down
before John did. Backing down, seeking peace, would
feel like a betrayal of Severus.

“You're so sodding stubborn!” Severus shouted. Remus
heard a pillow being thumped down on the bed. He
ought to help Severus finish making up the bed, but it
was difficult to do when you were arguing. He went to
lean against the window.

“l won't have him treating you like you don’t matter. |
won't have him acting as if you're just a mate, or some
bloke | share a house with for economy.You're my lover.
You're my other half. You're the person who partners
me in everything.” Remus sighed.”l won't let him take
that away.”
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“How the bloody fuck can he take it away?” Severus
demanded, his voice quieter but no less intense.“You
twat, | know you're committed to me. | know your
father’s opinion isn't going to make you chuck me.
Making peace with your dad isn't going to somehow
destroy what we have together.”

Remus was marginally surprised to hear Severus
attempting to talk sense into him.Usually it was Severus
who was judgmental, hasty, and harsh in his opinions. It
seemed odd that Severus wasn't still gloating over the
fact that Remus had chosen him over John and Maggie
Lupin.

“It would feel that way to me.”

A strong hand grasped his shoulder. “Do you care so
little about me? Is your love that weak? Bloody Gryffin-
dor, you give up too easily.”

That stung.Remus lifted his head and glared at Severus.
“0i.Of course that isn't it.I've never—"

Severus shut him up by pressing his mouth against
Remus. Ordinarily Remus hated to be shut up like that,
as if a bit of arse would make him abandon serious
issues, but today his cock sprang to life at the hard heat
of Severus’ mouth. Why were they rowing when they
could be shagging instead? On the bed they'd just
finished making up, even.

He wrapped his arms around Severus.

“You're the most stubborn, pig-headed, idiotic, sen-
timental man I've ever known,” Severus whispered
between kisses.The tone, if not the words, made Remus
feel warm.”l love you madly.”

“Mmm, love you, Severus,” Remus murmured. He slid a
hand down to grope Severus’ arse. Why had they been
arguing,anyway?

“Il go with you to visit them,” Severus offered, and

Remus sighed. Oh yes. That. Making peace with his
parents.

“You don't have to,” he said uneasily.”I'll just...” He trailed
off. He wasn't sure how best to broach the topic with
his father. Or that mater, he had no idea what had been
going on in the lives of John and Maggie Lupin. He
should have been visiting more with them than he did.
“I'll write him a letter first.”

“Better to visit,” Severus advised. “That way he'll have
to throw you out, if he doesn't want to reconcile. That's
much better than just having your letter ignored.”
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Remus kissed him.”You have a funny way of looking at
things.”

“You're just now noticing this?” Severus smirked and
pressed his groin against Remus;, sliding a hand down
to pull Remus closer.

“Mmm, no, just observing it again.” Remus rubbed
against Severus and grinned.

“You're a sex fiend,” Severus said. “And no, I'm not just
now noticing that, either.”

“You like it.”
Severus groped his arse.”l do.”

Remus grinned wickedly and silenced him with a heat-
ed kiss.

=0 =«

Remus paused at the doorway to the carpentry shop.
His father looked older. There was more grey in his hair,
and his forehead was scrunched in concentration as
he planed a board. Several unfinished projects stood
around the shop. Remus wondered if his father wasn't
doing well enough to afford an assistant. He watched
for a moment, observing the way John’s muscles moved
as he pushed the plane along the board. He still seemed
strong and healthy, at least. Remus remembered how,
when he was young, John had shown him how to use
a plane, standing behind him, his arms curving around
his son and guiding the instrument. He had done that
with every tool, showing Remus how to use it, then
helping Remus use it,and finally letting his son try it on
his own.

John lifted an arm to wipe sweat off his forehead...and
saw Remus. He went still, staring at him. Remus stared
back, unsure what he should say.

“Is that...really my boy?” John asked at last.

llI "

Remus swallowed.”Yeah, Dad,” he muttered.

No further words were needed.John Lupin dropped his
plane—he never dropped his tools—and strode across
the room to fold Remus into his arms. “My son,” he
whispered.“My son.”

Remus clutched at the back of his father’s shirt, just as if
he were still a boy.He didn't know what to say.He hoped
his father didn't think he was suddenly fixed of being
queer. He breathed in the smell of sweet pipe tobacco
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and swallowed hard again. His father was shaking. He
didn’t understand until he felt the first drop of moisture
against his neck. God, he'd made his father cry! Remus
tensed slightly, ready to pull away, but John held him
more tightly.

Remus wasn't sure how long they stood like that. When
they finally drew apart, John's nose was running, and
Remus’eyes stung.

“I'm sorry,” Remus whispered.

“Oh, my dear, dear boy,” John said. “I'm the one who
should be sorry.l thought you would never speak to me
again.”

III

“It was Severus'idea for me to come,” Remus admitted.
missed you so much.”

“Severus.” John went still and looked at Remus. “He’s...
you—you're still..you and he...”

Remus had always wanted to hear his father say the
word, but now he found it wasn't necessary."Yeah,” he
said, nodding.“For all our lives, Dad.”

John nodded finally. “Your mother,” he said. “Your
mother will wonder...”

“I'll come home with you,” Remus offered.”l don't know
anything about the past few years, for you.”

“Yes. Yes, come home.” John turned and picked up the
plane, placing it carefully on the work bench.Then he
picked up his jacket and locked the front door.

Remus didn't remember ever seeing his father close
up shop early, except for the night of the full moon. He
swallowed hard again and followed his father out the
back door towards the house.

Maggie Lupin was fixing tea, her dark auburn hair caught
up in a plait down her back.From behind she didn’t look
much different—perhaps a tad plumper, that was all.

“Maggie!” John said, and she turned.

Her hazel eyes were as sad as always, but Remus was
surprised at the lines beside her eyes and mouth, the
way her expression was no longer automatically smil-
ing. He watched her anxiously. When she saw him, her
eyes lit and she dropped the saucer she was holding.He
seemed to make people drop things a lot, he reflected.

“Remus,” she whispered.”Oh, my baby, my baby, Remus.”
She, too, crossed the room to put her arms around his
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waist. Remus bent slightly to enfold her,and he realised
he was taller than his mum.When had that happened?
Had it been seventh year, or in the years following? He
buried his face in her neck and held her as she cried.

It was late that night when Remus finally parted with his
parents again.”l want to bring Severus next time | visit,”
he said, part in warning and part in promise.”He should
meet you.”

“We have met, at King’s Cross,” Maggie said, but she was
smiling.”l look forward to seeing him again.”

Remus glanced at his father, but John's face was inscru-
table. Perhaps he had realised that to have one, he had
to take the other. Perhaps he had truly resigned him-
self to it. Remus didn't really care, as long as his parents
weren't horrible to them.That was all that mattered.

“Bring Severus,” John said finally. “Does he watch
Quidditch?”

Not unless football counted, Remus reflected. There
were still times when Severus displayed a Muggle
mannerism or habit that surprised Remus. Cheering
for Manchester United was one of those times. Remus
shrugged.”He keeps up with team scores,” he said.”He’s
good at brewing.Had an apprenticeship with Damocles
Belby.”

“Ah, Belby. Good man. Had a nephew got bit, | think it
was.” John nodded.

It was sad that it took a werewolf bite to make his
father approve, these days.Remus nodded and bade his
parents farewell.

Severus was still waiting up when Remus got home.
The lights were low in the front room, but Severus was
sitting in the wing chair, his feet up. He had a glass of
brandy in one hand.

“How did it go?” he asked, and it was obvious he was
braced for the worst.

Remus smiled and went over to sit in Severus’ lap. “I
think it went very well. We caught up on the past four
years, and you're invited to go with me next time.”

“l don't really want to go,” Severus offered.

“You don't have much of a choice,” Remus said. He gave
Severus an apologetic smile. “I've finally got them to
accept us, so you have to go with me. But | promise I'll
make it up to you.”
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“In sexual favours, | hope.” Severus leaned back enough
to display the bulge in his trousers.

Remus grinned.”l already give you sexual favours.You're
not being too creative.”

Severus snickered. “Well then, why don’t you give me
some ideas? I'm open to suggestion.”

Leaning over to whisper in Severus’ ear, Remus slid a
hand down between them to massage Severus’ cock
through his trousers.”Let me do something about this,”
he suggested.”And we'll think of something to make up
for your visiting my parents later.”

He knew Severus wouldn't argue.

<=

Remus groaned.

Severus’ hand stilled as he dabbed pain potion on
another gash.”l suppose | don't need to ask how you
feel, then.”

“Bloody awful,” Remus muttered. “Someone used my
head as a Bludger last night.”

Severus frowned. If there were anything he disliked
about their relationship, it was that every month he had
to watch Remus suffer through this. And Severus was
unable to do anything for him except brew him pain
potions and healing potions and tea. It wasn’'t that
Remus complained, because, except for his first few
unguarded moments, he bore it with quiet stoicism.But
Severus hated seeing his lover in pain.

He finished with the healing potions and brushed
Remus’ hair away from his face.He needed to get it cut;
he never wore it this long. Remus sighed and turned to
nuzzle Severus'hand. He would sleep again.

Severus went over to his desk and wrote up his notes
on Remus’ condition. The gashes weren't as bad this
month, but Remus had a severe headache, which wasn't
usual. When Remus was more alert, Severus would ask if
he remembered any of last night.

Every month Belby adjusted their test recipe just a bit
and Severus sent his observations and results. Some-
times It felt like they were no closer to a cure than when
they had begun.

He fixed a breakfast of beans, eggs, toast, sausages,
and potatoes, then woke Remus to make him eat.They
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ate in quiet companionship, Remus sitting up in bed,
Severus in the chair next to the bed. Once their plates
were empty Remus settled back down into the bed.
Severus crossed his legs and opened a book.

“Ifound one to amuse you,” he told Remus.”Wanderings
With Werewolves, by Gilderoy Lockhart.”

“Really? He wrote a book on werewolves?”

“How can one bloke do all that?” Severus said.
“Gilderoy Lockhartis probably a code name for a team of
people.”

“Still—werewolves.Read to me.”

Severus obliged, reading until the pain potions made
Remus sleep again. By that time he was fascinated, so
he read on by himself to learn what happened.

When Remus woke again, Severus had nearly finished
the book.

“What'd | miss?” Remus asked, his voice gravelly from
sleep. Severus put a finger in his place and leaned over
to kiss him, because it was utterly impossible to not kiss
Remus when he sounded like that.

“Lockhart traced a load of sheep killings to a town called
Wagga Wagga, where all the residents were dodgy and
nervous. They were obviously covering a secret, so he
dug a little deeper and found out the mayor’s son was a
werewolf. The whole town was conspiring to hide him,
because he was a decent enough bloke twenty-seven
days out of twenty-eight.”

Remus snorted and poured himself a cup of tea.

“Anyway, he tracked the werewolf to where he was
hiding, and he’s about to confront him.”

“Read out loud,” Remus ordered. He was sitting up
against the headboard, the blankets bunched up around
him. He sipped at his tea.

Severus cleared his throat. “It was obvious from the
way the werewolf hunched over that he was guarding
a kill. Regretful that | hadn’t been given the chance to
help him before the moon rose, | nonetheless raised my
wand. Something had to be done, and | was the only
one who could do it.

“Prepare yourself,’ | warned the werewolf, though the
poor soul was obviously beyond understanding. ‘This
may sting a bit’ And | began chanting the incantation
of the Homorphus Charm. An incredibly complex piece



(—

of magic, it is designed to return any cursed human to
his original shape.There are, as always, some drawbacks:
if an individual has cast beautification spells on himself,
for example, the Homorphus Charm will reverse them,
as | learned to my chagrin when | tested it on myself
and my hairstyle fell down. Nonetheless, a man is never
afraid to make sacrifices in the effort to better the lives
of his fellow wizards. What mattered most to me was
that | knew | would be able to change his unfortunate
soul’s life for the better forever.

“The werewolf hunched over further, then threw his
head back and howled, fighting the return of his hu-
manity. The sad truth is that werewolves, though under
a curse, grow to enjoy the power and carnage that their
condition brings.”

Remus snorted derisively and set his teacup violently
on the bedside table.”Keep reading,” he said.

Severus shook his head but continued.”The werewolf’s
body bucked and twisted; | could hear the snapping of
bones and popping of ligaments.| felt for the poor bloke,
but there was no room for mercy, if | were to truly help
him; true kindness required that | not relent. | chanted
the incantation again, more loudly. The words seemed
to echo in the air around me— Oh, God, Remus, this is
utter rubbish. Don’t make me read this.”

Remus gestured for Severus to go on. Severus sighed
and skipped ahead. “When the last of his contortions
ended, a young man with red hair that was greying
prematurely lay naked and sweating before me. He was
panting from the exertions of his transformation, his fin-
gers twitching feebly. | conjured for him a flask of water
and a blanket; the latter | settled onto his shoulders. He
accepted the flask and downed it in one long swallow,
then stood slowly, pulling the blanket around him.

“Thank you, Gilderoy,’ he said, knowing me again
now that he was free of his curse. Thank you for my
freedom.’

“And then he turned to the mouth of the cave to stare
up at the still-full moon. Tears streamed from his eyes.’
Severus let out a loud noise of disgust and threw the
book across the room. It thudded against the wall with
a satisfying noise.

Remus frowned. “Perhaps the Australians know some-
thing we don't.”

Severus stared at him. “There’s no possible way this
could be true.”
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“Have you ever heard of the Homorphus Charm?”
Remus asked.

“No, but that doesn’t mean it’s at all possible,” Severus
said.”lt probably just makes things look like humans.”

“Butwe don'tknow for certain,”Remus persisted.”"Where
was it he went? Wagga Wagga? We could go there. We
could see if it's true.”

“You want to go to Australia,” Severus said in disbelief.
“Remus, this is ridiculous. Why are you getting your
hopes up like this?”

Remus frowned. “Why not? It's possible, isn't it?
Anything’s possible. I'd be stupid if | didn't at least look
into it.”

Severus sighed and didn't reply.
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The sun was hot, but Severus didn’t mind that as much
as the dust that coated him.Even his teeth felt like they
had a fine layer of grit on them. He licked his teeth and
wished he could spit somewhere.

“Thank you, I'm sure we'll be able to find it,” Remus said,
smiling at the leathery-skinned woman behind the
counter.They had train tickets, they had provisions,and
they had reservations at some hotel in Wagga Wagga.
Severus still couldn't believe they were in Australia.
Less than a month and a half after reading that farcical
book, they were three continents away from home and
looking for a werewolf who had supposedly been cured.
Why had he agreed to this?

Remus turned to Severus and gave him a brilliant smile.
Oh, yes, that was why. Severus sighed and offered him
a slight smile in return.“D’you have any fags left?” he
asked.

Remus shook two out of the box and lit both, then
passed one to Severus. He was still watching Severus
warmly, and that, combined with the cigarette, worked
to mellow Severus’ annoyance. Remus jingled the keys
to the Range Rover and led the way out to await their
train. Melbourne was a real city, with a Wizarding High
Street and a shops where Severus could buy potions
ingredients. He wasn’t sure if he could really sustain
such high hopes for Wagga.

All'in all, Wagga Wagga ended up surprising him. They
were staying in the Wizarding quarter of town, where
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two out of three dogs lying on the side of the road had
two tails; a brown shingle hanging beside a door had a
goblet surrounded by a golden circle—the League of
Potioners symbol;and several broomsticks were mount-
ed horizontally on walls instead of being propped on
the tail straws.

They traced the Wagga Wagga werewolf to an area
south of the Murrumbidgee River; as it turned out, he
was one of the Wiradjuri people. Several of the people
they talked to had heard of Gilderoy Lockhart, though
he didn’t seem well-liked.There were mutterings, but no
actual complaints.

“Not exactly friendly, these Outback types, are they?”
Severus muttered.

Remus frowned.”Lockhart did say they were rather pro-
tective of their werewolf. Perhaps they're worried we'll
cause trouble.”

Severus snorted.

<p—2).

5311717,

You bastard, why are you still sending me these
ridiculously  conservative  dranghts?  Can't
you think of anything better than extract of
chamomile to add to this brew? I have a werewolf
whe is Volunteering his time as A test subject, and
your pathetic attempts at formulae are dash-
ing his hopes every month. #He even went down to
Australin to see if there was any truth to that
charlatan Lockhart's claims. Needless to say his
hopes were qashed and T Aad to waste A great deal
of time assuring him that we would do better. Give
me something worth f?reu?ing this month.

Snn}m

My dear Severus,

[ appreciate your enthusiasm for the werewelf draught. I am
certain your werewol§ finds it admirable. However, we arg
potioners. We den't run abeut toessing in ingredents willy—nily.
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There is a proper precess. and we must felow it in arder to
achieve the proper results. [ have included the latest revision
to the draught.

Best of luck.
D. Beby

531}17, you Are An Ass. A dull, unimmginmtwe,
incompetent ass. What good is A potioner skilled
only At f?reu/ing who is unable to create new po-
tions? You've done nothing to be proud of; you've
merely messeq about with a }707—52‘,%%0(%11‘( prin
potion and tossed in some things you think will
help. T used to invent spells and potions for fun s
a schoolhoy. Why aren't we seeing further progress
on this?

Snnfe

My dear Severus,

Perhaps your brain has besn addied by your werewdf. [ re-
aliss he is a special frisnd of yours, but he cannot be think-
ing clearly i he seught a cure in Wagga Wagga Whatever
became of the werewdf Leckhart explited by the by? If
he is interested I am certain he could find a proper brewsr
in Australa.

Beby

The Wagqn Wagqa werewolf wis a con. Whoever
it was pretending to be a werewnlf, he certainly
couldn’t have been A real one. The Homorphus
Charm has no incantation that we were able to
locate. I've written Lockhart & wumber of times
attempting to learn it and he has answered none
af my letters. As far my Wereu/alf friem{, Tean't be-
lieve you would think I could be influenced 1717 his
emotions. You tit, have you ever t[wugkt af usin7
Monkshood in the werewolf dranght?

Snnfe
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Merkshood? Severus, are you out of your mind? Using
Monkshood would only serve to peison the werewdves we are
attempting to cure. Enclosed pleass find the most recent
recipe Tor the potion.

Beby

Yes, Monkshood! We use digitalis in potions to
treat heart problems, though it is & poison. You of
all people should know that small dosaqes of poi-
sons can sometimes be the best treatment. My God,
5311717, were you dropped on your head as A child?

SEVEIUS,

Tour letters continue to grow increasngy mere insufting.
Perhaps you do not respsct me. but at least you sheuld
respect my rank. [ have attempted a brew with Menkshood.
Perhaps you will deign to leck over it and offer your input.

(’/angmtulmtims, Belﬁy. M17 Wareu?alf WAS near-
y uninjured this morning, and he remembered
everything that happened Last night. #e was not
PraciSelv calm, but he was able to kﬂﬂ? fram inj ur-
ing himself. I consider this a great improvement.

My dear Severus!

Tou are truy an inspired young man. [ shal be testing a
refined recipe for the draught this coming menth.

Beby.

HOWLER from Severus Snape to Damocles Belby

BELBY, veu sepDING BASTARD! | SPENT
TWELVE YEARS WORKING @N THIS POTION
WITH Y@®U, AND Y®U FUCKING PUBLISH IT
WITH®UT TELLING MES ISN'T IT @DD HOW I
READ THE ENTIRE P APER THR®OUGH FOUR TIMES
AND FOUND ABS@®LUTELY N @ MENTION OF MY
N AME @R ®F THE LON GSUFFERING P ATIEN.CE
@F MY WEREW@®LF COLLEAGUE. Y®U THIEV -
ING TWAT!

In Such a Sovereign Way by Innerslytherin
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“Bloody fucking hell!”

Remus jolted upright in bed at the sound of Severus’
voice and the crash that followed. It was less than a week
before the school term would start,and Remus had just
been moping,anyway.He tugged on a pair of shorts and
clattered out to the kitchen. Severus was glaring at the
Daily Prophet, his morning coffee dripping down the far
wall to puddle around the shards of his mug.

“Wha—"Remus got out, and then Severus saw him.

“Fucking bastard! Fucking backstabbing traitor! Twelve
years | give him, and you sodding volunteer your time
and misery, and this is how he repays us? Bloody cunt!
| worked like a bloody house-elf for him during my ap-
prenticeship! Even after | achieved journeyman | helped
him with that potion! And it credits him with the idea
to put the Monkshood in it! Graaah!” Severus threw the
paper across the room. It came apart midair, the pages
fluttering down in a shuffle of newsprint.

Remus stared from his ranting lover to the Daily Proph-
et and back. Obviously it had something to do with the
potion they'd been working on since before they left
school, but he was buggered if he understood.

“Wha—"Remus started again.

“Damocles Fucking Belby!” Severus shouted. He waved
his arms and stomped around the kitchen table to
glare at the mess he'd made of his coffee.”That bloody
cunt took my suggestion and passed it off as his own!
He fucking published! Without even telling me he was
about to! Without asking for any input on the article!
And | had to learn about it from Rita Bloody Skeeter!”

Remus gingerly picked up the paper. Nothing on the
front page looked suspect, so he glanced over the rest
of that section, then reached for another.

Severus watched him for a moment, then bent and
picked up another page and stalked over, flourishing it
in Remus’face.”There!”

NEW HOPE FOR WEREWOLVES

Damocles Belby is a Master Potioner with little to
distinguish him physically from others. He has a
crown of white hair, and a white moustache he chews
when he is nervous. His green eyes are friendly but
unremarkable, and his style of dress is rather more
1950 than 1990 (tailcoats, I wish to tell him, are
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out). But despite the unimposing image he presents,
Damocles Belby has single-handedly done what no
one else has ever done:

Damocles Belby has nearly cured lycanthropy.

He is quick to tell me that isn’t true, but his new potion,
called the Wolfsbane Potion, is the first to ever allow a
transformed werewolf to keep his human mind. This may
not mean much to werewolves who are so deep in the
grips of their curse that their minds have degraded, but to
newly bitten werewolves, this potion is a way for them to
keep their sanity and lives nearly intact.

“I have been working on this particular potion for sev-
eral years,” Belby says. “A recent inspiration gave me
the break-through necessary to complete the potion.” He
hastens to add that no potion is ever truly finished; he will
continue studying the potion over the course of the next
few months.

Belby has been nominated by the League of Potioners to
receive the Order of Merlin for such an inspired draught.

Remus was staring at Severus by the time he finished
reading it. “That—that’s bollocks!” Remus cried. “That’s
utter shite! You worked harder on it than he did! You
even did research while we were in Australia! You should
be getting the credit for that!”

Severus made a bitter face and threw the paper back
to the floor, where it turned brown as it soaked up
the spilled coffee. “Fucking Belby. He'll hear from me
on this. | ought to file a complaint with the League of
Potioners.”

“Yes, you should,” Remus said.“I'll go on record as your
test subject. You deserve the credit for this.” His heart
was thumping as soon as he made the offer, but despite
the fact that his knees wanted to give way, he knew it
was the right thing to offer.

“You—what?”Severus turned and stared at him.“Remus,
you can't—they'd penalise you for not registering.”

“I don't care. You deserve the credit for that potion. I'll
take the punishment they set,as long as they let me wit-
ness for you that you worked on it and that you were
the one who talked about using Monkshood first.”

Severus’ expression was working in disbelief. Remus
wondered if he was trying to keep from calling his lover
a lot of names.”l...No,” he said finally.”l can't let you do
that.l just can't.”
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“Severus—"

“No.” Severus' tone was final. He came and put his
arms around Remus, holding him tightly. Remus took a
shallow breath.”No. It doesn't matter. | just won't file a
complaint. It doesn't matter who gets the credit; you'll
have the potion every month from now on.That's what
matters.”

Remus got his arms around Severus’ waist. “That isn't
only what matters,” he protested.”Severus, | want you to
file a complaint.| want you to be given your due. Even if
you don’t mention me.”

“How can | file without mentioning you?” Severus
muttered.”You've been my only test subject.Belby’s the
one who tested on werewolves from Ministry custody.”

“Yeah, he’s the one who abuseds werewolves who were
given no choice,” Remus said bitterly.”You at least took
a subject who volunteered.”

“Look, the League won't care about that.They don’t have
any requirements on ethics or anything. Even if they did,
werewolves are about on the same level as house-elves,
in their minds. They wouldn't care.”

Remus snorted.”| care.”

“I know.” Severus sighed and the sound was so discour-
aged that Remus felt guilty, even though he knew it
wasn't exactly his fault.

“l know it won't make up for this,” Remus said slowly,
“but I'd like to thank you.It won't be an Order of Merlin.”
He slid one hand lower on Severus’arse.”"What about an
Order of Orgasm instead? I'm afraid there’s nothing you
can hang on the wall with that, though.”

Severus snorted, and for a moment Remus wasn't
sure whether Severus was amused or disgusted. Then
Severus pushed him backwards until his back was
against the kitchen wall, kissing him hard. Remus lifted
his hands to cradle Severus' face, parting his lips and
surrendering control to his lover. Severus’ full weight
came against him, his hips pressing into Remus. Re-
mus gave a low moan and bucked against him slightly,
letting his hardening cock slide against Severus.

Severus broke the kiss, panting.”God, Remus,” he whis-
pered. He rested one hand on Remus’ collarbone, the
other working Remus’ pants down off his hips. Severus
shuddered.”Need you more than any stupid award.”
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Remus felt his pants slide down his legs and pool at his
feet.He gasped and arched, undoing the tie of Severus’
dressing gown. He glanced over and saw that the kitch-
en drapes were open, but he didn't particularly care.
Let the world see.

Severus pulled away just long enough to shrug out of
the dressing gown, then he pulled Remus against him
again. Remus groaned, running his arms up and down
Severus’lean back.He loved Severus’skinny-but-muscu-
lar build, and he Oh God! especially liked Severus’ cock.
He lifted a leg to sling around Severus’ hips, pulling him
closer,and Severus let out a low moan.

Teeth were nipping at Remus’ throat and shoulders; he
arched his head back, giving more access.One hand was
buried in Severus’ hair.“God, yes, Severus!” he gasped,
shifting his hip to gain friction against his cock. Severus
responded by whispering the preparation spells.Remus
let out a needy noise as he felt himself stretched and
slicked inside.Then Severus’ cock was pressing into him,
filling him.

“You're the only one who cares about me,” Severus
muttered, reaching down to fist Remus’ cock.”You're so
gorgeous. Need you, Remus.”

It broke Remus’ heart just a little, hearing those words.
He wanted to march into the League of Potioners and
demand they fix this blatant thievery, but Severus was
willing to give that up because he loved Remus.He gave
a strangled moan and began a rhythmic tightening and
relaxing of his muscles. It made Severus groan, so he did
it faster.He was stroking his hand up and down Severus'’
wiry back, glutting himself on touch.

When Severus hit that spot, though, Remus cried out
and clutched at Severus to keep from falling as his knees
weakened. Severus made a satisfied noise and thrust
harder, hitting that spot every time.Remus’body felt like
it would explode from the pleasure that was suddenly
filling him, flooding every limb with tingles.He rolled his
head to the side, then back to stare at Severus. Severus
was watching him avidly.

Severus' hand tightened on his cock, stroking faster, his
thrusts increasing in speed and force, and finally Remus
could take no more. He yelled and tensed and arched
and came, spurting over Severus’ hand. Severus stroked
him relentlessly, milking the last of his orgasm out.When
Remus was making little whimpering noises with each
stroke, he finally took his hand away and used it to pull

. . o/ $
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Remus even closer, thrusting harder, faster, hips piston-
ing against Remus.

There was nothing Remus could do to help, other than
lift his hands to play with Severus’ nipples. He circled
and tweaked and pinched gently, and whether that
made the difference or not, soon Severus was groaning
and pulsing deep inside Remus, flooding him with hot
come.He slumped against Remus, kissing his throat and
jaw and panting, whispering things like, “love you,” and
“so beautiful”

It was several minutes before either of them had the
strength to relocate to the bed, where they collapsed,
holding each other close.

=D ==~

“You've met him!” Remus looked so bloody eager to
hear about the Potter brat that Severus felt a twinge of
jealousy.Then he felt like an idiot for being jealous of an
eleven-year-old child.

“He’s a little terror!” Severus flung himself onto the sofa
and glowered at the floor.”Breaking rules right and left,
thinking he can get away with anything just because
he’s the famous Boy Who Lived. Sod that.” He wanted a
drink, but he wasn't willing to get up again to get any-
thing. He'd made it through the first week of the term
and he only wanted two things, to shag Remus, and to
sleep for ten hours straight.

Remus was smiling.“Takes after his dad, then, does he?”

“Too right,” Severus snarled.”And if you'll recall, | bloody
hated his father.” He didn't really want to talk about
this. He knew it could only lead to an argument, and he
didn’t want to argue. He wanted to shag.

Remus sighed.”But surely he respects his professors?”

“Oh, wouldn't that be a treat? Of course he doesn't
respect his professors. Remus, you were the only
Marauder who respected professors.”

“There has to be some bit of Lily in him, though.”

Severus glanced up. “His eyes,” he said grudgingly.
“Brilliant green, just like hers. Little bastard. Every time
he turns those eyes on me, | feel like Lily’s watching me.
Makes me want to throttle him.”

Remus chuckled. “You deal with regret very uniquely,
Severus.”
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“I deal with everything uniquely,” Severus retorted.
“Come here, | want to touch you.”

“Can’t argue with that.” Remus scooted closer, smirking
at Severus. Severus caught Remus up in his arms and
pulled him over onto his lap, leaning in to nuzzle Remus'’
neck.

“Mmm.”"Remus angled his head and threaded his fingers
into Severus’ hair.”Merlin, | love you so bloody much.”

Severus growled something he knew Remus wouldn’t
understand, because it was more emotion than words.
He wrapped his arms around his lover and held him
close, loving the way Remus felt in his arms.He'd missed
him all week, and judging from the way Potter was be-
having—and Malfoy, who had apparently been spurned
by Potter and was out for revenge—he wouldn’t have
nearly as much time for visiting as he had had in
the past.

“Missed you,” Severus muttered. He kissed Remus’ neck.
“Let’s go to bed.”

“Bed?” Remus asked, wriggling slightly. Severus gasped
at how that interested his body. “Or here? We haven't
shagged on the sofa for a while.”

Severus chuckled and stuck one hand down the back of
Remus'trousers.”Here, then.”

That was the last conversation they had for some time.

Later, lying in bed, Remus rolled over and rested his
head on Severus’ shoulder.”D’you think he remembers
anything about any of us?”

“He wouldn’t remember me anyway,” Severus said. But
he knew what Remus was asking, and he hated having
to say it.“Face it, Remus, the boy was just over a year
old.He wouldn’t have any memories. Perhaps images or
scents buried deep in his subconscious, but that’s all. He
certainly wouldn’t remember names or faces.”

Remus sighed. “I miss them so much sometimes,” he
murmured.“When | think about what should have been,
how they should have taken Harry to Kings Cross for his
first Hogwarts Express, how proud they would be that
he’s been sorted into Gryffindor...And Sirius should have
told him all the tricks we used to get into trouble.”

“God help us,” Severus muttered.”"He doesn’t have Black
helping him and he’s already doing just fine getting
into trouble on his own. Well. Him and that youngest
Weasley boy.The dynamic duo.”He snorted.
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Remus laughed. “I know he’s causing you headaches.
Thank you for watching over him, despite that.”

Severus swallowed a sigh.”How could | do otherwise?
| know the dangers that are still in this world for him.
And | believe Dumbledore when he says the Dark Lord
will be back. Potter defeated him once; we'll need him
to grow up and do it again.”

<= (=2

“He was really there.” Remus’ voice was a whisper in the
darkness. Severus tightened his arms around him.

“Yes. | should have seen it sooner. | knew Quirrell was
after the Stone, but | hadn't any idea why. And what
Potter describes...he knew when Potter lied. He could
always do that.”

“You could lie to him,” Remus said. His nose pressed
against Severus’ shoulder.

“You saw how long it took me to learn that,” Severus
pointed out. “I've been telling Dumbledore that we
need to start Potter on Occlumency.He’s not disciplined
enough at this age, he can't even hide how much he
bloody hates me.He'll have to do better than that if he’s
to face down the Dark Lord again.”

“What does the Headmaster say?”

Severus sighed.”He just shrugs and smiles that annoy-
ing twinkly smile of his. It makes me want to hex it off
his face.”

Remus let out a laugh that turned into a sigh.”We'll have
to convince him, somehow.”

Severus pulled Remus close and kissed him again. He
couldn't help but feel this was the beginning of the next
decline.The Dark Lord and Potter had faced off now,and
the Dark Lord would have Potter’s measure. He would
know the biggest obstacle right now was his inability to
touch the boy. Good on you, Lily, Severus thought, ad-
miring her even more. She knew what she was doing
when she chose to die for her son.

Remus stroked a hand down Severus’bare chest. A flash
of white told Severus his lover was smiling.”l love you,
Severus. If anyone can convince him, it’s you.”

Severus gave a bitter laugh, but his response was inter-
rupted by the tapping of an owl at the window.

“That's odd,” Remus said.”"What a funny time for anyone
to be writing.”
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“Perhaps it's international post.” Severus sat up and dis-
entangled himself from Remus. He got out of bed and
padded across to open the window. An owl swooped in
and landed on his shoulder, offering a leg.

“Lumos.” Severus inspected the address and frowned.
“It's for you. It looks like your dad’s handwriting.”

“Really?” Remus sat up and reached for the letter. He
read it, and even in the dim light Severus saw him go
pale.He gripped the parchment more tightly, making it
crinkle, and read it again.

“Remus?” Severus asked softly.

“My mum. My mum’s been killed.” Remus choked on
the words. He clenched his teeth and looked away,
obviously fighting tears.“She—it was raining hard, the
motorway was slick...”

Severus closed his eyes for a moment, then put his arms
around Remus.He'd liked Maggie Lupin; she was always
sending him biscuits made with dark chocolate chips
because she knew he liked them.

Remus shuddered and hunched into Severus’ em-
brace.”"How can—It just can't be possible! It—I saw her
yesterday!”

Severus swallowed hard. He remembered thinking the
same things when his father died. It had been nearly
seven years since Tobias died, and Severus still missed
him.He tightened his arms around Remus.

“Her birthday is in a few weeks. | can't...” Remus shud-
dered again and let out a quiet sob that broke Severus’
heart.“Mum...Mum...”

Severus held Remus close to his chest, trying to make
his arms as tight around Remus as possible. His chest
felt tight, his throat ached.

Remus finally let go and sobbed against Severus’ shirt,
his body shaking and shuddering, his fingers grasping
impotently at Severus’ skin.

Severus just closed his eyes and absorbed Remus’ grief.

= (===~

“I'll owl you as soon as | get settled in,” Remus promised.
“It'll only be for a few weeks, until Dad’s feeling better.”

“Yeah.” Severus kept his hands shoved in his trouser
pockets, watching Remus and wishing it didn't hurt to
swallow.
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“lt was just so unexpected,you know?”"Remus’eyes were
bright. Severus hoped he wasn't going to cry again. He
was used to Remus’ emotions, but he was tired of the
crying. He nodded.

“And | can Floo back to see you.”

Severus let out a short, huffy sigh. “Right, | know you
don’t want to go any more than | want you to go. But
you've made your decision, so will you just bloody get
out of here and stop prolonging the agony?”

A hurt look crossed Remus’ face, but Severus didn't care
anymore. He'd been listening to these same justifica-
tions for the past week, and he was tired of it. It wasn't
as if he didn't understand. He hadn’t actually moved
in with his mother after his father’s death, but he had
certainly visited her more often.

“Right.Well.” Remus shuffled his feet, then leaned up to
kiss Severus.”l love you,” he said quietly.

“Love you, too,” Severus said, hoping it sounded as
genuine as he meant it.

Remus Apparated, and Severus was suddenly left alone
in the cottage. It was the first time in ages that he'd been
here alone. It made it difficult to breathe suddenly.

Severus left the house, locked it and warded it carefully,
and trudged up the long path to the castle.

Dear Severus,

J miss you c]reaclfm”y. Dad sleeps a lot. He goes to
bed aﬁer several glasses of wine every V\iglz\Jr and fwom
what J can tell he s|eeps peacefu”y eV\ou\glx\. But he is
stll in bed when J get up. J’ve been fixing him break-
fas’r and Ieaving it on a tray by his bed, but even so
J've been opening the carpentry slf\op by mysehc fov*
the past week.

J wish J knew what to do. Jt’s like living with a 9|/\os+.
He doesn’t Veac], he doesn’t speak, and he bow‘e|y

eats.,
L ove,

REW\MS
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Remus,

Life here at #oqwarts goes on despite the fact that
I have been in a strop since you left. I don’t Like
rattling Around that cottaqe alone, and coming
back. here only made me feel as though I rattle
around in my suites. We have, as Always, & new
Defence Psrofessor. I had to restrain myself from
punching him on the nose at our first faculty
meeting. It s Gilderoy Lockhart. #e is very blond
and very Mmaying.

Miss you.

Severus

Dear Severus,

Please tel me you arent sericus. Dumbledore hired Gilderey
Lockhart to teach Defence? I know the job is cursed but if
he's that hard up. he could ask me to teach

We're faling behind on the wark. I don't know what to do to
make Dad start getting up earfer. I've been going about this
al the wreng way, I'm sure, but I'm at a loss.

[ miss you.
Love,

Remus

Remus,

I wish I could help you in some way. Would you
rather I tell Dumbledore I need A year’s leave so I
cAn come to ,'Ec(inﬁurg/»? I feel useless.

Have you fargatten that the last Defence
Professor ended up dead? I shouldn't like to think.
af you mkmg thas Pasiticm, thanks to the curse.

Love,

Severus
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Dear Severus,

There's no reason for you to take a year's leave. I am ridicu-
lously grateful for the of fer. of course. but I couldn't allow it:
there’s no reason for you to give up a perfectly goed jeb just
to coms held my hand whis I take care of Dad [Ts horrible
here. He drinks himself to slesp every night., and semetimes he
makes it to bed but semetimes I find him sprawled in his chair
where [ l6f't him the night before. I know he misses Mum.
[ 'miss her, too. But he's making this harder on everyene.

[ miss you.

Remus

Dear Remus,

Logically what you say makes sense. My heart
still urges me to come to you. Fer[mps At the Christ-
mas holiday I'lL come to Edinburgh. #Have you
tried slipping A potion into your father's drinks
N at[»ing [»Mmfml, of course! Tust Samet[u'ng to [uzlf
him remember the good things and forget the bad.

Love,

Severus.

Dear Severus,

['miss you. I semetimes can't remember what it's ke to have
gour arms arcund me. [ want you to come to Ednburgh this
weskend. Christmas is stil two months away.

Love,
Remus

PS ~ Have you fergotten to whom youre taking? I wouldn't
know how to brew o cbtain a potion lke that. Know any geed
brewers?

Dear Remus,

I wish I could come to Edinburgh today. unfortu-
nately I have a cmferanca Tean't mass. I'LL try to
qet out early (the Last session is only “New meth-
ods far clenm’ng your home with poti‘ms"). I Aam
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desperate to remind you how it feels to have my
ATIS ATOUNRG You.

Love,

Severus

Dear Severus,

[ wish you had been able to make the last visit go on a bit
longer. Dad seemed mors ke his old self’ with you there. It was
amost ke he wasn't thinking abeut the accident for a few
hours. Just the fact that he cocked instead of leaving it for
me to do. was a vast improvement.

Thank you, Severus. [ love you.

Remus

Dear Remus,

Iwish T had been able to stay Longer, too. The Christ-
mas holiday starts in another week. Il come then
and spend the week with you. If that's all right.
T miss you.

Severus

Dear Severus,

[T that's al right? Thats mere than al right. I have an
appaintment with you and cur bed af'ter you arrive. My cock
misses You almost as much as my heart doss.

Qops, one of Dads creditars is coming in I need to go.
Love,

Remus

2
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Severus flung out an arm to pull Remus closer—and
felt only empty sheets. He sighed and rolled over.
Remusroseearlyeverymorningtoworklonghoursatthe
carpentry shop.He was worried his father might lose the
house.Severus could understand, but he only had a few
more days to visit before returning to Hogwarts, and he
was beginning to resent the fact that Remus didn’t have
more time for him.
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He grumbled his way through his shower, getting
dressed,and going downstairs.John Lupin was slumped
at the table, his head cradled in his hands. Severus held
in a sigh and wondered if he ought to say something.

He opted instead to shuffle across to pour himself a cup
of tea. He leaned against the counter and stared into
his cup, wondering if Remus’ father were trying to drink
himself to death.

“Morning, Severus,” John said finally. His voice was
gravelly from hard drinking and nightmares.

Severus nodded.”John.”

“He spends too much time working and not enough
with you, eh?” John said, not looking up. “He’'ll learn,
someday, not to take things for granted.”

Like having a roof over your head? Severus thought, but
didn’t say. He just shrugged and sipped at his tea. Too
bitter. He added sugar.

"He’s a good boy. Serious, though.Too responsible.”

“He wants to help you,” Severus said. He tried the tea
again and found it better.

“Oh, aye, he means well.” John rubbed a hand down his
face.”He’s still a bloody fool.”

Severus bridled, but he happened to agree, in this
particular instance. He shrugged and took another sip.
“I'll just go and see what he wants for lunch,” he said.

John muttered something, but fortunately Severus
didn't hear it.

“I've barely seen you the whole time I've been here! |
feel like I'm only here for the bloody sex! And the sex
is fabulous, but what happened to us talking? You're
already gone when | wake up, and aside from meals,
you're chained to the bloody shop!”

Remus didn't look up from the chair he was sanding as
he weathered Severus’ storm. His lack of response sent
a chill through Severus—since when was Remus able to
keep his temper around Severus? Was Severus boring
him?

“I'm trying to keep my dad from losing his business,”
he said, his voice steady.“The only thing | can think to
do is fill the orders myself. I'm sorry if you feel slighted,
Severus.I'm glad to have you here, | truly am.”
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Severus stared at Remus’ bent head. He didn’t sound
glad. He sounded as if he wouldn't be bothered if
Severus left now instead of staying the remaining three
days.”Well, so glad to know I'm inconveniencing you. |
did ask if you wanted me here.”

“And | said yes.” Remus glanced up at him.”Of course |
want you here. | just don’t have a lot of time, that’s all.”

“Time for sex but no words!” Severus retorted, and
immediately his face went hot.He sounded like a bloody

girl.

One of Remus’ eyebrows lifted, but he just looked back
at a snag on the wood.”l apologise for hurting your feel-
ings.”

“Hurting my feelings! What do you think | am, a bloody
girl?”Severus glared at him.”You can’t make your father
live his life, Remus. You can't live it for him. All you're
doing is prolonging the whole ordeal.Tell him he’s cock-
ing up his business and that he needs to start acting
like the man your mum married in the first place! That
ought to straighten him up.”

“Don’t talk about my dad like that,”Remus said.His voice
was still quiet, but there was a definite edge to it.

Severus drew in a breath. So Remus’ dad got more
emotion than Severus did? “It’s only the truth, Remus.
He's turned into a drunken sot, spending all his time
trying to drown his sorrows.Well, sorrows can swim, and
he'll be the one who drowns in the end.”

Remus’'face went pale, then flushed.”He just needs some
time to deal with it and get back on his feet. | told you
this wasn't going to be easy.What he needs are people
who support him, not people who call him names and
say he's ruining his life.”

“I suppose that means you want me to leave, then!”
Severus felt a flash of heat and then cold run through
him after he said those words. He didn't mean it, he
didn’t want to leave! But he'd never been good at tak-
ing back his words. He clenched his fists.

“Fine,” Remus said tightly. “I know this is too hard for
most people.”

“It isn't that it’s too hard!” Severus growled. “It’s that
you're bloody ignoring me, and have been the entire
holiday.”

Remus frowned.”I'm trying to put food on the table.”
“You're trying to avoid the truth.”
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“Fine, maybe | am!” Remus said, his temper finally de-
feating him.”"Maybe | need a break! Maybe | need some
time to myself, to sort out everything that’s happened
in the past two years. Maybe I'm just bloody tired!”

Severus stared at him. “Fine. I'll pack and be gone by
teatime.”

He turned on his heel and stalked out of the shop,aware
that John was no longer sitting at the kitchen table. He
wondered if he'd heard Severus call him a drunken sot.
He decided he couldn’t be arsed to care.

Severus took the steps two at a time and began pull-
ing open drawers and throwing things into his rucksack.
He would leave the two Lupin idiots to their own self-
imposed misery. He took short, quick breaths as he
packed, then gathered up his bags and opened the Floo
to his quarters at Hogwarts.

When he got through to his suite, he dropped his bags
and stared down at his shaking hands.

(=) (=20

Remus swiped viciously at the chair, marring the fin-
ish. He swore and rubbed a hand across his forehead.
He'd got a lot done today, so the floor was littered with
papers and sawdust. He couldn’t believe the way
Severus had taken on, shouting and throwing accusa-
tions. All the same, he felt guilty and miserable over the
fact that Severus had gone. He hadn't really meant for
Severus to think he was unwelcome here.

Remus’ hand slipped and he swore as the rough sand-
paper scraped across the back of his hand. He stopped
working and watched as the blood welled up on his
knuckles.

Why had Severus been so upset? Remus was just trying
to help his father. He didn't have a lot of time to spend
with Severus, but they'd slept in the same bed every
night, and they’d had heated sex several times. True,
they didn't have much time to talk, but just because
Severus was on holiday didn't mean Remus could be.

He sighed and scrubbed a palm over his face, wishing
he'd handled things differently with Severus.

Nothing to be done about it at this point. He threw the
sandpaper down on the chair and began locking up
the shop.The only people who came around these days
were people who had lent money to his father. When
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he'd shut down the till and turned out the lights, he let
himself out and locked the door behind him, then made
his way home.

<= (=—=2x>

“You're looking well,” Remus said. He sipped at his water
and smoothed his hands over his serviette, folding the
white linen crisply.

Severus took a long breath.”So are you,” he lied. Remus
looked ill and tired, and there were more strands of grey
in his hair. Severus wondered if there was something
wrong with the last batch of Wolfsbane Potion he had
sent.

Remus shrugged.”I'm finally starting to get a little more
sleep at night. Dad...well, Aunt Polly’s been staying with
us, the past fortnight. It helps.” He moved his knife a
centimetre to the right, then aligned the spoon next to
it."How are you?”

“I'm fine.” Severus drank some wine and forced him-
self not to look around at all the Muggles surrounding
them.“Mother has moved in with her sister’s family in
Yorkshire. She sold me the house at Spinner’s End.” He
wondered, after he said it, if that was something he
should have discussed with Remus beforehand. Would
Remus be hurt? Would Remus even care?

“Oh...” Remus looked down at the table, then back up at
Severus.”You aren't living in Hogsmeade?”

Severus tried to shrug negligently. He had a feeling it
looked jerky and awkward.”l thought it a better idea to
buy my mother’s house than let it be knocked down for
another factory.I'm still staying in Hogsmeade.”

Remus nodded, his brow wrinkled. “Good, good.” He

looked around the restaurant, then back at Severus.

Severus didn't know what to say, though, so he just
watched Remus.

Fortunately they were interrupted by the arrival of their
food.Remus gave the girl a strained smile. Severus won-
dered if that meant Remus was tired of this conversa-
tion, or tired of him.They ate for some time in silence.

Eventually Severus became aware that Remus had
gone still across from him. He looked up to find Remus
watching him, his eyes full of unguarded sorrow, but his
mouth held in tight lines. Severus stare at him.

“I missed you,” Remus whispered finally.
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Severus swallowed against a sudden tightness in his
throat.”l've missed you, as well.” He looked down at the
plate, hating that he felt awkward with the man he'd
loved for more than a decade.

Remus’ hand entered his limited field of vision, surpris-
ing him when it closed around his own.Severus released
his fork and turned his hand to clutch at Remus!

“I'm sorry,” Remus whispered.

<9—==2)

My dear Remus,

J hope you are well, and your father. Severus tells me you
have been working with your father in his shop. Severus
has been spending a great deal of time brewing at the school
this year. Poppy’s medicinal stores reached an all-time low
this year, after “Harry and his friends defeated the basilisk.
J expect, however, that you already know all this.

J am certain too that you have seen the Daily Prophet with

the story about Sirius. J have been able to learn very little,
but be assured J am attempting to discover how he escaped.

In the meantime, J wonder if you would consider teach-
ing at the school this year. W have an opening for Defence
Against the Dark Arts, and with your past and back-
ground J know you are more than qualified to teach this.

“Chank you, and J look forward to your answer,
MAlbus Dumbledore

Remus gazed down at the parchment in his hand.
Poppy’s provisions weren't the only thing at an all-
time low. He wondered about Severus’ brewing habits
this summer, but he supposed, since they were hardly
seeing each other these days, Severus had to do some-
thing to keep busy.

He frowned. Severus wouldn't like it if he accepted the
Defence post. He had said so in writing last year, and
Remus had no reason to think Severus’ opinion on the
matter had changed.Then again, he had no real proof—
he hadn’t seen Severus since early July.

“God, what a fix. What do | do?” he whispered aloud.
He missed Severus desperately. His father wasn't doing
much better, but he had at least learned to drink slowly
and steadily enough that he could function the entire
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workday. The debt had been paid down to the point
where Remus occasionally treated them to takeaway
from a chip shop instead of cooking at home every day.

In short, there was nothing to keep him from accepting
the position—except his lover.

After the Christmas holiday, Remus and Severus’ rela-
tionship had been reduced to tense Floo calls and short,
carefully-worded letters and a few tense dinners.Remus,
at least, had remained faithful—even to the extent that
he thought only of Severus when he wanked. He had
sent Severus a hand-made wooden box for his birth-
day, and Severus had sent him three books he knew
Remus had been coveting.They didn't go out for either
occasion.

He didn't think Severus would cheat on him.He thought
the root of their problems lay largely in their lack of
communication, as well as Remus’ preoccupation with
his father, and Severus’' growing preoccupation with
keeping Harry safe.

Perfect. This was a chance for Remus to return his fa-
ther’s independence and return to his lover. They could
work together to keep Harry safe, for a change.

What if Severus doesn’t want you anymore? What if
you're too brown and coarse, now that you've been
working with your hands?

“I did that before, and he never cared,” Remus said. His
voice seemed too loud in the empty shop—his father
had gone home early with a headache.

“Right,” he said.”Right.I'll do it.”

He grabbed two pieces of parchment from his father’s
design and billing desk and scribbled out a note of ac-
ceptance for Dumbledore and a note of explanation to
Severus.

I'll be travelling first to London, because | haven't any-
thing really suitable to wear teaching, he remarked in
his next letter to Severus.

[t's been a leng time since I've been to London. The last time
was with you, do You remember? [ was wearing that orange
shirt and you were in black, and wed been drinking. We went
o the bock shep and a tailer’s. You taked me into that tuxedo
that was teo small for me, and then you nearly ripped the
clothes of f me once we got home.
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God, I miss these times, Severust I'm sorry things have becems
so difficutt. I promise, when [ get to Hogwarts. things wil be
better. I work harder at it.

['love you.
Remus

— ~—
<= —>

Severus had been correct. Harry was the spitting image
of his father—except for his mother’s eyes. Remus had
been dozing in the carriage when the children spilled
in,and they were making such an effort not to wake him
that he took pity on them and kept his eyes closed.

It gave him a chance to eavesdrop, though. He listened
as Harry informed his friends that Sirius Black had es-
caped from Azkaban to try to kill him.Remus felt a pang
in his chest when he heard that, but he also felt a pride
he had no right to feel about the fact that Harry didn’t
sound afraid. He did take a bit of offence at the Weasley
boy’s opinion that one good hex would finish him off.
Merlin, did he really look that bad after the full moon?

Remus didn't remember the train ride being so long in
his childhood. Then again, he was still feeling the after-
effects of the full moon last night, and that made every-
thing tedious. He let the train rock him back to sleep,
confident that the Hogwarts Express, at least, was safe.

He awoke to pitch blackness and a bone-chilling cold.
He realised at once that the train wasn’t moving. Fuck.
Severus had mentioned in his last letter that Demen-
tors were patrolling the school grounds now, looking
for Sirius. Wanting to administer the Kiss.

The compartment door slid open, and then Remus
heard two bodies impacting. The children squealed
and chattered nervously. He couldn’t hear what might
be happening outside their carriage, no matter how he
strained.

“Quiet!”he ordered.They obeyed and he held his breath,
listening. A quick spell had flames flickering in the palm
of his hand and he took his first good look around at the
children. “Stay where you are,” he ordered and stood,
intending to look out into the passage.

Before he made it to the door, however, it slid open and
the carriage went even colder; a Dementor lingered in
the doorway. Remus was shocked when Harry crum-
pled to the floor of the carriage. He flicked his wand in a
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furious Patronus Charm. Dementors, as far as he knew,
had no sense of humour, nor any capability to under-
stand sarcasm,but he couldn’tresist.“None of usis hiding
Sirius Black under our cloaks,” he informed the intruder.
“Go.”He could hear the voices starting in the back of his
mind—his mother’s voice, his father saying real wizards
didn't like to take it up the arse and the werewolf curse
must have perverted him, the hissing and popping of
the charred remains of the Potter house in Godric’s
Hollow.

“Is he all right?”the girl, Hermione, was asking.Her voice
was somewhat shrill and anxious. Remus winced.

“He'll be fine,” he promised, leaning down to check
Harry’s pulse and make sure he wasn't fevered. He
suspected it was a reaction to the Dementor—Harry, of
all people, would have the worst memories of probably
anyone on this train.

“Why'd he fall over like that?” Ron demanded. Remus
didn’t look up. “Dementors call up your worst memo-
ries,” he explained. “I imagine Harry can remember
seeing his parents murdered.” Hermione gave him a
sharp look that he felt was unjustified; anyone who read
the Daily Prophet would recognise Harry instantly.

Hermione slapped Harry’s face lightly to bring him
around, which Remus thought was a very Muggle
response; a simple Ennervate would have sufficed. He
listened absently as they tried to explain to Harry that
no one had been screaming; it would be Lily, then, or
perhaps James? He ached with the desire to tell Harry
he had known his parents, to know what exactly Harry
had heard. He resisted, instead offering Harry choco-
late to ease the residuals of the Dementor, then going
to check along the train. He wanted to be certain there
were no other students in need of chocolate.

The rest of the trip to the school was filled with students
whispering and muttering about the Dementors. He
felt for Harry; the entire third year was going to know
he'd fainted, if not the entire school. He simply passed
out chocolate as needed and made his way back to his
carriage.

When he arrived at the school, Hagrid sent him in the
first Thestral-drawn carriage up to the castle, telling
him McGonagall needed to see him.She met him at the
front entrance and handed him a thick sheaf of parch-
ment, leading him up to the third floor to show him
his office.
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“Your rooms will be in an out-of-the-way part of the
dungeons, next to a staircase,” she said. “Dumbledore
wasn't sure it was a good idea, but Severus has missed
you dreadfully the past year,and | eventually won.”

Remus brightened.“Thanks, Pro—erm.” He paused, not
sure what to call her.

She chuckled. “Severus has been doing an admirable
job of calling me Minerva for the past thirteen years—
when he’s not calling me ‘that obsolete bat’ or ‘bloody
Gryffindor'”

Remus laughed.“All right, Minerva.” He looked around
his office—his officel—and smiled.”It's good to be back
here.”

Her gaze softened as she looked back at him. I think
you'll do well here, Remus. You've always had a gift for
explaining things, and | know you have the compassion
to deal with the students. Just make sure you dredge up
some strictness from somewhere, and you'll be all right.”

Remus felt his face heat. He knew she was thinking of
his behaviour as a prefect, and the way he allowed his
friends to get away with cruelty to Severus, in spite of—
or probably, in Sirius’ case, because of—Remus’ friend-
ship with him.

(=) =

Severus had spent the entire Welcoming Feast want-
ing nothing more than to drag Remus to his quarters
for some long-overdue catching up. He had managed
to look appropriately furious when Remus was in-
troduced—couldn't have rumours getting out that
Severus wasn't interested in the Defence position, af-
ter all. He loitered at the Head Table long enough for
Remus to finish speaking with Dumbledore, then tilted
his head in invitation. Remus nodded, a small smile
quirking the corners of his lips, and followed.

7

Severus wondered about that smile. It wasn't Remus
usual expression of happiness. Did that mean he wasn't
as happy to see Severus as Severus was to see him?
Or was it just that Remus was making an attempt at
discretion? He hoped it was the latter. He realised it
probably was, but despite all their years together, the
past year and a half had been so rocky that he was no
longer confident of Remus’ feelings for him. The fact
that Sirius Black was out of prison and on the loose only
made it worse.
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He knew Remus wouldn’t help Black. He knew all
too well how much Remus hated Black. But he still
wondered what would happen when push came to
shove and they were confronted with Black.For Severus
had no illusions—Potter was a meddlesome, trouble-
seeking boy. He would go looking for Black, and some-
one would have to pick up the pieces.

He only hoped the pieces were Black-shaped, and not
Potter-shaped.

They reached Remus’ rooms and Remus spent a
moment keying the wards to himself and Severus, then
he closed the door and turned to face Severus.

The expression on his face immediately wiped away all
of Severus’ doubts.

“God, I've missed you so bloody much,” Remus
whispered, practically pouncing on Severus and hold-
ing him close.”You've lost weight.”

“So have you,” Severus observed, closing his arms
around Remus and breathing in the scent of Remus’
hair.”l imagine we both have things to worry about.”

!

“Just a few things,” Remus admitted. He kissed Severus
neck. “I feel better now. I've been looking forward to
tonight for ages.”

“I could have taken a year’s leave,” Severus said, know-
ing it was a bad idea to bring up an old argument, but
unable to keep his mouth shut. He felt Remus sigh.

“I know,” Remus said. “It just didn’t seem fair for me to
ask you to put your life on hold for me. And | kept think-
ing he would get better.That one day he would wake up
and be my dad again, you know?”Severus tightened his
arms around Remus.

“Yeah, | know.”

“And that never really happened. | mean, when you
visited last autumn, it was better for a while. But the
Christmas holiday was bad again—you know, when he
went shopping for presents, he saw things he wanted
to buy her, he told me that. He gave up shopping and
came home and drank.”

“I remember.” Severus had been there that day. Remus
had come home from working all day in the carpentry
shop, seen his father, and gone back to the shop, his
shoulders tensed.

“I miss him.”
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Severus made a quiet noise and kissed Remus’ hair.”I've
missed you,” he murmured. “What if we both move to
Edinburgh over the summer holidays? We wouldn’t
have to live with him, unless you wanted to, but we
could at least be close.”

Remus nodded.”l love you, Severus.”
Severus smiled faintly.”l love you, too.”

“It's been ages since we had sex.” Remus loosened his
arms slightly and ran one hand down to grope Severus’
arse. Severus made an interested noise and dropped a
few wet kisses on Remus’ neck.

“We definitely need to rectify that situation,” he
murmured.

Remus hummed and groped Severus’ arse again.“You
know what I'd really like?” he said.”I'd like to undress you
and have you fuck me.”He lifted his head to nip Severus’
jaw lightly.

“l believe that can be arranged.” Severus’ voice was
throaty with lust.How had they gone for several months
without sex? It didn't seem like it should be possible.

He pushed Remus gently towards the bed, liking
the way Remus’ fingers were already working at his
buttons. In a matter of moments he felt his robe
flutter to the floor. By the time Remus reached the bed,
his hands were splayed across Severus’ bare chest.

“God, Remus,” Severus muttered, arching into the touch.
Remus laughed softly and flicked his fingers across
Severus' nipples again, his mouth against Severus’ neck.

In very short order they were both naked and horizon-
tal and Severus was tracing his fingers across Remus’
entrance, teasing and preparing. Remus kept groaning
eagerly and finally gasped,“Fuck me, Severus!”in a half-
amused, half-pleading tone.

Severus was more than willing to obey.

=) (—2u>

Remus’ first session with third year Gryffindors was un-
fortunate; Neville Longbottom’s Boggart was Remus’
lover. How could one make Severus less frightening?
Remus had once heard Frank Longbottom complain
about the outrageous way his mother dressed. It wasn't
too much of a stretch to suggest imagining Severus in
Neville’s Gran’s clothes. It was going to be hell getting
Severus to forgive him, though.
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Sure enough, Severus burst into his office before dinner,
glowering.”You!”

d

Remus didn't even try to pretend innocence. “Sev—"
he began, looking apologetic. Severus didn’t let him
continue.

“If you wanted to see me in a dress, couldn’t you have
chosen something sexy?”

“Severus, | honestl—"Remus broke off.“What?”

Severus snickered. “You should have seen your face
when | walked in here. Idiot.” He seized Remus’ shoul-
ders and walked him backwards until he hit the desk.
“I'm rather displeased at how you've ruined my fear-
some image. Perhaps some punishment is in order.”

“Pu—punishment?”Remus’ mouth went dry—but from
lust, not fear. They'd never done anything that might be
referred to as punishment, but it sounded good.

”

“Yes, you've been very naughty.You need to be taught.
Severus rolled up his sleeves, which sent a surge of lust
straight to Remus’ groin.

“Oh, God,” Remus groaned.”Teach me, Severus.”

Severus smirked and flicked his wand. Remus found
himself suddenly naked, his arse pressed against the
wood of his desk.

“I hope you locked the door,” he managed, staring at
Severus’hands, which were stroking his wand.

“Locked the door?” Severus repeated, his tone innocent.
“Whyever for?”

“Severus! Someone might come in!” Remus swal-
lowed as Severus squeezed his wand. God, that looked
positively lewd. He hoped his cock would get that
attention soon.

“Ah, but that's part of the punishment,” Severus purred.
“You humiliated me in front of the whole school.
Perhaps you deserve the same.”

Remus stared at him.”You...Severus, you wouldn't.”

Severus arched a brow.”Wouldn't I?”He flicked his wand
again and Remus gaped in horror as the door creaked
ajar a few inches.

Severus gave a low, rich chuckle and took hold of
Remus’cock.”Admit it, Lupin,”he drawled.”You're turned
on by the possibility of getting caught.Who might walk
in on this? What will they find? Will they see me stroking
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your cock? Will they catch you on your knees sucking
me off? Will they walk in as I'm balls-deep in your arse,
buggering you so hard you're begging for more?” As he
spoke, he began stroking Remus, his dark words making
Remus’hips buck.

God, there was no denying it, Remus was turned on
by this. So help him, it was a thrill to think of someone
coming in and finding them in the throes of passion.He
whimpered.

“Oh, you want it,” Severus murmured.“But I'm not done
punishing you.” He took his hand away and folded his
arms, watching Remus impassively.“Turn around.”

Remus obeyed at once, wondering what his lover had
in mind. Would he take him hard? Would he lick Remus’
arsehole? Would he fuck him with his fingers first?

It was a shock when the first stinging blow fell across his
arse. He cried out in surprise at both the pain and the
unexpected surge of arousal that shot through him.He
heard Severus’low chuckle in his ear.

“You're such a wanton,” Severus said. “You want me
inside you, don't you?” As he spoke, his hand cracked
down on Remus’arse again.

“God yes!” Remus cried, arching his back. Merlin, he
never would have expected this to feel so good.

Another blow, pain followed by fresh-blossoming
arousal.”Oh, Severus, please!” he begged.”Please, please,
fuck me!”

Severus hummed thoughtfully. “I'm not certain you're
ready,” he murmured. “Or that you're sufficiently
apologetic for the unflattering dress.”

“I'am! | am! Nothing lacy or dowdy next time!” Remus
gasped.”Please, Severus!”

His lover laughed aloud at that, but he whispered and
Remus felt the cool slickness inside that went with the
preparation spells.

“How do you want it?” Severus purred.”You want it hard
and fast, don’t you?” There was the rustle of cloth, then
he nudged Remus’arsehole with his cock.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Remus babbled. He would say anything,
at this point, to get Severus to fuck him.

Severus let out a noise of desire and pushed in fast,
not waiting for Remus to adjust. The flash of discom-
fort turned quickly into a throbbing pleasure. Remus
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arched back into Severus, clenching around him.He was
satisfied to hear Severus give a loud gasp.

Severus began thrusting with deep, unrelenting strokes,
one hand coming around to circle Remus’ cock. The
hard edge of the desk was cutting into Remus’ hips and
a wave of distant laughter reminded him that the door
was still open, but Merlin! He'd rarely been so aroused
in his life.

Severus’ rhythm grew stronger and faster. Remus took
him deep, tensing and mewling with pleasure. It felt so
good to have Severus using him like this.

In a matter of minutes he could feel Severus losing
control of his thrusts. Soon his lover let out a long, low
groan, and Remus was flooded with hot come. He cried
out,arching and straining for his own release, but Sever-
us’ hand had stopped moving, and the shallow thrusts
of climax weren't reaching Remus’ sweet spot.

Before he had time to complain, though, Severus had
pulled out of him and was turning Remus around. He
kissed Remus sloppily but fervently,then dropped to his
knees.The next moment his lips were stretched around
Remus’ cock, glistening against the blood-engorged
flesh. Remus groaned at the erotic sight, clutching the
edge of the desk to stay upright.

Severus drew off his cock with a wet, smacking sound,
making Remus whimper and buck his hips again.
Severus’ expression was simultaneously smug and hun-
gry as he gazed up at Remus and took him in his mouth
again.He sucked hard enough to hollow out his cheeks,
making noises of enjoyment.

“Fuck!” Remus gasped, burying fingers in Severus’ hair.
He gripped hard, holding Severus'head still as he bucked
his hips again, fucking Severus’ mouth. He let his eyes
fall half-closed and thrust into Severus’ willing mouth,
liking the way his lips were stretched over his cock.

“Now who's the slut?” Remus demanded breathlessly.

Severus blinked and groaned, his hand flying to
Remus’ hips, pulling him closer. He took Remus deep
and groaned again and that was it—Remus let out a
shout and came, spurting hard inside Severus’ throat.

Severus moaned with enjoyment, sucking and swal-
lowing, massaging Remus’ arse with his hands.When he
finally pulled off, Remus let his knees buckle and he slid
down to join Severus on the floor.

198

“Someone could have heard,” Severus said.
Remus grunted.”Who bloody cares?”

Severus smiled and flicked his wand.The door slammed
shut

B —2) (=

“You gave it to him!”

“Severus, | swear | didn't!” Remus frowned and wished
he knew some way to convince his lover he was telling
the truth.

“Why did you do it? Did you just want to humiliate me
again? Bad enough you put me in a bloody dress in
front of your fucking Gryffindors. You didn't have to lie
to me and make me look like an idiot in front of Potter
and his little friends!”

“Severus—"
“You know that parchment he has!”

Remus was fairly certain Severus didn't realise exactly
what it was, but he still felt bad. He had made a serious
error in judgement when he took Harry’s side in the
confrontation over the Marauder's Map. He hadn't
thought Severus would understand. Unfortunately
Severus understood all too well that Remus was lying
to him,and the map itself had made very obvious that it
was a relic from their past.

He sighed.”It's a map.”
“A map.” Severus stared at him.

“An enchanted map of the castle. We made it when we
were at school. It's how we sneaked around so much
without getting into trouble. It shows where everyone
is in the school.”

Severus stared at him. “You knew he had this?” His
voice had dropped into the quiet almost-whisper that
indicated a high level of rage.

“I didn't!” Remus hastened to assure him.”l had no idea
until you called me down to your office.| confiscated it.
It will be far more useful as a tool to find Black than as a
toy for Harry to sneak about.”

”

“I'm glad you have such a mature attitude about it,
Severus retorted.

Remus sighed. “I don't know what to say, Severus. |
apologise for acting as if | had no idea what it was...."He
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paused.”l wanted too badly for Harry to like me.l should
have had more courage.”

Severus snorted.”l should say. Afraid of what a little boy
will think of you.”

”

“You know how quick teenagers are to reach a verdict,
Remus said. “But | am sorry. | know | shouldn't have
helped him lie to you.”

“He’ll be lucky if | don’t put him into detention. | ought
to put you both into detention.”

Remus frowned. “I truly am sorry, Severus. How can |
make this up to you?”

Severus cocked an eyebrow and smirked. “I'll have to
give that some thought.I'll get back to you.”

“I am watching for Black, you know,” Remus said. “I'm
trying to help you keep Harry safe.”

“Wonderful,” Severus retorted. “Of course, my main
concern is keeping you safe.Your job is cursed, you dolt.
I'm far more concerned about you than Potter.”

Remus couldn’t suppress the flash of warmth that sent
through him.“l do love you, Severus. | know | let you
down a lot, but | love you rather desperately.”

Severus sighed and put his arms around Remus. “You
still owe me,” he reminded him, and kissed his ear.

Remus gasped, pleased at Severus’ lips. “Just let me
know when you want to collect.”

“Perhaps I'll collect in instalments,” Severus said,
nibbling lightly.”Tonight will be the first.”

Remus smiled and pulled Severus in for a kiss.

<= (=—=2u>

Severus heard the door to Remus’ quarters open and
then close again quietly, but he didn't lift his head from
where it rested in his hands. It felt as if a band were
constricting about his head, tightening slowly but in-
exorably. He closed his eyes and winced at the pain in
his eye sockets.

Soft footsteps crossed the room, then gentle hands fell
lightly onto his shoulders. Remus’ fingers were strong,
massaging some of the tension and anxiety away.
Severus sighed

“Iwish | could help you,” Remus murmured.”You always
seem so..angry.”
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“I am angry, Remus,” Severus countered, his voice low,
but with an edge to it.“That’s who | am here. Who I've
always been. Now in particular | cannot change the
persona | have used for the past ten years. You of all
people ought to know that.”

Remus sighed, too, and smoothed his hands down
Severus’ shoulders, trying to push them down from the
way he’'d hunched them automatically.”l know, Severus.
I know.”

“God.I'm so bloody tired.”

Remus leaned down and pressed a kiss to his cheek.
“Let’s go to bed, then.D’'you remember how we used to
stay up talking?”

Severus wished he could laugh and agree the way he
knew Remus wanted him to. Instead he just shrugged
and rubbed at his forehead. “If you want to really be
helpful, why don't you fetch me a headache potion?”
he asked. His voice came out sharper than he had
intended.

Remus drew away, and Severus could feel the sting
of hurt, before Remus covered it. “Of course,” Remus
murmured, his voice calm and well-moderated. He be-
gan walking away, which somehow infuriated Severus.

“Of course?” he mimicked. “Of course? Merlin, Remus,
why can’t you for one moment stand up for yourself?”

Remus turned at that, his expression surprised. “Stand
up for myself?”

“Say what you're really thinking for once! Tell me to naff
off! Something!”

Remus raised an eyebrow. “What would be accom-
plished by my telling you to naff off when you need a
headache potion?”

“So bloody rational!” Severus snapped. “Are all were-
wolves like that?”

Remus’ brows drew together.”You can cut that right out,
Severus,” he said, his voice tight,and he got a headache
potion out of a cabinet. He stalked over and plunked it
down on the table in front of Severus.”There’s no call for
you to take it out on me.I'm on your side, if you'll recall.”

Severus just snorted and drank the potion, then set the
empty bottle carefully on the table again.”I'm going to
bed,” he announced, and stood.
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Remus was silent for a moment, but as Severus reached
the doorway to the bedroom, he said,“Sleep well.”

Severus' pride wouldn't let him turn, but his stride fal-
tered fora moment.He hadn't meant for Remus to leave,
but...Well, he didn’t want Remus here if he was going to
be a prat about it, anyway. He dropped onto the bed
fully clothed, then pulled the blanket over his head and
tried to pretend he wasn't miserable.

(=) =

Black’s continued efforts to get at Potter were driving
Severus mad. Several times he had to talk Remus out
of going in search of Black. Remus reasoned that he
would be the best person to find Black, but Severus
reasoned that Black would be the likeliest person to kill
Remus,and Remus’death was the most important thing
Severus wanted to avoid.

The Christmas holidays went by too quickly, marred by
the occurrence of the full moon in the middle. Severus
kept Remus in bed the day after the full moon, though
Remus had very little reason to complain. Over the
holiday they were able to spend several hours talking,
and Severus felt fairly confident that their relationship
had been repaired. Remus loved him, Remus was com-
mitted to him, and Severus felt the same way. How had
it been so easy to forget that?

Everything changed the night Remus forgot to take his
potion.

Severus found Remus’ office empty—the Marauder’s
Map spread open and on display across Remus’ desk.
He saw that Lupin and Potter were in the Shack with
Black, and that was all he needed. Full of anger and hurt
and hating his lover, Severus dashed to the Shack and
confronted them. No matter what Remus said, Severus
had seen him throw his arms around Sirius, welcoming
him back.The bottom dropped out of his stomach then,
and he felt hollow the rest of the night, as he woke and
found the children and Black all passed out.He heard his
lover howling in the forest. He didn’t think Remus would
attack him, but he wasn't sure he would be able to pro-
tect the others if Remus turned on them. He hurried
back to the castle, his heart jumping wildly in his chest.

He thought his outburst with the Minister ought to be
overlooked—he was distraught with worry over his
lover and furious that Potter had nearly got himself
killed yet again.
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It was his words to Draco Malfoy that were inexcusable.

“Professor? What's wrong? Why is the castle so noisy?”
Draco looked almost innocent and pleasant with his fair
hair tousled and his pyjama top buttoned crookedly.

“It's just the bloody werewolf again,” Severus snarled.
Dear God, had he just said that?

Draco’s eyes got big.”Werewolf?”

“Oh, didn’t you know?” Severus gave Draco a pitying
look. “What a shame that Mudblood Granger was the
only one to figure it out.”

“Sir?” Draco looked nervous. Good. He should be
nervous.

“The full moons? His illnesses? The bloody essay |
assigned all the third years to write?” Severus wasn't
shouting, but he might as well have been, considering
Draco’s flinch.The words poured from his lips as if some-
thing were drawing them out.”Lupin! Lupin is a bloody
werewolf!”

Oh my God.Oh my God.Oh GodohGodohGod...Severus
stared at Draco, feeling his gut twisting as the words fell
together and Draco’s expression went from confused to
terrified to horrified to disgusted. Oh God, did | really
just say that?

“Lupin’s a werewolf?” Draco crowed.”Wait until | tell my
father! There will be so many letters to the Headmaster
that he'll have to bloody fire him. Filthy creature.”

Severus wondered if death were truly the next great
adventure.Remus was going to kill him.

Draco’s face lit up.“Wait until | tell the others!”
Severus went to bed.

By the time they went to breakfast, the news was all
over the school. Remus hadn’t shown up for the meal.
Severus didn't know if it was because he was so badly
hurt, or merely from discretion. Eventually he couldn’t
put off the encounter any longer. He went to Remus’
office.

Remus was packing. Severus stood awkwardly in the
doorway and watched for a moment before knocking.
Remus looked up, his expression unfriendly.

“Come to finish the job?” he asked.

That hurt.”l—I came to apologise.”
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Remus snorted.”Right.”

“I couldn’t seem to stop myself.| was so bloody angry at
you...the words just sort of spilled out.”

“Draco Malfoy!” Remus spat. “You told Draco Bloody
Malfoy! Of all the people, Severus.” He threw several
more shirts into his trunk.

“I'm sorry,” Severus whispered, agonised.”l didn't mean
to. | really didn’t” He hesitated. “Are—how was last
night?”

Remus barked with laughter. “Always working, the
consummate potions master.” He turned his back on
Severus.

“I didn't even want you to take this job!” Severus retort-
ed.”We both knew about the curse! With Black hunting
you and the curse working against you, what did you
think would happen?”

“I thought my lover would be supportive of me and
not bloody out me as a werewolf to the entire sodding
school!”

Severus glared at the desk.

“I've already handed in my resignation to Dumbledore.
He didn't like it, but | also notice he didn't argue.”

“He knows how bloody stubborn you are!” Severus
snapped.

”

“Yes, which is why he’s given me another assignment,
Remus said.”I’'m going. Send my cases to the cottage.”

“You—what?”
“I'm going,” Remus repeated.”"Goodbye, Severus.”

Severus stared in shock as Remus pushed past him and
walked out the door. Those words had never sounded
so final.

<3—D).
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Remus was tired. So God damned tired. He was muddy,
scratched, achy, and walked with a limp. He was still
healing from a broken wrist at the last full moon,and he
was out of money.

But he was home.

At least, he hoped it was still home for him. He had
spent the three-day trek back home telling himself that
Severus might even be staying there for the Christ-
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mas holiday. He hoped so; he had no desire to look for
him at the school, where he might see Dumbledore.
Dumbledore would be warm and understanding
about Remus’ failure to track down Pettigrew. Remus
wasn't sure he could handle the Headmaster’s gracious
reaction just now.

He undid the wards and went inside the cottage. The
scents of brewing and cooking reached him instantly.
Severus was home, thank God.

A moment later Severus appeared, a wooden spoon
in one hand and his wand in the other. He was wear-
ing trousers and a shirt that looked suspiciously like it
belonged to Remus.When he saw Remus, he froze.

“Severus.” Remus stared at him, drinking in his features.
It had been over six months, and that was too long. He
vowed he would never be separated from Severus for
so long again.

“l got your letters,” Severus said. His gaze was guarded.
It sent a pang through Remus to know that Severus was
afraid Remus would hurt him.

MI

“Good,” he said stupidly. After a moment he added,
would have written more often, but | didn’t always have
money for parchment or post.| missed you.”

“Did you?”
“Yes. Dreadfully.” Remus swallowed.

“I missed you, too.” Severus glanced at his wand. “I'm
sorry | told everyone.”

Remus shrugged. “We both knew the position was
cursed. It could have been worse. | could’'ve been
killed.”

“I'm surprised Moody hasn’t been,” Severus muttered.

“Bloody paranoid Auror. | swear if he goes through my
office one more time..."

“Moody? Mad-Eye is teaching Defence this year?”

“Yeah. First lesson he did was showing everyone the
Unforgivables. I'm told Potter resisted Imperius fairly
well, though of course Albus still won't let me teach the
little blighter Occlumency.”

“l don't understand why Dumbledore won't listen to
you,” Remus said.

Severus waved a hand.“He says he has his reasons. It
frustrates the bloody fuck out of me, but | trust him.”
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Remus wondered why they were having this inane
conversation. Perhaps it was easier than all the apolo-
gies and promises that needed to be spoken. His
stomach rumbled.

“Have you eaten?”

“Not yet.” Remus didn't think there was any reason to
tell him he hadn’t eaten in nearly two days.

“Come have supper.It's shepherd’s pie.” Severus started
to turn.

Remus dropped his bag and lunged forwards, wrapping
his arms around Severus.”l love you so much,”he gasped.
His eyes were stinging.”l missed you. | kept thinking of
how we parted, how | left.| hated myself.”

Severus made a strangled noise and reached awkwardly
back to touch Remus’hip; Remus had pinned both of his
arms to his sides.”l hated myself for driving you away,”
he murmured.”l knew it was my fault.”

“It wasn't. It was the curse, and | even knew it, | just
couldn’t admit it.I'm so sorry, Severus.”

Severus sighed and twisted around. He got his arms
around Remus and pulled him close. “I'm sorry, too,
Remus.”

“Take me to bed,” Remus whispered.
Severus just nodded.

<3—2%)
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Remus spent the rest of Harry's fourth year doing
research for Dumbledore. He spent several days at Ox-
ford and Cambridge, reading up on certain superstitions
and customs. He went to Edinburgh to check on his
father,who seemed to be doing much better.Remus was
certain his father would never look at another woman
the way he'd looked at Maggie, but he wasn't drinking
himself into unconsciousness every night.

Sirius owled him occasionally, keeping him updated on
Harry. Remus compared what Sirius told him to what
Severus told him and split the difference to surmise the
truth. Rita Skeeter seemed to be treating Harry rather
badly, but the boy was handling the Tri-Wizard Tourna-
ment well. Remus was proud of the third-hand account
he got of the Second Task; he was the one who had
taught Harry how to deal with grindylows, after all.

Severus got him a seat at the Third Task. Remus helped
a bit with crowd control when it became clear that the
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Diggory boy was dead.Then Moody and Harry vanished,
and Severus seized Remus’ shoulders.

“Go home,” he ordered. When Remus began to protest,
he added quietly,“Please. Remus, | need to know you're
safe.”

Remus looked at him for a long moment, then nodded.

Sirius arrived at the cottage later that evening, saying he
was meant to lie low for a while. Remus owled Severus,
but got no response.

That was when he knew that the war had begun again
in earnest.

B —2) (=

“He told me to come to you here,” Sirius explained. He
was sprawled over the table, his legs splayed out in two
different directions.His hair was unkempt, he was down
to skin and bones, and he obviously hadn’t shaved in
several days. And if the way he was gnawing at the left-
over chicken was anything to judge by, he hadn't eaten
in perhaps as many days.

“How is Harry taking it?” Remus asked. More than any-
thing he wanted to know how Severus was, but he
couldn’t think of a way to ask. He hadn't, in the past
year’s exchange of letters, managed to think of a way
to tell Sirius that he was gay, let alone that he was with
Severus.

“Harry’s a real trooper,” Sirius said, licking his fingers and
looking proud. Remus held in a snort. As if Sirius had
anything to do with that. Severus had had more to do
with Harry than Sirius had.”He spent some time telling
Albus everything that had happened, and then | was
in hospital with him for a while. Until Fudge threw his
hysterics and Dumbledore sent me here to you.”

“Did he have any messages for me?”Remus asked.

“Dumbledore? No.” Sirius’ expression said clearly that
he couldn’t imagine why Dumbledore would have any
messages for Remus. “He just told me Snape’s part of
our team this time around, and told me to round up the
old crowd.”He snorted.

“Severus was part of our team the last time around, too,”
Remus said. “It’s just that most people didn’t know it
because it would be something of a danger to him, if
we'd all known.”
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Sirius snorted again. “Whatever, mate. Anyway, if |
can kip on the sofa here for a while, that'd be much
appreciated.”

Remus thought of Severus, due to come home from the
school term in a few days, and sighed. “Of course,” he
said. He'd just have to ask Severuss to go to the house
at Spinner’s End for a while. Or you could just tell Sirius,
you sodding twat, said Severus’voice in his head.Remus
smiled faintly. That was exactly what his lover might say.

“Thanks.You're ace, Moony.”

Remus turned away so Sirius wouldn't see his bitter
smile. It wasn’t that Remus didn’t welcome him, exactly.
It was more that Remus'’ life was just settling back into
something approaching normal again,and having Sirius
here was going to make it that much more complicated.
He didn’t believe Sirius could have changed that much
during those years in Azkaban.

When Remus was spreading a blanket on the sofa for
Sirius, he realised he'd left a picture of him and Sever-
us on the coffee table. They weren't doing anything
incriminating, just sitting together in the staff room at
Hogwarts, but it would be enough to make Sirius ask
questions. He palmed the picture and slipped it into his
trouser pocket.

Sirius came back from the toilet and Remus was
surprised to see that his pyjamas hung off Sirius’ frame.
It was incongruous; Sirius had always been the bigger
of them.

“You're sure you don't mind? Having me here,I mean.I'm
not interrupting your private life?” Sirius’ voice sounded
odd.

Remus shrugged. “What could you possibly be inter-
rupting?” he said, which wasn't an answer at all.

Sirius’ only reply was an answering shrug.

(RN P
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Remus woke much later in the night to the sound
of raised voices. He sat up in bed, trying to think why
someone would be yelling in his house.

“What the devil are you doing here?” Severus’ voice was
tight with fury, and Remus thought he could hear a
certain amount of desperation in it.
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“Why the fuck are you creeping about Remus’ house?”
Sirius demanded, and there was only pure hostility
there.

Remus jumped out of bed, clutching his wand, and ran
out of the bedroom.

“I'm here on Order business,” Severus retorted, “and
nothing that concerns you. | have information for
Remus, not some washed up has-been of a criminal.”

Sirius snarled and raised his wand, but Remus, with an
exasperated sigh, hurried out to stand between them.
“What is going on?” he asked, knowing he sounded
cranky but unable to care.”Your shouting could wake
the dead.”

“Snape here says he needs to see you,” Sirius snarled.
“He came sneaking in, got through your wards some-
how—you can't fucking trust him, Moony!”

“l confess, | wasn't expecting to see another man sleep-
inginyourhouse,Lupin,”Severus said smoothly, his tone
arch.”Perhaps | ought to leave you two your privacy.”

“Fuck you, Snapel!” Sirius retorted.

“Shut it, Sirius,” Remus said, glaring at his old friend.
“Come back to the bedroom, Severus. | don’t want to
disturb Sirius’sleep.”

Sirius made a sceptical noise behind them, but Remus
ignored it. He led the way back to his bedroom, waited
for Severus to follow him in, then placed an Imperturb-
able Spell on it. The moment they were in private, he
spun and seized Severus in his arms.

“Are you all right?” he demanded, pulling Severus
against him.

“l am...in better shape than most of my compatriots.”
Severus allowed himself to lean slightly against Remus’
frame, resting his cheek on Remus’ head.

“I've been so bloody worried,” Remus admitted. He lift-
ed his head to kiss Severus, his lips gentle but searching.
“What happened?”

“l can’t really tell you much, Remus. Not until the
Headmaster decides what to do.”

llI

know.” Remus squeezed lightly. “Tell me what
you can.”

Severus pressed his forehead to Remus’ shoulder.”You
know I'm going back.”
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Remus sighed, but nodded. It didn’t make either of them
happy, but it was no great surprise. Severus had been
watching the Mark grew clearer all year.

“He was displeased at my lateness, but when | explained
that | have maintained Dumbledore’s trust all these
years, he praised me.| have earned a place of honour at
his side.” Severus’ voice was bitter.

Remus drew Severus towards the bed.”So he trusts you,
that’s good.”

Severus shook his head, though he sank down onto
the bed with Remus. They lay together, arms wrapped
tightly around each other, fully clothed.

“Karkaroff has fled.l imagine he will be dead soon. Mad-
Eye Moody has never been the Defence Professor. It was
Barty Crouch, posing as Moody.”

“Crouch? What, the Ministry bloke who—" Remus was
rubbing his hand absently along Severus’back,as much
to comfort himself as to impart comfort.

“No, not him, his son.The Death Eater.”
“Merlin! | thought he was dead.”

“We all did.” Severus sighed.”He was mad, utterly mad.
But he was able to trap Potter and take him to the Dark
Lord.”He closed his eyes.”l am so tired, Remus.”

“Rest here, Severus. Stay here, where you're safe,
tonight.”It was foolish, perhaps, with Sirius in the house,
but Remus needed to hold Severus, needed to be what-
ever small comfort he could. Severus could Apparate
out later in the morning, before Sirius woke.

Severus nodded.

<) (=

Remus had left most of his possessions at the cottage
in Hogsmeade when he moved to Number Twelve
Grimmauld Place with Sirius and the Weasleys. Dumb-
ledore had explained that he would leave Harry with
the Dursleys only as long as necessary and then send
out a group of Order members to retrieve him. In the
meantime, letters to Harry were to have as little detail in
them as possible.

The news that Harry had been forced to fight off two
Dementors in Privet Drive was alarming. Severus
and Dumbledore had an argument that night, some-
thing about teaching Potter Occlumency. They were
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ensconced in the Headquarters Library, but from what
Remus overheard, Severus won that argument, at least
nominally. He was finally to be allowed to teach Harry.

“Not until after Christmas,” Dumbledore said.”We should
give him one last semester of normalcy.”

Remus shook his head and spent the next two hours
calming Severus down in his rooms on the third floor.
Sex that night was rough and fast.

By e—2) ==

Sirius was bitter about being back in his old home.
When the Advance Guard finally did go to bring Harry
home, he wasn't allowed to join them, which made him
even angrier.The Order members had been working on
cleaning up the house, but it was slow going, and Sirius
resented having to do so. Once the adults caught on
to the fact that Fred and George were inventing things
with some of the Dark items they found in the house,
Remus caught Sirius giving them tips.”From a Marauder
to the next generation,” Sirius murmured, with a furtive
grin.

With Dumbledore’s encouragement, Remus had got in
contact with some of the werewolves of Fenrir Grey-
back’s pack.Severus wasn't happy about it, but he knew
Remus was uniquely suited to the job.”We'll need a spy
among the werewolves soon,” Dumbledore told them.
They were in a private meeting, just the three of them,
after everyone else had gone to sleep.

“Remus is too openly allied with you,” Severus said.”He’ll
never pass as a lone wolf.”

“I've been careful not to appear too happy with
Dumbledore since the scandal,” Remus told him. “It
seemed prudent to distance myself. | didn’t want to
bring the Order down along with me.”

Severus shook his head, but it was obvious from his
expression that he admired the forethought.

<=0 =«

“He’'s mad! He's a danger to everyone in this house!”
Severus was pacing Remus’ room at Grimmauld Place,
waving his arms and scowling. Remus was leaning
against the wall, arms folded across his chest, hoping
his Imperturbable Spell would hold.

“What happened, Severus?”



“What do you think? That rabid dog of a friend of yours
dared to question my authority in front of his precious
godson! Bad enough that the boy is insubordinate and
rude to a professor, Black has to go and bloody make
it worse!”

Remus sighed. Some days he wanted to punch Sirius.
“What happened, Severus?” he repeated.

Severus glared at him, then spun and stalked off to look
out the window.”l came to tell Potter about Occlumency
lessons—Dumbledore has finally agreed to begin them,
now that the Dark Lord is aware of Potter’s weakness.
A fine time to begin!” he added scornfully.“When Black
got wind of it, he insisted on being there when | told
Potter. First he twitted me about this being his house,
then he twitted me about Lucius Bloody Malfoy!”

Remus sighed.”l can’t believe you didn’t have anything
to say back to him.”

“As if he cared about being called a coward,” Severus
scoffed. “It bounced off his thick skull and had no
effect.” He snorted and turned to face Remus, mirror-
ing his stance. “Bloody imbecile. He'll get himself cap-
tured, and then Potter will go into hysterics.We'll end up
getting ourselves killed trying to rescue a fucking dog
from the Dark Lord.”

“Severus,” Remus said, his tone disapproving. He didn’t
dare say anything more, though; he'd spent so many
years not defending Severus that he felt no right to
defend Sirius, now their positions were reversed.

“Tosser,”Severus said.He flung himself down on the bed
with a snort.“Come let me fuck you. I'm in no mood to
charm you tonight.”

Remus wasn't really in the mood for fucking tonight, but
he didn't feel like having an argument.He began unbut-
toning his shirt.”You said Arthur’s home safely?”

“He got home just before | came upstairs,” Severus
said, his voice a bit calmer.”l suppose it's a good thing
he arrived when he did. Dumbledore would've been
displeased if I'd hexed Black.”

Remus frowned. “What, you don't think | would have
been displeased if you'd hexed him?”

llI

“What does that matter?” Severus waved a hand.
frankly don’t care what you think about Black. Your little
friendship with him is the least of my concerns.”
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“What's that supposed to mean?”Remus said, letting his
hands fall to his sides. His shirt hung open, letting a draft
blow across his chest. “Look, | don't let him say nasty
things about you, Severus! Why can’t you just keep your
feelings about him to yourself?”

“Because he’s a bloody menace!” Severus shouted. He
sat up, his expression clouding over again. “Always
bloody defending him, aren’t you? ‘Sirius is depressed!
‘Sirius isnt used to inactivity'—he ought to be, after
thirteen bloody years in Azkaban. Bugger Sirius Black!
I'm sick and tired of having to put up with him in order
to see you!”

Remus had been growing angrier the longer Severus
spoke, but something about the last sentence brought
him back to his senses.

“Look, you don't have to,” he offered.”l mean, I'll come
up to the castle.”

“And have Black crowing that he'd finally run me off? |
think not.” Severus snorted.”I'll come here as often as |
like.This is still Order Headquarters, after all. And | am a
member of the Order,am | not?”

Remus sighed. “I don’t know why you have to make
everything so difficult.”

“Because life is difficult.” Severus frowned at him again,
but the heat had gone out of it.“Come here, Remus,” he
said, his voice taking on a petulant tone that was the
closest he would get to asking, tonight.

Remus went.

(—
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Sirius expelled a heavy sigh.“Will you quit your bloody
pacing and sit the fuck down?”

Remus turned and glared, jealous of the way Sirius was
able to sit almost still in his chair, a book propped on
his crossed leg.“Will you just keep your nose out of it?”
he retorted, though the school-boy insults had grown
tiring. Sirius was his age, but mentally,emotionally, there
were times he seemed no older than twenty. It brought
out the worst in Remus.

“l don't see what you're so overwrought about, anyway.
It's just the bloody Death Eaters terrorising Muggles
and half-bloods. Nothing to do with you.”

“Nothing to—" Remus broke off. “Look, you idiot,
Severus is out there! This charade grows more danger-
ous for him as time passes—"
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“So concerned for poor Snivelly,”Sirius remarked.”l don’t
know why you care about him so much.”

“Because | love him!” Remus retorted, too angry to care
that he'd just blurted it out. “Because | have done for
fifteen years, and he puts himself in danger every time
he does this! Because I'm afraid someday he won’t come
back!”

The room suddenly seemed as if it had no air. Remus
sucked in a breath.

“You love him?”Sirius was staring at him.”What the fuck,
Moony.” He shook his head.“A whole fucking year later
you finally grow the stones to tell me. Congratulations,
d'you want a prize?”

“What?”Remus blinked, suddenly confused.

“D'you think I'm stupid?” Sirius demanded. “Did you
think | wouldn’t notice the picture of you two together?
Or the way your closet has black swoopy robes in it? Or
the fact there’s two toothbrushes in your loo? God!”

“I didn't—"

“What about the way you pushed me aside thefirst night
| came to you for help, pushed me away and let Snape
into your bedroom? Did you think | honestly believed
that was about Order business? That was about fucking
each other to make sure he was still on our side!”

“What?” Remus stared with growing anger at Sirius.”My
relationship with Severus has nothing to do with assur-
ing his loyalties! | love him! He's the only person in this
world | couldn’t do without! The only one, Sirius, because
you haven't been around for the last fifteen years!”

“I'was in prison, you fucking idiot!”

“You bloody got yourself thrown in Azkaban!If you'd just
trusted me enough to tell me you'd bloody switched,
none of that would've happened!”

“Didn’t do much to try to keep me out, did you?”

“You fucking murdered the Potters! Or as good as,in my
opinion back then.” Remus'’ fists were clenched.

“Yeah, thanks for not even bothering to see if it was
true!”

“You'd already proved you were capable of attempting
murder!” Remus shouted.

A silence fell between them, broken only by Sirius’ bit-
ter chuckles and Remus’angry pants. He felt almost sick
to his stomach—Ilook at them! They'd been such good
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friends in school, and now that Remus knew Sirius was
innocent, they ought to be close again. Instead they
were doing a fine job of dividing themselves without
Voldemort having to lift a finger.

Finally Remus sighed.“I'm sorry,” he began, just as Sir-
ius muttered the same thing. There was a moment of
silence, then Remus nodded and Sirius shrugged.

It would do, to be going on with.

<= C—
Severus flung the door open, expecting it to be the
Headmaster. Instead he found himself staring at his
lover.”What are you doing here?”he demanded in a low
voice.He dragged Remus inside and shut the door.Then
he turned to glower at Remus.

“You already know why I'm here,” Remus said, folding
his arms across his chest.

“Regardless of your persistent ideas to the contrary,| am
not a mind-reader,” Severus snapped.

“Funny, that’s exactly why I'm here,” Remus replied.”You
quit giving Harry Occlumency lessons? Severus, you
spent the better part of five years telling Dumbledore
that the boy needed to learn it! You can't just quit!”

Severus swallowed but turned away as if he were un-
concerned.“The boy has no aptitude.” He went further
inside his quarters, fully expecting Remus to follow.

“No aptitude! That's bollocks! He's brilliant when he
puts his mind to anything! Do | need to tell him again
how important this is? We can get him to apply himself,
Severus.”

“I don't want him applying himself!” Severus burst out.
“l don't want the little bastard anywhere near me!” He
spun and faced Remus. Finally, here was someone to
whom he could vent all of his rage. And conveniently,
here was one of the people who had stood by idly while
Severus was humiliated.

“Did Potter happen to tell you why I've stopped the
lessons? Or did he just pretend he didn’t know, like the
coward that he is? He looked into my Pensieve! The little
sneak-thief felt he was entitled to see what | chose to
keep from him, knowing | didn’t want him to see!”

Remus frowned. “He had the nerve to peer into your
Pensieve? He should serve detention for that, for a good
long time.”



(—

“Yes, well, | can't exactly give the brat detentions, with
Umbridge about, can 1?” Severus glared at Remus.“You
shouldn’t be here, either, you idiot! If she caught a were-
wolf in the castle—and in my quarters—if she found
out I'm queer—Merlin! I'd be out on my arse.”

Remus stepped closer, looking determined. “Don't
change the subject. Sirius and | will speak with Harry.
What he did was wrong. But he needs to be taught!
You've been saying so yourself for years, Severus, don't
let this stop you—"

“He saw the day of our Defence OWL!" Severus shout-
ed.”Do you remember that day, Remus? | sure as fuck
remember it! Your friends turned me upside down in
front of the entire school and stole my pants! And now
that bloody arrogant brat Potter has seen it, too!”

“We were stupid children, and you should know that
seeing that bothered Harry. He hadn't ever believed
you when you told him how horrid James was to you,
you know. He saw that you'd been telling the truth. He
understands better now, Severus.”

“Just what | want, Potter’s pity!” Severus snarled. “Why
don't you get the fuck out, if you're going to take his
side!”

“I'm not taking his side,” Remus protested.”l just don't
want to see this fall apart because he's done something
wrong.You're right, you know you're right, he does need
to be trained in Occlumency. Please give him another
chance, Severus.”

“Sod that,” Severus said, turning and stalking across the
room.

“No, Severus, please!”Remus said.”He needs you!”

Severus whirled and glared at him. “Get out!” he
ordered.”l won't teach him! Dumbledore can teach him
himself—he’s plenty of talent for it.”

Remus frowned, extending a hand, and Severus cut off
his words.

“Out!” He reinforced the order by throwing a teacup he
hadn’t even remembered he was holding.

Remus ducked and hurried out the door.

Severus stared at the wet patch of tea dripping down
the stone wall and suddenly his rage drained out
of him, leaving him empty again. God, what a mess.
Occlumency lessons were ruined, he wasn't joking
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about that. He couldn’t stand to see Potter in class any-
more, let alone think of spending time alone with him.
And now he'd run his lover out of the castle by bloody
throwing things at him.

He went to the drinks cabinet for a tumbler of Firewhis-
key and slumped onto his sofa, staring at the fire.

=0 =<~

Severus knocked hesitantly on the door of Remus’
bedroom at Number Twelve Grimmauld Place. He had
finally been released from Dumbledore’s office ten min-
utes ago, and he'd left the school at once, making the
trek down to the school gates so he could Apparate
here. Dumbledore and Minerva had both assured him
that Remus was uninjured, but he had to see for himself.
And he needed to know if he would be welcome, or if
Black’s death would ruin things somehow.

There was along silence, so long Severus knocked again.
Just as he was about to admit defeat and concede that
Remus didn't want to see him (because it might be
three in the morning, but Remus wouldn’t be asleep, he
knew that), the door creaked open. Severus could see
the flickering light of a fire, but no lamps were lit.

“Severus.” It was a whispered word, but there was a
frightening amount of need and relief commingled in
it. He stepped forward and wrapped his arms around
Remus, pulling him against his chest and burying his
face in greying hair.

“l came as soon as | could get away,” he murmured,
hoping he really was welcome here.

Remus melted against his embrace, his hands twisting
themselves into Severus’ robes.“God, I'm so—I needed
you to come.I'm so glad you did.” He was shaking.

Severus tightened his hold on Remus and guided
him over to the bed.”I've been worried about you,” he
murmured. Remus didn’t resist as Severus lowered him
to the bed, then began working at the buttons of his
shirt. Severus stroked his palms over Remus’ skin, not to
arouse, but to reassure himself. He wanted to take care
of Remus, to help him in any way he could.

“Sirius...” Remus didn't finish that sentence, so Severus
ignored it for the moment. He got Remus’ trousers off
and lifted Remus’ legs into bed, pulling a blanket over
him.Then he undressed himself and climbed in next to
Remus, doing his best to wrap himself around Remus.
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Remus sighed and turned his face to press it against
Severus.His cheeks were wet.”l couldn't remember how
to cry,” he said. His voice was strangely normal.”| kept
thinking | ought to be screaming, | ought to be crying,
and all | could do was stare.”

“It was unexpected,” Severus said.He was worried about
Remus, but he frankly didn't care about Black. He felt
mostly relieved that he was gone. There would be no
more fights about how Black and Severus weren't get-
ting on. He didn't like seeing Remus grieving, but he
himself wouldn’t mourn for Black’s passing.

“You're glad, aren't you?” Remus said after a while.
“I'm never glad to see you hurt,” Severus said truthfully.

Remus, of course, would know how to translate that
correctly. He sighed.”“He could be kind, and clever, and
he was my first friend.”

“He made my life miserable,” Severus said. After a
moment he added softly,”But | know you loved him.”

Remus shifted in his arms. Severus could tell, even in
the dim light, that Remus was peering at him.”Not more
than | love you.” He swallowed audibly. “Thank you for
not coming to the Ministry tonight. Thank you for not
getting yourself killed.”

“I should be saying that to you,” Severus protested.
The thought that it could easily have been Remus to
go through the Veil like that—although Severus knew
Remus didn't have the puffed-up pride or fatal reckless-
ness that Sirius had possessed—made him shudder.

“Will you stay with me tonight?”

“I thought,” Severus said hesitantly, “that you might
come stay at the castle with me. Just for a few
days. Dumbledore—I already cleared it with the
Headmaster.”

Remus was silent for a long time, then he sighed.“Get
out of this prison?” He was silent for another minute.
“That would be good, | think.”

Severus nodded and sat up slowly.”We can Floo to my
quarters.The Ministry isn't watching the Hogwarts Floos
anymore. Dumbledore got that done straight off.”

Remus sat up, too. “Yes, take me back with you.” He
watched Severus, then lifted his head and kissed
Severus clumsily. His lips were warm and wet and hard,
and for a moment Severus wasn't sure if this was really
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what Remus wanted. But then Severus responded and
Remus’ lips softened for him, parted for him,and Remus
let out a quiet moan. Yes, this was what Remus wanted.
Severus pulled Remus onto his lap and kissed him again.
They could always Floo later.

B —2) =

Remus knew the rest of the Order members were sur-
prised (and disapproving, most of them) at how well
he took Sirius’ death, but more than anything he felt a
burning resolution to defeat Voldemort once and for
all. He wanted to destroy those responsible for ruining
his life. His friends had been killed, his lover tainted and
manipulated, and his mentor discredited. He wanted
out. He wanted to end it. He wanted to live his hap-
pily ever after with Severus, and that wasn't going to
happen until Voldemort was destroyed.

He went to the werewolves in August.

He had paved his way by making tentative friendships
with several of the werewolves. He couldn’t say he was
particularly fond of camping out in the woods, but the
werewolf camp was more comfortable than some of
the tenements he'd lived in, and at least the water was
clean.

He had to fight his way up through some of the lower
ranks to be accepted by the pack in general, but a few
bloody noses and black eyes and cracked ribs past Au-
gust, Fenrir decided Lupin was a decent enough bloke,
and worthy to be accepted as a ranking pack member.
From then on, Remus was included in some of the pack
meetings and invited to eat with Fenrir's group at the
campfire every night. He passed along some of the
information to Dumbledore, but most of it he shared
only with Severus, allowing Severus to determine what
should be betrayed and what shouldn't. Severus, after all,
was the experienced spy.Remus was fairly new at this.

All the same, their roles were placing a heavy strain on
their relationship. Severus turned up in the werewolf
camp sometimes, making plans with Greyback, and
Remus didn't like the person he saw. Then again, one
of the times Severus turned up in camp, Remus was
engaged in a lengthy scuffle with one of the other
wolves. He'd had to watch as the other man, who out-
weighed Remus by a good three stone, broke Remus’
wrist and bruised a kidney. Remus had come out the
victor, all the same, and his lips had been wet with the
other man’s blood by the time the fight ended.
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Greyback had asked Severus to give Remus healing and
pain potions, so they'd had a few moments of privacy
in the shack Remus shared with two other single men.
Remus almost wished they hadn't.

“What the fuck was that?” Severus demanded, his voice
a sibilant hiss. He was dabbing ointment on one of
Remus’bloodied knuckles.

“Dominance,” Remus grunted, equally quiet. “It's how
things are done.”

“You looked like a bloody animal.”

“Yes, well, that’s what | am, Snape, so glad you noticed.”
Remus hadn't got over the way Severus smirked and
put his nose in the air and dropped thinly veiled insults
around him when he was playing the Death Eater.

“Sod off,” Severus muttered.”l didn't mean it like that, to
insult you.We're both just—"

“Acting?” Remus snorted. “Except we both know you
think it's dirty here, and you don't like the fleas or the
primitive conditions.”

“That doesn't make me a snob,” Severus objected. “It
makes me someone who wants a little civilisation, that’s
all.”

“We're civilised!”

“Oh,soit’s'we,now, is it?” Severus asked. He lifted a brow
and held out a tiny vial of purple liquid.“Drink it all.”

“There’s no need to give me orders like I'm Greyback or
one of your other lackeys!”

Severus raised an eyebrow, but said nothing.He pointed
his wand at Remus’wrist.”Ferula.” Remus winced slightly
at the tightness, but didn’t protest.

“Leave it on for at least a day,” Severus said, his voice
even more curt than usual. “And here’s another pain
potion for when that one wears off. Mind you don't
anger Greyback, or he'll likely rebreak that for you.” He
stood up, his gaze hooded.

Remus’ eyes widened as he realised Severus was
going to leave it at that. He opened his mouth to pro-
test, but before he could speak, Severus swooped down
and pressed his mouth hard against Remus. A moment
later Severus Disapparated.

<=
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“Oh, Severus, there you are. Dolohov said you'd chosen
to grace us with your presence, but | hadn’t seen you
yet.”

Severus glanced at Rodolphus, who was sprawled
casually in a chair, smoking.”Hardly a pleasure for any of
us, I'm sure,” Severus said, though his tone was dry with
humour, rather than hostile. He didn't care for
Rodolphus, but he was better than Malfoy.

“You say the drollest things, Severus,” said Rabastan,
who walked behind Rodolphus’ chair and draped him-
self over it to steal his brother’s drink.”"One might almost
think you didn’t like us.”

“One might almost be right,” Severus said lightly.He had
found, over the years, that it was extremely enjoyable to
say unpleasant things in a joking sort of fashion. People
never quite knew whether he was joking, but then they
never quite realised he wasn't joking at all.

Narcissa’s face flashed in front of his mind. It was
unfortunate that she had turned into such a damnably
likeable woman, once she was left to think on her own
while her husband rotted in Azkaban for a few months.
It was disgustingly clever of her to have come to him
for help; she knew he was rather fond of Draco, and she
knew he loathed emotional displays.

“Won't you join us at table, Severus?” said Dolohov, who
had already filled his plate.”You so rarely have time for
us these days, what with serving both masters and all.”

Severus looked sharply at him, but Dolohov merely
blinked at him.”l serve Our Lord, Dolohov. Better than
you, with your fumbling attempts and failure to Kkill
a school girl. Blast you, | was looking forward to not
having to teach that Mudblood Granger ever again.” As
he spoke, Severus sat between Dolohov and Nott and
dished himself small portions of food.

“You should have saved the Mudblood for me, Antonin,”
Bellatrix said. She raked her fingernails down his cheek
and went to sit next to her husband. Rabastan gave her
a disgruntled look and took the seat on the other side
of Rodolphus.

“You needn’t watch me so avidly,” Severus said, glancing
at Nott.”If you have poisoned the food, | shall, of course,
be immune. I've built up a tolerance for every poison
you cretins could possible think of.”

Nott gave a nervous chuckle and took a bite of his
potatoes.
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“Draco won't be joining us, Narcissa?”

Severus glanced up at those words. He hadn’t even no-
ticed Narcissa. She was sitting in a chair at the other end
of the long table, her robes black. She wore a black lace
thing over her hair,and her eyes were rimmed in red.

1

“Fuck you, Bellatrix!” Narcissa burst out,and she jumped
to her feet, then stormed off. The Lestranges glanced at
each other, then laughed.

Severus stood, placed his silver precisely,and stalked out
after her.It wouldn’t stop them tormenting her entirely,
but he was the Dark Lord’s most faithful. His disapproval
would register with the others, at least.

He caught up with Narcissa in the next room. She was
standing with one hand on the wall, as if it here holding
her up. Her thin shoulders were shaking.

“You take them too much to heart,” Severus murmured,
stepping behind her.He placed a hand on one shoulder.
“I have sworn to protect him, Narcissa. Do you trust me
so little? Or do you value my skills so poorly?”

“No, no,” she wept,“but my son, my baby boy!”

He bit back a sigh. He was growing heartily tired of her
waterworks. “Narcissa, he is nearly a man grown. If you
wanted something else for him, you should have made
different decisions years ago. As it is, he has made one
decision for himself already.| cannot undo it, but | have
already promised to do what | can to ameliorate it. You
must trust me, Narcissa.”

“What do you know of loving someone this much?”she
burst out, whirling to stare accusingly at him.“You've
never had anyone love you, you've never loved anyone!
You can’t understand what it’s like!”

Oh, if you only knew, he thought. Instead he merely
nodded curtly at her.”l have given my word. If you do
not mean to call me liar and duel with me, then kindly
shut your mouth.”

She stared at him, but she shut her mouth.

Severus began to pray even more fervently that some
miracle would get both him and Draco out of the school
term without having killed.

(=) =

It wasn't until Christmas that Remus was able to get
away from the pack for any extended length of time.
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The Weasleys had invited him to spend Christmas at the
Burrow; they were worried about Harry, and thought a
visit with his former professor and friend might help.Re-
mus, for his part, didn’t see why they were so concerned
about Harry. He seemed a bit obsessed with this Half-
Blood Prince, but aside from that, he seemed to be tak-
ing things well. Remus just wished Harry hadn't given
up Occlumency lessons.

Molly and Fleur weren't getting along well at all, and
it was clear to see the battle lines drawn in the house.
Ron and Ginny loathed her. Charlie and Percy weren't
around to voice their opinions, and Bill obviously loved
her. Remus didn’t have any arguments against her. She
was French, yes, but he'd never seen in her any of the
prejudice the French had against werewolves.

Remus and Arthur had a few pleasant discussions about
Muggle things and the way the werewolves lived. Bill
had been interested in that, too; he claimed to have a
werewolf friend in Egypt. Molly Weasley spent the holi-
day making digs about Tonks that he didn't quite un-
derstand, while Fleur gave him knowing looks. On Box-
ing Day he went home to the cottage in Hogsmeade,
where Severus was waiting for him.

“What's all this shite about Tonks?” Remus demanded,
stroking a hand down Severus’ chest. They were both
still slightly clammy with sweat after their earlier exer-
tions. Severus arched against Remus’ hand, humming.
“Doesn’t she have a family?”

“What, the brown hair and whinging?” he asked.”Don’t
you know?”

“Obviously | don't, or | wouldn’t be asking you.Is she still
upset about Sirius?”

“Idiot. She’s arse over tit in love with you. You honestly
didn't realise it?”

”n

“If I'd realised it, | would've done something about it,
Remus said, once the initial horror had worn off and
he could speak again.”Honestly she’s in love with me?
Where did she get that ridiculous notion?”

”

“He’s so brave and noble and self-sacrificing,
Severus simpered. “He carries on so stoically after all
of his friends are dead. Everyone shuns him, but they
ought to be thanking him.He’s such a hero.”

Remus made a gagging noise.”Stop, or I'll stop you,” he
warned.
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“And he’s so handsome! He has those little laugh lines
by his eyes that show what a good sense of humour he
has! And his hair is so manly and rugged—""

Severus made a muffled noise of surprise as Remus
rolled over and pounced on him, silencing him with his
mouth.

Several minutes later, they were nestled together,
Remus’arm across Severus’ stomach, his head on Sever-
us’shoulder.”l love you so much,” he murmured.”l know
we never really broadcast our relationship, but | didn't
suppose it was much of a secret from the Order this
time around.| suppose no one really noticed.”

“Of course they didn't realise, the dunderheads. They
wouldn't notice if we both dressed in drag and held
hands at the Order meetings,” Severus said.

“Your opinion of our allies doesn’t inspire much confi-
dence that we'll win the war,” Remus said.

Severus sighed. “We'll win,” he said. “Or I'll die in the
attempt.”

“Don't say that!” Remus tightened his arm around him.
When Severus didn't respond, Remus tilted his head to
look up at him. Severus looked grieved.”Severus?”

“I'm going to kill Dumbledore,” he said. His voice was
heavy, his eyes shining with sudden tears. “Before the
school year is over, he'll be dead either at Draco’s hand
or mine.”

“What?”Remus whispered.”You're lying.”

“I wouldn't lie about this. The Dark Lord has ordered
Draco to kill Dumbledore.He has failed in two attempts,
and our master grows impatient. | made the Unbreak-
able Vow to Narcissa that | would protect Draco—and
that | would complete his task in the event that he failed.
| expect he will.”

“Severus...” Remus trailed off."It...you can't.”

“He’s already dying, just a little bit at a time,” Severus
said.“The curse that shrivelled his hand is slowly work-
ing its way up.When it reaches his heart...” He sighed.

“You're keeping him alive,” Remus guessed. “With
potions, aren't you?”

Severus nodded.“I'm doing what | can to slow it. But |
can't stop it indefinitely, not without truly Dark magic.
And I don't really want to see Draco become a murderer.
I have no desire to kill the Headmaster myself, but Draco
isn't a killer. He’s a nasty little prig, but he’s not a killer.”
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Remus swallowed and held Severus tighter.”I'm so sorry,
Severus. Do the others know?”

“No!” Severus’ voice was fierce. “No one knows but us
three! And it has to stay that way, Remus! No one in the
Order can trust me, or Dumbledore’s plans will be for
naught. If | kill him, | will truly be the Dark Lord’s most
faithful servant. He will keep me at his side, he will tell
me his plans and secrets. | will be ideally placed to help
Potter and pass information along to the Order—
through you.”

“Oh, Severus. Will this never end?” Remus felt as if he
were choking. He wanted to take Severus away from all
this, to give him freedom from the life of servitude that
had been imposed on him because of one moment of
poor judgment.

“Just promise you'll always trust me, Remus. If I have you,
I have all | need.” Severus voice was barely a whisper.

Remus pushed himself on one elbow and leaned over
to kiss him passionately.”l promise.”

<=2 (=2

Remus didn’t have to feign his shock and horror when
Ginny announced, at Bill's bedside, that Dumbledore
was dead. He shouldn’t have been surprised. He'd seen
Severus dashing up to the Astronomy Tower, had tried
to follow and been thrown back. He had known what
Severus had sworn to do...and yet, when it came to it, he
couldn't quite take in the fact that his lover had killed
the Headmaster.

His mind spun and reeled as they recounted the battle
for Harry. Tonks was right, they had been losing. They
were so grateful to know Severus was going to help
them. He'd had a near miss when Gibbon took the
Killing Curse instead of him. It hadn’t stopped him
rushing forwards once the barrier fell, but then Severus
was back, Malfoy in tow, and he brushed past Remus as
if he didn't even see him.

His mind kept replaying that moment. Severus brushed
past Remus as if he didn’t even see him.

What if it had all been a sham? What if Severus had truly
thrown his lot back in with the Death Eaters? Remus
listened to the phoenix song reverberating in the air
and struggled against the unwelcome thoughts creep-
ing into his mind. Dumbledore had been growing
weaker since he destroyed the ring Horcrux. Severus
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would have seen this easily, with his proximity to Dumb-
ledore.He'd been brewing potions to keep the infection
from spreading.He would know how close Dumbledore
was to death. He knew the old man wouldn't resist
when Severus pointed his wand for the Killing Curse.
How easy would it have been for Severus to turn his
allegiance back to Voldemort?

<=0 =

The thoughts plagued Remus so that he was only mildly
distracted and humiliated by the scene Tonks made.He
answered her with a clenched jaw, feeling more anger
for Severus than for Tonks.He let her shake him,he made
the same, tired old excuses, he brushed her aside. None
of it mattered. Dumbledore was dead at his lover’s hand.
What if Severus had truly switched sides again?

All through the funeral, where he clutched Tonks' hands
tightly to keep from coming apart, he wondered. Had
Severus betrayed them? Had Severus truly had no time
for farewells? Had Severus ever really cared?

But later, when he sent the others on ahead of him to
Headquarters and he rested his back against the sun-
warmed stone of Dumbledore’s grave, Remus could feel
life and strength slowly returning to him. Severus had
asked Remus to promise he would always trust him.
Remus had promised that.He hadn’t known, at the time,
what a test it would be, to keep that promise.

But he looked back at their relationship—nearly twenty
years of defying the logic that would have kept them
apart.In all that time, there had only been one time that
Remus had questioned Severus’ loyalty—and that mo-
ment, that confrontation in Slughorn’s classroom, had
been what pushed Severus into the fold of the Death
Eaters to begin with.

What would it do to Severus if Remus stopped believing
in him now?

Remus shook his head. No, he had promised to trust
Severus always. He would keep that promise.

<p—z) (==

When Remus arrived at Headquarters, everyone was al-
ready gathered in the kitchen. People scooted around
to make room for him at the table, and Molly placed a
plate of food in front of him. After he finished eating, the
Order got down to business.
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Harry informed them all that he wasn’t returning to
Hogwarts. Hermione and Ron would be accompanying
him on his Horcrux hunt, though Ginny had agreed to
stay on at the school.Remus could read the relief clearly
on Molly Weasley's face; she had nearly lost one child
to the war, and though she wasn't thrilled about Ron’s
accompanying Harry, no one could deny him that right.
Ginny, though...Ginny was her baby.

“We've lost our spy among the Death Eaters,” Miner-
va said, stirring her tea absently. “If he was ever truly
our spy.”

Remus saw an opportunity and jumped in. “You still
have me,” he said. He knew Minerva wouldn't trust him
as much as she had before; she would wonder if hed
known about Severus’ loyalties. But he'd been included
in the meeting, so he had to assume she thought he was
trustworthy.“l know the werewolves aren’t as good as
the inner circle, but Greyback is a Death Eater. And he
trusts me.| can get information.”

She looked dubious. “You were fighting on our side at
the school, Remus. Surely he saw that.”

“He thinks | was fighting for him,” Remus lied. He hadn't
been back to the pack, but he suspected he'd been
made. All the same, it was a good cover for where he
was getting the information that would actually be
coming from Severus.

“It's a good point,"Tonks said, smiling at Remus.Lord, the
soppish, self-deceiving love he saw in her eyes made his
stomach lurch.”"Remus can be our spy.”

“It's too much to ask,” Molly said. “Tonks could lose
him.”

“We all have to make sacrifices,” Tonks said. Remus
felt sick.

“I'm going back,” he said, his voice harsher than it need-
ed to be.”Tonks doesn’t have any control over whether
or not | go back. | have a duty to the Order, and that
comes before any personal considerations. Always.”

Molly looked surprised, and Tonks stared at him.He saw
Fleur nodding slowly.

“Eet ees true,” she said.”“Remus knows theese, as my Bill
knows theese. We must bring Voldemort down. He will
destroy all that we love. What does eet profit if we stay
safely at home, only to be killed by ze Death Eaters once
Voldemort takes over the world?”
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Minerva gave her an approving look.“Well said, Fleur,”
she said.”Very well, Remus.Thank you.”

<=2 =

Severus’ first owl told Remus where to find the next
Horcrux. Remus passed along to Harry that Voldemort
had werewolves guarding Malfoy Manor. Along with
Hermione, Ron, and Harry, he came up with a plan to
subdue the werewolves without hurting any of them—
a modified version of the Wolfsbane potion would
make even untransformed werewolves sluggish and
unable to fight back. Draco was a fugitive and Narcissa
had gone into hiding; Malfoy Manor was attended only
by the house-elves and the werewolves.

The stealth attack went exactly as planned—partially
because the werewolves ‘guarding’ Malfoy Manor were
friends of Remus’ who had arranged to take this guard
shift. Remus had asked them to cooperate by drinking
the modified potion and ‘falling asleep’ at their posts.

The Hufflepuff Cup was destroyed before the sun rose
that day.
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Remus couldn’t help them scour every second-hand
magic shop in England looking for the Slytherin locket,
but he had been able to tell them the names of several
criminal types with whom Mundungus usually dealt.
Hermione and Ron looked for the locket while Harry
spent time looking through the Room of Requirement
at Hogwarts. Harry had explained how he'd hidden the
Half-Blood Prince’s potions text there, and how he was
certain he'd seen something with an eagle crest on it,
though he couldn’t remember exactly what.

The Slytherin locket was found a fortnight before
Harry discovered Ravenclaw’s writing case.They burned
the writing case in a magical fire hot enough to melt
the locket.

Severus reported to Remus that the Dark Lord was be-
coming forgetful and easily confused.Nagini was always
by him, and Severus was certain Dumbledore’s theory
had been correct; the snake was the final Horcrux.

Now it was up to the Order and the Aurors to plan their
final attack against Voldemort’s stronghold at Riddle
House.
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The battle was raging around them. Remus ducked
another curse and recast his shields. He had to find
Severus. He had to learn if Nagini had been killed. Harry
couldn't face Voldemort until the snake was dead.

Remus had been caught up in the first skirmish, fight-
ing off werewolves and giants along with some of the
goblins that had gone to Voldemort's side. He finally
fought free of itand made his way furtherinto the house.
Bodies were crumpled on the floor of the entryway and
smoke hung thick in the room.Remus stayed only long
enough to determine that Severus wasn't among the
slain, then he went on to the next room.

He finally found them upstairs, in the room that had
obviously once been a library. Now it was reduced to
little more than rubble, the books smouldering and
the shelves collapsed. Severus was kneeling in one cor-
ner, blood streaming from a nasty cut on his temple,
his wand raised. Nagini was writhing at his feet. Snake
bodies, Remus remembered, continued to twitch for
some time after they were actually dead.He hoped that
was the case with Nagini.

Harry and Ron was standing over a fallen Hermione,
their wands raised. Voldemort and Lucius Malfoy stood
at the other end of the room. Bellatrix Lestrange was
also there, dragging a surly-looking Draco forward into
the fray.

“Let Draco prove himself, my lord!” she shrieked. “Let
Draco kill Potter’s friends.”

“Severus pushed himself to his feet and stepped over
Nagini’s body. “Leave my godson out of this, Bellatrix!”
he ordered.”You've bullied him for far too long.”

Lucius looked surprised, Bellatrix astonished.Voldemort
never took his eyes from Harry. “Severus has outlived
his usefulness, Bella,” he announced, his voice conver-
sational.“Kill him.”

It must have been the flare of agony that gripped
Remus’ heart which drew Severus’ gaze to him; Remus
knew he was too horrified to speak. Severus stared at
Remus with a gaze full of love and regret, raising his
wand to duel Bellatrix, who was cackling as she raised
her own wand. There was no time to think, only to act.
She was a rabid bitch, and Remus was well-trained.
He did the only thing he could do.
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“Avada Kedavra!” he cried. A jet of green light shot from
his wand, just as if the past twenty years had never
happened, as if he were still Dumbledore’s assassin.
Lucius made a noise of shock and Draco wrenched him-
self out of her suddenly limp hand as she fell. Her body
made a dull thudding sound on the floor.

Voldemort finally lifted his eyes from Harry.

“Ah, the werewolf,” he murmured, his glittering gaze
impaling Remus.“l must say, Severus, your lapdog has
been astonishingly faithful all these years. How touch-
ing.l shall let you die together.”

“You aren't killing anyone else!” Harry said, levelling
his wand at the inhuman face.”Your time is at an end,
Voldemort.”

There was a space of disbelieving silence from all
the spectators and participants in this battle, then
Voldemort began to laugh. The high-pitched noise
raised the hair on Remus’ neck.

“You fool!” Voldemort spat at Harry. “You can never
defeat me!”

“No?"Harry looked at Severus.”Professor,show him what
you did.” His voice, for the first time in Remus’ memory,
was somewhat respectful as he addressed Severus.

Severus stepped aside obligingly, revealing the
twisted form of Nagini.Voldemort let out an odd cry at
the sight.

Harry nodded.“Terminus Est.” He flicked his wand in a
complicated gesture. A thin rope of golden fire shot out
towards Voldemort, wrapping about him and suffusing
his form with light.”Amas Complexus.”

Voldemort let out a thin, high shriek that rose in pitch
and volume, writhing and flailing, but the light didn't
dissipate. Rather, it seemed to absorb into his skin,
changing him, making his form less distinct. The shriek
grew so loud that it seemed to shake the very founda-
tions of the house. Draco staggered and slapped his
hands over his ears, but Lucius let out a cry of pure rage
and lunged at Severus.

Remus didn't move in time to stop him, but Severus
flicked his wand and sent Lucius crashing into the wall.
Ron dashed over to train his wand on Lucius’ chest.

Remus looked back at the pillar of Voldemort-fire. It
seemed to have grown thinner, less corporeal. “Harry!”
he cried, alarmed, but Harry just shook his head.
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There was a final shriek of denial from Voldemort, and
then a flare of light blinded them all. They flinched,
covering their eyes, as a deafening roar filled the air.
When they looked again, a pile of ashes was all that
remained of Voldemort.

He didn't understand. Oh, he understood the words—
This is the end. Love combats, love envelopes.“But...but
how?” he stammered.

Harry shook his head, his jaw clenching though his eyes
never left Voldemort’s still-burning remains.”You'd have
to ask Hermione. She’s the one who figured everything
out.”

As usual, Remus thought. He crossed the room to stand
in front of Severus. He didn't dare pull him into his arms
as he wished, not with a group of Gryffindors Severus
most likely didn't wish to have witness their reunion.
But he stared at Severus with hungry eyes, devouring
the sight of him.

“You aren’t hurt?” Severus murmured. Remus shook his
head. He didn’t know what to say back. It was obvious
Severus was hurt.

“Your head,” he began finally, and was grateful when
Severus made a dismissive gesture.

“Nothing you can't fix at home.”

A heavy hand clamped on Remus’ shoulder.”You aren’t
going home, lad,” said the gruff voice of Alastor Moody.
“Not yet, at any stretch.”

Remus scowled, but Moody clapped a hand over his
mouth and talked over him.“You need to be looked
over by a Healer, and then the Ministry will want to talk
to you.”

Remus pushed Moody away, though gently.”You know
he won't run,” he argued.“I'll stay with him at all times.”

Severus shrugged. “I have nowhere to go,” he told
Moody.

“I'm not going home without you!”Remus insisted.
“And | tell you Snape’s not going home,” Moody roared.

Remus and Moody were still glaring at each other when
the rest of the Aurors arrived and began taking the
remaining Death Eaters into custody. The craggy-faced
Auror waited until the Malfoys had been dragged out
and Bellatrix’s body Portkeyed to the Ministry, then he
relaxed somewhat.
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“Lupin, you and | both know there’s no way for you to
win this argument. Not unless the two of you plan to
hex me and go on the run. And there’s no future in that.
I have it on good authority that Snape here was helping
the Order all along, but if he doesn’t stand trial, no one
will ever believe that.”

Remus felt a pang in his stomach.”l can't lose you,” he
whispered, staring at Severus, rather than Moody.

Moody’s hand came down heavily on his shoulder.
“You also need to work on hiding your emotions, boy.
If I weren’t an old pervert myself, you'd be in a world
of hurt. How do you think the whole bloody Order
didn’t know you two are queer for each other? There’s a
reason Nymphadora Tonks spent two years pining after
you, you imbecile.”

“What?” blurted Remus. He heard Severus’ voice echo-
ing his question.

“Well, it was obvious she wasn't going to fancy Snape,
wasn't it?” Moody said, his voice ironic.”But you, Remus,
the noble, over-worked, under-appreciated, persecuted,
long-suffering, kindly werewolf?”He laughed.”You were
a shoo-in, boy.”

Remus and Severus both just stared at him. Moody
snorted and shook his head. “Don’t they bother
teaching logic at Hogwarts these days?” he demand-
ed. “Aberforth and Albus and | worked hard to keep
your secret from reaching the wrong ears. Snape may
have been able to lie to anyone up to and including
the Headmaster and You-Know-Who, but he could
never quite hide the fact that he was only pretending
to hate you. For that matter, he wasn't the only one
pretending—why do you think | roared so loudly about
the Death Eater in our midst? Trying to keep everyone
focused on that,and not the way you two looked at each
other sometimes.” He snorted again.”And all the skill in
the world at lying couldn’t keep Lupin from admitting
he's queer when push came to shove with Tonks.”

Remus sighed.”What can we do?” he asked finally.

“You're asking me?” Moody said, pretending to be
surprised.”Why should you take my advice?”

“Because you've known right from the beginning,
haven't you?” Severus put in suddenly.“Damn you, you
sneaky bastard.” He sighed. “I'll go with him, Remus.
You shouldn’t make a fuss unless you want to be incrim-
inated with me.”

“D'you think | care about being incriminated if I'm go-
ing to lose you?”Remus murmured, stricken.
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“Oh, for fuck’s sake, Lupin! | swear, | was never as melo-
dramatic at your age. You big girl’'s blouse.” Moody
flicked his wand. “Incarcerous. | promise I'll take good
care of him,” he growled.

Remus couldn’t shake the irony—he had just murdered
someone, and yet his lover was the one being led away
in chains.
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“And that was when | knew Professor Snape must be
working as a double agent still, deep under cover,”
Hermione explained. Her know-it-all tone was a bit
subdued, but she glanced at Harry and her resolution
visibly strengthened. “It took some time to convince
Harry | was right, but when it came down to the final
battle, Professor Snape helped us by killing Nagini, the
last of Voldemort's remaining Horcruxes.”

There was a sharp intake of breath all around the crowd-
ed chamber, but despite their dismay at Hermione’s
insistence upon using Voldemort’s name, the audience
was hanging on her every word. Remus had his hands
clenched tightly in his lap, though he was working very
hard not to show any anxiety.

“Pray continue, Miss Granger.”

She shrugged. “Bellatrix was about to kill Professor
Snape when Professor Lupin acted to save his life.l saw
Lucius Malfoy attempt to attack Professor Snape, but
Professor Snape—"

i

“Miss Granger, the man is no longer a Hogwarts Professor.’

Hermione paused and raised her eyebrows at the
Wizengamot witch who had interrupted her. After a mo-
ment, she said, “Mister Snape deflected the attack. Ron
stood guard over Lucius Malfoy while Draco watched.”

“Did Snape attempt to escape?”

“Escape from what, exactly?” Hermione asked. Remus
wanted to laugh. She had learned the imperious act
very well.

“Escape from the Aurors.”

She stared at the woman for a moment.“Of course not.
He had no reason to ‘escape’ from his allies.”

There were noises of scepticism from the gallery.

Harry stood up.”l was there!” he said, his voice echoing in
the round room.”l saw it as well. Snape very clearly act-
ed to preserve the Order and the Ministry.He's a bloody
war hero and you're treating him like a criminal!”
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Murmurs went around the Wizengamot. Then one of
the older wizards leaned over the desk.”Mr Potter, you
have defied this assembly once before, have you not?”

“There was no defiance about it,” Harry said; Remus
could tell he was forcing himself to speak calmly.”l was
brought before the Wizengamot on charges that never
stuck.I'm telling you, I'll vouch for Severus Snape’s loyal-
ty.”He rubbed at the spot where his scar had once been
so vivid. Somehow, during the last battle, it had faded
until it was nearly invisible.

“I would also like to speak on behalf of the accused.” It
was Moody’s voice, strident and with a note of belliger-
ence."First of all you're trying him on the same charges
of which he was found innocent twenty years ago. Sec-
ondly you're overlooking the fact that | knew he was
in deep cover, and | invested a great deal of time and
money keeping him alive. Thirdly, you haven't a lick of
real proof that he wasn't working for the Order, where-
as Hermione Granger and Harry Potter do have proof,
which | have seen. Severus Snape is innocent of the
charges laid against him, and he should be free to go.”

Remus hadn't realised just how much weight Moody’s
word would have. The Wizengamot members shifted
uncomfortably in their seats and cleared their throats.
Finally one of the witches said, “What Alastor says has
merit. If he has seen the evidence of Snape’s innocence
and is convinced of it, | recommend this body not con-
tradict his judgment.”

Sudden hope seized Remus’ heart in a painfully tight
grip.If this was a prank, a horrible set-up, he thought the
disappointment might kill him. He glanced at Severus,
who, to most eyes, appeared impassive; Remus knew
Severus was just as poleaxed as he himself was.

“Very well,” said an officious-looking gentleman with a
walrus-moustache.”We, the wizards and witches of the
Wizengamot, find the defendant, Severus Snape, to be
not guilty of any treason or conspiracy against the Min-
istry of Magic. We commend and thank you for your role
in winning the war, Mr Snape. You are free to go.Please
be advised that you may be called back before the Wiz-
engamot as a witness.”

Severus shot to his feet as the clasps holding him in
place released. Remus wished he could catch him up in
his arms, but the most he could do in public was cross
the room and grip Severus’hand to show his support.

Severus drew nearer to Remus and curled his fingers
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into Remus’lapel."Come with me,”he murmured.”"Come
home with me.”

Remus nodded.
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Home.

For too long, it had just been a word to Severus. He had
stayed places, he had used shelters, slept in safe houses.
But for the past two decades, if he had ever had a home,
it had only been wherever Remus was.

Now he was free, and he wasn't sure he knew what he
wanted to do.The only thing he was sure of was that he
would be with Remus, and they would have a home. A
real home, a place they both liked, a welcoming place.

Dumbledore had left his entire estate to them, with no
instructions other than to be happy.

Severus had no idea what would make him happy. It
didn’t seem normal to pin all his happiness on Remus,
and Remus had wounds to heal from, too.Severus want-
ed them to build a real life together, a life that wasn't a
secret, a life that was limited by nothing. For once, he
and Remus had discussed this idea, and to his relief,
they both agreed.

"We'll give this a try,” Remus said, looking up at the
sprawling stone cottage.”And if we don't like it, there’s
always Egypt.”

“And whatever we do, we’'ll do it together,” Severus mur-
mured.

Remus wrapped an arm around his waist. “Yes.

Together.”
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