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To Mister Severus A. Snape, 
With the unfortunate passing on of your mother, Eileen Prince, the Ministry of Magic wishes to inform you of the terms of her will. A property (Prince Manor), all contents of said property and all contents of Gringotts Bank Vault No. 24601 stand to be inherited by you, following the fulfilment of the necessary clauses left in your mother's will. 
One clause of concern states that you are required to marry before your inheritance can be passed onto you. As current records show that you are unmarried, the Ministry regrets to inform you that should a marriage not be registered by you within a month, your inheritance will be unfortunately lost. However, if you wish to register a marriage within a month (deadline 3rd November) then your inheritance will be passed on as dictated in your mother's will. 
Many regards, Aurelius Featherflick (Ministry of Magic) 
"Twisted old sow," Severus spat for the fifth time that night, as he finished re-reading the letter. 

Really, he should have expected something like this. His mother had assured him all throughout his miserable life that he would inherit everything - including the house. Trust the cantankerous bat to forget to mention this last little thorn in his side. 

She had mentioned marriage several times. Rather, she had mentioned grandchildren. Severus was an only child, and the only opportunity Eileen had for the continuing existence of the noble name of Prince. Her desire had always been expressed in her regular Christmas letter ("And how is your family life, Severus? I don't suppose that you have found anybody to help fill those cold dungeons of yours at Hogwarts?") and occasionally when they met for a birthday or some other special family occasion. Her knowing glances when his cousin married last year were particularly aggrivating. Some comment to the effect of "You're next, Severus." She regretted it at Uncle Cassius's funeral. "You're next, Mother." 

Tortive old hag. 

And so she was finally gone. It was a shame, of course. No son would ever wish his mother dead, even if your mother was a rancorous rat like Eileen Prince. She had sacrificed a lot for him. 

All the same, Severus’s maternal affections were beginning to wane. 

As he sat by the fire, nursing a glass of wine and re-reading the letter over and over, he realised he shouldn't have expected her to go quietly. His mother was a fiery witch. She was absolutely hateful, and he would never forgive her for this, but she had been viciously clever. She’d known he'd never have gotten around to marriage by his own accord. 

"And with good reason," he said furiously to himself. Realising he had descended into the first level of madness, his lip curled. "Batty old wretch." He stood and topped up his wine glass, resenting the loss of his elf-made red – he’d blame his mother. It was all her fault. "Miserable, shrivelled batty old wretch." 

"Now now, Severus," said a pleasant voice from above his head. "There's no need for that. I'm sure her intentions were nothing but good." 

Relaxing in his portrait over Severus’s wine cabinet, Albus Dumbledore took another pear drop from the bag on his desk. He smiled. The expression was not one Severus wished to see, not from Dumbledore or from anyone. 

He snorted. "Good intentions? My mother did not possess the phrase in her vocabulary." 

He returned to his armchair, cradling his wine glass in one hand. 

"She was a burden on me throughout my life, and now I don't even have my inheritance to show for it." He grimaced as a thought occurred to him. "The Ministry will turn my manor into a theme park. Snape Land. Come line up and laugh at the homeless bachelor. Free entry for under fives." 

"You haven't actually lost your inheritance yet, you know," said Dumbledore mildly. He took another pear drop. "If I heard correctly, and you have read that letter out enough times for it to be entirely possible, then provided you marry you shan’t lose a thing." 

Snape rolled his eyes. 

"I saw that, Severus." 

"Sometimes I wonder why you had to beg me to kill you," said Severus darkly. 

The headmaster chuckled. "You can call me what you like, old friend. It makes little difference. The fact remains that you have an entire month to find a suitable spouse, and on the grand scheme of things, that is perfectly adequate time." 

Severus took an expression that suggested his wine had been replaced with vinegar. 

"Oh yes. An entirely probable possibility. Tell me, after forty-six years of barely being able to get a date, let alone a fiancйe, how do you suppose I find one in a month?" 

"There's a first time for everything," said Dumbledore, wisely, and his eyes twinkled. 

Severus reached up to massage his temples. "I have three Hufflepuff classes to teach tomorrow. My inheritance is gone. I'm now out of wine. Perhaps I've been cursed by one of the students... or perhaps one of the faculty..." He thought, swirling the thought around his mind. "Our new Defence Against the Dark Arts 'master', and I use the term in its very loosest definition, did have his wand on his person during dinner." 

"Are you still unable to call him by name, Severus? You've known Harry for ten years now. Is it not time for first name terms?" 

"I am on no terms with him," said Snape coldly. He got to his feet. "I can despair about my horrific life in the morning... perhaps a nightmare or two will make me feel a little more positive about the world. Good night Albus." 

"Good night, Severus. Sweet dreams. Do try not to fret." 

Leaving Dumbledore with his pear drops, Severus moved through to his bedroom. He took with him the letter and the bottle of wine. 

* * *

Meanwhile across the school, Hogwarts’ youngest member of the staff was having trouble of his own. 

Professor Potter had been teaching for about a month now, and suddenly understood why his own teachers had always looked so very pleased when Friday came around. 

Today, Sunday, was always a gloomy day at the staff table. Conversation was minimal, consisting of the occasional murmur that they might finish off another load of marking tonight, several people expressing the desire for alcohol. Harry had actually invested in a generous bottle of firewhiskey. Minerva was right; it was wonderful stuff. "I admit I've been relying on an extra glass since becoming Headmistress," she confided in him tonight at dinner. "The stress is something entirely different, Potter. It can be tiring when you first start as a teacher, but you'll settle into a routine rather quickly. Perhaps in a few years when you've gotten used to it, you'd consider taking over as Head of Gryffindor?" 

"Don't do it Potter," Snape muttered next to him, causing Harry to snort into his potatoes. 

Laughing, or nearly laughing, at one of Snape's jokes had been an unthinkable prospect three years ago. 

At seventeen-years-old, Harry had believed, like the rest of the Wizarding world, that Snape was nothing more than a murderer and a traitor. If it weren't for Minerva McGonagall, Snape would quite possibly be languishing in a cell in Azkaban at this very moment. 

"Albus trusted the man," she said vehemently, every time a member of the Order expressed doubts. "And Albus Dumbledore made no mistakes." 

Against all their knowledge, and with the single-handed brilliance that made her as efficient a leader as Dumbledore had ever been, she located Snape and demanded the truth from him. She had his name cleared at the Ministry of Magic. Most miraculously, she coaxed him back to teach at Hogwarts. Harry still wouldn't have believed Snape's innocence if it weren't for Dumbledore's will. The Ministry found nothing but a file of documents in his Gringotts Vault, tied with string. Those documents, written in Dumbledore's hand, were shown to any member of the Order who ever raised concern about Snape. 

Harry himself had been shown shortly after he turned eighteen. The story was complex, and more than a little startling. Snape had made some Unbreakable Vow to kill Albus Dumbledore, something about Draco Malfoy, thoroughly intending to break it and die. Snape repeated this himself in front of the Ministry while under the influence of Veritaserum. He said Dumbledore had refused to let him die. It was written in Dumbledore’s own hand - "It is my wish, and my decision, that Severus Snape shall end my life if he must. He is indispensable as a spy for the Order, and a protector of the Wizarding world." 
Since then, it had been a strange life Harry led. 

He continued to work for the Order, fighting alongside Snape but barely speaking to him, right up until late last year and the fall of Voldemort. The final battle had been terrible. If it weren't for Snape's intervention, Harry would have been killed. He had never quite mastered blocking charms. Through some miracle, or perhaps just through Snape's protection, they both survived. Voldemort and the final piece of his soul were destroyed at last. They were times Harry was glad to leave behind. 

After that battle, the glory they had shared, it was difficult to ignore Snape. They chatted at meetings. They even received their Orders of Merlin side by side. Harry had thought things were well between them. 

Taking the Defence Against the Dark Arts job seemed to have changed Snape's mind though. They rarely talked much anymore, unless the snide comments coming Harry’s way during dinner could be classed as talking. 

Fortunately, it looked as though Harry would soon have a reason to talk to Snape. 

Unfortunately, it was a less than pleasant reason. 

"Oh come on..." His head turned restlessly, bare back arching against the covers. His body shone with sweat, gleaming with each jerk, straining against the bed. The tickling charm skated over his inner thighs, up, along his sides, over his nipples. Still, nothing. "Please..." 

Something was wrong with him. This wasn't normal. Every twenty-one-year-old in the world could get an erection - how could he be impotent? 

He was young. 

He'd tried, and tried, and tried and tried until thinking of it gave him a cold feeling of dread, but still he kept on, night after night, praying that something would happen. Nothing ever did. It had been this way since at least a month before his new job, so it wasn't stress. It wasn't his diet. It wasn't his age. 

"Come on... oh God, please... please, just - ..." 

It would work. He just had to keep trying. Something would break eventually. He reached down and cupped his balls in one hand, squeezing. He would have come in seconds from that when he was seventeen. Now he couldn’t even get hard. 

He let out a mix between a moan and a snarl, thrashing. He could force it. He could. Just a bit harder, a bit faster. 

It didn’t matter that he was exhausted now, the sweat on his body going cold, didn’t matter that he hated himself. He felt weak and pathetic and abnormal. Everybody could get hard. From what Ron said, he and Hermione were at it like rabbits every night, at least twice. Twenty was, after all, the male sexual peak. 

Except for Harry. Where it wasn't any kind of peak. It barely constituted a hiccup. Something was wrong with him. 

And so the same as every night, inevitable and unbreakable, and crushing, he gave up. 

“Finite incantatem,” he gasped and the charm stopped, the pointless tickling gone. Failure crashed over him, bitter and damning. He fell back against the bed. He clasped his hands over his face. 

This was it. He was a freak. There was no other possible explanation for it. He'd researched for weeks now, absent-mindedly taking books from the Restricted Section when Madam Pince was busy reprimanding students, and he'd tried the charms. He'd tried all the magic he could find. Nothing, nothing worked. 

There was one thing he hadn't tried. 

He'd tried to try. There was a potion that had been mentioned in several books, and it looked as if it might possibly work. Unfortunately the ingredients were not the kind lying around, and the recipe looked nothing short of back-breakingly difficult. It definitely wasn't the sort Harry could brew. He hadn't even heard of most of the required equipment. 

Snape would have. 

As Harry struggled out of bed, naked and cold yet again, he wondered if never getting an erection again would be preferable to looking Snape in the eye and asking, "Um, you wouldn't happen to be able to cure my impotency, would you?" It was a difficult choice. 

He struggled to the bathroom, flicked on the cold taps and washed his face. A slight tremble racked him. This was becoming less of a problem, more of an obsession. It was controlling his life. Every time he caught students kissing in the corridors, or noticed young lovers passing notes in class, his stomach squirmed uncomfortably. He never had the heart to give them detention. At least they could have sex lives. 

He knew that if he went to Snape, the man could make the potion for him in a heartbeat. It was Snape after all. 

But how would he ever start that conversation? How could he bring up a subject like that? He laughed weakly as he imagined turning to Severus during dinner, and saying, "So, my cock. It's not working." 

Was it better to go to Madam Pomfrey? Maybe she could do it subtly... she could mention to Snape that somebody had come to her with a sexual problem, and then she'd pass the potion confidentially onto Harry. 

He snorted. There was no chance of that happening. For all her medical brilliance, Poppy was an insatiable gossip. She would just have to confess to Severus who it was with the broken plumbing, and that would be much, much worse than if Harry went to him personally. Maybe if he actually approached Snape with a medical problem, the other man would be professional about it. 

What other choice did he have? Lifelong celibacy was an awkward prospect at twenty-one. 

He sighed, took a towel and dried his face. There was nothing else. He could either swallow his pride and go to Snape, or spend the rest of his life with the sex life of a blast-ended skrewt. And for all he knew, the problem could be getting worse and worse the longer he left it. 

As he pulled on his underwear and pyjamas, he decided that he would talk to Snape in the morning. It was no different to any other medical condition. Remus had received Wolfsbane from Snape all through Harry's third year. Just because it was a more intimate problem, it didn't mean it wasn't a problem. 

Half-relieved and half-dreading the dawn, he curled up in bed and pulled the covers around his neck, knowing he wouldn't sleep. He was unaware that he wasn't the only one lying awake with worries that night. 

* * *

Breakfast next morning was an odd affair. 

Harry came down early and sat himself in the seat next to Snape's usual place, nervously buttering some toast, waiting for the older man to show. He planned to chat to Snape a bit first. If things went well this morning and then at lunch, he could ask Snape back to his rooms for a drink. It would be much better to approach the subject when they were alone, and he could talk to Snape properly. 

"Morning Potter," Minerva said as she arrived, sitting herself on Harry's right. She scooped a few pieces of bacon onto her plate. "Sleep well?" 

"Fine," he lied. "Are you teaching today?" 

"Yes, all five lessons... Mondays are the devil's day, Potter." 

"You don't need to tell me," he said. 

The door to the Great Hall opened. As Snape entered the room, Harry's heart leapt. Snape looked particularly sour-faced this morning; there were dark shadows under his eyes, his grimace ever deeper. All the same, it was Snape and his arrival was the first step to being cured. 

Harry poured out a mug of coffee, black with one sugar, nudging it towards Snape as the other wizard sat down. Snape looked momentarily surprised. "Thank you," he said. With a suspicious glance at Harry, he sipped. 

"You look like you need it," Harry commented. 

"Mm." The noise was non-committal, but Harry detected a hint of gratitude in the gravelled tones. Snape, apparently satisfied he wasn't being poisoned, drained the mug and put it down. Harry filled it again. The Potions Master watched warily. "Did I not receive the message about Let's All Be Friends Day?" 

"What?" said Harry. His cheeks coloured. "Oh no, I just... well, I know what it's like. Stress, I mean." 

Snape snorted. "You don't know the meaning of the word stress, Potter." 

"Oh?" said Harry, his voice mild as he spooned more scrambled egg onto his plate. "Why, what's wrong? How come you're stressed?" 

He caught the startled look Snape gave him, before it flickered once more into deep suspicion. "What business is it of yours?" 

Harry shrugged. "A problem shared is a problem halved." 

An idea occurred to him. He reached for the pumpkin juice, refilling his cup. 

"If you tell me what's troubling you, I'll tell you what's troubling me. You never know. We might be able to help each other out." He drank, knowing that Snape was staring at him in alarm. He wiped his lips nervously. "A favour for a favour, and all that." 

"Potter, what have you been taking?" "Nothing, I just..." He paused. How much could he tell Snape here and now? Basic information, surely. Just a little, to keep the man interested. "I could do with some help, that's all. There's something I need from you." 

"Oh?" One dark eyebrow arched. "And what is it that I could supply you with?" 

Harry dropped an un-necessary glance to his watch. "There's not really enough time to explain it all... do you have any detentions tonight?" 

"Not to my knowledge. Are you inviting yourself to my office at nine o' clock then, Potter?" 

"I might be." 

"Mmm." Snape eyed Harry, darkly, as if wondering just what was going on inside that famous head. "I shall have the coffee brewing," he quipped, with the merest drop of sarcasm. 

"Fine," said Harry. He topped Snape's coffee mug for him, and the rest of breakfast passed with only light conversation between them. 

Harry left for his first lesson, feeling hopeful. If Snape had some kind of problem, he could try to solve it for him - it would make the request for Impotency Potion much easier, if Snape was already in his debt. 

The day seemed to pass much more happily than unusual. Harry was in an excellent mood as he carried his books back to his office after his last lesson, sat down and began the nightly marking. After dinner he read for a while, willing the hours to pass. 

At last it was five minutes to nine, and Harry found himself wandering down the dungeon corridor to Snape's office, carrying a bottle of red. 

It did seem a little extravagant, resorting to bribery. At least it would let Snape know he was serious. The thought that at last, after two months, he might sort out his problem... it was too much to think about. He didn't want to jinx it. 

He reached the door of Snape's office and knocked softly. After a moment, there came the call from inside. 

"Come in, Potter." 

Harry eased down the handle and let himself in. 

Chapter 2: Engaging Solutions
The Potions office had changed in Slughorn's time. Snape hadn't quite restored it to its former gruesome glory just yet. The pickled creatures in jars were still stashed in a cupboard somewhere, the dust not quite settled in thick enough layers, no study-posters of people's intestines. Everything looked rather cosy, all wood panelling and shelves of little glass bottles, twinkling and glittering in the candlelight. It was a nice office really. 

Snape was sitting behind his desk. To Harry's surprise, he was wearing a pair of reading glasses - he hadn't realised Snape needed them. It was rather endearing to be invited into the older wizard's privacy in such a way. 

Snape glanced up, taking the glasses off and registered the bottle of wine in Harry's hand. 

Faint surprise was his first thought; then distinct distrust as to why Potter had come bearing gifts. "Wine? Is it a special occasion?" 

The boy (perhaps it was time to acknowledge that Potter was now a man, Snape thought) shrugged. "I had some lying around. Do you have any glasses?" 

"That is one of the most foolish questions I've heard all day. Just after 'Professor, is my cauldron meant to be dissolving'." Snape stood, pushing his half-finished marking to one side. He could go through it later. "Through in my quarters." 

He crossed to a door hidden in the oak panelling, holding it open for Potter to step through. The Gryffindor seemed surprised at Snape's living room, as if he had expected gargoyles, bare stone and tapestries of things having their intestines removed. It was no surprise. Severus was aware of his reputation and made no effort to dispel it. 

In truth, he liked his comforts - luxurious Victorian armchairs, a fireplace brimming with dancing flames, ornate rugs, his prize bookshelf, filled with the finest works of literature and non-fiction, both muggle and magical. Nobody had a bookshelf like Severus. Even Minerva’s paled in comparison. 

As Potter made himself at home on the couch, gazing about the room, Severus retrieved two glasses from a cabinet. 

"Usually I avoid giving alcohol to minors, of course,” he said. It was an empty jibe. He knew well how old Harry Potter was. Everyone did. The brat’s birthday had been declared a Wizarding Holiday, after all. 

"I’m twenty-one.” 

"Mind or body?” 

The comment seemed to sting more deeply than Severus expected it to – he caught the tightening of Potter’s brow, the slightly discomfort in the green eyes, but felt little remorse. His levels of human sympathy had been low lately. He handed Potter his glass, then moved to his armchair. 

"So. This favour you wish to ask." 

Potter looked away. "Eh... it's complicated. I've tried to sort it out myself, but I can't... so I kind of need help." He shifted. "Really need help." 

It was rather enjoyable to hear him say that, Severus decided. "As I see." He sipped at his wine. "And what am I to get in return, if I manage to provide you with whatever advice you need?" 

"It depends," the boy said. He was refusing to meet Severus's eyes. It was all rather intriguing. "It's quite a... big problem." 

"Then let us skip to the heart of the matter, Potter. What manner of problem do you have?" Snape watched as the boy hesitated, thinking, holding his wine glass in both hands. After a moment Potter said, quietly: "I have troubles." 

"I had surmised that already." 

"No, I mean... I have troubles." 

"Troubles, Potter?" 

"Yes. Troubles." 

"And what kind of troubles might these be?" 

Snape observed the young man's cheeks darken slightly. 

"Personal troubles," Potter said. He looked up at last, nervous, speaking rather quickly. "It's not something I want you to go telling everybody. You'll know how desperate I am when you hear what it is, because I wouldn't have come to you if it wasn't really, really serious. It's gotten to the point where I'm worried about my health." 

Raising an eyebrow, Snape put down his wine glass. "I think you'd better tell me, Potter." 

"I'm... well..." Potter blushed more deeply, now drumming an agitated rhythm on the stem of his glass. "I've been having sexual troubles for a while now." 

It was perhaps the one thing Severus had not been expecting. His eyebrows quirked upwards and for a moment, his tongue toyed with a snide remark. He couldn't miss this opportunity. 

Then Potter looked down at his feet; and the remark dissolved away, unspoken, un-necessary. The boy must have been desperate to come and see him about this. 

"What kind of sexual troubles?" 

"Um... impotency." 

Snape tried not to laugh. It was difficult but he managed it. "Have you considered it might be psychological? Therapy can be very useful." 

"Yes - I mean, I considered it, but I don't think that's it. I've read a lot of books about it, and it really doesn't feel like psychological... the rest of my life is fine. I've tried everything. And I mean, everything." Potter's green eyes lifted into Snape's suddenly, staring at him imploringly. "Except one thing. There's a potion." 

"Ah." 

It was notoriously hard to make – if you asked the average wizard. Severus Snape had been a Potions master for several decades because of a very good reason. He was not the average wizard. 

"And you wish me to make it for you?" 

Potter nodded numbly. "I mean... I'd be really, really grateful if you could." 

"Hmm, yes. You would be. That's the problem Potter. I do not work for free, and nor do I work for the warm fuzzy feeling inside. Gratitude is not what I had in mind." 

Harry moved closer to Snape, gazing at him, his eyes wide and desperate. "I'll do anything. I mean anything. You really don't understand how scared I am about this... I'm only twenty-one. I'm not supposed to have this kind of problem. Right now, I'd do anything and everything for that potion." 

And a possibility flickered on in Snape's mind like a light bulb. 

But Potter wouldn't. Surely he wasn't that desperate. Was he? 

There was only one way to find out. 

"In fact, Potter... there is something you could do for me," Snape said quietly, and as Harry opened his mouth to babble in gratitude, Snape held up a hand. "You won't like it. I shan't be surprised if you suddenly realise that life-long impotency is not quite so terrible after all." 

"Tell me," he begged. "Anything. I'll do it." 

Snape got up from his chair and left the room. Harry watched him go. 

He assumed Snape had gone through to the bedroom, or some kind of office. He tried not to think too much. The thought of the potion was too much, too good, and he knew he couldn't get his hopes too high. When Snape returned, he was holding a piece of parchment stamped with an official crest. 

Harry tilted his head, trying to read it, but Snape subtly shielded the words with a hand as he sat down. 

"My mother died recently. No, no sympathy. She was a miserly old bat and if it weren't for her, I would not be in the situation I am now. She put a clause in her will that means I cannot have my inheritance until I fulfil a rather troublesome condition." 

"What is it?" Harry asked, watching Snape carefully, his mind whirling. 

Snape held out the letter. Harry took it, and read. 

He re-read. He re-read once more, and then again, just to make sure he was reading properly. After he had read for a fifth time, pausing to consider every single word, he looked up at Snape. The older wizard was watching him closely, the dark gaze weighted. 

"You... you want me to marry you?" 

Snape nodded, just once. 

"But... I don't love you. I don't feel anything for you." 

"It doesn't matter," said Snape. His eyes were glinting with some dark, fiery enthusiasm. "My mother does not require my marriage to be a loving one, or even a 'real' marriage. As long as the Ministry of Magic receives a marriage registration from me within a month, I will inherit what is rightfully mine." 

Harry held his breath. They could do this secretly, couldn't they? There didn't even have to be a ceremony or guests – in fact, nobody had to know. They could just get married, wait for it to come through, confirm that Snape had inherited his manor and get it all annulled. Divorced, if necessary. Snape would get what he wanted; Harry would get his potion. It was perfect. 

It was crazy, but perfect. 

"How do we... um... get married?" he asked. "Not that I'm - ... agreeing or anything. I just - ..." 

"Wizarding marriage is very simple," said Snape. "We request a form by owl. When it arrives, we fill it in. Both of us sign. The contract is then complete. It registers with the Ministry. Couples who intend to have an actual marriage often have a more spiritual ceremony at the same time, but the administration is no different." 

The older wizard waited. He was observing Harry closely, a little too closely, his eyes dark and hopeful. Harry tried not to meet his gaze. 

"Well?" Snape said quietly. "If you give me your answer now, I can begin the potion immediately. It will be ready in twenty-four hours." 

Harry thought through all this, one last time. What could go wrong? Nothing, by the look of it. By this time next week, he would be free and single again, impotency cured, and Snape would have his manor. Everyone would be a winner. He struggled to think of a reason not to go ahead with this. There was one, he knew. Somewhere. Again he thought of lifelong celibacy, and thought of Snape losing his inheritance, and came to a decision. 

"Okay," he said. 

Snape's eyes flickered. "Excellent." He refilled Harry's wine glass. "Drink, Potter. I need to check my store cupboard to ensure I have the correct ingredients." 

He got up, leaving Potter by the fireside, and moved through his office into the Potions store. He found most of the required ingredients easily, and had them in ample supply. He would need to order more werewolf fur clippings, just in case. Cracking into his private supplies for a couple of the rarer ingredients would be necessary. All of the needed equipment was ready and waiting in his workroom. He could start the moment that Potter left. 

He retrieved his owl from her perch in his bedroom, found some parchment, and returned to the living room. Potter was browsing through his book collection. Snape sat by the fire, unscrewing the lid on a bottle of ink, dipping the end of a black feather quill into the liquid navy, starting to write. 

To Whom It May Concern, 
I wish to request a marriage licence for immediate delivery. Thank you in advance. 
Severus Snape 
There was no need to make it any more informative than that. The simpler it was, the faster they would get the form to him, and the faster he could have Potter sign his name on the dotted line. How strange to think that it was Harry Potter he would be marrying - as he thought of James Potter's reaction, and Sirius Black's for that matter, he smirked. He carried his owl to the door. 

"Savage the Ministry worker until they give you the form," he told her softly, and she cooed, nipping at his finger. He let her go. She flapped out of sight down the corridor like a silvery white ghost, heading towards the entrance hall. 

"Do you want anymore wine?" Harry asked, glancing up as Snape re-entered the living room, looking exceptionally pleased with himself. 

"Why not, Potter, why not. We do have our forthcoming nuptials to celebrate, after all." Snape sat, took the glass he was offered and chinked it pleasantly against Harry's own, before raising it to his lips. "To your health, Potter." 

Harry smiled, apparently bemused by the sudden festivity. "To yours as well." 

"If you come to my rooms tomorrow evening, at around nine, we can complete the necessary forms and I should have the first stage of the potion ready for you. You'll need to take a small, preparatory dosage first, followed in seven days by the larger, more permanent dosage. After that, everything should be restored to full working order." 

Harry blushed at the slight pun, but said nothing. A happy Snape was a rare one. Just this once, he would allow the men his clever little comments – they were going to be married, after all, and that usually put you on relatively good terms with somebody. 

They spent a startlingly pleasant hour in each other's company, whiling away the bottle of wine. Snape was surprised to discover that maturity had supplied Potter with a rather interesting brain, and vehemently intelligent opinions he was more than happy to discuss. Harry was surprised to discover that Snape could talk to him as if he was actually above Flobberworms in the social hierarchy. The fire burnt lower, and the conversation idled deeper, and companionship raised its weary head to sniff at the air. 

Finally, as the Wizarding clock on the mantelpiece clicked to 'Bedtime', Snape cleared away the glasses and escorted Harry to the door. 

"Until tomorrow night then, Potter. Do enjoy your last twenty-four hours of single life." 

Harry smiled. "I will. Good night, Professor Snape…" His eyes sparkled, not unlike Dumbledore's. "Am I allowed to call you Severus now?" 

"First name terms is a big decision to make – let's not rush things. One milestone at a time, if you please." 

With a last smile, Harry turned and walked away up the corridor, his teacher's robes swirling around him pleasantly. Snape watched him for a moment, bedazzled by the simple fact that he had a fiancйe. He then closed the door and readied for bed. 

It had been an entirely fruitful day. If this continued into tomorrow, he was in danger of actually being in a good mood by Wednesday, something which happened as often as helicopters crashed into the Astronomy Tower. Content, he settled down under the covers, smirking to himself at his own brilliance, before sleep took him away. 

And somewhere out in the mysterious depths of the universe, Eileen Prince was not prepared to let her only son get away with things quite so easily. 

* * *

"Doing anything tonight, Potter?" Minerva asked as Harry sat down to dinner the next night. He smiled, reaching for the pumpkin juice. 

"Not really. I might get a good book out of library, something like that. You?" 

"Marking, as usual," she said, giving him a knowing expression. "Oh, I have a few second years in detention at seven o' clock. We still haven't been able to recapture my desk. Probably roaming around the Forbidden Forest as we speak." She sighed. "Any plans, Severus?" 

Next to Harry, Snape turned the page in his copy of the Evening Prophet. 

"An entirely uneventful evening. I think I shall update my catalogue of ingredients, or perhaps something as thrilling as scrubbing cauldrons. In retrospect, I should have detained some students and had them do it for me… never matter though, I will remember for next time." 

Harry smiled, pouring gravy over his shepherd's pie. It was peculiar to think that this would be the last meal he ate before his first marriage. He glanced up at all the students chatting and joking with their friends, oblivious to the fact that they were in the presence of an engaged couple. Even Minerva had no idea, and she was sitting right next to Harry. It was wonderful to be this secretive – no wonder Snape had kept so much from them all these years. It was marvellous fun. 

As Harry sipped at his pumpkin juice, he heard Snape clear his throat next to him, and glanced at the other man. Snape wasn't looking at him, but had the Daily Prophet open at an angle so that Harry could see. He tapped a pale thumb against the bottom right corner. 

Pretending he was reaching for the peas, he leant over Snape's shoulder to see the tiny little box. 

SS and HP would like to announce their shameless marriage of convenience, and give their commiserations to a thwarted old bat of a mother-in-law. 
Harry spluttered into his meal, just about managing to turn it into a sneezing fit. Minerva was giving him a very odd look. He grinned at her weakly, thumping his chest, "Got a pea stuck." 

"Up your nostril?" she inquired, wryly. 

"I think that the stress of teaching is finally getting to Potter," Snape drawled, folding up his newspaper. "Confusing vital parts of your anatomy is one of the first signs of madness, isn't it, Minerva?" 

"I wouldn't know," she said, frowning, but decided to let the subject drop. She turned around to continue her conversation with Professor Sprout. 

Snape nudged Harry's ankle under the table, a gentle reprimand. 

Lowering his voice, Harry murmured, "We might be engaged, but that does not give you the right to play footsie with me." 

Snape's coughing fit was far more convincing, enough for Flitwick to offer him a drink of water and suggest there was a bug going round. 

Chapter 3: Vanilla and Blackberries
"Come in, Potter. The door's open." 

Harry stepped into Snape's private quarters, holding a bottle of wine, feeling oddly excited. He had toyed with the idea of wearing all white just to carry on the joke, but had opted for jeans and a jumper instead – jeans he had borrowed from Ron, an old jumper Mrs. Weasley had knitted him, and new blue socks. 

Clouds of pale green smoke were issuing from the door to the workroom, betraying where Snape was. As Harry peered inside, he found the Potions master distilling the few last drops into a funnel-necked beaker. Snape's hair was raked back into a ponytail, his face shining with sweat, hands protected with thick dragon hide gloves. He looked rather professional, Harry decided. It was nice. 

"Come here," said Snape, beckoning him in. "Careful of the cauldron, it's still boiling." 

Harry picked his way over, gazing around at the very complex-looking equipment, the ominous jars of poison stacked up on the high shelves. Snape corked the mixture. It was dark purple, something like blackberry juice, and fizzing quietly to itself. 

"You will need to take this in private, Potter," said Snape, handing it over. "Part of the mixture is a mild aphrodisiac, but at least it gives the added bonus of knowing rather instantly that the potion has worked." 

Harry tried not to think about it. "Thanks a lot, Severus. I owe you one." 

"Indeed?" said Snape absent-mindedly. "You could do me a small favour. How about becoming my lawfully wedded husband?" 

"Alright. Now?" 

"If you wish." 

"Fine by me." 

"Excellent. Do follow." Snape stripped off his dragon-hide gloves, and left the cloying heat of the workroom, followed by a grinning Harry. 

"I brought a bottle of wine, by the way," he said, putting it down on the coffee table. "Do you want a drink first, or shall we skip straight to the matrimony part?" 

"Let us skip," said Snape. He had taken a pale gold scroll from his desk drawer, unrolling it out on the mahogany surface, checking. "We can always celebrate afterwards. The sooner we register the marriage, the sooner I can enjoy the knowledge that my mother is spinning in her grave like a top." 

Harry came over, biting his lower lip in a smile. This felt very strange. No matter what a sham it was, he was still about to marry Severus Snape. He didn't know how long it would take for the will to come through, but until it had and they could divorce, he would legally be allowed to call himself Snape's husband. The divorce procedure would probably be as simply as the marriage itself. He could be engaged, married and divorced within a matter of days. 

Snape pinned the contract carefully to the desk, holding it open so that Harry could read it. The younger wizard leant over. It was an awkward angle to read at, and so Snape stood back, letting Harry stand over it properly. He took his place behind the boy, leaning over his shoulder, the parchment stretched wide. 

Harry smiled as he felt Snape lean against him. It was an oddly intimate moment, pressed back-to-chest with Snape, glancing over the miniscule text of their marriage certificate. 

There was far too much of it. He read the first few lines, noting that it all seemed more or less the same as Muggle marriages, and reached out for Snape's quill. Tongue between his teeth, he scanned the parchment for some kind of line to sign on, and found four at the bottom. 

"Which one do I sign?" he asked, and Snape pressed a finger against the one on the top left. 

"Just there. Full name please, Potter." 

"Alright, love," Harry teased, surprised he wasn't rebuked for it. Carefully he scratched his name, Harry James Potter, and handed over the quill. Their fingers brushed. He held the scroll flat as Snape leant over him, inking in the name Severus Alexander Snape. 
"And now underneath, your new name," said Snape, guiding the quill into Harry's fingers once more. 

Harry smiled, wondering what difference it made – he would only be known as this new name for a few days, a week at most, before he could divorce Snape and change it back. All the same, the thought of bearing a new surname still gave him a warm glow inside. Perhaps in a hundred years, he could tell his great grandchildren that for a handful of days, he was Harry Snape. 

No, Harry Snape didn't quite sound right. He wanted something better than that. 

"I have no complaints if you wish to stay as Potter," said Snape, with a flicker of amusement in his voice. "If you do choose to change your surname, people will know we married." 

"How?" 

"Owls addressed to 'Harry Potter' will be returned to sender, with a Ministry note to inform them you are no longer Harry Potter. Your Ministry records will also change." 

"Of course... well, only my friends and the Ministry will know then. If anybody else asks, I'll tell them I'm still Harry Potter... maybe I'll tell them the truth in a few years, something like that." 

Catching Snape's amused noise, he smiled. 

"I know it's stupid... I just want it to sound right. How about Potter-Snape? No, that's not right..." 

He looked up at Snape, noting that from this angle, his nose wasn't really that hooked after all. Odd. 

"How about Harry Prince? Will you be Severus Prince? It can be our 'married' name." 

Snape looked thoughtful, as he toyed with the suggestion in his mind. "Hmm... the students shan't know any difference, and no-one worth my time ever sends me owls. I suppose I will always be known as Professor Snape, married or not... Minerva will see our names change on the payroll, but she understands my desperation to stab my mother in the back one last time. Very well then, Potter." His eyes glittered. "Or does that name no longer apply?" 

Harry grinned. "Alright. Harry and Severus Prince." 

He wrote his new name carefully beneath his old one, savouring the way it looked on the parchment – Harry James Prince. As Snape took the quill from him, signing Severus Alexander Prince, Harry leant back into the older man slightly, smiling. Tomorrow morning, he just had to ask Professor Prince to pass the jam please, and see who noticed. 

Severus lifted the tip of the quill, and the parchment rolled up slowly on the desk, burning with a pink and gold glow for a few moments, before it vanished with a puff of white smoke, leaving only a small puddle of glitter on the desk. 

"Another bonus," Harry's new husband said smugly, drawing a vial from his pocket and leaning down to scoop the glitter into the tube. "Marriage Powder sells for a very generous amount of money on the Potions market." 

"We'll call it a wedding gift," said Harry with a smile. As Snape corked the tube, sliding it back into the inside of his robes, Harry headed towards the fireplace. "Do you want a drink now? Our first toast as man and man?" 

Snape smirked. "Very well." 

The first toast led into a second, and a third, until the bottle of wine had bled into emptiness and Snape's clock read 'Well Past Your Bedtime'. The fire had burnt into embers now. 

"And so our professor of course had to chase her around the classroom, trying to extinguish her," Snape was saying, as Harry clutched his sides with laughter. "Eventually he managed to tackle her to the ground and douse her in the anti-solution. I doubt I'll forget it though. Her ears were never quite the same." 

Harry wiped his mouth, still chuckling, and reached up to push back a handful of tousled black hair. "This has been really fun. I'd have married you years ago if I knew our wedding night would be this funny." 

Something of that phrase sparked a reminder in Snape's brain. He glanced at the clock. 

"By the founders four, Potter, it's two o' clock in the morning. I have five classes tomorrow. I need my sleep, and you need to test that potion." 

"Oh yeah," said Harry, hazily. "I'd forgotten about that." He took the beaker from the inside of his robes. "So I just need to drink it, and it should all start working again." 

"In the privacy of your own quarters, please," said Snape, and managed to wheedle his mildly intoxicated groom out of the armchair. "Come on, Potter... you do remember where your quarters are, don't you?" 

"Of course I do, I'm not stupid," said Harry, grinning. "I can get there myself, get off me... you're such a gentleman." 

Snape managed to coax him over to the door. "Good night, Potter... sleep well." 

"Mm?" 

"I said good night Potter, sleep well," he said, raising his voice slightly, and Harry started giggling again. "Tell me how the potion went at breakfast in the morning. Not too loudly, though." 

"What? Oh yeah, I will. I'll tell you. Thanks again and all that..." 

"Yes, Potter, I know... now go on, go to bed. It's that way." 

"I know which way it is," said Harry, starting off in the wrong direction until Snape spun him round, nudging him towards the mouth of the dungeons. 

"Good night, Potter." 
Harry laughed one last time, before the door shut and he sighed, meandering his way out of the dungeons. He managed to get all the way up the marble staircase, stumbling only once. It was a steep step. 

By the time he was letting himself into his quarters, glowing inside, his mind had cleared slightly. He could see straight once more. He shrugged off his jumper and unbuckled his jeans, stepping naked out of them, leaving them crinkled at the foot of his bed. He could tidy up in the morning. He carried the beaker of potion through to the bathroom. 

He splashed a little water in his face, knowing he'd had a little too much to drink. Snape was funny though. Tonight had been wonderful. The best night of his teaching career so far. He would have to marry people spontaneously more often. 

Towelling his face dry, he turned his attention once more to the purple beaker on the bathroom counter. 

Would it work? There was no way of telling, except to take it. 

He uncorked it carefully, and sniffed. A faint aroma of vanilla and blackberries met his nose – it didn't smell too bad really. Licking his lips, he tilted his head back and pressed the neck of the beaker to his lips. 

He paused, then drank. 

It tasted of vanilla as well, very strongly. His eyes melted shut. He drank deeply, swallowing over and over until he was licking the last drop from the neck of the flask. It clinked as he put it back down on the counter, and waited, watching himself in the mirror. 

A shiver darted suddenly up his spine. He arched, gasping in a breath. 

No wonder Snape had told him to take this in private. A feeling that he could describe only as pleasure, raw and soft and amazing, spread across his entire body and a moan bubbled from his lips. The heat rose suddenly in his face. His fingers scrabbled for the edge of the sink. If this was a mild aphrodisiac, he never wanted to come in contact with a potent one. 

Some deep, aching desire was welling inside him, a desire to touch and rub and feel, and his hands strayed to his chest, stroking himself insistently. He whimpered. It felt fantastic. Running his tongue hotly over his lips, his fingers travelled to his nipples and he moaned, pinching lightly, his mind whirling with some sensual, intoxicating joy. 

His hands roamed over his chest, along to his arms and shoulders and throat and stomach. He'd forgotten this. It had been so long. Only as his hand brushed his thighs did he feel it – hard, hot flesh, and a zing of sensation rippled through his body. 

"Yes..." he hissed, gasping out in relief, and his fingers curled around his cock. He stroked himself, lazily, feeling as if he could melt. 

Not here, he thought. Not standing at the sink. He'd wanted this for so long, so many desolate weeks. He snatched up a bottle of baby oil from the side and stumbled through to the bedroom. 

The mattress yielded beneath him, the covers and pillows suddenly ten times as comfortable as ever before, and he arched against them. He snapped open the baby oil. He poured the glistening liquid all over his thighs and lower stomach and let it drizzle down his cock. His breath hitched. The taste of blueberries and vanilla was still tingling in his mouth and he lapped it up, stroking the tang off his lips. 

Both hands strayed to his prick. Groaning faintly with relief, he slid each fist from root to tip, over and over, and he strained against the bed, but this time with pleasure. 

His thoughts were wild. As he rubbed and pumped his cock, occasionally dipping a hand to his inner thighs, he was living again the moment he signed his name onto that contract, Harry James Prince, and he could almost feel Severus pressed against him. 

He realised now that the man had even smelt of vanilla from making the potion. 

Harry shivered from head to toe, lashing his tongue over his lips, dwelling on that feeling – vanilla, and Severus's warm chest, those liquid black eyes burning into him as he inked himself into Snape's possession, belonging. 

He slipped a hand between his thighs, finding his balls and rolling them in his palm. Sensation spiked through him. He could hear himself gasping urgently, as if it was someone else, but he needed more now, needed that final push towards climax. His first in months. All thanks to Snape. 

He let his imagination settle on that. Snape. 

Seeing the man's face shiny with sweat in the workroom, the simple thrill of having his ankle nudged beneath the table at dinner. All those years of quaking with conflict and fear during Potions. He sucked in a breath, body jerking against the mattress, his hands moving fast and furious now, fingers straying down to stroke urgently along the smooth channel between his balls and his entrance. Snape would be a magnificent kisser. Having the man's hot tongue part his lips, coil firmly into his mouth, press him harder into the bed. 

Harry's fingers found his entrance and he kneaded, massaging. In his head, Snape was parting his thighs, biting at his neck and shoving one, two, three fingers inside him, fucking him steadily, black eyes devouring him alive. 

He wriggled a first finger inside, straining to fit in a second. The burn was worth it. He moved his fingers frantically in and out, jerking at his cock, hips shuddering hard now. He gasped at the burning air. In his mind he was pinned beneath Snape, clutching his shoulders, begging as the older wizard slid into him. Possessed his body. Owned him. 

His climax roared up inside and he strained, a keening moan torn from his throat. Hot wetness splashed his stomach. He felt his body clenching rhythmically around his fingers, tugging at him, washing him clean with an impossible sensation of yes, and with a final jerk of his body, it was all over. 

He collapsed into the mattress, panting. Every inch of him pulsed. Gently he slid his slippery fingers out of himself, moaning faintly at the loss. 

"Oh, wow..." 

He'd not come so hard before, not even when he was seventeen. Eyelashes fluttering restively, he petted his lower stomach and his thighs, body cooling, trembling with the glow of each aftershock. 

After a few minutes to recover, he struggled out of bed and made his way to the bathroom. He showered briefly, dried his body on a towel and made a mental note to thank Snape on bended knee the next morning – if he could look the man in the eye. 

Just an effect of the aphrodisiac he reassured himself, sliding into bed, drawing the covers up around his throat. Everyone fantasised about unorthodox lovers sometimes. 

Sated, blissful, he drifted into dreamless sleep. Half a castle away, his husband cracked open another bottle of wine. 

* * *

Wednesday was an entirely brilliant day. Only Madam Pince noted Harry's slip-of-the-tongue at breakfast, and was easily fobbed off. Harry received another gentle kick in the ankle under the table, to his guilty delight. Severus hadn't needed to ask if the potion worked – the grin on Harry's face as he approached the staff table told the Potions master all he needed to know. 

"Worth it?" he muttered, passing Harry the marmalade. 

"Marrying you?" 

"Mm." 

"Completely." Snape chuckled, poured Harry his coffee and opened up the Daily Prophet. No more was said, except an absent-minded murmur that Harry would have to come down to the dungeons next Tuesday for his full dosage. 

That day, Harry's classes were superb. He suddenly didn't mind that five people in his NEWTs class had missed their project deadline. Just after lunch, he awarded ten points to Slytherin for Morgana Thistlewhaite's amusing comments about his Quidditch t-shirt. At dinner, he inquired under his breath whether anything had come about the will yet, and was told not yet. As he left to start on his evening marking, he caught Snape watching him leave and gave a small, sly smile that was returned. 

Thursday was just as good, if not better. He received an owl from a very befuddled Ron, who asked if Harry had been paid to adopt a joke name. At lunchtime, Minerva McGonagall approached Harry and Severus as they chatted over the Slytherin fourth years' Dark Arts marks, and gave them a very stern frown. 

"I just checked the payroll," she said. "What have you done? The Ministry seem to believe they have a marriage licence in the name of Harry and Severus Prince." 

"They do," said Harry pleasantly. "Rice pudding, Minerva?" 

Snape smirked into his cauliflower cheese. After lunch, Harry had no more classes and managed to get all his marking done by five o' clock, when he wandered down to the Great Hall, almost bouncing on the balls of his feet. Severus was already there, looking quite as pleased as Harry felt. He poured Harry coffee, oblivious to Minerva's frown, and said, "You might want to come to the dungeons tonight, Professor Potter." 

"Oh?" said Harry quietly, as Snape cut him a piece of lasagne, transferring it carefully to his plate. "Has the will come through?" 

"All will be revealed in due time," said Snape, whose eyes gave him away. They were dancing with satisfaction. "Nine o' clock should be suitable, if you have nothing scheduled." 

"Alright," said Harry. He reached over, stealing a few chips from Snape's plate. Snape didn't mind. 

Chapter 4: Astronomy
"Door's open, Potter," came the usual call, and Harry let himself in. Severus was settled in one of two armchairs by the fire. A letter was open on his lap and a glass of wine was already poured out for Harry. He smiled, came over and sat down. 

"Thanks," he said. He smiled. "So?" 

Snape smirked. "The Ministry are pleased to inform me that with my recent marriage, the conditions in my mother's will have been fulfilled. All due inheritance has been transferred to my name. Including my beloved manor." 

Harry grinned, sipping at his wine glass. "Great. I'm glad it all worked out in the end." 

They lapsed into comfortable silence, both gazing into the gentle amber glow of the fireplace. After some time, Severus exhaled with contentment. Harry couldn't deny that he felt the same – it had been fun being married, but all good things must come to an end. His two days as Harry Prince had been two of the best in his life. 

He hoped that he would stay this way with Snape; it was wonderful having somebody to sit by the fire with, sharing wine and opinions, a true companion. Hermione was no fun to discuss things with – she inevitably ended up quoting from some enormous book, and refused to listen to any other point of view after that. Ron, though he would always be Harry's best friend, just didn't get the art of debate. He liked to talk about things he'd seen and done, rather than wonder about the greater things in life, like art and literature and Wizarding politics. Harry couldn't ever imagine himself just sitting with Ron and Hermione, in quiet contentment like this, with no need for words or small talk. 

"It's a shame this has to end," he said quietly, smiling at Snape. "It's been great." 

He drank. "My thanks again for your assistance." 

"It was my pleasure," said Harry, grinning. "And thanks to you too, for... well, you know what for. I'm really grateful." 

"Everything is running smoothly in that department?" 

"Fine, thanks." 

"Excellent," said Snape. After a moment he added, "For you." He sipped. "The second dosage is coming along well. After that, you will be permanently cured. I doubt there will be any need to follow it up." 

"Good," said Harry. He smiled, a little sadly, and said, "So this is it then?" 

"Mm?" 

"This is it," he repeated, and shrugged, smiling still. "The end of our arrangement... you'd better not blank me in the corridors though. We might be divorced, but it's not another excuse to hate me." 

And to his great surprise, he saw a frown furrow Snape's brow. "What?" 

"Divorced," said Harry. He felt an odd, cold prickle on the back of his neck. "We're getting a divorce, of course. You didn't expect us to stay like this, did you?" 

"We're getting a what, Potter?" said Snape, and the expression on his face said that he was genuinely baffled. 

"A divorce," said Harry. The cold prickle was spreading down his spine now, as he searched Snape's eyes, trying to see if this was some strange new joke. "It's just another form, right? And then that's it, we sign our names and it's done and we've got our divorce." 

"What on earth is a divorce?" said Snape, frowning. "If it's some kind of Muggle animal, and you expect us to – " 

"Oh no," breathed Harry. He drew back from Snape. "Oh no. Tell me you're joking. This is a joke, right? Because it's really, really not funny." 

"Potter. I haven't the faintest idea what you're talking about." 

Harry felt icy dread flood his stomach. He raised his hands to his mouth. 

"You're... you're not telling me there's no such thing as Wizarding divorce. There must be. There has to be. An annulment? Separation? Break-up?" He couldn't think of any more possible words. "Just not being married anymore?" 

At last, realisation dawned in Snape's eyes. 

"Oh, that Muggle practice... yes, my father owned one of those, I believe, before he married my mother." Calmly, he drank. "A foolish Muggle invention. What kind of hope does a marriage have, if the end is so readily available? They tried to force it into Wizarding law, but it was beaten. Ninety-seven-percent of the Wizarding population were against it. Marriage is a sacred, eternal bond, not some – " 

"Oh fuck... oh fuck, what have I done?" Harry got up from his chair, backing away. The overwhelming desire to run was burning a hole through his stomach. "You mean we're... we're married forever?" 

"Of course," said Snape, turning to look at Harry, his eyes serious and his face taut in confusion. "You didn't seriously think we would be married for a grand total of two days, then simply split up, did you?" 

Harry didn't need to nod. He felt his breath start to quicken. He'd chained himself eternally to Snape, and now... oh God, what if he met somebody he actually wanted to marry? 

"There must be a way we can get it cancelled," said Harry. "There's just... there's got to be, please... please tell me there's something we can do. We can write to the Ministry, can't we? And tell them it was a mistake?" 

His eyes widened, and he rushed forward, kneeling at Snape's side and gripping the arm of his chair. 

"We could tell them it was Polyjuice potion! Students, using Polyjuice potion, to – " 

"It would make no difference," said Snape. He searched Harry's face. "Potter, you're seriously telling me you didn't realise that Wizarding marriage was eternal?" 

"Why didn't you say something?" 

"Why didn't you?" 

"Because I didn't know that we'd be... be married until I die. Oh my God." Harry covered his face. "What if I want to marry someone? What if I want kids? I can't... oh God, what have I done?" 

Snape reached down, gripping his shoulder, forcing his head up. "Potter. Calm down. I'm hardly going to insist you... you stay faithful to me. You are welcome to have other relationships. There are other Wizarding commitment ceremonies that can protect the rights of children. Our marriage doesn't matter. If we don't nurture the bond, it shouldn't affect – " 

"If we don't what?" said Harry, looking up quickly. 

"Nurture it," said Snape. He stared into Harry's eyes. "The marriage bond." 

Harry felt his heart miss a beat. "The marriage bond? What the hell is a marriage bond?" 

Snape's eyes rolled back into his head, pressing his palms over his face. "My God, Potter, did you have any idea what you were getting into? Did you know anything about Wizarding marriage?" 

Harry stood up. He grabbed Snape by the shoulders. "What's a marriage bond?" he demanded. "Tell me. Oh God, tell me. What have I done?" 

"Signing the marriage contract creates a bond between spouses," Snape explained grimly. "The bond is like a living creature. It exists to draw spouses together and keep them content in marriage. If nurtured, it can become a powerful force. One partner will be alerted if the other is ever in danger. Telepathy has, in very rare cases, been known to – " 

Slowly Harry slid to the floor. 

Not only had he now married Snape forever, and permanently changed his name to Harry Prince, but he was now eternally bonded to Snape's side. Finally he understood why Severus had so easily come into his thoughts that night, why he had felt so right as he imagined making love with his husband. 

That phrase made him shudder. 

"I... this was a really, really big mistake..." 

"Potter... I didn't realise you – " 

"Don't call me that," Harry gasped out. "I'm not Potter anymore, am I? I'm Prince now... Harry bloody Prince... oh my God, what are Ron and Hermione going to say?" Realising at last, he said, "No wonder Minerva was so annoyed. She knew I would end up bonded to you forever. Even if I didn't." 

"Harry," said Snape firmly, and Harry fell quiet. The older man left his chair and knelt before Harry, gripping his upper arms tightly. "Listen to me. This does not have to be a huge problem – we have a marriage of convenience, nothing more. If we ignore our marriage and the bond, nothing will happen. By all effects, the only thing connecting us is a piece of paper in the Ministry of Magic. Nothing more." 

He shook Harry, getting the boy to look at him, wide green eyes filled with fear. 

"If you meet another man in the future, you can have a spiritual commitment ceremony, some other ritual, and will effectively be married. What we have is a technicality. Nothing more. I feel precisely nothing for you. My attraction level is zero. Is that so difficult to understand?" 

Harry's heart began to slow, as he stared into Snape's eyes, lost in thoughts he'd never really wanted to think. He'd had ruined his life. In thirty or forty years, he could find himself having to put up with a second-rate 'ceremony' rather than a binding, legal, loving marriage. 

And yet he yearned, ached, to trust Snape. It only made him feel worse. 

"I... I think I'll need a while to get used to this," he said, his voice barely a whisper. He looked away. "Sorry..." 

"I think you should leave, Potter," said Snape. He sounded weak. 

Harry didn't need telling twice. He got to his feet, brushing down his robes, and hurried to the door. As he stepped out into the cold comfort of the empty dungeons, he heard Snape say, "Remember to come back on Tuesday, for – ", before he slammed the door and ran back to his quarters, and did not emerge. 

* * *

From the best days of Harry's life, he found himself drifting into the worst. 

There were times during the war against Voldemort that he felt better than this. Even as a child, suffering under the Dursleys, he at least had hope. Now, optimism was a forgotten luxury. Harry could see no way out of this mess he'd created around himself. 

Friday's classes were a nightmare, but he found himself unable to care anymore. Snape wasn't at breakfast, lunch or dinner, and according to Minerva had suddenly come down with a bad cold. She gave Harry a strange, suspicious frown as she said it, as if wondering why he didn't know already. They were, after all, married. 

He got none of his marking done over the weekend. He simply left it in a pile on his desk and huddled in bed with a bottle of Firewhiskey. He ignored all the letters owled to him. Ron and Hermione were now sending at least three a day, desperate to know why he was so suddenly Harry Prince. Harry couldn't face telling them. He could barely face it himself. 

Snape's cold wore off by Sunday afternoon. Dinner was extremely uncomfortable. 

Harry sat with his chair scraped as far away from Snape as possible, elbows tucked in so he didn't accidentally brush the other man. He ate quickly, excused himself with a bad stomach and went to hide in his rooms again, cracking open another bottle of Firewhiskey. To his dismay, a note came round during the evening, calling a staff meeting tomorrow morning at seven o' clock. Harry didn't sleep, dreading the morning. 

He sat on the opposite side of the room to Snape, determinedly not looking at his husband. After a painful hour of trivial details and un-necessary discussion, Minerva finally came to the final item on the list. 

"Ah, yes... Mr Filch informs me that he's been catching record numbers of students in the Astronomy Tower, after hours. Let me put it this way – none of them were up there to complete Astronomy homework. We need to clamp down on this frivolous behaviour before it gets out of hand." 

Snape huffed inwardly with humourless amusement. Minerva had never been the type to encourage studently love. Albus had taken a very liberal stance with it, saying that if none of them injured themselves in the dark and no students were sent home unfortunately pregnant, it was not a problem. The headmaster's relaxed attitudes had not stopped Snape throwing as many kissing couples into detention as possible. 

Feeling the weight of eyes on him, he glanced up. Harry's bright green gaze darted away quickly, ashamed. 

"Therefore," Minerva said crisply, "everybody is required to be on patrol at least one night a week. This comes into effect immediately. I have drafted up the following list so you all know where you are to be patrolling, and when." 

She read through it aloud. Severus waited patiently, until at last she came to him. 

"Yes, Professor Snape..." she said, laying delicate stress on the surname that made Snape frown. He caught Harry glancing away from him again. "I know you have something of an expertise for catching students out of bed, so I want you to patrol the Astronomy Tower itself on Monday nights, including this one." 

He nodded, made a note on the back of his hand, and looked up just in time to catch another frightened glance from Harry. This time, their eyes met for a fraction of a second longer. Involuntary endearment touched Snape's chest as he saw the boy blush anxiously, turning his face away, expression lost in sadness. The Wizarding marriage bond inside Snape was tugging at him insistently. He resisted it. 

"Is everybody quite clear on the details?" Minerva asked, and there was a general murmur of yes. She nodded. "Excellent. Staff meeting over – the next should be in about two weeks. An owl will bring you the date closer to the time. Staff dismissed." 

* * *

There was something about stars. 

As a child, his bedroom window had opened onto empty rolling fields and at night, the sky was laid above him like a navy blanket sewn with sequins. Many nights, woken by his parents' ferocious arguments, he had wriggled onto his windowsill to gaze up at the stars. He traced their patterns with a finger, his breath frosting against the glass. 

Nothing in Severus's childhood had been reliable. 

He never knew whether his father would embrace him or hit him, whether he would find his mother waiting with open arms or see her crouched on the kitchen floor, sobbing into a handkerchief, her long dark hair matted and tangled. 

But the stars had been there – always. When the rest of the world had come crumbling down around him, there had always been stars, steady and dependable as the sunrise. 

As a student, he often left his bed when unable to sleep and crawled into the windowseat in the Slytherin Common Room. There they always were, his stars, shining down as if in greeting, inquiring with their gentle light why dreams just wouldn't come. Occasionally, the teenage Sarabi Sinistra had come to join him, had taught him all the names of the constellations. 

He envied her now. As the Astronomy mistress, she had access to the stars whenever she wanted. He had only windowless dungeon corridors. 

As he sat on the floor of the Astronomy Tower that night, gazing up through the clear glass dome at the sky above, he knew he would grow to love Mondays. Peace filled him. His eyes trailed each beautiful constellation, even if he was now too old and too dignified to lift a finger and trace them, join each twinkling white dot. 

He lowered himself back against the floor, lying at the mercy of the heavens and wishing for things he'd never wished for before. 

Tomorrow night, Harry would be coming to the dungeons for the second dosage of his potions. It promised to be the most awkward moment Hogwarts had ever seen. Their secret deal had become a terrible, guilty mistake that Harry would most certainly regret for the rest of his life. Until the moment the boy mentioned that horrific word, 'divorce', Severus hadn't realised there was a problem. He'd thought that Harry understood what he'd agreed to, what he'd signed away. It was even written on the marriage contract – hadn't the boy at least skimmed it? 

He turned his head, closing his eyes, feeling small compared to the eternal ocean of stars so far away. 

Suddenly he didn't want his manor anymore. He would put back the new gold in his Gringotts Vault, if it meant he could turn back time and erase all these awful mistakes – if he could just see Harry's eyes, one last time, without fear and regret staining those beautiful green depths. 

"Water, water, everywhere," he whispered to himself. "And not a drop to drink." 

It was as he sat up, thinking of checking the staircases again, that he heard the door creak. 

He tensed. Instantly there was a scuttling noise as his company rushed out of sight, hiding. Severus Snape the hunter took over and he stood, slowly, silent as a shadow. He listened. From behind the corner near the door, he could hear the quick, quiet breathing of some horny student, foolish enough to think he hadn't heard them enter. 

He moved closer. His boots, dragon-hide, were whisper silent on the floor. He had the brains to hold his breath unlike his prey. He could see a slither of them now, just a black shadow quivering out of sight around the corner. They were tall enough to be a seventh year. If it was a Slytherin, Severus knew he might send them back to bed with minimal point loss – his NEWT students held a soft spot in his heart. 

In the same moment that he pounced, the black shadow moved. 

"Look, if you just go back to bed then I won't take – " it began, before Snape descended on it like a wolf on a kitten, and the lump cried out in pain. 

There was a moment of frantic thrashing, in which Snape fought against the hands now shoving him away, before somebody's ankle connected with a stray telescope and they both fell to the floor with a crash. 

His prey gave a cry of pain, now lying sprawled beneath Snape in a pool of moonlight. 

It was Harry. 

"Potter," he blurted out. Harry's eyes flew open. Those dazzling green depths stared at him, wide with shock. Snape struggled to his feet. "My apologies. I didn't realise it was you." Feeling that a rebuke would protect his dignity a little, he said, "You should not have hidden. I thought you were a student." 

Harry was still lying on the ground from where he'd been shoved, his chest rising and falling quickly. His face was tinged with seashell pink. His hair was tousled over his face, and he was panting – like a debauched angel, Snape thought. 

"Sorry," the boy mumbled. "I - ... sorry, I should have said something..." 

"You should," said Snape. A moment later, he felt guilty at the harsh tone he had used, and a moment after that, wondered why he would care that he had spoken harshly to Harry. The boy shouldn’t have been lurking in the Astronomy Tower after dark. "Are you on patrol tonight?" 

The boy nodded, looking away. "Sorry," he said again. 

Feeling a little unfair as he realised the boy had not done anything wrong, Snape sighed and stepped forward, extending a hand. Harry took it. Snape pulled him up, but at the same time Harry pushed and so ended up taking a jerky step forwards, into Snape. He jumped back as if he'd been scolded. 

"Sorry," he half-squeaked. "I... I didn't - ... I'll go and check the classrooms..." 

"Harry," Snape said, turning as the boy hurried away, and the door to the Astronomy Tower slammed shut. 

He wrenched it open and went after Harry, hurrying down the stairs, determined not to let this fester any further. He checked each classroom and corridor, but the boy was gone. 

Frustrated, angry, he returned to the Astronomy Tower, and not even his stars could comfort him now. 

Chapter 5: All or Nothing
The next night, Harry found himself dreading the approach of nine o' clock. He marked all his books far too early then sat on his bed for a good half hour, worrying. 

The walk to the dungeons was the longest ever. Before he'd realised how permanent their marriage was, he had loved treading this familiar path, looked forward to sitting by the fire with Severus and seeing his face relax in enjoyment. Now he wanted nothing more than to turn back, hide under the bed covers like a child and pretend it was a dream. That wasn't an option though. 

He wondered if Snape had even made the potion. He'd almost forgotten about it himself. He just hoped that the Potions master would hold us his end of the bargain – after all, Harry had done what was asked of him, even if it had all fallen apart. All he could hope was that Snape had a sense of honour about him. 

He paused outside the door to Snape's office, heart sinking. There was nothing else he could do. He lifted a hand, closed his eyes and knocked, waiting for that inevitable call – "It's open, Potter", "Come in, Potter", "Enter, Potter". 
It didn't come. Worried, he knocked for a second time, more loudly. There was no answer. 

Snape would probably be in his workroom, finishing the second dosage. Silently Harry let himself into the office, wishing it offered him the same comfort now as it once had. 

Snape was not in his office and, after a brief check, Harry realised he was not in his workroom either. He pressed his fingers on the door to Snape's quarters, easing it open just a fraction – and heard Snape's voice, talking to somebody else. 

"It's ten past already... is he not even going to come for the potion? I'd think he would at least want his reward, seeing as though I've put him through such trauma." 

To Harry's surprise, it was Albus Dumbledore's voice that spoke back. He peered through the crack in the door. Snape was resting by the fire, glass of wine in hand, and he was facing a portrait of Albus that had always been empty when Harry visited. 

"You can't blame Harry for being nervous, Severus. You and he have been through things that very, very few other people have. " 

"Mm." Snape reached up to rub his temples. "I just wish that he would talk to me, Albus. Instead he sulks in his quarters, missing meals and giving me miserable looks during dinner. Minerva has noticed how dejected he is. The brat doesn't seem to understand that he won't solve his problems hiding away from me." 

"Severus... if this were the other way round, would you be happy to confide in Harry? He must feel trapped. Harry had no idea what he was agreeing to, through no fault of his own, and through no fault of yours. You can't blame him for feeling anxious around you." 

"There is no reason for him to feel anxious," said Snape wearily. "He knows that this marriage means nothing." 

"I'm not surprised the boy is confused. He has stumbled into a life-long, eternally bonding marriage, something that cannot be erased, and yet you don't see it in that way. Have you considered that stressing the meaningless of your union might have worried him further? He thinks that he means nothing to you." 

"Albus, that is precisely what I tried to make him understand – he means nothing to me. He doesn't understand." 

"Are you sure he doesn't understand?" said Albus quietly. "Or is it that he does understand, perhaps better than you?" 

Snape frowned darkly. "If he understood, he would not fear me this way." 

"Perhaps if you understood, you would see why he fears you." 

Snape had no reply to this. He shifted in his chair awkwardly, massaging his forehead, fingers flexing around his wine glass. "I can't see a solution to this situation, Albus. I have offered the boy what he wants." 

"What does he want, Severus?" 

"To have nothing to do with me," said Snape darkly. His frown deepened. "To have no links to me, whatsoever. And I have offered him that in plain English but still he fears me." 

Snape stood up restlessly, and Harry tensed for a moment, ready to run if he was discovered. Instead, Snape crossed to the wine cabinet and refilled his glass, his face taut. 

"This marriage of convenience has become highly inconvenient," he muttered, and Dumbledore smiled. 

"Perhaps it will be easier to think of a solution if you consider what you want first. Part of me wonders if you know yourself, Severus." 

"Of course I know what I want," said Snape irritably. 

"What?" 

Snape returned to the fireplace with his glass. "I wanted my inheritance. I now have it. Therefore, I want nothing more and this problem is entirely Potter's." 

"Severus..." 

"I know." 

"What is it that you want from this marriage? What do you feel? What are your hopes and dreams? If you want it to be meaningless, and remain as little more than two signatures on a piece of parchment, then say so... but if you want more, don't deny your heart that." 

Snape hesitated, and then put down his glass angrily, apparently annoyed by what his heart had told him. "It makes no difference, Dumbledore." 

"It does, Severus." 

"What is it that you want me to confess?" said Snape irritably, glaring into the fire. "That I appreciate his company? That I feel awkward when he looks away from me, when he dodges to avoid me in corridors, that he sits clamped to Minerva's side during meals so he doesn't have to endure the possibility that we might touch?" 

He stood up, restless and frustrated. 

"That I find him attractive, as a member of my species... that I find him attractive as a person... that perhaps, I was more unprepared for this 'marriage' than he was. I knew about the bond, Albus. I knew that it was irreversible... and yet..." 

He drank. It did not seem to help. 

"And yet I didn't realise what would happen... that suddenly I would miss him. And wish for his company." 

"As a lover?" 

"I don't know." There was a pause. "When he thought we were married, he seemed so joyful. His eyes shone when he looked at me. I don't understand why knowing that we are still married makes any difference..." 

"Forever is a long time, Severus," said Albus quietly. 

"Yes..." Snape ran a hand into his hair. "I feel... I feel lonely, Albus. I feel that he is mine, yet I can never have him. I have an empty chair by my fireside and half a bottle of wine that shan't drink itself." 

"Is it just his companionship you want?" asked Albus. "Perhaps if you spoke to him, and explained that your marriage can be more than the 'nothing' you told him it was, but does not need to be everything." 

Snape fell silent. Albus knew. 

"Do you want it to be everything, Severus?" 

"I want... I want it to be something." 

"You want it to be everything... I might be a painting, but I can still see when you're hiding things from me." Dumbledore's eyes twinkled softly. "You need to let Harry know he is worth more to you than nothing. I don't advise telling him he could be everything – but don't let him suffer like this, Severus. If the bond is doing to him what it is doing to you, he will be craving your company... yet you have told him he is nothing." 

Snape's silence lingered for long, sad moments. 

"He won't talk to me... he won't even receive a potion from me, let alone the inner confessions of my soul." 

"You have to try, for Harry's sake." 

"Yes," said Snape quietly. After a moment, he said, "My mother knew this would happen. She knew there is no such thing as a Wizarding marriage of convenience. No matter who I chose, I would fall in love with them." 

"Your mother was always two steps ahead of any other mind," said Dumbledore, smiling. "A true Slytherin." 

"She was a true menace," Snape snapped. "And continues to be." 

Dumbledore chuckled. "Perhaps it would be best to do something else for a while, to take your mind off the situation. I always find jigsaw puzzles most soothing. When the morning comes, do try talking to Harry, or send him an owl." 

"Yes... I might finish those essays, Albus. The repetitive writing of 'D' always calms me down." 

As Dumbledore ambled out of his frame, Snape stood from his chair and flattened the tousled waves of his hair with a hand. 

He hadn't even had the chance to visit Prince Manor yet, even though it was the reason this whole terrible mess had happened in the first place. Perhaps, if things were no better with Harry, he would spend next weekend alone in the manor, organise the house elves into redecorating... the thought was soothing, and so it was with a slightly lighter burden that he pushed open the door of his office. 

And found somebody sitting in his chair, staring up at him with bottomless green eyes, so fearful, so wonderful. He froze. 

"Harry," he said blankly. "You should have knocked." 

"You - ..." 

That whisper, heart-wrenching and frightened, drove every thought from his mind. Severus stood where he was, watching and waiting for logic to return, but before he could collect his thoughts, Harry was standing and coming shakily towards him. 

Harry reached out, and instinctively, Severus's hands lifted. Their fingers twined and then tightly gripped, sealed together, clinging, and Severus's heart had lodged in his throat. 

"Harry, I – " 

"Shhh..." said Harry, his voice shaking. 

The boy squeezed his hands. Without another word, he led Severus away from the office. They crossed the living room. Severus thought Harry would sit him by the fire, and they would share wine and conversation again, but Harry continued onwards. With a warm flush low in his stomach, Severus realised Harry was drawing him towards the bedroom. 

"Harry, we need to talk. You don't have to – " 

"Shhh..." Harry urged again. Severus fell into silence, saying nothing as he was guided into his own bed chambers, nudged onto the bed. 

Numbly he reached for Harry. The boy melted into his arms. 

There was silence for quite some time. 

They laid together, each as shocked as the other, neither daring to speak first. Severus's fingertips found their way to the back of Harry's neck. Unsure, he began to trace little circles. The young man stirred in his arms, and after a few more minutes, lifted his head. The tip of his nose touched Severus's jaw. 

"I... I thought you didn't want me." The confession was whispered. It was some tiny comfort to know that Harry was just as terrified as him. "I thought I was nothing. I thought - ... I thought you must hate me so much, if - ..." 

"Don't - ... don't talk." 

"But we have to. We have to. Please, just - ... just tell me. Tell me I'm not making an idiot out of myself." 

He lifted his head slowly. He stared into Severus's eyes. The older wizard paused, mouth open on words that wouldn't come, gaze searching Harry's face. 

He leant down. 

Their lips met – somehow quiet, somehow familiar. The younger wizard hesitated, then lifted a hand, placing it on Severus's jaw. They shivered. As Harry's mouth brushed his open hopefully, lips parting a little, Severus slid his tongue past their seam and reached up, tangling his fingers in the fine hair at the nape of the young man's neck. His eyes closed over. Harry quivered in his arms. 

When they finally drew apart, there was quiet. They stayed forehead-to-forehead, sharing breath. Then Harry began touching his face – fingers tracing the angle of his jaw, over his cheekbones, investigating the line of his nose. He tensed. 

"It's... it's okay." Harry swallowed. A smile, tiny, so afraid. "It's just me." 

The fingertips slid down onto Severus's neck, then buried carefully in his hair. One thought registered in his head. 

"You haven't had your second dose," he managed. 

Harry paused. He bit his lower lip, then stroked a kiss across his husband's mouth. "Can I... have it here? With you?" 

"Harry, the... the aphrodisiac is much more potent. You may - ... with me..." 

He tried to think of a reason why he was challenging this proposal. He couldn't. He planted a kiss on Harry's forehead, crawled off the bed and made his way through to his workroom. 

The second dosage of the potion was a deeper shade of violet. Vanilla was heavy on the air. He spent a few minutes grinding a unicorn horn into powder, trying to stop his hands shaking, then sprinkled it into the beaker. It shimmered softly. Slightly calmer, he retrieved a thin glass stirring rod and swirled the mixture carefully, then returned to the bedroom. 

"This one is somewhat more aggressive... the aphrodisiac wears off fairly quickly, so – " He looked up. 

The blankets had been rucked, rumpled and twisted out of place, but the mess of his bed was the last thing on his mind. Curled within the nest of covers was Harry, and he was naked beneath the sheets. Somehow he'd arranged himself to look as alluring as possible. 

Severus's eyebrows lifted. Harry squirmed a little, the blankets shifting over the promise of naked, narrow curves. 

"Will you help me test it this time?" the Gryffindor asked. 

Severus's hand had seized up around the stirring rod. He gazed at his prize for a moment more, before coming to his senses. "Yes. Of course." 

He carried the potion to the bedside. Harry sat up, clutching the blankets to his chest. 

Severus placed one hand on the back of his husband's head, holding the beaker with the other, and tilted the glass neck to Harry's lips. He watched the younger wizard drink. His heart beat a little harder. 

At last the potion was gone and Harry's eyes had fallen shut as he waited. It would take a few seconds. Severus placed the beaker on the bedside cabinet, moving closer. His hands brushed over Harry's shoulders in a gentle back rub. 

He almost saw the shudder pass down Harry's spine. As the hairs on the boy's arms began to rise on end, he leant forwards and planted a kiss on the back of Harry's neck. 

A treacled moan spilt from the younger man's lips and then a gasp, body arching back against Severus's chest. He wrapped his arms around Harry's waist. As the young man battled his tremors, Severus reached down and laid a hand on Harry's thigh. The bulge at his crotch was swelling rapidly. 

"Oh... f-fuck, that's..." 

Harry strained against Severus's chest, his thighs sliding apart beneath the sheets in a desperate attempt to release the growing heat. His skin was suddenly hyper-sensitive. As Severus's palms smoothed over his torso, he body writhed under the overpowering sensation. His hips bucked. 

The heat seized him without warning, rippled through him like fluid fire. He bit his lip and whimpered, and struggled, kicking down the blankets in the search for air. Before the oxygen could calm him, Severus's hands were there. Fingers ghosted over the fleshy softness of his inner thighs. He groaned. 

"Please," he gasped. Cool, delicate fingers coiled about his cock; his hips jerked. "Oh...! Yes - ... more..." 

Severus's head lowered to his neck, hair brushing over Harry's bare shoulders. The hot mouth latched to the crook of his throat, sucking and chewing gently, teasing. Slowly Severus began to fist him, too gentle, too soft. He couldn't wait. He turned in his lover's arms and pushed his Slytherin back against the pillows. 

Severus laid back, his head whirling. All he had to do was relax as Harry ripped at his shirt, snapping buttons, snarling softly in an effort to find skin. 

"Mm..." his lover murmured. Another button tore. "Yes - ..." 

I'm married to this man, Severus thought. He rolled his shoulders obediently as Harry tugged at the torn material. My lawfully-wedded nymphomaniac. The Gryffindor attacked his trousers, grappling with the catch, and before he could think, a hand slid past the parted fabric. Harry cupped him roughly. 

He couldn't help but hiss; his eyes flickered shut. 

He didn't have to do anything. He didn't even have to move. Harry was rubbing him slowly with the heel of his palm, steady strokes, then loosening his trousers further and tugging them down. The Gryffindor came to sit astride his thighs. Both hands wrapped about him, fisting, one after the other down his length, a sensation like being drawn out of himself. The heat began to pool rapidly in his stomach. 

"Harry - ..." he managed. 

His lover understood and the hands left him. The boy moaned prettily as Severus reached for him, rolled him over and leant down for his neck, ravaging him with gentle bites and sucks. Harry was rock hard against his stomach, already leaking. As he worked, more delightful noises came forth in a symphony of enjoyment. It wasn't long before he felt Harry begin to tremble. 

"I - ... I want..." 

The Gryffindor caught his hand. It was pushed down between Harry's thighs, pressed over the tight star of his entrance, already hot to the touch. 

"Please?" 

Severus nipped his lover's throat, then soothed the mark with his tongue in apology. He reached out for the bedside cabinet. Into Harry's hand he pressed a small jar of lubricant, unlabelled. 

"Prepare yourself for me," he murmured. "I want to watch." 

He caught the Gryffindor's visible shiver. He sat back between Harry's open thighs, watching as the boy stirred to get comfortable, unscrewing the jar of oil. Fingertips straying to the inside of Harry's knee, he began to pet lightly. 

"Such a good boy," he breathed. My husband. z

He watched as Harry nervously dipped his fingers into the oil. He leant forwards, hiding a kiss against the Gryffindor's temple, and felt his lover's tremors ease. 

Watching was almost as exhilirating as touching. He observed every press of Harry's fingers, every quickening of breath, every tense in the boy's gentle face. It was like nursing a potion. Checking every stage, watching in protective detail, glorying in the beauty of the process. Harry was making the most wonderful array of noises – little moans and gasped shivers, gentle panting as he eased in a second finger. His angle was too difficult for a third. Severus reached down, adding a finger of his own, relishing the shudder of satisfaction that racked his lover's form. Hot flesh gripped Severus tightly. 

For quite some time they stayed as they were, stretching and coaxing. At last, Harry shuddered deeply. 

"Now," he whimpered out. 

"Now?" 

"Please, now - ..." 

They shifted into position carefully, scooped a pillow beneath Harry's hips. His legs locked around Severus's waist. For a moment they paused, meeting each other's gazes, green on black, waiting for any last moment reservations. Harry licked his lips. 

Severus's eyes closed, and he nudged inside, sheathing himself in the grip of his partner's body inch by inch. 

The motions were easy and steady and he fucked Harry slowly into the mattress, gentle at first but building pressure as his young lover's moans rose in pitch. The boy was scratching at his arms and his shoulders, gripping, hands flexing on each deep stroke. He ran his hands down Harry's sides, drinking in the slow arch and sighs that he received. 

He soothed his hands beneath Harry's hips, tilting their joined bodies, easing the angle. He shuddered and drove deeper; Harry tightened around him with a cry. As if the aphrodisiac was soaking through Harry's skin, he found himself restless and charged, close far too soon, his skin pulsing faintly with pleasure. Harry was flushed in the face, shimmering with sweat, mumbling, "More, more..." 

He reached down, wrapping his fist around his lover's prick, the flesh hot to the touch. Harry jerked. A few gentle strokes, a deep push inside, and beneath him Harry's entire body went tight as a bow, head thrown back. 

A stifled howl was torn from his throat; wet heat burst over Severus's fingers. The sight alone ripped the Slytherin over the edge. He groaned and shuddered, burying himself deep in Harry's convulsing body, and white washed over his vision. 

When it was all over, his first conscious sensation was Harry trembling. 

The Gryffindor reached up to touch his face, draw him down into a gentle kiss. 

Sex had gotten better since his teenage years. Much better. Maybe students in the Astronomy Tower had the right idea after all, he thought hazily, as Harry's tongue slipped into his mouth. He twined his fingers in his lover's hair, damp with sweat. Harry was stroking his back. 

When their lips parted, neither drew back. They stayed with their foreheads touching, eyes closed, little smiles apiece. 

"What time is it?" Harry whispered. 

With great reluctance, Severus tilted his head to glance through the doorway into the lounge. He squinted at the clock. "Way, Way Past Your Bedtime, apparently..." Gently he eased off Harry and stretched out at his side, getting comfortable. A swift pat was given to Harry's backside beneath the sheets. "Go on." 

"What?" said Harry, confused, burrowing sleepily into his chest. 

"Out you go," Severus said. Where this playfulness had come from, he didn't know. He liked it regardless. Gently he nudged the boy in the side. "Get dressed, go away. Bored with you now." 

He felt Harry's grin against his neck. The boy's arms looped around him and one ankle coiled around Severus's shin. "Throwing me out of the marital bed," he mused. 

Severus chuckled. "This is not our marital bed." 

"Oh?" said Harry. He pressed a kiss to Severus's throat. "Where is?" 

Prince Manor stood proud and tall in Severus's mind, ready to welcome its master home, waiting to be enjoyed once more. "I shall take you to see it someday," he said. He tucked the Gryffindor's head beneath his chin, closed his eyes. "Seeing as it's mine at last." 

"Ours," Harry murmured. 

Severus's brows knitted together in a scowl. The sleepy bundle of limbs in his arms laughed, nestling closer to him. 

"Good night, love." 

"Good night, brat..." He put a kiss to Harry's forehead. "Sleep now." 

As he reached over to turn out the light, he spotted something on the nightstand. It was the letter that had started this whole grizzly affair. He picked it up and studied it in the half-light. 

"Who's laughing now, mother?" he muttered. 

Harry stirred. "What?" he said, half-asleep. Severus put the letter down. 

"Shush, go back to sleep." A pause. As he turned the light out, he added, "Sleep well, love." 

In the morning, Severus made breakfast and Harry began the first draft of an explanatory letter to Ron. 

The End 
