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Summary: 
              Draco is a Seer who has been struck with terrible, uncontrollable visions of the deaths of everyone around him, triggered by touch. He retreats to an Unplottable Black family cottage to research his condition and fix it. Things are going relatively well until Harry Potter shows up at the cottage with a furry condition of his own.
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1. Chapter 1

Author’s Note:
      …hi again! yes, this was supposed to be shorter! no, i have zero excuses for why it’s so long! it’s fine! everything’s fine! 

this time around i have a few bits and pieces for you! first, the title comes from ulysses, because i wrote the bulk of this in april and that was a whole vibe for poetry month. but i also drew inspiration from tiresias. thanks lord tenny.

second: i made a playlist! it’s on spotify! i hope you like it. 

third: you can say hi to me on tumblr! if you’d like! i am trying to use that a bit more socially lately. 😊

that’s all for links; i just wanted to also thank bridget for beta-reading (all in one go!) and the usual suspects for cheerleading. please enjoy this, and let me know what you think of it!

    


    
    
  Prologue


Harry has been at Grimmauld Place for nearly a week when he finds the box of letters. 

For the first few days, he had thought it was rather genius of him to hide out here, really. Nobody knows he still technically owns it; it’s been shut up for years at this point, and when he’d told Ron and Hermione that it wasn’t an issue for him anymore, when he bought his new house and started making it into a home, they both took it to mean that he’d sold the old pile off, and he’d let them.

Grimmauld Place feels appropriate for his current circumstances: dark, decrepit, difficult to impossible to find, and utterly alone. But after a few days, Harry starts to think it might be too appropriate. He finds himself pacing, cleaning, struck with a restless energy he now finds himself frightened of. He’s reminded of why he hated being here so much right after the war, why he couldn’t ever be comfortable here, and feels that discomfort crawling up the back of his spine. 

He can’t sleep, and that’s not helping. He’s been having trouble sleeping for weeks, really, since what he’s been calling the First Incident—the Second Incident being what eventually drove him here, of course—but when he’d first sought refuge at Grimmauld Place, he’d been so exhausted and distraught that sleep had come relatively easy, almost as a matter of course. He had to sleep at that point; his body was just ready to shut down. 

But now Harry’s over that phase, and is back to insomnia, and it’s really not helping to rid him of the feeling of needing to crawl up the walls. He feels tired all the time, and guilty about it, likely an unfortunate remnant of his childhood when idleness meant desolation, an isolation he had no choice in.

It’s starting to become clear that Harry can’t stay here, but he doesn’t know where else to go, and he doesn’t want to confront the idea that it’s possible there’s nowhere to go. It’s possible that this feeling is just what he carries now, will follow him always, and that it’s not about the place but the person, the utter and complete fucking mess his life has become since he was attacked. Since he attacked. 

To avoid thinking that way for too long, Harry blames Grimmauld Place, the way Sirius did before him. And so he sets about trying to improve it—tearing through rooms, Banishing rubbish, cleaning on his hands and knees on the floor until he’s aching and even more tired, yet not tired enough to sleep more than in fitful naps, broken starts and stops. He pushes himself through, convinced he can beat it if he just works hard enough, if he strips more wallpaper and fixes that wobbly table and wipes 30 years of dust off the small wooden box he finds at the bottom of a long-forgotten closet in Sirius’ old room. 

He breaks only to lock himself in the cellar the night of the full moon, and spends the sore, miserable day after throwing himself back into cleaning, still afraid to stop for too long. And then he finds the letters. 

Most of the closet seems filled with junk—layers from Sirius’ last and unfortunate stay here and from the time before he’d run away to live with the Potters, dug through as if through time, until the box at the bottom. There’s an ancient lock on it, and Harry can almost smell the old, dead wards all around it; it makes him swallow hard as a simple “Alohomora,” dislodges the lock, and the box lid swings open. 

The letters are piled up messily, nothing stacked or rolled up. Some are torn, and there are little bits of broken wax seals that stick to Harry’s fingers as he sifts through them. He skims through dates first, trying to place them in time the way he’s done for so much of this house, and sees they’re all from summers when Sirius was a teenager. The latest is from the summer before Sirius had left his family, and all of them are from his friends—the vast majority are from Remus, and Harry finds himself clenching his fingers around them, breathing harshly as he reads as many as he can as quickly as possible. 

He will always be greedy for this sort of thing, even with the familiar ache it always brings. Right now, it’s a more welcoming ache than the kind he’s felt lately. It hurts differently, more chronic than acute.

Harry’s read through a good chunk of letters until he comes across a distinct one—it’s unique in that it’s not a letter from anyone else, but a letter written by Sirius, scratched out and smudged up. Moony— it starts, and the handwriting is so recognizable and beloved that Harry’s eyes burn a little. That feeling only persists, worsens, as he reads through the rest of the letter.


  
    Moony—
  

  
    You won’t believe what I found. Mum had me mucking out the attic today—better that as punishment than sacrificing virgins, I suppose—oh, you’d volunteer for that one, right? You can be the sacrifice. 
  

  
    Anyway, enough about your virginity. I found a Portkey. It was locked up in a box, took me forever to get it free, but I dug it up and—get this—it’s an actual key. A big heavy one, brass I think, and it looks really old. There was a tag on it that said #2, and of course it said ‘say the words’—I’m sure you know the ones, and you know I’m not one to say them, but what would you have done? I had to see what it did. 
  

  
    So I said them—kept my fingers crossed behind my back, promise—and it activated a Portkey. A real one! I landed in this cottage that must’ve been in the family for ages—it certainly smelled like it—but it’s up in the mountains. Don’t ask me what mountains because you know geography’s never been my thing.
  

  
    I walked around a bit, you know? Had to explore. The cottage looked abandoned, but when I opened the cupboards some supplies popped up, so there must be some magic feeding it. I walked far enough to hit the property line, and when I turned around I couldn’t see any of it anymore, just hills. 
  

  I said the words again—think I’ve spoken more French for this cottage than I have my whole life—and it popped me right back inside the property, but then when I said them again, boom—back at old Grimmauld. Wicked, right? 

  
    So I’m keeping it. Someday, I’ll be out of here, and maybe I won’t go hide out in a family cottage right away—if I have #2, who has #1? Probably too much to hope that it’s Uncle Alphard, right?—but someday we might want a place to go, away from everything, and you can do your moon thing and I’ll do my dog thing and we’ll figure out how to lock out #1, and it’ll be just us. Doesn’t that sound nice? We can just be us, together, no one could even find us. 
  

  
    It doesn’t have to be just us, I suppose. That’s just how I imagined it, and to me it sounds nice. But we can invite the others too I guess. If you want to. Maybe it could be just us at first? 
  

  
    …Yeah, there’s no way I’m sending this, the whole thing sounds more psychotic the more I write. All right. Time for another go at this one.
  



  


The letter ends without a signature, clearly never sent, and Harry wipes his face, fingers pressed in tightly behind his glasses and below his eyes. He reads it three more times, reading everything that’s not there, memorizing the smudges and rambles, desperately wondering what the actual letter Sirius had sent had looked like. He reads So I’m keeping it an additional three times and then stands up with the letter clenched in one hand, taking in a shuddery, determined breath.

Harry has a Portkey to find.

 

 

From the outside, Gemini Cottage looks altogether bigger than expected, and it lacks the gloomy pall that usually hangs over most Black properties. Draco’s mother spoke of the place as if it was no more than a rustic hut, unsuitable except for a last resort, but it’s clearly a cottage orné, and not an unambitious one.

Draco suspects his mother probably turned her nose up at the thatch roof, but it’s enormous, stretching golden brown and neat over a second story, dusted with glittering snow. He hopes that means the cottage will be warm—though the light but firm snow that crunches beneath his shoes as he heads up the walk doesn’t really bode well for that.

There is snow dripping from the eaves of the roof, crusted on the pale brown and white crossed siding. The western side of the cottage reveals vines creeping up the whole of it, winding up the beams of the front veranda, caked with more snow. If Draco closes his eyes and imagines spring, he can imagine how bright and green the cottage would look, botanicals blooming across the top of the veranda, sun painting everything in brilliant color.

But now it’s winter, and Draco is fine with winter as long as he can find a way to stay warm. Everything here looks soft now, still and washed out; even the sunlight is faint and pale, wisps of snowy clouds diluting it. Draco feels as if he’s disrupting something as he makes his way up the front portico, boots leaving clear prints behind, stamping his existence into this place. 

Draco grips the Pollux key tightly in one hand, drawing reassurance from it: he belongs here. The key came to him, part of his birthright, and it brought him to this door—a deep, open blue, like the sky as it readies itself for the sun to leave it. 

He taps the key against the door and watches as it swings open with an aged creak. “The magic in the cottage feels like an afterthought sometimes,” his mother had told him when she’d given him the Pollux key all those years ago. “Like a matter of course. That’s how magic is for us, and that’s why—it can be easy to take it for granted. But you mustn’t, Draco. You must know better than that. Magic is a gift, and so is this key. You will cherish it.”

And of course he had. Draco has kept the Pollux key hidden with him for years, since the height of the war. His mother had given it to him hoping he’d use it to run away, hide from the entire mess of things that had erupted after the Dark Lord’s rise. He hadn’t—first because he’d been too foolish, arrogant and prideful, and then because he’d been too scared for his parents. His mother wouldn’t leave his father behind in prison, and Draco wouldn’t leave either of them behind, not ever. By the time all three of them could have made any kind of break for it together, it was too late. 

So the Pollux key remained unused for years, squirreled away in Draco’s things, kept under ward and lock even when things were safer, less treacherous. His mother always calls it the most important part of his inheritance, which seems a bit silly in the abstract; Draco has already come into a good chunk of the Malfoy estate, taking over as his father draws back, and its vastness still isn’t fully realized to him. The Black estate, too, even just the part folded into his mother’s line, is not exactly scarce of wealth and property. The disdain his mother had for this cottage as she described it didn’t help that impression of silliness, either. 

But it’s the Pollux key she really means. “It’s an escape,” Mother said. She’d looked at the key with such reverence, and it seemed to pain her to give it away, even to Draco. “It means that you will always have a safe place, no matter what happens. Do you understand how important that is?”

Draco didn’t understand then, before his father had been arrested, before the Dark Lord had taken over their home, ripped their lives apart, and then had the gall to lose just to add insult to injury. He understood better as all that unfolded, but it still didn’t mean as much to him then as it does now, because escape was still out of reach; there was only survival, then, fear too thick to think of anything beyond. 

Things are different now, and the world outside this cottage has become all but uninhabitable to Draco. That’s slightly devastating having survived the war, escaped punishment, built up a very good and respectable life surrounded by people who love him and who he loves in turn. It doesn’t seem at all fair that after so long, after living through everything he’s seen and done, he’s had to turn to the Pollux key to make an escape. 

Draco doesn’t want to escape. And he doesn’t know if he truly can, not when what he’s trying to escape lives within him and follows him even into sleep. 

But he’s here to try, and he belongs here; it is his birthright. So Draco takes a breath, steps past the blue door, and snaps it shut behind him. 

 

 

The first thing Draco does is clean the whole of the cottage. 

He uses magic, of course, though he can still hear Pansy scoffing at him and calling him a house-elf. The cottage isn’t exactly a rotting wreck; it’s clear that whatever magic powers it has kept it clean and tidy, but there’s an air of disuse and abandonment that Draco really wants to dispel. The cottage looks so bright and cheerful from the outside, even muted under the snow, and Draco wants the inside to match.

Sybill always tells him that his space is sacred. She first told him this in the cluttered mess of the Divination Tower, surrounded by the kind of disorder and disarray that made Draco antsy even as a 13-year-old. He’d made a crack about that—of course he did, that was all he did at 13—but Sybill wasn’t impressed. 

“This is my space, and this is how I want it to look,” she told him. “Yes, yes, you will find your own someday, and it will be yours—I’ve Seen it, of course—and you will find your order and your peace. But you mustn’t ever fear a disorganized environment; only a disorganized mind.”

Sybill Trelawney has the most disorganized mind Draco has ever encountered, and that includes that crackpot Luna Lovegood and Albus “Nitwit! Blubber! Oddment! Tweak!” Dumbledore, rest his psychotic soul. But she remains the most useful teacher Draco has ever had, and the only one to consistently help him deal with his powers as a Seer, at least until now. 

It’s still her advice about sacred spaces ringing through his head as he makes his way through the cottage, flinging Scouring Charms around and Banishing dust and opening up every set of drapes he encounters, spilling winter sunlight into every spot available. 

His mother had been right: magic does come easier here, as if it’s always at the very tips of his fingers, just waiting to be used. Draco finds himself leaving his wand in its holster—though never far from his person, not ever again—and casting without it, usually something he can only do with great effort and concentration, never as thoughtlessly as this. It has a dizzying, freeing effect, and Draco thinks he can feel the cottage brightening and opening up under the force of all this magic. 

The rooms are all simply furnished, none of the excess or grandiosity of the estates that Draco is used to, but that suits him well for now. He chooses a bedroom, one of four equally appointed but with slightly more space and the largest attached bathroom, and unpacks his clothes into the cream-painted armoire, organizes the matching dresser, freshens up the midnight blue linens on the vast four-poster bed. He’d brought a lot from the Manor but finds the cottage supplies whatever he doesn’t have and comes to need: extra towels, simple hand soap for everyday use, a water glass to keep by the bed. 

When he feels settled enough to break from cleaning, Draco leaves to set up the study. What he does in the study will determine how long he must stay here and be alone. If there is a sacred space to be created in this cottage, Draco is sure it will be the study.

In the study he finds the half-painted wall: an expansive night sky, an inky midnight blue again, with constellations etched out in blinking pale yellow against it. The constellations, and the notable stars within them, are named of course, and they’re all connected with swirling, glittering streaks of purple and white.

It takes just a moment of looking over it to understand what it is. Draco had seen the Black family tree tapestry as a child, not that he or his mother have access to it anymore; the old house in Islington where it lived had passed through Orion’s line, the male line, and was lost. It’s assumed the Castor key was lost there too. His mother never seemed very upset at either the loss of the house or even the tapestry, and he supposes she knows the family tree well enough by heart not to need it anymore. 

Sitting in front of this version of it, though—because it’s clear that’s what this wall is; the connections between the constellations and stars are all drawn as if for a family tree, just spread out across the night sky instead of woven branches, labeled for Draco’s ancestors—Draco feels a pang for his mother, and wonders if she’s ever seen this. The wall is incomplete and outdated enough that she’s not on here, and she wouldn’t fit very well, anyway; she wasn’t named for the stars like her sisters were, like Draco was.

Draco sits in front of the wall instead of putting his books and research material away. On a whim, he digs around in an old, dark wood cupboard and finds the set of magical paint used on the wall, and he sets it all out. He’s no artist, really; his parents had put him in art lessons when he was small and his visions had started becoming unavoidable, intrusive, and in hindsight the lessons were really a form of therapy, an outlet for him, but he wasn’t very good at drawing or painting anything he Saw.

Still, the incomplete wall gnaws at him, and Draco starts to envision a daffodil set in the stars. He doesn’t try it right then, instead forces himself up and gets organized, setting up for his work and, most importantly, the material he’d taken from the Manor library to research his condition, and then he leaves the study to go find something to eat. But he comes back that night, when the real stars have come out, bright and sharp in the winter sky, and he looks at the wall again, tracing where the constellations end, and he knows he’ll finish it. 

Maybe he’ll take his mother here someday and show her, when it’s all done, and when he’s able to touch her again. 

Draco forces himself to leave the study when he knows he’s just avoiding going to sleep, as he so often has these past weeks. He goes through his regular nightly routine, working up the fire when he notes a draft in the cottage; he layers an extra blanket he finds in another cupboard over the bed, and curls up underneath it. He casts a Warming Charm for good measure, though he doesn’t expect it to last the night—he’ll lose hold of his magic if he gets too deep into a vision in his dreams, and of late he always does. 

Still, Draco needs to get what little sleep he can, and he refuses to be afraid of his own subconscious. He’d dealt with this through the war and even after, when closing his eyes meant replaying the nightmare of sharing the Manor with the Dark Lord and his followers across the back of his eyelids; not sleeping, not really dreaming, just remembering with all the clarity and precision of his visions. 

He’d worked through that—he’d found a Mind Healer personally, and professionally he’d researched a variant on Dreamless Sleep that wasn’t habit-forming. It was a huge career success, one of the top. He needs to sleep well so he can get back to his life and work towards more successes.  

He needs to fix this, and needs to sleep to do that. 

So Draco takes a delicate swig of his improved Dreamless Sleep as the last part of his nightly routine, and crosses his fingers as he falls asleep. He allows himself to believe, in those soft moments between wake and sleep, the falling, hazy moments, that it will work, that he will sleep peacefully. 

The vision that overtakes him quickly dispels that belief.

It’s the worst one, because that’s just his luck. At first it’s just sensations: the cold, a tightness in the air attributed to snow that’s finished falling, leaving no moisture behind. Draco hates to be cold and this one is biting.

There is a brightness in the vision, and soon Draco can See enough to attribute it to the full moon, fat and snowy white above, lighting up the clearing he’s in. Trees shiver around him as Draco realizes which vision this is, and his whole body feels clenched, fever-chilled, fear gripping him as tightly as a toddler grips a toy.

And then there are the sounds: the howls and snarls of a wolf he can’t See yet. But he can hear and feel the pounding of its paws as it stalks its prey, and then the sound of its prey, a shout on the still air, desperate and broken. 

“Draco!” Father yells, and then there’s a thud, a cry of pain ringing through the night, and: “Draco, run! Stay away!” 

Then Draco can See. It happens in waves, violent and disorienting: the wolf’s fur, deep black and stuck out in thick, wild tufts, dark on white as it collides with Draco’s father. Blood on the snow, glittering like gems across the vast white canvas, in splatters and then horrific, too large pools. The horrible jerks of his father’s body as he manages to shove the wolf back but not far enough, and the accompanying sounds: cries of pain wrenched from his open mouth, muffled but triumphant grunts from the wolf as it attacks and attacks and—

And Draco is frozen. Draco can’t move, can’t stop it from happening. He doesn’t know why—this is a vision he knows he’ll take part in, because he hears his name. He knows he’ll be there, knows he’ll be able to do something. That hasn’t always been the case with these visions; sometimes he’s viewing them as a true outsider, no hint at all that he’s involved. 

“You cannot change fate,” Sybill has told him so, so many times. “What you See will be, and you See clearer than most, Draco. Some might think it a curse, to See so clearly and know it cannot be stopped, but oh, no—not me. I think it’s a gift. You can always be sure, child. You can know.”

Draco has always believed her. He’s had dozens of his visions come true exactly as he’s had them—little ones, like a poor Transfiguration grade; or bigger ones, like the stupid hippogriff, or even his father’s arrest at the Department of Mysteries. He’d tried to stop those, of course—he’d worked hard on every Transfiguration assignment, putting in extra work at the library, until he’d finally gotten that poor grade and realized how much time he’d wasted; he’d been wary of the hippogriff, knowing what was coming, but still too struck by jealousy and pride to fend off the inevitable; and he’d warned his father, asked him not to go, to let someone else go in his stead.

His father didn’t believe him. Or rather, he believed he could change things, force a different outcome, that Draco’s vision was a help and that equipped with the foreknowledge of failure, he’d know how best to avoid it. 

He was wrong.

But Draco hadn’t been in the Department of Mysteries. He is here now—he can smell the blood, metallic and thick in the air, too much of it. He can hear the sounds of his father’s struggles dying out, can see the light starting to fade from his eyes. Here is the wolf, with its midnight fur, its glowing, unnaturally green eyes, blood dripping from its maw. It watches Draco but doesn’t move to him.

And Draco doesn’t move either. He doesn’t know if he can’t, or won’t—he feels frozen, but doesn’t know if that’s fear taking over, or a symptom of the dream. He waits for a version of himself to run out, to do something, but nothing appears. The visions fades with his father’s still body, the wolf standing over him, and Draco—staying. Doing as he’s told. 

He is wrenched from sleep, from this stay, woken by his own shouts. Rolling from beneath the layers of covers, chilled through, Draco falls out of the bed and sobs wretchedly. He forces himself to his feet and barely makes it to the adjoined toilet in time to lose his dinner. His nose drips blood sluggishly, his head a concentrated bunching of pain behind his eyes. 

Draco heaves long after his stomach is empty, the visceral fear and revulsion of the vision lurching through him. He shakes in the aftermath, curled on the cold, stone-tiled floor, and he feels sore and wrung out when he gets up again, cleaning himself and the bathroom up, forcing himself back towards the bed. He lies there for a few moments, staring up at the ceiling, trying to make the shaking stop, before he throws himself out of the bed again and all but stomps back to the study.

There, in the middle of the night, Draco paints on the half-painted wall, drawing a swirling connection between Cygnus II—the swan—and Druella, his grandmother. Leaving space for his aunts, for better or worse, Draco dots bright stars across a patch of wall until they form the shape of a flower, butter yellow. And he swirls white, glittering paint across to another cluster of stars, concentrating so deeply that the shaking returns for a different reason, as he makes up a constellation in the shape of a lantern. His father’s name means light. 

He pauses after that, thinking of adding his own constellation below. But he finds himself dozing off before he can decide either way, and as he moves closer to the hearth and raises a fire and curls up again, this time on a rug, he decides he can wait. 

Draco looks at the stars he painted for his parents, looks at the firelight flickering over them, the magic in the paint sparkling and twinkling, and only closes his eyes again when he has to. 

 

 

The first death vision had come from a guy Draco had been seeing casually for about three weeks. Isaac was fun, loud and incredibly enthusiastic about spending time with Draco. They’d had dinner a few times, gone out to their favorite bar a few more times than that, and had a bunch of satisfying and energetic sex. 

Draco wouldn’t say it was going somewhere serious; part of being a Seer means having a feel for these kinds of things, and while he never had a concrete vision about Isaac until the death vision, he also just couldn’t imagine a real future with him. This felt like a fun while it lasted sort of thing, and Draco has had enough longer relationships and messy breakups to really appreciate that sort, and likes to have them peppered through all the mess.

Because of the lack of an imagined future, Draco saw no reason whatsoever to tell Isaac he was a Seer. That’s very much an inner circle detail about him; few people outside of his close friends and family know about it, and only two of his past relationships had ever made it that far. Draco felt no guilt about withholding that information except in hindsight, after it all kind of blew up.

It started out as a normal night at the bar, with a handful of both of their friends. There was a round of apple-flavored cocktails to celebrate Mabon, and Draco probably drank a little too much, but rationalized it with the thought of his favorite festival. They left the bar together, holding hands at first as they walked to the Apparition point, laughing softly to each other as they recalled a drunken story Blaise had told, leaning in close to one another, occasionally kissing in the places where the streetlamps didn’t reach. It was a good night.

And then Isaac had drawn Draco in close and readied them both for Side-Along Apparition, and the vision slammed into Draco, violently and abruptly. There was no warning—no blurred peripheral vision, no sinus pressure, not even the occasional nose twitch he gets sometimes, the one that used to make Daphne call them “bunny visions” when they were younger. 

Draco was smiling up at Isaac one moment, and in the next he was Seeing a different Isaac—older, dark hair sprinkled liberally with gray, face wrinkled and spotty, if still handsome. He was making a cup of tea, alone in a kitchen Draco had never visited, calling out to someone—“Love, remind me to put sugar on the list, we’re all but out.” 

If someone called back, Draco couldn’t hear it, because the next sound that registered was a sudden gasp from Isaac. The mug slipped from his hand, turning on its side and spilling tea across the table, dripping onto the floor, and then Isaac was next to the tea on the floor, kneeling in it, then lying on his side in a horrible hunch, limbs stiff and grotesquely rigid. 

It all happened in the space of about two minutes, so quick and clear. The vision allowed Draco his telltale, vivid certainty with a clear view of Issac’s wide open, unseeing eyes, the last image he would register before he could wrench himself out of the vision and place himself back in the present. 

His nose was bleeding sluggishly, and his head felt as though it would explode, but those were at least comfortingly familiar post-vision symptoms. Less familiar was the complete inability to look into Isaac’s eyes and read concern there, some fear as he asked Draco what had happened to him, why he was so upset.

Draco couldn’t explain, not to Isaac. He’d thrown himself out of Isaac’s hold when Isaac grabbed him close and he felt the vision start to creep in across his eyes again. He accepted a handkerchief from him and wiped his nose off, told him honestly that he had a very bad headache and actually needed to get home, and when Isaac reached out again to Side Along him in all kindness, Draco jerked back so hard he fell onto the street, his backside skidding across the pavement. 

“No, it’s all right,” Draco said, scrambling to his feet, trying desperately to quell his shaking. It was early autumn then, and the street was wet, dampening the seat of his trousers. “I’m okay, I really am, I just—I need to go. I’ll write you.”

“Please write me as soon as you get home,” Isaac told him, genuinely concerned, almost as frightened as Draco was. “I want to know you made it there okay.” 

“I will,” Draco said, and he did, but that was the last time he’d written Isaac anything, too unsettled by the entire experience to reach out to him again.

Draco had never Seen anyone’s death before. He’d Seen lots of misfortunes, both his own and others, plus a lot of good things: he knows what Pansy will wear to her wedding, knew that Greg would have his own business building Wizarding Space before he even had the idea, and knows that Blaise will inherit the emerald-encrusted signet ring he’s always coveted, though he doesn’t know the details of how. He knew before his mother did that she would one day reconnect with her disgraced sister; that had been a startlingly detailed vision when he was 10, the kind that made him confused about his place in time and scared his mother half to death when he asked where Aunt Andromeda had gone.

But he had never, ever Seen anything like this. That this vision was closer in intensity to the one about Andromeda or the one about the hippogriff was really unfortunate, too; sometimes Draco’s visions are mild, like waking dream sequences, wispy and soft and clearly distinct from his current life. This one seemed so real and present, the details pasted across the back of Draco’s eyelids when he closed them and tried to put the whole affair out of his head.

That’s what he did, by avoiding Isaac. But a few days after that, Greg gave him one of his signature bear hugs and Draco was immediately thrust into another death vision. Greg died in St. Mungo’s, older than Isaac but still not old enough for Draco to not become horribly upset and panicked after the vision released him. He could smell the hospital, the sickening scent of potions and magical sterility, and could barely be grateful that Greg’s eyes were closed when he died; he still Saw his breathing stop, his chest horrifically still. 

With a bloodied nose and tears sticky across his face, Draco told Greg he’d Seen him die. And when Greg reached out and touched him again, the vision came back, just as visceral and immersive. Draco shoved Greg away, in a full-on panic, and then got upset all over again at Greg’s hurt expression.

He’d put a hand on his arm, started to say, “Sorry, I don’t know—” and then stopped talking because he was in the vision again, and he wasn’t released from it until he stopped touching Greg.

After that, the death visions came any time Draco touched someone, or was touched. He learned that crowds were impossible when he bumped into a few too many Diagon shoppers looking for Christmas gifts and was overwhelmed by so many visions of death that he passed out and was admitted to St. Mungo’s for what was essentially diagnosed as a seizure. The hospital was horrible, too—the nurse adjusted his IV and he Saw that she would die on the Knight Bus, falling the wrong way after a night out with friends and snapping her neck. 

The visions took a physical toll—soon Draco had a near constant headache, and he was prescribed a low dose of Blood Replenisher because of all the nosebleeds—but mentally they were excruciating. Draco couldn’t close his eyes without one after another replaying across his consciousness, and soon his Occlumency shields started failing him in the night and he’d slip into the visions then, something that hadn’t happened to him since he was a child and had no idea how to control the visions at all.

Once he figured out that touch was the trigger, Draco did his best to avoid it, especially around his friends, but it was so bloody hard. He drew back from his research team colleagues, putting distance between them that hadn’t been there for years, but they didn’t know he was a Seer and he didn’t know how to explain it all to them. He cut out hugs, arm and shoulder pats, greeting kisses. It was horrible and cold and lonely, but the alternative was much, much worse.

Draco slipped and nudged Blaise in the ribs when he made a particularly sharp crack at him one night at the pub, and when that didn’t trigger anything, he grabbed Blaise’s arm with two hands in sheer relief. But that ushered the death vision in: he Saw Blaise in bed with a woman he didn’t know, and then a man he also didn’t know burst into the room with his wand raised. It happened just as quickly as Isaac’s vision; he heard him scream, an outraged and primal noise from deep within, and the rage in the scream carried through his voice as she cast.

In an instant there was blood everywhere, a sickening wash of it across the bedsheets. Blaise hadn’t even had time to move off the bed or say anything. He simply raised his arms and then he was dead, and so was the woman in bed with him. Blaise looked young, like the Blaise Draco knows now, and when he was free of the vision Draco staggered out of the bar and vomited in the street, blood smeared under his nose, chest wrenched with fear and revulsion. 

He was inconsolable after that. Blaise followed him out, and Pansy and Daphne found them out there too, and they’d all tried to touch him, to comfort him, but Draco jerked away from them. “You’re going to die,” he’d told Blaise tearfully. “You’re going to be killed! I can’t stop it!” He was screaming, voice raw and terrible, and everyone around him was frightened, treating him like a wild animal, a creature to be afraid of. 

This time, everyone involved knew Draco was a Seer, and they listened when he begged them not to touch him, though it seemed to pain them all as much as it did him. It took him a long time to calm enough to go home, and Blaise, Pansy and Daphne all followed him there; Greg joined them, and everyone let Draco sit alone in a chair apart from them and chug a Draught of Peace and then explain, as best he could, what he had Seen. 

“Why is this happening?” Draco asked, but of course no one could answer him. They consoled him—even Blaise, which felt a bit rich after what Draco had just Seen. They asked about Healers, curse specialists, suggested he write to Sybill Trelawney. Mostly, they resolved not to touch him, and humored his ways of avoiding touching them. 

Draco went to Healers, who told him there was nothing physically wrong with him, nothing distinct from the symptoms he’d suffered through his entire life as a result of the visions. He went to a Curse-Breaker, who assured him he wasn’t cursed. He did reach out to Sybill, though that wasn’t the last resort his friends thought of it as—he’s been in regular contact with her since he was 13, really; he just doesn’t advertise it. 

He was immediately invited to visit her, which made him wince with guilt—he hadn’t visited in ages, mostly because every time he does she goes on and on about how she longs to retire and how her replacement is still concealed to her, but oh, if Draco knew anything, perhaps had some ideas of his own of who would be suitable—

As if Minerva McGonagall would ever let him collect a Hogwarts paycheck; the idea is ludicrous. Even on the day of Draco’s visit, McGonagall greeted him with all the warmth and welcome one would greet a diseased Flobberworm. Draco greeted her in return with his stubbornly polite adult cheer and was only relieved to not be offered a handshake; as much as she never has and never would like him, Draco didn’t want to see how the old bat will die.

He’d gone on to meet with Sybill, who was initially only delighted to hear about Draco’s new condition and tried to hug him; he had to hurl an impedimenta at her to keep her away from him. From a spot perched on a low tea table—he was not going to lower himself to sitting on a floor cushion, not even for Sybill—he told her that his life was over and he couldn’t function in any sort of society if he couldn’t figure out a way to stop these visions.

“Oh, Draco,” Sybill said, with more fondness in her voice and face than he thought McGonagall had ever expressed in her entire life, even with her beloved Gryffindors. “You do so possess one of the most important traits of a Seer, and you possess it wholly, with all of your being.”

Draco stared up at the arched ceiling of the Tower in abject despair. “What trait is that, Sybill?” 

“Your flair for the dramatic, darling.” 

Stung to not find a sympathetic ear here, Draco had grabbed for a cup of one of Sybill’s Sight-inducing teas, Summoned the bottle of sherry she thought was well-hidden in a pile of cushions, tipped a shot into the cup, and downed it whole. He braced himself and guided his Sight until he felt Blaise’s death vision at the edge of his consciousness, and instead of flinching away as he had so many times before, he leaned into it.

Then he described the entire vision in such graphic, violent detail that Sybill’s face slowly drained of color. 

“Oh my,” she said when he was done, hand over her chest, eyelashes fluttering rapidly in startled blinks. Draco wiped at his nose on reflex, but there was nothing—it wasn’t a true vision, just a perfect recall, driven more by his eidetic memory when it comes to the future than her tea. “And these all come to you with such—such vivid clarity? More so than your usual?” 

Draco nodded, sloshing more sherry into his cup and forgoing the tea entirely this time. His hand was shaking, and it took a few sips for that to stop. “It’s like I’m there, like it’s happening. I can smell, hear, taste—and there’s absolutely no ambiguity, nothing symbolic. You can’t interpret these any other way.” His visions have always leaned more towards the practical and hyper-realistic side of things than the more theoretical, figurative prophecies his mentor is known for, but these are on an entirely different level. 

“Draco,” Sybill said, with a familiar hush to her voice. Draco fought not to groan out loud. “This—this can only be an evolution of your power, perhaps inevitable—”

“No,” Draco growled. “I don’t want to hear it, I’m not—I don’t care. We’ve been over this a hundred times and we’ll do it a hundred more if I have to—I don’t care how powerful a Seer I am. I just want to fix this!”

Immediately, Draco knew he’d said the wrong thing to her. Sybill had never responded well when Draco talked about wanting to fix the fact of his visions growing up, no matter how intrusive or inconvenient they were. Once, he’d been struck with a vision during Quidditch practice, flying too high up to heed the physical warning signs before the vision overtook him and he fell off his broom. After he Saw Slytherin lose to Gryffindor in some unspecified future match, Draco woke up in the Hospital Wing and had gone to Sybill as soon as he was cleared to leave, demanding that she help him stop this from happening ever again, pleading with her to fix it. 

Just as she had before, Sybill grew stiff and unhappy at the term, and her usually open and dreamy face closed off. “You are a Seer, Mr. Malfoy,” she’d said back then. “Just as you have gray eyes, and a taste for sweets, and a beating heart—that is a fundamental fact of you. It is not something to be fixed.” 

And that day after visiting her because of the death visions, Sybill told him, “I hope you don’t still think you can fix something that is so completely intrinsic to you, my dear. I was sure you’d grown out of that.”

When Draco went to protest—because he had, over the years, accepted the fact that he was a Seer, grew to manage the visions, even embraced it somewhat despite the years he’d also had to desperately hide it during the war—Sybill spoke over him, as she often did. 

“Perhaps these visions are so intrusive and jarring to you because you need help reminding yourself of your gift. Perhaps it’s time to finally face exactly how powerful you are, to care. Magic has no patience for wastefulness, Draco. If you want to get through this, you’ll do well to remember that.”

It had been the end of the discussion, no matter how much Draco wheedled and argued and begged for more help. She’d kept him there, of course—she’s never sent him away, never closed her Tower door to him—but talked around the death visions, talked as though he had no concerns or issues, until he left in anger. 

Draco was still angry as weeks passed and he moved through life without touching anyone, completely untouched. He was angry as Sybill sent him books about acceptance, a large stash of her inducement teas, when she outright suggested he take some time away from everyone and try to sort himself out on his own. To organize his mind and embrace this new part of himself. Not everything has to be a fight, she wrote him.

At first, that suggestion upset Draco more than anything, and he wrote and tore up one of his greatest fears: I don’t want to end up like you, alone in a tower, not taken seriously, drinking to invite the visions and keep them away in turn. 

He just ignored the suggestion in the end, didn’t write anything back, and probably would have continued that way, until one day he went riding with his father, wobbled on his skittish mare, and nearly fell. 

Father reached out a hand to steady him, and Draco Saw. 

 

 

It doesn’t take Draco long to find a routine at Gemini Cottage. With the Pollux key tucked safely away in a drawer of the desk in the study, with winter quiet and peace settled around him, with a raw and undeniably painful loneliness blanketing his presence, Draco seeks out routine as a refuge. 

He always has, heeding Sybill’s sound if hypocritical warnings of a disorganized mind. He sought a career in research, in fact and science, to ground him in the present and keep him anchored in it, protecting him from the other harsh realities that make up his visions.

So every morning, Draco gets up and makes himself a breakfast of toast and tea. He eats wrapped up in a chunky-knit blanket, not quite awake enough yet to start coaxing the cottage into warmth. 

Everything else about the cottage beside the temperature seems to bend to meet his every need—there is always the food he wants, the specific plates he wants to eat it on, the right linens and toiletries he desires, Conjured and ready for him the moment he thinks of it. It’s an incredible amount of power, one that makes him feel heady, and he knows he didn’t really need his mother’s warning: he could never take this for granted. It’s precious, a type of magic that comes from an extreme amount of privilege. Draco feels lucky to experience it. 

He tries to remember that as he deals with the solitude of the rest of his routine: dressing quietly without even an enchanted mirror to commentate, trying not to picture Pansy and Blaise lounging around as he gets ready, judging his fashion choices. Doing some of his professional research work, flitting between the crude potions lab the cottage had helped him set up and the study and trying not to imagine Lisa or Marcus or Susan cracking jokes with him, giving him grief for not wearing his lab coat or dog-earing precious books or eating the last pastry in the pantry. Putting a sandwich together at lunch and remembering that he doesn’t need to avoid gherkins because Greg doesn’t care for them—Greg isn’t here to inevitably finish the remains of his lunch. Going through his usual yoga routine and trying to meditate, to clear his mind, and trying just as hard not to hear Sybill coaching him nonsensically, talking so much he’d never be able to concentrate on anything else. 

The research with the Manor library material is the hardest. Draco goes through large tomes on Sight and prophecy and visions and remembers when his father started filling out the library on the subject, reading all of these himself, because while he was startled and apprehensive and maybe a little ashamed about the onset of Draco’s Seer abilities, he would be damned if he couldn’t understand what was happening to his own son. 

His father has never considered himself an academic. He says this all the time, with the tone of one who considers it a good thing to never be considered an academic, even in the presence of his academic son. But he devoted himself to the study of Seers for many years of Draco’s childhood, lecturing him in the evenings before Hogwarts, sending him books and articles and stories by owl once he’d gone on to school. 

It was all in secret, of course—that was one of the first things Draco had learned about being a Seer and being a Malfoy: nobody but those they trusted could know the truth. That was a very small circle when he was young, only becoming marginally widened as he grew to adulthood. Those who proclaim themselves to be Seers have reputations for being flighty, loopy, and inevitably fond of drink; true Seers, like Draco, are incredibly rare, and when they’re not being endlessly milked for prophecies by Unspeakables, they’re targets for all sorts of madmen who could exploit knowledge of the future. 

So officially and publicly, Draco has a seizure disorder that explains his fainting spells and bloody noses and headaches. That’s been the story his entire life, for Dumbledore and the Dark Lord alike. Sybill only knew the truth because she had something of a meltdown about it the first day he’d shown up for Divination class, wailing about his gift, and he had to yell at her and storm out to get her to shut up; then he’d returned alone and told her that she’d either be quiet about it all or he’d never, ever return to her Tower again. 

She agreed, and promised to help him in addition. And besides Sybill there was always his father, trying to learn as much as he could about Draco’s powers. Draco knows now it was pure ambition, a weighing of benefit and cost—could Draco be such an asset to the Dark Lord’s cause that it would outweigh the danger to him to be exposed? Thankfully, Father had decided the answer to that was no, another spot of luck for Draco. 

But whatever the motivation, it was still a point of shared interest with his father, something for just the two of them to talk about. There wasn’t always much of that once Draco reached a certain age, and especially now that he rather disagrees with his father on many points of ideology. 

So researching now, going through these books, remembering, makes Draco miss Father horrendously, and at the same time dreading the thought of seeing him again. He is here because he needs to stay away from his father. If he’s away from his father, he can only see him die in his dreams.

Draco settles into his lonely routine, trying to bask in the safety of the cottage, to appreciate the beauty of the surrounding area. The cottage is surrounded by hilly, frosted forest, in full view of a snow-crusted mountain that takes up half the sky. Sometimes part of the routine is walking, Pollux key in one hand and wand in the other, until he feels the magical property line give away and sees animals again. They never really cross the wards, which is eerie but not entirely unwelcome—Draco has absolutely no desire to encounter any wolves. 

He casts a locator spell to figure out how where he is, to identify the mountain as Cross Fell, putting him somewhere in Cumbria, not that it truly matters. Owls can’t reach him here and he didn’t bring one from the Manor, so there’s no one to tell where he is, and he wouldn’t want anyone to try looking for him, anyway. The cottage is Unplottable, and it disappears into the hills behind him when Draco crosses the line; the only way to get back is to clutch the Pollux key and say, “Tojours pur.” 

And at night, after dinner, avoiding sleep and the death visions—the only time he’s plagued by visions of any kind—Draco returns to the study and the half-painted wall. He paints more family members onto it—the Andromeda constellation, linked to a cluster of stars that form a pile of coins, leading down to another cluster forming his best rendition of a nymph; he adds a charm that makes it switch colors continuously, remembering that she was a Metamorphmagus. With a slight shudder but grim determination, he links that one to the constellation Lupus, and at the bottom another coin but single this time, smaller, for the second Edward. 

The days start to blend together like this: bad nights after his painting, poor sleep, but full of solitary days. Draco keeps himself going with his work, with his reading, with the promise to himself that he will fix this. He’ll spend hungover mornings in bed with Pansy again, her head on his chest; he’ll get crushed in Greg’s arms, and shove Blaise when he makes audacious comments, and let Daphne straighten his sweater. Maybe he’ll reach out to Isaac again, or someone else, someone new. 

He’ll kiss his mother good morning, he’ll relish his father’s hand on his shoulder, squeeze Teddy tight, clasp his aunt’s arm. He’ll get them all back, and if the cost is a little loneliness now, it will be worth it. 

 

Draco’s only been at the cottage for about a week the night he paints Sirius onto the half-painted wall. He’d woken up from a vision dream—Blaise’s death, this time—and tore from his bed with a terrible sense of urgency, but at a loss as to what to do or where to go. So, as is now becoming usual, he sought refuge in the study, first just sitting in front of the wall, and then, with twitching, restless hands, adding more to it. 

Canis Major is a big constellation, and he takes his time painting it. He’d done Leo last night, careful to make Regulus bold and bright within, but Sirius is the brightest star not just in its constellation, but in the entire night sky. It takes layers of paint and magic to get it right, and when he thinks it’s close, Draco sits back on his heels and thinks about Sirius Black. 

Even with a cleared name and a famous godson to spout off periodically about said cleared name, Sirius isn’t talked about as much as the other heroes of that generation. Draco supposes he had the unfortunate luck to not be a Weasley or to have died before the Battle of Hogwarts, but truly he thinks it’s because Sirius could never really outrun the reputation of his family. He may have been figuratively knocked off the family tree, disinherited, polished up with Gryffindor shine and association, but he was still a Black. He’s still here, on this now close to fully-painted wall, among the stars. Nobody will ever forget that. 

In the minds of most of the public, there is only one real way to be a hero, and Sirius Black will never quite fit that, no matter what anyone says about it. 

Draco considers that until his eyes start to sting with exhaustion, and he forces himself up and back into bed, refusing to spend another night on the floor in here. It’s too tempting, and too much of a remembered feeling that he’s stuck—he hasn’t made what feels like satisfying headway into researching the death visions, and he hasn’t been able to induce any other kinds of vision to acquire any hints about how this is going to go. He only has his own self-assurances to go on, and they’re starting to wear thin as he spends more time alone.

So Draco drops back into a fitful sleep, thankfully spared further visions, and wakes up a few hours later for two reasons. One is that he left the drapes gapped and morning sunlight is flooding into the room. 

The other is that he knows with a quiet, stunned certainty that someone else has crossed the wards of the cottage.

With a panicked jolt, Draco rolls himself out of bed, tossing out a charm to muffle his thud as he hits the floor in his thick wool socks. On light and still silent footsteps, Draco raises his wand, makes sure the Pollux key is secure in his pocket, and hurries across the hall to another bedroom that faces the front of the cottage. 

There, he peers out the window, craning his neck. It takes a moment—the portico is in the way—but movement eventually alerts him to someone at the front door. 

Draco hurries out of the bedroom and around the corner into another hallway, which leads to the study. This gives him an angled view of the person—a man, he thinks, wearing Muggle clothes that aren’t warm enough this deep into winter, but a hood nonetheless pulled over his head and obscuring identifying details from him. Draco watches as the man taps his wand against the brilliant blue door, pushes against it, leans back, pushes against it harder, and then hits the door with a clenched fist.

He immediately realizes that clenched fist must hold the Castor key, because the door swings open just as it had for Draco. Heart thudding, wand still in hand, Draco hurries out of this room as well, feet pounding against the stairs so hard that the noiselessness is eerie.

Still, it allows him to go completely undetected and gives him the chance to shout, “Expelliarmus,” as soon as he reaches the foot of the stairs that looks out into the front entryway, where the stranger is still standing as if confused by what happened with the door, which has swung closed behind him.

The wand flies out of the stranger’s hand and right to Draco, and he looks up and blinks at Draco with—with very unfortunate green eyes. 

“Oh for fuck’s sake,” Draco says, groaning harshly. “Not you.” 

Potter blinks once more at him, and then his mouth sets in a grim, unhappy line. “What the hell are you doing here, Malfoy?”

Draco folds his arms across his chest and really wishes he’d had more time in his panic and room-scurrying to put on clothes that aren’t pajamas. Potter’s clothes look like someone died in them, but at least they have buttons and zips and seem like better armor for this conversation than the oversized jumper and thick flannel bottoms Draco has on, his standard winter sleepwear. 

“I could ask you the same question,” Draco says, meeting Potter’s gaze head on. “How did you get here? Who gave you the Castor key?”

Potter’s fist tightens to the point that it must be painful, and his face is fiercely defiant. His hair is sticking out from his hood in wild, dark tufts, and he looks like he needs to shave and has absolutely no plans to. His appearance is distinctly rough, a dangerous countenance that has Draco immediately on edge and defensive. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. This was my godfather’s place, and he left everything to me—so why are you here?” 

It’s incredible that it’s only taken Draco less than seven or so hours to regret putting Sirius on the stupid wall. He bristles and burns with annoyance—how could Sirius even inherit anything to leave to Potter; he was explicitly disinherited, so how had something so precious as the Castor key come to him? It was easier to think that that side of the Black family had simply lost their treasures to time, letting them collect dust and shadows like the Black name itself. To hear that Harry Potter has any kind of access to them is infuriating. 

“This place did not belong to your godfather,” Draco answers icily, drawing his shoulders up straight. “It belonged to the Black family, and anyone—any Black who held one of the twin keys. That you’ve gotten your hands on one means nothing.” He grits his teeth and only hesitates a moment before adding, “You’re not a Black. You should leave before the cottage’s magic figures it out and makes you leave.”

“Like hell,” Potter says, of course. “I’m not going anywhere. You can just scurry along back to your Manor—you know, where Malfoys belong. I’m the one with the key, so I belong here.”

He holds the Castor key up, and before Draco can think better of it, he pulls the Pollux key out of his pocket and holds that up, too. 

“Yes, as you can see, I’ve got one of those too,” Draco says. Potter’s eyes widen, and he makes a movement with his other hand, and Draco knows he’d be raising his wand if he still had it. 

As if a reminder to them both, Draco pockets the key safely again, holds up Potter’s wand and raises an eyebrow. “Now, I’ll give this back to you, but I would not advise attacking me on this property. The magic here is very temperamental, and there’s no way it won’t be on my side. You see, I am a Black, and I inherited the Pollux key. I’m supposed to be here.” Draco raises his chin. “You’re not.”

Potter just raises his wand hand, screwing up his face in concentration. His face brightens as his wand flies back to him and he keeps it held aloft, while Draco curses inwardly. So the wandless magic works for non-family members, too. He’d rather been counting on the advantage of his own blood, though he supposes it’s not the first time he’s been let down by that.

Disappointed in himself for falling into that old trap, Draco grips his own wand tightly without raising it and works very hard not to flinch at the sight of Potter tensed up before him, ready to fight. Potter may be an Auror, may have bested Draco more than once in the past, but Draco’s not a petulant little twig of a teenager anymore, magically exhausted and terrified. He can hold his own in a fight, even with an opponent as formidable as Potter, and if he just has to defend himself long enough to get the Castor key from him, he’ll do that. 

He hopes Potter realizes that, and as Potter looks over him, anger and frustration and maybe a hint of curiosity warring over his face, he thinks he might be starting to, at least. To make his point, Draco raises his right hand—not his wand hand—and summons the power he feels thickening the air, there for him to grasp. With a jerk of his hand, he makes the front door swing open, letting the cold air in. 

“Well, Potter? You’ve got your wand back, well done. You can go now.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” Potter says again. 

For a second, he tenses up, and Draco can practically hear the hex on his lips—he Sees it, too, just a flash across his mind. It’s almost a relief—he hasn’t had a regular vision in weeks, and certainly not such a mild one; it’s been all death visions all the time. For a moment, Draco is struck by how happy he is that he still has at least that part of his power, that it’s not been completely overtaken by the death visions. It’s a comfort he didn’t know he’d been seeking until now. 

In the same moment, Draco whips up a quick and firm “Protego!” to shield himself, willing every generation of Blacks that has imbued this cottage with magic to stand in front of him. He thinks it works—the magical shield is floor to ceiling and thick as a brick wall, erected between the two of them. 

And just the sight of it seems to throw Potter off. He flinches hard and takes a staggering step back, his wand faltering, mouth clamping shut in a thin, tortured line. Draco has a moment of pure triumph before it registers how absolutely miserable Potter looks, almost betrayed, as if Draco has wronged him by simply defending himself. 

Maybe he should have hexed Potter first. He’d much rather deal with a pissed off Potter than whatever this version is. 

“I don’t—” Potter says, and he swallows hard, glaring at the floor. “I don’t want to fight you, Malfoy. You can take the shield down.”

“Not until you leave.” 

“I can’t.” There’s a break in Potter’s voice, one that looks like it costs him dearly—he squeezes his eyes shut and lets out a furious huff. “I can’t go, all right? But I don’t want a fight.” 

“Well I’m not leaving, so it seems we’re at something of an impasse. If neither of us are leaving, and we’re not fighting, what does that leave?”

The answer is there so suddenly that Draco isn’t totally sure it’s not a vision. It seems too ridiculous to be one, to be an accurate depiction of the future—and, he realizes, his last one, that brief wisp of a thing, hadn’t even come true. Potter didn’t hex him. That’s more than a little disconcerting, and for a moment the shield pulses brighter, forming another layer of magic, as if sensing how uncertain he feels. 

Potter flinches from the shield again, eyes burning brightly. His hand is wrapped so tightly around his wand that it looks painful. Everything about Potter looks like an aching wound, really. Draco doesn’t care for it, nor does he care for the thought it leads to, the one he has to swallow hard before voicing out loud.

“It’s not a small cottage,” Draco says softly, and he waves his wand gently to dispel the shield. “You can stay as long as you keep away from me.”

Shock fills Potter’s face, though he quickly tries to school it. “Why are you even—”

“Why are you here?” Draco asks, letting a grin unfurl across his face when it shuts Potter right up. “Thought so. Let’s just—keep our distance as best we can. It shouldn’t be too difficult; as I said, there’s room here, and if we’re careful with our hours, we can avoid each other.” He gives a small shrug. “We’ve been rather good at that over the years, haven’t we?”

“I haven’t—” Potter starts, literally as if he doesn’t argue he’ll just stop breathing. Draco rolls his eyes.

“Yes, yes, I know, you haven’t been avoiding me on purpose, just as I’ve made no concerted effort to avoid you. Sure.”

“I’d have to have thought about you to actively avoid you,” Potter says, his lip curling in response to Draco’s dismissive, airy tone. 

A burning sort of annoyance that’s tinged with too much hurt—ridiculous hurt, it’s not if Draco had really thought of Potter beyond passing irritation over the years, either—washes through him, and Draco already regrets giving even a little bit on this. He should throw Potter out by force. He should steal the Castor key and swallow it. “Fine, then. Continue not thinking about me, and I’m happy to do the same for you.” He levels Potter with a steady, fierce glare. “Stay away from me. Do not touch me, under any circumstances. Stay out of the study and out of the lab, that’s where I do my work. Are we clear?”

“I’ll go where I please, Malfoy. But I don’t want to see your face any more than you want to see mine.” 

“Then I hope you’ve brought that blasted invisibility cloak of yours, because I never want to see your face here.” 

Before Potter can get another word in—he can hear that at the edge of his lips too, and now Draco knows that the fleeting feeling he’d had before wasn’t a proper vision. He’s still disappointingly, desolately devoid of those; really, he just knows how these fights with Potter go so well that he can predict them as well as he can predict the actual future, which is of course very, very well, despite years of bare minimum interaction—Draco turns and storms back up the stairs. He keeps his fists clenched at his sides, each wrapped around his wand and the Pollux key respectively.

Draco slams the door to his bedroom behind him and tries to breathe deeply, calmly. He listens to footsteps through the other side of the door—heavy, plodding—and takes the charm off his own feet in a moment of frustrated turnabout. Then he sits down on the bed and tries very hard not to think about how fast his heart is racing even from the bare minimum of unpleasant human interaction with someone who hates him. 

That must be a new, pathetic level of loneliness, and Draco feels like he’s fighting to keep his head above the rush of it.

  



2. Chapter 2


    
    For the first two days, it’s almost as if the house is still empty but for Draco. Potter picks the bedroom furthest from Draco—the smallest, he realizes with some semblance of satisfaction—and locks the door and just stays in there for several hours at a time. When Draco passes it, he registers the unnatural stillness and noiselessness of a Silencing Charm, and takes more satisfaction in that. Good. He doesn’t want to hear Potter as much as he doesn’t want to see him, in any sense. 

In response to Potter’s self-imposed exile, Draco tries to move around the cottage as freely as he did before Potter’s arrival. If he stomps about a little more and maybe bangs the cooking pots around a bit, well, that’s his right as a Black. This is his space; he’s done the work in trying to make it sacred. He can take up as much room and make as much noise as he wants. 

He sticks to his routine, though, something else he’s determined not to let Potter ruin. There’s still tea and toast in the morning, though he dresses first now—he doesn’t ever want to confront Potter in his pajamas again. It’s annoying to wear shoes in the house, and he’d forgone them happily when he was alone and misses feeling that comfort level, but needs must. If he has to make a run for it, shoes are important. The occupation of the Manor had taught him that much.

And Draco keeps the Pollux key on his person almost always now, anytime he leaves his room, either tucked in a pocket or slipped into a pouch he ties to his belt. He’s not taking any chances. 

But the rest of the routine remains mostly untouched, as if Potter’s not here at all. Work in the morning, some yoga and meditation—though clearing his mind is bloody difficult for how often it drifts up to the silent bedroom above—research into the death visions, all in the same general order. 

It seems fitting this way, because Draco and Potter haven’t been a part of each other’s lives for more than a decade now. They’ve lingered on the outskirts of each other’s circles and never met, and there’s absolutely no reason that can’t hold in this cottage. The only thing that’s changed is the venue; how they feel about each other is an antagonistic constant, nearly a comfort, and Draco doesn’t have to be a Seer to know with absolute certainty that that will never change. 

As much as it stung, Potter had a point—they’ve had no reason to think about each other since finishing up at Hogwarts. Potter had done what everyone expected him to and gone into Auror training, then shot up the ranks way faster than anyone less famous could ever dream of. Draco had gone on to university, picked a branch of research in magical medicine, and never looked back. 

There was no reason for them to interact professionally, and of course they’d never bother socially. Potter may have pitied him enough to help him escape post-war consequences, but there was never any indication on his part that he thought of Draco as anything but that: a pitiable, defeated enemy. Draco’s nothing but another feather in Potter’s hero cap, another reason for people to fawn over his merciful and gracious hand, and Draco can accept that. The fact that it burns so much is only proof that any thought of more than distant acquaintances is as unwelcome to Draco as it is to Potter. 

He’d said his thank you’s, made his apologies, and cultivated a life that was happily Potter-free with very little difficulty. To have that life challenged now is just another example of what an absolute joke this entire death vision fiasco has made of his very existence. To bring Potter, of all fucking people, into the equation is just criminally unfair. 

Draco’s not an optimistic fool, so he’s sure that Potter will only stay out of his way for so long. Indeed, on the third night since Potter’s arrival, Draco wakes up from a death vision—Greg’s, at the very least, so an upsetting one but not as violent or horrific as Blaise or Father—and gets out of bed to wipe his nose off and calm his breathing. He listens carefully, checks to make sure the Pollux key is still safe on his bedside table—it is—and then creeps out towards the study, forgoing shoes defiantly but perhaps stupidly. He doesn’t change his pajama bottoms either, which have dancing cauldrons on them; he supposes facing down so many visions of death have made him live dangerously. 

He makes it to the study without running into Potter, though he’s wary of the fact that his bedroom door is open and it’s right around the corner. Draco ignores that as best he can, shutting the study door behind him, before coaxing up the fire—it’s cold—and sitting on folded legs in front of the half-painted wall. 

It takes him a moment to decide who he’s going to paint tonight. He thinks about fixing the constellation Hydra, where a very significant star is missing—Grandfather Cygnus and Walburga’s brother Alphard. Draco doesn’t know what he did to get taken off the wall; his mother has only ever referred to her Uncle Alphard as “eccentric”, which he hadn’t known was high society code for “homosexual” until he heard his mother refer to Dracoas such to one of her friends. 

He hopes that wasn’t why Alphard was taken off, but he supposes it doesn’t really matter if Draco is here to just add him back on. It’s quick work to repaint the Alphard star in the right spot and label it with a calligraphic flourish, as eccentric as he wants. When he’s done, he studies his work as usual, but his hands still feel twitchy, restless, so he picks the paints up again and wanders back to his parents, thinking of sneaking around a cottage that’s his birthright, about wearing shoes because it’s not safe anymore. 

So he paints the constellation Draco, finally. He’s very careful about it, though it’s the easiest one—he knows every star, could never forget. It’s satisfying when he leans back and looks at the collection of them. Draco is circumpolar. No matter what he does, how eccentric he is, and no matter who endangers him in his sacred space, his constellation will always be visible in the night sky from this hemisphere.

That settles Draco enough to get back up and head to bed. He smothers the fire, wrapping his short dressing gown tighter around him as he shivers, and slowly creeps out of the study, still wary of the open bedroom door. 

And then of course he runs right into Potter as he turns the corner into the next hallway. 

Draco yelps and flings himself back hard, flattening against the wall as tightly as possible. Potter swears loudly and says, “Sorry, fuck, I didn’t—oh for fuck’s sake, I barely touched you, don’t have a panic attack.”

He might actually be on the verge of a panic attack; Potter had touched him, however briefly, so he’s waiting for the death vision to arrive. As much as he dislikes Potter, he really, really does not want to See whatever heroic, blaze of glory death awaits him. It will probably be tragic and bloody and drawn out, and—and apparently Draco will have to wait to find out for sure, because the death vision never shows up. His Sight remains fixed on Potter as he is now: rumpled in sleep clothes, baggy joggers and a thin white t-shirt with a giant hole at the collar, revealing the glint of a gold chain beneath it. He’s holding the chewed remains of a sandwich in one hand and his wand in the other, and he looks annoyed and maybe a little concerned, but mostly annoyed.

Draco takes a huge gulp of a breath and lets it out slowly, then demands, “What are you doing?” 

Potter holds up the sandwich with eyes widened by sarcasm, gleaming behind his glasses. “What does it look like? What are you doing?”

Instead of answering that, and to buy time in case the death vision is just late, Draco narrows his eyes and snaps, “It’s the middle of the night, why are you sneaking around for food?” 

Now annoyance is all that’s visible on Potter’s face. “I got hungry; didn’t know there was a food schedule in this house. Will you let me know what time breakfast is, then?” 

“It’s never-o’clock, Potter, I’d rather starve than eat breakfast with you. Go back to bed.”

“You go back to bed; I’ll do as I please, thanks.” 

“That’s what I’m trying to do, if you’d just get out of the way—don’t touch me!” Draco shouts as Potter reaches out again. He feels his face burn as he realizes Potter is just gesturing around him, indicating all the space there is for Draco to pass. 

Potter stares at him incredulously. “You’re a fucking nutter, you know that? Believe me, I won’t be touching you—can’t imagine why anyone would want to, anyway.”

With a huff meant to disguise how much that fucking hurts—loads of people want to touch Draco literally all the time, that’s literally why he’s here—Draco pushes himself away from the wall and stalks back to his room, turning halfway down the hall to shout over his shoulder, “Stay out of my study!” 

“Fuck off, Malfoy,” Potter says, cramming his sandwich into his mouth like a beast. “Nice pajamas,” he adds as Draco slams his bedroom door closed after him. 

Heart racing again, Draco throws himself under the covers on his bed and stares up at the ceiling for a few moments, fuming. It’s only until he’s started to calm down enough to drift off, eyes going tight and stinging with exhaustion as this part of the routine plays out again, that he starts to consider the fact that Potter touched him, he’d definitely touched him, and hadn’t triggered a death vision. 

“Fucking Potter,” Draco mutters, sort of outraged. If he’s an exception to this rule—if he’s the only person that can touch Draco without sending him spiraling into a horrific death vision—he might as well just pack it up and hurl himself off Cross Fell. There’s no point in continuing on if that’s the case. 

In the light of day, Draco decides he needs to test this. Of course, the thought of being touched by Potter is loathsome enough that he doesn’t consider going that route—and of course, Potter said what he said, no need to dwell on it—but he needs to poke him or something. Flick him right in his stupid scarred forehead. 

Of course, that’s not going to be easy—Potter is just as scarce the next day as he’d been the previous few, never venturing out of his room while Draco is downstairs or in the study. Draco feels an odd sort of pang when he thinks of Potter sneaking out for food in the dead of night like a prisoner here, and chases that away by thinking of why—Draco’s just that repulsive to him, just that reprehensible. 

So he needs to smoke him out. Draco considers whipping up a sumptuous, delicious lunch and spelling the scents to waft up the stairs, but quickly reconsiders due to the fact that he’s not actually good at cooking at all. The magic of the cottage provides any ingredients he needs, but its kept things knowingly simple with different breads, cheeses and meats he can put together easily, fruits and vegetables he just has to wash to consume raw. He’s eaten what feels like an orchard’s worth of apples since he’s been here, and has been perfectly satisfied. 

Raw apples aren’t going to get Potter out of his room and in poking distance, however, so Draco changes tracks and decides to try baking again for the first time in a while. He’d made these oatmeal biscuits for Teddy a few times, had even brought them around to the disastrous potluck that Daphne hosted one year—no one else but Greg had brought over anything edible, and that was only because he’d had the good sense to run out to the shop and pretend he’d made meat pies on his own, so the biscuits were rather a smash hit, never mind that everyone accused him of running out to the shop too—and they’re easy enough to put together. Draco has found that baking is manageable as long as one is careful and precise. There is no one more careful and precise than him.

Further than that, the recipe is full of rich, spiced elements, lots of butter and cinnamon and cloves; homey, wholesome tastes that also translate to good smells. It’ll be like catnip to Potter, really. Draco bakes two trayfuls, loads up a pretty dish in the shape of a star—of course—casts a wafting spell, and waits. 

He eats a few biscuits because he’s not made of stone, and they’re warm; winter is thick and sharp around the cottage, and no matter how attentive Draco and the cottage magic are about temperature charms, he still gets cold. He swallows one quickly, nearly choking on it, when he hears footsteps creaking above, but Potter never appears, and Draco eats a few more before shoving the plate away and sighing in defeat. 

For a moment, he considers just confronting Potter directly, but he doesn’t like how much the thought thrills him. Yes, he is lonely, but he should not succumb to the level of loneliness that sees him seeking out Potter on purpose. Engineering a meetup for purely scientific reasons is entirely different. 

And maybe Draco doesn’t actually want to answer this question. If Potter is the only one who can touch him, that’s an even sadder state of affairs than when he’d started. 

With a huff, Draco leaves the kitchen, abandoning the biscuits in the middle of the square table. The plate is certainly untouched when he goes back to fix himself another plain sandwich for dinner, so he eats a few more, chewing defiantly, and goes to sleep that night in a terrible mood. 

Of course a death vision swiftly arrives to build upon that mood. It’s his father’s, because that’s what Draco’s luck is like, as visceral and vicious and soul-destroying as ever. This time, Draco is wrenched out of it as his father is calling his name, and he’s so deep that it takes a while to realize that he’s awake but someone is still calling his name—his last name, so definitely not his father.

“Malfoy,” Potter yells, and Draco wonders if there’s an earthquake because the bed is shaking—no, he’s shaking, Potter has him by the shoulders and is shaking him vigorously. “Wake up, you git, you’re going to shout the house down—bloody hell, what’s wrong with your nose?”

“Don’t touch me,” Draco manages to get out, slurring only slightly. He flails his arms vaguely at the Potter-shaped shadow backlit by the open bedroom door. Potter swears and jerks back, throwing his own arms up in the air. 

“Fine, fine, I won’t touch you. Are you awake now?”

“Don’t—”

“Touch you, I know, I know! Yeah, I think you’re awake.” 

“M’awake,” Draco says, and he scrubs his hand over his face and winces when it comes away bloody. “Fucking hell. I’m awake, yes.”

“You’re bleeding,” Potter tells him, and it finally registers that he sounds—scared, a little. Almost worried, which is ridiculous. Draco’s eyes finally adjust to wakefulness enough to catch sight of his face, which boasts a furrowed brow and rapt eyes studying Draco way too intently. 

“I’m fine,” Draco says, pulling a handkerchief out of the sleeve of his jumper, well-practiced by now, and covering the bottom half of his face with it. “I’m awake now, it’s all right.” He doesn’t explicitly say you can go, but then he huffs impatiently because maybe he has to; Potter doesn’t go.

“Are you ill?” Potter asks, leaning in to peer at him, and Draco jerks back. “I’m not touching you, Merlin, I’m just—what’s wrong with you?”

“I told you that I’m fine—”

“You were screaming your head off,” Potter says. “I thought you were getting murdered.”

“And what, you came in to help the murderer?” Draco snaps out, which is rather unfair, but it’s better than snapping that no, he was just watching his father get murdered for the umpteenth time. 

Potter’s face hardens, and he finally looks away from Draco, clenching his fists against his thighs. That reminds Draco to look towards his bedside table, where the Pollux key still rests—he snatches it quickly and holds it close. 

“Fine,” Potter says darkly, positively glaring at the hand Draco has clutched to his chest. “Try a Silencing Charm next time the bogeyman visits, yeah?”

“I did,” Draco says, but he can’t exactly explain that all of his magic fails once he’s in the throes of a vision. The number one Ministry poster boy should never know that Draco’s a Seer; that’s a one-way ticket to an unregistered black cell in the Department of Mysteries. “Potter, wait,” Draco adds as Potter starts to shove himself away, because it occurs to him that Potter touched him again and that’s pretty conclusive, but just in case—

Draco grips Potter’s arm quickly, before he can move out of reach, and counts about 20 seconds of undeniable contact in which no death vision reaches him before Potter jerks away. 

“Don’t touch me,” Potter says, mocking Draco’s voice and tone, hurrying out of the room and slamming the door behind him. Draco barely notices, too caught up in the fact that Potter doesn’t trigger the death visions. 

There’s only one person in the world he knows that can touch him, and that he can touch, and it’s Harry Potter, who is here, in this cottage. Who hates him. 

Draco casts the strongest Silencing Charm he’s capable of, pulls a pillow over his head, and screams into it. 

 

 

Dire conclusions in horrifying circumstances always call for research. That’s been the driving force of Draco’s entire adult life—research and you can always back yourself up. He’s rather good at the chatty, presentation aspects of his job, there’s no denying that—despite his name, he’s always the go-to at fundraiser events or at board meetings, just because no one knows how to squeeze money out of people better than other people with money—but he also has an absolutely impeccable memory and he has to use that to every advantage.

The next day, Draco switches up his routine by taking breakfast in the study. He sets himself up with his Manor books and sips tea and picks a track—wizards with vision-nullifying capabilities. Maybe there’s something Potter has done, or has had done to him, that makes him the unfortunate exception to Draco’s equally unfortunate rule. Maybe there’s some sort of spell he accidentally cast while tripping over his own feet and falling into a cauldron of Felix Felicis, as he likely does weekly. Maybe there’s some kind of ritual Draco can perform on people who actually care for him, and everyone he wants to have sex with. 

He dives in headfirst, reading through his usual meditation time. Outside the cottage, a snowstorm has started to swirl up, wind groaning at the windows, but Draco ignores it to stay buried in books, unable to really keep track of time as the sun is swallowed up by clouds. 

Draco reads well past his usual lunchtime and has to force himself to get up eventually when his stomach growls in protest. He stretches, cracks his back, and glares at the book open on the desk—it had taken him on a ridiculous tangent about soulmates, which everyone knows are old wives’ tale nonsense, and he’s a little embarrassed for his father having picked up a book that takes them seriously even in passing. 

He’s about to head down for lunch when a knock sounds at the door, making him jump and nearly upend his teacup. Before he can ask who’s there—or, really, shout “Go away!” the way he wants to—the door opens and Potter edges in to lean against it, arms folded loosely over his chest.

“What do you want?” Draco asks, extremely wary. 

Potter just studies him for a moment, eyes sweeping over the room quickly—they widen slightly as they drift across the half-painted wall, and Draco has the irrational urge to Conjure curtains to cover it—and then settling back on Draco. His brow is furrowed again, which is beginning to seem like an ever-present expression on Potter, and Draco is quick again to dismiss the question of what brought him here. It’s none of his concern, and curiosity about Potter has never served them well; the reverse is true, too.

“What are you reading?” Potter finally asks, gesturing at the piles of books. Draco rolls his eyes until he remembers that the books are all Charmed to appear as though they’re about Crup breeding, his father’s handiwork. Draco was always a little disappointed that he didn’t get an actual Crup out of that trick. 

“What does it look like?” Draco replies, gesturing broadly. Potter’s eyes narrow.

“It looks like you’re reading about Crups, but I thought you were a medical researcher.” Realization lights up Potter’s eyes a bit, and Draco diverts his gaze to glare at the still-open book. “Oh, are they Charmed? The Book Jacket Charm?”

“Good deduction, Potter; have you ever thought about becoming an Auror?” Draco snaps, and he watches with fascination that he can’t quite stifle as that truly sours Potter’s face; he looks like he’s just bitten into a lemon. Honestly, Potter must be surrounded solely by admirers and sycophants without exception to have gotten so sensitive. Draco hasn’t even approached the peak of how mean he can be.

Maybe Potter realizes that, because he seems to force his face to smooth out as much as it can and takes a breath. “Look, I wanted to see—I mean—aren’t you hungry?” 

Draco stares at him. “What?”

“Food, idiot,” Potter says, rolling his eyes. “You’ve been in here all day, and you were—I mean, you didn’t have a good night, did you?”

Draco continues staring, because none of that makes any more sense to him, but Potter seems exasperated that it doesn’t. He throws his hands up. “Just answer the question, Malfoy! Do you want food? I made extra for lunch and I came to see if you wanted any because you were sick last night.”

“I wasn’t sick,” Draco says automatically, and then he sighs inwardly at himself. “It was just a nightmare. Surely you’re familiar with them?” Draco doesn’t really have dreams that aren’t visions—one of the scant pluses in the Seer column for him—but he knows most people who lived through the war the way they did have them. It’s part of what drove his research into Dreamless Sleep. 

Potter nods, but he’s still all frowny and worried-looking. “Right, but my nightmares have never made me bleed. What the fuck, Malfoy?”

He sounds truly concerned on top of being weirded out, and Draco is so incredibly starved for any human contact that he’s almost sort of touched. It’s disgusting. 

“Fine,” Draco says, moving out from behind the desk. “I can eat some lunch. I probably won’t like what you made, though.”

“I don’t care,” Potter says, flattening himself against the open door to let Draco pass without touching him. “You can eat straw as far as I’m concerned, just as long as you don’t die on me tonight.” 

“I’m sure straw is much more appetizing than whatever slop you’ve managed to fling together,” Draco says, though it feels like the lie in that sentence grows as he descends the stairs and starts smelling whatever Potter had cooked. It smells delicious. 

The kitchen seems warm and bright when Draco enters it, a startling contrast to the storm picking up outside and continuing to wail against the windows. The scent of roasted vegetables and hearty broth blankets everything and the cottage seems to have perked up with it; Draco thinks the magic feels pleased, and curses inwardly that this is Potter’s achievement. 

Potter passes him with a wide berth and gives a bubbling pot a broad, firm stir with a wooden spoon, then switches to a ladle to serve up what appears to be chicken and vegetable soup in a beautiful red-gold broth. Draco’s mouth waters, and he tells himself he’s watching Potter serve so avidly to make sure it’s not poisoned. 

When Potter sets down two bowls and sits on one side of the square table, Draco lowers himself into a chair on the other side and picks up a spoon. Then he waits, eyeing Potter’s bowl, long enough that Potter raises an eyebrow. 

“What is it?”

“Just being prudent,” Draco says, nodding at Potter’s bowl. “Try some of your soup.” 

“You’re an absolute piece of work, do you know that?” Potter says. He takes a huge, obnoxious slurp of soup, noisy and disgusting, and definitely scalds his mouth on it, but he fights valiantly and visibly to stifle his reaction to it. “There, eat the soup. It’s not poisoned.” He sounds like his tongue hurts, and Draco bites down on a smile.

“Say the sky is green,” Draco throws out quickly. 

Potter just glares at him like he’s wishing he’d thrown Draco into the soup as a final garnish. “Eat. The. Soup. For Merlin’s sake. I haven’t dosed it with anything.” 

Draco gives in to his nose and his stomach—not to Potter—and starts eating the soup in delicate, restrained sips. Potter watches him just as avidly as Draco had watched him, nodding once in satisfaction, and they pass some time quietly for a while, the only sounds the howl of the wind outside and the horrific slurps from the way Potter eats. 

It’s definitely in the top ten for weirdest meals Draco has ever had, and that’s a list crowded by the occupation of the Manor; the fact that he knows the Dark Lord never cared for chicken eggs and vastly preferred duck eggs is a stain on his soul perhaps worse than carrying the remains of the Dark Mark. 

There’s an elegant but vicious beast battering at the inside of his mind; it has his mother’s voice and is named Good Manners and is telling Draco to compliment the soup. It’s really, really good: the flavors are vibrant and complex while still delivering a filling, wholesome profile. The cottage provides bread as soon Draco thinks of it, popping a crusty loaf into existence near his wrist, and instead of speaking Draco slices the bread with his wand and passes some to Potter.

Potter’s mouth twitches around his spoon, and he nods again. “Thanks.” 

“You’re welcome,” Draco says, inclining his head slightly.

They’re quiet once more. Draco starts taking slightly larger mouthfuls, a napkin poised and ready for dabbing, because he genuinely hates eating in silence. If he’s not eating while working, he usually puts the wireless on, and eating alone is honestly one of his least favorite things to do; it’s been one of the worst parts of being here in the cottage. He wants to finish eating, thank Potter politely for the meal, and go back upstairs so he can do more research and get out of here and never have one of these silent meals again. 

Then Potter says, “So, the weather’s pretty horrible outside, isn’t it?” 

Draco stares at him in disbelief. “Yes. It tends to get that way here, in winter.” 

“Right,” Potter says. “Best stay inside, then.” 

“Indeed.” Draco narrows his eyes. “Had you been going out often before the storm?” 

Potter shrugs. “A bit, yeah. Nice to get some air.” 

“It’s been wretchedly cold out since before the storm. Even if the cottage can’t stay warm, it’s still better than being out there. Why have you been going out?” He can’t imagine what Potter could be doing out there—it’s just forest and hills surrounding them, so thick you can lose sight of Cross Fell just a few meters into the tree line—and the property line really doesn’t extend into the forest that much. But he’s sure that whatever it is will spell some kind of annoyance for Draco; if Potter does wander past the property line and gets mauled by a raccoon or something, Draco’s sure he will be blamed for giving him rabies, because that’s how his life works.

Potter just shrugs again, infuriatingly. “I run hot, don’t really mind the cold. I don’t like being so cooped up in here all the time.” He eyes Draco pointedly, and might as well be shouting like you.

“If you don’t like staying in the cottage, you could, incidentally, leave,” Draco says very pleasantly. “There are plenty of other places where you don’t have to stay so cooped up. My suggestion would be the entirety of the rest of the Wizarding World.”

“Thanks for the suggestion,” Potter says, voice equally bright. He really is too good at mimicking Draco’s tone and it’s rather fucking irritating. “I think I’ll pass; I’m doing quite well staying here with some jaunts outside.”

“If you’re certain,” Draco says, gripping his spoon very tightly. 

Potter’s eyes glint dangerously. “Yeah, I am.”

“Let’s hope the storm doesn’t last, then. Wouldn’t want you to get too restless all cooped in here. Who knows what you’ll do to me?” It’s said in the same cheerful manner they’ve both adopted, crisp and sharp, but Potter blanches and shrinks in his seat for a moment, then starts to glare again. Draco ignores the pang he feels at the shift and instead glares back. 

“I’m not going to do anything to you, Malfoy,” Potter says through gritted teeth. “I already told you I’m not here to fight with you.”

“Then what are you here for?” Draco asks, pouncing on the opening. “Being cooped up in here, sneaking around for food, getting woken up by my nightmares—all of this is happening by your choice! You can just go home into the loving embrace of your Weasel family—”

“I can’t!” Potter shouts. He stands up, chair scraping loudly against the bare wooden floor, and Draco tries not to flinch. “I can’t go home, and I’m not leaving here, so you should just—”

“Why?” Draco asks, trying not to show how much he wants to know; trying not to want to know so much. “Why can’t you go home?”

“Why can’t you?” Potter tosses back, and he huffs loudly when Draco just shakes his head. “Right, I thought so. I know you’re not here to study Crups, Malfoy. I know you’re up to something.” 

Now Draco stands up, too, outraged. “Fuck you, Potter. I was here first, minding my own business, in my family’s escape cottage. I’m not up to anything that’s not my own concern.”

“What are you escaping from, then?” Potter asks, his voice a little lower, like the anger is fading. He’s got that worried, furrowed brow again, and Draco scowls at it deeply. 

“As I’ve made very clear, that’s none of your fucking concern.” He jerks his hand through the air and sends his bowl over to the sink, setting it to wash by magic. “Thank you for the soup, Potter. Don’t disturb me again.” 

“Oh you’re welcome,” Potter snarls, angry again. “Try taking care of yourself for once, then maybe you won’t bleed all over me tonight!”

“Stay out of my bedroom and the entire problem is solved!”

Back in the study, Draco sees the still opened book that mentioned soulmates on the desk and sweeps it off with a frustrated grunt, then kicks the book for good measure. Fucking Potter. He decides right then and there that he doesn’t care if Potter’s the only living being on Earth that Draco can touch; it doesn’t matter because Potter will never be someone whose company he wants. 

He resolves to go back to avoiding Potter, staying shut up in the study until past nightfall, asking the cottage for a dinner of apples and cheese and grumbling about how he doesn’t need soup, stupid Potter; if soup could fix Draco’s condition, the Manor elves would have solved this ages ago. 

Draco’s in such a mood when he goes to sleep he can practically taste the vision, so he’s a little shocked when he wakes up in the middle of the night not because he’d been Seeing someone die, but because of some other kind of feeling, a sense of urgency he almost can’t place. It feels like one of his regular visions, another wisp of something, and he tries to hold onto it as long as he can, groaning into his pillow when it seems to slip from the edges of his brain like a fine mist. He misses his regular visions, and isn’t that the worst nonsense about all this?

Still, wisp or not, something got him up, and that same something has him creeping out of bed again, towards the study. He’s careful about it, with no desire to run into Potter again, though at least tonight his pajamas are better fit for formal eyes. Not that he cares what Potter, for whom it seems every day is laundry day, thinks of his pajamas; nevertheless, he forgoes the dancing cauldrons for a plain, warm matching cotton set with a single Golden Snitch on the pocket of the shirt. 

And it’s a good thing, too, because very quickly Draco realizes that Potter is in the study.

He’s sitting in front of the half-painted wall, on his knees, and the paints are—“What are you doing?” Draco asks, truly alarmed. Potter jumps, hard, looking as if Draco has dragged him from a deep concentration, and he whirls around to face him with a paintbrush in hand and a doubtlessly guilty look on his face.

“Sorry, I was just—”

“You’re ruining it!” Draco says, sweeping into the room and waving his hands. He can’t even really think, just finds his mind wiped blank with panic—Potter’s getting back at him for the fight at lunch, he’s messing the whole wall up, it’s not for him—“Get away from it!”

“I’m not doing anything to it, I swear, I was just—”

“Get out!” Draco yells, and this time he manages to get a grip on the magic surrounding him and pulls. The paints fly away from Potter and put themselves back in their cupboard; the paintbrush flies out of his hand, and a magical shield forms in front of the wall, glittering brightly over the painted stars. 

Potter stares at all of this, a little dumbfounded, and then gets slowly to his feet. “Malfoy, I really didn’t mean to—please, just look at it, I didn’t do anything—”

“That’s my family you’re messing with,” Draco says, finally making his brain come unstuck enough to consider what Potter might’ve done. Maybe he erased Draco and his parents, painted over them. Maybe he blotted out all the bad stars, the dark ones, the ones Draco might not be proud of, but who still belong there. “Go destroy your own family and leave mine out of it. Go.” 

He’s expecting a fight—when has Potter ever not fought?—but he’s wrong again; Potter just swallows hard, looking down at his empty hands for a moment, before nodding tightly. “Fine,” he says, and he shuffles past Draco with his head down, swooping around him with plenty of space between them. 

Draco watches him go, fury still pulsing through him. It takes a few more moments for him to him to calm down, to turn and finally drop to the floor near the half-painted wall, eyes searching carefully over every bit of it to assess the damage Potter had done.

He doesn’t find anything different about it until he reaches Canis Major and Sirius, and he curses himself for adding him again; sometimes it feels as though Sirius Black had brought Potter here. That thought rings through his mind as he finds the start of what Potter had done: below the brilliant and bright star is a swirling, painted line of stardust leading to a crudely rendered cluster of stars that appear to be forming antlers on top of the head of a stag. 

Fury lights Draco up again, and when he presses his palm against the wall, the paint fades, the stars falling from the inky expanse of blue, until it seems as though they’d never been there at all. 

 

 

It takes Draco until morning to feel guilty about it. He wakes up from a fitful sleep with the sun, trying to blink away achy feelings he usually associates with unfortunate visions, but when he tries to recall the actual visions, there are none; only the feelings. They linger, sitting in the pit of his stomach like a bad hunk of meat, until he sighs and gets up and finally identifies them as guilt and regret. 

Potter wasn’t really doing anything to the half-painted wall. He shouldn’t have been touching it, shouldn’t have been in Draco’s study at all—shouldn’t be in Draco’s family’s cottage, even—but he wasn’t acting out of malice. He’d made Draco soup yesterday. He’d acted like an absolute jerk, but only in response to Draco. 

Draco will have to do his absolute least favorite thing, which is apologize, but that’s part of being an adult; he’s long since accepted that. He’s had a lot to apologize for, really, especially in his late teens and early 20s, when it felt like that was how every conversation he had with anyone started, so he’s not exactly foreign to it. He’d once gotten a series of visions about apologies, mostly his own, and it was not a fun series, but he’s over it.

Screwing up that resignation, Draco dresses and goes downstairs, on the lookout for Potter, but of course he doesn’t show. Remembering Potter’s soup peace offering, and dismissing that Potter had ignored his first oatmeal biscuit peace offering, Draco decides to bake some morning buns, speeding up the proving time with magic, burning up some lingering irritation with this entire situation by crushing pistachios and walnuts with the flat bottom of a cast iron pan while that goes. He casts the wafting spell again, looking hopefully up towards the stairs, but when Potter never appears, Draco sighs and loads up a tray to bring up. 

He sets it to Levitate by his side and knocks firmly against Potter’s bedroom door, knocking again with a cluck of his tongue when he doesn’t hear anything on the other side. At that, he hears some muffled swearing and some thuds, and then the door swings open. 

Draco ducks his gaze. Potter looks as if he’d literally rolled out of bed—back in that thin, barely-anything white t-shirt with the hole in the neck, the collar tugged all the way to one side and exposing rather a lot of golden-brown collarbone. His hair is as wild as it ever is, sticking up defiantly on one side and smushed down on the other, but the worst part is that he’s in boxer-briefs and nothing else on the bottom. His thighs are muscled and thick—fucking Aurors—and Draco picks a very safe spot by Potter’s shoulder to keep his eyes trained. 

“What?” Potter asks, his voice slightly thick with lingering sleep. Draco clenches his fists, just briefly.

“I made breakfast,” Draco says, nodding, and the Levitated tray of buns nudges Potter’s arm. “Morning buns, they’re very good. You should have some.” His mouth twists, but he forces the next bit out. “You didn’t have a good night, right? I’m—” He clears his throat after a false start, and fully tries not to choke. “I’m sorry.”

Potter looks amused for a moment, eyes shifting between Draco’s undoubtedly pained face and the tray of buns. He bites his lip and shakes his head a bit, then says, “Well, they smell good.”

“That’s because they are good,” Draco says, with a tight smile meant to be encouraging but probably only looks psychotic. Blaise sometimes calls it his nutcake smile. 

“I suppose I’ll try one,” Potter says, taking a bun in hand and nodding. “Thanks, Malfoy.”

“You’re welcome,” Draco says, and then they kind of stare at each other for a beat.  

“Right,” Potter tells him, gesturing with the bun. “Good talk. I’ll go eat this now.”

“See that you do.” And then, because he can’t help it—“Don’t get crumbs on the bed.”

“Not that it matters, but the cottage gave me a little tray table and a stool, since I’ve been eating in here so much,” Potter says, and he nudges his door open a little and gestures back to show him. Draco feels a flare of jealousy well up—there’s even a tiny clear jar with a singular purple aster in it; the cottage hasn’t given Draco any flowers, even though asters are his favorite—but he tamps it down and remembers adulthood, which he is in. Being in your 30s means avoiding pitching jealous fits over the whims of sentient cottages. 

“You don’t have to eat in here,” Draco says. “I mean, obviously you’ll do as you please—you’ve told me that enough times—but if you’re avoiding me, you don’t have to stay in here all the time. We clearly keep very different hours so I don’t think we’ll run into each other that much.” He straightens his shoulders for this next part, very determined. “And if we do, I’m sure we can remain civil.”

Potter nods slowly. He looks between Draco and the bun again, then gives a shrug. “Sure. I can be civil.”

“Of course you can.” He tries to tamp it down, but he finds he must add, “And so can I.”

“That’s great.”

“Yes, indeed.”

“To civility, then,” Potter says, and he nudges the bun against the side of the tray as if in a toast, then shuts the bedroom door in Draco’s face.

Draco glares hard at the closed door, glares at the Levitated tray, and then brings it back downstairs with him. He polishes off a few buns with his morning cup of tea and tries not to fume. That was successful. They will be civil. 

He doesn’t really feel good about it until he goes up to the study and finds a beautiful ceramic vase full of purple asters on the desk. Draco snorts; at least the cottage is happy with him. 

Draco puts Potter out of his head once more as he starts up his research again. He’s following a track based on dormant bloodline curses—because if he can figure out why he’s been struck with the death visions, he can start to figure out the how and the get them away—and starts sketching out plans to develop some testing methods in the lab later, slowly losing the sense of unease and regret that had plagued his morning as he puts together something of an actionable plan. For all the reading he’s done since he’s been here, he hasn’t actually done anything to try and fix his condition, and it will feel good to make some headway there.

But before he can get too deep into it, another opportunity to test out their newfound civility arises: Draco and Potter both realize at the same time that something, or someone, is battering at the magical wards at the edge of the property line.

They meet out in the same hallway they’d collided in that night, this time maintaining a healthier distance. Potter has thankfully put trousers on, but he looks no less sleep-rumbled, and now his eyes are as wild as his hair as he looks at Draco.

“The wards,” he says, near to frantic, and Draco fights back the urge to roll his eyes. 

“Yes, I can feel it. Someone’s trying to get in.” 

“Does anyone know you’re here?” Potter asks, and there’s something careful in his voice, pointed and focused. Draco studies him a moment, suddenly unsure of himself, and Potter makes an impatient sort of huffing sound, shaking his head. “I mean—is someone after you?”

“What do you mean?” Draco asks. “This place is Unplottable; how could anyone know where I am?” 

Potter swears softly and draws his wand, squaring his shoulders. “There are always ways to find someone if you’re motivated enough,” Potter says darkly, like an absolute nutter, and he starts to march down the stairs. “Stay here and keep your wand up. If I don’t come back, just use your key to get out of here.”

He is not wearing shoes, and Draco gapes after him for a few moments, completely incredulous, and then scrambles to follow him. “I will not stay here, for Merlin’s sake,” Draco says, drawing his own wand as if in afterthought. “You stay here and put some shoes on, you absolute headcase.” 

“There isn’t time—” Potter says, but he cuts himself off when Draco lengthens his strides to outpace him and beat him to the front door. “Malfoy, no! You don’t know who’s out there, let me handle this.”

“Stop being ridiculous,” Draco says. “This is my cottage. I’ll go see who is trying to break my wards and I’ll deal with them myself.” As if by habit, he searches for a sense of what’s going to happen next, even a wisp, but there’s depressingly nothing, and Draco resigns himself to going in as blind as Potter. He grabs his winter cloak from the coat rack, bundles himself up as quickly as possible, and wrenches open the blue front door.

It has thankfully stopped snowing, though the snow is still thick enough that Draco immediately wishes he’d worn his boots instead of his oxfords. Thankfully his trousers are Charmed to be weatherproof because the snow cover goes halfway up his calves, and it’s a chore to stomp through it, slow and cumbersome.

And it must be much worse for Potter, who follows him out, still without shoes. Draco turns around to hiss at him, “Shoes, Potter!” before stomping ahead, listening to Potter grumble behind him.

He’s moving by feel—not a vision, but a connection to the wards, one he can feel pulsing through his veins. The feeling guides him towards a point straight ahead, where the trees stay thinned out into a clearing in front of the cottage; Cross Fell is in view. As he nears the property line, he scans for any sight of someone, anyone—perhaps a lost Muggle, too clueless to heed the repelling spells, or perhaps intrigued by them; that’s happened at the Manor more than once, and Draco thinks if they knew better, the Muggles in the surrounding county seat would be grateful that Draco deals with them more than his father. 

But there’s no one, and no real sound but for Potter’s furious, whispered protests behind him, spitting at him, “Wand up, Malfoy, be vigilant—”

“Shut up,” Draco says, narrowing his eyes as a form finally comes into view. It’s flying, though, small against the bright winter sky, bashing itself against the barrier of the wards with reckless abandon. When he registers the form as purely black, and finally hears its call, he sighs very heavily and puts his face in hands.

“What is it?” Potter says, coming up to him. Draco can feel him reaching for him and jerks away instinctively, scowling. “Fine, I’m not—just tell me what’s wrong.”

“It’s Ceridwen,” Draco finally says, and lifts his wand. The wards split into a neat circle, allowing Ceridwen the crow to fly in and swoop at him, cawing triumphantly. “She’s—she belongs to Sybill Trelawney. I have no idea how she found me out here, but I don’t know why I’m surprised.”

Ceridwen lands right on his shoulder and doesn’t even bother with pretense—she starts immediately pecking at his hair, fluffing up the short, carefully styled tufts of it with her bright, pointed beak. She has a tiny glass bottle tied to her foot; Draco knows the bottle could contain anything from a simple note to a lengthy scroll, plus books and tea and any manner of snacks. Maybe she’s sent him sherry. 

“How do you know she’s Trelawney’s?” Potter asks, frowning deeply as Ceridwen continues pecking Draco, gently but thoroughly. “She could be an Animagus.” 

“I know she’s Trelawney’s because I gave her to Trelawney as a gift,” Draco says, though it doesn’t take long to regret that. He’s going to have to explain why he’s ever given Sybill any gifts, and he’ll have to lie effectively. “And before you ask, Trelawney wrote me a letter of recommendation for uni. I owed her one.” 

That was true, somewhat—Sybill had been one of a few different Hogwarts professors to write him reference notes, but he had wound up intercepting it because it was a rambling, emotional mess with tear drop splotches on it that would have likely gotten him blacklisted from every institution of higher learning in Europe, as touching as it was to read (he still has it under lock and key in his desk at the Manor). He’d only asked her because she’d heard he’d already asked Flitwick for one, and felt bad, and Ceridwen was less of a thank you gift and more of a guilt-assuaging gift.  

He’d meant for her to be used for augury, but Sybill immediately began using her like an owl, and Draco just let her be. Ceridwen took to it, at least, and has a particular fondness for Draco: specifically his hair, which is apparently the exact kind of brightness and shine that appeals to crows. 

Potter still looks baffled by this turn of events, though there’s an amused twitch to his mouth as he watches Draco continue to endure Ceridwen’s pecking. She never really gets his scalp, just wants to make his hair resemble that of a newborn chick, and Draco knows there’s no use chasing her away. “Come along,” he says quietly, to both of them, but looking at Potter. “Obviously Ceridwen is no threat to anything but my hair. Let’s get inside before you get frostbite.”

Finally having the good sense to be bashful about his panic, Potter rubs at the back of his reddening neck and turns to lead the way back to the house, Draco and Ceridwen following behind him. “If you leave me some of my hair, I promise to ask the cottage to Conjure up a very fine dish of worms for you,” Draco tells Ceridwen, who lets out a chirpy caw and nips his ear. “Ow, blasted bird. What if I cook you for supper instead, hm?”

Ceridwen just caws at him again, doing a twisty loop around his head, before settling back on his shoulder and huddling in the crook of his neck. Draco tries not to completely melt at the feeling—he’d known from encounters with Daphne’s very familiar Kneazle, Alexander, that creatures don’t trigger the death visions, but it’s still such a jarring sensation to be touched like this without the need to flinch away. To have a beating, warm heart so close with absolutely no foresight as to how that heart will eventually stop is a joy he’d never thought he’d appreciate so much before all this. Maybe he should get a Crup.

Movement up ahead alerts him to the fact that Potter is glancing back at them, now a more prominently amused smile on his face. Draco sighs in resignation and follows Potter into the cottage.

Potter heads straight for the nearest hearth—the one in the sitting room where Draco usually clears a wide floorspace and meditates and does his yoga. With his wand out and his face set in determination, he works up the fire and then pulls a squat, plump armchair closer and sits in it stiffly, sticking his feet out near the flames with a relieved sigh. He looks perfectly miserable there; beyond the lack of shoes, he’s not dressed even remotely suitably for the weather, and Draco finds himself hovering around to—what, he’s not sure. Maybe make sure he doesn’t lose any toes. 

With that in mind, and still grumbling to himself at Potter’s stupidity, Draco stalks into the kitchen—ignoring Ceridwen jabbering in his ear because he still hasn’t taken the little message bottle—and fills a heavy basin he finds under the sink with very warm water. Summoning towels and a blanket for good measure, he Charms the water to stay warm in perpetuity and Levitates it into the sitting room. 

Potter jumps slightly when the basin comes to rest near his outstretched legs, and Draco gestures at him impatiently. “The warm water will help increase your circulation,” Draco tells him, placing the stack of towels on the sofa to the left of Potter and draping the blanket around the back of the chair. “And for Merlin’s sake, didn’t you bring anything for winter weather? You can’t keep going out in those clothes.” 

Tentatively, perhaps warily—as if it’s possible Draco had filled the basin with acid—Potter puts his feet in the water and slowly relaxes a bit on the chair. He tugs the blanket down but leaves it loose around him, and he shrugs up at Draco. “I didn’t know what the weather would be like here because I had no idea where this cottage is. And I didn’t really—I left quickly, as soon as I found the key. I didn’t really plan it too well.”

Draco positively hums with curiosity—he has had to try so hard not to wonder a very many things, including why Potter had come here, whether or not there’s a redheaded horde wandering the countryside in search of him, and how long he plans to stay. But as he sits down next to the stack of towels and finally coaxes Ceridwen to perch on the floor lamp nearby, he allows himself to offer one single question, unable to keep it at bay. “Where did you find the Castor key?”

Potter whips his head around to look at Draco, his expression at once guarded and searching. Draco studies him right back, refusing to flinch. Whatever he finds on Draco’s face seems to free something up in him, because he says, “At Number 12, Grimmauld Place. The old Black house.”

“Well one of them, yes,” Draco says, nodding. That was what he’d suspected, and it’s almost a relief to know it hadn’t come up on some Auror raid or been dug up from the bowels of the Ministry’s horde of old pureblood treasures it had accumulated as a result of the war. Draco doesn’t like to think of the Malfoy heirlooms that had been taken under suspicion of being “dark”, and really it could’ve been worse, but for something like the Castor key to be relatively safe is something of a relief. Never mind that being safe means being in Potter’s hands; that’s just unfortunate.

“That’s the one I inherited,” Potter says. 

“Right. From your godfather, somehow, even though he was disinherited before that.” Draco tries not to roll his eyes while Potter’s actually looking at him, but Potter looks pissy anyway. 

“I don’t know how it works, I just know what Dumbledore told me. I would’ve rather had my godfather than all his rotten family things, thanks.”

“You mean my rotten family things,” Draco snaps, and then immediately works to reel himself back. “I mean—it doesn’t matter. There was nothing of value in that old pile, not really, and much of the other properties came to my mother. The only thing I think I’d have liked to see again is the tapestry, but I suppose there’s the half-painted wall upstairs instead. It’s better.”

“It’s beautiful,” Potter says, and there’s a soft sort of melancholy in his voice, a longing that Draco feels a little ashamed about. “Did you paint the entire thing?”

“Oh, no, not at all,” Draco says. “Most of it was already there, I just—restored a lot of it. Added some names back that had been taken off, added my parents and our line, my aunt and her family. Just to make it more complete.” He swallows a bit, forcing a casual tone. “It’s important to me, I guess, that we’re all up here. No matter who we marry or how we feel about each other or what we’ve done, blood is blood. Family is family. You can’t deny it.”

Potter is quiet for a moment, but when he looks at Draco it’s rather intense. “I don’t want to start another fight,” he says, which makes Draco feel like they’re on the verge of another fight. “But I disagree. Family is what you make it. How connected you are, what it means to you—that’s a choice you make.”

Draco works very, very hard not to react harshly to that. He sees what Potter means, and knows he can owe it to those Weasleys, who managed to pluck him up at the right time and bring him into the fold. “I don’t really think it’s a choice,” Draco says. “Or, if it is, it’s one you have to make as soon as you’re aware of what choices are.” 

It’s clear that Potter wants to argue with him, and is thinking of how to do it without yelling, maybe. Draco’s glad they’ve reached this civility stage, and decides to cut this short before they lose any of their progress. “And on that note, I think I’ll see what Trelawney sent me,” Draco says, standing up. “Get warmed up, Potter, and ask the cottage for suitable clothes.”

“I run hot,” Potter reminds him as he scoops up the message bottle and heads out of the room, Ceridwen hot on his tail. 

Draco is sure to close and ward the door to the study before he finally takes the message bottle; really, it’s anyone’s guess what’s in there, and he’d rather not have Potter experience it and prompt any more questions he doesn’t quite want to answer. The last time she’d sent Ceridwen along like this was around Yule, just before Draco had decided to go to the cottage, and she’d sent her usual collection of teas he was fine with trying, a parcel of mysterious mushrooms he was less keen on, and an opaque jar which he (stupidly) opened only to be immediately swarmed by locusts.

For Mabon, which she knew was his favorite festival, Sybill had sent him the traditional apples and also a milky white crystal that shot a beam of light right at his forehead until he stuffed it in a drawer. He just never knows what he’s going to get from her, and he’s not a little apprehensive to open this bottle. 

Ceridwen gives a mighty, merry caw when he finally taps at the bottle with his wand and tips the contents out onto the desk. A rolled-up scroll is included, plus the regular teas; he stuffs those in a drawer with a bit of resolve because they’ll be good for experimentation. There’s also a book that is mysteriously non-magical; it’s crisp and new-looking, the binding reflective and bendable, and the paper is so sharp it hurts his fingers when he runs them thoughtfully over the edges. Draco is already rolling his eyes even before he sees it’s a book about dealing with grief, a Muggle book at that, and pushes it away to read the letter. 

It’s a long, rambling thing written in an unsteady hand. It’s a testament to how starved for affectionate company Draco is that he reads the whole thing very closely, never checking out or letting his eyes glaze over even once. He and Sybill had not parted on good terms, but she sounds genuinely worried for him now, and that’s a little gratifying. 

She’s also had a grave premonition about him, of course; there’s a 50% chance that’s a straight up lie, but Draco knows this is her love language. She tells him that a beast lurks in his midst and it will be his end if he doesn’t tread carefully. Draco snorts and wonders if he’s talking about Potter; maybe the lie has only a 30% chance, in that case. 

The worst part, though, and the most important, comes in the postscript, because of course she forgot about the reason she’d penned the letter until after the end of it. Sybill tells Draco that his father—Draco’s eyes go wide as he reads—had written to her and demanded they meet. And then they had met. While Draco’s mind is going absolutely haywire imagining the two of them in any sort of conversation—Sybill gives him no indication that Father’s head didn’t explode—things are quickly soured by a single, ominous sentence: Your father is looking for you, Draco, and he means to find you. I expect you’ll have to confront the reality of your situation sooner than you think.

“Fuck that,” Draco says out loud, slamming the scroll down on the desk. 

When Draco left for the cottage, he told all his friends that he was going on a meditation retreat on the advice of a Mind Healer. He told his colleagues he was taking a sabbatical, and only the director of their foundation knew it was personal leave; he’d assured the director that he’d continue to do what research he could get through while he was gone. He told his parents he was taking a remote research assignment and wouldn’t be reachable by owl until it was over. 

His mother accepted this, her hands clenched at her sides as if she wanted to hug him. His father had fought with him, hadn’t bought the lie even a little bit, and demanded to know what was going on. He’d seen the nosebleeds, the evidence of the headaches; he’d been the one called after Draco landed in St. Mungo’s, bursting into the hospital with his robes billowing and his eyes wild and wide with panic. He knew something was wrong and demanded that Draco tell him what it was so he could help fix it.

But how could Draco tell him? It seemed unthinkable to tell him even part of it without giving away the rest, and how could he tell his father how he would die? His father had survived two separate stints in Azkaban, had lived in the same fear and desperation that Draco had through the war, with the added pressure of taking all the blame for it. Draco’s relationship with his father is complicated; their ideologies had diverged enough at some point to prove they’d never see eye-to-eye again, and it’s hard to reconcile that with all the love they still have for each other.

Draco couldn’t face him, staggering under the weight of that. So he’d disappeared, leaving the fight unfinished—promising to speak to Father again at breakfast, to come clean, and then waking up well before then and stealing out to the cottage instead. 

His father can’t find him here; Draco’s sure of it. Even if he knows the cottage exists, knows about the twin keys, and knows that Draco has used one, he can’t possibly find an Unplottable property hidden by the strongest familial wards that Draco has ever encountered. But Potter’s voice is ringing through his head again: “There are always ways to find someone if you’re motivated enough.” 

Certainly, Father is motivated, if only to finish the fight Draco had left in the middle of; his pride would surely demand that. And Draco won’t soon forget the wild look of fear in his eyes when he’d arrived at the hospital, looking as though he’d tear the place down if he wasn’t assured that Draco would be okay.

It’s a harrowing thought, one that spurs Draco into action. It’s an easy task to respond to Sybill—he thanks her for the teas, makes no mention of the book because if one doesn’t have anything nice to say, one shouldn’t say anything at all, and promises he’ll be on the lookout for any beasts in his midst. Then he makes Ceridwen wait around for nearly three hours while he attempts to write to Father and tell him to back off, crossing out note after note, sharing a brief lunch with Ceridwen consisting of apples and worms respectively, then finding himself forlornly wishing that Sybill had sent sherry until the cottage pops it into existence and he realizes how utterly depressing that is.

Night has fallen quite completely by the time he finally finishes something he can muster up the courage to send. It’s very brief: Father – I am well, I promise. Please do not come after me. Do not look for me; you won’t find me. You must trust that I can look after myself. Yours, Draco.

He stares at the note, holding it tightly between his fingers, and then jumps hard in his seat when a voice comes from the doorway. “Dinner?”

Potter is looking at him carefully, head tilted to the side in concern. Draco is so thrown he momentarily forgets his own resolve to stay civil and snaps, “I had wards on the door for a reason, you know.”

“What reason would that be?” Potter says without missing a beat, gesturing at the piles of crumpled and inky parchment all over Draco’s desk. “Protecting me from your writer’s block?” 

“I wanted to be alone,” Draco says, not in the mood to play around. “Look, what you said before—how could someone find me here? This place is Unplottable. I just don’t understand how it’s possible.”

“Are you concerned about Trelawney showing up?” Potter asks, frowning a little, then rolling his eyes when Draco just glares back at him. “Fine, don’t tell me who you’re afraid of.”

“I’m not afraid of anyone, I just—I really don’t want to be found here.” 

“There are ways to track you,” Potter tells him. His face is softer now, and Draco wonders if he’s just that grateful that his feet are still intact. “If they know how, they can track your magic, track your blood, even. Difficult bits of magic, yeah—probably beyond Trelawney, but—I think you’re worried about someone else, right?”

When Draco just keeps up his stony glare, Potter sighs. “If you would just tell me, I can actually protect you and know what I’m up against.”

“You’re not up against anything because it’s not your business. And I don’t need you to protect me.” Maintaining his glare and truly meaning, Draco looks Potter right in the eye. “You don’t need to be a hero all the bloody time, Potter. And I’m sure that’s not why you came to this cottage.”

“No, but I’m still not going to let anything happen to you while I’m here to stop it,” Potter says, shrugging, as if that’s a perfectly casual and acceptable stance to take on someone you hate. It makes Draco burn inside, resentment pooling in his gut. Potter would talk like this about anyone. He’s being an Auror, the world’s Savior, likely looking for another merit badge for rescuing poor Draco again. 

“Then maybe you should try not being here,” Draco says, and Potter’s face goes hard again. For a moment, something like hurt flickers over it, and Draco seethes about it—the nerve—but it’s only a moment; then Potter is folding his arms his chest and shaking his head. 

“I’m not going anywhere, and I’ll figure out who’s after you soon enough, whether you tell me or not. This isn’t an offer of help; this is a promise that you’ll have it. It’s for your own good.”

He stalks off then, making no further mention of dinner; if Draco sniffs carefully, he thinks he can smell soup again. But instead of following Potter out, Draco eats another apple, picking out the seeds for Ceridwen, and then loads up the message bottle for her. “Please make a quick stop at Malfoy Manor and give the sealed scroll to my father, Ceridwen,” Draco says, petting her lightly with two fingers pressed together. He swallows hard. “His hair looks just like mine; feel free to peck at it as much as you please.” 

It’s nothing even close to a surprise when a death vision comes to him that night, and of course it’s the one about Father. For another night, it’s like he’s there, frozen in place with the scene playing out in front of him like a staged performance. Father and the wolf emerge from the snowy forest in a burst of black and white and red, exploding across Draco’s Sight in vivid, excruciating color. It’s difficult to take it all in at once, but Draco can’t close his eyes, and he feels the pressure of that, the intensity with which he’s forced to See, as if it’s going to make his head crack open. 

Draco’s not sure what pulls him out of it—the sound of his own pleading shouts, calling for his father, hoarse cries of “No, please—” that break into sobs as he rouses into consciousness. Or if it’s Potter, on the bed with him and rocking one of the bedposts so that it smacks against the wall and shakes the entire frame, saying, “Malfoy, hey—Draco, come on, wake up, you’re safe—”

“No,” Draco moans out as his hands come up over his face. It’s said in answer to a lot: the vision, still painted across his distressingly clear memory; the movement of the bed, making his stomach roll; his own crying; the notion of his own safety when that doesn’t matter, how could that ever matter when all he can See is the death of everyone he loves; and Potter’s presence in here, witnessing the aftermath of another vision. 

“Draco,” Potter says again, his voice softer now. Draco wants to scream, and instead he buries his face further in his hands and leans against his curled-up knees. The bed stops shaking but Draco doesn’t, and he can feel Potter’s hands in the air around him, not touching him but reaching out with wanting to. “It’s all right,” Potter tells him, leaning in closer. “You’re all right, I promise. It was just a nightmare.”

He lets out an involuntary sob at that, shaking his head vigorously. Oh, how he wishes it were just a nightmare, wishes he could dream like normal people; wishes he could stop remembering so fucking vividly that it’s like it’s always happening, always right there to pluck up from his mind and torture him. 

“You’re safe here,” Potter tells him again. He sounds so gentle, and Draco’s been alone for so long that he finds himself leaning in despite himself, rocking closer to him. “I’m going to—will you let me—” Draco gives neither assent nor protest, and Potter takes that as the tacit permission it is to close the gap between them, leaning against Draco’s side and very carefully fitting an arm around him.

Draco tenses up on instinct, waiting by habit for the vision to take him, and Potter seems to freeze, studying him carefully. When nothing dire appears across the back of his eyelids, Draco slowly lifts his head and relaxes minutely, leaning into Potter’s hold. 

“There you are,” Potter says softly. “It’s all right, yeah? I won’t hurt you.” 

Draco sniffs, then registers how thick it feels and groans—blood has smeared below his nose and across his mouth, and he mops at it clumsily with a handkerchief, his hand shaking a bit too hard to do a great job of it. Potter makes a sympathetic sound and takes the cloth from him, spelling it clean with a soft whisper and then gently wiping it over Draco’s face, using the other side to dab beneath Draco’s eyes. 

“Merlin, don’t tell me I’m crying blood now too,” Draco says, choking on every word and huffing out what could never politely be called a laugh. 

“No,” Potter says, his own voice shaking a bit with hesitant laughter. “Nothing that bad yet. And I think the bleeding’s stopped.”

“Yeah, it doesn’t last long,” Draco says without thinking. There’s instant regret, of course; he can practically hear the Auroring going on in Potter’s head as he latches onto that and looks at Draco intently.

“This happens to you a lot?”

For some reason, Draco doesn’t want to lie. He doesn’t want to tell the truth—no, that would be far too much, Potter’s seen enough tonight already—but the lie sits unpleasantly on his tongue, and it tastes bitter when he chokes it out. “I have a seizure disorder,” Draco says quietly, trying very hard not to wince. “It—it’s something that—stress is a trigger. Sometimes my nightmares are so intense that my body responds to them as if I’m having a seizure. I can manage it otherwise, but when I’m sleeping and I can’t keep my Occlumency shields up, this—it just happens sometimes.”

Potter’s face is one large furrow of concern, his eyes burning brightly behind his glasses. Draco takes some time to study him, using the excuse to gather himself with shuddery, evening breaths, and takes in his wild dark hair, the beard he’s let grow in further since he arrived. It should make Potter appear older, ragged like when he’d arrived, but in the strips of moonlight, in Draco’s bed, he looks soft and young, so openly worried for him and baring that vulnerability as if it’s nothing. 

“Are you okay?” Potter asks. Draco’s chest clenches slightly with the honest question in it, like he’s truly invested in knowing. It doesn’t feel as bitter or induce as much resentment as it had before; yes, Potter would be this concerned for anyone. He’s definitely dropped Draco into some needy victim bucket in his Auror mind. Maybe tomorrow Draco will resent that again, hate it as much as he usually does.

But right now it feels okay to just revel in how good Potter is. To bask in his kindness, however misdirected or inappropriate, however undeserving. Draco had removed himself from the world because he’s been barraged by the truth of how unrelentingly cruel it is, at a time in his life when he’s worked so hard to get past that reality. But he had also removed himself from any chance of comfort or affection, from any reminders that the world isn’t just full of death and grief: that it has kindness, too. An arm around his shoulders, a soft face in the dark, someone good even to those who don’t deserve it. 

“I’m fine,” Draco says, and he means it in the moment. He’s better than he’s been since Mabon. Only Potter has been able to do this for him, and for once it’s not important that it’s Potter. It’s just important that it’s happening, that Draco gets to have this again. 

Potter rubs his hand across Draco’s back, nodding slowly. “Do you want to try to get more sleep? I could—I mean, if you want, I can stay in here with you. That helps me sometimes when I get nightmares.”

Draco wonders briefly if that would help, just practically. Not necessarily more comfort—if that was a truly deciding factor on his condition, any number of his friends and family could have pampered this out of him before Samhain, even without touch—but Potter’s presence, which appears to have a nullifying effect on the visions. It’s something he could test, surely—but another night. He doesn’t really have more than one vision a night.

“That’s all right,” Draco says, and he swears Potter’s shoulders slump a bit. He tries not to roll his eyes a little at that—there’s kindness and then there’s ridiculousness, and Potter might be on the edge—but cuts through the moment when his stomach gives an embarrassing grumble. “Erm,” he says, pushing down on his rising mortification. “I think I might go down for something to eat. I don’t really feel like going back to sleep and I guess—well, I’m hungry, obviously.”

“Obviously,” Potter says, and Draco gives him a little shove, making him laugh. “All right. I could eat, let’s go.”

“You don’t have to—”

“I know I don’t have to,” Potter tells him, a little gentle, but mostly just level and honest, looking Draco right in the eye as if making sure he understands. He truly must be terrific at this part of his job, something Draco had never imagined before. He’s never encountered an Auror who does this part of things well at all; rather the opposite, really, which makes some sense for how all of his encounters with Aurors have gone. He’s never been considered a victim before. But trust Potter to be another glaring special exception. “But I want to. That’s kind of how midnight snacks work, Draco.”

Draco he mouths incredulously as Potter turns to get up, pulling Draco up after him and making sure he’s steady on his feet. Draco lets him, allowing himself to indulge in all the touching just for now. 

He also lets Potter take the lead on this because he does seem the expert on midnight snacks. And within a few short moments, Potter has them set up on the cushiony sofa in the sitting room after a quick but fruitful raid of the kitchen. They have tea and chocolate, the reheated tomato soup Potter had definitely made for dinner for both of them that night, and freshly-made cheese toasties to accompany it. 

“Do you make any other foods but soup?” Draco asks, keeping his voice light and teasing instead of scathing, hoping Potter doesn’t take it the wrong way. 

Potter just rolls his eyes at him. “Do you make any foods, period?” 

“I make morning buns and oatmeal biscuits,” Draco says, and then adds, “And sandwiches are foods.”

“Uh-huh.”

“They are!”

“Sure they are. So what about these biscuits, then? Why haven’t I gotten any?” 

Draco raises an eyebrow. “Well, I made them and left them out for you. You could’ve helped yourself at any time. I didn’t realize I needed to hand deliver them like the morning buns.”

Potter nods solemnly. “Well, now you know.” 

Which is how Draco finishes his soup in quick gulps that would appall his mother and then stomps into the kitchen to make the stupid oatmeal biscuits. Potter follows him in, gnawing on the remains of his toastie, and watches with ill-disguised amusement as Draco goes through his usual painstakingly precise routine of baking. 

“Merlin, but you’re fussy,” Potter remarks as he watches Draco spoon the plain flour into the measuring cup and level it off. “Why don’t you just scoop it? It’s a scoop for a reason.”

“It’s more accurate this way,” Draco says, transferring the flour into the mixing bowl he has already set and zeroed out on the kitchen scale. 

“And why do you need to weigh it if the scoop has measurements on it? You take forever like that.”

“It’s more accurate this way,” Draco insists, trying not to laugh at Potter’s exaggeratedly incredulous face. “You’ll see. You won’t be able to argue with my results.” 

“The morning buns were okay, I guess,” Potter concedes, and Draco rolls his eyes. Okay. Sure.

When the biscuits are done, Potter tries to grab one right off the hot tray, burning his hand in the process. “Ow,” he says, eyes wide as if shocked by this turn of events, as Draco glares at him in disbelief.

“What is wrong with you? Are you a child? They’re too hot!”

“They smell good,” Potter says, a little forlorn, rubbing at the bright red mark across his palm. Draco rolls his eyes and zaps him with a wandless healing spell, making him jump as the burn and the pain disappear in an instant. “Oh. Thanks. Wow, it’s all gone.”

“That’s rather how magic works, Potter,” Draco says. He waves his hand over the biscuits in a gentle fanning motion, spreading said magic across them to cool them down slowly and carefully, concentrating hard so he doesn’t overdo it and make them go completely cold. “There. Try one now; it should be just a little warm but it won’t burn your mouth.” 

Potter takes a biscuit in tentative fingers, frowning warily like he doesn’t believe Draco, and then pops one whole in his mouth. Draco twitches with the need to brush away the crumbs that spill on the front of his shirt, and then remembers that he can and does it anyway with a raised eyebrow; Potter grins at him around his mouthful.

“Good?” Draco asks, watching maybe too closely to be considered polite as Potter chews obnoxiously. Potter gives a big nod and a thumbs up at him, then grabs three more biscuits in hand and doesn’t even break between the one he’s eating and the next, making Draco sigh a touch dramatically. “Well I suppose wordlessly cramming them in without pause for breath is a ringing endorsement.”

“It is,” Potter says, garbled through a full mouth. Draco presses his lips together, hard, but can’t help the snorting laughter that breaks out, and then Potter joins him, which is horrifying because crumbs get everywhere. Draco brushes them off diligently, laughing helplessly, and when he looks up from where his hands are on Potter’s chest, Potter’s eyes are warm and bright, and so is the kitchen surrounding them, and for the first time since Mabon, Draco doesn’t feel nearly as alone as he is.

  



3. Chapter 3


    
    There is a true, unquestionable shift in the energy of the cottage after that night, stark enough that it feels as though Potter has been in the cottage for months instead of just a week. Draco feels rather smug about attributing it to his oatmeal biscuits, and that maybe if Potter had eaten them earlier, they could have cut out a few more fights and made things easier sooner. 

And it’s not to say that they don’t fight anymore, or more specifically, that Potter doesn’t drive Draco absolutely spare sometimes. He’s still Potter, after all; there’s never been a moment in their lives beyond maybe a single minute on the Hogwarts Express when they were 11 that Potter hasn’t driven Draco spare. He doesn’t expect a few soups and a tray of biscuits (they’d eaten the whole tray that night, and Draco had gone groaning to bed as the sky started to lighten) to fix all of that; they’re not miracle foods.

Potter’s still too curious about why Draco’s really at the cottage, though he also seems to have come to some vague conclusions about it himself, ones he won’t explain to Draco but still cause him to look at Draco knowingly sometimes. “No one’s after me, you know,” Draco tells him the day he realizes Potter’s now going outside to walk the perimeter of the property line and make sure the wards are secure. “Don’t think you’re doing me some favor, or that there’s something to rescue me from. I’m perfectly safe here.”

“Right,” Potter agrees rather dismissively, stamping snow from his boots—Draco had taken a look at the only shoes Potter had brought with him, ghastly trainers, and yelled at the shoe cupboard in the front hall until it popped proper snow boots into existence, as Potter looked on in amusement. “Of course you’re safe here. I’ll keep you safe.”

“You don’t have to—Potter! There’s nothing to keep me safe from!” 

But Potter isn’t deterred, neither in believing Draco needs protection nor in doing his stupid security checks, and Draco finally decides to let it go. You can take the Auror out of his job, but apparently you can’t take the job out from the Auror. 

When Draco mentions as such, Potter frowns deeply and goes a bit quiet for the night, which is not conducive to their newfound peace. So Draco cheers him up by working with the cloak closet to Conjure Potter a new set of winter things: a pair of gloves and a warm knit hat, a fur-lined cloak that Draco’s actually envious of until one pops up for him, too. He holds everything up against Potter to make sure it works as Potter laughs and says, “I’m not a doll, Draco.” 

“None of my dolls would ever be caught dead dressing as poorly as you,” Draco tells him, ignoring the now consistent jump in his stomach when Potter keeps using his first name; he seems to have taken that one night of comfort as permission for it, probably to mess with his head somehow. Draco continues to say Potter to be the bigger person. 

No matter Potter’s weird responses to mentions of his Auroring, he keeps up with the reminders, ignoring how much they test the peace. One morning, two days after the biscuit night turning point, he tries to get Draco talking about his father, which is infuriating and truly a moment where Draco thinks it’s all going to come crumbling down and they’ll go back to openly hating each other. 

He’s not subtle about it at all, and it’s clear he still thinks Draco’s father is a dangerous Death Eater—which is fair, in and of itself; a lot of people think so, never mind that the only danger Father has posed in years is to Draco’s psyche and Mother’s prized roses whenever he gets it in his head that they should do more retiree activities together and tries to help her in the garden. 

Father rattles around Malfoy Manor 90% of his life, waiting until the afternoon hours to start drinking scotch like water and yet never appearing drunk, occasionally venturing out to his supper club to see the few remaining friends he has that aren’t in prison. He rides horses and plays Snidget Snooker and is kept away from the house-elves, and Draco genuinely believes he doesn’t have any further ambitions beyond seeing his wife and son happy. If he does, he keeps them to himself, and Draco’s perfectly content to leave things at that. 

He tries to paint a good picture of that for Potter. It’s hard to talk about his father—it sets the death vision just at the back of his mind, seeming to press against his soft palate and make him swallow hard. And Potter doesn’t like it—he’s set in his view of him, which is again fair; if anyone has the right to think ill of his father, it’s Potter. But he’s not going to convince Draco to be set against him, and that’s what it seems he’s trying to do.

“You can be honest with me,” Potter tells him that morning, when they’ve been going back and forth over their breakfast of the fluffiest scrambled eggs Draco has ever eaten, cooked by Potter to prove he could do more than soup. Draco wishes Potter would shut up so he can just appreciate these eggs and maybe even compliment him on them. “I know it’s complicated because he’s your father, but I’m not going to hold anything against you. I just want you to know I’m here to listen.”

“And yet,” Draco says icily, putting an emphatically dramatic pause in his words. “You refuse to listen to me when I say my father hasn’t done anything worse than dire gardening crimes against my mother’s poor roses since he got out of prison. He didn’t like Azkaban, Potter. It really didn’t agree with him.”

Father’s hair had been shorn in Azkaban, and for some reason it had never grown back beyond a a short layer close to his head. Draco keeps his own hair short partly because it’s rather modern, but also partly in solidarity. He knows logically there were worse things about Azkaban, certainly, things better left unsaid, but that’s the bit Father always complains about, and he genuinely fears a shaved head with another go. There’s no way his vanity would entertain the risk. 

Potter’s mouth forms a thin line of unhappiness at Draco’s arguments, but he appears to be trying to keep the peace, too; he doesn’t explode or go off on Draco’s father the way he keeps bracing for. “I’m just saying,” Potter says, and Draco groans out loud at the ceiling. “If there’s anything you want to tell me—”

“—you can get a warrant,” Draco says in a tone that should end all argument. 

They argue about it for 40 more minutes. 

It’s not all fighting about Draco’s father or nonexistent attackers that might be stalking the property line, though. They take all their meals together now, which is good for both of them: Draco hates eating alone and would rather argue with Potter than eat with no one, and Potter manages to get into a decent eating and sleeping schedule instead of sneaking around the cottage at night like an oversized mouse. He seems to like having someone helpless and dependent on him for food, even though Draco maintains that he’s been doing perfectly fine with sandwiches and apples. 

And Draco makes the biscuits a few more times. Potter really likes them, so it feels like a sort of victory that keeps the scales somewhat even; Potter can’t make anything close to biscuits like these.   

He also tries to fold Potter into his daily routine, as much as makes sense. Obviously he doesn’t bring him into the research parts of it—Potter is summarily banned from the makeshift lab when he follows Draco in one day and manages to plant his elbow in a dish of mashed up giant hogweed, giving himself a nasty rash that Draco then has to heal; and for all Potter is allowed to know, he’s still researching Crup breeding—but he does draw him into the sitting room one day for yoga, asking the cottage for a second yoga mat and snapping at him to change out of his denims. 

“What am I supposed to wear?” Potter asks, eyeing Draco rather closely. Draco works very hard not to blush and suppresses any embarrassment—he’s a bit addicted to athleisure thanks to an old boyfriend who’d been obsessed with certain Muggle fitness trends and often looked the part. Draco couldn’t really get into running every day and maintained that a weekly broom flight worked just as well to keep fit, but he’d quite liked the clothes and embraced the posh citrus brand for his yoga routines. 

“Something comfortable and breathable,” Draco says, gesturing down at his own clothes: his long-sleeved shirt is warm but won’t allow him to overheat, and the fitted bottoms are snug and soft against his skin, in a pleasing teal color he really enjoys. He’ll never admit this, but sometimes his favorite thing about yoga is the clothes.

Potter raises an eyebrow at him. “You can breathe in those leggings?” He looks at Draco long enough that he gets the distinct feeling of being ogled, which is impossible and absurd, so he shoos Potter off to chase the feeling away. 

“Just ask your wardrobe to Conjure something, or—I don’t care, put pajamas on. Just hurry, we want to do this when the sun’s in the right position.”

“What does it matter—oh, fine. I’ll change.” Potter disappears upstairs and Draco takes the moment to gather himself—he doesn’t know why or how Potter manages to fluster him so effortlessly, but he really doesn’t appreciate it.

And he really doesn’t appreciate when Potter descends the stairs again, having at least put on a loose t-shirt but having also simply shucked his denims to reappear in his boxer-briefs. “What?” Potter says when Draco just stares at him, trying not to, well, stare at him. “You said to put on my pajamas! This is how I sleep.”

Draco knows he’s being fucked with. He still can’t figure out the why or the how, exactly—what is Potter’s angle here? Is he mocking Draco’s sexuality? Trying to test him somehow? It feels like a test of how long Draco can remain civil, how much goodwill the night of the biscuits had earned to keep between the two of them. 

“Fine,” Draco says through gritted teeth. “Get on your mat. It doesn’t matter what you wear.”

“I thought you said—”

“Potter!”

Potter gets on the mat. His bare feet press hard into the foam—and of course the cottage had provided his in Gryffindor scarlet, a startling contrast to Draco’s soothing robin’s egg blue—like it’s a doormat and he’s trying not to track mud into the house. Draco positions his own mat so that he’s facing Potter, so Potter can follow his simplest routine. 

“All right,” Draco says, planting his feet on his mat and adopting his first pose. “Just follow my lead; we’ll start with an easy one. This is a Mountain Pose.”

Potter obediently straightens his posture, drops his arms at his sides, and spreads the fingers of his open hands, palms facing Draco. Draco gives him a short, encouraging nod. “Good. Now hold the pose until you see me change.”

“This is pretty easy,” Potter says. 

“You don’t have to talk. I’m only talking because I’m telling you what to do.”

“Am I not allowed to talk?”

“It’s not necessary—”

“So it’s just standing, no talking?” 

“We’re not standing, we’re posing—please be still.” Potter is bouncing slightly on his toes, his fingers twitching at his sides, and Draco has to fight not to twitch in response. Since he is also fighting not to look anywhere remotely in the direction of Potter’s moderately generous bulge, it’s rather a lot of fighting for his regular yoga routine. He’s starting to suspect this may have been a mistake. “Look, let’s try the next pose. This one is about balance; watch how I do it.”

“I’m watching,” Potter says, his eyes crinkling a little at the corners, and Draco bites his bottom lip hard to keep from snapping at him.

Draco brings one foot up to press flat against his opposing inner thigh and brings his palms against each other in front of his sternum. “This is a Tree Pose. Another easy one, as long as you’re still.” 

“I’m being still,” Potter tells him, wobbling in place for a moment. He holds the pose for about 15 seconds, beaming much too triumphantly, then pumps a fist in the air for good measure. “See? I did it!”

“Hold the pose, Potter—the whole pose! And it will help to stop talking. Trees don’t talk.” 

“I’m sure some trees talk,” Potter says, and Draco starts contemplating ripping the yoga mat out from under him and smothering him with it. “There’s got to be a magical talking tree out there, you know? I’ll bet the Whomping Willow would have some choice words if anyone ever got close enough to hear it out.”

“You’re not taking this seriously at all, are you? I should’ve known when you took your trousers off.”

“You told me to take my trousers off!” 

It takes two more poses—“So much standing,” Potter mutters—for Draco to lose his patience and yell at Potter to just sit on the pushed-back sofa and watch him for a while. “If you could just see how rewarding these routines are, how far they can push your body in the most satisfying ways, you’ll understand how important this is,” Draco insists. Potter just gets comfortable on the sofa, legs stretched out in front of him, still in just his pants, eyes alight with the same interest he’d shown when Draco first mentioned trying yoga. 

Draco tries to put him out of his mind and go through his routine as normally and naturally as possible, narrating a bit to provide more context for each pose, guiding his body and Potter alike through each position. After a while, Potter’s hums and murmurs of acknowledgment die off, and Draco looks over at him, outraged, sure that he’s fallen asleep. 

But Potter’s not asleep. He’s staring with that same light in his eyes, vivid and electric, and his only change in position has been to draw his legs up onto the sofa and pull his knees up in front of him. He clears his throat and shifts a bit awkwardly when Draco glares at him, rubbing at the back of his neck. 

“I think I’ve got the hang of it, yeah,” Potter says. “Do you ever go out in those leggings?”

“What? No, of course not. They’re for yoga.” 

“That’s the only time you wear them?”

“Yes? What does it matter?”

Potter gives a shrug. “Just curious, I guess.”

In the end, Draco chalks yoga up as a failure; the meditation part is even worse because Potter still won’t shut up about Draco’s leggings and one is really not supposed to talk through meditation.

If there’s anything close to a success, it’s watching Potter tromp up the stairs after Draco begs him to be quiet for the tenth time; the boxer-briefs, of course, leave absolutely nothing to the imagination, and Draco feels quite entitled to checking out Potter’s tight arse considering the show Potter just got to sit through all in the name of mocking Draco’s perfectly acceptable and beneficial wellness practices. 

He very kindly tells Potter he’s off the hook for participating in yoga from then on, and then there’s another fight when Potter takes that to mean his participation can just be limited to watching Draco do yoga every day. 

“I’m learning,” Potter says, and Draco rolls up the abandoned scarlet yoga mat and chases Potter through the cottage with it, trying very hard to whack him. He connects only on a single swing—Potter is fast considering how bulky he is, all that stupid Auror muscle not slowing him down at all—but it’s hard enough to send Potter toppling down to the floor in the solarium, a room Draco has avoided because it’s much too cold. 

Draco’s not cold now, all worked up and sweaty from the chase—which is the exact opposite kind of workout he wants—but he still doesn’t appreciate it when, after holding out his arms while laughing breathlessly and yelling, “Truce, truce! I won’t watch you do yoga anymore!” Potter then waits for Draco to lower the mat and then kicks his feet out from under him, sending him sprawling onto the floor.

“Potter!” Draco screeches, rearing up with the mat again, swinging wildly. It glances off the side of Potter’s head and knocks his glasses away, but is mostly blocked by Potter’s still outstretched arms, while he keeps laughing uproariously. 

“Looks like you need to work on your balance,” Potter says between gulps of laughter. Draco launches himself at him, landing on top of Potter’s torso and sending all the breath out of him. He moves to shake him by the shoulders but is swiftly reminded again that he’s dealing with an Auror when he finds them flipped, his own breath rushing out of him as his back hits the cold stone floor, Potter on top of him with his arms bracketing each side of Draco’s head. 

His face is naked and young without his glasses, and Draco supposes the lack of them is why Potter is now peering at him so intently, studying his face in a way that makes Draco squirm.

The laughter dies down, and Draco’s rage goes with it. The moment is now too serious, veering steadily into awkwardness, and Draco clears his throat and says, “Get off me, you brute.” 

The speed with which Potter moves would be impressive in any other circumstances. Right now it almost stings; it seems like Potter’s remembering who he’s on top of and how suggestive the position is, and Draco doesn’t like the reminder of how Potter must feel about that. 

“Sorry, sorry,” Potter says, scrambling to his feet and then reaching a hand down. It falters when Draco just glares up at him and then springs up on his own, wanting to spit back about how his balance is absolutely perfect when he’s not dealing with savage beasts, but the moment is too charged, not right for that. 

“I’m sorry,” Potter repeats, his shoulders slumping. He looks oddly nervous as Draco brushes off his impeccable workout clothes and sweeps a hand quickly through his hair, still looking down his nose at Potter. “I didn’t hurt you, did I?”

Draco glares at first, because Potter must be joking. But when Potter simply flinches a bit underneath it, and seems to be looking him over for injury, the glare melts into incredulity. “Potter, for Merlin’s sake—I’m not made of glass. I’m fine.”

“You’re sure? Sometimes I—I can get rough—”

For a brief moment, the longest and deepest of several scars on Draco’s torso twinges, and it’s on the tip of his tongue to say he knows exactly how rough Potter can get, perhaps better than anyone. But something, likely his well-honed intuition, tells him that would be the absolute worst thing to say in the moment. So he shakes his head, giving a dismissive chuckle. 

“Don’t let the leggings fool you; I don’t mind it rough sometimes,” Draco says, just flirty enough to be honest, snotty enough for plausible deniability. Potter’s mouth hangs open a bit, which Draco will absolutely count in the win column, and feels rather smug about it as he heads off to shower and change. 

And so maybe Potter doesn’t fit in to most of Draco’s routines all too well. He takes to only lurking about during Draco’s daily routines, not overtly watching but certainly present, and whenever Draco catches his gaze, his eyes are searching, a bit thoughtful, and always filled with that electric, vivid light that Draco would call attraction in anyone else. Since there’s no way Potter could be attracted to him, what the light means remains mysterious to him, and he adds it to the pile of mystery that is Potter’s entire existence in this cottage.

For all that Potter never really stops fishing around for why Draco’s here, Draco never really tries to get him to spill about his own situation in turn. It’s not for a lack of curiosity; there is so much about it that doesn’t make sense. Potter seems to hate being alone as much as Draco does, and that’s clear by how much he seeks Draco out throughout the day, how much time he insists they spend together. 

And yet it’s also clear that he’s here entirely by choice, willing to forgo all contact with his throng of friends and horde of gingers and legions of fans. Draco can’t conceive of why that is, but he decides early on over the course of this newfound peace that he’ll let Potter clear that up only if he wants to. Draco has spent most of his life privy to the worst parts of people’s lives long before they are, especially of late. He’s not going to go looking for more of that unless Potter is willing to share it. 

As time passes, full of more energy and fighting and something that would be called flirting if it happened between two entirely different people, Draco starts to feel as if it doesn’t matter why either of them are here. He feels suspended outside of time, as if the world turning around them is so far away that his main objective—getting back into the world, getting to participate in it without winding up in hospital again—has fallen by the wayside. He could never have imagined that becoming a consequence of having Harry Potter in his life again, but here they are. 

In anticipation of the world reasserting itself in this cottage, Draco warns Potter that he expects Ceridwen to visit them again. “Imbolc is this weekend,” Draco says, despairing at the complete lack of recognition on Potter’s face. “Trelawney will surely send me something to celebrate; she never misses a festival.” 

He waits, daring Potter to ask, looking forward to lecturing a bit—it reminds him that he misses his job, as far away as it still feels—but Potter just smiles instead, a little soft. He’s in a good mood because Draco had made the biscuits again, and they’d eaten some before and after dinner, in blatant defiance of proper meal order. Now they’ve got the empty biscuit plate between them in the sitting room, the fire roaring merrily in front of them.

“I still can’t believe you’re close with Trelawney,” Potter says, chuckling softly. “I didn’t even know you took Divination. Did you like it?”

“It was fine,” Draco says, rolling his eyes. It was both his favorite and his least favorite class, but Potter never needs to know that. “I took every elective I could get my hands on, you know. I’d have taken Muggle Studies if I didn’t think it’d make my father lose his mind.” He smiles a bit, thinking back on it. “Actually, I’d bet that now he wishes I’d taken Muggle Studies back then.”

“Why’s that?”

“Because now the only Muggle culture I know is gay Muggle culture,” Draco says, and Potter lets out a surprised laugh. 

“Okay, that explains the leggings.”

“You are annoyingly fixated on the leggings,” Draco tells him; he hopes Potter can’t tell how much he’s pleased by that. Potter’s eyes twinkle suspiciously, so Draco can’t be sure. “And those aren’t gay culture; those are just fashionable and practical.” 

“Practical, sure,” Potter says. “So what’s your favorite bit of gay Muggle culture, then?”

“Brunch,” Draco says without hesitation, and Potter laughs again, tipping his head back.

“Didn’t know that was distinctly gay.” 

“Oh, straights can participate in brunch, but it’s not for them,” Draco says, raising an eyebrow to dare Potter to challenge him. Potter just puts his hands up, gesturing as if to let Draco keep the floor. “It’s for us. I’m proud to have dragged my queer circle of magic folk into it. I miss it, honestly—every Sunday that goes by without it, I feel just a bit more heterosexual, which is horrendous.”

Potter’s face is dancing with amusement. “I never thought of it that way. Maybe that’s why—” He hesitates for a second, just a very quick breath, eyes flitting over Draco’s face fast before continuing. “I haven’t been with a bloke in forever. It’s got to be the lack of brunch in my life.”

“It’s a serious condition,” Draco says, ignoring the way his heart jumps a bit over that little confirmed nugget of information. There had been rumors, of course, even drifting as far as Draco’s circle, and the papers had always speculated the more years went by without Potter bringing around a serious girlfriend at all. 

Draco had always taken a more relaxed approach to his own privacy; he never took out an ad in the paper or anything, never flaunted any of his brief affairs with men, but he’d had serious relationships and never hid them. People cared less about him, though, and since neither of his parents ever seemed too outwardly bothered about it, it was never a real scandal. 

“It is,” Potter says. He’s still got that thoughtful look on his face, a little hesitant, and Draco has the feeling this isn’t something he really talks about all that often. “I mean, I don’t think I’m as serious about brunch as you are.”

That rankles a bit, but Draco dips into his newfound well of patience with Potter and gives him a chance to fix it. “And what does that mean, exactly? Brunch isn’t something to be taken seriously—it’s just something you do or you don’t. Something you are or aren’t.”

“I mean I’ve never—I guess I’ve only ever had brunch on the go?” Potter asks, cringing while he says it. 

Draco sighs; the well of patience is starting to echo a bit with how fast it’s draining. “For god’s sake, Potter, just say the words like a normal person. We’re 33, not 12.”

“I haven’t been in any real relationships with men,” Potter says, blurted out. He stares a little afterwards, like he can’t believe he’d said that. “And I—I know you have. That’s all I meant.”

Now Draco smothers his smile into his collar. “I thought you didn’t think about me all these years.” 

“Come off it, I didn’t—I just saw you at—”

“Hush, I know, you’re not making a good case for yourself,” Draco says as Potter splutters indignantly. “I get it. You’re a queer tourist, then. Nothing wrong with that. Just sightseeing on the way to your true happily ever after with a proper witch, yes?”

Potter’s lips press together unhappily, but he doesn’t deny it. Draco idly wonders who Potter had always pictured for that, if there was some girl who broke his heart—if he thinks Ginny Weasley is going to give up her own love of brunch to finally fulfill that particular fantasy. 

“How boring,” Draco concludes with another sigh, and Potter snaps his head up. 

“Well it’s not going to happen now, is it?” Potter says, and Draco frowns curiously at him. 

“Why ever not?” 

“It’s—because—never mind,” Potter finishes, looking very frustrated. Draco thinks on that for a few moments, before ducking his gaze to hide his widened eyes. 

“Ah. Is that why you’re here, then? Getting over a bad breakup?”

“Stuff it. It’s none of your business.”

“Honestly, Potter, nothing’s going to be solved by hiding out here in the middle of nowhere,” Draco says, pointedly ignoring the twinge in his gut that tells him exactly how he feels about Potter leaving again. He’s trying to be nice, dammit, and if Potter’s here having an existential crisis about a breakup, of all things, well—that is much more fixable than Draco’s existential crisis. “Relationships with men, relationships with women—they all take work and communication, and there’s no fixing things if you just run away.” 

“That’s not why I’m here,” Potter insists, but Draco’s on a bit of a roll now; he’s done this enough for Pansy and Blaise, who have the same invariably terrible taste in both men and women, ignoring the feelings Draco suspects they have for each other because neither of them are terrible enough.

“And besides, you’ve got the Chosen One ace up your sleeve,” Draco says. “That’s more than the rest of us have, you know? I’m sure whatever the issue is, your girlfriend is absolutely dying to fix it and get back in your good graces.”

“Fuck you,” Potter says, sounding angrier than he has with Draco since the pre-biscuit era ended. “You really think that’d be a good thing? That’s why nothing’s ever worked out for me, you know. I don’t want anyone who has any interest in the Chosen One.”

“But—you’re the Chosen One. That’s like saying you don’t want anyone who has any interest in—in Aurors, or speccy gits—”

“Well anyone who has any interest in Aurors will have to look elsewhere now,” Potter says hotly, and Draco’s processing that as Potter keeps going. “And yeah, it would work out a hell of a lot better with someone who just thought I was a speccy git than someone who thought—”

“You’re not an Auror anymore?” Draco asks, and Potter’s mouth snaps shut so sharply he can hear his jaw click. 

There’s a moment of suspended silence, and then Potter closes his eyes and gives a weary, unhappy sigh. “Yeah. Not anymore.”

“Is that why—”

“Yes,” Potter says, gritting his teeth together. He still hasn’t opened his eyes. “That’s why I’m here. Satisfied?”

“Not even remotely,” Draco says without pause, and that gets Potter’s eyes fluttering open, which is only a good thing in Draco’s opinion. “Let me get this right. You’re here, having a giant sulk—”

“I am not—”

“A giant! Sulk! Because you broke up with your job?” Draco frowns deeply. “Or did your job break up with you? No, of course not, they’d never—”

“And that’s the problem,” Potter says. “Of course they didn’t get rid of me, and they should have. I had to leave. I can’t go back, or they’ll just drag me back in and put—it’s too dangerous. So that’s why I’m here.”

“I’m lost.”

“Right, because it’s complicated and you don’t know anything—”

“So could you explain it to me in words instead of grunts and whines and fucking brunch metaphors?”

As soon as the words leave his mouth, Draco knows what he’s walked into; he’s not even annoyed when Potter flashes a ferocious sort of grin and says, “You could be honest about why you’re here and let me help you with it. Or is yours complicated too?”

“No, it’s rather simple,” Draco says, watching the interest and flash of hope flicker over Potter’s face. And then he watches it crash away when Draco adds, “And it’s simply none of your business.” 

“Fine. Then my job breakup isn’t any of yours, and you’ll get no more details from me.”

“Fine.” 

In the pre-biscuit era, this would be the moment they’d both stomp off to their separate quarters and ignore each other for hours on end. But now, Draco lets the silence settle, lowers his own hackles, and then looks at Potter from the side of his gaze.

“So. When was the last time you had brunch?”

 

 

True to Draco’s word, Ceridwen flaps her way into the wards on the morning of Imbolc, which dawns snowy and cold as any other February day up in the mountains. Draco is waiting for her on the veranda, bundled up in his outdoor winter things and the very thick, chunky knit blanket that Potter had pulled from the front closet, draping it over Draco’s front and settling down on the bench next to him. He’s also brought out steaming cups of chocolate, and he clinks their cups together. 

“Happy Imbork.”

“Imbolc, you imbecile,” Draco says, rolling his eyes. Potter has a smile on like he knows that, looking out after the expanse of snow ahead of them. “It’s a very important festival, you know. You should keep it in mind for the future.” Potter prompts him with a raised eyebrow, still holding that small smile, and Draco settles into lecture. “Traditionally, this festival is about fertility and readiness for spring. Lots of magic folk who want to start a family participate in rituals around this festival, and provide offerings to Brigid, the goddess traditionally celebrated today.” 

“All right. And why should I remember that?”

“When you get your happily ever after with your proper witch,” Draco tells him. He holds up his cup as if in salute, and only falters slightly when Potter’s smile seems to freeze on his face. “I’m sure several children are in the plan there, right? What else is the point of heterosexuality?” 

Potter manages a chuckle at that, but the way he shakes his head is rueful and a bit unhappy, and Draco truly hadn’t been angling for that. “I told you already, there’s no plan like that anymore.”

“Why? Because you’re not an Auror?” When Potter just shrugs, Draco huffs, his breath puffing out in an annoyed cloud in front of him. “I thought you said you didn’t want someone who was only interested in you for the fame and glory and all that Auroring bunk. Why do you need to be an Auror to meet your proper witch?”

“You’re taking that way too literally, you know,” Potter says with a frown. “It’s not really—yeah I haven’t had any serious experience with men, but it doesn’t mean I haven’t been open to the possibility of it. It’s just—I just haven’t had the chance yet.”

Draco can’t help rolling his eyes. “And what are you waiting for, then? How come it just hasn’t happened? I met my last serious boyfriend at the grocery, you know. We both reached for the same carton of coconut milk, the last one on the shelf, and fought over it a bit, and he said I could have the coconut milk if I’d go out to dinner with him.” Draco claps his gloved hands together, then wraps them back around his mug quickly. “That was the easy part. It sounds like you haven’t even gotten that far, so I’ll ask again: what are you waiting for? How do you think the perfect guy is going to present himself to you?”

“Maybe he’ll belt me on the head with a yoga mat,” Potter says, and Draco gives him a shove without even thinking about it, just moving immediately. 

“That’s not funny—”

“Oh calm down, I really meant—” But Draco doesn’t learn what Potter really meant because then Ceridwen is beating herself against the wards, letting out frantic caws and flapping her wings so hard that feathers fly off.  

Draco sighs over her dramatics and opens the wards to her with a lazy flick of his hand. Ceridwen swoops in, making straight for his hair, and won’t be coaxed away even as he pleads with her.

“Please look at Potter’s hair, it quite clearly looks exactly like a bird’s nest. Wouldn’t that be a nicer spot for your attentions?”

“She likes your hair,” Potter says, his eyes dancing. 

“Well I can’t argue with her taste, but I’m not going to have any hair left if she doesn’t give yours a turn.” He sighs again and stands, keeping the blanket wrapped around him and the crow latched onto his shoulder. “Come on, let’s go see what Syb—Trelawney sent me.”

“Yes, let’s see what Sybill sent,” Potter agrees, standing up as well. He looks and sounds absolutely delighted and Draco swears inwardly at his slip. 

Inside at the kitchen table, Draco empties the contents of the message bottle. He pointedly grabs up two rolled up pieces of parchment, slipping them into the pocket of his robes, and though Potter busies himself with examining the message bottle, Draco is sure he caught the Malfoy wax seal on one of the scrolls; it’s rather hard to miss. That scroll sits like a stone in Draco’s pocket, but he ignores it to inspect the rest of what Sybill sent. 

“This is amazing,” Potter says, still fascinated by the bottle. “Really brilliant. Where did she get this?” 

Draco presses his lips together, and Potter laughs. “Of course, another gift from you. What was it for this time?”

“That’s not important.”

“Where did you find this?”

“I made it,” Draco says, shrugging. He’d thought of it when corresponding with a research team in Copenhagen. They were all working on the same study and constantly sending each other huge volumes of texts and notes, putting a strain on the owls they used. Draco tested the idea out a few times, used it throughout the study, and then wound up gifting them to all of his friends for Yule. It’s a testament to how insular his friend and work circle is that Potter has never encountered one before now. 

Potter’s frowning now, turning the little bottle over in his hands. They look so big holding it, wide and careful, and Draco shakes his head a little when he finds himself staring. “I thought you were a medical researcher,” he says, and that echoes a bit for Draco; Potter said that before, when he was pressing about the Crup breeding lie. He supposes that Potter had put him in a very distinct and simple post-war box in his mind: Malfoy is a medical researcher. And Draco supposes he had done the same: Potter is an Auror. Neither had interacted enough to ever disturb these boxes, before now. 

Now, they’re neither of those—Draco expects to go back to his job when all this is over, and he finds it rewarding and a good reputational buffer, but he doesn’t love it the way some people love their jobs. And if someone told him tomorrow he could never go back, he wouldn’t be nearly as devastated as Potter is about losing the Aurors. He’d probably find another “insufferable swot job”, as Blaise calls it, just to avoid getting bored, but he wouldn’t retreat to a remote cottage in the mountains to mourn the loss. 

And Potter isn’t an Auror anymore, and apparently dealing with that very poorly. He wonders what box he’ll put Potter into when all this is over, when they inevitably go back to the real world and stop intersecting again. 

Potter drops the message bottle, swearing when it thumps loudly against the table and saying, “Sorry, sorry,” while swiping it up again, and Draco chokes on a laugh. Maybe he’ll go in a clumsy sod box.  

“I am a medical researcher,” Draco says, ignoring that display for his own peace of mind. “But I’m also, as Blaise says, an ‘insufferable swot’, so sometimes I have good ideas and the know-how to implement them.” 

“These would be so good for passing equipment and notes back and forth on missions,” Potter says, and then he kind of freezes a little, his eyes widening. “I mean—I suppose it would help them, you know. The Aurors.” 

He looks so sad about it that Draco can’t even laugh at him, dammit, even though he’s ridiculous. “Hmm, I suppose it would. I will say that just about the last instinct I’ll ever have is helping out the Aurors, though. So I think they’re rather out of luck.” 

A tight frown forms over Potter’s face, like he’s offended and realizes he shouldn’t be. He shakes his head for a minute, then puts down the message bottle. “Right. I guess it’s not really my concern anymore, either.” He’s still so sad, and Draco fights not to thunk his head against the table because of it. It’s a close thing. 

“Precisely,” Draco says, probably too brightly, but it’s the only way fight his base, disdainful instincts. “Now, are you at all curious about what Sybill’s sent?” 

Potter’s eyes shoot to Draco’s pocket, but he nods after a moment, then looking thoughtfully at the items scattered around the table. They’re all wrapped in twine and brown paper, as if sending them by normal post, because Sybill really doesn’t understand how the message bottle works. But as is almost always the case with her, it’s the thought that counts. 

This holds true as Draco unwraps the items and holds them up for Potter’s benefit. There’s a bottle of sherry this time—Potter snorts at that, but Draco nods approvingly. There’s a Brigid’s cross, woven from straw, and Draco delights in explaining to Potter what the cross means and why it should be hung in the cottage. 

Potter makes a big show of hanging it up over the doorway of the kitchen, saying, “I don’t really think I’m in a position to turn down any blessings,” very solemnly, which just makes Draco want to whack him with the yoga mat again. All these dramatics for a job, and not even a very good one. 

He distracts Potter by unwrapping the next item, then cries out and throws it across the table at him. “Bloody hell,” Potter yelps, scraping his chair back as it lands in front of him. “What is that?”

“It’s a Brigid doll,” Draco says, hand to his chest, heart pounding. He should have known, but Sybill’s dolls have never been quite that horrifying before. This one has a worn, unnaturally white wooden face—for a moment it looks like bone—with a shock of bright red yarn fluffed out and shredded, sticking straight out of its head. The facial features are carved and gnarled, unfairly grotesque, and the raggedy woven dress is for some reason the color and texture of a pile of earthworms. Draco never wants to see it again. 

“Can we burn it?” Potter asks, quite fairly, and Draco cringes. He shakes his head, absolutely despising his own sense of responsibility. 

“No, no, that’s—that would be the opposite of a blessing. We just need to—put it somewhere. Away.” He nods jerkily. “Go on, put it in a drawer or something.”

“I don’t want to touch it! And I don’t want to hide it and then find it again.” Potter swallows hard, his eyes wide and horrified. “I can’t explain how, but it looks like it knows what I’m thinking.”

“Oh for Merlin’s sake, it’s just a doll.”

“Then you put it away!”

“Some Auror you are.” When Potter blanches, Draco presses his lips together and loses his patience a bit. “Oh, sorry—were.”

“You’re a wanker. And I know what you’re doing and it’s not going to work.”

“I have no idea what you’re talking about. I’m just saying, perhaps if you had the strength and wherewithal to take care of this very simple doll matter, you could overcome this whole job breakup conundrum you’ve found yourself in—” 

“Stop it. One has nothing to do with the other and you know it. You’re not going to—to mean me into getting rid of the doll, it’s not happening.” 

“When you start job hunting again, make sure to cross off any vocabulary-driven professions. Mean is not a verb in that context, you idiot.” 

“Language evolves,” Potter says, and he sounds like he’s quoting someone; probably his own insufferable swot friend. “It’s the best description for what you do to me. And it’s still not going to work.”

“Fine,” Draco says shortly, and with a flick of his wand he sends the doll zooming into the drawer that usually contains the big cooking utensils. Let Potter deal with it next time he cooks. “Look, there’s one more package. If it’s even remotely horrifying, you’re dealing with it; that’s only fair.”

“Sure,” Potter says. He eyes the last package with some trepidation mixed with excitement; fucking Gryffindors. “Go on, then.”

Draco rips off the brown paper and then sighs very heavily, pinching the bridge of his nose. Potter leans in, eyes alight. 

“Is that cake? I didn’t know Trelawney could bake.”

“She can’t,” Draco says tiredly. There’s a note stuck to the side of the tin that surely won’t improve matters, but Draco reads it anyway and sighs again. “It’s a seed cake, which is traditional for Imbolc. But’s she’s also calling it a ‘vision cake’, which means neither of us should eat it under any circumstances.” Sybill doesn’t specify in the note, but when Draco inspects the cake he can see poppy seeds, which makes him strongly suspect there’s high amounts of actual opium in it, plus any number of magical herbs to induce visions, real or not, like the ones she brews tea with. “Right. I’m binning it.”

“Wait!” Potter says, grabbing the tin by one corner and pulling it away. “You can’t just chuck it out, come on. She made this for you!” He leans in and gives it a sniff. “It smells nice. Don’t you like lemon?”

“I like lemon. What I don’t like is the potent mix of hallucinogenics and psychedelics she no doubt put in that cake,” Draco tells him archly. “I don’t care what it smells or tastes like, there’s no way I’m eating it. The last time I ate Sybill’s baking, I wound up stealing Blaise’s camera and walking through Mayfair for four hours, taking countless nonsense photos of the sky and a bench and one specific tree I was particularly obsessed with for no reason. Not to mention all the Muggles.” Draco has very little memory of any of this, but Blaise had helpfully made a scrapbook of all the photos, so he hasn’t even been able to block the incident out. 

Potter has his lips pressed together, clearly trying not to laugh, and when he speaks again it’s particularly strangled. “So you didn’t have any visions?” 

“No, Potter; I had a bad trip. Which is what you’ll certainly have if you try this cake.” Draco looks at the note again in disgust. “She says it should give me ‘visions of new life, rebirth, and the promise of spring’. There’s no way that isn’t a funny turn waiting to happen.”

“New life,” Potter repeats thoughtfully, looking at the cake in a way that Draco really, really doesn’t like. He raises his wand to Vanish it and Potter quickly deflects it, torso hovering over the cake defensively. “Don’t be rude, come on. Why don’t I cast some detection spells on it and see if it’s safe?”

“Why don’t you listen to me when I tell you it’s absolutely not safe?”

“I don’t like wasting food,” Potter says, with a stubborn set to his jaw that makes Draco realize he’s not going to win this one right now. 

“We won’t waste it. We’ll feed it to—” He eyes Ceridwen for a moment, still on his shoulder, finally content for a moment with the mess she’s made of his hair, and then shakes his head. He can’t do that to her. Who knows what a crow will see on a psychedelic vision quest? “We’ll put it outside the wards, in the forest, and if some nameless woodland creature I have no attachment to eats it, that’s on your head.” 

“Fine,” Potter says, still hovering over the cake a bit. “I’ll bring it out.”

Draco stares at him. He knows that Potter’s not going to bring it out. He knows Potter’s going to eat the cake, and then he’ll be unbearable for the rest of the day, lost in whatever vision quest Sybill wants Draco to go on. New life, rebirth, and the promise of spring—it’s not that Draco wouldn’t be tempted to try it too, to actually, possibly find a hint of the light at the end of this death vision tunnel. He just knows better. He knows what real visions are, knows what Sybill’s drugged food prompts, and knows he’d had more productive experiences in his early 20s when he actually experimented with drugs and potions. 

There will be nothing productive in this. But he also knows there will be nothing productive in sitting here and arguing with Potter about this. So Draco sighs a final time, stands up, and leaves Potter at the kitchen table with the cake. “I’m going to answer her letter upstairs,” Draco says. Potter just waves him off. “Just—don’t eat the cake, Potter. Trust me. You don’t want it.” 

“I won’t,” Potter says. Draco doesn’t have to be a Seer to know with absolute certainty that that’s a lie. 

Draco goes upstairs—if he doesn’t witness Potter eating it, he can’t feel guilty about not being able to stop him—closes the door to the study, and finally pulls the scrolls out of his pocket. Ceridwen perches on the top of his lamp after he flicks it on, splaying a particularly ominous shadow across the wall as Draco unrolls Sybill’s note first, too nervous to deal with his father’s yet.


  
    My dearest Draco—
  

  
    I wish you a peaceful, renewing, and rejuvenating Imbolc. Though my Inner Eye’s vision is clear that you are still on your journey, the road ahead is clouded, and I cannot tell you when or how it ends. I can tell you this: the moon powers the beast, but your power is greater. Embrace it, or all will be lost. 
  

  
    We will see each other again; of this there is no doubt. When flowers bloom and grass is green and all is new, we will be together. 
  

  
    Ever yours,

Sybill 
  

  
    P.S. Your father has been to see me again. He is quite learned about our craft, you know. I read him his tea leaves, of course—the less said about what I Saw, the better, I think. He critiqued my technique, if you can believe that. I’m sure you can! I asked him if he had any interest in teaching; you know I’m always looking ahead to my retirement, my dear, one must be practical about these things. He said he would rather—well I won’t write down what he would rather do than teach, it really isn’t polite. But I thought you ought to know. I mentioned that Ceridwen managed to find you, and he asked to send along the enclosed note. I hope you don’t mind.
  



  


Draco has to work very hard not to slam his head against the desk. He settles for burying his face in his arms, folded across the desk, and groans so loud and for so long he’s surprised when Potter doesn’t come bounding up, ready to destroy any and all threats. 

It’s such a typical Sybill note: scant words of nothing, one hint of truly alarming prescience—the moon powers the beast is not something he wants to hear with his father’s death vision in mind—and then an absolute ramble shoved into the postscript. Draco looks at Ceridwen, dozing a bit with her beak tucked into her wing, and forces himself to wish she’d never found the cottage. 

Because now Draco has to read his father’s message, and he doesn’t want to. He has to psych himself up for it, with a few false starts: he unrolls the note but flips it upside down, staring down at the blank side, flattening it down with two hands. He gives himself until a count of 20 before flipping it over, then closes his eyes for another count of 30, before finally losing patience with himself and fixing his gaze on the words, a disturbingly short chunk of words he supposes he’s earned with his last message:


  
    Draco—

You cannot possibly think you can put me off with correspondence such as your last. I   know I taught you better than that. You are my son; my only child. You may be an adult, but you will always be my child. I have seen the books you’ve taken from the library. I know that something has happened with your Sight, and I know that whatever it is, no matter how difficult, how painful, I can help you with it. I refuse to let your condition take you away from us. Your mother is beside herself with worry, and I cannot listen to your psychotic mentor’s nonsense anymore. 
  

  
    You will come home, or I will find you and bring you home myself. I may not See the future as you do, but I can still tell what is true. 

—Father
  



  


Draco puts his face back in his hands when he finishes reading. He wishes he just hadn’t read it at all. He wishes he’d burned it, or had never sent anything to Father in the first place. He’d simply fanned the flames of his worry. 

In that moment, there is absolutely nothing Draco wants more in the world than to hug his father. It’s an unfamiliar desire; he can’t say it’s something he’s felt often as an adult, and he certainly can’t remember the last time they’d actually hugged. It might have been literally at the conclusion of the Battle of Hogwarts. 

The unfamiliarity of it doesn’t dull anything, though. Draco wraps his arms around himself and hunches over, feeling it like a real, physical ache. He can’t hug his father. He can’t go anywhere near him, can’t even recreate the suggestion of the circumstances of his father’s death. He simply can’t bear the thought of it. 

The worst part of all this is the inevitability of it. Draco can theoretically fix the death visions, can bring himself back into the world, can even hug Father if he wants, if he can gather up the nerve. That’s all a possibility. But he’ll never be able to forget Father’s death, not before or after it happens. It’s broken him already, in a way that feels so complete and despairing that everything else feels futile. 

Sometimes it feels like he’s never loved his father without being mortally afraid of his death. Even when he was a small child, in his early years at Hogwarts—his parents, dead, had been his Boggart at 13, and he hadn’t been able to overcome it because despite knowing the subject of the lesson, he thought he was having a vision; they had been harder to discern at that age. 

It makes the love he has for his father complicated and painful: he’d never done anything to alleviate that fear in a real way, not until the Dark Lord fell for good. It’s always seemed unbearably selfish, a resentment that has burned in Draco on top of everything else. His father was a bigot, a Dark Wizard, an arrogant and wrongheaded follower—and never even made up for it by keeping himself out of harm’s way.

It all feels overwhelming, and Draco is frozen under it. He’d nearly forgotten how horrible this feels, with Potter nearby so much and his weird buffer ability for the death visions—his father’s death vision on a low simmer in his mind’s eye all this time instead of a rapid, overwhelming boil the way it had been before to drive him here.

Draco doesn’t know what to do. He has to fix the death visions so he can go home and reassure Father that he is okay. But how can he reassure him of anything when he knows that Father won’t be okay? How can Draco face him? 

He picks his face up from his hands, biting his tongue and keeping his jaw clenched against the tears he can feel forming behind his eyes, pitted in the back of his throat. He looks at the half-painted wall, his night sky of ancestors, probably the most complete set of stars it’s had since it was created—he did that, at least—and thinks, perhaps stupidly, help me. 

“Hey,” comes a voice from the now-open door, and Draco is slightly mortified at how grateful he is. Draco gives his face one last, rough scrub with his hands and looks up at Potter, crumpling both notes up in his fists and shoving them into the desk drawer. 

“Hi,” Draco says, clearing his throat. He looks at Potter carefully for a moment and realizes he can’t tell yet if Potter has eaten the cake. “How are you feeling?”

There’s an ease to Potter’s responding smile—guileless, genuinely glad to be asked—that answers Draco’s unspoken question. He had definitely eaten the cake. “Great,” Potter says, not a hint of sarcasm in his voice. “Hungry, though. What d’you want for lunch?”

Draco doesn’t think Potter should be near fire, but perhaps he’ll be okay if supervised. “What do you want for lunch, Potter?”

Potter seems to think about it with grave weight, then says, “Macaroni cheese,” very solemnly. 

That doesn’t sound too impossible, though Draco can’t recall a time he’s successfully made it. “All right. Let’s try it, then.” Despite Potter’s no doubt impaired state, he’s proven himself quite competent in the kitchen, so Draco trusts that he and the cottage can keep an eye on things enough to produce a good lunch. It shouldn’t be too much of an ordeal.

It winds up being a giant fucking ordeal, of course.

Potter does seem okay initially, if a little scattered. He just kind of tosses things together, which is not so far from how he usually cooks, so Draco isn’t concerned at first. He watches carefully from the kitchen table, where the cake has disappeared but there lies an obvious pile of crumbs—he really hopes Potter hasn’t eaten all of it. They’re in for a very long day if so. 

Ceridwen joining them after a while is the first major distraction. Potter stops cooking the roux entirely, seconds after explaining to Draco that this is very crucial stage of cheese sauce creation and so Draco mustn’t interrupt him—he just abandons it on the range to turn and say, “Ceridwen! What have you brought us?” 

Ceridwen hasn’t brought them anything; she’s picking around for food, cawing merrily when Draco Conjures a hearty pile of sunflower seeds for her. He pets her feathers and says, “A good Imbolc to you, Ceridwen,” and Potter lets out this noise that’s like—when Draco looks up, he has his hands pressed over his heart and a very sappy look on his face. “Oh, hell. Potter, the roux—”

“She’s so cute,” Potter says. “I’ve never seen such a cute crow.”

“I think it’s burning—”

“It’s because you’re so shiny,” Potter continues, ignoring Draco completely. 

The roux burns, of course. By the time Draco gets up and checks it, it’s a dark, clumpy brown, and though he goes to Vanish it, Potter turns away from Ceridwen at the last moment and shoves him aside. 

“No, it’s fine. I can fix it.” Potter tugs over a jug of milk and starts pouring it in, not noticing that Draco has ticked the heat down a bit. He starts whisking the roux so vigorously that milk splatters everywhere, including Draco, which makes him squawk indignantly. 

“Potter! Watch what you’re doing with that.”

“Sorry,” Potter says, still whisking like he’s powering a steam engine. Then he says, “Okay, cheese time. I hope you like lumps.”

“I don’t,” Draco says, but Potter ignores him again, humming lowly as he dumps shredded cheese into the sauce by the fistful. 

Ceridwen decides to insert herself into things again, flapping over to the range and perching on the hood, peering down at Potter as he picks up his mixing spoon and lets the cheese sauce drip from it into the pot for what must be the tenth time. “Want a taste, Ceridwen?” Potter asks, and holds the spoon up for her. 

“Potter, no—” But it’s too late; Ceridwen grabs the spoon and takes flight with a triumphant caw, flying around the kitchen in swooping circles, dripping cheese sauce everywhere. Draco immediately throws an Impervius up over his head and swears, yelling at Ceridwen to stop, while Potter laughs loudly. 

Then Potter opens the drawer with the large utensils to get another spoon and screams because the Brigid doll is there. 

By the time there are actual, prepared bowls of macaroni cheese on the table, Draco is exhausted and about ready to dip into the sherry. The food is also barely edible—a gloopy, grainy mess that tastes of overcooked flour. Potter shovels it in his mouth like it’s his last meal while Draco picks at it, and Ceridwen pecks at her wooden cheese spoon from her perch atop the cupboard. 

When they’ve finished eating, Potter says, “Time for yoga?” and Draco rolls his eyes. It’s precisely not—he does yoga after breakfast, not lunch—and also Potter’s banned from yoga anyway. But he also doesn’t think it would be a bad idea to get Potter sitting still and relaxing for a while; his pupils have slowly and steadily dilated over the course of their lunch. 

“We’ll skip yoga today,” Draco says, but hurries to add over Potter’s unreasonably crushed expression: “Let’s try to meditate instead. It might help guide your vision.”

“New life,” Potter says, nodding eagerly. “Yes, let’s do it.”

“Get your mat and put it out in the sitting room, in front of the fire,” Draco says. “I’ll go change.”

“Yes!” Potter cheers, pumping two fists in the air. Draco doesn’t know if the enthusiasm is for meditation or for the return of the leggings, but he decides he doesn’t want to know. The less he understands about what’s going on in Potter’s cake-induced high, the better.

Predictably enough, when Draco returns—his leggings are a warm salmon color today, his second favorite after the teal—Potter has stripped down to his pants and is sitting cross-legged in the middle of his yoga mat. Draco sighs but doesn’t comment, just laying out his own mat and sitting on it, mirroring Potter’s position and facing him. 

“All right. The key to this is clearing your mind. Do not chase after some image or thought thread—let it come to you.” Potter is nodding, eyes bright and intense on Draco, almost entirely pupil now. It’s disconcerting, though Draco doesn’t want to admit he misses the green. “Close your eyes and place your open palms on your knees, face up. Open yourself up.”

Potter does as he’s told, and Draco thinks he might miss this biddable Potter when the drugs wear off. But then Potter is already starting to babble again. “How do I—”

“You shouldn’t talk,” Draco says quickly. “This isn’t about talking. Shut that part of your brain down and just—be. There’s no how. There’s no why. There’s just being.” 

“Hmm,” Potter says. His eyes remain closed and he bites his bottom lip, and Draco finds the image of it a bit hopelessly endearing for a moment, before he shakes his head and tries to clear his own silly mind. 

“Good, Potter. Just relax. Loosen your posture. Let the vision in, but don’t go out to meet it.” At this point he’s repeating instructions Sybill had walked him through years ago. He’s gone to Muggle yoga classes that taught him real meditation, and those are the techniques he generally employs, mostly because he can’t be sure Sybill hasn’t pulled all of hers out of thin air, or perhaps a bottle of sherry. But Potter won’t know either way, so it’s all right.

Draco watches Potter for a few more moments. It’s hard to tell if he’s listening; he’s fidgeting, of course, which is either the drugs or just Potter being Potter. But he’s quiet, and his shoulders have dropped, and Draco thinks his breathing is starting to even out a bit. He decides to stop coaching and instead casts a spell to fill the room with the sounds of the outside—the soft hush of winter, distant birdcalls, the wind rustling through the evergreens. 

“S’nice,” Potter says, and Draco says, “Shh,” and closes his own eyes. He checks on his Occlumency shields, heaves a deep, slow breath, and slowly starts letting them come down, letting his mind drift out from its constant control, relax into gentle, practiced nothingness. As if from far away, he feels Ceridwen perch on his shoulder and lets her rest there, the soft swoosh of her feathers soothing and grounding. 

When Draco opens his eyes again, Potter is gone. 

“Damn it,” Draco says, scrambling up. Thankfully, he doesn’t have to go far to find Potter, and he does manage to catch him before he gets the front door open. “Stop!” Draco yells, a little shaky from coming up so fast. Ceridwen flaps indignantly nearby, giving Potter a soft, annoyed caw. “What are you doing?”

“I have to go outside,” Potter says. His words are slurring slightly—that would be the opium, Draco thinks—but his gaze is intense and very stubborn, with the firm conviction of the inebriated. 

“You’re not wearing any clothes, so that’s not happening.”

“I have to,” Potter insists, and he fumbles with the door again. So Draco draws his wand and Summons Potter’s clothes from where he’d dumped them in the sitting room, then hectors him into dressing. Then he grabs all the winter things he’d asked the cottage to produce for Potter and bundles him into them. And then he very reluctantly follows suit, casting every weatherproofing spell he knows on his leggings, knowing he’s going to be freezing no matter what, and finally follows Potter outside. 

On instinct, he squeezes the Pollux key in his pocket as he trudges through the snow. “Where are we going?” he asks Potter, who just waves back at him, arm flapping up his dark green cloak. The cold is biting and bracing, and Draco tucks his face into his scarf and wishes he had Ceridwen’s feathers, but continues his diligent march after Potter as he takes them into the forest. 

Potter keeps his face turned up for most of their walk, eyes alighting on the trees and the small snowflakes drifting past them. Sometimes he stops and stares at something Draco can’t fathom, and Draco has to wonder what he’s seeing. He doesn’t remember all that he’d seen on his own Trelawney trip, only that he’d apparently really wanted to document it so he could recall it as well as his real visions. Of course, he’d taken pictures of nonsense, and it was funny, but something had driven Draco to do that, something compelling and likely fantastical. 

Draco hopes that whatever Potter’s seeing, it’s nice. He watches him carefully, attention rapt on the childlike wonder in his bright eyes, blinking owlishly behind his glasses, pausing only to wipe snow droplets away. At one point, Potter pauses near a gnarled, clawed-up evergreen and presses his hands against it, staring up into the branches, before saying, “No, it’s the wrong one,” and taking them further into the forest. 

They pass the property line, and Draco sighs and keeps trudging onward, wondering how he’s going to get Potter to call this. The light has shifted and Draco thinks they’ve gone around towards the rear of the cottage, though he can’t see it anymore. He can’t see Cross Fell, even when he looks behind him. For a few more long, winter-quiet moments, they continue to walk on, Draco feeling the cold more and more, until he’s close to losing his patience and ordering Potter back.

And then they come to a clearing. Draco takes a moment to orient himself—the clearing stretches long, almost forming a path, and Draco thinks if they followed the path they’d get directly to the back of the cottage. 

Potter says, “Here, it’s here,” and drops down into the snow, and Draco hurries to his side, heart leaping. 

“What’s here?”

“This is where it happens,” Potter says, hands clenched in the snow. Draco curses Sybill under his breath and grabs Potter’s shoulder, trying to tug him up.

“Get out of the snow, Potter, you’re going to freeze to death.” He heaves—Potter is so much more solid and bulkier than Draco that he nearly tips over, cursing the entire health and fitness regime of the Aurors, but he manages to get him back on his feet, wiping fussily at the snow crusted all over his trousers. “All right, you’ve found it, now. Can we go back and get warm?”

“New life,” Potter tells him, as if he hasn’t heard a word Draco has said. Then he gives a funny sort of laugh; Draco doesn’t like it. It sounds sad and rueful. “Could really use one of those, and it’s right here.”

“Right here,” Draco says tiredly, but he throws an arm around Potter’s shoulders—he hates that he has to lean up even slightly, a bit infuriated that Potter has somehow grown taller than him—and pulls him in close. Potter’s like a furnace, and he’s a welcome weight against Draco’s chilled body. “Come on. I’m going to take us back with the Pollux key.”

“All right,” Potter says. He’s back to being biddable and Draco sends a quick thank you to Brigid, her doing or not. 

As he draws Potter further in and holds out the Pollux key, Draco takes one last look around the clearing, finding nothing that Potter may have found. But as he mutters the words of his ancestors and feels the Portkey start to tug them both away, he’s hit with a sudden panicky sense of déjà vu, a unique kind that usually happens when a vision he’s had starts to play out in the present. 

His last view of the clearing makes him shudder, because if he squints, his mind’s eye supplies the crystal-clear image of his father and the wolf crashing in from beyond the trees. It looks exactly like the same clearing, from the snow on the ground and the shapes of the trees; only the light is different. 

When they rematerialize behind Gemini Cottage, Draco makes sure Potter’s steady on his feet and turns around. He can see the clearing from here, not far away at all, in actuality a shorter distance from the back of the house than the property line at the front that faces Cross Fell. And from this spot it’s as if he’s having the death vision again. 

“It can’t be,” he says, not meaning for it to be out loud. Potter barely notices, removing his glasses to scrub at his eyes. Suddenly Draco’s grip on Potter is the only thing keeping him steady on his feet, as his mind starts to turn over the possibility that his father is going to die in view of the cottage. After a few moments of panic, it no longer feels like a possibility; it feels like a certainty, the brutal reality his visions always subject him to.

It’s Potter who keeps him from having a total meltdown. Potter says, “Tired, Draco,” and moves as if to lie down right there in the snow. 

“Fucking opium,” Draco says, trying to calm his breathing as he lugs Potter back towards the cottage. He gets them inside, gets Potter out of his snowy clothes and in front of the fire, and sits with him until he falls into a contented nap, curled up on the sofa like a particularly large cat. 

Then Draco drinks the entire bottle of sherry and writes to his father in one desperate, drunken ramble: Father—I will be home by Ostara. Do not try to find me. I promise I will explain everything at the Equinox. Yours, Draco.

Draco sends that and a brief thank you note to Sybill off with Ceridwen, petting her shakily before she goes. He sits down in front of the hearth, finally warmed from the fire and the sherry alike, but finds he’s still shaking slightly, overwhelmed by how close fate feels, the way it hovers over him even though he hadn’t even tried the drugged cake. 

It’s another welcome distraction when Potter wakes up and wants food, so they make sandwiches for dinner. Potter seems to be coming down; he’s groggy and a little embarrassed, unable to recount anything about their forest journey or the macaroni cheese ordeal. The cottage’s magic has already scrubbed the evidence of it, and Draco can’t really fill in any blanks from the forest for Potter.

“I didn’t do anything foolish, did I?” Potter asks, sheepish and soft. Draco thinks of how warm he’d been, how solid his weight had felt against him, and must give his head a little shake before he can answer. 

“Potter, everything you do is foolish.” 

Potter seems grateful for the return to the familiar, even if it’s a fairly weak jab. “Good, then. I’m sure you barely noticed me.”

Draco thinks back to Potter’s face in the forest, tipped against the winter wind, snowflakes melting in the depths of his dark, messy hair. “That’s right,” Draco says. “I couldn’t discern a single difference from your usual nonsense.” He fits on a stern look, frowning at Potter. “That doesn’t mean you should eat any more vision cake, though.”

“Yeah, I think I’m done with that,” Potter says with a frown of his own. But then he asks, “Hey, have you ever tried mushrooms?” and he and Draco start bickering about that. It feels right, normal, and once again Potter has dragged him back from the depths of a breakdown. It’s sort of funny how he has no idea. 

Perhaps hypocritically, Draco seriously considers medicating himself to sleep that night. He knows Dreamless Sleep won’t stop the vision—he just knows he’s going to have a death vision tonight, probably his father’s—but he’s worried about before the vision, about lying in bed and picturing the clearing Potter had led him to, the view of it from the back of the house. He is afraid to lie in bed and worry: about his father coming here, somehow; about picking up his research and seriously getting into it again, now that he’s on something of a deadline; about returning to the real world at Ostara, only about six short weeks away. 

In the end, exhaustion finally takes over, and Draco drifts off with all that worry pounding in his head and his heart, afraid of the death vision, afraid of life alone outside of it. He wakes up twice—once in a panic, the origin of which he can’t really discern but causes him to sit up and reach for the Pollux key, clutching it close like a talisman. 

It also draws him out of bed and to the study, where he visits the half-painted wall for the first time in a while, still holding the key, curled in a ball on the floor in front of the fire and watching it reflect across the wall, glittering across the swirling, sparkling paint. 

The second time Draco wakes up is because he hears someone calling his name. At first, he’s certain it’s the death vision, and that the tortured voice is his father—it’s pleading, saying “Draco, no, please!” but he still hears it when he’s assuredly awake, staring at the half-painted wall, his arm outstretched and reaching towards the lantern he’d painted. 

So then he works to eventually determine that the voice is coming from Potter’s room. Potter is calling for him; Potter might be crying, if the breaks in his voice are real. Without pausing to overthink it, Draco scrambles to his feet and hurries towards Potter’s room. 

The door flies open as he nears it, and Draco steps inside, dimly aware it’s the first time he’s doing so since it became Potter’s room. There’s barely any light, the moon a crescent not quite positioned to face this room, but Draco’s eyesight is unmatched and he can’t help doing a quick but curious sweep of it, grimacing at the familiar potion bottles lined up on Potter’s nightstand; at least he’s using the non-habit-forming formula of Dreamless Sleep that Draco worked on, even if it doesn’t seem to be working. 

The room is additionally just a mess, with piles of discarded clothing lying all over the floor, the window wide open and bringing in so much cold air that Draco swears he can see his breath in here. 

The light from the hallway is enough for Draco to pick around the dirty clothes and make it to the bed unscathed, where Potter has kicked off all his covers and is whimpering around a pillow. “Draco,” he says again, so clear Draco thinks he’s awake and addressing him directly, but a closer looks confirms that Potter’s still asleep, entrenched in the throes of an actual nightmare.

Fucking Sybill and her vision cake. Draco’s thank you note was truly missing some choice words for her.

Resigning himself to helping, Draco sits on the bed behind Potter and takes a spare second to just marvel at how warm he is; he radiates so much heat that Draco wonders if he’s running a fever and puts his hand on Potter’s forehead to check. When Potter gives a full-body flinch, Draco whips his hand back and decides he’ll save that for when he gets Potter awake and out of this.

“Potter,” Draco calls carefully, leaning over to peer at Potter’s face and watch for reaction. “Potter, hey. Wake up. You’re having a nightmare.”

“No,” Potter says, clenching his arms around the pillow. “Please, stop—”

“It’s all right,” Draco says, and he puts a tentative, gentle hand on Potter’s shoulder, this time powering through the flinch. “It’s just a dream. Wake up and you’ll see, everything’s all right.”

“No,” Potter says again, and then: “I’m sorry,” which just makes Draco frown. He doesn’t really want to imagine what Potter’s dreaming of, and even less so what it has to do with him, and it feels imperative to bring him out of it.

“Potter,” Draco says as firmly as he can, and he gives him a gentle but solid shake by the shoulder. “Just wake up. It will be over if you wake up.”

His only answer is a pained groan, so Draco sighs, screws his strength up, and shakes Potter harder. He has a Shield Charm on the tip of his tongue in case Potter wakes up swinging, but he doesn’t; he simply lets out a broken off cry of “Dra—” and then finally sits up with a gasp, turning towards Draco only slightly and blinking rapidly through filled eyes. 

“It’s all right,” Draco says, his voice calm and low. “Everything’s fine, see—”

But Potter gives another cry and says, “Stay back, don’t—” and jerks farther away from him, shaking his head. Draco puts his arms up, placating, but Potter says, “It’s not safe, you shouldn’t—stay away from me!”

“I won’t hurt you,” Draco tells him. “Come on, Potter, you know I won’t—who would make me terrible macaroni cheese if I hurt you?” He tries a small, reassuring smile, and Potter just shakes his head again.

“It’s not—I know you won’t—it’s me,” Potter says. He looks abjectly miserable, face contorted with the clear effort not to cry. It looks almost painful, and Draco is torn between calming him down, getting him to settle and telling him to just unleash it. “I’m not safe.”

“Of course you’re safe, we’re all fine, I won’t—”

“I mean I’m not safe for you.” It takes a moment for Draco to follow that, and he frowns deeply again, remembering I’m sorry. “I’ll hurt you,” Potter whispers, finally confirming what he means, and Draco swallows a huffing laugh. 

“Oh, Potter. Don’t be stupid. You won’t hurt me.”

“Yes, I’ll—I saw it,” Potter says, and Draco abruptly realizes what the nightmare was about. The scars on his chest twinge, a deep but mostly phantom hurt, and he shakes his head again, his chest twinging in an entirely different matter when Potter adds, “I’m so sorry.”

“It was just a dream, Po—Harry,” Draco says insistently, reaching out to tentatively clutch at Potter’s wrist. Potter tries to yank it away, mumbling arguments, but Draco clamps on and holds, trying to reassure Potter of his strength. Potter’s eyes widen, both at the name and the hold, and Draco barrels on quickly. “It’s all right. I’m fine, I promise, and there’s nothing—you don’t have to be sorry.”

“But—”

“Trust me,” Draco says. “You won’t hurt me again. Even if you wanted to—and I don’t think you want to anymore, or you could have just poisoned countless soups and called it a day—I wouldn’t let you. I’m not a scrawny kid anymore. I’ve fought off worse than you.” Potter’s eyes flash at that, face darkening slightly, and Draco hurries to forestall whatever turn his thoughts have taken over that. “It’s really all right. It was just a nightmare. It’s all done with now.”

“It didn’t feel like a nightmare,” Potter says miserably, taking a deep, choked breath. He’s still looking at Draco, and Draco blames the lingering Auror brain rot, but he doesn’t mention it; now’s not the time. “It felt so real.”

“Those are the worst ones,” Draco says. He doesn’t add “All of my nightmares are real,” because he’s not that much of a self-centered ass, but he does think it, rather unhappily. “It’s okay, though. You’re here, and safe, and so am I—for a definition of safe that includes having choked down your joke of a lunch today—”

“Hey,” Potter says, laughing. It’s a little broken up but it makes Draco feel such triumph that he can’t control the smile across his face. If Potter’s reaction is anything to go by, it’s a little ridiculous, and he tries to school it. 

Potter twists his wrist in Draco’s grip until he can take his hand, squeezing it slightly. “Thank you,” he says softly, biting his bottom lip in way that Draco feels like he should look away from, but can’t. 

So it takes a minute for Draco to clear his throat and say, “Of course.” It’s still a little gravelly, and he shakes his head a bit. “It’s no problem. You did the same for me—twice, even—so, I owed you at least one.”

“You looked after me all day,” Potter says. “You don’t owe me anything. That’s not—there shouldn’t be a tally, between us.” 

“No?” Draco asks, his throat going strangely tight. They haven’t moved closer to each other; his arm is still stretched across the bed. But it feels like they’re closer together, and Draco can still feel Potter’s warmth. He idly wonders about a fever again, but he doesn’t think Potter’s eyes are that kind of bright.

They are clear, and perfectly, solemnly deliberate when Potter says, “No, I don’t think so. We don’t need it.” 

He knows what Potter’s saying, without using the word. It seems scary to Draco, too, that after all the years of hatred and enmity between them, and then all that space and time, a neutralized distance of nothing to each other—scary, and impossible, that they’ve managed to become friends. But he’s never been one to deny reality for too long. He’s haunted by reality, the brutal truth of the future that never leaves him, that he’ll carry until he dies. He’s not going to start that now. 

Draco and Potter are friends. And maybe they’re just friends here, in this cottage that feels removed from enmity and distance and space and time, all of it, but it’s still an undeniable truth. And the way Potter’s looking at him—the brightness of those eyes, clear and true, and the strength of his hand wrapped around Draco’s, the warmth of his body so close even all the way across the bed—it all makes him wonder how long being friends will last, one way or another. How much time will they have to accept this reality before tumbling into a new one? 

He suspects, with a grim understanding that’s not unlike the feelings his visions evoke, maybe a true wisp, that it won’t be much time at all.

  



4. Chapter 4


    
    Morning dawns gray and somber, highlighted by a slight panic induced by the fact of Draco having crashed in Potter’s bed. It’s ridiculously embarrassing to wake up realizing he had replaced the pillow Potter had been clutching last night, that he’d first fallen asleep here without meaning to and then stayed despite being held to Potter’s chest like a plush. 

Potter, for his part, just starts laughing when he wakes up to Draco’s concerted, grunting, and maybe flailing efforts to break free from Potter’s hold. He pulls his arms back, chortling enough to truly earn an elbow to the ribs, and then stretches in bed. Draco can feel his body taut and tight behind him, can hear the soft snuffles and breaths that accompany the movements, and launches himself out of the bed with a squawk.

“Don’t freak out,” Potter says, correctly assessing that Draco is on the verge of freaking out. Draco glares at him—he’ll freak out if he damn well wants to—but is cut off by Potter saying, in this low, grumbly, sleep-worn voice that makes Draco feel as if he really, really should be freaking out: “I slept so well last night, Draco. I—it was the best I’ve slept in months.”

A dozen things clammer for release between his brain and his mouth, all snappish arguments and protests—Draco is not a sleep aid—but they’re dulled a bit by the realization that the same is true for him. There had been no death vision, no panicked wakeups or torturous, anxious mind journeys, not since he’d gotten into Potter’s bed. When he glances at his watch, he can see that it’s the latest he’s slept in ages.

And Potter just looks so—his hair is an absolute disaster, like a tornado had spawned on top of it, and his eyes are soft and hazy without his glasses, still clutching at sleep. And he looks happy, almost as carefree and content as the vision cake had made him in the beginning, except this looks real, not drug-induced. Maybe Draco-induced. 

Trying valiantly to frown, Draco says, “Well, I think that means I’ve earned a nice breakfast, and no repeats of the horrid macaroni cheese. I’d suggest you get started on that.”

Potter just smiles at him indulgently. “Yeah, all right.”

“Right,” Draco says, and then he scurries off to freak out a bit in the bathroom, as is his right as an eccentric. 

When Draco goes downstairs after a mid-length freakout and then his calming morning routine of washing and dressing and becoming a person again, he’s surprised to find Potter still cooking. He’s significantly more dressed than he’d been in bed: he’d thrown on denims that look less as if they were stolen from the recently deceased and, of all things, a peach-hued polo shirt—with an actual collar!—that he must have stolen from someone with fashion sense; a navy workman’s apron over top of it looks as if it was supplied by the cottage but still looks rather good on him, making Draco curse inwardly. But he looks hard at work, concentrating as he beats something vigorously over a double boiler, and he waits until he’s reached a satisfying state of it before turning to Draco.

“Right, that won’t do,” Potter says, gesturing at Draco’s entire body, and Draco kind of relishes the swoop of outrage that hits him. It feels right, familiar; safe. 

“Excuse me?” Draco asks, folding his arms across his chest. 

“I’m talking about your clothes,” Potter tells him, nodding at Draco’s usual robes—these are his favorites, actually, a bright, turquoise blue that wouldn’t look out of place in his workout clothes, though he would never wear this color around anyone too respectable in the Wizarding World. He would never expect Potter to have a problem with them; Father had snorted at them once, lip curled in disgust, as if he doesn’t regularly wear a cape made from dazzling green dragon scales.  

“What’s wrong with my clothes?” Draco asks icily, not going to take this from Potter of all people. 

“Would you wear robes to brunch?” Potter shoots back, raising an eyebrow. “I Transfigured my comfiest t-shirt into this thing—” He plucks at the peach shirt in annoyed demonstration. “—the least you could do is get on my level. Come on, go change.”

Draco gapes at him for a few moments. Then he looks around at the breakfast array that Potter has been working on—no, not breakfast. Brunch. 

“I might wear robes to brunch,” Draco says; specifically, he might wear these robes to brunch, because it might be the only acceptable setting for them among magic folk. But the beauty of brunch is that he doesn’t always have to wear robes, and can in fact wear some of the sharp crocodile-branded polos in pastel colors he sometimes grabs when he goes shopping for more yoga clothes. “But—I may have something more suitable, yes.” 

Potter gives him a smile, like he somehow knows Draco has half a closet’s worth of something more suitable. 

“Go on, then.”

“All right,” Draco says, but can’t help adding, “Only so you don’t feel silly alone in your brunch shirt.”

“Of course,” Potter says, and waves Draco off with his whisk. 

It’s a good thing, really. This way, Draco gets to spend the time it takes to go upstairs and change having a very tiny freakout about how Potter is making him brunch, Merlin preserve him. 

When he returns, having calmed down and gotten into a nice lilac polo and pointedly trying not to feel self-conscious over the bared, faded Dark Mark on his arm, Potter has loaded the table up with a rather impressive spread of brunch foods: eggs benedict, several different kinds of fruit salads, waffles and pancakes with various spreads on each, a frittata, plus coffee, tea and a pitcher he suspects is full of mimosas. It’s a ridiculous amount of food, and if the poached eggs look a little wobbly and there’s a lot of seeds and pulp in a few of the fruit salads, it doesn’t really help the way Draco’s heart skips a beat or two as he takes it all in. Merlin preserve him, indeed. 

And there’s Potter, looking ridiculously proud of himself, watching Draco carefully as he sits down at the table, which has never been so full. 

“This is—” Draco says, and he sifts through amazing, incredible, why would you do this, why are you doing this to me to finally finish with, “Wow. I didn’t think you were this experienced with brunch.”

Potter shrugs, sitting down across from Draco and starting to fill his plate up. “I’m not, really, I’m just—not completely ignorant of it.” He tucks a pleased sort of grin into his stupid collar, and Draco wants to kiss him, like an idiot. “And you said you missed it, and you were so—you really helped me yesterday. So I wanted to do this for you.”

Draco starts eating, still trying to be careful about his words and his own ridiculous feelings. “Right, but I thought you said—we don’t owe each other things anymore, right? There isn’t a tally between us.”

“Right, I meant that,” Potter says. “So really this is just—me doing something nice for you. Because I wanted to.” He looks at Draco, face still all soft. “That color looks really great on you, Draco.”

“Urgh,” Draco says, with feeling, making Potter bark out a surprised laugh. “All right, you can’t pile all the nice on at once, you know? Take a break.”

“I’d have thought you’d like compliments,” Potter says, laughter still shaking through his voice. “I can’t imagine it was modesty that made that sound.”  

“I have plenty of modesty,” Draco says, shaking his head as Potter’s grin just widens. “Fuck you. And I do like compliments. I love compliments. It just feels like—I don’t know. Like it’s a joke from you.”

That makes the smile drop from Potter’s face a bit, and while Draco rushes to walk that back—this feels like it’s going to become an urgh sort of situation—Potter must sense it, because he rushes it, “I wasn’t joking, though.”

“I get it, Potter,” Draco says hastily.

“I mean it. I meant it. It really—you look really good.” He gives Draco another smile, this one smaller and maybe, possibly, truer. “You were made for brunch.”

“Well, thank you for making me brunch,” Draco replies. “It’s all—everything is really good.” He takes a hearty sip of a mimosa, closing his eyes as the bubbles fizz over his tongue and the orange tanginess zips across his palate. “I can feel the heterosexuality melting away,” he says, and when he opens his eyes, Potter is looking at him closely, his gaze slightly sharpened.

“Me too,” Potter says. 

They get pleasantly tipsy and full over a long, leisurely brunch, the kind Draco hasn’t indulged in in months. When they’ve picked over the last of it and the pitcher has run dry a few times—Potter had cast a Replenishing Charm on it to emulate bottomless mimosas, and Draco has to grit his teeth against how charmed he is—Potter asks, “So what’s usually after brunch?”

This is another question which Draco has a quick and easy answer to. “Naps,” he says, and then it’s a matter of changing into pajamas, valiantly ignoring both Potter’s routine choice of only his underwear as sleepwear and the grin on his face when he sees that Draco’s dancing cauldron bottoms have made a reappearance. Then they each claim a sofa in the sitting room, coax the fire up, and nap for a solid two hours, warm and full. 

When they wake up, they silently agree to make dinner a light affair, picking on meats and cheeses from a platter the cottage provides for them after Draco makes Potter put his peach brunch shirt back on. They turn on the wireless, letting conversation drift off when the best of Wizarding pop music comes on. Draco’s still a little buzzed and doesn’t want to lose it so he opens a good bottle of wine and makes quick work of it. 

Potter matches him, but seems to hold it better than Draco, who starts to feel more than tipsy after a while. “Yeah, I don’t really get that drunk anymore,” he says when Draco complains about this. “I mean, it takes a lot. I haven’t really tried in a long time.” The topic seems to bum him out a bit, which makes Draco wonder—Potter doesn’t seem like an alcoholic, not like Father definitely is, in that stalwartly functional way that nobody around him can really complain about because it’s not as bad as being a murderous henchman—but he doesn’t know how to probe politely. So he rolls his eyes instead. 

“When I was 20, I could drink three of these bottles and then roll out of bed and into class the next day,” Draco says. “Functionally. But of course the Chosen One isn’t aging like the rest of us.” 

Potter gives him a wry grin. “Of course you went wild at university. You hid it well, I suppose; Hermione never said anything about it.” 

Draco grimaces, trying to forget they were technically in the same cohort; they’d gone for different programs but had a few of the general education classes together, and had maintained a polite but frosty distance from each other, as has been Draco’s entire post-war policy for most of his former schoolmates besides his friends, and the few he’d become friends with as an adult. 

Granger had not been anywhere near either group. She’d gone on to join the Unspeakables, likely picking up a spot laid out for her the day she came of age, and Draco has a mortal, entirely justified fear of Unspeakables, so he’s been perfectly fine to run in very different circles.

“Well, how would she know? It’s not like we would’ve been going to the same parties.” 

Potter snorts. “Yeah, I don’t think she really went to any parties at all. She had like five internships. She and Ron broke up three times just from a lack of seeing each other.” 

“Going to uni in a relationship is the stupidest thing you can do,” Draco says, waving his hand dismissively. It’s the hand holding the wine glass, so there’s a bit of sloshing, but it doesn’t get anywhere important. It just makes Potter’s eyes kind of sparkle. “I saved all that for after. Made for a much better experience.” 

“Yeah, I guess—I mean, Ron and Hermione got back together for good after she graduated, so you’ve got a point.”

“Of course I’ve got a point. I make excellent points all the time.”

“There’s that modesty again,” Potter says, and Draco bites down on a laugh, then gives into it and blames the wine. 

“You didn’t go to uni,” Draco says eventually, as the laughter dies down. Potter shakes his head.

“Nope. Had a spot in Auror training right out of Hogwarts, so there didn’t seem a need.” He slumps a little, looking down into his wine glass and his demolished plate. “I guess—maybe I should have, considering—”

“You could always go now,” Draco says quickly, rushing to forestall another round of Auror breakup misery. He simply doesn’t have the patience for it. When Potter snorts, he narrows his eyes. “What? Why is that funny?”

“Seems a little silly, doesn’t it? I’m 33, not—the ship’s sailed, I think.”

“There’s no age maximum, you know. It’s—it’s good for you, at the time in your life that I went; at least, I think so. It’s where I figured out how I wanted my life to go, what kind of adult I wanted to try to be. But that’s not—there’s no statute of limitation for figuring that out, you know? You can get a lot out of it now, certainly.” 

Potter looks fascinated, though whether it’s by the thought of going to university or his usual curiosity that spawns whenever Draco mentions anything about his own life, Draco can’t say. But he still looks glum when he shakes his head. “No, I don’t think it would work for me.”

“It’s not for everyone, but why?”

“I wasn’t the best at school—”

“Hogwarts is different,” Draco says. “Totally different. You have to get through an overwhelming sampling of so many branches of magic, and it’s such an onslaught that only the best really get to figure out their true strengths. I left Hogwarts knowing I was good at acing tests—because I have a preternaturally good memory—but I didn’t know what I wanted to actually do until I went on to university. Honestly, Hogwarts should really push it as an option for more students; if I were there, I’d make certain of it.”

“Why didn’t you become a teacher?” Potter asks, and it’s so abrupt and direct that Draco freezes up a bit.

“What?” 

“It’s just—you like this. Talking, telling stories, telling me all about—I mean, you’re a little drunk, right, and still literally trying to boss me into figuring out the rest of my life. You get this look on your face and it’s really—compelling, I suppose. I like listening to you.”

Draco raises an eyebrow at the near empty wine glass in Potter’s hand. “I thought you said you don’t get drunk anymore.” 

“I don’t. I’m not. I thought you said you like compliments.”

“I like compliments when they make sense!” He gulps at some of his wine, shaking his head. “I taught some classes early on in my research fellowship, but it wasn’t—it was something to get through, a requisite for scholarship. The work I do now is better.” 

“I’m not talking about that kind of teaching. I mean at Hogwarts. You would be so good—”

“I’d make a terrible teacher,” Draco says, very firmly. “And it’s not like my area of professional expertise is on the Hogwarts curriculum. I told you, Hogwarts is different from the type of learning I’m used to, the kind I really like.” 

“Right, because we had so many actual experts teaching us at Hogwarts when we were there,” Potter says, rolling his eyes. “Are you telling me you couldn’t walk in and teach Potions tomorrow? Or Charms? Or—”

“It’s not a question of could, it’s not the content,” Draco argues. “I’m not—and McGonagall wouldn’t hire me if I were the last wizard on earth. I’m not sure she’d spit on me if I were on fire. So this is all a very moot point.”

“I’m sure that’s not true, and you could—”

“I like my job,” Draco says. “I’m good at it, and I’ve been very successful. I don’t need a career planning session from you.” 

Potter looks sulky, and he can’t help throwing out one last, “Just seems like a waste, that’s all.” That rankles, because that’s what Sybill always says, and Draco has to take a moment and a fortifying swig of wine not to snap out something truly mean. 

“Just because I like to hear myself talk doesn’t mean I’d make a good teacher,” Draco says with what he hopes is lots of finality in his voice; finality that Potter might heed. 

“But—” Of course he mightn’t. 

“I like this song,” Draco snaps, jabbing his wand at the wireless and turning it all the way up. It’s a Doxies song from a few years ago, the kind of loud, hyper number that drove him crazy when it was overplayed but was still fun to sing and dance along to at the pub when the occasion called for it. He has just enough alcohol in him where it seems the occasion may call for that, but there’s no way he’s doing it alone, so he moves around the table to drag Potter to his feet.

“What!” Potter says, laughing as Draco grabs his wrists and makes his arms move in time with Draco’s. Because he’s a dunce, Potter keeps his feet planted on the floor, stubbornly still, but he keeps laughing as Draco dances around him and tries to force him along. “Is this punishment for complimenting you?”

“This is something you would’ve missed out on at uni,” Draco says, giving Potter’s ankle a light kick to try to get him to move. “For Merlin’s sake, come on—this is a dance party, Potter. It’s not hard.”

“This is why uni’s not for me, then,” Potter says. “I’m a terrible dancer.”

“The point of a dance party isn’t to be good, you absolute knob. You just dance. Let’s go.”

“But how can it be a party when there’s only two of us?” 

“It just is!” Draco says, and the song changes to one he knows less but is still fun. Potter sighs and finally does join him, swaying just enough back and forth that Draco deems it safe to drop his arms. And Potter just picks them back up again, pulling Draco closer, laughing in his ear when Draco does a stupid spin under Potter’s arms. 

They dance through that song, and the next, moving around the kitchen, laughing breathlessly in each other’s space. Draco relishes the closeness, that he’s gotten used to being able to be this near to Potter but not for long enough that he doesn’t remember the isolation of before, the desolate loss of this. The thought of never being able to dance with someone again is still slightly devastating, and he can only feel grateful that he gets this chance, as unexplained and unexpected as it is. 

And Draco no longer resents that it’s Potter. He’s moved on to feeling grateful that it’s Potter, that this strange, stubborn dolt of a man who is nothing and everything like he remembers is here with him, having fun with him. When Potter tugs him close with a burst of laughter, when Potter’s warm palms go flat against the planes of his back—when their hips brush against each other’s, and it’s surreal and wonderful and nothing Draco ever knew he wanted—it’s good that it’s Potter, Draco thinks. It’s good that all of those bits of him that drove him mad through school are still there but are just—all right, now. Right, specifically for Draco.

When the song ends, the wireless program descends into chatter, and they both still, a little breathless, smiling at each other. Draco’s a little disappointed, and maybe Potter can tell—which would be horrifying without the wine—because he swallows hard and says, “Can I see if this picks up Muggle stations?” 

Draco truly has no objection, but he chuckles out “Why?” just to be difficult, and Potter rolls his eyes.

“So you can try learning some non-gay Muggle culture, maybe.”

And Draco can’t help but repeat “Why?” It makes Potter laugh, even as he fiddles with the wireless with his wand, shaking his head.

“Yeah, fair enough, but come on. You’ll like it.”

Draco pretends he’s never heard any Muggle songs in his life for Potter’s sake—never mind that he’s pretty sure he was singing Get Lucky in the shower the other morning; it seems like his Silencing Charm held—and watches, bemused, as he gets the wireless to start flipping through channels. “Stop!” he cries out at one point, making his eyes go unnaturally wide. “That one’s about magic!”

It’s not one he knows; he thinks it sounds older. But it’s fun, and the Muggle repeats, “Every little thing she does is magic,” enough that Draco can pick it up and sing along after a moment, hopping back into a dance with his arms over his head. Potter looks exasperated, and he’s not dancing again, back to just watching Draco with that light in his eyes, the one that was there during yoga. 

Then his hands are on Draco’s waist, and for a split second he thinks it’s to dance—he does another hop closer to Potter, essentially jumping into his arms. He shakes his head back and forth and jolts a little when Potter’s hand goes to his cheek and stills him, and finally registers that he’s still not dancing: he’s just holding Draco. 

And then he kisses Draco, mouth firm and insistent on his. His lips feel plush and surprisingly soft and so entirely unexpected that Draco freezes for another split second before kissing back like it’s muscle memory, like he’d Seen this, specifically this, and knows exactly what to do. His body ignores that that’s not the case and clutches at Potter through the kiss. 

Potter cradles his face in his palm throughout, his other hand tight at Draco’s waist, fingers pressed against the waistband of his dancing cauldron pajama bottoms. 

He’s so warm, and he smells like the wine they’ve drained, like the crackling fire they’d napped in front of. Draco immerses himself in it, in him, so fully he starts to wonder if this is a vision; he’s so submerged it’s hard to discern reality, to even accept this as reality.

But Potter leans back after a few more breathless moments, and searches Draco’s face. Their eyes lock, and everything Draco sees in them is real. And whatever Potter must see in return—Draco can barely fathom—prompts him to lean in again and kiss Draco again and again, rough and breathy, chest rising and falling under Draco’s palms. 

He walks Draco back like they could be dancing again, never breaking the kiss, until Draco’s up against a cupboard, his entire body pressed between that and Potter’s body under the most solid, delicious weight. Draco feels tingly all over, surreal again, shoving his hands in Potter’s hair and gripping as tight as he dares as Potter snogs him so thoroughly he feels like his breath is stolen, with no pressing desire to win it back anytime soon.  

Draco can only catalog sensations, desires—he wants this to keep going, wants the heat and weight of Potter against him in perpetuity. And when Potter breaks off and starts to whisper, “Draco,” he swallows it up with another insistent kiss, pushing forward now, tugging Potter in harshly against him at the same time. 

Potter goes, leans into the kiss, but makes rumbly, vaguely talky noises into it and prompts Draco to pull away. “You don’t have to talk,” he says, voice low and thick. He remembers yoga.

“I was just—”

“Really,” Draco says, punctuating it with another firm, wet kiss, a quick press against Potter’s lips. “There’s no need.” 

“Fine,” Potter says with a huff, ignoring that that’s talking, and Draco is about to inform him as such when Potter’s arms tighten around him and lift him off his feet. 

“What—” But Potter kisses him again, smothering his sounds of surprise, and as the kiss deepens Draco feels submerged once more, his thoughts and senses narrowing down to the way Potter’s holding him and kissing him: his strong, secure arms and his hot, demanding mouth. 

Potter shifts him up his body, securing his arms under Draco’s arse, and without even really considering otherwise, Draco tightens his legs around Potter’s hips. It feels a little ridiculous, and sort of absurdly hot, especially when it’s clear that Potter is walking him out of the kitchen. The Muggle song falls away, abandoned as they make for the stairs, and Draco only really considers their reality once they’ve reached them. 

“Oh no,” Draco says, clutching hard at Potter’s shoulders while trying to let his legs down. “Wait, no, you’re not—”

“You don’t have to talk,” Potter says, his indulgent, much too smug smile pressed into the line of Draco’s jaw. He kisses there, as if soothing it, and ignores Draco’s kicking feet to continue towards the stairs, hoisting him up pointedly as he goes. 

“Potter, you can’t—”

But Potter can, apparently, and he carries Draco up the stairs like there’s absolutely nothing to it, ignoring Draco’s complaints, seeming to correctly assess that they’re complaints for the sake of it—because really, this might feel like something of an insane fever dream but it’s actually happening and Draco has to maintain some dignity. 

And then he doesn’t really care as much about dignity because Potter pauses at the top of the stairs to snog him again, breathless and proud, clutching Draco so tight and yet not betraying any strain, any hint of difficulty. It’s not fair and shouldn’t be possible; Draco is not small, and Potter isn’t even that much larger than him overall. 

He’s not really complaining, though, not truly, because the show of strength has his heart racing and his stupid pajama bottoms tightening at the crotch. It’s quite obvious this is the case when Potter walks them down the hall to his bedroom—bypassing Draco’s and ignoring the protesting noise he makes—and knocks the door open with his foot, and then tosses Draco onto the bed. 

“Dear god,” Draco says, not even considering being embarrassed about it. His chest is heaving, and his eyes must be wild, but Potter’s eyes are just as wild. His puffy lips and stuck-out hair and the way his stupid peach shirt is tight across the shoulders simply adds to the matter, and Draco squirms, unable to help himself. “Come here,” he demands, and it’s an absolute rush when Potter immediately complies.

He crawls onto the bed and crawls across Draco’s body, pulling him into another brutal, harsh kiss. Draco feels the burn of it through his veins, lets it out in hands clawing up Potter’s back and growing frustrated at the lack of skin contact. 

So he starts tugging at the shirt, making frustrated, growling noises as he struggles with it, until Potter sits up just long enough to take it off, leaving behind only a golden chain on which the Castor key is attached, dangling between them. In his haste, his glasses go with the shirt; Draco hears them clatter on the floor and grips Potter tight when he goes to grab for them, shaking his head. 

“Leave them, come on.” They kiss more, until it feels like they can do it forever and that it’s no longer enough at the same time. When Potter starts tugging at Draco’s clothes, Draco lifts his hips until the pajama bottoms are gone, kicks at Potter until he takes his socks off too, and then plucks at Potter’s blasted boxer-briefs until they join the pile off the bed. 

Draco has just enough presence of mind to stop Potter from taking off his shirt, remembering last night’s nightmare. He distracts him with a softer sort of kiss which quickly turns heated again when Draco gets his hand on Potter’s cock, which is thick and heavy in his grip. Potter groans hard and presses into Draco’s touch, presses the length of his body against Draco’s until it’s like they’re up against the cupboard again. 

Draco relishes it, letting his free hand wander all over Potter’s body: over the dips and bumps of his bare back, the brush of body hair, the flex of his arms as he presses himself across Draco. It’s a feast of sensation and Draco relishes, as he’s done for a while now, how good it feels to touch, to find the soft spaces and firm places and sensitive spots he wants to kiss. And Potter lets him, exhibiting heretofore unknown patience, until he abruptly if predictively loses it and makes his way down Draco’s body. 

Potter doesn’t talk—Draco takes that as a victory—but he does busy his mouth kissing along Draco’s thighs, rubbing his cheek very carefully across his cock and breathing out over the hair at the base. Then he hefts Draco’s hips up a little, the slightest hint that barely registers for Draco in time, before he flips Draco over with two hands, chuckling at his surprised squawk. 

He positions Draco carefully on his knees and spreads his arse cheeks and Draco bites back another squawk. Potter licks him first, almost delicately, like a warning shot. And then he eats him out wetly and messily, diving right in—face-first goes Draco’s slightly hysterical, disbelieving mind—without reservation. 

Potter works him open with a hunger and force that should be intimidating, should be too much, but it stays on that edge and Draco meets it there happily, moaning pleased nonsense into the bedcovers below him, squirming at the brush of Potter’s beard, squealing a bit when Potter fucks him with his tongue, panting and writhing as Potter just keeps going. He stills when Potter squeezes his hips, acquiescing much more happily to Potter’s hands than his words.

He likes a challenge, even in bed—maybe sometimes especially in bed—and so he meets this one happily enough, keeping himself still, submitting to Potter’s mouth. He can’t keep himself quiet, though, and doesn’t try, and Potter seems encouraged by it anyway, driven by Draco’s moans and pants. 

Eventually he finds words, complaint-tinged, where he says, “I’m going to—you have to—” and punctuates that with a grip to his own wet cock, which Potter casually knocks away without a word.

He does make a gentle humming noise against Draco’s arsehole, and Draco doesn’t know what that means until he turns his head and sees a stoppered vial of what must be lubricant has popped into existence on the bed. 

Assuming they’re on the same page and the cottage knows it, Draco shoves the bottle down towards where Potter is still working between Draco’s thighs and say, “Fuck me, Potter, come on,” and then gasps when the air of the bedroom hits his spit-slicked hole. 

Potter keeps his cheeks spread for a moment, and Draco burns a little, feeling like he’s admiring his handiwork. One hand disappears and comes back with wet fingers, first one and then quickly adding a second when Draco clenches down and says, “Go on, you can—”

And then he has to bite down on the bedspread because Potter fucks him with his fingers as enthusiastically as he’d done so with his tongue. There’s so much lube and spit that there are embarrassing wet noises, and Draco just keeps burning all over, both glad he can’t see Potter’s expression and mourning it a bit.

Potter presses kisses at his tailbone, pushing his shirt up to kiss his spine. He drapes himself over Draco with his fingers stuffed in him, notched up to three, and there’s a smile Draco can feel at the base of his neck when Draco says, strangled and babbling, “Enough, fuck me Harry, it’s enough—!” 

He doesn’t have a moment to be embarrassed about the name slip because Potter pulls his fingers out, mutters a familiar protection spell, rears all the way back—Draco thinks he’s being stared at again and it makes his toes curl—and then sets his cock at Draco’s entrance. He pushes in carefully and Draco whimpers at the stretch.

Potter’s arm goes around Draco’s front, his hand flattening over his sternum. He mumbles, “Okay?” into Draco’s back, draped over him again. 

Draco shakes his head. “You don’t have to—”

“Tell me you’re okay,” Potter says, real warning in his voice. 

So Draco assesses, clenching around Potter a bit and relishing both the gasp it elicits and the sore twinge. Potter isn’t small, and Draco finds himself fantasizing about getting acquainted with him there, as he adjusts to the feel of him slowly and then greedily. He takes a real moment, then a gulp of air, and says, “I’m okay,” as firmly as possible. 

And he adds, “Now fuck me; I won’t break.”

So Potter fucks him. He leans back again, kneeling behind Draco and setting up a steady thrusting rhythm that picks up speed on most subsequent thrusts, a consistent and delicious build that has Draco moaning again. 

Draco moves back into them, meeting them eagerly, relishing the consistently mounting pace that seems like it’s stretching him more and more. It’s like he’s being pushed, like he’s trying a new set of yoga poses, even if their positioning couldn’t be more ordinary. 

He thinks it’s the fact of fitting together like this, as if they’ve spent all this time slotting into each other’s awareness and affection and understanding, and here is the next logical step. That they fit so perfectly, a seamless joining that just works so quickly and easily, should feel more unexpected than it does. He had never really considered this enough of a possibility to ever want it before now.

Draco’s orgasm builds as Potter is slamming into him, snapping his hips with breathy grunts that make Draco’s head feel thick and satisfied. He feels powerful with how much he can tell Potter wants him, and that’s what sends him teetering towards the edge, Potter’s hand quickly joining his on his cock and helping him there. He gasps when it hits, seizing up around Potter, against Potter, and he’s barely starting to shake in the aftermath when Potter stills behind him, wraps his arms around him, and comes inside him. 

A few damp, heavy moments follow, and for Draco it seems almost impossible that they’ll separate. But they do, Potter’s hands going back to Draco’s cheeks after he pulls out and Draco drops onto his belly, and it makes him chuckle lightly. 

“What are you doing?” he slurs out, grimacing at the feel of his own release across his stomach and the bedspread and waving a lazy hand to Vanish it. 

“Checking that I didn’t hurt you,” Potter says, and Draco rolls his eyes. 

“I told you I was okay.” Potter lets him go but doesn’t quite relax, and so with a heavy, exasperated sigh, Draco sits up and tugs Potter onto his side on the bed, relishing the chance to touch him all over again, stroking down his ribcage and over his hip. “I’m fine,” he says quietly, meeting Potter’s bare eyes, kissing his swollen, too-red mouth. 

Potter bites his lip after Draco kisses it, and Draco thumbs at the spot, shaking his head. “Do you really think I wouldn’t tell you if you were hurting me?” Draco asks, trying for annoyed but mostly sounding curious. Potter should know that much about him by now. Draco is not the type to suffer in silence.

“I know,” Potter says finally, swallowing hard. “It’s just—I haven’t—not since—” He breaks off, looking frustrated, and Draco feels a bit of alarm rise in him.

“Wait. That wasn’t your first time with a man, was it?”

“No,” Potter says, shaking his head quickly. “I don’t mean that. I meant—never mind. It has been a while, though.”

That’s less alarming, and Draco relaxes. “Well, if all of this is fishing for a performance review, I’ll grant one: adequate.” 

Potter grins now. “You came adequately hard, I suppose.” 

“Quite right.” Draco clenches, feeling wonderfully messy between his legs, and relishes that for a pleased moment that Potter seems to read very easily, his face softening and brightening. “However.”

“Uh-oh.” 

“I’m getting cold,” Draco announces, and Potter gives a short, bright laugh. Draco really likes that laugh.

“That’s an easy one,” Potter says, and he gets them under the covers, still mostly naked and probably in need of a wash. But Draco doesn’t complain once he’s under the covers, once he finds himself rolled in against Potter’s warmth, Potter’s arms tight and strong around him. 

“I can’t believe you carried me up here,” he mutters sleepily after a while, and Potter gives him that laugh again, making Draco press his lips against a smile.

“I can’t believe you called me Harry,” he says in return, and Draco huffs.

“Caught that, did you?”

“I did, yeah.”

“I hope you have a clear memory of it, because it won’t—”

“I’d like it if you’d call me Harry,” Potter says quietly. 

Draco screws up his capacity for argument, his own stubbornness. But there’s Potter’s face in the dark, soft and a bit entreating, vulnerable in a way that reminds Draco of the vision cake. It feels like a precious opening, one he shouldn’t waste, for either of their sakes.

So Draco sighs, and leans in and says, “All right, Harry.” And he kisses Harry on the forehead, struck by an unshakeable tenderness, and feels his answering, grateful sigh fluttering through his hair like a warm, pleasing breeze. 

 

It’s not a surprise to wake up in Harry’s bed this time, nor in his arms. Draco’s never really considered himself a cuddler, but in a lingering winter in the middle of nowhere, it’s not bad at all to sleep with what feels like a human furnace wrapped around him. 

Draco wakes up warm and content, though he definitely feels like he needs to wash. He’s contemplating dragging himself out of bed and to his own bathroom—there’s no way the one near Harry’s room will be suitable—when he feels Harry snuffle encouragingly behind him, so he turns to watch him wake. 

He’s still not wearing glasses, and his hair is a perfect disaster. Despite sleeping with his face buried mostly in the back of Draco’s neck—he has a very pleasant, tingling beard burn there to attest, almost as pleasant as the one he sports between his legs—Harry has a blotchy crease across the side of his face, and it shouldn’t be as charming as it is. Draco contemplates that, as Harry blinks his eyes open and smiles a slow, sweet smile at Draco.

He’d noticed attractive things about Harry through the entirety of his stay; it had been simple and easy to acknowledge him as fit, like a nice-looking bloke in a magazine or a straight pro Quidditch player. And even once he’d learned Harry wasn’t entirely straight, that attraction didn’t really shift all that much. 

So it’s catching him off guard how attractive he finds Harry right now. It seems silly the morning after they’ve shagged the way they did last night, but Draco can’t help marveling a bit. Now he finds Harry attractive the way he had old boyfriends: the little bits of humanity and vulnerability that come from knowing someone well, seeing behind their clothes and their daily front as if getting a peek behind an exclusive curtain. That is one of Draco’s favorite parts of any relationship, a closeness he craves, and that he’s on his way through it with Harry Potter is still something that has him stunned. 

“Hi,” Harry says lowly. He looks happy, like Draco feels, and like it’s uncomplicated and maybe even sensible. 

“Hello,” Draco says. He leans his face on his hand, elbow dug into the pillow, and lets his eyes rove after Harry’s face, drinking him up, sure that how much he’s feeling right now is rolling across his face in a blush. 

“You’re not freaking out?” Harry asks. His smile is small and pleased; Draco shakes his head.

“Not really.” And maybe that’s one of the most unexpected parts of this, but Draco can’t find it in himself to freak out. Maybe he should; maybe he will, out from under the covers and this warmth and Harry’s sweet, kind gaze. 

But he feels safe in this cottage, and in this bed with Harry, and maybe that’s all it is. He feels like he’s been flying a broom all his life, and never considered anything else, but now he’s discovered he can actually ride around on a cloud and it feels amazing and exhilarating and anything but scary. He’d never wanted this because he never knew he could, and now that he knows, it feels like he’s unlocked a giddy level of pleasure he has free rein to explore, here, where it’s only them and no one else.

And maybe this is a thing that can only exist in a place like this. That’s a fairly likely conclusion, actually. But right now the rest of the world feels so far away and inconsequential that Draco can’t bring himself to care.

He thinks about Ostara, his deadline, and then promptly pushes it out of his brain to stretch and sit up. 

“I need a wash,” Draco announces, enjoying Harry’s rapt, avid gaze on him as he climbs out of bed. He bends over as if hunting for his pajama bottoms, but really just to bend over, and then abandons the search to say, “My bathroom’s bigger and I’m sure it’s better stocked.” 

Harry clears his throat in a sleepy sort of grunt before he answers. “The house gave me soap; you can help yourself.” 

“Soap,” Draco says, sniffing dismissively, and walks pointedly out of the bedroom. He takes his time, leaving the door wide open so Harry can watch him go down the hall, and he’s just stripped off his shirt and is getting the water warmed up in the shower when Harry appears behind him. 

“Took you long enough,” Draco tells him over his shoulder, and Harry laughs, crowding him into the shower stall from behind. He plants a big, sucking kiss at Draco’s neck and moves his hands around to fit them across his chest and belly. Draco takes his hands in answer and pushes them down in the direction of his crotch, eliciting another laugh.

“I was admiring the view,” Harry says, and Draco tips his head back as the water finally reaches his preferred scalding temperature. 

“Mm. Lucky you.”

“Very lucky, yeah.” Harry kisses his cheek, cups his not quite hard cock in his hands, and Draco shudders and leans back into him, nudging his bum back in gratitude. “Fuck. So lucky.” 

It’s rather tricky getting clean with Harry fitted against his back, his hands roaming all over Draco’s body, groping him wherever they see fit. He does this through Draco washing and conditioning his hair until Draco’s fully hard, until he can feel Harry’s erection pressing behind him. He pushes back again once his hair is rinsed out and relishes Harry’s groan, gasps when Harry finally stops just playing with his cock and grips it. 

“Are you sore?” he asks, and Draco gives an impatient huff. 

“Yes. Fuck me.” 

“Are you—”

“Ask me again and I’ll get the shampoo right in your eye,” Draco says firmly, and Harry lets out a grumbly laugh into the back of Draco’s neck. But then he gets to work opening Draco up again, so Draco doesn’t have any further complaints. 

It’s quicker and rougher than last night, but no less perfect. Draco braces for every thrust and is never disappointed, finding himself impressed with how deep and hard Harry can go while still clutching Draco like a doll. 

Harry makes no mystery of enjoying it as much as Draco, panting into Draco’s shoulder, the sounds bouncing around the tiles under the fall of water. He is a wet, warm weight against Draco, his muscles flexing and pressing against Draco’s body with every thrust, and his hold keeps Draco on his feet almost singlehandedly.

He comes first, shocking Draco by biting at his neck, making him gasp out. He seems to shock himself, too, jerking back suddenly, stammering out, “Sorry, I’m sorry—” and only stopping when Draco reaches back to tug him closer again. 

“Don’t, it was—do it again—” Draco thinks he’ll come if he does it again, and trust Harry to discover a brand new kink of Draco’s without even trying. But Harry kisses him instead of biting him, tongue laving over the spot, burying his face there and inhaling deeply for a moment.

His voice sounds broken up and wrecked when he says, “Let me suck you off,” and he actually groans when Draco shakes his head.

“No, just—” Draco can’t quite articulate what he wants and winds up not needing to, because Harry gets one hand on his cock again, stroking it carefully, and then hooks two fingers inside him, making him cry out. Draco comes a moment later, knees nearly buckling, leaning back into Harry’s hold because it’s truly the only thing keeping him upright.

Harry holds him through getting back to himself, regaining his balance, and waits until Draco can steady himself against the wall before producing a washcloth and cleaning up between his legs with such intimate gentleness that Draco is shuddering from it again. In return, Draco makes them both turn around, fitting Harry in front of him, and he washes Harry’s hair, taking no shortcuts and sharing everything he puts in his own hair. 

When they’re done, he almost wants to go back to sleep. Instead he dresses, continuing to keep his back to Harry, and then joins him downstairs for breakfast. 

“Good morning,” Harry tells him over eggs and sausages and toast. 

Draco squeezes his hand over the table and says, “Yeah, it really is.”

After that, sex becomes part of their cottage routine. It’s the main way Draco incorporates Harry into his existing one; while Harry still doesn’t participate in yoga and respects Draco’s continued ban on ogling (gracefully letting it go unacknowledged that the reason for the ban is that the ogling is very distracting), he doesn’t hesitate to find Draco after meditation and initiate slow, lazy sex, usually in the sitting room, often on the floor in front of the fire. 

When Harry ventures out for his stupid ward checks, Draco takes up his death vision research in the study, but more often than not watches Harry’s form outside through the window, green cloak easily spotted against the snow and through the dark trees. And he meets him at the door sometimes, research abandoned, to help him strip off his winter things and get warmed up. 

It feels like they’re going through the honeymoon phase of a relationship, which is absurd, but also immensely enjoyable. Draco doesn’t think he’s been this consumed by desire for anyone he’s had sex with in years, even at the peak of his long-term relationships or his most fun shorter affairs. Of course, those had all had the backdrop of real life behind them, with other people and commitments and responsibilities in the equation. Here, there is only Harry.

They don’t talk much about it, beyond a few moments when Draco feels as if they must. Harry is a relentlessly accommodating lover, seeming at times both desperate to please Draco and as if he’s afraid of his own ability to do so. He’s enthusiastic and fairly rough, but checks in on Draco at nearly every point of roughness, tamping down on his own clear desperation and desire. At times, Draco wants to shake him, to cup his face in his hands and tell him, “You can let go, just go for it, I haven’t been fucked like this since I was 20.” 

Instead he snarks at him that he’s not made of glass, that he can take whatever Harry wants to give him: trying hard to convince him that he wants it that way just as much as Harry seems to. Draco’s never considered himself to be particularly submissive before and doesn’t feel like he needs to be here—he has to work for all of it, to meet Harry at every point of escalation, and sometimes it feels like he’s dragging Harry along into Harry’s own clearly dominant desires.

Draco still thinks this is Harry being something of a queer tourist, and he doesn’t mind, exactly; the sex is good enough to make up for it, no matter the context. Nevertheless, he’s unable to keep himself from asking, “How many men have you actually been with?” one morning, after Harry has just finished bending Draco over the kitchen table and taking him roughly from behind before asking him repeatedly if he’s okay, eyes rapt and worried on the finger-shaped smudges on Draco’s hips.

He looks at the fading bruise from his bite mark in the shower the same way, and Draco must search for patience again. And he flushes in response to Draco’s question, looking down at the remains of the breakfast they’d finished after their sex break. 

“I don’t know,” Harry says, shrugging a little. He looks quite self-conscious, enough for Draco to feel bad, but he keeps his face open and entreating, not looking away but trying not to seem combative, either. 

“Is that a ‘I’m not sure what you want to hear’ or a ‘there’s too many to count’ kind of response?” Draco asks. 

Harry gives a chuckle, but it’s a bit low on humor. They’d tugged their clothes back on but for a moment Harry looks naked, his shoulders hunched as if trying to make himself small. “Definitely not too many to count, just—I don’t know, really. A normal amount.” He makes a face down at the table, then looks up with a too-clear, calm expression. “Why do you ask?”

“You’re so—careful,” Draco says; what he really wants to ask is if Harry had had an experience hurting someone in bed, though he doesn’t get the sense that that’s the case. Harry seems to know what he’s doing, he just doesn’t seem to have much confidence that he’s not doing too much. “You’re attentive and it’s a good thing, it’s just—you haven’t hurt me. At least, not in ways that are intolerable. You’re good to me. You don’t always have to—” He waves vaguely between them, truly not wanting to embarrass Harry but unable to figure out how else to get his point across. 

Harry flushes harder, rubbing at the back of his neck. “I know, I just—sometimes I think I get carried away with you. It’s like I can’t help it.” 

“Have you felt like that with other lovers? Had any complaints from them?”

“No, nothing like that, but you’re the—it’s just, there hasn’t been anyone like you.” He presses his lips together, correctly reading the smugness Draco knows is flashing across his own face. “Now, if you’re done fishing—”

“You won’t hurt me,” Draco says, as firmly as he can. The small smile dies on Harry’s face, and he swallows hard. 

He remembers Harry’s nightmare, thinks of how careful he’s been not to face Harry shirtless, and starts to wonder if that’s been the right approach at all. He supposes he’s never actually been in a sexual relationship with someone with such shared, violent trauma between them, and it’s possible he’s handling it the wrong way. 

“You don’t know—” Harry starts, a wave of real guilt showing clear in his eyes, but Draco cuts him off by standing up and pulling his shirt off over his head. 

Harry gasps, eyes widening, fists clenching on the table. There’s pain in his gaze as he ducks his head, and Draco decides it would be good for both of them to start fixing that, no matter if this thing between them is only destined to remain between the walls of this cottage. 

So Draco moves around the table and sits himself on Harry’s lap, meeting his gaze head-on. “Draco,” Harry murmurs, looking up at him. He takes Harry’s hands and runs them over the worst of the scars, a long, jagged one, and then grinds down into his lap a bit.

“I’m fine,” Draco says carefully. “I swear it. The scars healed, and we were shit to each other back then. Do you want to hurt me like this again?” 

“No,” Harry says, shaking his head desperately. “No, never, I just—” 

“You make me feel so good,” he cuts in, grinding down again. “Honestly, there hasn’t been anyone like you for me either.”

“Draco.”

“You’re good to me, and you won’t hurt me. I’m not afraid of you,” Draco says, and kisses away Harry’s gasp, kisses him through pulling their clothes away again and getting hard and then sinking down on Harry’s cock. 

He tells Harry, “Harder, come on, it’s all right,” in a breathless chant until Harry is fucking up into him so hard he’s shocked the chair remains in one piece, rocking Draco so roughly in his grip that he’s practically bouncing. It’s fast and harsh and perfect, and Draco tells Harry so, keeping up an endless stream of encouragement and praise that has Harry whimpering into Draco’s scarred chest and coming soon enough with a long, broken groan. 

And after that Harry lays Draco across the table, on his back, spread out in the winter morning light. Harry stares at him for one long, hungry moment, and then takes Draco’s cock in his mouth and makes him come so hard Draco shouts out into the morning air. 

They have one of those days where they’re in each other’s pockets, the kind Draco keeps thinking he’ll tire of but hasn’t yet. They cook their meals together, pick up the books the cottage provides for them and get through barely any pages between them because they keep distracting each other every few minutes, sharing the same sofa in the sitting room with their feet tangled and then their bodes slotted together by the end of it. 

There’s another attempt at meditation, and this time Draco thinks they’ve actually gotten pretty far with it. They’re quiet, and Draco finds himself drifting without his Occlumency shields for so long it seems timeless. His mind relishes the respite, settling and stretching out like it’s been freed from a too-small box, and it’s his ideal state, so much so that he finds himself missing his regular visions again: he thinks he could have a perfectly crystal clear one right now. 

He misses his regular visions just generally because usually he has them at his back whenever he gets involved with someone. Draco’s never gone into a relationship totally blind the way he is with Harry; he usually knows something about the future of the person he’s with, and oftentimes he comes to learn whether or not that future involves him. He’d broken up with his longest-term boyfriend after a vision of him marrying a woman, nearly two years into their relationship. Draco likes to be prepared and doesn’t like to waste time. 

Draco knows nothing about this thing with Harry. It feels like it exists outside of their future and their past, only in their present. It hasn’t gone on long enough to feel scary, and Draco’s been without warning of anything in the future but death for so long now that he’s almost grown used to it.  

He sits with his palms out, his muscles relaxed, in open invitation of the future. But the future doesn’t arrive, his Sight still shuttered closed, and when Draco opens his eyes again, he finds the meditation try wasn’t as successful for both of them as he’d thought: Harry is simply staring at him, silent but intent. 

Harry blushes slightly at being caught but doesn’t look away, and Draco finds himself closing the space between them with a low, content sigh, kissing Harry softly. 

With a surprising reluctance, Draco puts his shields back up, but later when he has his socked feet in Harry’s lap, clad in comfortable pajamas and his wand abandoned in the last room they were in, he thinks maybe they’re rather perfunctory, part of a protective mental routine he’s not sure he even needs right now. 

And that night, after more slow, lazy sex in Draco’s bed, they lie together in the aftermath, and Harry swallows hard and says, “I hurt someone, badly, when I was with the Aurors. It’s why I left. Why I’m—” He waves a hand in his own direction, shaking his head. 

Draco sits up slightly, and when Harry doesn’t sit up with him, he sighs and arranges him until he’s lying with his head in Draco’s loosely formed lap. Harry seems startled and remains tense, as if he hadn’t expected Draco to be able to manhandle him so easily. 

He strokes Harry’s hair until he settles, and then quietly asks, “What happened?”

“It was just—the stupidest, routine thing,” Harry says. “A shop we’d suspected was a front for trading illegal potion ingredients. We got tipped off because they weren’t putting up a good front at all, and the potions people bought from them landed a few customers in hospital. So we were—investigating. Just talking to them.”

Draco knows how Aurors work, and hearing Harry reduce what was likely weeks of stressful harassment, confrontations, and threatening presence to ‘investigating’ leaves a bad taste in his mouth. He fucking hates Aurors, and he does not hate Harry, so he doesn’t think he actually wants to hear any more. But—“Obviously you didn’t just talk.”

Harry presses his frown into Draco’s thigh. “No. It did escalate. We were moving in to finally make an arrest—we’d gotten the main brewer’s license revoked, which meant he was supposed to stop selling, but—”

“But if you didn’t get his merchant’s license revoked, he could have been selling old stock,” Draco says, and then grimaces. “Sorry. Go on.”

There is a slight hesitation, and Draco wants to kick himself. He hates Aurors but he doesn’t hate Harry and he’s not being fair. “You’re right,” Harry says quietly after a while. “The arrest would never have held up, that’s what he was arguing. If I’d—I wasn’t supposed to be there, it was my night off. I’d probably have held off on moving in at that point, I thought it was too early, but my partner, Richards, he—he’s younger, newer. Went in on his own because the arrest warrant came through that night, and he wanted to get there before the shop closed up. He wanted to—the reasoning was that even if the arrest didn’t hold, it might—”

“Scare them enough,” Draco says, and there’s that quiet again. This time, Draco can’t bring himself to feel much remorse.

“I joined last minute,” Harry continues eventually, his voice very small, full of dread. “I had a bad feeling. We were arresting the brewer, and we said the warrant gave us the right to search the shop, but—I mean, it didn’t, really. It wasn’t a search warrant. We just banked on them not knowing that.”

Draco wants this story to end with Harry saying, “And then I realized how horrible an institution the Aurors are and quit on the spot and left for the mountains to live a life of sex and solitude.” But he knows it won’t. 

“It all sounds so awful, laying it out like this,” Harry says when Draco doesn’t even respond to that. Draco’s glad he knows, at least. “It’s so fucked up how it all just—made sense, in the context of work like that. It was all normal. And now that I’m not—it’s just—all of that wasn’t even the worst thing that happened.”

“You hurt someone,” Draco prompts. Harry’s breath hitches.

“Yeah. The shop assistant, he—he tried to block Richards from going into the storeroom. We banked wrong, you know; he knew we didn’t have a warrant for a search. They got into a shoving match, Rich disarmed him first thing, but he had a—it was just a little paring knife. Got Rich in a bad spot and there was—there was so much blood.” Harry shakes a little, and Draco can’t help stroking down his shoulder. 

“It looked worse than it was, in the end, but none of us knew that at first. The assistant bolted, and I just—I saw red. I don’t know, I think it was the blood that set me off. I thought he’d just killed Rich in front of me with a knife. I ran after him.” 

“Oh, Harry.”

“The best part—maybe the worst part, too—was that the brewer stopped the bleeding. While I was off chasing this—he was a kid—the guy we’d been after for weeks stayed behind and got on the floor and healed Richards. Saved him, maybe—who knows how long it would’ve taken him to bleed out after I—” He breaks off, voice breaking up a bit, and Draco sighs. 

“Did you kill him?”

“No,” Harry chokes out. 

“Well, that’s good, then.”

“I hurt him so badly. I—don’t even fully remember it, I was just so angry, and then—and I shouldn’t have even been there, I wasn’t supposed to go—”

“What happened after?” Draco asks, trying to curtail a spiral.

Harry sniffs. “Nothing. Yeah, that’s the worst part. Turned out the only thing we got right was yanking the brewer’s license; he was just a shit potion maker, not trading in anything. And the—the kid that I—” He breaks off again, and barrels on after a deep breath. “There was a deal, in the end. It took a few weeks to work it out, but—the kid and his family stayed quiet about what I did, and no one would charge him for what happened to Richards.”

Draco thinks that’s a far happier ending to this than he’d expected, and almost unrealistically fortunate. He’d imagined the kid recovering in Azkaban’s hospital ward. He’d wounded an Auror, for better or worse, and Draco can’t believe they’d let go him free. He supposes that’s the price of Harry Potter’s good, saintly image in the eyes of the Ministry, and wonders how Richards feels about it.

“Are you angry that they didn’t charge him?” Draco asks carefully, and Harry finally sits up at that, eyes blazing. 

“What? No! I mean—yeah, he hurt Rich, but it was just—it all escalated so fast. We shouldn’t have even been there, and we shouldn’t have been trying to search the shop, and—it was all fucked up. But I made it so much worse, and I didn’t—they didn’t even suspend me. It was like it never happened.” 

“It could have been worse, though,” Draco says, and Harry stares at him, aghast. “Really, you could’ve—you have killed him. Richards could have died. He could be in Azkaban and you’d have escaped without punishment on top of it—that’s honestly how I’d have expected things to end up.”

“That’s fucking horrible. How could we—”

“Harry, do you really think you’re the first Auror to ever harm someone on duty?” Draco asks, and Harry snaps his mouth shut for a moment before shaking his head.

“You don’t know what I did to him.”

“And I don’t think I want to know. But—I’m telling you, you’re not the first Auror to do something like this. I’m speaking from experience—that I am not going to get into right now, be quiet, that isn’t the point here. The point is: you’re not the first Auror to do something like this, but I am fairly certain you might be among the first to actually feel guilty for it.” 

Harry looks stunned. He opens and closes his mouth a few times, then shakes his head quickly. What he comes out with next is utterly predictable and makes Draco want to bang his head against the bedpost. “You were hurt by Aurors?” 

“Potter. Shut the fuck up.”

“When—who hurt you—”

“I will throw you out of this bed,” Draco says firmly, and he is not kidding. He thinks Harry realizes it because he shuts up quickly but keeps casting sidelong, worried glances at Draco that make him want to throttle him. 

After a few quiet moments, Harry’s shoulders slump. “If you know what Aurors are like, and now you know what I’ve done—how can you let me—”

“You’re not an Auror anymore,” Draco says. He means it to be flippant, teasing the way he’s made fun of Harry for mourning his career all this time, but it comes out drenched in a relief he can’t totally disguise. And he’s being honest, realizing it once the words are out: he doesn’t know that he’d ever find Harry remotely appealing as an Auror, chasing after Dark wizards that Draco’s probably related to, ‘investigating’ shopkeepers who simply picked the wrong career, ignorant of the injustice and corruption of the entire system he’s a part of until he’s finally saying it all out loud. 

“But I’m still me,” Harry says. “I’m still the—the monsterwho hurt that kid. And you don’t know—”

“You’ve been kind to me,” Draco tells him. “Good to me, in bed and out of it. You haven’t hurt me in any way I don’t approve of.”

“I’m so afraid of it,” Harry whispers, ducking his head. “I’m so scared I’ll lose control with you and—I don’t want to ever—I don’t want to remind you of—”

“You won’t, and you haven’t.” Draco takes Harry’s hand in both of his, squeezing first gently, then as firmly as he can, prompting Harry to look up at him. But all too soon his gaze drops again, and the moon is brighter tonight, pooled across the scars on Draco’s chest so that they’re distinctly silvery and visible. Draco’s squeezes his hand again and shakes his head. “Do you still think of me that way, then? The way you did when you cast that spell on me?”

“No,” Harry says desperately. “Absolutely not. And I didn’t even—I didn’t know what that spell would do, I swear it, I never wanted to—” 

“Then why do you think you’ll hurt me like that again?” Draco says, forcing his mind to gloss over that bit of news; he’d always thought Harry had meant to kill him, and had attained some sense of peace with it. Obviously he had changed his mind, since he saved Draco’s life about a year later, so it was all right in the end. 

Harry doesn’t answer, but he still looks gripped by the fear he’d just spoken out loud, so Draco grasps for more ways to comfort him. “Look, I’m not going to tell you to stop feeling guilty over what happened,” Draco says, shrugging as Harry meets his eyes sharply. “I’ll never tell you how to feel. And as someone who has done a lot of terrible shit to feel guilty for—most of that terrible shit to you—”

“But I nearly—” 

“There shouldn’t be a tally between us,” Draco says firmly, waiting until Harry finally nods to go on. “Speaking as someone who would lose the tally, but also—that’s not productive. Look, sometimes it’s good to carry that guilt. More Aurors should.” He pauses to let that land, watching Harry intently, before taking a deep breath and continuing, pushing through to the most important part that Harry needs to hear. 

“And—Harry, you’re not an Auror anymore, and that’s not anything but a good thing. Now all you can do is move on. You have to learn to trust yourself, trust in your own goodness, in whatever form you want it to take. It’s not—we’ve all had it drilled into our heads all our lives that there’s this right and just way to be a good person, that it comes easy to some people and hard for others. And that’s just—not real. It’s nonsense. People do bad things, and good things, and they’re cruel and kind to each other, and you just have to take responsibility for all of it and do the best you can. That’s the reality.” 

Harry is gazing at him with a now familiar light in his eyes; he has to blink a few times before clearing his throat, and his voice is rough when he says, “That’s—yeah, all right. That makes sense. Where’d you learn this stuff, anyway?” He chuckles and it’s slightly wet but encouraging. “I thought you were a medical researcher.”

“I am,” Draco says, smiling slightly. He’s never had to insist on his own job so much until Harry. “But I’ve also been to therapy. Lots and lots of therapy.”

“Ah,” Harry says, chuckling again. “That would explain it.” 

“You might want to try it sometime,” Draco tells him. He’s gentle about it, but he tries to show that he means it. “It really helps with the guilt, and all the other trauma I think we’ve both got piled on. It’s like—a place to put some of it down for a while.”

“That sounds—really, really good,” Harry says. He twists his hand in Draco’s and uses the tightened grip to tug him closer, kissing him squarely on the mouth and dropping their foreheads together. “Thank you. I haven’t—you’re the first person I’ve talked to about any of this.”

Draco thinks of how alone they’d both been when they’d first arrived at the cottage, and in those first days of sharing it together. He settles into Harry’s hold, feeling like he truly belongs there, and kisses him back to say you’re welcome. 

 

 

Draco really wants to tell Harry that he’s a Seer.

The desire builds in him over the next few days, which are more of the same since they’d started sleeping together. The first morning had been guarded, tentative, as if Harry had expected Draco to take back all of the important things he’d said the night before and treat him differently in the light of day. Draco had instead demanded a hearty breakfast and then an even heartier blowjob after catching Harry watching him do yoga again. 

And so they slip back into their semblance of a routine, not quite daring to approach heavy topics again but not outright avoiding them, either. At first Draco thinks that he wants to tell Harry about being Seer because he wants to reciprocate; Harry had shared with him an extremely difficult, traumatic experience, and there seems a sense of lightness and relief in him since.

Draco wonders if he could experience that relief too. But more than that, as he comes to realize, he simply wants Harry to know because he feels close to him, and he wants Harry to know what he is, who he is. He wants to feel known, to share what he’s going through with the one person who can actually bear the burden with him. He really, really thinks about it.

He’s thinking about it one day when he’s doing his reading. He has embarrassingly drifted back to that book that had talked about soulmates, feeling foolish, reading it in a more wistful kind of way than anything close to concrete research. The book tells him that soulmates can ground each other, acting as a tether for one another’s abilities, and that some Seers have reported their prophetic visions and Inner Eye abilities stabilizing upon meeting the person they perceived to be their soulmate.

It’s all ridiculous, Draco knows. Even if soulmates were real, Harry wouldn’t be his. Soulmates are supposed to be a forever sort of thing, not something confined to the walls of a cottage in the middle of nowhere, with an expiration date. Draco has no idea what comes next for either of them, and that burns him a bit; he usually has some idea. But he doesn’t need the visions to strongly suspect that whatever comes next won’t happen together. They will go back to their separate lives at one point, and there’s no point dreaming otherwise. Draco doesn’t dream things that aren’t real. 

Harry knocks on the study door, startling Draco, who hadn’t seen him come in from checking the wards again. “All right?” Harry asks, and Draco nods vigorously, trying to recover himself.

“Oh, yes, sorry. I didn’t hear you come in.” Harry smells of the cold and snow, even though he’s taken off his winter things—probably dropped them on the floor of the front hall. He smiles at Draco softly, and nods at the book in his hands.

“Connecting with Crups: A Breeder’s Journey,” he reads out loud with no small amount of irony in his voice. “Good reading?”

“Adequate reading, I suppose,” Draco says, extremely grateful his father’s Charms have held up all this time. There’s still that twinging desire to say something, to explain more, but he doesn’t want Harry to know what’s in this book. 

He puts the book aside and looks at Harry, who seems to be waiting for something. Draco suspects he’s waiting for what Draco wants to give him: more of an explanation. Right now the desire is rattling in his chest like something caged. When he blinks, he feels the shields in his mind shudder, though they don’t fail. He shakes his head and decides he needs to get a grip.

But he looks at some of the other books around him, and can’t help saying, “These are my father’s books, you know.”

Harry nods, coming in to sit down across the desk from Draco. As always, his eyes sweep across the half-painted wall before settling back on Draco intently. “That would explain the Charms, yeah.” He gives a guilty sort of shrug. “I may have tried to break them when I first got here. Sorry.”

Draco snorts. “I’d expect nothing less.”

“Are you ever going to tell me what they’re really about?” When Draco doesn’t respond right away, Harry leans forward a little. “Listen, I know you don’t want to get him in trouble—”

“That’s not why—”

“—but as you’ve told me about a dozen times already, I’m not an Auror anymore,” Harry says. “I’m just—here, for you. This is not me trying to—investigate.” He makes a face at himself; he’d figured out how much Draco dislikes that word and stopped using it so baldly. “I just want to help you, the way you’ve helped me.”

Draco gives him a grim half-smile. “I think what we’ve been doing with each other has been entirely reciprocal, Harry.”

“And you know I don’t mean that,” Harry says, refusing to humor him.

Instead of answering right away, aware he’s making a hypocrite of himself and all he’d spoken of taking responsibility, Draco just looks out the window, where fresh snow is falling again. Ostara inches closer, still some weeks away as the month wears on but it feels too close for how solidly winter grips the land up here. “These are my father’s books, and they—I miss him, when I read them,” Draco finally says, watching that land on Harry’s face, watching how hard he has to work not to cringe or look judgmental; he’s not entirely successful. “And I know that disgusts you—”

“It doesn’t—”

“Disappoints you, then,” Draco says, and Harry’s mouth snaps shut. Draco closes his own mouth, trying to temper the way his stomach drops, the distinct and all too familiar feeling of having let another person down washing over him. “This is why I can’t talk about this with you,” Draco adds eventually. “And it’s not your fault; you’re entirely right and justified in feeling the way you do about my father. I don’t blame you at all. But it’s—it’s so complicated from where I am.”

Harry is quiet for a few moments, as if thinking of the best, least offensive and self-righteous approach to take. “I just want to help you,” he says after a while, and there’s not a hint of guile on his face; he means it, absolutely. “It doesn’t matter how I feel about your father; I just want to help you with whatever you’re going through, whatever brought you here.”

“It does matter how you feel about my father, though, because I need someone who—” Draco breaks off, grimacing, having nearly blurted out the crux of it. If he tells Harry one thing, he must tell him all of it, and Harry won’t grieve with him. He’ll try to, he’ll be sympathetic, but he won’t be able to dredge up true regret to know how Lucius Malfoy will soon meet his end. 

That knowledge, like so much of his foreknowledge, needs to be borne alone. Even if Harry can touch him, the only person Draco knows who can do that, he can’t carry this with him.

As if itching to fill the ensuing silence, Harry clears his throat and says, “Hermione always tells me that I try too hard to be what people need.” He studies Draco carefully. “And yeah, maybe that’s—something I need to work on, when I’m working through—you know, all the rest. Once I’ve finished unAuroring myself. But right now, maybe—I’d like to try, for you.”

It’s an impossibly sweet sentiment, one that might actually have Draco considering it—had Harry not started out the entreaty by namedropping Hermione Granger, an Unspeakable who absolutely must not ever know that Draco is a Seer. He thinks back to when he was younger, when Father explained what Unspeakables do and why they were such a danger to Draco. He’d described the Hall of Prophecies—the one Draco had Seen in fearful visions throughout his childhood, never understanding it would be the place of his father’s downfall until he was 15—and the process of recording prophecies. 

“Some Seers live under powerful protection,” Father said. “They cooperate with the Department of Mysteries because they can afford to, because they have a patron or guardian to keep the Ministry in line.” He’d been talking about Sybill Trelawney and Dumbledore, something Draco would only understand when he was 15 and couldn’t muster any visions that didn’t portend his father’s failure, and so he’d sent Umbridge after Sybill for failing to help him. That had been a bad year between them. 

But years before that, Father explained how dangerous it was to be without protection from the Department of Mysteries: how little oversight there was, and how the Hall of Prophecies was filled with the words of Seers who’d been dragged to the Department, held captive and drugged and studied. “Children, Draco, just like you,” he’d told a 9-year-old Draco. 

“But I can be strong, Father,” Draco said. “I won’t let them get me. And I’ve never Seen it happening.”

“I know, son. But you must still—”

“And you won’t let them get me, right?” Draco added, before feeling embarrassed about it, ducking his blushing face.

Father had gone quiet for a moment, and Draco flinched when he felt a hand on his face. But Father just gently lifted his chin to meet his eyes, so like Draco’s own, his face uncharacteristically soft considering the hard warning he’d set on it to start this talk. 

“Draco,” Father said. “I will never let them get you. I will always protect you, as long as I can.” He swallowed hard, and certainly thought of many things Draco didn’t understand then, but would later—the Dark Lord and his duty to him, the precarious place of a Death Eater who’d tried to play both sides, what it means to be both reviled and revered in the same small society. “But the best protection you will ever have is secrecy. No one can know.”

“No one can know,” Draco had repeated. 

It echoes around his brain now as Harry watches him, waiting for a break Draco knows he can’t give into now. He steels himself, mentally repeating I can be strong, Father until he can look at Harry again.

“I can’t,” Draco says, and the remorse in his voice is genuine. “It’s too—I just can’t. I’m sorry.”

Harry’s face falls, but he nods slowly. “I’m not going to force you,” he says softly. “Just—if you ever change your mind—”

“I know,” Draco says, just as soft. “I appreciate it.”

Harry reaches across the desk to take Draco’s hand, squeezing it tightly. He looks around at some of the books and lets a tentative, olive branch of a smile alight on his face. “Do you even have a Crup?” he asks, and Draco laughs.

“No. I’ve always wanted one, though.” 

“What’s keeping you?”

“My parents never approved,” he says, remembering it as the one point they’d never given in on, as much as they’d indulged him in almost everything else. 

Harry’s brow furrows. “Right, but you’re an adult now; who cares what they think?” 

Draco shrugs. “I mean, when I’m not hiding out here, I do live with them. I don’t expect that to change until I get married and take up one of the other properties.” 

“You’re—you’re planning on going back to the Manor when you leave here?” Harry asks, his voice held carefully steady and controlled. It only works to tip Draco off that he’s upset and trying very hard to hide it. 

“Yes? It’s my home.”

“But—why?” Harry presses, now giving up all guises and starting to look genuinely distressed. Draco frowns at him in confusion.

“What do you mean, why? It’s where I live, where I’ve always lived—except that year I decided to rough it at my university dormitory, and let me tell you, that place made Hogwarts look like a palace. Never again, I swear it.”

“But it’s where—isn’t there anywhere else you could go?” 

Draco’s frown deepens. “Look, I know you don’t have the best memories of the Manor, but it’s really quite nice since we’ve had it redone. And the Warming Charms are second to none; you know how easily I catch a chill.”

“I don’t care about the Warming Charms, I just care—I want you to be safe,” Harry says, leaning further over the desk, like he’s preparing to climb over it and protect Draco from all manner of—whatever he thinks is in Malfoy Manor and threatening Draco. Perhaps he’d somehow heard about the Cornish Pixie Incident of 2011, wherein it was discovered that several pixies had taken up residence in his father’s third wardrobe while he’d been in Azkaban. They decided to introduce themselves to their landlord and then their landlord’s son when their landlord startled and set the wardrobe on fire trying to get rid of them. 

“The Manor is my home,” Draco says eventually, trying not to sound too defensive. “I don’t quite understand your objection to it—I mean, I understand it generally, but I don’t know what you’re on about. I’m not going to find somewhere else to live.”

“I’ve got a flat,” Harry says, all in a rush. “It’s—I mean, it’s pretty nice. It’s in Kensington, it’s a good area, and I think you’d like it. You could live there.” 

Draco stares at him. “Are you—asking me to move in with you?”

“No!” Harry practically shouts; he looks like he’s getting frantic, eyes round and bright behind his glasses. “I mean—I guess I could live there too, yeah, if I ever—”

“Harry, are you quite well? It’s your flat. You already live there.” 

“Grimmauld Place!” Harry throws out, and now Draco really is concerned. “You can have it! You can—I bet you could make it really nice, you know. Doesn’t Goyle fix up houses? He could help you.”

Harry’s hand is still on his, and it’s a rather tight grip. Draco squeezes back cautiously, looking Harry carefully in the eye. “We’ve talked about this already,” he says, trying to keep his voice level and soothing. “I don’t want Grimmauld Place. If I ever—when I ever find someone and marry, I’m likely to take up Starfall Court, where my mother grew up. It’s much nicer and hasn’t gone to ruin the way I imagine Grimmauld Place did.” He looks over at the half-painted wall on Harry’s right, smiling softly. “Maybe I’ll paint a wall of family stars there too, like this one. Or we could use this cottage to summer, I’m sure it’s even lovelier when the weather’s not horrid like it is now.” 

He wishes he could See any of that, and swallows hard to think of all he’ll have to go through before he can even get close to a future like that. But it’s still something he thinks about, a loose interpretation of the destiny his parents had always planned for him: he should’ve been married by now, of course, to a woman, and that’s never going to happen. 

“Why do you have to be married to move out of the Manor?” Harry asks, and Draco shrugs. 

“It’s just how it’s always been done. Look, I’m not exactly still a full traditionalist, but there are some things—and I’ve already told you, I like living in the Manor. You don’t seem to be able to comprehend that.”

“I can’t,” Harry says, rather shortly, and Draco gets his back up before he can help it. 

“Well you don’t have to live there, so you don’t have to worry about it, then.” 

“Yes I do,” Harry retorts, and then he gets a grim, determined sort of look on his face. “So, if you just have to be married—”

“Do not finish that sentence the way I think you’re going to,” Draco says icily, his heart thumping hard in his chest. “In fact, I think you should drop this.” 

“But we can—”

“Harry.”

Harry brings his other hand up to wrap around Draco’s, shaking his head between them. Draco is fully planning to kick him in the face if he goes down on one knee, hoping it’ll knock some sense into him, but thankfully he doesn’t. “You’re here now,” Harry says, not quite able to get rid of the distress in his voice, but keeping it steady all the same. “You’re with me for now, so—and you’re staying here for a while yet, right?” 

“A while, yes,” Draco says, cringing inwardly and thinking of Ostara. Harry nods. 

“Good. I can keep you safe while you’re here, at least. And we can figure out what comes next when you want to leave.”

“You make absolutely no sense,” Draco tells him, but he accepts the nonsense for the truce it seems to be, and when Harry moves around the desk, he does not have to kick him. Harry draws Draco to his feet and kisses him slowly, with promise. 

That night, it’s only a surprise that the death vision comes because Draco’s in bed with Harry when it happens. When it’s over and he’s started to recover, he is deeply disappointed that Harry isn’t the protective buffer he’d thought he was. Certainly not a soulmate, and he tries not to linger too much on how disappointed he is about that.

But before that disappointment, there is the brutal grip of the vision: Father’s, of course. Draco is a frozen, captive audience yet again, details clear and vivid across his Sight. Father and the wolf emerge from the trees into the clearing Draco knows; there is a dark, growing stain on Father’s deep green robes already, identifiable as blood only on the white snow and where it’s splattered up his neck. He is ghostly pale, practically translucent, his eyes wide with fear and panic. 

The wolf is enormous and wild-looking. Its tufts of black fur stick out from its body in all directions, and its green eyes are unnaturally so, bright and electric. It collides again with Father as Father continues belting out strangled warnings for Draco, telling him to stay away; his wand is not in sight. 

There is a moment when Father manages to shove himself away from the wolf again. It seems to take all his strength, and it’s brief within the longer context of the vision. It seems to flash before Draco’s Sight, this small space of snow and evergreen between Father and the wolf, before it’s swallowed up again by the wolf’s massive, snarling form. 

Father does not manage any more separation from the wolf, and the next bite is undoubtedly the one that kills him: the wolf goes right for the neck, letting out a ferociously triumphant yelp when it connects. The sound of ripping flesh makes Draco’s stomach turn over, and he wants to leave, wants to blind himself, wants to be away from this and never see it again—he thought Harry could do that—

Distantly, beyond the sounds of Father’s last breaths and the panting of the wolf, Draco hears his name being called in desperate, pleading tones. And then he registers that he’s being held and gently shook, and the pleading is right at his ear, choked and terrified, and it finally, finally forces him to open his eyes.

“Ha—” he starts, and then clamps his mouth shut because he thinks he’s going to vomit. 

He leans back against Harry’s chest, dimly registering his relieved gasps and coaxing entreaties: “Draco, thank god, you’ve got to wake up, please wake up—” 

“I’m—” Draco tries again, and he shakes his head. He holds his arms out thoughtlessly and somehow the cottage knows, sending the rubbish bin from the bathroom straight into his arms. 

He sicks up rather spectacularly, making Harry babble in a bit of a panic the longer it goes on. “Are you okay? I’m sorry! I know you can’t answer me right now, just—what do I do? What do you need? Oh but I’m rubbish at this, why didn’t you tell me how to help you before? Are there potions? Can you point to them?”

“Harry,” Draco finally gets out when he’s vomited up virtually everything that’s ever been in his stomach. “Shut up, please. Just for a minute.”

“I’m sorry!” Harry wails. He’s kept his hold on Draco, supporting him easily when he collapses back into his arms, waving away what Draco had just deposited into the bin with a careless flick of his hand but keeping the bin nearby just in case. He holds Draco, and Draco holds the bin, until he thinks his stomach has settled enough to set it down and then brings a hand up to wipe at his mouth.

“Urgh,” he says when he realizes how much blood has dripped from his nose; it’s been a gusher this time. Harry’s immediately there with a handkerchief, holding it to Draco’s nose gently and Vanishing the mess with another hand flick, leaning around to watch Draco carefully. 

Draco finally manages to meet his eyes, blinking past the bright spots in his vision. “Sorry,” he croaks, muffled through the handkerchief. 

Something like real anger flashes across Harry’s face, and he clenches his jaw. “Don’t say that,” Harry says, eyes absolutely burning. “You have nothing to apologize for, not a thing. Please don’t think this is your fault.”

That’s a little much, and Draco rolls his eyes, but apparently Harry’s not done. “I’m the one who’s sorry,” he says, looking positively rueful. “I couldn’t wake you up. You—you were screaming and I couldn’t—I kept telling you it was okay but you couldn’t hear me—”

“That’s not your fault,” Draco says, gathering himself a little, feeling more like he’s here, in bed with Harry, and not out in the clearing. He shudders, considering the fact that he could look out his back window and see the clearing, and shakes his head.

Harry’s arms tighten around him. “That was a really, really bad one, Draco.”

Draco huffs out a sad laugh. “Yeah, I know. It’s all right, though. You got me out of it.” 

“I thought you weren’t going to wake up. I thought—” He breaks off, resting his forehead against Draco’s neck and taking deep, steadying breaths.

“I’m fine now,” Draco says. “I’m sorry I scared you.”

“Stop apologizing—”

“I’m just being considerate!” Draco slides down a bit in Harry’s hold, letting his head loll back to rest on Harry’s shoulder. He looks up into his frightened face, reaching up to stroke his fingers lightly through his beard, cupping his cheek. “Hi. I really am all right. I promise.” 

“The way you were screaming was just—and it kept going.” 

“Shh. It’s all right.”

Harry shakes his head, looking slightly furious again. “You shouldn’t be the one comforting me. Merlin, I’m useless at this.” When Draco opens his mouth to argue and add more reassurances, Harry rushes to talk over him. “You have to let me protect you.”

Draco blinks up at him. “Protect me from what?”

“Draco. From—come on! I heard you!” 

“You can’t protect me from my—my nightmares,” Draco says, his voice dulling slightly. He’d wanted to say visions, wants so badly to spill the whole thing between them: here, in bed with Harry, in Harry’s arms, curled into every part of his body that he can reach. 

He wants to tell Harry the truth, which is: no one can protect Draco from Fate. Fate will do what it wants to him, will force him to See and then live griefs upon top of griefs, and force him to do it alone. Draco cannot outrun it, cannot stop Seeing it, and no matter what he does or where he goes, this will always follow him. 

It’s a hopeless, desolate conclusion, and he thinks some of the devastation he’s feeling from it shows across his face. Harry watches him carefully, sees the moment when he crumples a bit, and squeezes him tight. “Shh,” he says when Draco starts to cry rather abruptly, burying his face in Harry’s neck. He rubs Draco’s back firmly, his hand flat and warm and careful. “It’s okay, darling. I’m so sorry. It’s okay.”

Draco huffs a choked laugh out at the endearment and makes a note to yell at Harry about it later. 

For now, Draco cries for a while, his mind whirling wildly from sadness to anger to grief and everything in between. His Occlumency shields are down, and though that causes a flicker of worry, he doesn’t work to get them up again yet, giving in at least in this moment to the furious rush of his own thoughts until he feels weak and choked with them. 

An old fear, one he’s been running from his entire life, stirs up in him—a fear of madness, of breaking under all of this. That without his shields and his control his mind will just spin off like so many Seers before him and he’ll become a babbling Cassandra, always correct, never believed. He doesn’t want to be a prisoner of the future. 

That fear forces Draco to push his head above the torrent, to take deep, sucking breaths and focus on Harry’s soothing words, the kisses he presses into his hair. Eventually it’s enough of a focal point to fix his mind to, and he feels stable enough to start Occluding again, sniffling wetly and getting the crying under control as a last step. Harry continues rubbing his back, humming nonsense into his ear, until Draco finally nods and pulls away slightly.

Harry is right there with the handkerchief again, cleaning off Draco’s face, watching him with true, honest care in his gaze. This was the first thing about him that Draco had been attracted to: just how real it is, how honest Harry is in caring and worrying for him, even when he still didn’t like Draco personally. It’s an incredibly attractive quality and makes Harry beautiful to him, joining up with his clear, soft eyes and their vibrant color and the safety and warmth of his body against his. 

“Not bad, Potter,” Draco says in his broken-up voice, making Harry wince. “Thank you.”

Harry looks momentarily horrified. “Don’t thank me, I didn’t do anything—I can’t do anything, you’re right.” He swallows once, looking away for a moment, his eyes going distant. “I’m sorry I can’t protect you from your nightmares, from—from what you’ve been through.” And then his eyes go bright and fierce, flashing in the light from the waxing moon streaming in through the window. Beautiful. “But I promise to protect you from anything else. From—I promise to never—I won’t let you be hurt again, ever.”

It’s such a ridiculous, outlandish statement, never mind that it doesn’t solve for what Draco is suffering. But it’s—nice. It’s impossible and absurd, but the way Harry seems to genuinely mean it makes Draco feel warm from the inside out, pulsing with something it’s much too soon to call love but might portend it. 

“Thank you,” Draco whispers instead of teasing Harry, telling him he’s ridiculous, even though he absolutely is. He folds himself further into Harry’s hold, now wrapping his own arms around him, listening to the way Harry’s breath hitches against him.

“Please don’t thank me,” Harry repeats in a returned whisper, tucking Draco impossibly tighter against him. His arms are warm and strong and Draco doesn’t want to leave them.

  



5. Chapter 5


    
    The next days are tentative, hesitant. They face the days and nights together as if in fear of everything but each other. Harry’s walks around the wards are longer, and when the sun goes down Draco finds him checking the doors and windows, as if preparing an additional line of defense. 

He no longer asks who Harry expects to find them out here and attack them, because Harry never gives him a direct answer, just a wounded sort of frown and another promise that he’s safe. Draco knows he’s safe here, as safe as he can be with the clearing from his vision outside of his window, passing the view of it. The clearing is proof that he can never outrun fate, can never hide from it; it has followed him here. 

But he humors Harry, and lets him check the wards to his heart’s content. The clearing is outside the wards, so it doesn’t really matter; nothing will stop what’s going to happen. At night, he looks at the still waxing moon and wonders if it will be this full moon, just two nights away. He wonders what Harry will do if he’s still here when it happens, wonders if he’s the reason Draco can’t intervene when the wolf attacks. 

Draco moves around in a kind of anticipatory shock, and he knows Harry’s worried. He tries to get Draco to talk to him again, this time bumping up against the border of forcing him, and Draco responds in snaps and snarls until, for the first time since they’d started having sex, they spend a night apart in separate rooms. 

He doesn’t have a vision, but he still wakes up and goes to the half-painted wall, sitting in front of it for a while. He’s not totally surprised when Harry finds him there—Harry couldn’t let things lie after fights even when they still didn’t like each other, and Draco feels his chest clench with affection at Harry’s unsure, worried gaze. He also looks rather rundown, like he’s not slept at all; his eyes have dark circles beneath them, and his lips look chapped and worn from being bitten. 

Guilt floods him for a moment, and he is again struck by a panicked, desperate urge to tell Harry everything, so at least he can understand what’s coming, even if it won’t affect him the same way.

Draco pats the spot next to him on the rug and nods. Instead of sitting next to him as directed, though, Harry sits behind Draco, legs folded under him, wrapping his arms around his chest and holding him tight. “I’m sorry,” he rumbles quietly, and Draco shakes his head.

“Don’t. I know you’re just worried.”

“It’s not just you, it’s—yeah,” Harry says vaguely, breaking off and dropping his forehead to the crown of Draco’s head. 

“Eloquent.”

“Because you’re so forthcoming.” But he squeezes Draco in apology, and Draco doesn’t have it in him to snap back; he lets himself be squeezed and continues gazing at all the stars on the wall. 

They both peer at the wall for a while. Draco’s eyes trace over the constellations he’d painted for his parents, drawn as always to his father’s, and after a while of silence he hears Harry give a soft hum and speak into the side of his face.

“Was Sirius already on here, or did you add him?”

“No one from my mother’s generation was here when I arrived. So I added him, and my parents, and the Tonks line.” He shrugs as Harry squeezes him again. “I added me, too. And—I’m sorry for stopping you from adding yourself. I was incredibly unkind to you.”

It’s Harry’s turn to shrug. “It’s all right. I’m not a Black, anyway. I don’t belong on here.” 

Draco’s heart dips with sadness at the wistfulness in Harry’s voice, the bare melancholy. “Sirius would have wanted you on there, if he made you his heir. Let me—” He moves to break Harry’s hold and startles when he can’t, Harry clamping down on him firmly, nearly painfully.

There’s a suspended moment that is about to turn awkward before Harry releases him, stuttering out, “I’m—sorry, I didn’t mean to—”

“It’s all right,” Draco says faintly, trying to calm his suddenly fast-beating heart. He turns around to look at Harry and is somewhat relieved to see him looking horrified, his eyes wide and startled. 

“No, I didn’t mean—I’m so sorry, Draco. I just—I meant to say you don’t have to, it’s all right, and I—” He breaks off, looking down at his own arms like they’ve betrayed him. 

Draco huffs and just leans back into him, fitting said arms around him once more. “I said it’s all right. I’ve been letting you use me like a teddy for days now; I’m not surprised you’ve gone possessive.” 

“I’m not—it’s not that.” Harry shakes his head. “I just wanted to hold you a little longer,” he whispers, and Draco strokes over his strong forearms, nodding against his hold. 

“You can hold me however long you want, Harry. I don’t mind.” Draco finds he truly doesn’t, outside of that first, startled moment when he realized he actually couldn’t break free without real force. Pushing aside any lingering discomfort from that, he hesitates only a moment before admitting, “I like being yours.”

Harry sucks in a full, deep breath. “Yeah?”

Draco nods again. “Yes. You make me feel safe.” 

There’s no answer to that; Harry just dips his head again and buries his face in Draco’s neck. His breath ghosts over the nearly healed bite mark he’d left there, and then his lips press in the same spot, soft and imploring. Draco just bares more of his neck to kiss, closing his eyes at the now familiar feeling of Harry’s perfect mouth on him.

When Harry pulls back to rest his chin on Draco’s shoulder, Draco gives his arms another stroke and says, “Let me put you on the wall, under Canis Major. A pot, for a Potter, or—”

“Not yet,” Harry breaks in, shaking his head minutely. He sounds upset enough that Draco turns to look back at him, expecting to see Harry staring at Sirius’ star on the wall; but he’s gazing only at Draco, eyes round and as imploring as his kisses. “Just—wait. I’m not ready yet.”

Draco wants to argue, wants to press on that. But Harry kisses him before he can, and he’ll never cut that short or head it off. The kiss is as deep as it is lingering, consuming, and before long Draco is twisting in Harry’s hold to angle himself better, pushing into it. 

They wind up with Harry on his back on the floor, the firelight flickering over him on one side, the soft glow of the half-painted wall on his other, and the thick curtain of moonlight falling over everything, blanketing the room. Draco gets to look his fill of Harry as he straddles him, to thumb at the worrying but impossibly soft darkened skin beneath his eyes, to cup his bearded jawline in both hands and lean over him to kiss again and again. 

“Are you mine too?” he whispers against Harry’s mouth, something fierce and burning alighting in him at the thought. He leans up to rove his gaze across Harry again, drinking him up greedily, grateful as he ever is to be able to experience the present like this.

Harry is looking up at him with something like awe on his face, and Draco can only imagine his view; he is backlit by the moonlight. He says, “Yes, yours,” in a breathless, disbelieving gasp, and Draco smiles and presses down against him. 

It’s no fuss at all to get them both naked and ready; they’ve fucked on the floor downstairs so many times that it’s nearly as familiar as fucking in their beds. Soon the fire and their movements together have worked sweat across both their bodies. Harry, like a living hearth, heats Draco up from within once Draco works himself down on Harry’s cock, throwing his head back and relishing the warmth and heat.

Harry rakes his hands across Draco’s ribs, down his hips, leaving red, angry marks behind across sweat and skin. He lets Draco set the pace for a while, but as they get closer he flips them without warning and fucks Draco into the floor, biting that same spot on his neck with a snarled out, “Mine.” The angle changes, Harry pressing into Draco’s prostate on nearly every thrust. Draco shouts out in response, in agreement, and comes so hard that he all can see is moonlight flashing across his vision for a moment. 

As Draco starts to shudder beneath him, Harry pulls out neatly and lifts Draco’s hips off the floor, nearly bending him in half. He comes with his face between Draco’s thighs again, his tongue sloppy and eager at his hole, eating himself out of Draco with an abandon and ferocity that has Draco’s cock twitching again.

And then Harry scoops him up from the floor and carries him to his own bed, where they sleep late into the next morning. The sun is well-risen and bouncing off the heavy white snow when they wake, and everything is bright and sharp in the light; Harry’s eyes are drawn over and over to the bite mark on Draco’s neck, hard enough to nearly break skin and deeply bruised, and it becomes apparent sometime later in the day that he’s gotten in his own head about it again.

“It’s all right,” Draco says when Harry checks on it for the umpteenth time when they’re sitting in the kitchen on the same side of the table, his eyes darkened with guilt. “You made me come biting me like that, Harry; please believe me when I say I have no complaints.”

“It’s just—you’re sure I didn’t draw any blood?” Harry asks, thumbing over the mark carefully and making Draco shudder.

“I’m very sure,” he answers, and then adds, “And I wouldn’t mind if you broke the skin. If you went too far, I’d say—”

“No,” Harry says. His voice sounds so short and dark, with a clear urgency that makes Draco’s eyebrows shoot up in surprise.

“No?”

“Absolutely not, I’d never—I can’t—” Harry breaks off, face twisting in pain. “Look. There’s something you should know.”

Now Draco’s brow furrows. “What do you mean?”

“I mean—it’s something I should’ve told you already. I just didn’t want to—I don’t want you to—” He gestures between them, looking frustrated. 

Draco is about to prompt him for more, unbearably curious—what more could there be beyond what led to Harry’s departure from the Aurors?—but he’s cut off by the sensation of something attempting to cross the wards. 

Harry is up like a shot, eyes widening and then hardening in the same minute. His wand flies into his hand from somewhere else in the cottage; they’ve both gotten so lax about it, casting wandlessly and relying almost solely on the cottage magic that it feels like an invasive interruption from the outside world to see the wand again. 

“Relax,” Draco says, standing up too. “It’s probably Ceridwen.”

“Is it a festival?” Harry asks roughly, and Draco shakes his head. 

“No, but that doesn’t mean Sybill won’t have sent me something for no reason. She does that sometimes.”

“Stay here, and I’ll make sure,” Harry says. Draco rolls his eyes, already losing his patience with this tired argument.

“There’s no reason for me to sit back while you run off to assess what is certainly a non-danger. I won’t have this fight with you again.”

Harry doesn’t look happy, his face dark and his jaw clenched hard. He opens his mouth and it’s definitely to keep arguing, but he visibly screws himself up and spits out, “Fine. But you’ll stay behind me the whole time and listen to me if it’s someone attacking us.”

“Sure,” Draco says, having absolutely no intention of following that direction. Harry’s face goes sour, like he knows that, but he dutifully puts on his winter things and stomps outside with Draco behind him, his wand held out in front of both of them, staring ahead at where the wards end.

Draco doesn’t bother with that, looking up at the sky instead, and he lets out a triumphant, misty breath in the cold. “See?” he says, pointing up at Ceridwen’s dark form, loosening the wards for her in the same movement. She swoops down at him with a happy caw, landing in her usual spot on his shoulder and tucking into his neck. “It’s just Sybill, no one’s attacking us. Everything’s fine, Harry.”

Ignoring Harry’s grumbling, they both tromp back towards the cottage, but Draco freezes when he gets a good luck at Ceridwen’s claw and realizes she’s not carrying her usual message bottle. Instead, she has an envelope gripped in one foot, still stuck out as she perches, with a very recognizable dark green wax seal, and nothing else. 

“What is it?” Harry asks when Draco stops. He peers over and his eyes widen at the sight of the envelope and the unmistakable, distinct M on the seal. “Oh. It’s not from Trelawney?” 

“No,” Draco says. He has a very, very bad feeling in his stomach, a sense of foreboding that usually accompanies a vision, or a vision about to play out in the present. 

Harry’s eyes narrow, now. “Why is—I thought she belonged to Trelawney?”

Draco ignores him for now, plucking the envelope from her and staring at it for a moment. He stays still until he notices the envelope is shaking in his grip, and then he grits his teeth together and starts stomping towards the front door again. “Come on. I’m not doing this out in the cold.” 

He doesn’t want to do this at all, and certainly not in front of Harry. But when he strips his outer clothes and starts to make for the study, Harry just follows him, giving him a very unimpressed look when Draco says, “I’d like some privacy with this, actually.”

“I’m not going to read it unless you want me to,” Harry says, his voice carefully level, much too innocent. Draco grits his teeth again and tries not to bare them at him. 

“You’re just going to watch me, then?”

“Yeah, I think I am,” Harry says. There’s something a bit dangerous in his tone, on edge; he’s glaring at the envelope as if he thinks he can set it on fire with the force of his gaze. 

Draco shakes his head but drops the argument, too anxious to start a whole thing with him. He says, “Fine, then,” and cracks the wax seal in half right there in the front hall, tearing the envelope open and pulling the letter out from within.

It’s a bit longer than Father’s recent missives have been, but absolutely devastating—as all Father’s missives have been.


  
    Draco—
  

  
    Your mentor’s crow is easily bribed, as is your mentor. I invited her to my supper club to read palms for some of my associates, which she enjoyed immensely. I offered her tea, and it was brewed as such that it made her rather more forthcoming than she usually is.
  



  


“Fucking hell, Dad,” Draco says lowly, aghast. He’d dosed Sybill with Veritaserum and stolen her pet crow.


  
    Even at her most honest, your mentor is hard to understand, but I learned enough. I know about your affliction, and I believe I know what has caused it. You have been exposed to a Tiresias Stone. You may not have come across it in your reading, but I have; the Stone blinds your Inner Eye to all but the worst of outcomes, the direst of futures for everyone you meet.
  



  


Draco sucks in a shocked breath, his eyes going wide as he reads the truth and the cause of the death visions laid out so plainly, his father’s words stark and simple this time. There’s something twinging at the back of his brain, a memory he’d dismissed at the time niggling back at him now, but he reads the rest of the letter before he can quite draw it out completely.


  
    If you had come to me about this weeks ago, I could have told you about the Stone, and we could have searched for a solution together. We could have found who exposed you to the Stone and made them pay for it. As it is now, I am looking into the Stone myself, but I expect you to report back to the Manor immediately to pool our resources. We will fix this together, as we always should have done.
  

  
    Draco, I do not know what death you Saw for me. I do not want to know. All I want to know is that whenever I leave this world, I leave you safe and healthy within it. 
  

  
    Come home, now. Do not delay.

—Father 
  



  


Draco drops his arms, still holding the letter loosely in his hand. He lets out a slightly hysterical laugh and is quickly reminded of Harry’s presence when he says, “Are you all right? What’s happened?”

When Draco can’t quite form words, just shaking his head in disbelief, Harry presses more. “It was from him, wasn’t it? Your father? What’s he doing with Trelawney’s crow?” 

He sounds gravely worried, and Draco doesn’t blame him, exactly; he kind of has a point. Sybill had been drugged and is probably out of her mind with worry for Ceridwen. Though he understands why Father had gone to such extremes—and this is actually rather mild for him—it’s still incredibly wrong and unlikely to win him any points with a do-gooder like Harry. 

He’ll have to write to Sybill immediately and send Ceridwen back; maybe he can send her something new in apology. After all, she’s sent him so many—

And Draco freezes, his mind finally sketching out the full memory of what he’d dismissed earlier: the memory of Mabon and the package Sybill had sent in celebration, the one that included a milky, cloudy crystal that shot light at him. A Tiresias Stone. 

“Draco?” Harry says persistently, as Draco’s blood rushes through him, heating his face furiously. “Hey, you need to talk to me. Has Lucius done something to Trelawney?”

“Nothing she doesn’t deserve,” Draco spits out, surprising even himself with his anger. Harry is certainly shocked, looking genuinely thrown by Draco’s tone, then immensely worried.

“What did he do?” Harry asks. “Is she in danger?”

“Yes,” Draco says savagely, crumpling the letter up in his hand. He went to her, he asked her for her help, and she’d pretended she’d known nothing; no, she pretended it was a good thing, that this was about his power. He’d trusted her, dismissed her little gifts and odd eccentricities—he’d had affection for them, even. And all this time, he’d trusted the wrong mentor. 

A pitiful sadness has taken up residence in his chest, dark and betrayed, not quite snuffed out by all the anger. He throws the letter his father sent him up in the air and incinerates it with a snap of his fingers, making Harry cry out.

“What are you—don’t! That could be evidence!”

“Right, that’s why I got rid of it,” Draco says, rolling his eyes. He has absolutely no patience for Harry’s Auror theatrics right now. “I have to go.” 

He Summons his own wand, humiliatingly all the way from upstairs, and starts gathering up his outer clothes once more. Harry says, “What? No! Where are you going?” 

Harry might not be an Auror anymore, but that doesn’t mean Draco should really say, “To Hogwarts to destroy Sybill Trelawney,” in front of him. Instead he says, “I have to go take care of something,” and starts fastening up his cloak, cursing as his trembling fingers fumble with the clasp. Ceridwen flies away with an annoyed squawk, circling his head a moment before flapping into the kitchen.

A frustrated, angry sound escapes Harry, and he says, “You’re going back to Malfoy Manor, aren’t you? To your father?”

Draco pauses. It might be better for Harry to think that, really. And he should go to the Manor at some point—once Sybill tells him how to reverse the effects of the stone, he’ll have to go to the Manor to fill his father in before he does anything more drastic. And then—well, he doesn’t know what happens then, exactly. He never speaks to Sybill again, certainly. He goes back to his real life, perhaps. He’s not sure why that doesn’t fill him with the same excited, satisfied pleasure as it had before.

And then he meets Harry’s burning eyes and has an inkling of why. 

“It doesn’t matter,” Draco says, shaking his head and finally getting his cloak secure. “I just need to—I can explain things after, but right now—”

“No,” Harry says harshly, and Draco stares at him.

“What do you mean, no?”

“I mean—no. Don’t go back to the Manor, please.”

“Harry,” Draco says, letting a certain amount of danger slip into his voice. “I will go wherever I please. The Manor is my home; we’ve been over this. You do not get to tell me where I’m allowed to go.”

“I’m not saying you can’t, I’m just saying—look, I understand you care about your father, but I thought you—you’re better than this, now. Whatever he’s done to Trelawney, we can figure it out together if you’d just—”

“Did you not hear me? Trelawney deserves what she gets, and he didn’t even—”

“I thought you cared about her, I thought—your father is not a good person, Draco, and maybe you think he won’t hurt you again but—” 

“Shut up about my father,” Draco snaps, so harshly it catches Harry off-guard.

Harry’s eyes flash, and his jaw sets. “I’ll say what I want about him. I can’t believe you still need to hear it after everything he’s done, but I guess you haven’t changed as much as I thought you did.”

Anger courses through him, the instinctive response to hurt that Draco has certainly never managed to curb. Right now, he doesn’t want to. “Oh fuck you, Potter. Did you think your Chosen cock turned me into a new person? You don’t know me or how I’ve changed, so you’d better shut your mouth about things you don’t understand. And you know nothing about my father.”

“I know he’s a monster,” Harry says, voice dripping with spite and hatred. 

And before he can stop it, to think and consider the way he really tries to these days, Draco snarls, “I suppose you’d know best.” 

It lands on Harry’s face like an actual slap. His expression crumples with hurt, twisting miserably, and by the time he’s taking a shuddering breath, Draco already regrets it.

“Harry—”

But he stops because Harry raises his wand. 

It’s pure instinct to raise his own, but he’s not fast enough. Harry casts as he intones, “Accio Pollux key,” and said key flies out of Draco’s pocket to land in Harry’s outstretched hand.

Draco watches, mostly in shock, as Harry pulls a long golden chain out from under his clothes and fastens the Pollux key to it, letting it rest alongside the Castor key against Harry’s chest.

“Don’t go,” Harry says, voice breaking a little, honestly pleading. He looks heartbroken, shaking his head. “I know I can’t—I know I don’t have a leg to stand on, after what I’ve done.”

“Harry, wait—”

“You have no reason to trust me,” Harry continues. “You’re right, for all that we’ve—we don’t know each other, do we? Because we’re not the kids we were but we’re not—I get it. I do. But what I do know is—I can’t stand to see you hurt. I can’t bear it. And if you leave, if you go back to your father and whatever he’s mixed up in, I know you won’t be safe. So—so if you won’t stay for me, because I’m asking you, then—stay because you know you’ll never be able to come back.”

Harry tightens one hand around both of the keys, and holds his wand aloft with the other. Anger rushes up in Draco again at the sight, and he puts as much power as he possibly can in his own accio, only to curse inwardly as Harry blocks it casually. 

“You’re not getting it back,” Harry says, and Draco musters up every bit of remembered hatred—he has a very good memory—and infuses his glare with all of it he can. 

“You will give it back to me at once, or—”

“You’ll have to duel me for it, and I can’t let you win,” Harry says. Draco wishes he would yell, taunt him, let out all the anger he can see brewing behind his eyes. He’s disgusted by Draco, disappointed in him, and this is exactly why he’d never told Harry anything about his father. It’s not as satisfying being right as he’d thought it would be, but he’s still grateful—Harry would have so much more to be disappointed in if he knew why Draco was really here, what he’d allowed Sybill to do to him, what he knows is going to happen to Father.

“This is my family’s—”

“And you’ll give it all up if you leave,” Harry tells him. He gives a weak imitation of a shrug, lifting his chin stubbornly. “All the stars on the wall, all the magic here, and m—” He cuts himself off at that, shaking his head, before continuing after a breath. “You’ll be locked out forever if you leave now. Don’t go, Draco.”

“Give it back,” Draco yells, and without really thinking about it he launches himself at Harry, grabbing for the chain. Harry gets his hands up in time, mostly managing to fend him off as Draco takes a real swing at him, glancing off only the corner of his chin. 

“Stop, stop it—I don’t want to fight you!” Harry shouts as Draco crashes him backwards, putting all his weight into making Harry fall over. He doesn’t quite manage it, the size disparity suddenly apparent, and soon Harry’s arms are around him in a twisted parody of how often he’s held him close these past days, gentling and soothing. 

Draco keeps trying to swing his arms out, crying out in frustration as he can’t break Harry’s hold. In desperation, he brings his knee up into Harry’s gut and takes advantage of all the breath going out of him to finally flail free, making another grab for the chain. 

Harry just barely recovers in time, shoving Draco away, hard. Draco loses his footing and stumbles back into the wall, knocking his head against it with a concerningly loud thud and tasting blood in his mouth for a moment when he bites his tongue. 

“Ow,” he says as he drops to the floor against the wall, arms held reflexively out in front of him, feeling foolish about it. His vision swims for a minute, pain radiating through his skull.

Though he’s still clutching the keys, Harry looks utterly horrified. “Draco,” he breathes out. “Are you okay? I didn’t—”

“Give me the key back,” Draco spits out, dragging himself to his feet and feeling at the back of his head. His fingers come back red, and Harry lets out a pained exhalation, another, “I didn’t mean to—”

“Oh you never mean to, do you? Just like you didn’t know what the spell did, right?”

Harry shuts up, face pale. For a moment, he looks like he’s going to be sick, but he’s still holding the keys tightly. 

“Give it back,” Draco says quietly, clenching his fists at his sides. 

Harry is quiet for a very long moment. And then he croaks out, “No.”

“Then stay the fuck away from me while I pack up my things,” Draco snarls back, and he shoves past Harry to stomp up the stairs. 

He really does pack once he’s upstairs. First his own bedroom, jerking his wand around in angry, fussy movements, forcing his clothes into his open luggage. He fumes as his leggings fold themselves, shreds his lilac polo when it hovers too long over the case, and has basically everything packed in a few moments. The cottage doesn’t seem inclined to help him right now, but that’s okay; Draco has his own magic.

Draco moves onto the makeshift lab, taking much more time and care in packing up in here. It’s grounding, a bit, in a way he doesn’t really want; the more attention and focus he has to expend on packing up volatile potions ingredients, the less he can hold onto the swell of fiery anger driving him here, and the more time he has to think.

By the time Draco moves into the study and starts gathering books up, he knows he’s thinking too much. He’s angry—so fucking angry, at Harry, at Sybill, at his father for being right—since when is his father ever right about anything? It all seems incredibly unfair, infuriatingly so, and he does not really get any less angry over the course of packing up his books.

But he does think a lot. He turns to the half-painted wall and it swims before him, suddenly too bright. Draco’s eyes tear up and he covers them with his hands, now really feeling the pain throbbing through his head, the nausea churning his stomach. He sits down, which is a mistake because as soon as he does, he feels like he never wants to get up again. 

And Draco thinks about leaving the cottage forever. The packing dies down, books and parchment in irregular piles around him. It’s not just the half-painted wall he can’t leave behind—he always has the stars with him; that’s part of carrying your family legacy. It’s not even the cottage itself, or its magic; Draco has magic. He has other places to escape to, places he could make Unplottable if he needed to, places where he could shut out the entire world. Everything he’s packed, everything he’s brought here, every possession he has in this cottage is replaceable.

But if he leaves, he’ll lose Harry. Harry had very nearly said so downstairs, and he’s holding the cottage hostage because he thinks that’s what Draco values most in this. Yes, it would hurt to leave it, to lose it forever—Draco doesn’t know if he’ll ever be able to face his mother again if he does—but the thought of losing Harry feels unthinkable. 

He’s still angry, so fucking angry he’s burning with it. But the longer Draco sits, and thinks, and keeps his eyes closed until he doesn’t feel like the room is spinning anymore, the less certain he is that he can leave Harry behind. 

It’s horrible, really; he’d already accepted, from the very beginning, that he and Harry have no future. Never mind that Harry’s future remains utterly opaque to him, it’s simply common sense. They have no connection to each other out in the real world, and he knows now what Harry truly thinks of him and his father, knows it would never actually work. 

And yet—the thought of just giving it up right now, on such a sour, unfortunate note, makes Draco feel a little sick. He can’t leave like this, can’t leave with Harry thinking so poorly of him. He’d been angry downstairs—he is still angry—but it doesn’t feel like this is over. It doesn’t feel close to over.

It’s evening by the time Draco comes to accept the fact that he’s not leaving, at least not right now. The sun sets, lighting the snow up with gold, and Draco watches it rather helplessly. He watches the moon rise, full and lingering: tonight is February’s Snow Moon, Draco remembers faintly, and it looks like it belongs here, a bowl of snow poured out over the world. 

He looks out the window at the clearing in the distance, swallowing hard, and knows then that he won’t leave. He can’t change the future, and there exists an inevitable future under an inevitable full moon that will play out in that clearing. Draco can’t leave, because if he can’t come back, the future won’t happen. 

Resigned to that, and to talking to Harry and finally offering up as much of an explanation as he possibly can, Draco gets up slowly and heads downstairs. He grips the banister against a rush of vertigo and abruptly remembers his head, which has crusted blood in his hair and down the back of his collar. 

Recalling Harry’s look of horror when he’d seen the blood, Draco sighs and takes time to wash his hair up, take off his cloak, and change into new robes, cringing at the tattered remains of the polo he’d left on the bedroom floor.  

He resumes his journey downstairs, listening for Harry and Ceridwen both, stomach sinking when he doesn’t hear either of them. It sinks further when he steps into an empty kitchen and finds nothing but a hastily scrawled note on the table.


  
    Draco,
  

  
    I’ve sent Ceridwen back to Trelawney with a note asking her to tell me if she’s okay or not. If I don’t hear back from her by tomorrow, I’m going to Hogwarts.
  

  
    I’m so sorry for hurting you; you have no idea how sick I am over it, but I swear I didn’t mean to. I hope you’ll stay anyway. I’ll keep away from you, I promise. I just can’t bear the thought of you going back there. 
  

  
    You’ve never talked to me about your nightmares, and I’ve never wanted to make you. Hearing them was bad enough. I know that whatever Lucius did to you, whatever drove you here, must have been truly horrible. I don’t think I’ll ever get your screams out of my head. 
  

  
    I can’t let you go back. He doesn’t deserve your loyalty, and he doesn’t deserve mercy. Please understand, Draco.
  

  
    Harry
  



  


For the second time that day, Draco feels shock wash over him as he finishes reading. He nearly drops the note as realization follows, a clarity he usually only achieves through prophetic vision.

He thinks of what his father’s death vision must sound like to someone not experiencing it: Draco, screaming, pleading, trying to break free and save his father—calling out for him. But Harry has only heard the screaming, only heard the call; he couldn’t know that Draco’s screams were for his father and not because of him. 

Everything Harry has said all this time makes so much more sense now. He must have decided Draco was running from his father after that very first vision. Draco thought Harry had just been drawing grim conclusions from all the other horrible things his father had actually done. Instead, he had concluded he’d—hurt Draco. Tortured him, maybe, until Draco had escaped to the cottage.

And Draco had let him. He’d refused Harry’s touch over and over in the beginning—god, what he must have thought that meant—flinching and yelling and acting every bit the traumatized victim. He’d humored Harry’s protective streak even when he didn’t understand it. He recalls Harry offering him other places to live with a fast-dawning horror; by Merlin, Harry had been ready to marry him to get him away from Lucius Malfoy.

Draco is an idiot. He feels the truth of this so abruptly and clearly that he has to take a seat for a moment. His head is still throbbing, his vision swimming dangerously, and though he manages to keep his churning stomach under control, it’s a close thing. He says, “Harry,” out loud, a little breathless, a lot desperate, and then rereads the last line of the letter.

Louder now, Draco says, “Harry?” and stands up from the table. He walks through the first floor of the cottage, calling out for Harry with increasing alarm and desperation.

It becomes clear after some short, tense moments that Harry’s not in the cottage. Swallowing hard, Draco thinks he knows where he’s gone—if Harry’s waiting until tomorrow to go to Hogwarts to see to Trelawney, it must be because he’s going somewhere else first. Somewhere like Malfoy Manor. 

Draco drops the letter on the table and raises his wand. He’s thankful he kept his boots on, at least, as he hurries towards the front door; he gives a fleeting thought to his cloak abandoned upstairs and the rest of his winter things, not to mention all the things he’ll lose if he leaves this cottage without the Pollux key and can’t get it back from Harry, but none of that matters enough to slow down as he bursts outside.

He heads around the back of the cottage, knowing that’s the closest path past the wards, mind whirling in desperation. He barely feels the cold for once, the snow more of a practical hindrance than a physical discomfort; he needs to move faster. 

Draco doesn’t even know how long Harry has been gone, and he and Father could be well into a duel right now, or worse—all because Draco couldn’t figure out what was right in front of him, what Harry hadn’t even concealed.

He keeps moving, ignoring the pain in his head and his racing heart. The clearing he’ll Apparate from isn’t very far at all but right now it feels like he’ll never reach it, and he’s worked himself into such a panic about it that it takes him a minute to hear his name being called. 

Freezing in the second instance of hearing it, Draco listens carefully. If his heart had been racing before, now it feels as if it’s stopped. Over the soft sounds of a winter night, the hush of trees bending into each other, Draco hears his name called again, and again, and then he hears the howling of a wolf. 

“No,” Draco whispers, mind whiting out in absolute terror, and he begins to run. 

It doesn’t feel as if he’s making more progress once he’s running, but the noises get closer. “Father!” he yells, because if Draco can hear him, maybe he can hear Draco. “Go back, don’t come near here, there’s a—”

An animal yelp and a human shout reach his ears then, cutting him off, and Draco shouts, “No!” and runs harder, nearly toppling over in the snow, finally reaching the property line. It’s positively humming with magic, impossible to miss, and as Father’s calls shift to the familiar calls of the vision—warnings, telling him to stay away, to get back, as the wolf descends upon him—Draco pushes past every bit of horror and panic tightening around his chest and making it difficult to breathe to push through the wards.

And Draco finds himself frozen.

It’s nearly impossible to realize what’s happened at first. The sensation is so like the feeling of the death vision that he’s sure he’s just having that again, struck with it as he’s been so many times before. He has the exact view of the clearing, and the same inability to move; his eyes are wide open but he can’t even blink, can’t close them. 

The very quiet but rational part of his brain remembers this sensation of that of being Petrified, and the incantation floats across his mind: Petrificus Totalus. And then it’s only a matter of understanding that Harry, when he’d left to presumably confront Father, had rigged the wards to trap Draco in them if he’d try to follow.

It’s devious and would nearly be impressive if Draco weren’t utterly consumed by terror and rage. And it’s almost a relief; it’s confirmation that what had kept him frozen in the vision wasn’t cowardice. It was Harry, and his protection. Still Draco’s fault for humoring him, encouraging him, but not quite the same as watching his father be brutally murdered because he’s too afraid to stop it.

The sounds from the forest draw nearer: his father’s cries, the wolf’s raging yelps, and the horrible thuds and tears as their bodies connect. Draco stands frozen in the wards, waiting for the inevitable, desperate to escape it but knowing, as he has for so long, that he can’t, that there’s nothing he can do. 

Father and the wolf emerge into the clearing, just as Draco’s Seen so many times before. Everything is the same: the blood on Father’s robes and on the snow, a clear bite on his shoulder and his arm hanging limply, wandless; the snowy moon overseeing all of it, tauntingly full and cold and devastating; and the wolf, enormous and dark against the snow, with those electric green eyes a few shades brighter than any human’s, brighter even than—

Draco sees something new, then. Something he’d never noticed with his mind’s eye, but which is clear and real in front of him now, undeniable. He sees a golden chain around the wolf’s neck with two keys at the end of it, and he has yet another realization, one that should have been very clear to him from the start of all this. 

“No,” Draco tries to yell, but he can’t; unlike in his vision, he can’t say anything. He tries to scream the way he does in his sleep, tries to howl Harry’s name, to tell him to stop, but he can’t, and the vision is just continuing in front of him. He is helpless, and it’s all entirely his fault—if he’d just told Harry the truth of why he’d come here, if he’d convinced him properly that his father hadn’t done anything to hurt him, if he’d pressed for more details and actually put together all the clear signs that Harry Potter is a fucking werewolf, all of this could have been stopped before it happened. 

Draco has never, ever been so furious at his own foresight. 

The truth of his failure overwhelms him in that moment. He thinks he can feel his mind breaking under it—his Occlumency shields go down, folding like a straw tower under the onslaught of how much he feels. It’s freeing, in a way; his magic seems like it’s going to explode out of him, riding the tumultuous maelstrom of grief and pain that’s finally being realized in this clearing. 

Harry’s trap is almost a relief again; for a moment, it quite literally feels like the only thing keeping Draco together, keeping him from flying apart in a million pieces of sheer despair and terror. It’s also a safeguard against failure. He can’t even try, and it feels like he’s been trying for so very, very long, and failing for just as long. There’s no risk of failure when he knows exactly how things are going to go, and knows there’s nothing he can do to stop it. 

And yet, for the first time since he’d known anything at all about the future, anything about how his visions show fixed certainties, Draco finds himself railing against that fact. It howls through his head unchecked, blasting past the shattered defenses of his mind. 

It occurs to him that he doesn’t know how to be alive without trying. That for all the fixed, certain failures of his life, all the death he’s Seen and known, he simply doesn’t know how to stop trying to fix things, to find another way. Draco has always known he can’t fight Fate, that he can’t change the future, but in this moment—in this living, moonlit present, the violent and bloody evidence of Fate’s preferences splashed out in front of him—he doesn’t think he believes that.

His magic agrees, even without him directing it; he can feel it fighting the wards for him before he even thinks of it. Draco does everything he can then to take a mental hold of it, directing all that he feels at once into it, deciding right then and there that if this is madness, if this is what tips his mind over into the abyss for good, he’ll accept that. He just has to try to stop this, no matter what’s obstructing him. Fate or Harry’s protection or even the limits of his own power are no excuse. He has to try. 

Remembering the cottage at his back, Draco draws on its power, too—the power of dozens of Blacks, the power of all the stars, and summons it as best he can until he feels like he could melt all the snow with it. He feels it chipping at the trap in the wards, too slowly for how Harry and his father are still wrestling each other, how there’s more blood on the snow with every passing second. 

After a few more precious seconds of painful magical build, as his own magic steadily overtakes Harry’s, Draco breaks through the trap with a wrenching mental cry that turns abruptly into an anguished physical shout. He shoves himself through the wards in a shimmery, shuddering burst of magic just as a very particular moment shifts from future to present—Harry and Father separate, leaving a bit of space between them.

Draco doesn’t hesitate, doesn’t think. He hurls himself into that space just as Harry launches forward to fill it, colliding with him heavily. He cries out as he feels the skin of his chest tear under Harry’s claws, but Harry’s snapping jaw suddenly recedes, leaving him still an impossibly heavy weight on top of him on the cold, snowy ground. And when Draco looks up into those unnaturally green eyes—Harry’s, but not quite, brightened too much by the moonlight that drives them—he sees, for barely a second, a flicker of recognition. A sniff, curious and deep, Harry’s cold nose pressed at his cheek.

It’s enough to tell him that Harry has some of his mind. He must have been taking Wolfsbane or some derivative all this time. All that means is that this is truly Draco’s fault; he’s attacking Father for him. 

As if to remind him, Father’s voice sounds from behind them in a gurgling, faint whimper, “Draco, no—”

Harry growls in response, moving off Draco to rear back as if to pounce again. Draco sits up, ignoring the burning, crushing pain in his chest, and shifts until he’s between them again: Father on his knees, clutching his ruined shoulder with his good hand, and Harry poised to attack once more. Draco knows from the vision that this time he’ll go for the neck, will kill him, and again feels nothing but the imperative need to try, rejecting that future as soundly as he possibly can. 

“No!” he yells, spreading his arms between them.

“Draco—run, you’re hurt—you mustn’t—” Every word sounds like it’s costing Father dearly and just makes Harry’s eyes flash with hatred, a burning poison in his gaze. His teeth are bared, showing fangs painted pink with blood, proving that even if Draco manages to save Father’s life, it will still be changed forever. 

“It’s all right,” Draco says, and with what feels like an impossible effort, he manages to climb to his feet. He grips his wand tight and stands as tall as he can to face Harry, whose wolf form is over waist-high even on all fours. “Harry, it’s all right. You don’t have to do this.”

Father tries to speak again and chokes on it, a horrible sound that sends alarm racing through Draco. But worse is the growl that Harry emits, the thud of his paws on the snow as he stamps it tightly in a coiled, anxious pace. “Please,” Draco says, voice breaking. “It’s all right. Just let me help him.” 

He takes a step back, towards his father, and Harry lets out a yelping whimper and lunges. He angles his body around Draco’s, clearly trying to avoid him, but Draco steps between them again and meets Harry’s flashing eyes as he stops short with another angry growl. 

“Stop,” Draco says, holding his hands up. “It’s all been a misunderstanding, Harry. My father’s never hurt me. Do you understand?” 

Harry tilts his head to this side, as if listening. But then he gives it a rough shake and bares his teeth again, looking around Draco. Draco realizes why when he hears his father clearly trying to get up behind him. “Father, no, just stay down!”

“I won’t—you’re—so much blood—” 

Draco looks down a moment, bemused, and realizes Father has a point; he has rather a lot of blood down his front, and he’s not quite sure how he’s still standing. But the moment’s distraction is long enough for Harry to try to lunge again, this time managing to get much too far around Draco with a snarling cry, jaw snapping again right at Father. 

“No, Harry—impedimenta!” 

The spell leaves Draco’s wand as panicked as he’d yelled it out; the magic feels staticky and rough as it connects with Harry and sends him sprawling across the clearing, knocking him into a tree with a horrific thud and whimper that nearly brings Draco back to his knees. 

Sending up pleas to the stars above that he’s okay, Draco turns towards Father quickly and casts as many diagnostic spells as he possibly can in the span of about 20 seconds, rattling them off as if he’s back at uni and practicing for the morning’s exam. He hasn’t actually used these spells much since his practicals; same for the desperate, terrified healing spells he sends after, knitting as much muscle and skin and tissue back together as he possibly can before he feels like he doesn’t have any breath left.

Father has gone terrifyingly quiet, like his last attempt to get up has drained him of all he’d had left. Only the faint but steady rise and fall of his chest keeps Draco from spinning out into total despair again. He is still pale, so much so he nearly blends in with the snow beneath him but for the places where blood is still soaked into his clothes and skin, and he’s fighting to stay conscious, no longer trying to speak at least but still trying to keep his eyes trained on Draco.

“Hold on,” Draco tells him softly, knowing he has only a moment or two to spare, and knowing he must spare them. He moves away from Father, ignoring the pained protesting noise he makes, and hurries as quickly as he can to Harry, still crumpled at the base of the tree in a black, wild mass of fur. 

More diagnostics tell Draco that Harry is merely a bit stunned; he’d bashed his shoulder up when he hit the tree, and there’s blood matted in his fur, but nothing as alarming as Father. He still lets out a rather pathetic whimper as Draco drops heavily next to him, and Draco can’t quite figure out why until he realizes Harry’s direct view is all the blood on Draco’s chest.

“It’s all right,” Draco says quickly, putting his hands on Harry’s back, stroking a hand through his warm, wild fur. “I’m fine, Harry. Everything’s fine. But I have to get my father to help.”

Harry’s answering sound is a yelped protest. He bares his teeth again, rather perfunctorily, because when he tries to rise from his position in the snow, his front paws give out on him. Draco casts pain relief spells without really thinking about it, knowing it’ll take more time and effort than he can expend right now to put a werewolf’s shoulder to rights; he’s far from a Magical Creatures specialist, and doesn’t want to mess anything up.

“Shh,” he says as soothingly as he can, wrapping his arms around Harry’s neck in a sad facsimile of a hug. “You’re all right, Harry, and so am I; I promise. And I’ll come back.” 

Another whine, high-pitched and upset, but Draco has to ignore it, reaching down to where he knows the telltale twin keys are dangling from Harry’s chain. He wrenches one off, not caring which one it is, and holds it up in his hand for Harry to see.

“Here, look. I promise I’ll be back.” 

Harry shakes his head as vigorously as he can in his pain relief haze. He nudges Draco’s chest with his nose and whines harder when it comes away still wet with blood.

“I know. I’ll take care of it. Just—wait here for me. I’ll be back.”

Draco stands up again, much too quickly; the clearing swims before his gaze, the snow suddenly too bright for him to stand. He squints against it and swallows down a cresting wave of nausea, and—still ignoring Harry’s unhappy, protesting whines broken up by the occasional growl—hurries back to Father, now unconscious on the snow.

He pockets the cottage Portkey as safely as he can and immediately grabs for Father’s non-wand hand, his left, feeling along his cold fingers until he finds the heavy, engraved bloodstone that makes up the top of the Malfoy signet ring. 

“It’s all right,” Draco repeats to his father this time. “Just hold on, Dad. We’re going home.”

And with a deep, icy breath that burns through his lungs as much as the pain of his injuries, Draco says, “Sanctimonia vincet semper,” and lets Malfoy family magic sweep them away.

  



6. Chapter 6


    
    When Draco was small, perhaps 7 or 8 years old, he decided to run away from home. He had a loud fight with his father—a rare one, but a true one, half a tantrum and half an insistent argument. Draco had had one of his first visions, and he had Seen himself receiving a bright blue soft toy in the shape of a dragon. His first visions were always simple like that, and a lot of them made him happy; this one was no exception. He was excited to have his dragon. He thought of names for him, scribbling them down as much as he could, showing his tutors and his mum.

He told Father about the vision, and the next day Father arrived home with a bulging bag that he only allowed Draco to rip into after dinner. It was a torturous wait, but at the end of the night Draco opened the bag and found a dark green soft toy in the shape of a dragon. 

“Oh,” he’d said. “Thank you, Father. Whose dragon is this?”

“It’s yours, of course,” Father said, looking puzzled. “You told me you Saw it.”

“Yes, but Samuel is a blue dragon.” Samuel was the name Draco had decided on during dinner, going back and forth in his mind as he ate every last piece of broccoli off his plate, as promised. 

Father waved dismissively. “Green is a better color. I think Samuel looks fine as a green dragon.”

“But that’s not Samuel; Samuel is blue.” Draco frowned as deeply as he could; he didn’t understand what Father didn’t understand.

“Draco, the color doesn’t matter. Prophetic visions do not work that way; the dragon could have been any color.”

“It wasn’t any color. It was blue—a nice blue.” He looked down at the green dragon, which was a fine dragon indeed, but it wasn’t Samuel. 

“A dragon is a dragon—it’s just a toy.” 

“But—” Draco had grown attached to the idea of Samuel, to knowing that he would have a blue dragon named Samuel soon. He’d wanted to hug him, to play with him, to show him off to Greg and Vince when they came over. “This isn’t what I Saw, Father,” Draco said, and that’s how the fight happened. 

It seemingly ended when Draco threw the green dragon and was sent to his room as punishment. By that point, it was hard for Draco to understand why he was so upset; there was this growing sense of wrongness, a feeling as if he’d lost Samuel even though he had never had him. It was so terrible a feeling, compounded by Father’s inability to comprehend it, that Draco was driven to sneak away from his elf nanny and flee Malfoy Manor on his training broom, vowing never to return. 

In reality, Draco barely made it off the Manor grounds, flying a few scant meters in the air around the countryside before he got tired of his adventure and tried to turn back. He doesn’t remember much about how he’d gotten back; he fell into a briar patch at one point, the scariest moment, and was eventually rescued by a tenant who brought him back to his parents, crying and covered in scratches.

What Draco remembers most clearly was coming home: the way Father held him and Mother called for the family Healer and it seemed that they should have been angry at him, but truly they were so relieved to have him back that the anger never arrived. He remembers the relief he felt in turn, how good it was to be in their arms again. Draco thought, when he was 7 or 8, that that’s what home is, that no matter how you leave it, for how long, and no matter what happens when you’re away, home will always be there; relieved to have you back.

When Draco woke up the next morning after running away, Samuel the blue dragon was there on the bed with him, and Father was in the chair next to his bed, reading a book about visions and about memory. Father read some to him, and they talked about how clearly Draco remembered his visions, and how they always seemed to come true, no matter what.

It was a comfort, then, before his visions became intrusive, before they foretold more failures than triumphs. Draco knew the future, and he could be sure, and when the future arrived it was another relief, a certainty made real. 

The relief of bringing Father home the night of Harry’s attack is almost entirely drowned out by the dueling certainty that he’s going to die. Draco continues riding on a wave of nearly overwhelming adrenaline when they first materialize in the front entranceway, when an elf appears and immediately calls for the family Healer, and when another summons Mother from her bed. He manages to explain things in as quickly as he can, manages to somehow keep Mother and Healer Fairfax from touching him, and even manages to sit down in a chair by Father’s bedside for a moment before the adrenaline fades and he starts to consider how he stopped the future from happening tonight. 

He can’t watch Fairfax work, then, too sure he knows the outcome, that all he’d done in the clearing had been for nothing. Father was supposed to die tonight, should’ve been dead already, and Draco had somehow managed to—delay it, probably. Make it worse, maybe, by bringing Father’s mangled, soon-to-be corpse to Mother’s doorstep. 

Mother, who sits on Father’s other side while Fairfax works, won’t stop staring at Draco until he wants to become wholly invisible. 

He’s aware of a nearly violent tremor making its way through his body, and he jerks absurdly in his seat when Fairfax finally stops casting, heaves a rather heavy sigh, and says, “He will live,” with all the gravitas the Malfoy family Healer usually brings as witness to many of their most dramatic moments over the years. He is a squat, portly man, completely bald, and ageless in the sense that he seems no older than he’d been when Draco was a child, even though he must be.

Draco stares at him. “How is that possible?”

Fairfax stares back, looking a little exasperated. “Well, I won’t say it wasn’t close, but the spells you cast at the scene held things off long enough, and I was able to patch up the rest. I’d say you missed your calling when you went into research, Draco, but we’ve had that discussion before.”

Stunned into silence, Draco just keeps staring, now shaking hard enough that Fairfax frowns deeply and starts moving towards him, wand still raised. Mother asks, “Is he—” very faintly and Draco answers just as faintly, “Yes, he was bitten, I’m sure of it. But how can he be—”

“Draco,” Fairfax says very softly, almost gently. “You saved him. It’s all right.”

“But how? I Saw—”

“And I don’t think he’s the only one who needs saving,” Fairfax continues, as if Draco hadn’t spoken. He seems to be registering Draco’s shredded chest for the first time, and he starts murmuring healing incantations with his next breath, brow growing furrowed. “Stars, my boy, you must be in pain; I didn’t realize this was your blood. These will scar worse than the others, and I don’t say that lightly. Why didn’t you say anything?” 

“I didn’t—I’m fine—will he really live?” Draco asks desperately. He can’t stop shaking. He can’t believe it. 

“He will live,” Fairfax repeats firmly. And then his face softens a bit, and he glances at Mother. “He will be a werewolf, but he will live.”

Mother lets out a sob, something relieved and sorrowful at the same time. For a moment, all Draco wants is to go to her, to lay his head in her lap and cry with her. He stands up as if to do so, and then wobbles so hard on his feet that he has to sit back down again. “Oh,” he says; his voice sounds far away. 

“Son, were you bitten?” Fairfax asks, urgency creeping into his voice. Draco looks at him, barely comprehending for a moment. He thinks he shakes his head, but Fairfax presses on, so maybe he didn’t. “Draco, I think you’re in shock, so I need you to try to think. Can you recall being bitten?”

“He bit me yesterday,” Draco says, and when Mother gasps, he realizes what Fairfax actually meant and then shakes his head again, as rapidly as he can, trying to clear it; it feels as though he’s submerged in fog. “No, I mean, not like—that. It didn’t break the skin, and I didn’t—he didn’t turn me. He didn’t hurt me at all.”

Fairfax frowns so deeply it looks as though his round face is folding in on itself. “You’re not making any sense. These wounds are very deep, and I think you may be concussed as well—”

“Those were accidents,” Draco tells him, finally getting his bearings a little bit. Harry had known him under the Snow Moon, that was certain. He wanted to kill Father, but he never wanted to hurt Draco. And Harry was still in the clearing, crumpled by the tree, trapped by the moonlight. 

Draco stands again, and this time it’s successful. “I’ve got to go,” Draco says, looking around at Mother, Fairfax, and then Father, sleeping on the bed. “He’ll really live?” he asks, unable to help it, still unable to believe it. He’s never fought the future off. He’s never changed anything like this. 

“I insist you stay,” Fairfax says. “You need more healing, and I might suggest a night in hospital for observation—”

“No, thank you,” Draco says. He feels around in his pocket for the key he’d taken and grips it tight.

“Draco,” comes Mother’s warning tone; she looks furious, white-faced and drawn. “You must stay here and be seen to and explain to me what’s happened. You’ve been gone more than a month with no word, and your father was supposed to bring you home. You cannot leave. I forbid it.”

“I’m sorry, Mother, but I have to,” Draco says. “I’ll come back as soon as I can, I promise. It won’t be long.” 

“Absolutely not.”

“I must insist as well,” Fairfax says. And then he reaches out and takes Draco’s arm, ignoring Draco’s shouted protest, the way he instinctively jerks away but not quick enough. 

The death vision slams into him violently and without mercy, and then Draco is not in Malfoy Manor anymore. When he returns to it, he is lying on the floor, Mother is crying softly at his side, and Fairfax has his wand pointed underneath Draco’s nose, siphoning off the blood.

“I’m sorry,” Fairfax says, holding his hands up and pointedly keeping some distance between. “Your mother said—I apologize, son. I won’t touch you again.”

Draco looks up at Mother and blinks until he can actually focus on her, staring in a bit of awe at her sorrowful face. “You knew?” he asks, and Mother gives an impatient, teary huff.

“You have not let me embrace you in months,” Mother says, shaking her head. “I assumed. But you must explain everything once you’re well enough, Draco. I cannot bear to be in the dark any longer.” 

“I will,” Draco says, meaning it as firmly as he says it. 

And then he turns to Fairfax, still hovering anxiously over him with his wand raised, twitching as if he doesn’t quite know what to heal next. Draco feels the force of everything that had happened to him tonight; the wound on the back of his head is still throbbing, sending ripples of pain and nausea through his entire body, and it’s made even worse by the familiar aftereffects of the vision. And the wounds on his chest are healed but raw; the skin feels tight and thin there, and he’s rather terrified to look at what a mess it must be. 

But he’s alive and conscious, and he’d just Seen his Healer’s death. And he can remember every detail, every bit of it, but now he knows that none of it’s as certain as he’d believed.

“You’re building a car,” Draco says, and Fairfax’s eyes go very wide. “A Muggle one, for—your daughter married a Muggle, didn’t she? Is it for them?” He knows about the Fairfax girl and her Muggle husband from gossip, not the vision, but it fits one of the pieces of the vision—the photo of Fairfax’s daughter tucked in a flap inside of the car, flipped down as Fairfax gets in and settles in the driver’s seat. 

“I don’t know what this has to—”

“I Saw it,” Draco says tiredly, shaking his head. “It’s beautiful, and you’ve made it gleam. The red is gorgeous. But—” He thinks hard, conjuring the images he’d Seen and drawing them to the forefront of his mind, trying to make sense of every single one. “You’ve done something wrong, I think. I can’t—I didn’t See what, but—you’ll take it out of its garage, and you’ll go too fast, a bit, and when you try to stop—it doesn’t work.”

He wishes, possibly for the first time in his entire life, that he knew how cars work. 

Fairfax gapes at him, stunned wordless for a moment, before swallowing hard. “You—Saw this?” he asks, not doubtfully—he is one of a very select few who know what Draco is, and had been one of the main architects of the seizure disorder cover story, writing countless notes confirming the claim—but with a kind of awe in his voice that Draco’s not really used to hearing from anyone but Sybill. He doesn’t generally tell people about what he Sees for them; certainly he’s never told anyone how they would die. 

But now—Father will live, even though Draco’s Sight had shown him very differently. It is this fact compelling Draco’s rattled and loosened mind to spill these details out to the subject of them, because maybe—“Get rid of the car,” Draco says, and watches as Fairfax flinches away from the thought of that, pain flashing across his face. “No, then—don’t drive it.”

“You’re certain of this?” Fairfax says, hushed and drawn. 

“I Saw my father die for the first time over a month ago, right after Yule,” Draco says, drawing on every bit of strength he still possesses. In his pocket, he wraps his fingers around the key again, tight and sure he will need more strength still. I can be strong, Father he thinks to himself, and looks Fairfax right in the eye. “I’ve Seen it night after night for weeks. It’s how I saved him. Don’t drive that car until you can ask someone else to fix it, Healer, or you’ll die.”

Fairfax lets out a shuddery breath. He nods, once, and before he can really overthink it, Draco grabs his hand and squeezes it, letting out a relieved sigh when the vision stays away. He’d been able to touch Father, too, as soon as he’d fixed it. The truth of that feels surreal and it makes his head spin, makes blood rush through his ears. He can fix the future. 

Mother, still crying but silently now, moves as if to reach out to Draco, but stops in the next second, frozen in the air. Draco looks at her outstretched hand and says, “Mother, I can—” but she jerks away.

“No,” Mother says, wrapping her arms around herself and shaking her head. “What if you can’t? You can’t fight every death like a wolf, Draco, and I won’t—saving us cannot be your burden for the rest of your life. I forbid it.”

“But if I know then I can try,” Draco says, ignoring the absolute terror that rises in him that she’s right. He’s already thinking about the others—surely he can fix Blaise’s fate, and must do so soon, but how can he save Greg? He has no idea, and that wars brutally with the sudden rushing desire to try—he can submerge himself in Greg’s death vision, let it play out over and over again until he can find something. He can try.

Draco’s shaking again, badly, and his head really might explode. He’s thinking now of all the things in his life he’d done because he knew they were going to happen and didn’t believe he could stop them. How much of his past has been dictated by what he’d believed to be an entirely fixed future? It’s maddening, impossible to think of, turning his mind in restless circles that make him clutch at the key in his hand so hard it might break the skin of his palm.

Mother stands and moves back towards Father, seating herself at his bedside once more. She tells Draco, “I don’t want you to. I don’t want to know even if you can fix it.” Her face crumples, looking down at where he’s still on the floor with Fairfax hovering beside him. “You could’ve died, Draco. I could’ve lost you both.”

“You need more healing,” Fairfax says quietly, which is probably a good thing because Draco had been about to say “I don’t care,” which would surely infuriate them both. Instead he closes his eyes and lets Fairfax heal the head wound, but stops him when he recognizes the sedative tint to his next set of spells. 

“Don’t,” Draco says, sitting all the way up and making it onto his knees. Standing seems a touch too far, too soon, with a bone deep exhaustion settling under his skin, but he knows he can’t rest yet. “I’ve got to go,” he says, thinking of Harry, chest clenching as the image of his wild, furry form flashes across his mind’s eye. “You can’t put me to sleep.”

“You have to sleep so I can heal your concussion,” Fairfax tells him, but Draco shakes his concussed head. 

“I’ll sleep soon, I promise. I just—”

“Draco,” Mother says, practically growling it out. “Listen to the Healer or—”

“I’m sorry,” Draco says, looking at both of them. “I’m not done.”

“Where are you going?” Mother demands. 

Draco looks at her pale face and sees a daffodil of stars painted across a wall, twinkling and swirling with magic. He thinks of Harry’s arms around him, the recognition in those otherwise alien eyes, the regret and sorrow when he’d seen the blood his claws had drawn. He can’t leave him there. He could never.  

“Home,” Draco says, his voice breaking. And then he says, “Tojours pur,” in the next breath, and the Portkey whips him away from the Manor once more.

He’s still on his knees when he lands, the snow in front of the cottage soaking through his trousers once again. But he has his wand and the key and something of his wits, still, even if it’s a horrific struggle to get back on his feet. 

Draco’s head wound no longer pains him as he staggers around the cottage towards the wards at the back, but his head still generally hurts, and it’s hard to tell if he’s seeing double of all the trees but he thinks he might be. He keeps going, fighting off whiteout, wishing the moonlight would just fuck off already. 

Harry is where he’d left him, curled in a tighter ball in the snow. This is good because Draco loses his footing as soon as he’s past the wards, having expended more magic and energy than he can really afford by making sure he can get through them without getting stuck again. He makes it through, though, and makes it back on his feet, only to drop rather heavily next to Harry and close his eyes for a few moments so he can gather himself.

As soon as he drops, Draco feels Harry shifting and snuffling against him, and a wet nose nudging at his arm. “Hi,” Draco says, not opening his eyes just yet. “I told you I’d be back.”

Harry whimpers, sniffing rapidly, almost searchingly. “It’s all right,” Draco says, stroking through Harry’s fur. It’s surprisingly soft for how wild it is, and still somehow warm, even though he’s been lying in the snow and cold all this time. Draco huddles closer, suddenly remembering his lack of cloak, and knows that circumstances must be greatly improved if he’s finally thinking of a discomfort like that. 

He forces his eyes open and raises his wand, frowning when Harry seems to flinch at the sight. “Hey,” he says softly, trying to meet Harry’s eyes. “Don’t be stupid. I’m going to heal you as best as I can and I need my wand for that.”

Harry’s next sound is an unhappy sort of yip, and Draco rolls his eyes. 

“You’re a child. Just stay still, I’ve never done any of these spells on a werewolf.” He pointedly ignores the little snarl that earns him, biting his lip so he doesn’t laugh and deciding the head injury must be why he finds Harry’s wolfy form so endearing. 

And he concentrates hard on his casting, letting his magic seek out the wrangled mess of Harry’s shoulder and guiding it carefully through repairing it. The pain relief spell from before must have worn off because Harry shakes and whimpers through it, but Draco can’t spare the magical energy to recast it and focuses instead on powering through as quickly as possible. He feels like an emptied cask, tapped out, having poured so much of his magical reserves into breaking free of Harry’s trap. He needs just a little bit more but then he’ll have to call it done. 

When the whimpering dies down, and a last, desperate diagnostic spell doesn’t bring up any more pain points, Draco breathes out a sigh of relief and lowers his wand. And then he crumples further down, uncaring about the snow, seeking out Harry’s warmth as counterpoint. 

“Just give me a minute,” he mumbles when Harry yelps out in alarm. “Five minutes, maybe, and then I’ll get you inside.” 

Harry’s noises continue to rise in alarm, and Draco grumbles in annoyance as he starts to shift as if to rise beneath him. “Shh,” Draco says, letting his eyes flutter shut. “Just five minutes, Harry. I’m so tired.” He doesn’t think he’s ever been this tired in his life—not after pulling multiple all-nighters in a row to finish his thesis, and not even after marathon Death Eater meetings wherein people got very liberal with their crucio’s—and he doesn’t think anything on this planet could make him get up and move right now. 

“Five minutes,” Draco repeats softly, and he falls unconscious in the first minute. 

Draco does wake a few times over the next while, though never for long enough to attempt getting up and walking. Once, he wakes up to the horrible sensation of being dragged through the snow with teeth gripping his collar, annoyed and huffing grunts blowing through his hair, and decides he much prefers being asleep. 

Next, he wakes up and finds himself hoisted in human arms, and when he slits his eyes open, the snow is pinkening up with morning light. “Fuck off, moon,” he mumbles into the warm, bare chest he has his face pressed against, but he ignores the frantic voice that says, “Draco? Hey, Draco, can you hear me?” He falls back into darkness.

The next time is quite jarring: Draco wakes up as he’s being lowered into a warm, steamy bath, and it tingles all over his painfully cold body. He jerks around a bit in protest, mumbling objections, and hears splashing and swearing and Harry at his ear, his breath as hot as his arms still around him.

“Shh, stop, it’s okay, I’ve got you. I have to get you warm quickly; you’re frozen through.” 

“Tired,” Draco says, because he’s not sure Harry has gotten his point yet. 

“I know, darling. Just relax. You’re all right.” 

He tries to refocus his attention away from the water, still a startling shift in temperature, and on Harry’s familiar touch, one arm tight around his chest and shoulders keeping him upright, the other carding gently through his hair. Draco sighs and relaxes back into Harry’s hold, and drifts off again. 

The final time Draco wakes, there is a considerable amount of sunlight pooled over him, and he is warm in loose, comfortable pajamas. He can quickly ascertain that he’s in a bed, his own bed at the cottage, and there is a warm, weighty body wrapped around him beneath the covers.

He shifts a bit, blinking up at the ceiling through all the sunlight, and takes stock of how he feels—his body seems a bit heavy, languid with a lot of sleep, but all in one piece, and his head doesn’t pain him anymore. His vision is clear when he keeps his eyes open, and every bit of him is warm and comfortable; he even has on his favorite thick wool socks, and when he wriggles his feet, he realizes there’s a hot water bottle under them.

“Mm,” Draco says, pleased, and the body wrapped around him sits up abruptly, too fast to have been sleeping.

“Draco?” Harry asks, and Draco looks at him and flashes him a cheeky thumbs up. “Oh, thank Merlin,” Harry says, slumping in relief. “I wasn’t sure you would ever wake up.”

“How long did I sleep?” Draco stretches out greedily, flexing his toes against the hot water bottle and sighing happily. He feels really good considering how much he’d been knocked about yesterday. 

“You were in and out for a bit, but it’s been about eight hours now,” Harry tells him, glancing towards the window. “I’ve been checking on you with the first aid spell I learned at work, but—it was a long time. And you were so cold, I thought—” Harry bites his lip, looking away a moment, but not before Draco can see how wretchedly worried he’d been and still looks. 

“The hot water bottle was genius,” Draco tells him gently, patting his arm. “I’m perfectly warm now, and I feel great, honestly. I think I just needed the sleep. I was mostly exhausted when I got back here; our family Healer patched me up otherwise.” He doesn’t mention that he should probably follow up with Fairfax about the concussion soon, but Harry still doesn’t look very reassured.

“I saw your chest when I got you in the bath,” Harry whispers, voice gone a little wobbly. “The scars are horrible.”

“I still haven’t really looked,” Draco says, shrugging a bit. He sits up as Harry squeezes his eyes shut, face contorted in misery. “Hey, no. It’s all right, Harry. I’m fine.”

“How is it in any way, shape or form all right?” Harry asks, shaking his head vigorously. “I—I mauled you.”

“It was an accident, and you stopped as soon as you realized it was me,” Draco says in a rush, gripping Harry’s arm a little tighter. “I know you didn’t want to hurt me. Besides, I got you pretty good with that impedimenta, so let’s call it even.”

Now Harry opens his eyes to glare at Draco, aghast. “Even? You want to call it even? You could’ve—I could’ve—how can you say that? What I did last night—why did you come back?”

“Because I hurt you, and I needed to make sure you were okay,” Draco says, and he watches in horror as Harry’s eyes fill with tears. “Oh for god’s sake—Harry, come on. Don’t cry, I’m perfectly all right, and judging by all the time you spent hauling me around last night, your shoulder’s better too. Please don’t be upset.”

“Don’t be upset?” Harry bursts out, very upset. He wipes angrily at his eyes and gives a big sniff that reminds Draco of his wolf form, making a small smile curl over his face. “I could have killed you last night, Draco. I nearly did. And I—” He breaks off, furious, and Draco sighs.

“My father’s alive. I was able to heal him some after I knocked you out, and Healer Fairfax fixed the rest.” He pointedly avoids the werewolf part, but Harry’s murderous expression doesn’t quite let him off the hook.

“But I bit him.”

“You did,” Draco says, wincing. “Yes, he’s—he’s a werewolf now too. But he’s alive, that’s what matters most.”

“Right, ask him if he agrees with you in a month,” Harry says. His voice is choked with bitterness, and Draco feels annoyance start to rise in him. 

“Don’t be an idiot. I don’t care if he’s a werewolf or a vampire or a bloody elf; he’s still my father and I’m happy that he’s alive.” He gives Harry a very significant look, hoping he doesn’t need to be explicit about who else he’s including in that credo, but of course Harry just ducks his gaze.

It doesn’t seem possible, but Harry seems even more miserable to hear about how Draco feels about his father, and Draco realizes it’s probably time to admit to his own idiocy in all of this. He doesn’t want to; it feels so much more idiotic in the light of day, past the sick terror and anger of the night before. It’s almost laughable now that everyone involved has escaped almost unscathed, but not really—it still sets a horrible pit of guilt writhing in his stomach of what had almost happened, what had actually happened. 

“You’ve been on Wolfsbane, right?” Draco asks tentatively, wincing as Harry sniffs and nods. 

“Yeah. But it doesn’t—it doesn’t work right for me,” Harry says. “It’s like it—it’s supposed to muffle everything, stamp down all the wrong instincts, right? But then instead of calming me down for the moon, it just makes it all burst out. I can—I know what I’m doing, but it’s like I can’t stop myself from giving into all of it, all of the—the mess.” He shakes his head. “I’m a fucking mess, and a monster, and I’m so angry, and when I’m a wolf I can’t get ahold of any of it, Wolfsbane or not.”

“You’re not a monster,” Draco says, firmly now, putting his hand on Harry’s face when he turns away with a huff. “Look at me,” he says, pushing insistently until Harry’s eyes meet his. They’re back to their very human color, bright in the sunlight and tears still shining in them. “You’re not. Shut up. Everything that happened last night was my fault, not yours, not the Wolfsbane’s—though I’m not shocked at all you’ve been having trouble with that, it’s a rather old-fashioned potion and I know there are a few different, updated versions in development now. My team has one that’s nearly ready for trials—actually, it might be ready for trials by now, I haven’t really kept up to—”

“Draco,” Harry interrupts, teeth gritting together. “I tried to kill your father last night. I wanted to. That was me, not the wolf; the wolf just—made it easier.”

“Of course it wasn’t the wolf, you’re the wolf, you’re the same—but that’s not the point,” Draco says quickly as Harry’s face tightens. “The point is—it was my fault.”

“No it wasn’t, I’ve told you a dozen times that none of this is your fault and I don’t want to hear you say that again.”

“You wanted to kill my father because you thought he’d come after, that he’d hurt me,” Draco says. “And I let you think that all this time, because I didn’t realize. I thought you just hated him because he was a Death Eater and used to be evil and all that. But if I’d known—”

“Draco,” Harry says again, softer this time. His eyes are getting sadder more than angry now, and Draco lets out a frustrated huff. “I heard your nightmares; I don’t know what he did to you, but I know—”

“My father has never hurt me, ever,” Draco says. That just makes Harry look sadder. “I swear it, he’s never—not once has he ever laid a hand or a wand on me. I promise you.”

“If that’s true, then—what about your nightmares?”

Draco takes a deep breath, and steels himself. It takes a moment, in which Harry seems to nod to himself, convinced he’s caught Draco out. 

It’s almost satisfying to blurt out, “I’m a Seer,” but mostly it’s terrifying.

It’s Harry’s turn for a quiet moment, his eyes narrowing. “What?”

“Those weren’t actually nightmares, they were—visions. Death visions, precisely; I’ve been dealing with them for a few months now, since Mabon.” Draco swallows hard, remembering Sybill’s betrayal in a flash, but pushing it out of his mind to keep going for now. “I Saw—what happened last night. You, attacking my father, killing him, except of course I didn’t know it was you, because I didn’t know you were a werewolf.”  

“You—what?”

“Oh do keep up, Harry, this is hard enough as it is! I’m a bloody Seer, okay? I get incredibly detailed, hyper-realistic, accurate visions of the future all the time, and since Mabon I’ve only Seen visions of people’s death when they touch me, or I touch them, and then when I’m asleep. I Saw my father murdered by a werewolf dozens of times in my sleep and I didn’t know I could actually do anything about it until last night.”

Draco flings his hands up as he talks, feeling a bit out of control as he rushes all that out, but when he stops he feels nothing but relief. He watches Harry take another quiet moment, eyes wide and a bit stunned. He looks like he’s recalibrating, and Draco thinks that’s fair; he gives him time and calms himself down a bit in the interim. 

“So that’s why you didn’t want me to touch you at first?” is what Harry finally starts out with. “It—it’s triggered by touch?”

“Sort of,” Draco says, wincing. “Only the death visions, and those were—are, I guess, I haven’t gotten rid of them just yet—much more violent and horrible than my usual visions are. They’re a condition, so I came here to isolate and try to fix them.”

“And they started at—you said Mabon? That’s when you became a Seer?” Harry looks almost comically thrown now, and Draco fights off a smile.

“That was my first death vision, but I was born a Seer, Harry. I’ve always been one and I’ll die one.” That makes his chest tighten a bit, even though it’s true—it’s hard to stay so angry at Sybill. Now it just kind of hurts.

“How is that possible? I mean—how did I never know that?” 

Draco holds off a snort at the implication—Harry has certainly made it a point to know almost everything about Draco over the years, and it’s not as though Draco hid much in those years. But this—“No one knew at Hogwarts except—Trelawney,” Draco says, trying to keep the sadness out of his voice. “We kept it a very close secret. A few of my friends knew, and perhaps Snape or Dumbledore suspected, but we made sure to keep it a secret from them in particular.”

“Why?”

“Because Dumbledore would’ve handed me over to the Department of Mysteries without a second thought, and we thought Snape was a Death Eater.”

“But your father was a Death Eater, and so were—I mean, you’re saying Voldemort never knew either?”

Draco shakes his head, ignoring his own flinch both at what Harry had been about to say and then the name he did say. “No. Father probably thought about it when the Dark Lord first returned; I’d imagine it would’ve been an easy way to get in his good graces. But I think he saw fairly quickly how mad he was in his second go around and decided it was safer to keep the secret.” 

That’s a decision that Draco will always be absurdly grateful for; he can’t imagine how much worse things would have been for him during the war with the Dark Lord or his followers forcing him into visions over and over again, punishing him when he Saw the dark but true future for them. “It would have been—bad, if he’d known. Worse than Dumbledore, if only just.”

“Of course it would have been worse than Dumbledore, are you insane?” Harry says, looking appalled more than shocked now. It seems that Draco’s words are finally registering for him, but he knows it’s quite a lot to take in. “Dumbledore would never have—”

“I don’t want to get into this right now,” Draco says. “This is a lot, and Dumbledore isn’t relevant anymore, not really. Well—for the same reason Dumbledore couldn’t know, you can’t tell anyone else. Not anyone at the Ministry—”

“Yeah, because I’m so in touch with everyone at the Ministry at the moment.”

“—not even Granger—”

“What? Hermione would never—”

“I could be in danger if someone from the Department of Mysteries knew about me,” Draco bursts out, clenching his fists. “Anyone, yes, even Granger. I don’t think you know anything about how they record prophecies, and you don’t want to know.”

“That can’t be—and even if that’s true, Hermione would never put you in danger.” When Draco glares at him, hard, Harry just stares back, chin raised. “Never.”

“Don’t make me Obliviate you.”

“Go ahead and try it,” Harry snaps, eyes flashing. Draco just waits, knowing how this version of Harry Potter works by now, and it’s like clockwork—he calms down after a moment, eyes going wide, then scrubbing his hand over his face. “Ugh. I’m sorry. I’m always a little—”

“—bit of an absolute wanker?” Draco asks, voice falsely brightened. Harry glares at him, but it doesn’t look as grave as it did before.

“Takes one to know one. It’s the full moon, though. And the Wolfsbane. And—well, me. You’re right.” He looks down at the covers, morose again, and Draco calmly refrains from shaking him by the shoulders. “I honestly think sometimes that—it doesn’t matter that I was turned into a werewolf. It’s just been like an outlet. Makes it harder to hide.”

Now Draco can’t help it, and he gives Harry a quick shove. “Oh shut up, Harry. Every month your body goes on an absolute hormone bender and you turn into an animal involuntarily, and your prescribed medication isn’t helping. If some of your—abrasive qualities are called up to the surface more than others, that’s all right. That doesn’t change the fact that you’re also kind and considerate and not entirely terrible in the kitchen. Which, speaking of—” Draco holds up a hand as Harry opens his mouth, probably to argue. “Can we continue this discussion over some breakfast? I’m starved.”

“It’s past midday.” But Harry’s stopped crying by now and is giving Draco careful, hopeful looks, and he only looks delighted when Draco shoves him again.

“Lunch, then. Come on. Make me soup.”

“All right,” Harry says softly. His eyes are so bright as he looks at Draco that Draco can barely stand it, but it’s also—nice. Harry had asked why he came back as if this relief to have him back wasn’t the perfect reward, worth it in every sense. 

They do continue talking downstairs; there’s still too much to say, and it’s not exactly easy in the light of day. But the soup does help, and Draco plies Harry with enough backhanded compliments about it that it doesn’t even throw him too much when he says, “You won’t tell anyone about me, will you?”

Harry takes a pointed slurp of soup, probably just to make Draco wrinkle his nose; he’s successful. But he also rolls his eyes and takes Draco’s hand on the table, gripping it tightly. 

“Of course I won’t. Even if—”

“Harry.”

“I would never do anything to put you in danger,” Harry says firmly. Then he winces. “I mean, besides being a werewolf.” 

“I was never in danger from you last night,” Draco says for what feels like the umpteenth time. Harry doesn’t look convinced, but his gaze softens a little as Draco eats a spoonful of soup, smiling nearly without meaning to at how good it tastes. Chicken soup, like that first one he’d made. 

They eat a few moments in increasingly more comfortable silence, and then Harry takes a breath. “Why didn’t you tell me?” Harry asks quietly, and Draco heaves a sigh. 

“Why didn’t you tell me you were a werewolf?” Draco counters, feeling like an absolute shit about it but needing the time. He’s never really had this conversation before; the people who know were told in due time, and they’d always understood Draco’s point of view. In Draco’s world, there are just things you don’t tell people, secrets you keep for the sake of keeping them sometimes. 

Harry doesn’t look annoyed, at least, just thoughtful and then a bit apprehensive. “At first it was because, well, I didn’t trust you,” Harry says, all tentative like that wasn’t completely reasonable at the time. Draco just barely manages not to roll his eyes. “And then, once we were—you know—I just—” He breaks off, looking thoroughly unhappy with himself. “I was ashamed, I guess. Or—I didn’t want you to be afraid of me. Which was fucked up of me because you should have been afraid of me, I could’ve hurt you so badly—I did hurt you so badly—”

“Enough,” Draco says, pinching the bridge of his nose. “Stop it. You didn’t hurt me, not when we were—you know, as you so aptly put it. You never crossed any line with me, Harry. I liked everything we did together, and my stance on that hasn’t changed now that I know a bit of what was driving it.” 

“But I never—the way I was in bed, I—it wasn’t like that, before. And I have no idea—I mean, I liked it too, but isn’t that—I’m not supposed to—”

“Enjoy fucking me like a randy dog?” Draco asks, completely unable to let Harry flounder anymore. It’s part endearing, part frustrating, part a little sad, and it makes Draco want to climb in Harry’s lap, cup his face in his hands, and lead him out of this with kisses and kind words, which is not quite an everyday impulse for him. 

Harry snaps his mouth shut in an embarrassed line, and his eyes flash with equal parts guilt and desire. So Draco scoops up his last bit of soup, drains it, and then does what he wants to, starting with climbing into Harry’s lap. 

“I’ll say this as many times as you need to hear it, but I really hope you’ll stop needing it soon,” Draco says, voice very clear and precise. He cups Harry’s face in his hands. “I like the sex we had. The sex we should keep having. It was good for me, and I don’t care what the cause of it is. You make me feel good, Harry, and safe, and cared for, and—” He can’t get the rest of it out because Harry kisses him, which is what Draco had planned to do next, but he’s not going to complain. 

When the kiss breaks, Harry fits his big hands at Draco’s waist, holding him so carefully. Draco keeps their gazes connected and finally says, “I didn’t tell you about me because I didn’t trust you to know about me. I’m—I’m sorry. But—I wanted to tell you. And I really, really wish I had.”

Harry shakes his head. “It’s all right. I get it, obviously. Only a few people know about me too.” But Harry doesn’t ask Draco not to tell anyone, which he appreciates. The trust inherent in that feels big, precious, and Draco wants to tell Harry literally everything in return.

So he starts doing that. They move around the cottage together the way they’ve gotten so used to, in each other’s pockets, and Draco tells Harry all that he can: about his childhood Seeing the future, about the death visions and what he’d Seen of Blaise, Greg, even Isaac. His voice hitches when he talks about Sybill and what she’d done, which feels like something unfinished, unaccounted for still. He has to do something about that.    

Harry listens, and holds him, and feeds him when it’s time again; he tells more of himself, too, about getting bitten on another seemingly routine call, just a few short months ago, by a young werewolf who didn’t have access to Wolfsbane. He tells him he hadn’t turned that shop assistant into a werewolf, but it was the night before the full moon and there was no way it wasn’t a factor in him losing control, leading to him removing himself from the Aurors by force and society overall by choice.

“There was no oversight, you know, no making sure I was fit to work,” Harry says, eyes distant and unhappy. “Only my direct line of upper command and my partner knew about it, and to the higherups the worst thing that could possibly happen wasn’t that I’d snap and hurt someone, it was people finding out I was a werewolf. They considered secrecy the top priority.” 

That rings familiar for Draco, who has a sudden memory of when he’d landed in hospital at the peak of the death visions, and Father had rushed in to collect him. He’d established Draco was okay, would recover, and then whispered, “What do they know? Who saw you?” with just as much wild desperation in his voice as there’d been when he’d first arrived. 

He knows it’s different, that it’s more about protection than image, but it still touches on a nerve Draco hadn’t quite known was there. It makes him hold Harry in turn, wrapping his arms around the wide expanse of his chest. 

“You don’t have to hide if you don’t want to,” Draco says, tucking his chin over Harry’s shoulder. “It’s not—I have to hide what I am because I’m afraid of being kidnapped by stealth op Ministry agents—”

“I really don’t think—”

“—but you’re one of the most powerful wizards in our society,” he finishes over Harry’s protest. “If anyone could get away with making PR lemonade out of werewolf lemons, it would be you. You don’t have to be ashamed because the fucking Aurors were.” His lip curls involuntarily. “In my view, it’s way more shameful to be an Auror than a werewolf, so you’ve solved that nicely.” 

Harry is quiet after that, his head dropped to rest gently on Draco’s. His voice is gravelly when he says, “Thank you, I think. But I’ve got plenty to be ashamed of—”

“Then being a werewolf is the least of it,” Draco says firmly, in a tone that should end all argument.

For once, Harry doesn’t argue, just sits with it, thinking. Draco lets that lie, too; it’s important to sit with things, he thinks, and what else is the cottage here for but that? 

As that thought passes his mind, he notes the close to setting sun and lets out a long, bracing sigh, sitting up a little. “You know I have to go back to the Manor now,” Draco says as gently as he can.

Harry’s spine still goes comically straight, and he looks stricken. “But—”

“Not for good,” Draco says, holding up what he now knows to be the Castor key. Harry had Conjured a twin gold chain for Draco and put it on him while he slept, the Castor key latched to the end, and Draco’s unaccountably pleased that they’ve switched for reasons he can’t quite understand, just feels. “But—my father will be waking up soon, if he hasn’t already. And I owe him and my mother a whole bunch of explanations.”

Harry’s face still looks dark and he’s chewing his bottom lip worriedly, but he nods slowly, resigned. “I get it,” he says, looking so terrified for a moment that Draco wants to bop him on his stupid nose.

“I’ll be back, I promise, tonight,” Draco says. “Before you go to sleep.” 

“Okay,” Harry says, and the pure petulance makes Draco smile. He trails after Draco while he changes out of his pajamas, wincing once more at his chest, and Draco decides he’ll just have to spend lots more time naked with Harry to get him used to that. 

It’s not so daunting a prospect, but what is a daunting prospect is telling his parents that the werewolf who attacked his father will most likely—no, will be staying in their lives for the foreseeable future, and that it’s fairly non-negotiable. Worse, still, might be telling them that it’s Harry Potter, but—there’s no way around it now. 

Draco can’t point to a specific moment where this started to be undeniably true, but he just knows it is, now—knows that whatever he must do, he has to make sure Harry stays in his life. He’d made some sort of choice that night: save Father, heal Harry, change the future. He’s under no illusions that it’s going to be easy, but it also seems like the only way forward. The way Harry looks at him, the way he holds him, and the way he’s put Draco’s safety first at every turn might be better than a vision of how this is all going to go. He’s decided he doesn’t need to See this future to know it. 

And when he picks up the Malfoy signet ring from where Harry had carefully placed it on his bedside table, when he takes a deep breath and tells Harry again, “I’ll be back, I promise,” Harry just tugs him into a fierce, bruising kiss in answer. It’s imploring and demanding at the same time, and Harry looks grimly determined when he pulls away, eyes studying Draco’s face carefully.

“I’ll see you later,” Harry says, and it almost sounds certain. 

 

 

When Father wakes up, the sun has gone down, and Draco is reading a book about enhanced werewolf senses by lamplight at his bedside. He’d had a very late tea with his mother, where he’d managed to explain mostly everything in as few words as humanly possible. At the end of it, Mother said, “I see,” and pursed her lips, but she also made an aborted movement like she’d really like to hug him, so Draco counted it as something of a win. Maybe a win in progress.

He’s not looking forward to the same conversation with Father, but he knows it’s unavoidable. He braces himself for it as Father stirs, turning down the lamplight and setting aside his book; Draco knows, now, that Father will be very light-sensitive as he adjusts to his new vision. 

He’ll also be able to pick up scents and sounds that Draco can only dream of—and it’s hitting him in some interesting ways how much of him Harry had apparently been aware of, how he’d probably been able to hear Draco’s every movement at the cottage—and that, too, will be an adjustment. It will all be one. But Father has had to be adaptable many times in his life, and this is just another phase of that. And he’ll have Draco to help, of course.

“Hi, Dad,” Draco says softly. Father had woken up briefly before Draco’s arrival but had still been out of it from pain potions and a deep healing sleep; he’s expected to be more lucid now. Indeed, his eyes are clear and sharp when they meet Draco’s, and they widen dramatically.

“Draco, you’re—you’re all right?”

“I’m fine,” Draco tells him quickly, spreading both arms wide to indicate how whole he is. Father looks over him avidly, sitting up slightly, and Draco adjusts his pillows to make it easier. “How are you feeling?”

“I’m fine,” Father says just as quickly, dismissively. 

Draco fights off any visual exasperation. “There might be some pain, you’re due another dose of pain relief soon, and you should probably take a light supper and water while you’re awake. I’ll call for—”

“Draco,” Father says sharply, and Draco stops talking out of pure habit, tamping down on a frustrated huff. “I—I was bitten.”

He lets that hang in the air between them a moment, the nods firmly. “Yes, you were. You’ve probably already noticed that you smell and hear and see a bit better now, and you’ll build muscle more easily in the coming weeks. You won’t heal any faster—that’s apparently a myth, but you will be a bit more durable overall, and it’ll be harder to—”

“I’m a—you’re saying I’m—”

“You’re a werewolf,” Draco says, looking Father right in the eye and refusing to flinch. It’s Father who flinches, his face crumpling in on itself for a moment before he manages to screw it up again.

When he speaks again, it seems like it takes him great effort to keep his voice even. “You should have let me—”

“Shut up,” Draco snarls, abruptly furious. Father shakes his head, closing his eyes. “Don’t say that. This isn’t a death sentence, it’s just—a way you have to live now. A condition, like mine. I won’t let you tell me you’d rather be dead than—I’ll not allow you to be that selfish.”

“You threw yourself at a transformed werewolf under the full moon to save me,” Father says. He sounds deeply unhappy. “You could have been killed, I could’ve watched you die, and yet here you sit, haranguing me about being selfish? What on earth were you thinking, Draco?”

“I’ve watched you die dozens of times since Yule,” Draco says. “Exactly like that. I had to do whatever I could to stop it. Don’t tell me you wouldn’t have done the same.”

“But I’m the parent, you’re the child, I’m supposed to—”

“I’m not a child, and I don’t care what you’re supposed to do, that’s not how this works.”

Father gives an aggrieved huff now, his jaw set stubbornly. After an unhappy moment, he sets his sullen eyes back on Draco and says, “How did you live? How did we both live?”

Draco finally has to break his gaze then, all of his own bravado leaving him in one fell swoop. This will be difficult. 

He decides the only way is to get it over with, though he pointedly looks down at the green and gold brocade coverlet draped over his father’s bed instead of in the direction of his gaze. “The werewolf was—is—my lover.”

“Excuse me?”

“I didn’t know if he’d—when I put myself between you, I wasn’t sure if he had his mind, if he’d know me, but maybe—and then he did. As soon as he saw it was me, he stopped. And he was only going after you because he thought—well, it was a misunderstanding. He thought you were there to hurt me.”

“Hurt you? Why would he think such a thing?”

“Because he—like I said, it was a misunderstanding. When I’m asleep and I can’t keep my shields up, the death visions come back. He heard me reacting to yours and, well, thought you were hurting me, thought they were nightmares. It’s all cleared up now, though, he knows you’d never hurt me, and he’s—I wouldn’t say he’s very sorry, exactly, he thought he was doing the right thing, protecting me.” Draco offers that last bit up hopefully, thinking it might smooth the way a bit for the last reveal he really, really doesn’t want to pull the curtain back on.

Father just looks stunned for a few long moments. He’s rarely at a loss for words, even if he’s better at choosing them more carefully than Draco is, but now he seems truly baffled. 

“You helped him, last night,” Father says after a while. “You—you said he is your lover. You’re going back to him? After what he’s done?”

“I—yes, I am. As I said, he thought he was protecting me, and I didn’t—it was my fault he thought you’d hurt me, I should have told him—”

“So all this time, while your mother and I have been going mad with worry for you, after I had to track you by your blood—”

“For Merlin’s sake, Father, what were you doing with my blood?”

“—you’ve been shacked up in the middle of Cumbria with your werewolf lover—”

“No! It wasn’t like that! We didn’t—he just turned up there, and we weren’t lovers at first. We just—over time, we came to—”

“—who has now turned me into a werewolf and ruined my life—”

“Stop!” Draco shouts, surprising both of them. He can count on one hand the moments when he’s raised his voice to his father; one of them involved a green dragon. 

He takes advantage of the shock to take a breath, calming himself down a bit, and then finally looks Father in the eye again. “I’m sorry, Father. I’m sorry that I disappeared, and that you were hurt because of me. I should have been honest with you from the start, and honest with—well, it’s my fault. I understand and you have every right to be angry with me. But I won’t let this ruin your life. I’ll get my hands on every book I can about werewolves; I’ll read everything, learn everything I have to so I can support you. We’ll figure out the right dose of Wolfsbane, or the right derivative, and you’ll be okay. Nothing will be ruined.” 

Father has gone quiet again, looking at Draco carefully. His face is still pale and drawn, if less pained than it had been; he should still take another pain potion, left behind by Fairfax next to the potion Draco’s supposed to take before he goes to sleep to completely heal his head. And he needs to eat, and drink, and Draco really should call for an elf to make sure that happens before he falls asleep again. 

“Draco,” Father says before Draco can do any of that. He sits up more fully and opens his arms. “Come here.”

And Draco moves without a second thought, wrapping his arms around Father and squeezing him as he tightly as he dares. He barely keeps control of his emotions but still allows himself to relish the hug. 

“There is a lot that I regret,” Father murmurs, the closest thing to remorse he’ll ever admit. “But you are the triumph of my life.”

“Even though I have a werewolf lover that attacked you?”

“Yes, unfortunately; even so.”

“Even though he’s Harry Potter?”

“Even—he’s what?”

“Let me go get your supper now,” Draco says quickly, pulling back and standing up all in one quick, frantic movement, jogging towards the door. 

“Absolutely not—Draco! Get back here and explain!”

“You need to eat!” Draco calls back, wrenching the door open despite Father’s protesting howls.

“Draco! Harry Potter! Are you out of your mind—get back here! Draco! Narcissa, come here at once! Stop him!” 

 

 

It’s fairly late when Draco gets back to the cottage, though he’s not as tired as he otherwise would be; more emotionally drained. He lets himself in and stops in the hallway because he can hear music drifting in from the sitting room, and it’s familiar music. 

He creeps in as quietly as he can, amusement and disbelief warring within him, until he comes to the doorway and can confirm that yes, Harry is lying on the sofa near where Draco does yoga, drinking sherry straight from the bottle, with the wireless tucked against a cushion by his head. The wireless has obviously been tuned to pick up Muggle songs again, because it’s crooning out, “Every little thing she does is magic,” in a familiar gravelly voice. 

“You cannot be serious,” Draco says, and Harry jumps, wiping at his mouth and dropping the sherry onto the carpet. He scrambles to turn the wireless off and knocks it over instead, so Draco rescues it with a wave of his hand, sending it atop the mantle. “Really, Potter? I told you I was coming back!”

“I know, I just—I figured your parents would talk sense into you, and since apparently your father’s only normal-evil and not abusive-evil I figured he’d make a good case, and—”

“And so you decided to wallow with Sybill Trelawney’s drink of choice and—and whoever sings this daft song?” 

“The Police,” Harry says a bit miserably, putting his face in his hands. That barely means a thing to Draco, except—

“It’s a Muggle Auror song?”

“No, it’s—never mind!” On the wireless, the Muggle Auror is talking about how his life before was tragic, but his love for her goes on, and Draco can’t help it: he bursts out laughing, nearly doubling over with it. 

“Oh, go on,” Harry says, groaning. It doesn’t help, just makes Draco laugh harder, and he thinks it’s part release, part hysteria, part—relief, maybe, that here is this ridiculous man, who is a wolf once a month, and wants Draco to be his, and somehow wants to belong to Draco. It feels a little mad, and if this is the kind of madness he’s actually been running from his entire life, well, he’ll take it. 

“You’re completely barmy, do you know that?” Draco says, heading over to join Harry on the sofa. He curls up next to him, sighing happily when Harry’s arms go around him quickly, rubbing a hand down his arm and warming him up from the chill outside.

“How’s your—urgh—your father?” Harry asks, and Draco smiles against his cheek, giving him a sloppy kiss.

“He’s fine. His main concern right now is that anyone from his supper club finds out and kicks him out, but I cheered him up by telling him his enhanced senses should help him cheat at cards. And he’ll be able to drink them all under the table. Not that he couldn’t do that before, but—in good news, we should be able to study just how much alcohol it takes to get a werewolf drunk, Father will be a very willing research subject.”

“Hmm,” Harry says, a little grumbly. But he kisses Draco’s hair and lets him snuggle in, and Draco takes that as prompting for more.

“It’ll be an adjustment, as you know. Luckily he has an insufferable swot for a son who is willing to do all the research he needs and can have a hand in developing a better Wolfsbane—I’ve already written to my team from the Manor, so once I’ve got this Tiresias Stone matter sorted out, I can hit the ground running there. Sybill should be able to help with the stone; it’s the absolute least she can do, obviously.”

“So you’re going back to work, then?” Harry asks, arms squeezing just a bit tighter around him. 

Draco twists back so he can look at him a bit easier. “Well, yes, as I said, when I figure out how to fix my condition. I—I mean, I have to go back, don’t it? For Father, and for you of course, but also—Greg dies in a hospital, right? If I can figure out what he’s got, maybe I can find a cure, or something preventative. And Isaac—I don’t know what he dies from, but I’m in the right line of work to figure it out.”

Harry nods slowly, and his eyes have gone a bit starry as he looks at Draco, which inevitably makes him blush. “That all makes sense,” Harry says, with a small smile on his face. “You are, after all, a medical researcher.”

“As you keep reminding me,” Draco says, returning the smile. Then he pulls the Malfoy signet ring out of his pocket and shows Harry. “I took this from my father last night,” he starts, turning it around in his fingers, rubbing over the bloodstone, before hooking it onto the chain next to the Castor key. “Technically, it shouldn’t come to me before I’m married, but—Father hasn’t noticed yet, obviously. But it’s a Portkey, like the twin keys are. It will take me to Malfoy Manor if I say our words, which means between this and the Castor key, I can go back and forth for a while.”

Harry’s eyes have gone wide now, his smile spreading. Draco points a finger in his face. “However.”

“Uh-oh.”

“I’m emphasizing a while,” Draco says firmly. “As an eccentric, I can’t have a hermit boyfriend long-term; it’s simply not feasible. You’ll have to reenter society at some point. You can do so as a werewolf or a wizard or basically anything but an Auror, but if we’re to really make a go of this, it has to work out there, too.” He feels a rush of anxiety rise in him, and realizes he might be reaching the end of this long wave of determined certainty he’s been running around on since last night. He’s embarrassed about it, but he has to ask, “You—you want to, right?”

“Yes,” Harry breathes out, then clears his throat. “I—yes, of course I want to be with you. I want—you’re mine, right?”

Draco nods, his throat going tight. “Yes. And you’re mine?”

“If you’ll have me,” Harry says, tilting Draco’s chin up and giving him a different sort of kiss now: slow and sweet, gentle. 

“Good, then,” Draco says when they break. “That’s good. I—then, that’s the plan. I’ll pop back and forth here for a while, but eventually you’ll—”

“—I’ll move into Starfall Court, if that’s what you want,” Harry says, reaching out and taking hold of both the Castor key and the Malfoy ring, squeezing them in his fingers. “That way you can keep the ring if your father asks for it back.”

Draco stares at him. “You know what you’re saying?” 

“I do,” Harry says, with a grin that’s cheeky enough that Draco has to whack him lightly on the chest, wishing he had a yoga mat handy. “Hey. Yeah, that’s what I’m saying,” he says more seriously, and Draco feels himself blush again. 

“All right,” he says slowly, narrowing his eyes up at Harry, relishing how beautiful and kind his smile is, how much he wants it to always be directed at him. “I think we’ll put a pin in that until you’ve taken me on a few dates.”

“That’s fair,” Harry says. “In the meantime, let’s get some practice in for after our dates.” 

“Oh, no, you don’t expect me to fall for a line like—Harry!” Draco yelps as Harry stands and picks Draco up in the same fluid, showoff motion, lifting him easily in his arms and carrying him towards the stairs. 

“This is practice for the wedding night,” Harry says, laughing as Draco whacks him much less lightly now. “What are the benefits of a werewolf boyfriend if not getting carried around everywhere?”

“Why, that big cock you have, of course,” Draco says, making Harry just laugh harder. Draco wobbles in his hold, trying not to join in, until it feels inevitable, Harry’s laughter vibrating through him until it’s all he can feel, the only future he can imagine.

  



7. Epilogue


    
    In the spring, a few days after Beltane, Draco has a vision. 

He’s had a few of these since he’d smashed the Tiresias Stone. It had taken several tense exchanges with Sybill to ascertain that was what he must do to rid himself of the death visions forever; she finally confessed to it on the same day Father had found the cure in a book he’d procured, within an hour of each other—perfect timing on their part, as always. 

Draco had considered storming Hogwarts the way he’d wanted to originally, but Harry had talked him down, reminded him that he should give Sybill a chance to explain first, to apologize, and to help. “I know you care for her, and you’ll regret it if you ruin things with her entirely,” Harry had said, much too wisely and correctly. Draco was annoyed about it—he still hates when Harry’s right, especially when that rightness is counter to what Draco thinks—but was overall grateful. Eventually. 

Before that, he had to endure countless emotional screeds about how Draco is the most powerful Seer the world has ever known (doubtful, but fun if it was to be believed), and how the Tiresias Stone was meant to unlock his full potential: to force him to face his fears and stop hiding his true nature. 

Draco had rambled back about Ministry conspiracies and safety and don’t make me Obliviate you, which had barely passed through Harry’s meanness edits. Harry has also made it very clear on many occasions that he doesn’t believe that the Ministry is out to get all Seers and that he thinks Draco has been taken in by a cautionary tale gone too far from his father, but he’d allowed Draco to make his case to Sybill, and has even promised to rescue him should he ever get disappeared by the Department of Mysteries. 

Beyond that, there were “apology muffins”, which Harry had graciously allowed him to bin this time, and pleas to help Sybill restore their craft to legitimacy, which Draco had ignored as always, until she finally, finally told him that smashing the Stone would rid him of the death visions. 

Draco dropped the letter, picked up the Stone, and hurled it at the floor of the cottage kitchen, making Harry jump and yell out as it shattered all over.

“Right,” Draco had said, sweeping up the pieces with his wand. “I should go test this, I think.” He gave Harry a slow, teasing smile. “Who should I touch?”

Harry managed a whole minute before a sour look came over his face, and Draco had to laugh—he didn’t think there was a single wolfy trait that delighted him more than Harry’s possessiveness. “You’re a wanker,” Harry had said, and Draco had, of course, shot back, “No, but that’s not a bad idea,” and pretended to head off to the clearing to Apparate. Except Harry grabbed him up, of course, and one thing led to another until Harry was groaning, “You touch me,” like an absolute caveman into his ear.

“That wasn’t a good test,” Draco had said afterward, and Harry snorted.

“But was it adequate?”

“Don’t be dense, it wasn’t a good test because you’re a werewolf.” He’d started saying it more, baldly and plainly like that, around both Harry and Father. It was good for them to hear it. 

In the end, Draco had set up a meeting with the director of his research foundation to discuss his return, and he’d shook his hand at the end of it. No death vision hit him; Draco even passed Susan on the way out and gave her a quick and surprising hug, just in case. It was a nice hug, and not one that ushered in Susan’s future death. 

He went back to the cottage after that, changed into his favorite leggings—the teal ones, possibly Harry’s favorites too—and sat on the back steps of the solarium, encased in a Warming Charm and a thick, fleece jumper, looking out over the garden. He closed his eyes, let his Occlumency shields down, and invited the future in, sighing happily, mentally, when it greeted him—relieved to have him back. 

Draco Saw the cottage garden in bloom, a riotous burst of color and greenery spreading all around him. He Saw snow melted and the sun high in the sky, blazing a fierce and persistent yellow, fluffy, cottony clouds drifting by to cast thin shadows across the ground. He Saw nothing to tell him which spring this would be, nothing exact about the when or the how, but he did See the most important piece of it: Harry at the center of the garden, wand out and snapping tall purple asters by the stems, gathering them carefully together into a bouquet. He was laughing at something Draco couldn’t See or hear, smiling so brightly his entire face was wrinkled with it, and he was the most beautiful thing Draco had ever Seen and ever will See.  

When he left the vision, Harry was sitting on the steps next to him, back in winter, watching him carefully. He had a handkerchief in hand, ready to dab at Draco’s nose, but there was only a thin trickle of blood, easily wiped away clean.

“Was that a good one?” Harry asked, and Draco nodded.

“A really good one. Say, do you know anything about gardening?”

Harry got used to that as time passed: Draco letting himself float off into visions, dropping cryptic if well-meaning questions about a future Harry didn’t know about yet. Draco was still learning how to bring Harry into this part of him, still trying to navigate what to share and what keep a surprise, but they’d decided early on to be patient with each other.

Draco left the cottage more and more, bouncing between work, his parents at the Manor, and Harry, until a few weeks passed, and Harry elected to join him beyond the wards a few times. Slowly—they had time, Draco always reminded him—Harry started to sort out the mess he’d run from when he’d decided to isolate: he got back in touch with his friends and the Weasleys, visited his Kensington flat to clean it out, reached out to a therapist who had a good reputation for discretion and work with Magical Creatures. It took him longer still to decide whether or not he wanted to work again, and though he didn’t enroll in university as Draco suggested, he did concede to take a short course on building and modifying wards, something that had piqued his interest when perusing one of the many pamphlets Draco shoved under his nose.

“Do you think, when I’m done—I mean, Goyle builds houses, doesn’t he?” Harry asked, and Draco was first appalled that he’d never thought of that and then absolutely delighted at the thought of it. “I still want to protect people, but—not the way Aurors do. So this makes sense, right?” 

“It makes so much sense,” Draco said, already picturing Greg and Harry’s shared business cards. Of course, Greg and Harry would probably have to meet each other again first and bury the whole “sorry I tried to kill you that time” hatchet, but that wasn’t the only one of those that needed burying if their friend group was ever going to merge. 

Indeed, Draco reintroduced Harry to his friends, enlisting his secret help in getting Blaise and Pansy together—the best solution for fixing Blaise’s death vision, in his view—and found himself reintroduced to Granger and Weasley, bearing their presence with all the grace and dignity of his social class. If he outright refused to be alone in a room with Granger, well, he had very valid reasons for that, and Harry just couldn’t understand because he wasn’t in danger of being snatched off the street and fed vision cakes until he could predict the end of the world.

None of it was simple, or easy, and it all felt like work, like they were fitting something together that no sane people would ever attempt. And there were parts they hadn’t even begun to approach; Harry still has not been to Malfoy Manor, as inevitable as it seems. Draco has not yet been invited to something called “The Burrow”, though he’s been told he should expect to visit someday. 

But it was work that’s felt worth it, slow as it was, tentative as it had to be. It’s work that’s ongoing: they are not at Starfall Court yet, but they are laying the groundwork for it, and Draco just knows, not because of any visions, that they’ll get there. He believes it. He’ll put Harry’s name on the half-painted wall right where it belongs—next to Draco.

Before they get there, though, a few days after Beltane, he has a vision. 

Harry arrives at the cottage as he’s coming out of it, his arms suspiciously behind him, looking excited and nervous. He says, “I have something for you,” at the same time Draco says, “I’ve just had a vision,” and then they stare at each other. A drop of blood falls from Draco’s nose, onto his shirt—a sleeveless tank Harry had ushered him towards the last time Draco allowed him to join him on a trip to the lemon brand shop—and he cleans it up with an annoyed flick of his wand. 

“All right, you first,” Harry says, but he’s squirming slightly; whatever he’s holding behind him might be fighting him a bit, and Draco narrows his eyes at him. 

“I don’t think so. What do you have for me?” 

He has good timing, for once; the something Harry has for him manages to hop out of his hold and scamper across the kitchen floor to Draco, yipping excitedly at him and wagging a forked tail rapidly. “You absolute knob,” Draco says delightedly, dropping to his knees to let the Crup jump up at his chest, heart swelling with an immediate, rushing sort of love he feels out to his fingertips.

“I’ve named him Sting,” Harry says, all meaningful, like Draco’s supposed to understand why. Draco just rolls his eyes—of course Harry would get him a Crup and name him without asking Draco’s input—and submits to being licked in the face, which should be disgusting but is entirely too adorable.

“I’ve said it before, but you are completely barmy. And are you sure you won’t get jealous?” Draco scoops Sting up in his arms, cuddling him close. “What if he wees on me? I won’t have you getting more territorial than you already are.”

Harry, now grown used to the dog jokes Draco swears are good for normalizing the werewolf thing, just rolls his eyes. “I think I can handle it. And you know who you belong to.” And Draco shudders, only starting to get used to the way Harry has started to embrace those more possessive tendencies, the casual reminders he drops in when Draco’s not entirely expecting them. 

“Right. Well, if you’re sure—”

“Draco.”

“I love him,” Draco says, a bit breathless, and a smile breaks over Harry’s entire face. It brightens when Draco adds, “And I love you, Harry,” just to see the smile get bigger, lovelier. 

“I love you too,” Harry tells him, and he takes Draco and Sting in his arms, kissing the side of Draco’s head, submitting himself to licks of his own. 

They are thoroughly distracted by playing with Sting for a while—of course Harry had nearly bought out the pet shop, seemingly delighted to have multiple beings to spoil—and it’s Harry that eventually says, “So, what was your vision?”

“Oh,” Draco says, and he heaves an extremely long-suffering sigh. “I think I’ve got to go to Hogwarts.”

Harry’s brow furrows. “Why? Is something wrong with Trelawney?”

Draco considers his answer to that. Truthfully, things with Sybill still feel unfinished, unsettled; she’d written something that nagged at him, even when he’d ostensibly forgiven her. She had asked him to think about kids that were like him, that maybe had his powers in secret, or some other version of them, and lived in the same shame and fear he always had. I don’t know if they look at me and see a good future, Sybill had said in a rare moment of self-awareness, breaking Draco’s heart a little at the same time. I don’t want them to think they have to be alone. 

It had bothered him when he’d read it, and he’d tried to dismiss it as more of her overly emotional nonsense; how many born Seers could she even be talking about? And it bothers him now, still, as he considers his latest vision, and thinks about how he wants to approach it. If he’s learned anything from this entire ordeal it’s that he always has a choice about how to deal with the future, whether it’s inevitable or not.

And the vision—chalk on his fingertips, the smell of old books and sage and tea, the sounds of autumn leaves swaying under a sky full of every star—it all painted a future he’s always rejected. It’s one he could still reject, he thinks, if only—well, Draco doesn’t want anyone like him to think they have to be alone. He doesn’t want Sybill to think she’s alone. 

“There’s nothing wrong with her, but I think—I might need to—” Draco struggles with this, still, letting Harry into the vision, telling him of a future he’s not even sure he wants. “Time,” is what he eventually comes out with, letting Harry take his hand and squeeze it. “I need some time. There’s still so much I have to do first. But I think—yeah, I’ll have to go to Hogwarts.”

It seems to dawn on Harry what he means then, and he smiles brightly again, his eyes taking on that light that always seems just for Draco: like they’ve got stars in them instead of the moon. It makes Draco feel more certainty than any vision could give him, makes him trust in his future more than he ever has before.

“I think that’s brilliant,” Harry says, and Draco returns his smile, squeezing his hand back.

“That’s good, because eventually I’ll need you to convince McGonagall to meet with me,” Draco says. “I have to talk to her about the future.”

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          i think this fic exists because i had a draco and lucius family drama subplot originally planned for make this leap, and nixed it. so here is…this instead!! ta-da! 

also, it’s up to you to decide whether or not the department of mysteries seer conspiracy is a real threat or if that’s just like the wizarding world’s version of qanon. lucius seems the type, doesn’t he?

anyway, up next (probably not for a while, but): orpheus and eurydice, drarry style! because i truly am just recreating my 2010 drarry fic writing experience, apparently. 😊
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