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[In my midnight confession
When I tell all the world that I love you
In my midnight confession
When I say all the things that I want to
I love you]

"Bloody hell."

A pause.  "I don't like this any better than you do, you know.  You can go back to giving me the silent treatment, I won't mind one bit."

"Hard as it is to believe, Potter, you are not my problem at the moment.  I've never put up a tent before.  What in the name of Merlin do we do next?"

Harry felt a grin spreading over his face.  "Deprived childhood, eh?"

The other man straightened from his examination of ropes, pegs, poles, and canvas.   "Don't get me started.  It hasn't been much better since, either."   He found himself surprised at his own words, at their bitter tone as much as their meaning.  A jest like Potter's didn't deserve an answer, much less such a ... serious one.

Harry was no longer grinning.  "Here," he said abruptly.  He pulled out his wand, murmured a few words, and poles sprang up, canvas draped itself, ropes pulled taut, and pegs sank into the ground.

"Well done."  Grudging respect filled the voice.

"Thanks," said Harry, "learned that from the Weasleys, all those summer camping trips...."  He faltered, suddenly at a loss. Why the hell should he care about Snape's feelings?  Yet he couldn't go on, it would be too much like rubbing his nose in it; all the good friends he had, whereas Snape -

He needn't have worried.  Snape didn't seem to be listening. He was bent over his duffel bag, rummaging, pulling out supplies and arranging them in piles.

"What did Dumbledore tell you about this trip?"  Harry asked, trying to change the subject.

"Same as you, I expect."  Snape didn't look up.  The curtain of shoulder-length black hair, not so oily as Harry remembered (or had he and Ron just exaggerated its greasiness in their dislike of him?), hid his face as he bent his head.

"Try to spot any Dark activity along the main trails, try to make contact with the centaurs - if we can find them, they're tricky.  Was that it?"

"Yes."

"That wasn't all he told me," Harry muttered, pulling his own bag towards him and beginning to sort through it.

"What?"  Snape did look up then.

"You know the other reason we're here.  Maybe the only real reason," Harry mumbled.  He'd had his doubts ever since Dumbledore had sent them on this mission.  It had been a quiet period for Dark activity since his Hogwarts graduation two months ago, no sign of Voldemort for weeks, and he strongly suspected Dumbledore had fabricated this whole thing just to -

"No, I don't, Potter.  Why don't you tell me."

"He really said nothing else to you?"

"I want to know what he said to you."

Harry stammered, "Well ... he ... wanted us to learn to work together.  Said he needed us to be able to function as a team."

"Ah.  Very sentimental of him.  Useless too, I would have thought."  The black eyes held no expression.  As usual.

Harry dropped it there and went inside the tent to put his things away.  He found his hands shaking a bit.  Bugger, he thought.  Damn and damn.  Why did Snape always have the power to overset him with just a few words, a single look?  Why should he be afraid of -  No, he wasn't afraid of Snape, that was absurd.  But years of taunting from him, years of having to take whatever he dished out as Potions master, had taken their toll, and he was furious about it, he realised suddenly.  I'm not putting up with his crap any more, Harry thought savagely.  Maybe this trip really was a good idea.  If nothing else he could get a bit of his own back.

Snape pushed open the tent flap, holding an armful of clothing.  "You're over there," Harry said shortly.  Snape raised his eyebrows but Harry ignored him.

They arranged their things quietly, but the silence felt suddenly very charged to Harry.  He stepped outside the tent and took a deep breath, looking up at the blue overhead.

"What is it, Potter?"

He jumped.  "What the hell - give me some warning when you're right behind me, why don't you?"

Amazingly, Snape half-smiled.  "I learned how to move silently years ago.  All those, er, summer camping trips.  Trying to spot bears, I believe."

Harry felt a grin tugging at his mouth.  "Now, who does the cooking?" he said at random.

"If you cook as badly as you brew potions, Potter, it had better be me," Snape said firmly.  Harry actually chuckled.

"There, see," he said.  "We can do this."

Snape's lightened look shuttered itself instantly.

"What did I say?"

Snape rummaged through the cooking gear.  "Getting on for dinnertime," he said, squinting at the sun, which was sinking behind the hills.

"Snape."  He didn't look up.  "Snape.  For the love of - Can't you even answer me?"

Snape finally turned his gaze to Harry's.  "We'll work together just fine," he said tonelessly.  "As long as you'll let me be.  We're here to work, not become - best mates."  As soon as the casual word left his mouth, he was sorry.  It conjured a thousand imaginings -

[Staggering through the daytime
Your image on my mind
Passing so close beside you babe
Sometimes the feelings are so hard to hide]

"Fine."  Potter sounded puzzled, a bit hurt, but at least he was backing off.

Snape cooked in silence, they ate in silence, and Harry did the dishes without being asked.  "Thanks," Snape murmured without thinking as Harry rejoined him on the log just outside the tent, and Harry gave a little smile.  "Molly Weasley's first rule," he said.  "The cook never washes up."

"Good rule."  They sat in silence, drinking mugs of strong tea.

"Wish we could have a campfire," Harry finally said, sleepily.  To help keep their presence as secret as possible, they'd decided against fires at night or even lights outside the opacity of the tent walls.  Harry looked up at the night sky.  Even through the thick-leafed branches, he could see a multitude of stars twinkling.  "Of course, with a fire you couldn't see the stars so well," he said, yawning.

"Time to turn in, Potter," the voice next to him said.  Harry could just see Snape's outline, a shadow in the darkness.

"Yeah," he agreed, standing and stretching.  "That washing up really took it out of me."  Was that actually a chuckle from the other man?  "Where are you going?"  The shadow was moving away, rather than into the tent.

"Call of nature?" the voice said, sarcastically.  "You're welcome to accompany me if you must, Potter, but I'd've thought - "

"All right, you needn't be such a git about it,"  Harry grumbled.  Lord, was he really blushing?  How was he going to get through a whole week sharing the same tent with that - that -   He gave up and went inside.

Snape rambled to a nearby clearing to do a bit of stargazing himself.  Through a gap in the trees he saw Mars, bright at the feet of Ophiuchus, who held the serpent torn in two.  Jupiter was no more than two degrees to the west.  Much as he'd always doubted the efficacy of astrology and divination, he hoped this conjunction boded well for them.  Firenze or Bane would know.

To the south was his own constellation, the Scorpion, though it was hidden by the trees, and to the north, almost overhead, was Hercules wielding his club.  He had always imagined the figure of Hercules running forward, one arm outstretched, the other brandishing the club over his head, ready to stun or kill an enemy.  Rather how he thought of Harry; though of course Harry was no Hercules - he still had the slim build of a Seeker, despite the inches he'd grown over the last couple of years.

But thinking about Harry was painful.  Thinking about Harry meant thinking about many other things.  Curse Dumbledore, anyway; surely he knew?  He'd never been able to hide his feelings from him, not all those years ago and almost certainly not now.  Why on earth had he put Harry in his way?  Working together as a team - codswallop.  He'd had the same little talk from the headmaster and he didn't believe a word of it.

He sighed, rubbing the back of his neck.  Well, he couldn't stay out here all night.  Actually he could, but he'd be a frozen carcass by morning; even in August these northern nights were cold. Nice present that would be for Harry to find on his doorstep when he woke.  So he supposed there was nothing else for it....

Harry's breathing was quiet and regular when he opened the tent flap.  In the dim light of the smokeless lamp Harry had left burning, Snape stared down at his motionless form, feeling an unexpected tenderness.  So like his father -

He shook his head, getting quickly into his own sleeping bag and rolling over to face the tent wall.  Away from Harry....

             *   *    *

"My God - no.  No!  Potter - "

Harry sat up in shock, heart pounding.  "Snape?"

"He can't have - Oh, God - "  The other man was - sobbing?  Harry's heart raced.  He swiftly tore open the sleeping bag, crawled across the space between them, and shook Snape's shoulder.  "Wake up!  Snape - "

He found his own shoulders seized.  Snape patted his arms up and down, as if feeling for broken bones, and then he pulled Harry atop him into a rough embrace, cradling him.  "Potter ... James - " he muttered.  "Not you...."

"What the hell," Harry spluttered, pushing himself up and off the other man.  "Snape, wake up - "  He poked him in the shoulder, hard.  In the dim light of the still-burning lamp, he saw Snape's eyes open wide with horror.  Then he focused on Harry's shocked face for a long moment, seeming to come back to reality, and shut them again.  "Go back to sleep, Potter," he muttered.

"You aren't going to get rid of me that easily, Snape.  What were you dreaming about?"

"None of your business."  Snape's eyes were still shut.

"Maybe it is.  When you yell out my father's name - "

"I did what?"  Snape's eyes flew open.  "I did no such thing."  He rolled over on his side, facing the tent wall once more.

Harry pulled him roughly over onto his back and glared down at him.  "I heard you.  What was that all about?"

Snape stared up into those green eyes.  "Go back to sleep, Harry," he said.

"Oh, so I'm Harry now?  When have you ever called me Harry?" Harry's hands tightened on Snape's shoulders.  He actually shook him.  Maybe it was the late hour, maybe it was the confusing way he'd woken up, but all of a sudden seven years' worth of anger and frustration came spilling forth.  "Why can't you just tell me something I want to know?  You have been miserable to me since day one, and for what?  All right, so I was famous Harry Potter.  Big deal.  D'you think that made me any happier than it made you?  Do you think I wouldn't rather have had - "

"Don't say it," Snape hissed suddenly.

" - my parents," Harry continued angrily.  "Don't you think I'd rather be with them, than have my picture in the Daily Prophet? Who gives a damn about any of that?  Not me.  But you seem to. You've never let up on me, not for all those years, not even after the Triwizard Tournament when I thought maybe, just maybe, you might be starting to have some respect for me.  But no, you - "

"Harry."

" - just kept on tormenting me in every class, and it was so damn unfair - "  The hands were trembling on his shoulders now -

"Harry."

" - and then my friends, and even Neville - what the hell is wrong with you - "

"Harry."  He pulled Harry down to him suddenly, and kissed him.

Oh my God.
Harry found himself shaking, trying to pull away, but Snape's hands held his head still as he ravaged his mouth with slow, expert precision.  After the first shock was over, it started to feel ... nice.  More than nice, it was ... amazing.  Finally they came up for air.  He couldn't believe -

"Snape?" he said uncertainly.

"Maybe you should call me Severus, Harry...."  All attempts to bring Harry to his senses, to control his own desire, had failed. His hands were stroking down Harry's back now, and the younger man was writhing under his touch, actually ... enjoying it?

"God," Harry muttered.  "This is impossible."  But he wasn't pulling away.

"Is it?" Snape murmured, his mouth working along Harry's jawline to his throat.

"Ah...."  Harry stretched his head back, giving Snape better access to the tender flesh.  He felt Snape's hands drifting over his pyjama top, undoing buttons, slipping his arms out of the sleeves.

"What am I doing?" he said suddenly, pushing himself away, sitting up on top of Snape's - was that hardness he felt beneath him actually - "More to the point, what are you doing!"

Those wide eyes looked down at him, a little panicked, but such a clear, sparkling green ... he'd seen them in his dreams, just this colour, pupils dilated with desire.  He was tired of fighting it, tired of fighting himself; tired of fighting Harry.  He locked his hands around those smooth, pale arms, and yanked Harry back down.  "I think it's pretty obvious what I'm doing," he said huskily, biting Harry's lower lip, thrusting his tongue inside that honeyed mouth.

"Mmmm...."  Harry struggled a bit more in his arms but finally seemed to give in, collapsing on Snape's chest.  They kissed for a long, long moment, and Harry didn't seem to know what to do with his hands, but then he began fumbling at the sleeping bag that held them apart.  Snape helped him unzip it and pull it away from between their bodies, all the time kissing him, taking little bites along his jaw, down his throat once again.  He rolled them over suddenly so he was on top of Harry, who gulped a bit, looking up into those deep black eyes.

"I've never...." he said threadily.

Snape went very still.  "You've never done this?" he finally whispered.

Harry shook his head.

"I thought you and Weasley...."

"No, he loves Hermione, and I - "  Harry stopped, thunderstruck.  But it couldn't be - it must be the heat of the moment, the confusion, the newness of it all; he couldn't really -

"And you?"

"I've never loved anyone," he said.  Before.  No, it had to be impossible.  Years of anger, years of what amounted to emotional abuse; he couldn't just forget all that in a single moment of passion ... could he?  Or was that all this was?  Hadn't there been times; those strange dreams in the last couple of years, dim and confused dreams that left him aching, longing, and somehow he'd always been aware of Snape somewhere there; but not like this, surely?

Snape was still staring down at him.  "Not even some girl?"

"No one," he said, thinking of his abortive crush on Cho.  "I've never - been like this with anyone."

Snape was mute above him.  Suddenly he rolled off Harry and sat with his back to him, facing the tent wall.  Harry could see him shuddering.  He sat up too, and put a hand on Snape's arm.  He threw his hand off, saying warningly, "Don't touch me, Harry."

"What if - I want to?"  Had he really said that?

"It's a dangerous game," Snape said to the expanse of canvas before him.

"It's no game."  Suddenly Harry was sure.  He might be confused about the state of his heart, but he wanted this - he wanted -

"Severus," he murmured, trying the name on his lips.  The older man finally turned, and Harry saw something he'd never thought to see - those black eyes were unfathomable no longer, but filled with a heat that sent a shiver of desire through him.  He'd never felt - not with Cho, certainly with no one else -

He leaned forward, pressing his lips to that sculpted mouth, sliding his hands around Snape's neck.  "Please, Severus," he said against his lips.  "Show me...."

Snape hesitated - and was lost.  He pressed Harry down into the sleeping bag, running his hands up and down the slender body.  "Harry," he sighed.

"Yes," he answered, though no reply seemed to be needed.  He helped Snape undo his own pyjama top and remove it, and he ran his palms hesitantly over the unfamiliar flesh.  When he reached one dark nipple, he heard Severus cry out softly.  "You liked that," he muttered, trying it again.

For answer, Snape pressed his mouth to one of Harry's nipples, massaging the other with long fingers.  "Mmm, God," Harry groaned, shutting his eyes.  He hadn't known - there seemed to be nerves going from that spot right to his -

His cheeks burned as he realised how swollen he was getting.  Still shy, he tried to squirm out from under a bit - but Snape slid one leg over Harry's thigh, preventing him from moving any further.  He was nicely trapped now between Snape's knees, and when the older man pressed his groin down against Harry's, he felt -

"Is that - " he said, a bit awestruck. 

Incredibly, he heard a muffled laugh.  "It's all me, Harry."

Harry pushed his hips up, grinding himself against Snape, who made a drowsy, satisfied sort of sound.  He moved his mouth down Harry's pale, perfect chest, down to his belly, caressing him with long, sweeping strokes of his fingers.  His tongue found its way into the hollow of his navel, and Harry gasped.  He slid his hands down Harry's sides, under the waistband of his pyjamas, and slowly pulled them down.  Harry raised his hips to help Snape pull them off, but the shyness was still there; Snape moved back up his body to find Harry covering himself with his hands, panting a little, eyes wide.

Black eyes looked down into green, for once holding only - understanding?  "It's all right, Harry," he whispered, stroking his trembling fingers, gently coaxing them away.  "Let me see you...." With a small sound of surrender, Harry let his hands be moved to his sides, and Severus looked down at him hungrily.  "You're beautiful, Harry," he murmured.  "Absolutely - "  Starting at the navel he stroked one finger down the fine line of dark hair, down to Harry's sweet, hard shaft, and he wrapped one warm hand around him.  Harry cried out, "Severus - "

"You like that, don't you," he said very low, stroking Harry up and down.  Harry gasped a yes.  "Then you should like this - "   He lowered his mouth, taking him inside.  Harry moaned, burying his hands in Severus' hair, clutching his head to him.  Snape stroked his hot wet tongue along the length of him, he took him in as deep as he could go, and suckled hard, harder.  He stroked the base of Harry's erection with hot fingers, he slid his hands beneath Harry to find his sweet buttocks and massage them, sucking still harder.  Harry's hips began to convulse, to rise and fall under his touch; he tried to push Snape's head away, but could not -

"Severus - "  He came into Snape's mouth, and it was like coming home.  He was on fire, he felt the glorious release, felt himself spill into that throat, felt Snape swallow around him, and he only wanted - only needed -

He lay there trembling and spent, the aftershocks rippling through him, and Severus sat up, licking his lips.  He wiped the back of one hand across his mouth, never taking his eyes off Harry.  "Doesn't that - make you sick?" he asked Snape uncertainly.

"No," he said hoarsely.  "It was - wonderful."

Harry stole a glance down, where Snape's pyjama bottoms were still stretched across his swollen member.  "But what about...."

Snape gave the ghost of a smile.  "We're about to take care of that."

"Oh," said Harry in a small voice.

Snape reached out to stroke Harry's arms where they lay by his sides.  "We won't do anything you don't want to do," he said, surprised at the sudden fierce protectiveness he felt.  "If anything I'm doing - hurts, or seems wrong, just tell me to stop.  I can always stop, Harry.  All right?"

"Okay," Harry whispered.

Snape felt that strange tenderness welling up in him again, but almost treacherously this time, as if to remind him that this couldn't last, that he couldn't really have what he wanted most - not for any more than a night.

[You'll never be mine, I'm wasting my time - ]

He banished the doubts, the pessimistic fears, with an impatient shake of his head.  Gently he turned Harry over and rubbed his palms up and down the strong back, down along the narrow hips to the firm legs, up to his sweet, perfect rear.  Harry began to moan softly.  There, it would be all right....

Snape reached over for his duffel bag and fumbled in it, finally pulling out a small bottle.  Harry turned his head to see why the hands were no longer working their magic and asked, "What's that?"

"Sunflower oil," was the reply, "I cook with it.  But it has other uses."

"You mean...."

"You'll see."  He slid his hands up and down Harry's warm thighs and pushed them slowly apart, kneeling between his legs.  He caressed the beautiful pale buttocks, then dipped his fingers in the oil.  Harry gasped as he felt Severus parting him, sliding one finger gradually inside, moving up, twisting.  "Ohh...."

"Just relax, Harry," Severus rasped.  He slid a second finger inside.  Harry tensed.  "It's all right," he soothed him.   "All right...."  He worked his fingers into Harry's body slowly, until he could feel the muscles giving way, surrendering.  God, he was so hard doing all this, he couldn't wait much longer -

He rapidly shed his pyjama bottoms, and looked up to see Harry's head twisted around, eyes fixed on his huge erection, body trembling beneath him.  "Harry - "

"Please - " said Harry.  "I want - "

"What, Harry?  What do you want?"

"You," came the whisper.  "I want you in me."

It was all he could do to hold on to the last rags of his self-control, to pour out a little more oil and rub it over himself without coming - he'd never been so big or hard before, not that he could remember - and he forced himself to go slowly as he covered Harry's body with his own.

Harry felt his lover's hardness seeking, pushing inside, and it was all he wanted, and yet - it was so much - maybe too much -

His muscles tightened reflexively.  "Let go, Harry," Severus gasped.  "Just let me in - "  He reached down and caressed Harry's firm buttocks, and gradually Harry relaxed again.  Snape thrust inside, striving to go slowly, and finally he was in all the way.  "All right, Harry?" he said in his deepest voice, holding as still as he could.

"Mmm-hmm - but - "  Harry's voice was muffled; he seemed to have a corner of the pillow clenched between his teeth.

"What?"

"Please - there's more, isn't there - "

"Oh Lord yes...."  Severus began to stroke in and out, slowly, then faster and faster - "My sweet virgin," he murmured, suddenly overwhelmed that he should be the one - the first -

"Harry, you're so tight, so hot - "  It was the most delicious thing he'd ever felt - he was spinning out of control -

He slid one hand down beneath Harry and found he was hard again, fully aroused, and he wrapped his hand around Harry's cock and stroked in time with his thrusts.  In, out, push, pull -

He could feel Harry falling apart beneath him.  It was like flying -

"Harry!"  He spilled himself deep inside, so deep, where he'd wanted to be for so long - Harry's sweet flesh was spasming around him -

"Severus - "  Harry's cry answered his own, and his release gushed out through Snape's fingers, onto the cloth beneath them.  Snape stayed in Harry as long as he could, huddling over him as their breathing quieted, then abruptly he rolled off him and pulled him onto his side, into his arms.  "All right, love?"  he murmured, the casual endearment coming naturally somehow.  He searched those green eyes, now darkened with satiated desire.

"Love ... it sounds nice...." Harry murmured, his eyes half closing.  "I love you...."  His eyes flew open as he realised what he'd said.  Snape was looking equally staggered.

"You can't possibly - "

Harry propped himself on one elbow.  "But I can."  He knew it now.  He had never felt this way about anyone, never, and when would he again?  "I do.  I love you ... Severus."

"It's just ... I'm your first, I knew I shouldn't have - " For once Snape looked positively unsure, even angry with himself.

"I don't think that's it," said Harry.  His certainty was somehow growing as Severus' seemed to waver.  He paused, mulling it over.  "And I think - you might care for me too.  All those years - did you never wonder why it was always so personal between us?  Sure it was 'famous Harry Potter' at first, but after that?  It wasn't just that you hated my father - "

"I didn't hate your father," Snape said, very low.

"What?"

"I loved him, Harry."

"You what!"

"Is it so hard to believe?"

Harry thought about it.  "But everything you've said to me about him - "

"I resented him.  For a long time.  And you were so like him, in all the ways I detested most."

Harry considered.  "So - my father.  That's why the nightmare?"

"Yes," Snape said.  "I - I found your parents, Harry.  And you.  Hagrid and I were there together, in the ruins at Godric's Hollow.  Dumbledore had sent us to - " He swallowed.  "Well, Hagrid got you out and took you back to Dumbledore."

"And you resented me because - I reminded you of my dad?"

"Partly."  Snape sighed, stroking his fingers through Harry's hair.  He couldn't look away from that flushed face, as hard as it was to say all this.  "I hated that he'd died defending you, that you'd lived while he couldn't.  And I admit, I did feel something like hatred for him for a long time too, just because I wanted - what I couldn't have.  But when I found him there - I knew I'd never hated him at all, could never hate him.  But it was too late...."

"And now...."

"I've been unfair to you, Harry, I know it.  More than unfair - cruel.  I don't deserve anything but that you should - "

"Love you?"  Harry said softly, leaning over the small gap between them to place his lips on Severus'.

Snape drew back.  "You can't - "

"Oh no," Harry said, a glint in his eye.  "You're not getting away that easily."  He pulled Severus roughly to him, kissing him deeply.  They finally broke apart.

"Harry," he said.

"Yes...."

"Harry...."

"Say it."  He stroked one hand through the long black hair, silky beneath his touch.  "Just say it - love."  Incredible, an hour ago this would have felt impossible, been impossible, but now -

When the words came, they were almost inaudible.  "I do love you, Harry.  I think I've loved you for a long time."

"Ha!  I knew it!"  Severus blinked at him.  Harry grinned.  "Sorry to gloat, but I just had to."

Snape finally laughed.  Then he saw the arrested expression on Harry's face.  "What?"

"You don't know," Harry said softly, "how different you look when you smile ... really smile."

He might not be able to see it, but he could feel it, Severus thought as he gathered Harry into his arms and they settled down inside the sleeping bag at last.  That wily Dumbledore ... maybe he'd had the right idea sending them here after all....

[In my midnight confession
When I say all the things that I want to
I love you]

 

Notes
Music credit: "Midnight Confessions" was written by Lou Josie and became a major late-Sixties hit as performed by The Grass Roots.

Astronomy credit: The figure of Hercules in the night sky as described by Snape can be found in my favorite book of constellations: _The Stars: A New Way to See Them_, by H.A. Rey (Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1976).
