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Botched ritual

    by GorMartsen

      Summary

      Soul magic is not something you can play around with. It's not like charms that can be cancelled with a simple Finite or curses that can be countered with the appropriate counter-curse. It always involves a ritual, and rituals are not something you should play with.
Lily Potter knew that.
Yet, she found herself willing to take the risk.
--
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Prologue








  
  Soul magic is not something you can play around with. It's not like charms that can be cancelled with a simple 
  
    Finite
  
   or curses that can be countered with the appropriate counter-curse. It always involves a ritual, and rituals are not something you should play with.


  Lily Potter knew that.


  Yet, she found herself willing to take the risk.


  It hadn’t happened spontaneously and wasn’t her first choice, but eventually, she found herself with no other options.


  She couldn’t pinpoint the exact moment when everything started to unravel when her life spiralled into a nightmare. Perhaps it began with her son’s birth, or maybe even before that, when she married James. Perhaps the roots stretched back even further to when Severus called her “Mudblood.”


  Nevertheless, ever since her son was born, she had been plagued by vivid premonitions. Each vision brought her face-to-face with her own death and her family’s demise at the hands of Voldemort. She saw it all with terrifying clarity: her husband dying valiantly while trying to protect them, her own desperate, fruitless run upstairs to grab her son and flee, only to meet their end at the point of Voldemort’s wand, right in this very room.


  It started slowly, she thought to herself, but the intensity and frequency of her nightmares gradually increased. When James dismissed her fears and refused to leave the country, only agreeing to set the Fidelius Charm on the cottage after it became clear that Voldemort was searching for them, she felt utterly helpless. She was left with no choice but to take her son's survival into her own hands.


  Even then, she exhausted every other option, short of fleeing into the night by herself, but found none. She felt trapped, unheard, and overwhelmed with despair. It was perhaps not surprising that, in her desperation, she turned to a solution that was widely frowned upon — the ritual.


  And now, here she was, drawing a magical circle full of exotic runes under her son's crib in the very room where she had envisioned Voldemort killing them. She was planning to exchange her life for her enemy’s in a highly illegal ritual.


  And if her dreams or visions — or whatever they were — were true glimpses of the future and not just the ravings of a woman driven mad, as James claimed — then fuck you, Voldemort, from this mudblood witch.


  🌸


  On Halloween night, when Voldemort was vanquished, the soul magic ritual got botched. Lily Potter didn’t know that Voldemort was performing his own soul magic ritual to create a Horcrux that night. As a result of the two rituals overlapping, a piece of Voldemort's soul was ruined and replaced with Lily's soul, which got stuck in a rune scar on little Harry's head.


  Soul magic is not something you can play around with.


  🌸


  Seventeen years later, when Harry, no longer so little, follows Dumbledore's plan to get killed by Voldemort's wand, the botched ritual is finally completed, and this story starts anew.


  Soul magic is not something you can play around with.


  🌸

 






      

  











Consequences








  
  Watching events unfold in reverse is an incredibly strange experience. It feels as if someone pressed rewind on a VHS tape, and now the scenes are playing backwards at an accelerated pace. I passively observed years of Harry’s life unravel in reverse: the hunt for Horcruxes, the turmoil of his sixth year and Albus’s death, the fifth year and Sirius’s death, the fourth year and Cedric’s death, the third year and the near-fatal encounter with Dementors, the second year and the deadly battle with the Basilisk, and the first year and Voldemort’s wrath. Then came the years of abuse at my sister’s house, culminating in the harrowing night of Halloween 1981, when James and I met our end.


  Yet, even after reaching that moment, time continued to roll back. I witnessed my pregnancy, followed by the years marked by the deaths of my friends at the hands of Death Eaters. I saw my seventh year at Hogwarts, dating James, and then the sixth year and the death of my parents.


  The flow of time began to decelerate as I approached the end of my fifth year at Hogwarts, eventually halting at another pivotal moment in my life: the day Severus called me mudblood.


  And then, as if taking a deep breath, the time flow slowly resumed its forward course, albeit at a more measured pace.


  Just being an adult and utterly detached from the moment allowed me to see what I missed before. I felt a pervasive sense of wrongness in everything — in my movements, my words, and my every action. Not only that, but I also saw things that had gone unnoticed before, or perhaps I had simply chosen not to see them back then. Severus was not himself - he was cursed.


  Now, I recall how many times I saw him sinking deeper into the darker parts of himself despite my fruitless attempts to pull him back. I remember justifying his behaviour with his harsh environment and his father’s abuse, forgiving him for many things or explaining them away as beyond his control. And now I could see what I missed before: he displayed clear signs of being cursed. What happened to you, Severus? And what happened to me?


  I watched as my younger self, hiding in her bed in the dorms, struggled against the wrongness I now see so clearly. She was failing her battle with a curse, and it was growing stronger and stronger.


  Time stopped once more, and I understood that this was the moment when my younger self lost it. Whatever curse or potion she was fighting had won, leaving my soul wounded as a result.


  The next moment, I opened my eyes. I was back in my younger body, in my bed in Gryffindor Tower. With a glass-shattering sensation, I felt the curse — or whatever it was — yield to the ritual I had started almost eighteen years ago, dissolving into the ambient flow of magic.


  My bed was hidden under heavy red drapery, with only one side left open, allowing me to see my Hogwarts dorm. A window beside the bed was ajar, letting in a breeze and light, highlighting the table where I spent countless late nights studying and catching up after my prefect duties. The few chairs visible from my bed were cluttered with girls' clothes, which I’d always had to nag about to ensure they kept their things in their trunks. Everything was just as it used to be.


  The clarity of my perception was so sharp it startled me from my detached state. My first breath was overwhelming, bringing tears to my eyes. The mix of female beauty products, clean linens, and summer scents from the open window assaulted my senses.


  It wasn’t until I noticed the sharpness of my vision that I realised I had been seeing every day of Harry’s life from his perspective, missing my own emotions and the clarity to think for myself. I had just sat there, watching his life unfold, with little desire to intervene or change anything.


  It felt strange. I remembered his senses but not his thoughts, as if his life had been a flat, emotionless story that didn’t even interest me. But now, all those missing emotions came flooding back with a vengeance, a boiling cauldron of feelings spilling everywhere and leaving painful splashes on my raw, exposed skin.


  Amidst this tumult, one relentless and dark thought curled through my mind, making it impossible to ignore: My precious little baby was lost to me forever.


  🌸


  It took me some time to calm down. Overwhelming grief and sadness, mixed with rage and denial, spun endlessly in my mind, with the oddness of my current situation adding to the turmoil.


  It was only through the sharpness of my senses that I managed to break free from this spiralling whirlwind of emotions. Every breath, every movement, every vivid colour and intense smell jolted me back to the present moment — to the “now” - the “Now” that had somehow shifted to the summer of 1976.


  Only then did I begin to think more clearly: I was back at the end of my fifth year, and if what I saw was accurate, Severus had just called me “Mudblood.”


  How did this happen? Why did it happen? What comes next? These questions spun in my mind without answers, but one thing was sure: I would avoid rituals as much as possible from now on. I would never touch them again — never, ever — except, perhaps, for a cleansing ritual, which I would need to use regularly now.


  A shiver ran down my spine, a stark reminder of the wrongness I felt before being thrown back into my body. I was under some influence, and that influence had won against my younger self. Someone had done this to me, hadn’t they? Someone had cursed me and turned my life into a nightmare — a nightmare that I just woke up from, albeit in a very unusual way.


  Oh fuck, it hit me then: I’m back in time, like really back, and not like with the Time Turner, where Harry travelled for a few hours to help Sirius escape. I’m alone, and there’s no younger version of myself around. (Did I kill her?) And my parents... they’re alive again.


  Oh, fuck, they’re alive! I could save them, right? Right? I’ll go mad if I have to relive every single day with no chance to change anything.


  There’s no way I’m going to watch the war from the sidelines and do nothing.


  The war — the one fought in the shadows until I started my sixth year at Hogwarts when lines were drawn, and death became a common note in the Daily Prophet. The war that robbed me dry, left me helpless, and forced me to attend countless funerals, often with closed coffins, until I cried myself numb — that war.


  And now, I know how to actually kill that thing, that vile embodiment of everything that went wrong in my life — the Voldemort.


  I just need time to plan. Yes, plan. No more stupid, brainless ideas or running around like a headless chicken, hoping to make it stick. Slow and easy, and you’ll see, Tom, just how utterly you fucked up.


  Oh, and Dumbledore, go fuck yourself. I’m not going to follow my son’s path to become a sacrificial pawn in your plans. Leading Harry to — and forcing me to witness — his sacrifice was a colossal mistake. And I will never forgive you for leaving him with my wretched sister, subjecting him to years of abuse. I refuse to believe you didn’t know.


  You’ll get your due. Just you wait.


  Snape, Severus, Sev. Another pawn you put on the scales, right, Dumbledore? How utterly did you fucked up his life, Dumbledore?


  It all circles back to what I saw in that reversed memory. Severus was clearly under some dark influence — I saw all the signs. But is it safe to reveal that? Someone orchestrated this situation, didn’t they? And they succeeded in the original timeline — it drove us apart and left invisible marks on both of us, from which we never recovered.


  What should I do?


  🌸


  Hours later, Marlene entered our dorm and sat beside me on my bed. I was still lost in planning my revenge against everyone who had wronged me, though mostly, I was venting and struggling not to be overwhelmed by the flood of memories and emotions that had become too much to process.


  “How are you?” she asked gently. Her youthful appearance momentarily struck me. Mentally, I might have accepted that I was back in time, but seeing her was a completely different experience. Her long, straight white hair was intricately braided with blue ribbons, which were tied into a lovely blue bow. Her striking blue eyes, which seemed larger than usual, drew attention to her face, evoking images of elves from Tolkien’s stories. The effect was completed by her specially tailored school uniform, which accentuated her figure and highlighted all the right places.


  “It’s fine, don’t worry about it,” I replied with more confidence than I felt.


  She simply hummed and squeezed my hand. A conflicted look crossed her face, and I caught flashes of the future in my mind.


  “What’s wrong?” I asked, already knowing that Severus was waiting outside the common room, intent on asking for forgiveness.


  When she hesitated, I pressed, “Is it Snape?”


  “Yeah, he wants to talk to you. Are you up for it? I can go and tell him you don’t want to see him, like ever,” Marlene offered.


  “No, it’s fine. I can handle it myself.” It was time to start moving some plans forward, even if they were just dotted lines instead of solid steps to follow.


  "Oh? I thought I had to convince you to cut ties with him, you know?" she said, a bit surprised.


  That was precisely what she did last time, and it took her a while to do so. I wasn’t ready then and didn’t want to accept a reality in which Severus wasn’t my friend anymore.


  “No, don’t worry. Give me five minutes. I don’t want him to see me like this,” I said, gesturing to my tear-streaked face, which bore the evidence of hours of crying I needed to hide now.


  “That’s the spirit! I’ll see you after, alright?” Marlene said, getting up to leave the dorm.


  “Sure, darling.” I couldn’t stop myself from rolling my eyes, but inside, I was in agonising pain seeing her alive — I had forgotten just how beautiful she was.


  🌸


  After a quick visit to the washroom and a few dozen beauty charms, I walked down to the common room with a note in hand:


  
    "Play along. Take a flush potion and perform a cleansing ritual.
  


  
    First Saturday at our spot."
  


  A quick scan of the common room confirmed that James wasn’t around. I strongly suspected he was out there with his invisibility cloak, likely keeping a close watch on Severus, waiting for the opportunity to curse him from behind to make his point. Marlene was sitting with Alice, Frank, and Mary, who was animatedly sharing one of her stories, her arms gesticulating wildly. I nodded to Marlene, who immediately noticed me and glanced around. The place was full of people, many of whom would be buried in a cemetery within a few short years. It all felt too fast and overwhelming, so I hurried to the portrait leading out of the Gryffindor common room.


  As I stepped out, I saw Severus. He looked terrible — his usually dirty hair was even more unkempt, and his puffy eyes and dark circles made him look worse than ever. His old, barely serviceable robes still bore the signs of his morning encounter with the Marauders.


  He was what, sixteen years old now? Sweet Morgana.


  With my clearer perception, I could almost see dark magic swirling around him like a malevolent mist. I hoped it wasn’t too late for him and that a cleansing ritual combined with a flush potion would suffice.


  “Lily! I’m so sorry,” he said as soon as he saw me.


  He stared at my stony face, clearly trying to gauge my reaction and searching for any sign of forgiveness.


  "Lily… I didn't mean it. I was just so angry. You have to understand!" he pleaded again, his posture rigid, and I could almost see the dying hope in his dark, bottomless eyes.


  "Save it," I replied sharply, closing the distance between us and grabbing his tie.


  He flinched at my sudden movement. Taking advantage of the moment, my left hand found his right one and passed him the note hidden between us. He grabbed it like a hungry fish snapping at the bait.


  "It's over. Don't talk to me again. Ever!" I said, stepping back and lightly pushing him away.


  At first, he seemed to struggle with what I was saying. I watched as emotions flitted across his face, from confusion to understanding, eventually settling into the expressionless mask Slytherins were known for.


  “Very well,” he said, pausing for a moment before turning on his heel and marching away. As soon as he rounded the corner, I heard him speed up and then run off, leaving no chance for James to follow him.


  I stood there for a moment, collecting myself before heading back. The room was filled with dead bodies — dead to me, at least. I hadn’t seen most of them in over eighteen years. It felt too soon to immerse myself in their friendly, mostly trivial teenage chit-chat and drama. Am I really twice their age now? I don’t feel like it. Should I count the years of Harry’s life if I wasn’t truly living them?


  Recognising that I was stalling, I turned around and went back inside. At the first opportunity, I would retreat to my dorm. I was sure it wouldn’t take long for James to make a fool of himself again, giving me a perfectly reasonable excuse to escape.


  I hadn’t taken more than five steps toward Marlene when the entrance portrait slammed back against the door frame behind me, and James’s loud voice cut through the common room, silencing everyone.


  "Lily!"


  By now, the entire common room probably knew about the scene at the lake and was eager for the latest gossip.


  "What do you want, Potter?" I sighed as I turned around.

 

  He was young — really young, even younger than Harry was. It was clear they didn’t look the same. Sure, the hair and glasses were familiar, but their body shapes and structures were different. James was taller and fitter, reflecting a different upbringing. Even their clothes and the way they wore them were markedly distinct. Harry’s habits seemed more in line with this time Severus’s than with James’s. What a surprise.


  I had to refocus on James's words, snapping back from my obsessive comparison.


  "I just wanted to tell you that you did the right thing. You should have cut Snivellus out a long time ago!" James declared, his face bright with satisfaction.


  I just snapped then and there.


  My anger, frustration, and stress coalesced into a cold fury that I channelled into a charm I’d never tried before — the Bat-Bogey Hex. I wasn’t sure why I chose it or how to perform it perfectly—I’d only seen Ginny Weasley use it a few times — but I managed to pull it off with surprising skill.


  "Fuck off, Potter."


  Turning on my heel, I forced a strained smile at Marlene and stormed back upstairs. The room erupted in laughter at James's misfortune once again. They were probably used to my outbursts by now, right? Right?


  🌸


  The following day, I awoke feeling exhausted after a restless night. My sleep had been plagued by nightmares of my own and Harry's lives, interspersed with the sensation of being hunted.


  It took me a while to summon the energy to get out of bed. But it wasn’t until I stood in front of the bathroom mirror that the reality hit me: I was sixteen again. The girl staring back at me had no signs of the hard life I had lived. Her soft skin, fierce green eyes, and red hair painted a picture of youthful beauty that I had long forgotten.


  For a moment, I didn’t recognise myself. For the past seventeen years, I had seen Harry in the mirror rather than my own reflection. I had almost forgotten how I looked as a young woman.


  It was oddly amusing to recall my past insecurities about my appearance — how I hated my freckles, my hair, my legs, and my tendency to blush easily.


  As I removed my nightdress, I couldn’t help but admire my body, untouched by pregnancy. My not-quite-developed form still had a natural allure that I had long since forgotten. When had I last looked at myself with such appreciation?


  Then, a jarring thought interrupted my reverie: since returning to my younger self, I hadn’t really considered James. It was as if my memories of him were emotionally neutral, like distant, unimportant facts.


  I had dated him, we had a child, and then we both died — but my emotions seemed oddly absent.


  And then it hit me HARD.


  Before I started dating James, I had never been interested in boys.


  What the actual fuck?

 

  Alternative ending:


  As I removed my nightdress, I couldn’t help but admire my body untouched by pregnancy. My not-quite-developed breast was firm and bouncy, covered with freckles. My soft and non-existent tummy showed no sign of stretching, and legs that I despised for being short were quite well matched with my stature. The thigh gap brought focus to my clean-shaven fanny.


  I forgot that I preferred it this way until I started to date James.


  James.


  Since returning to my younger self, I hadn’t really considered him. It was as if my memories of him were emotionally neutral, like distant, unimportant facts.


  I had dated him, we had a child, and then we both died — but my emotions seemed oddly absent.


  And then it hit me HARD.


  Before I started dating James, I had never been interested in boys.


  What the actual fuck?


  🌸

 






      

  











The End-Of-Year Feast and Party








  
  It was torture, a torture that was so painful and sweet at the same time that I wondered if I might lose my sanity simply from seeing long-dead people all around me. I saw them buried, maimed, or tortured until madness overtook them, and now they were young teenagers, carefree and running through the Hogwarts halls.


  Only now could I fully grasp the sheer devastation Voldemort had wrought with his quest for domination. The student population was at least three times larger than what I had seen through Harry’s eyes. In twenty years, these halls would be almost empty if I failed to stop him, and history repeat itself again.


  Walking through Hogwarts was pure torture, and the End-of-Year Feast was twice as bad. I did my best to ignore everyone around me, pretending to eat my dinner just to keep my sanity intact.


  "
  
    Good evening, everyone,
  
  ” Dumbledore began his closing speech, a speech that I had been waiting for like never before. I was eager to escape from Hogwarts and its throng of students.


  
    “As we gather here for the last time this year, I am filled with a mixture of pride and nostalgia. It’s hard to believe that another year has passed so quickly. It seems like only yesterday…”
  


  I tuned him out and scanned the dining halls. Almost everyone in Gryffindor was paying attention, with only James and Sirius whispering in hushed voices while Remus and Peter kept a vigilant lookout. If I was right, they had tampered with the Slytherin food or drinks to turn everyone redheaded as soon as Dumbledore announced the winner of the House Cup. It was already clear that Slytherin was in the lead and would likely retain the cup for the second year in a row unless something dramatic happened.


  
    “And now, before we retire for the summer, I have the pleasure of announcing the results of this year’s House Cup competition. As always, the House Cup is awarded to…”
  


  With each House that Dumbledore announced, Slytherin's anticipation grew. They tried to mask their excitement with indifference, but the younger the year, the less successful they were.


  
    “..won the House Cup for this year. Congratulations to Slytherin, who have demonstrated exceptional skill, strategy, and perseverance, amassing a total of 545 points…”
  


  The stigma I had seen through Harry’s eyes was not yet present, and the applause from the other Houses was more genuine and natural than anything I had seen in the future.


  Dumbledore had to pause for a moment to let the applause die down, and at that instant, almost all of the Slytherin students turned redheaded. The entire House was in disarray, casting murderous glares at the laughing Marauders — especially James and Sirius, who didn’t bother to hide their hysterical reactions — or looking enviously at the older years who had avoided the prank (though not everyone in the higher years had escaped unscathed). Others were frantically trying to 
  
    finite
  
   the changes or pretending nothing had happened as if the prank was of no concern or simply playing along.


  The Slytherin and their games.


  Dumbledore raised his voice to be heard over the crowd, but it still sounded calm and even:


  
    “Indeed, it appears that the spirit of camaraderie and competition has manifested itself in a rather… vibrant fashion this evening.”
  
   he paused, his eyes scanning the hall. 
  
    “Let us remember that while pranks may bring joy and laughter, it is always best to ensure they are executed with kindness and respect for others.”
  


  He was saying more, but I ignored it. Instead, I made eye contact with Severus. I hadn’t seen him for the last two days, since that moment outside the common room. He looked better and calmer, and he was the only one among his year’s classmates who didn’t have red hair now — probably because he hadn’t eaten anything, the same way I hadn’t.


  All these days, I had to visit the kitchen by myself for food because I had no way of knowing who (or even how) had cursed me or how to ensure my food was clean.


  
    “..Enjoy your summer, and may you return refreshed and ready..”
  


  I heard Dumbledore finish his end-of-year speech and gave a small nod to Severus, who immediately returned it.


  Finally, it was over, and tomorrow morning, we would all go home.


  However, there was one last obstacle — the end-of-year party.


  Even though none of my classmates were seventeen yet, we were all attending a “grown-up” Gryffindor party this year. The seventh years were going to treat the sixth and fifth years with celebration alcohol and pass some “wisdom” and “traditions” on the fifth year.


  I’ve been there before, and I've even lived it through, and it would be surreal to do it again.


  🌸


  The first two hours were the same party for everyone in Gryffindor. Even McGonagall made an appearance to mingle and remind the prefects that, at 10 p.m., everyone should be in the dorms, preferably sleeping, as if the rule had ever stopped the sixth and seventh years from partying before. And starting this year, it would not stop my classmates either.


  In the corner, a table had drinks and snacks provided by our unseen helpers — house-elves. All other furniture had been removed, leaving only a table for the magical gramophone and a few sofas and chairs around the fireplace and in the corner next to it. Some daring couples had already claimed these spots, deep into their kissing contests.


  It vividly reminded me of my sixth-year end-of-the-year party, and I cringed, recalling my future self in the same place, doing the same things with James. I wasn’t ready to think about that yet — or maybe ever.


  I ducked under a flying mini dragon that was leaving a trail of confetti and continued on my way to join my year’s girls. At first, I considered going back to the dorms to spend time planning my next steps, but that would draw more attention to me. So, I changed into something more fitting for the party — a summer dress in a light lilac colour imprinted with white lily flowers, with my black platform boots — and made my way downstairs to the common room. The dress now sat just above my knee, but when I bought it last summer, it had been a more modest length — I'd grown quite a bit since then.


  That was another change that had taken place over the last few days. My memories had begun to rearrange themselves, with the most recent and relevant ones coming to the surface. This made it easier to recall recent events, which was a relief since I had struggled to remember most of what happened this year.


  Of course, I initially freaked out, but once I started writing everything down and realised I hadn’t forgotten anything, I relaxed. Nevertheless, I kept writing — just in case.


  “Lily, you look great!” Marlene greeted me as soon as I got closer.


  And while Mary and Alice approved my outfit with a glance, the more conservative members of our year pretended not to notice me. They were all from prominent wizarding families, while Mary and I were the only Muggle-borns in Gryffindor this year. Despite our attempts to be friendly, there had always been a subtle tension between us. Most of them hoped to catch James as their future husband, which made me even more unwelcome in their eyes, especially since James had shown interest only in me since the first year.


  I didn’t even bother trying to remember their names, though they were on the tip of my tongue. It wasn’t worth the effort. Back then, in the original timeline, I hadn’t seen it clearly, but now it was as plain as day—we had never been friends, even if I thought otherwise.


  “Thank you. You look dashing yourself,” I said, returning the compliment, which was well deserved.


  While Alice, being a pureblood, wore a more conservative black dress that reached the floor, it still had some modern touches, like exposed arms. In contrast, Mary’s dress, which was equally conservative but in yellow with white accents, was unremarkable, reflecting her small-town origins and likely influenced by her mother’s preferences.


  And so, Marlene stood out with her rich, deep blue dress. It was as daring as mine, ending just above the knee and highlighting her open arms and shoulders. A lightly transparent magical shawl, sparkling with stars every time she moved, covered her shoulders. She paired the dress with light-blue-heeled oxfords that complemented it nicely.


  She always preferred to have her hair braided, and today was no exception. She’d styled it into intricate braids with what I bet were Celtic motifs, honouring her connection to her roots. Her eyes, which always reminded me of Tolkien elves, sparkled with mischief and joy today, and I couldn’t help but like it.


  “Alright, everyone! I've got a treat for you tonight!” Sirius shouted over the crowd, standing on a chair as the music abruptly stopped.


  He was dressed in a black leather jacket over a simple black T-shirt and flare jeans. Had he already become interested in motorcycles?


  “I’ve just found the perfect track to get us all revved up and talking. You lot know I’m always on the lookout for the best tunes, right? Well, I’ve dug up something truly brilliant,” he continued, gesturing dramatically, and people started to pay more attention.


  “Prepare yourselves for a song that’s going to blow your minds and fuel your engines. From Queen’s latest masterpiece, here comes ‘I’m In Love With My Car!’” He finished with a dramatic bow and leapt down from the makeshift stage, receiving enthusiastic pats on the back from the boys around him and soaking up the cheers.


  “Let’s go dance!” Marlene grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the makeshift dance area. Well, why not...


  🌸


  At 10 p.m. sharp, all students below the fifth year were sent to their dormitories, leaving the common room significantly less crowded.


  The dancing marathon Marlene had pulled me into was exactly what I needed to let it all go. I hadn’t realised how much I needed it until we started, and I was really grateful for that.


  James and Sirius tried to break us apart a few times, inviting us to dance, but with giggles and laughter, we just kept going and going and going, completely ignoring their advances.


  And now we were sitting in a corner on a single armchair that we had to share. It was big enough for both of us, but Marlene had pushed me first and occupied my lap, leaving her legs dangling off the side.


  We talked about everything and nothing for a while until we fell silent, basking in the late-afterparty atmosphere. I looked into her eyes, which had always fascinated me, and the reflection of the fireplace made them even more surreal. They were getting bigger — oh right, she had leaned closer. At first, I thought she was going to whisper something in my ear, but then… I lost myself in the softness of her lips, and all and any thoughts just lost their meaning.


  🌸


  “Hold on,” I broke the kiss and looked around, panicking. What if anybody noticed? “They might see us.”


  “I charmed the chair with a notice-me-not. Now stop panicking and get back here.” Marlene leaned into me and caught my lips again, successfully shutting me down.


  It was freeing, it was like flying in the clouds, it was bliss. Something was bubbling in my chest, making me shake and tremble. And hungry, oh so hungry for more.


  I let my hands travel around her body, touching, squeezing, and testing limits. Not long after, she joined me in exploration, making me feel even more in need of doing more, having more, and being more.


  And while doing it in a chair in the common room, under a notice-me-not, had its own edge — I needed more privacy.


  “Let’s go to the dorms,” I proposed during the next break for air.


  A few quick charms to straighten our clothes and hair, and we quietly sneaked back upstairs. Once there, I released her hand and pulled out my wand to cast my own variation of a notice-me-not and silencing charm (I had developed these during the war; though they were more demanding, their effects were more subtle, ensuring that our absence wouldn’t raise any suspicions) on my bed before turning back to her.


  While I was busy casting, she had already slipped out of her clothes - the minx - leaving her only in white stockings and underwear.  My heartbeat quickened, rising into my throat, and suddenly, I felt a deep thirst — a need for more kisses and more touches, for just more everything.


  “Come here, darling,” I said in a husky voice, spelling my own clothes off, leaving me equally only in underwear and golfers, albeit black ones.


  Our next kiss was hungry and intense. When our naked bodies touched, it was almost as if sparks flew between us - it was hot-hot-hot, and there was not enough air. Touching and more touching and more. I just couldn’t get enough of it.


  I felt like on fire, I felt like melting, I felt like leaking, and already my panties were soaked. I captured her thigh between mine and started to move, I needed to move, I needed to feel it touching me, rubbing, pressing… and I was not alone in my desire, I felt her hot-and-burning fanny on my thigh, looking for the same, and so we moved and moved and …


  The stars … oh my … we both spasmed at the same time, and that alone threw us into the blissful second wave.


  Oh, I just wanted this night never to end.


  🌸


  The next morning was chaotic. Clearly, no one had thought it wise to prepare their things the day before, so they ran around like Peeves was chasing them, scrambling for forgotten items, clothes, and whatnot.


  Marlene and I had woken up early just to make sure nobody saw us spending the night together, and we were already packed and ready to go. That was a topic for another day, though. For now, I focused on eating my breakfast, grabbing snacks for the train, and heading to the Hogsmeade station.


  I’d never been so happy to go home for summer break until today.


  I swapped my prefect train shifts for the morning, leaving Remus no choice but to take the later ones. He was as fresh and cheerful as a cucumber, unaffected by the high alcohol consumption, probably thanks to his werewolf metabolism. His mates, however, looked like Inferi this morning.


  Yesterday, when the second part of the party — the “wisdom” and “tradition” ones — began, most of them got drunk playing party games. Marlene and I had missed that part, of course, as we were busy in our own little world, under strong notice-me-not, exploring each other's lips and hips.


  So, I spent the first few hours of the train ride walking through the cars, keeping an eye on the younger students, and finally allowing myself to think about the topic I had been avoiding — how I ended up married to James.


  The last time around, I was so distressed after ending my friendship with Severus (and being cursed, though I didn’t know it then) that I missed most of the fifth-year end-of-the-year party. My mood didn’t improve once I got home, straining my relationship with my sister and contributing to my decision to shut out my parents. Then, my father died just before I was due to return to Hogwarts, leaving me even more depressed and wracked with guilt for having ignored him in his final months. It was a grim time. To make matters worse, less than five months later, just before Christmas break, my mother passed away as well. I had to leave early to attend her funeral, which led to a major falling-out with Petunia.


  A month later, on my seventeenth birthday — when I officially became an adult in the Wizarding World — I received Petunia’s first and last letter. She congratulated me on coming of age in “your freaking world” and informed me that she had sold our parent’s house, and as an adult, she assumed I would handle my own living arrangements from now on.


  I felt utterly lost.


  “Watch where you’re going, Mudblood,” I jolted abruptly out of my thoughts when I bumped into Mulciber, of all people, as he unexpectedly emerged from a compartment while I was passing by.


  “Watch your tongue, Mulciber,” I snapped back.


  “Or what?” he growled, trying to intimidate me as he loomed over. He had a good head on me, and it might have worked if I weren’t a seasoned fighter who had survived quite a few battles before becoming pregnant.


  
    Petrificus Totalus
  
   slipped silently from my right hand as I pushed Mulciber back into the compartment. He fell on his back between the seats — completely petrified.


  I had used this trick many times before, but never so effectively. Usually, it just locks muscles for a few seconds and gives me an upper hand in close quarters, but not like this.


  Then I noticed who he was sitting with — Avery, Snape, and two other Slytherin boys I didn’t know, as well as Regulus Black. Most of them missed my performance, but I saw Severus and Regulus glance at my empty hands. That was a problem for later.


  “Keep him leashed, Snape, or he’ll start next year with detention,” I said curtly and quickly left the compartment, closing the door with a clang.


  What was I thinking about? Oh, right, I was lost, with no support or even a place to stay.


  Horace Slughorn noticed my distress and declining performance in his class and invited me to a five o'clock tea to talk.


  That’s where it all began, but it didn’t happen right away. At first, I shared my complicated situation with him and found his company comforting. He promised to help me find a job and lodging for the upcoming summer, though he cautioned me not to expect too much.


  Gradually, he began to discuss the real situation for muggleborns in the Wizarding World and my prospects. They weren’t promising, especially with the rising unrest. I needed both backing and money to move beyond a few sickles per hour jobs. And while he could offer the first, there was nothing he could do about the latter.


  It was fair to say that this didn’t make me feel any better. I felt trapped between the prospect of working low-paying jobs in the Wizarding World or returning to the Muggle World to do the same — especially since I had no Muggle education, like at all."


  When he saw that I understood, he proposed a way out - a marriage contract.


  It took me some time to come to terms with that. I felt broken after losing Sev as a friend, the death of my parents, and the non-existent support from my sister.


  In the end, my agreement was expected, and Slughorn played his hand well. He put me in contact with James's parents and helped to draw up a Marriage Contract. It was quite straightforward. We would date for six months, with no penalty if we broke up during that period. After that, I would have to marry him within a year and have an heir within another three. I would receive my personal vault with twenty thousand galleons and be free to choose my apprenticeship and Potter name to support my career advancements.


  James's parents placed one special condition on me: I should never disclose this contract to James.


  On my side, to get around my sexual preferences, I requested a lust potion variation that made me quite okay with kissing and having sex with James.


  In the end, I sold myself out, but I wanted to feel better about myself, even if it was a lie. I requested to be obliviated if the contract was activated after the initial six months of dating.


  And now, I have to live with it.


  🌸


  It was a few hours later when I returned to the compartment where I had left Marlene with our baggage, doing my best to leave my past mistakes outside the door. I had another, more immediate issue to deal with — Marlene.


  She was sitting alone, with Alice and Mary nowhere to be found.


  “Hey, darling, I’m back,” I announced as I stepped inside.


  She perked up at my voice, quickly hiding the worried expression she had been wearing and forcing a smile. We hadn’t had the chance to talk about what happened last night, and I could see it was making her nervous. I was just used to being anxious, paranoid, distressed, and depressed by now.


  “How was your patrol? Did anything happen?” she asked, though her tone lacked genuine interest.


  “Mulciber happened, but I dealt with it,” I replied, returning her fake smile as I sat down on the left side, opposite her by the table.


  “Where is everyone?”


  There was no one else in the compartment, and we might actually talk about yesterday night.


  “Alice went to sit with Frank, and Mary decided to join them. Honestly, sometimes it feels like Frank is dating them both,” she said, trying to keep her tone casual, and she might have succeeded with anyone else, but I saw it for what it was — a mask.


  “Maybe they are,” I replied with a wicked smile. “I might have some ideas about what they were up to.”


  She let out a sudden, involuntary snort, quickly covering her mouth to stifle the laughter that almost escaped. Her cheeks reddened in the cutest way, and her elfish eyes widened dramatically, making me melt inside. (What the hell is happening to me?)


  I couldn’t help but giggle, and before I knew it, we were both laughing almost hysterically. That finally broke through her nervousness, and I could see her relax — just as I did.


  Still, we really need to talk, and as the older one (even if I'm younger biologically, Marlene has almost four months on me), I should take charge of it.


  Honestly, it was an utterly messed-up situation. Yesterday, my brain just shut off — I didn't think about any of this. But now, I couldn’t escape the reality of it. And while biologically, I’m still sixteen, even younger than her, mentally, I’m older — like not-in-school-anymore older (I don’t even know how to count my age anymore). What a mess.


  In the original timeline, nothing like this happened — we didn’t spend the night kissing, and obviously, we didn’t spend the night together doing quite a bit more. We had some chemistry during my sixth year, but we never had the nerve to go beyond holding hands, kissing on the cheeks, and pretending to be just friends.


  My decision to attend this year's party brought quite a change.


  Another sore point was our sexual preferences. The Wizarding World was quite judgmental toward open homosexuality. The key word is “open.” Do what you want behind closed doors — nobody cares — as long as the couple produces the required children for the continuity of the family line.


  Memories of a sad Marlene and me dating James in the sixth year surfaced — I think she hoped that somehow we would get together, but instead, I fucked it all up. I never got around to explaining my decision to her out of shame, and later, I forgot it all. It feels like I betrayed her, my parents, and myself — and rightly so. I sold myself out for gold and some semblance of security.


  As far as I can remember, Marlene didn’t date anyone during her Hogwarts years. In hindsight, it's pretty clear why she rejected all of Sirius's advances, and it became apparent later that she had a relationship with Dorcas after graduation, though they hid it well.


  Marlene died in July '81, and not a month later, Dorcas followed her. I was devastated by their deaths.


  "Do you want to talk about it?" Her voice interrupted my trip down memory lane.


  Right, I was planning to start a talk, not wallow in misery.


  "Do you think your parents would let you visit Muggle London with me? Have you ever been to Muggle London?" Shit, that’s not what I was planning to say — stupid brain, stupid mouth, stupid body.


  But when her eyes sparkled with excitement and curiosity, making me almost drool, I couldn’t bring myself to correct it. She was so attractive like that, and I just gave up.


  I felt utterly messed up in my head. All my life before and the life of my son, which I watched through his eyes, was not happy. I needed some happiness badly, and it was almost impossible to resist when it was right in front of me, tempting me to grab it.


  "That would be awesome, Lily! I just… is it going to be safe?" she asked with a touch of uncertainty.


  "Yeah, well. I could talk to your parents about it when we arrive?"


  Maybe, just maybe, everything was going to be alright.


  🌸

 






      

  











Homecomings and Heartbeats








  
  “So, what are we going to do on our date?” Marlene asked, her voice innocent but full of curiosity and eagerness to hear my answer.


  The date. Well, she wasn’t wrong, even if we hadn’t exchanged the L-word yet, and our beginning had been anything but conventional.


  Was I ready to actually start a relationship? It felt too late to be asking that question, and I could see the same in her eyes. Her innocent question was really hiding a deeper one: 
  
    Are we dating?
  


  “Walk around, maybe see some sights. There’s a nice shopping centre we could visit to do a bit of shopping, and then we could grab something to eat afterwards,” I suggested, not denying the word “date.”


  “Oh, I've wanted a nice muggle dress for a while!” she agreed eagerly, and I noticed her tension ease as she relaxed.


  “I’ve heard about this ‘thong’ thing. Could we buy one?” she asked in a hushed voice, her excitement clear.


  Was that a thing already? I couldn’t quite remember.


  “We’ll visit a lingerie boutique — I can promise you that. No guarantees they’ll have it, though,” I replied, starting to feel excited, too.


  For the next hour, we discussed our potential outing to Muggle London and all the things we might do there. Marlene was especially eager to explore muggle fashion and was particularly interested in buying a thong more than any dress. Still, she was also curious about muggle clothes in general and was keen to hear about muggle fashion trends.


  I did my best to educate her on the subtle details and differences she’d need to know to blend in as a muggle, but it quickly became overwhelming for her — most of what seemed obvious to me was not so apparent to her. But that was understandable — I still remember my own confusion during my first visit to Diagon Alley when I went to buy a wand.


  The funny thing was that my fashion sense was also a bit out of sync. It wasn’t just the influence of the Wizarding World either; my memories of the future played a part as well. I recall how people dressed twenty years from now, and it was quite casual. I found it somewhat appealing and plan to buy some items that emulate it, though I anticipate some challenges — future fashion isn't here yet, and finding similar casual clothes might not even be possible.


  During our talks, our hands naturally found each other, and it felt grounding and comforting to hold hands and play with our intertwined fingers. Soon, I noticed her eyes being drawn to my lips more and more, and I spotted her cute, blushing cheeks.


  It didn’t leave me wondering what she was thinking about, and that bubbling feeling returned to my chest, making me tremble in my seat and ogle hungrily at her lips as well.


  It didn’t take long for Marlene to switch her seat next to mine, and soon, we were making out with such intensity that I could almost feel the heat emanating from us.


  She straddled my lap, pressing her core against mine, and I felt her hands threading through my hair, firmly caressing my head as we explored each other’s lips.


  We were both hungry, and last night had only given us a brief respite. We craved more and devoured each other with an intensity and passion I never knew I could feel.


  BANG.


  BANG.


  BANG.


  “Lily, are you there?” I heard Potter through the rushing blood in my ears. The fuck does he need now, of all times?


  🌸


  Getting ready each morning was far more convenient with a selection of beauty charms — which every girl learned faster than Wingardium Leviosa — than doing it by hand. By the time we reached our fifth year, we could perform them in a half-asleep state, emerging for breakfast pristine and well-dressed.


  That’s why it only took us a couple of seconds to erase all signs of our activities. Just to be thorough, I even cast a spell to freshen the air, masking the lingering scent. Silently, I sent a prayer of thanks to my paranoid habits, which had somehow survived and come back with me. Without even noticing, I had locked the compartment door with an advanced locking spell when I entered some time ago.


  With a flick of my wand, I opened the door just as Marlene landed on her spot next to the window, on the opposite side of the table, with an innocent face, hiding her minx side behind sparkling eyes — No, sir, nothing happened here.


  “The hell do you want now, Potter?” I growled as soon as he stumbled into the compartment — apparently, the idiot had been trying to listen through the door.


  "Alright, Evans?" he said with a rueful smile, standing up and running his hand through his wild hair.


  “Obviously. Now spill what you want, or bats out of your nose will be the least of your problems,” I snapped, barely holding back my frustration. The hell does he want now?

 

  “Well, I heard that Mulciber attacked you…” He started enthusiastically, but I cut him off before he could finish.


  “I handled it. Anything else?” I needed him out and to get back to those lips, to that touch, to sate my needs, my desire…  Oh fuck, I felt dampness spreading under my bum — I needed him out of here, now.


  “Well, do you want to meet up this summer? Let's make you forget about that slimy Snivellus. You can even come and visit me at our manor. It’ll be fun!" The longer he spoke, the more I wanted to curse him.


  “The bats are coming out in three,” there was confusion on his face, “two,” he backpedalled with the horror of realisation painting his face “One,” he frantically tried to pull his wand out, already one step out of the compartment. I heard his mates snickering and laughing outside at his misfortune.


  I sent my locking charm at the door silently while Potter loudly called for 
  
    Protego
  
  , and the spell slammed the door hard with a loud cling of the lock. Not a moment later, Marlene jumped me and our lips crashed together.


  “You’re so hot,” she paused briefly to say before capturing my lips in another searching kiss. When she pulled away again, she added, “I want you now.” 


  The bubbling feeling inside me returned tenfold, stronger than before, and I had neither the strength nor the desire to hold it back anymore.


  I flipped her on the seat, pressing her down with my weight, and my hand found a way under her skirt. She was wet, no less wet than me. And she didn’t wear any underwear. The minx, someone was hopping for it, hadn’t they?


  She trembled when my fingers found her happy button and pressed her lower lips firmly. It took her just a moment to cum from my touch alone, making deepthroat moan right into my mouth and clenching to me with all her strength. I gently held her soaking fanny in my palm until she stopped to tremble and relaxed.


  Only then did I take it away and make a show of leaking my fingers.


  “Oh, fuck Lily,” she groaned and, with unexpected strength, flipped me over, taking the top position. She hungrily looked me in the eyes, pausing for a moment, and then her eyes travelled down to my chest. Involuntary, she licked and bit her lips, and with a wicked smile, I moved my hand along the blouse buttons, spelling them unbuttoned in the process - another little trick of mine.


  Her eyes sparkled in delight when she saw my naked top, my perky breast, and, after a moment, she dove for them, devoting them with abandon.


  It was my turn to moan, to arch my back, and to see the stars.


  What a wonderfully unexpected trip home this had turned out to be.


  🌸


  It took us hours to sate our immediate hunger, but I could still feel it simmering in my core. Unfortunately, we were back in London, and soon we’d be going our separate ways. The summer break would be a test for us. That much was certain.


  Somehow, in our desire-fueled state, we had missed any opportunity to talk about us and what it all meant, too caught up in the moment to discuss it.


  “Lily,” Marlene started, her voice a bit uncertain.


  “What is it?” I prompted her when she didn’t continue.


  “I’m going to miss you,” she mumbled, casting her eyes down before looking back up at me with more resolve. “And I’ll be waiting for every one of your letters.”


  And I realised, then, that yes, I would miss her too. An idea sparked in my mind, with memories of Hermione and her trick with the enchanted galleons coming to the surface. But unlike Hermione, I’d finished seven years at Hogwarts and knew that spell well."


  I immediately stood up and pulled down my trunk, searching for some unused parchment. I always kept spares.


  “Aha!” I exclaimed when I found a clean roll and cut two pieces to the same length.


  Placing them on the table, I dug into my memories of the 
  
    Protean
  
   Charm, recalling the details I needed. Once I was confident I knew what to do, I stacked the parchments and, with a few quick flicks of my wand, linked them together, adding a light-based alarm to notify us of any changes.


  Only then did I look at Marlene, handing her one of the copies.


  “What is it?” she asked in wonder, flipping it around.


  “Write something down,” I instructed, passing her a quill with ink. She quickly did so, and my copy lit up with a yellow glow.


  With a smile, I opened it and read:


  
    “I want you already.”
  


  I snorted and wrote back:


  
    “No time, we're already in London.”
  


  Right on cue, the train began to slow down, whistling to announce our arrival.


  Marlene pouted, but I saw her happily pressing the parchment to her chest, wonder shining in her eyes.


  “And I’ll miss you too, Minx,” I added, packing my things back into the trunk and locking it up.


  “What did you call me?” she perked up, her pout all but forgotten.


  “Minx. That’s who you are, my little Minx,” I replied, giving her a chaste kiss on her lovely lips.


  “Let’s go, and I’ll talk to your parents. Worst case, we’ll see each other in Diagon Alley, alright?”


  She visibly collected herself and gave me one last bone-crushing hug, silently conveying her feelings. I returned it just as strongly.


  "Alright. Let's go"


  🌸


  "Marlene over here!"


  We both heard it as soon as we stepped off the train, our trunks floating behind us.


  “Angus! Why are you here? Where are Father and Mother?” she asked hurriedly, giving her brother Angus a brief hug as soon as we reached him.


  “It’s alright. They got delayed at the Ministry. We’ll meet them in Diagon Alley later before heading home, and while we wait, you can tell me all about your year,” he replied with a happy, charming smile.


  I was familiar with Angus, though only in the future. By this time, I had never met him, but Marlene was very proud of her auror brother, and it was impossible not to hear her talking about him. He survived as long as Marlene did and died on the same day, in the same place. His body was barely held together after the Death Eaters were done with them.


  I shook off the future memories and focused on the present. He was wearing bright burgundy auror robes and looked younger — he should be a trainee, not a full auror yet.


  "Oh, sorry! Angus, this is my friend Lily Evans. Lily, this is my oldest brother, Angus. He's an auror trainee!" she introduced us.


  "Nice to meet you, Miss Evans, and actually, it's full auror now, Marlene! I just got my qualification exam results," he said, puffing out his chest and brushing off imaginary dust from his shoulder.


  She squealed loudly and hugged him again.


  "Nice to meet you, Mr. McKinnon. Congratulations on your promotion," I replied politely.


  "Thank you! As Marlene's friend, you can call me Angus, Miss Evans," he said with a smile while still holding Marlene in his arms.


  "It's Lily, then," I said, returning his smile.


  Marlene stepped out of his embrace with a pout and said, "Alright, you two. I'll have all summer for these respectable talks when Father drags me around to social events."


  "Speaking of summer, I was hoping to ask Lord McKinnon if Marlene could visit Muggle London with me. Angus, would you ask him for me, please?" I said, trying to make my eyes as pleading as possible.


  "Hm, what exactly are you planning to do in Muggle London?" he asked, his expression turning more serious.


  "I want to help Marlene become comfortable in the Muggle world. You understand the importance of blending in when necessary and learning from a Muggle-born friend firsthand is, in my opinion, the perfect way to do that," I explained with a smile.


  He considered my idea for a few moments, and I didn't detect any signs of disagreement in his expression.


  "I'll talk to Father, then. I hold no promises, but if such a guide tour would happen before my auror training, it would not be amiss."


  Marlene hugged her brother again with a huge smile on her face and excitement in her eyes - she wanted to come, I knew it.


  "Oh, I see someone is quite eager," he teased, ruffling her hair with a chuckle.


  It didn't take long to exchange pleasantries and part ways, but I noticed Marlene glancing back at me, hiding her longing deep in her eyes.


  It's time to see my father again, after all those years of missing him, since his death, since the funeral.


  I didn't feel ready — I had avoided thinking about it — but the time had come.


  🌸


  I faltered in my steps as I crossed the portal from Platform 9¾ and saw my father waiting for me there. He looked… alive — a jarring contrast to the lifeless corpse I had last seen before the coffin was closed forever.


  I quickened my pace until I was running, paying no attention to the tears streaming down my cheeks.


  He noticed me, too, and opened his arms. I dove into his embrace, clinging to him as the dam broke. There was no way to stop it now, so I cried freely.


  I cried out all the misery I had suffered after his death. I cried out my guilt for shutting him out in his final days. I cried out all my anxiety, loss, and fears.


  I finally felt at home and safe. Home is where your heart is, and mine had been lost for so long.


  He held me tight, his father's intuition somehow sensing that these were not just tears of happiness. He let me release my emotions before asking, “What happened, pumpkin?” in his wonderful, deep, and gentle voice — oh, how I had missed him. I just held him tighter and shook my head, saying nothing.


  He patted my head and then said, “Let’s go to the car, pumpkin. You could tell me what happened later. I will always be here for you.”


  Oh, Merlin and Morgana…


  🌸


  It took us a solid three hours of driving to get home, and by the time we arrived, the sun was hanging low on the horizon, making my return even more surreal. The house looked exactly as I remembered it, down to the last flowers my mom liked to plant every spring. I saw her looking out the living room window as we pulled up, and by the time Dad turned off the car, she was already out the door, drying her hands on an old rag — a clear sign she’d been busy cooking dinner.


  I was out of the car in a flash, already running to hug her fiercely. I missed my dad the most — I was always a daddy’s girl — but that didn’t mean my mother’s death had been any less painful.


  It was an emotional reunion, and I clung to her the whole time while Dad unloaded the car. We moved inside afterwards, and I was once again surrounded by everything I’d missed over the years. The familiar smell, the way the rooms were furnished, even the old cat Bobby — it was all there, filling the void I had struggled with for so long.


  The dinner that was served later (oh, the taste of Mom’s cooking) was the final straw, and I found myself crying again. It took time to calm down, most of which I spent on my mother’s shoulder while she and Dad silently communicated. But it was worth it.


  I finally believed I was back home and that I had a chance to save my parents. Until this moment, I had expected reality to shatter like a broken mirror, leaving me to suffer in deep darkness, contemplating my past choices — helpless in my agonising soul pain.


  No more, I decided. I would cry my last tears, I would accept my past choices, and I would do everything to divert the fated path — to save my friends, my family, and countless others from the cruel and dark future that had already cast its shadow over all of us.


  🌸


  I was sitting at the dressing table, brushing my hair and preparing to go to sleep. It was Friday night, and tomorrow, I would begin taking steps to secure my parents' health.


  The 
  
    Protean
  
   parchment glowed, and I smiled, reaching for it.


  
    “What are you doing?”
  
   I rolled my eyes and wrote back: 
  
    “Brushing my hair.”
  


  The Protean parchment I had made at the last moment on our ride home had already been wiped clean at least twenty times (if not more). We’d been exchanging messages nonstop, and I’d learned that her father would be sending Angus with us on our London trip. However, they were tied up with visits to other families until the end of July, so I had at least four weeks before that.


  
    “I’d brush your hair, but you don’t have any.”
  
   The parchment glowed again.


  Marlene had also taken to writing quite provocative messages, keeping my desires running hot, which helped me break out of my gloomy state more often than not. Both nights so far, I’d stayed up late (or maybe early morning, at least before sunrise), exchanging quite hot and debauched messages with her. She had opened up a completely unexpected side to me, and I discovered that her sexual drive was much higher than I’d ever realised, something she had hidden well from everyone at Hogwarts.


  What was even more surprising was the enjoyment I felt during our sultry exchanges. More often than not, I matched her level of debauchery, and our day-and-night conversations were so soaked with it, leaving me wanting more of it every time.


  
    “You have it enough for both of us,”
  
   I teased back.


  Tomorrow would also be the day Petunia returned home.


  It was a small blessing that Petunia had moved out of our parents' house and only visited on the weekends. She had found a place not far from her college and secured a part-time job for the summer — at least, that’s what she told our parents. I suspected there was more to the story but had no idea what it could be. She wasn’t seeing Vernon yet — they wouldn’t marry until ‘79 — so he shouldn’t be in the picture. Maybe she was dating someone else before him?


  
    “Not anymore, but I left a small strip so you can brush that,”
  
   Marlene teased back, and I felt desire building up again.


  The last few days had been quite a train wreck for me. Seeing my parents alive again brought a whirlwind of emotions and memories, especially the feeling of abandonment I experienced after they died, and my sister denied me any support shortly after. My bittersweet happiness was laced with sorrow, making it difficult to hide my feelings from them.


  At least Marlene never failed to lift my spirits.


  
    “Just pretend that I already do,” 
  
  I wrote back, my hands trembling slightly.


  I still hadn’t spoken to Father about what was troubling me, though I noticed his worried glances. He maintained a supportive presence, silently conveying, I'll be here when you're ready to talk.


  
    “Oh, Lily, your hands are so soft, and your fingers so gentle,”
  
   the Minx wrote back.


  I was also afraid to tell my parents about the unrest brewing in the Wizarding world, my bleak prospects for the future, and, of course, the coming war in which I planned to become deeply involved. Last time, Father died from a heart attack, and if I started sharing everything now, I might only hasten that outcome. I needed to address his and my mother's health issues first, and Severus was key to my plan.


  
    “They love touching your tender skin everywhere,”
  
   I replied, already turned on just imagining touching her.


  I required access to specially brewed potions for Muggles, which were illegal, and Severus was my only lead on that front.


  I might bring up the idea of a summer job with my parents before solving that issue, but it seemed wiser to hold off on addressing other important matters until I could secure their health.


  
    “Oh, Lily…”
  
   she wrote, leaving a few wet splashes on the parchment, and I had a pretty good idea of what they were.


  Even with this welcome distraction, I knew I had to keep moving forward with my plans.


  At least my meeting with Severus was fast approaching.


  
    “I need a shower again, you devious Minx,”
  
   I wrote back, grabbing a fresh towel and leaving my underwear behind — no point in taking it since I'd likely have to wash it again anyway.


  🌸


  The first Saturday, which happened to be on July 3, came fast, and I went to our spot as soon as I finished my breakfast, telling my parents that I needed to take a walk. They let me go, but I saw their hidden worry. In a way, I found myself repeating the same actions as before (in the original timeline), though the reasons behind them were entirely different.


  Oh, I tried to spend more time with them, but it was raw and painful. I struggled to contain my emotions, overwhelmed by the sight of them alive, with no way to explain why tears welled up each time.


  When I walked to our spot next to an old tree near the river, Severus was already there, and I could bet that he was there even before the sun rose over the horizon.


  When I got closer, he was standing already, hiding his hands in the pockets of his oversized pans. He was nervous, and I could tell it, even if he tried to hide it, but I had known him for so long.


  "Morning, Sev," I greeted him as soon as I was close enough.


  “Morning, Lils,” he replied with a nervous tremor in his voice.


  He looked better, even if he was still dressed in old clothes, obviously too big for his teenage frame. His hair was clean, and some of the darkness had faded from his eyes. The oppressive aura that once surrounded him was gone.


  “I still want to punch you,” I warned him as I marched to our usual spot under the big old oak tree.


  He tentatively followed, protesting, “But, Lils, you know I was cursed!”


  “What did you find out?” I asked immediately.


  “Well, after the ritual, I examined my memories and found that someone cursed me with a Blabbering Curse. I don’t know who it was — I was upside down, if you remember,” he added, his voice dripping with venom. “But I bet it was Black.”


  “Ah, the Blabbering Curse,” I snapped back, thick with accent. “you wafflin' git, you know just like I do that curse'll 'ave you sayin' what you really think!”


  He visibly recoiled, saying nothing. He knew I was right. Then, pulling a small pouch from his pocket, he dropped a Hogwarts-styled robe button on the ground.


  I felt a need to reach out to pick it up, but Severus quickly grabbed my hand, stopping me before I could touch it.


  “Don’t touch it. It’s spelled with a compulsion,” he explained, his voice unusually grave.


  “I found it in my robes, and I don’t know how long it’s been there. My memories are all muddled, and even with my proficiency in Occlumency, I couldn’t trace when I got it.”


  “What’s the effect?” I asked, matching his grave tone.


  “It clouds judgment against Dark Magic. It made me neglect all the precautions my mom taught me.” Of course, his mom was teaching him dark magic. What did I expect?


  “Dark magic is forbidden!” I whispered in a hushed tone.


  He snorted and replied sarcastically, “Then why aren’t the Blacks in Azkaban? Or do you think they don’t practice it? All the prominent families have their own collection of Dark spells, and the Princes aren’t an exception.”


  He had never told me this before. Maybe it had something to do with my immediate denial in the original timeline, or maybe because we never spoke after the end of the fifth year. This was something I had never learned, and I didn’t want to be blindsided again.


  “What else do you know?” I asked.


  “Old families aren’t forbidden from practising Dark Magic. That’s just it. You need to be caught doing something illegal in the process, but the magic itself? Not really. At least not yet. Dumbledore and the light families are pushing for stricter laws, and that’s what the Knights of Walpurgis are about — to protect our inheritance from being wiped out and forgotten.” He explained with passion, dramatically waving his hands around, but then he abruptly collapsed into a more subdued tone:


  “There was hope to have our Minister last December, but Minchum won the election, and there’s talk about fighting back in Slytherin.”


  That was something I had never paid attention to before. For me, it was simple — us against them, dark against light. But it wasn’t as simple as I thought.


  “You said ‘us.’ Are you already part of them?” I asked in a deadly, emotionless tone.


  He jolted, guilt flashing across his face as he tried to explain anxiously, “It’s my chance to be someone important, to prove myself. You could join too! You’re smart—”


  I decked him hard, and he fell to the ground, blood already trickling from his split lip.


  “Wot the chuff d'ya think yer sayin'?” My cockney accent thickened with my rage.


  I loomed over him, ready to beat the crap out of him if needed. There was surprise in his eyes — I had never raised my hand against him before, but this time was different - it was beyond me to hold it.


  “You fink I'll join yer merry bunch, runnin' 'round in black cloaks and offin' and givin' people the ol' torture, yeah?”


  My magic leaked into the surroundings, fueled by my emotions, picking up broken branches and tearing leaves from the trees, swirling them in a whistling wind around me.


  Real fear flashed in Severus' eyes, and it jolted me out of my fury. I let my magic relax, the unnatural whirlwind around me dispersing as the debris fell to the ground.


  “If you’re with them, we’re done here,” I said seriously, and I meant it. I would find another way to save my parents.


  I turned around, already thinking about how I could find an experienced brewer to provide the illegal potions for Muggles.


  “Lily, wait!” I heard his frantic voice behind me, but I kept walking, determined not to turn back. I thought better of him, but perhaps I had made a mistake in trusting him.


  “I’m not with them! They don’t take anyone who isn’t of age yet, believe me!” His voice was filled with panic, and something in his words made me stop in my tracks.


  I turned around slowly, locking eyes with his, which were filled with desperation. “If I find out you lied, if you join them, I will kill you myself. Do you understand?” I meant every word. I wasn’t planning to play nice — if it came to that, it would be a bloodbath, and they would know the taste of their own medicine.


  “I’ll swear an Unbreakable Vow,” he pleaded, his voice trembling. “Just… don’t leave me alone.”


  “I don’t fancy boys,” I blurted out before even realising it.


  He blinked, clearly thrown by the sudden shift in topic. It took him a few seconds to process what I had just said.


  “As long as it’s not Potter, I don’t care who you fancy, Lily,” he replied cheekily, sensing that the storm had passed and that he still had a chance to make things right.


  “Potter doesn’t have boobs, so I can leave him for you, darling,” I quipped, and he mockingly gagged, his face turning a shade of green.


  “Leave him to Black, I’ll pass,” he shot back.


  It was nice to banter again, even if the looming darkness of the future hung over us like a shadow. There was still so much to discuss, so many details to uncover about what really happened at the Lake and possibly even before that, but for now, I was content for a bit.


  🌸

 






      

  











Hidden Wounds








  
  We sat back under the old oak, enveloped in a silence neither of us was eager to break. I was still coming to terms with the fact that Severus, in his stupidity, thought joining murderous zealots was a great idea. What Sev was thinking, I didn’t know, but I hoped he was at least contemplating his own bad choices now.


  In the end, it was Severus who broke the silence:


  “It’s not the first time you've done wandless magic.”


  He kept his eyes on the old factory across the riverbank, throwing small stones into the water as he spoke.


  “At first, I thought you had turned into an Obscurial, you know? It was really scary.”


  After a moment, he turned to look at me and added:


  “But you petrified Mulciber wandlessly as well, and it took Regulus a few tries to lift it. It was really strong.”


  I still said nothing.


  “He noticed it too, you know,” Severus said eventually, turning back to the river and throwing a stone too heavy to skip. It sank with a splash.


  That was another problem I hadn’t seen coming. I hadn’t meant to petrify Mulciber completely. It surprised me as much as anyone. Something must have happened because of the ritual, and I needed to figure it out — or at least find a way to control it so I wouldn’t do something equally reckless in public again.


  None of that was something I could share with Severus, and I didn’t really know what to say instead.


  When I remained silent for what felt like a long minute, he slumped his shoulders and added quietly:


  “You’re right to keep it to yourself, of course. But we need to downplay it or explain it somehow. He’ll keep it to himself, at least for now, but he will pay attention until he finds a way to benefit from it.”


  I had guessed as much and already thought about how to divert Black's attention.


  “Perhaps I used the pendant with a charm that petrified Mulciber. I may even show it to Professor Flitwick when we return to Hogwarts.”


  Still, in the future, he defied Tom when he almost lost his elf (Kreacher, was it?) and figured out Tom’s secret. Maybe I could find a way to use this to my benefit, and to do so, I needed to be cordial with the younger Black.


  “That might work, indeed,” Severus replied, using an old pouch to carefully pick up the cursed button. Right, I had already forgotten about that.


  “You mentioned it made you neglect precautions against Dark Magic. Does it have any other effects?” I asked tentatively. I would never feel comfortable discussing dark magic or its applications, but I needed to know if I wanted to find out what exactly happened.


  “Well, if you noticed, it makes people forget about it. In fact, it’s a fairly standard protection charm. Get it combined with compulsion, and you wouldn’t even recall when you received it,” he explained, with a slight edge of curiosity in his voice. He seemed intrigued by it, even though it was dangerous to possess — especially finding it in one’s pocket.


  “Any idea who’s responsible?” I asked, though I had my suspicions. It might be the same person who cursed me, but I was beginning to doubt it. The more I thought about it, the more it seemed likely that more than one person had contributed to the situation. I could even believe that Sirius had cursed Severus with the Blabbering Curse, which fit the situation well but didn’t explain everything else.


  Severus’s expression turned grim, and he pressed his lips tightly together before finally responding: “It could be anyone. Hell, it might even be Sirius Black, for all I care. Give it time, and this button would have got me into trouble—the longer I practised Dark Magic,” he shot me a sideways glance, pausing briefly (probably expecting me to blow up at his confession again, but I ignored it, for now.), “the higher the chances that I would do something stupid, get expelled, and have my wand snapped.”


  Yeah, I had to agree mentally. That did sound like something Black would do.


  “The worst-case scenario for me is if it’s someone from Slytherin,” he continued after another brief pause, where he threw another stone a bit forcefully, and this time, it skipped quite afar.


  “How so?” I asked, even though I was starting to see the logic.


  “It could be someone with political influence who’d step in to get me out of the trouble, making me owe them a debt.” He explained what I already suspected, and I even had the name of the person in mind:


  “Malfoy.”


  He grimaced but agreed. “Indeed, though Malfoy has graduated, his influence over Slytherin House politics remains strong. There are rumours that he intends to secure a position as one of the Hogwarts Governors, which makes his involvement entirely plausible.”


  “Did you notice anything else?” I moved the conversation back to the original topic. Severus might unintentionally hold important information I was still missing, and I planned to pick his brain later, but now wasn’t the right time.


  “Nothing else, except…” he began, trailing off as his gaze wandered back to the riverbank with a distant expression.


  “Except what?” I prompted, and he turned back to me, still not all here.


  “Except that, sometimes, there’s something off about you. I felt it first when you handed me the note. I suspected someone had used Polyjuice to impersonate you because of it. But I didn’t see you drink anything to maintain the transformation.”


  “You watched me,” I realised, and I hadn’t even noticed him doing that. Merlin, I hadn’t even seen him for two days until the feast.


  “It wasn’t easy. You were acting rather paranoid, which only made me more suspicious,” Severus shrugged slightly, “but then it clicked. You were cursed, weren’t you?” He looked at me again, searching for something in my face, perhaps hoping I would deny it.


  “Yeah, I was,” I confirmed, and he clenched his hands tightly.


  “You didn’t go to the Mediwitch, why? There could still be lingering effects! It could even be the Maledictus curse, for all you know!” The longer he spoke, the more strained his words became, filled with barely restrained emotion.


  “It hasn’t,” I interrupted him calmly, even though he had every right to be alarmed. “It was targeting my soul — our friendship,” I finished in a lower tone.


  He visibly paled and recoiled as if he’d been slapped. I noticed his lips were still bleeding and decided to test something out.


  I extended my right hand towards his face, and he froze in place. Gently, I channelled 
  
    Episkey
  
   wandlessly and wordlessly while tapping his split lips — and they healed immediately, though it left blood streaks down his chin.


  There was no Ministry owl, no team of Obliviators, not even an Auror apparated here. And that was confirmation as any — I could perform magic without triggering the underage trace.


  “I am more attuned to the magic now. You know it, I always was, even before Hogwarts, but it feels just a touch away now.”


  It was a reasonable explanation for my newfound ability to perform magic wandlessly and even wordlessly. But internally, I believed it was all due to the ritual and my travel back in time. The ritual hadn’t worked as I had planned — nothing had gone as I expected since. I might never fully understand what actually happened, but it definitely had something to do with the Horcrux. The question was, how had that affected me? One thing was certain — I had a completely different magical signature now, an older one. I wouldn’t risk using a wand or even casting magic wandlessly at home — I really didn’t know how they track underage magic — but everywhere else? I might do as I please. But first, perhaps, I needed to find time to test what I could actually do. There is a reason we use wands and don’t learn wandless magic after all.


  “I don’t understand,” he began uncertainly, frowning at the stone in his hand. “There are but a few curses or rituals that affect the soul, and all of them demand great power or sacrifice. None that I know of could explain your condition or its repercussions. Are you certain? Is it truly gone?” He sharply turned to me, contemplating my words, searching for deceit or lies.


  “Yes, I am sure. I felt it.” There was no way I could explain to him my time travel, the botched ritual, and the feeling I had when the curse failed at the end.


  “I broke it, and as a side effect, I am more attuned to magic now,” I finished with finality.


  “You’re not telling me everything - something else happened,” he replied, probing for more.


  “That is not up for discussion. End of story,” I firmly repeated, glaring at him.


  While he didn’t say anything more, I knew this look - he wouldn’t let it go. At least he stopped digging for now.


  “I need 
  
    Rejuvenation Essence
  
   brewed for Muggles,” I said, jumping to my most urgent task — there wasn’t much time left before my father’s death.


  He looked at me in surprise, even dropping the stone he’d been fiddling with.


  “And I need it as soon as possible — two doses,” I finished with a grave voice.


  “It’s 
  
    forbidden
  
   to sell that potion, Lily, especially to Muggles. What’s going on? Where did you even learn about it?” he replied hushedly, glancing around as if expecting Aurors to leap out from behind the old oak.


  “Are you going to help or not?” I asked instead of answering.


  I had already thought about it and thought hard, albeit in the future. After my parents died, I was eating myself with guilt, all the time hearing Petunia's words she spat at me after Mum died: “
  
    What is good your magic for if you couldn’t save our parents?”
  
  .


  There were several options to achieve what I needed, but most of them had a requirement — a qualified mediwitch or wizard to monitor the healing process and adjust the dosage. With healing Muggles being illegal, just as selling potions to them, I knew that I would be breaking the law no matter what I chose.


  At least with this potion, I wouldn’t need to find a questionable mediwitch or wizard and risk complications later if they failed to deliver or decided to squeeze a bit more out of a Muggle-born.


  The 
  
    Rejuvenation Essence
  
   was an intriguing potion with a fascinating history. Potion Master Shell Ibis had attempted to create a potion akin to the Philosopher’s Stone, but instead of prolonging life, his potion rejuvenated bodily functions and made drinkers look a bit younger, healing any non-magical issues in the process. It achieved this effect by purging the body of impurities and returning internal organs to their most optimised state. One of the downsides was the requirement for blood, making it illegal now. The potion needed blood to guide the magic, and it had to be from the closest but youngest relative—like a daughter, in my case. The younger, the better. Not exactly what he aimed for, but it made the potion famous, especially among nobles, who valued its rejuvenating effects and could pay for it. And now, despite its illegal status, this potion might be my only chance to save my parents.


  “Well, there is a loophole. I may brew it, but I cannot sell it, so you would need to provide the ingredients or the galleons to procure them. And you must add the blood yourself before it is consumed.” He smirked and added, “Ah, the privileges of the old families, like the Princes.”


  “You’re not a Prince, are you?” I asked, narrowing my eyes suspiciously. What else didn’t I know?


  He hesitated before admitting, “No, I am not. It’s complicated, but I could legally brew it while I am not yet of age and still under my mother's roof. Not in Hogwarts, though.”


  “What do you need, and how soon can you make it?” I pressed.


  He paused for a brief moment, visibly calculating, and then answered, “Ninety-six galleons and five sickles in ingredients. For each one.”


  That was less than I expected. My research in the future had shown that it would cost four times as much, and unless Severus had access to cheaper ingredients, he must be cutting some corners with it.


  Well, he always cut corners with potions, but they only came out better. For all I knew, it might even be some Prince’s potion equivalent of the 
  
    Rejuvenation Essence
  
  .


  I had some savings — we had been running an unofficial apothecary at Hogwarts, and thanks to Severus's talent and my efficiency, we were able to sell potions in high demand close to exams to students. But there was also a steady market for other potions and his unique beauty products, which he could only sell thanks to my help. Nobody believed he could have created them, considering his appearance, and once I started using them, everyone in our year wanted some, and soon, students from other years did, too.


  It wasn’t a significant sale, but it was enough. Thanks to that, I had enough galleons to pay for the ingredients to make one potion. I would need to make or borrow more galleons from my parents for the second potion before the end of the summer, though.


  I pulled out my pouch with coins, counted the needed number of galleons, mostly in sickles, and stacked them on the ground between us. It was a considerable weight, but thanks to the feather-light charm and expansion rune work on the pouch, it was manageable to carry a hundred galleons or so.


  “Make one potion as soon as possible. And when I have another hundred galleons, I’ll let you know immediately,” I said when all was done.


  He counted the coins as well before placing them into a pouch marked with a stylised P and a crown. It was less worn out than the one he used for the cursed button.


  “Well, then, I’d better get to work. Are you sure about this? That’s a monthly salary,” he said, already rising to his feet and gesturing with the pouch to emphasise his last words.


  “I am,” I replied, standing up as well.


  “I’ll send you an owl when it’s ready. See you, Lils.”


  “See you, Sev.”


  🌸


  I went over my plans as I walked back home, thinking about where to find nearly sixty more galleons. A summer job was one option, and I had plans for that, but the more I thought about it, the more evident it became — I would need to ask my parents for additional funds. I still hadn’t decided how I would get Dad to drink the potion or even if I would explain anything to him at all.


  I also needed to account for next year’s school purchases and clothes. It was really unpleasant to realise that, despite all the savings I had accumulated over the last few years, I was already out of money.


  At least Severus could cut the ingredient prices to less than a hundred galleons per potion. This potion's fair black market value was well over five hundred galleons or more, depending on your connections and the Potion Master's skill, so getting it this cheap was fortunate. Fair to say it wasn’t a potion for everyone.


  🌸


  I intended to start the training regimen soon, and there was no point in delaying, so I walked home at a fast pace — it was as good as any endurance training. By the time I reached home, I felt a pain in my right side and was sweating heavily — a clear reminder that I needed to exercise more if I was going to survive the coming years.


  “I’m back,” I announced while dropping my shoes before heading upstairs through the living room. I needed a shower and to get out of my sweaty clothes, which were now sticking to me.


  In my room, as I was already peeling off my sweat-drenched dress, I noticed a gentle glow from the 
  
    Protean
  
   parchment. It seemed like Marlene sensed me coming back.


  
    “Did you start on your homework?”
  


  
    “No, but I will soon. I am going to shower.”
  


  I put the quill down and went to find my bathrobe, shedding the last pieces of underclothing.


  I bet Marlene would write something inappropriate again, and honestly, I wouldn’t mind. I might even welcome it to release some tension that had been building since I pleased myself after our chat yesterday.


  Knock. Knock.


  “May I come in, Lily?” My mum’s voice and the knock unexpectedly jolted me out of my fantasies, making me flush with embarrassment — my hand unconsciously had already moved to touch myself while I was daydreaming.


  “Just a second, I’m not decent,” I replied, hurrying to put on my bathrobe and sit innocently on the bed.


  “Come in.” Maybe I’ll need to add a lock on my door. Yeah, that would be a smart thing to do. Petunia won’t be asking for permission when she arrives later today.


  She entered my room with a smile and poorly concealed worries, carefully closing the door behind her. Well, I had expected some sort of interrogation eventually, and from the look of it, Mum had won the argument with Dad. What else could it be?


  “Could we talk for a bit?” she asked, and I nodded, gesturing for her to pick a seat. She looked around, discarding a chair next to the table in the process, and chose to sit beside me, taking my right hand as she did.


  She said nothing for a few moments, just looking at me strangely, but finally, with a deep breath, she spoke — though it wasn’t what I expected:


  "So, you’re sixteen, and I knew this would come soon, but it still caught me by surprise," she began, and I looked at her in confusion.


  "I’m sure by now you’ve noticed all those interesting sensations in your tummy and, well, down in your privates." She continued in the same measured tone, with a hint of gentleness, while I was still trying to process what she was saying. The stark difference between what I expected and what she said threw me off completely. Then I flushed deeply, finally realising what she meant.


  "There’s nothing to be ashamed of! I had the same talk with Petunia not so long ago. It helped her greatly, and she brought her boyfriend home just the next month after that," she replied with some urgency.


  With horror and fascination, I watched a scene that had never happened before. What brought about this difference? Was it her mother’s intuition, or had I acted too differently, even though I thought I hadn’t?


  "What I need is for you to promise me — you’ll never do anything you’re not ready for. That you won’t let boys dictate or manipulate you. And if you ever feel like something’s about to happen that you’re not ready for, you’ll get away immediately.”


  She paused slightly, probably to emphasise her words, and continued:


  “I’m sure you have some romantic notions about sex — I definitely did when I was your age. But you need to know that young boys have no idea what they’re doing, and you shouldn’t expect your first time to be anything but a bit gross and slightly painful,” she continued, while I found myself getting lost in this surreal experience. I never received “the talk,” and before James, my knowledge about it was superficial. It wasn’t something other girls were eager to discuss, and I only learned more after I married. But on bad days, when I missed Mum the most, I used to fantasise about getting “the talk”, thinking it would help me have a smoother sexual relationship with James.


  My cheeks were burning hot now as my mind brought back memories of my time with James. Well, at least she was right — James didn’t know what he was doing - he tried to put his prick inside me and had finished the first time even before he actually succeeded in his idea. The memory only made me feel even more embarrassed. I had already felt like that when she almost caught me pleasing myself, but now...


  "I have a book prepared for you. It covers everything about sex in detail and how you can prepare yourself for it — what to expect and how to have a positive experience. Of course, we’re not going to tell Dad about it. I don’t think he’s even ready to contemplate the idea of a boyfriend for his little princess yet," she joked at the end, but she turned more serious after a moment.


  "What I want you to do is tell me when you meet a boy for a date, his name, and where you’ll be meeting. There’s no need to use your friends to cover for you, alright, darling?" she asked, placing her other hand on top of mine in a supportive gesture. After squeezing it once more, she continued more gently:


  "And if something has already happened, you can tell me. I won’t judge you for it, but it’s better to know now if you’re already pregnant."


  Oh. My. God. Merlin and Morgana.


  It took me a few moments to recover from my surprise, which had literally frozen my brain.


  It was just so unexpected. But it seemed that all this time, while I was crying from the emotional turmoil of seeing them alive, they thought I might have got pregnant. That thought alone threw me for a loop once more.


  I did get pregnant, didn’t I? Oh, Harry. His life’s memories started to flood my mind, and I couldn’t suppress them anymore. I hugged her and cried. All these days, since I realised that I had lost him forever, I had been doing my best to forget — to ignore and think nothing of him — but it had never been easy.


  Mum hugged me gently and whispered, “It’s alright, it’s alright. Mummy is here. Let it go. I’ve got you.” And so I did.


  🌸


  Sometime later, when I finally calmed down, feeling just numb and unexpectedly empty, with no more tears to shed, my mum concluded in a way only another mother could:


  “You lost it, didn’t you?” she said gently, her voice barely above a whisper, but the sense of grave loss was unmistakable in her words.


  What could I even say to that? That I’m older than I look? That I died in the future, a future I’m now determined to change? That she and Dad would die soon? What could I possibly say?


  “Did you check with your magical doctors? There might be some complications. If not, that’s okay too. We could go to our doctor, and she would be understanding. Don’t you worry,” she said, keeping her warm hug around me and gently brushing my hair.


  Just then, the 
  
    Protean
  
   parchment on the bedside table lit up, signalling a new message from Marlene.


  “What is that?” Mum asked, probably as relieved for the distraction as I was.


  “
  
    Protean
  
   parchment,” I replied after a quick glance at what she meant, turning back to her shoulder, feeling much better just hearing her heartbeat thud-thud, thud-thud, rhythmically.


  “And what’s a 
  
    Protean
  
   parchment for?” she asked humorously.


  “Instant letters. Yeah, it’s like instant letters or notes. Whoever has the second copy sees the same as you do,” I replied, somewhat unhelpfully, with no desire to explain the intricate charm. At least, not now. Maybe later, I’d talk her ears off with all the details because I was only now realising that I could send them a copy, and we could be in contact instantly. Why didn’t I think of this earlier?


  “Hm,” was all she replied, but then I felt her reaching for the parchment, and it was in her hands before I could say anything. And now, she was reading it.


  Oh my god. 


  I glanced over my shoulder and saw Marlene's last message, which read: "I wish I could join you and wash your nice and perky boobs. I so miss them already."


  No, this wasn’t happening. I denied reality and rested my head back on Mum’s shoulder, pretending I wasn’t there. Maybe she’d be more embarrassed than I was and would just keep quiet.


  “Well, who is this lucky guy? And be sure, I’m not leaving your room until I get all the answers,” she said firmly with finality, leaving no room for other outcomes.


  I giggled then, imagining Marlene sitting in the kitchen while Mum chastised her for making me pregnant. Then it struck me, completely taking me by surprise — I wouldn’t mind if she did make me pregnant. I could even see myself holding a mini-me in my hands while Marlene made silly “Koo-Koo” sounds and hugged me from behind.


  “So, start talking, Lily.” Mum brought me back from my unexpected fantasy, reminding me that I still hadn’t said anything.


  Well, in for a penny, in for a pound.


  “That’s not a boy, Mum. Her name is Marlene, and it so happens we’re dating now.” I was too afraid to pull away, probably to see the disapproval on her face, so I just buried myself deeper into her shoulder, resigned to some unsavoury consequences but badly hoping that maybe, just maybe, she would understand.


  “Oh… Ah, I see.” She didn’t tense up, and I didn’t hear judgement in her answer, although it was short and filled with more surprise than anything else, so I relaxed. Maybe she wouldn’t be too harsh on me. I tensed up again when she started moving, but she gently put the parchment back on my bedside table and said, “I’m not mad or disappointed. I’m just surprised. It doesn’t matter who you like.” She hugged me firmly and continued, “But I don’t understand then. You were pregnant — how? Can wizards get pregnant from the same gender?” There was apparent confusion in her voice, but there was nothing I could say to clarify it. So, I focused on the last part.


  “I don’t know. Maybe there’s a transfiguration spell or something else, like a Polyjuice potion. I need to research it, perhaps. I’m sure there’s a way.”


  “What happened then, darling?” She leaned back and held me at arm’s length, looking me in the eyes.


  I looked back, knowing that I had no right to tell her much — it would be too big of a risk for her or even for all of them. But I needed to say something.


  “Mum, one day, I’ll tell you a story — and it will be a long story, but not today.” I started. I felt her rise in disagreement, so I continued, “All you need to know is that magic was involved, and I’m limited in what I can safely tell you. But there’s something more important than that.”


  “What could possibly be more important than you?” she interrupted, but I didn’t let it stop me.


  “Dad is going to die soon,” I said over her words.


  “Come again?” I felt her tense under my hands, and I continued before she could come up with a more gruesome idea.


  “He has a heart condition (don’t ask; I won’t tell you how I know it), and in a few days, I’ll have a potion that will help with that. I need your help to convince him to drink it.”


  “Lily, what do you mean you wouldn’t tell me? What are you not telling me? It doesn’t work like that. You can’t just drop something like this on me and leave it at that,” she argued back. And while everything she said was valid, and I understood where she was coming from, I needed her to agree to my terms. It wasn’t safe to tell them anything. At least, not yet.


  I leaned back even more and looked into her eyes with all the severity of dead years, with the eyes of someone who had seen too many dead people and buried too many friends to even count.


  “No questions. No digging. You help me get Dad to drink it, and then you drink the same when I can afford another potion. I might ask for help with paying for it, but that’s for later. Then, both of you need to move out of the country. It has to be done by January.”


  She saw something in my eyes because she visibly aged before me, her face deepening with resignation. She didn’t say anything at first, just looked into my eyes, deep into my soul, finding answers that couldn’t be spoken aloud — until she finally began to speak again.

 

  “Your father was thirty-three when Petunia was born. What I’m trying to say is that I’m not his first wife—she died in service. They were both military, and he retired after he lost her. He never told me where or how she died or why they didn’t have kids. But that’s not the point. When I met him, he had the same dead eyes as yours when he was thinking about the past, about the war, about his first wife. I was young back then, just out of typing school, and it took time to heal his wounds…” She paused then, lost in memories with a faraway gaze.


  “Fine, I’ll help you, but you have to promise me one thing,” she said finally with unexpected steel in her voice.


  “Name it,” I replied, the only thing I could say. I knew my father had served long after the Second World War, but I didn’t know about his first wife.


  “You’ll do your best to keep your promise. One day, you’ll tell me your story, and I’ll hold your kids on my lap. Promise me that,” she said, finally looking back into my eyes while her hands squeezed mine more firmly.


  The words stuck in my throat — this was something I knew I might not be able to do.


  “Promise like you mean it,” she insisted, seeing my hesitation. And then I understood. She was afraid she might lose me one day, that I might never come back home. She needed something to hold on to. And maybe I needed it too. The image of Marlene's and my kids on my mum’s lap was something that might just pull me through, so I promised:


  “I swear.” And I meant it. A light breeze swirled around us, carrying whispers I couldn’t comprehend or understand. But I recognised them — I had heard them before, from the Veil in the Death Chamber — and the realisation made my hair stand on end.


  In that moment, I understood — Death would always be nearby now, and I would feel its breath before it had a chance to touch me.


  🌸

 






      

  











Tangled Threads








  
  Mum left my room subdued and upset, which was fair. I had dropped quite a bit on her and omitted quite a lot, but she made her own assumptions, and they were grave. No parent should expect their children to die before them, and unintentionally, I had implied a possibility of that.


  In the end, that revelation led to the vow I made. Thankfully, Mum dismissed it as just another magical occurrence when a witch or wizard makes a vow, but I knew that wasn’t the case this time.


  While they gave us a lecture at Hogwarts about how intention influences magic, they completely omitted the various types of vows, only mentioning the Unbreakable Vow and magical contracts in passing.


  This
   had left Muggle-borns utterly unaware of the different vow types and their significance in the Wizarding World.
   Only children from wizarding families inherited this knowledge during their childhood.


  I hadn’t learned about this until I joined the Order of the Phoenix right after we finished Hogwarts. We all gave a vow to Dumbledore, and although it wasn’t an Unbreakable Vow, it piqued my interest.


  I could somewhat understand the reasons for omitting it — after all, it took me time and many questions directed at James and Sirius before I truly grasped it. Giving the vow required a deeper understanding of magic, and it wasn't something you could do on a whim — you needed intention, alignment with conviction, and enough raw power even to attempt one.


  Something that most Hogwarts students usually missed until their final year. It wasn’t as though you could simply wave a wand, proclaim something as a vow, and watch as magic accepted it with a nice glow. Magic didn’t inherently accept vows — it merely served as the medium through which the vow operated and required specific circumstances and ritualistic structure to make it happen. There was a reason why the Unbreakable Vow required three participants to make it.


  But even with this knowledge, I was left with no explanation for what had happened when I swore my vow. Yes, I had a clear intention and a definite goal, and I had meant it when I spoke the words—everything had been aligned. And while it fit the theoretical part, the results were beyond my understanding—I suddenly gained the ability to sense Death, or more precisely, my death. I just knew it, and that was what confused me the most.


  But that wasn’t all of the changes—I felt there was something more, something that was lurking at the back of my mind, trying to grab my attention, but I couldn’t quite grasp it. It was like the constant irritation of a missing tooth.


  And while it all started with the vow, I began to think that the result was anything but the vow. The more I thought about it, the more it reminded me of those mythical abilities or traits you sometimes hear about in pureblood boasting when they claim their superiority over Muggles and Muggle-borns.


  I started to consider whether I had accidentally become the carrier of such an ability, destined to be passed down my lineage, creating a new bloodline. Or were there other factors at play that I was unaware of?


  I was so lost in my thoughts and the strange pull I couldn’t quite place that it wasn’t until I saw the 
  
    Protean
  
   parchment glowing again that I realised I hadn’t responded to Marlene in the last half hour.


  
    “Lily? Is everything alright? I’m sorry if I said something that upset you.”
  


  Feeling a bit mischievous, I wrote back:


  
    “Sorry, love. Mum read our messages and was curious about meeting my ‘boyfriend’ afterwards.”
  


  She didn’t respond immediately, which was only fair. Realising that I still hadn’t made it to the shower, I left a short message for Marlene and finally went to clean up. The vow hadn’t magically made me clean, after all.

 

  🌸


  It was almost an hour later when I returned to my room. Distracted by my thoughts, complicated feelings, and that unknown pull, I nearly forgot about teasing Marlene with my “coming out” to Mum. So, I was surprised to see the parchment glowing again. I hurried to read it, hoping I hadn’t unintentionally created any extra drama.


  
    “
  
  
    What? No no no no. Seriously?
  


  
    Say you’re joking
  


  
    No, you wouldn’t be cruel like that
  


  
    Did you tell her I’m not a boy?
  


  
    Did she take it well? You’re still writing, so they didn’t forbid it
  


  
    I hope they are not going to kick you out. They aren’t, right?
  


  
    You said you love me. Did you mean it?
  


  
    Why aren’t you answering?
  


  
    I love you.”
  


  Oh, I said the L-word first, didn’t I? Now, I was curious about what she had struck out… too bad I couldn’t use magic to read it.


  With trepidation and boiling excitement in my chest, I picked up a quill and wrote back the only possible answer:


  
    “Yes, I did.
  


  
    Nothing to worry about.
  


  
    I love you too, Minx.”
  


  Putting the quill back, I started to dry my hair while thinking about my slip with the L-word. Our … relationship with Marlene was progressing, and progressing fast. It filled me with excitement, and I found myself thinking about her more often than not, sometimes even at the expense of my worries for the future.


  All those thoughts went out the window when another debauched message from Marlene unfaded on the parchment, and desire blossomed in my lower body. Maybe that wasn’t such a bad distraction after all…


  🌸


  It was almost time for Petunia to arrive, and we were all waiting for her in the living room. I found myself torn between my grudges against her and the deep feeling of missing her. Somehow, Petunia Dursley and Petunia Evans didn’t fit together in my head. Instead, I saw them as entirely two different people, even though they were the same person. Still, it was hard to feel happy about seeing the younger version of Petunia again—the version that never hurt me badly, never abandoned me, and never abused my child.


  That was a can of worms I’d avoided opening these past few days, but it was inevitable in the end, and I honestly didn’t know how I would react to her. There was so much potential for it to turn into an ugly fight that I wasn’t ready to face her.


  In the end, I was entirely unprepared to see her in her younger form when she arrived in the taxi and came in — all nicely dressed, with nothing in common with the housewife I had known for more than a decade in the future. I had completely forgotten that she was attending the London College of Fashion before Dad’s death.


  Come to think of it, after all those years, it was hard to imagine Petunia in tight-fitting jeans, a beige singlet with a red neck scarf, and equally bright red sunglasses covering half her face. She was already tall, but combined with high-platform boots, she towered over me now, making an even more impressive picture.


  She hugged our parents first and only then turned to me with a sarcastic remark: “Oh, you’re here too, Lily. What a surprise,” and gave me a once-over, wrinkling her nose at my old clothes, which were the few that still fit after my growth spurt this year—something I needed to address soon.


  “Nothing’s changed in your world, it seems,” she concluded, with a hint of disdain in her voice.


  Well, at least she was still a bitch, though.


  🌸


  
    “And so, Mr. Stansel believes that with my hard work ethic, I might find success in…”
  


  The dinner was exactly how I remembered it. Yet, instead of feeling annoyed and unhappy, as I once did, I found myself enjoying the atmosphere and everything it represented: our old dinner table, which cracked a bit if you tried to shake it or put your elbows on the edge; the familiar smell of food, filled with happy childhood memories; and, of course, the sound of our voices.


  
    “…Can you imagine? Me, walking down runways and gracing…”
  


  I felt content.


  We were all alive and together, back in the kitchen (I vividly remembered how empty and lifeless it had been after Mum’s funeral — the place where our final confrontation with Petunia happened), having a mundane dinner and sharing our successes.


  
    “...He says I have the perfect look—slim, elegant, and refined...”
  


  I
  f it had not been for Dad’s worried glances and Mum’s hidden stiffness in posture, it would have been perfect
  . While Mum had at least some idea of what I was dealing with after our talk earlier today, Dad knew nothing, and I could only hope that Mum had chosen to be discreet with him—if they even had a chance to talk yet.


  
    “...He even said I have a certain 'je ne sais quoi,'...”
  


  At some point, I’d need to tell him about Marlene, especially since I’d already told Mum, but perhaps after he drank the 
  
    Essence
  
  . I knew our talk wouldn’t be easy. He wasn’t Mum — he wouldn’t just let it go. He’d start digging, asking questions I wasn’t ready to answer, and I wasn’t sure how much I could — or should — reveal.


  At least Dad and Mum hadn’t tried to force answers out of me yet, though Mum did think I was pregnant and tried to approach the topic subtly — for all the good it did.


  
    “...I’ve always known I was meant for something more…”
  


  Petunia’s sharing — or, more precisely, boasting — dragged me out of my thoughts once more. I realised that I’d missed most of it, only catching a gist of what she was saying  —  something about her future possibilities in fashion, especially in modelling. But it was evident that she was full of hope and plans for her career, which she relentlessly kept sharing.


  How could she end up as a spiteful housewife obsessed with the ideal marriage picture if she was like this now? What happened to this energetic, though still quite sarcastic and sharp-tongued, young woman?


  “That’s why I’m leaving early tomorrow. There’s a chance I might pass the casting, and I can’t miss it,” Petunia concluded her fifteen-minute monologue just as we reached the dessert course.


  “That's great, darling. Just be careful. That is all we ask,” Mum replied when Petunia finally finished her speech.


  "Of course, Mum," Petunia replied, but I spotted her subtly rolling her eyes when she turned my way with a superior look - one that silently said, 
  
    Look how successful I am
  
   - and with a hint of disdain, she asked, “And Lily, pray tell, what are your plans for the summer?”


  “Summer job,” I replied without missing a beat or getting into an argument. This happened before, too, and originally, it turned into arguments that ended with me storming out of the room. Her attitude had rubbed me the wrong way back then, and being younger and more eager to prove myself better than her only made our interactions more explosive, often ending in ugly drama.


  “What kind of summer job? Washing cars or mowing lawns? You know, you need 
  
    proper
  
   papers to apply for a 
  
    real
  
   job, right?” She resorted to the same argument that I recalled from the original timeline. Back then, I hadn’t even thought about getting a summer job, and it had been a sore point she used against me. I saw my parents tense, but before they could intervene, I replied:


  “Actually, I was thinking of getting a job at the local garage over the summer. Dad, do you think you could help with that?”


  Not once had I tried to get a job when I stayed over the summer, but this time, I had plans to ensure I wouldn’t be stuck in the Wizarding World without any options to support myself.


  “Cough-cough. Of course, pumpkin. I’ll give my mechanic a call. They might have an opening for the summer — they usually do.”


  “Well, it’s better than sitting at home, I suppose. It’s just a shame you couldn’t get a 
  
    normal
  
   job,” added Petunia.


  “Good to know you care, sister,” slipped out before I could stop it, despite my intention to avoid her barbs. I guess I’d had enough of her already.


  Giving another worried look to Dad and meeting an equally worried look from him and Mum, I left the kitchen, leaving my parents and Petunia behind.


  I heard Mum had started to tell Petunia something, but I paid no attention. I had more important things to worry about than Petunia’s petty barbs. I knew I was doing all I could now, but it felt like time was already slipping through my fingers. I could only hope Severus would finish the potion soon—it would let me move forward without worrying about Dad’s health and allow me to focus more on laying the groundwork for future survival.


  Maybe I’d write to Marlene again, just to get my mind off it all before I drove myself crazy with worries and what-ifs. She never failed to lift my spirits and cheer me up, and I couldn’t see her failing now, especially when I needed it most.


  🌸


  For the rest of the evening, we avoided each other. I didn’t know, and didn’t care, what Mum told Petunia, but she gave me suspicious glances whenever we crossed paths in the halls or kitchen.


  In the end, she occupied the bathroom, preparing for tomorrow's casting interview, leaving me out of her drama. I spent my time doing summer work to free myself from it, knowing that if I postponed it now, I just might never do it.


  It was late at night, and I was already preparing to go to bed when Petunia opened the door to my room without even knocking. I was definitely going to ask Dad to install a simple lock from the inside to protect my privacy. The last thing I needed was Petunia barging in while I was deep into debauchery with Marlene. "Freak" would not be the only word she'd be screaming if that happened.


  She stood in the doorway, leaning with her shoulder on the frame, with a towel wrapped around her head and a cream mask covering her face. Her outdoor attire was gone, replaced by an intricate silk bathrobe that barely reached her knees.


  “Spill it. What did you tell our parents now that they’re all walking on eggshells around you?” She looked at me with suspicion and disapproval, as if I was the source of all her problems.


  I suddenly remembered that something had happened a few weeks before Dad's death—Petunia had been pretty distressed back then—but I’d been too caught up in my own issues to notice exactly what it was. Now, though, I had a feeling that recent changes in Petunia’s life might be connected to that.


  “I have a better question. What didn’t you tell our parents about your life after you moved out? There is something, isn’t it? Why don’t you spill it out?” That hit a nerve as she stepped away from the door frame, narrowing her eyes at me before biting back:


  “None of your business. And if you know what’s good for you, you’ll stay out of it.” She sharply turned around, nearly flashing her bum in the process, and marched out of my room.


  Well, I did try to warn her, at least, right?


  🌸


  
    I saw a burning house on the left and bodies strewn across the street. It was dark — deep in the night. The pungent smell of burnt meat assaulted my senses, leaving me on the edge of vomiting.
  


  
    I tightly squeezed my wand, scanning the street for any sign of danger, but rising smoke spread like tentacles, obscuring everything and leaving me with glimpses of a ruined street barely visible through the thick haze.
  


  
    “Homenum Revelio” left my lips with a lazy wave of my wand, and I felt someone behind me, prompting me to drop down immediately.
  


  
    “Avada Kedavra,” the sickly green light of the spell flashed over my head, forcing me to roll even closer to the burning house. I needed cover, I realised - I was too exposed.
  


  Nebulus
  .


  
    The thick fog separated us, hopefully obscuring my movements and breaking the line of sight once more.
  


  
    “Avada Kedavra.” I watched it in slow motion — the sickly green light getting closer and closer, leaving me helpless in the middle of my movement..."
  


  With a gasp, I woke up, breathing heavily and covered in sticky sweat. It took me a few moments to recognise that I was back in my room, in my parents' house. That I was safe and not in the middle of a spell fight, somewhere on one of the magical streets around Diagon Alley, fighting dark wizards.


  The fuck. It vividly reminded me of nightmares that I had before, the one with Voldemort. The one that started it all and landed me back in time. I knew the feeling - it was the same thing - I was sure of it.


  It didn’t make any sense — there were no logical or even magical explanations for it — except perhaps the danger of me dying. Could it be? Was it another side effect of the vow now? The strong pull that I felt since giving it became even more unbearable but remained as obscure as before.


  In a haze state, I dressed and went to the washroom, thinking it all over again, trying to grasp the slippery thought that was constantly eluding me. It reminded me of something, something that I encountered recently…


  “Hurry up, Lily. Some of us actually have things to do, you know?” Petunia's voice jolted me out of my thoughts, and I realised that I had been staring at the mirror with a toothbrush in my hand for some time now.


  “Sorry, give me a minute,” I replied absently, trying to grasp my last thought again. But hurrying up my morning routine nonetheless while ignoring Petunia’s unhappy remarks: 
  
    “Honestly... useful...fruit salad... morning.”
  


  In the same haze state, I spent the next fifteen minutes chasing slippery thoughts until I found myself in the kitchen with Petunia angrily looking at me. What was it now for?


  “Sorry, what was you saying?” I asked, focusing back on my surroundings, only to find a plate with bacon, toast, and a glass of juice sitting before me. (When did I make this?). It was still too early - the old kitchen clock had been showing five to seven - and we were the only ones awake.


  “Are you sabotaging me on purpose?” she accused me with her sharp, screeching words. She was already dressed in a yellow halter dress that skimmed dangerously close to being too short (just like her bathrobe had), making her long legs appear even longer. Her feathered hair was perfectly styled, falling down her exposed shoulders. And only her angry face was out of place.


  “Doing what?” I asked. It was all confusing. Did I miss something else?


  “Save it - I don’t buy it anyway. You know, I get it - it's because I don’t have magic. The hell would freeze before you help your ‘mundane’ sister, wasn’t it?” The more she ranted, the more confused I became - I remembered nothing about her asking me anything at all.


  “You’re not making any sense,” I interrupted, trying to keep my tone even. “What are you talking about? I don’t remember you asking for help.”


  “I told you to save it. Just admit you don’t think that I am worthy of your time. Guess what? I have people who believe that I don’t need magic to be important, to matter. And you? You are nothing special. When I succeed and become famous, you will have to wake up and face it - you are nobody, even with your magic, and you know it.”


  By the time she finished, while pointing a finger at me, I didn’t care what brought it in - all I saw was her future self screaming at me after our mum's death - leaving me alone, guilty, helpless and in pain. I just wanted to lash out that old pain, to put her down from the high horse that she was riding on and make her feel it all.


  “You know what? You are the one to talk to! Since you came back home, all I heard was you talking about yourself. 
  
    Look how great I am, how special, je ne sais quoi, they say
  
  . Guess what? I bet that Stanless guy just wants to get under your to-fucking-short dress. So go ahead and feel like a queen for all five minutes, if he even lasts that long! Just make sure to use condoms, or you might ruin your perfect career. See? I care!”


  Even if I felt satisfied by the end, I realised that my words might be too close to the actual truth. With newfound clarity, I saw that she might have been in a sexual relationship with that Stanless guy, and her pale face only made my realisation even more realistic. Did she ever have a chance in fashion, or had he been using her while he could?


  “
  Oh, someone’s speaking from experience now. Ah, I get it — you fooled around with boys this year and got pregnant, didn’t you? And now you’ve fed our parents some sob story, so they’re on your side. 
  Again!”


  She wore that accusatory, self-important and bitchy expression, full of satisfaction. It was like all she needed in life was for me to end up somewhere below her. But before I could deny it, she continued:


  “Who is better now? Me, with a clear chance to the top of the fashion world, or you, the future single mum with her useless magic? Well, don’t dump your freaking spawn on me when you have no money to feed it!”


  I saw red — really red — as memories of her future actions toward Harry flashed in my mind.


  “What is going on here?” Mum’s voice pulled me out of the red haze before I accidentally (not) blew up the kitchen—and Petunia with it. It seemed like our argument had woken her up. She was still in her sleeping attire, with a bathrobe tied chaotically around her, making her sleepy face even more prominent.


  Petunia immediately responded, “Nothing, Mum, I’m just leaving,” and continued, “I’ve got better things to do—like actually succeeding in my life—than talking to the failure.” She gave me a disdainful glare, which I returned just as strongly, before she left the kitchen.


  
    “The fucking whore, I wish you to get fucking pregnant and let’s see how you would ride that horse, bitch”
  
   - 
  was all I could think as I watched her retreating back, clenching my fists.


  🌸


  Not long after Petunia left, I was in the backyard, burning down my conflicted emotions, using them as fuel in my long-planned but not-yet-started training. I needed to get fit and agile, I needed to build up stamina to weather any future magic battles without losing my breath, I just needed to be ready.


  I didn’t have any sports clothes yet, so I wore some old clothes—brown bridges, a yellow singlet, and old red sneakers. They were worn, but at least they fit my frame and were serviceable, keeping me warm enough in this cool weather. I also wasn’t worried about getting them dirty or tearing them, which was just an extra bonus in my book.


  It was a gloomy day. Clouds sat low, casting down occasional showers, making everything wet and slippery. It didn’t take me long to get somewhat wet myself, even if I avoided most of the rain by staying under the cover.


  Breathing in the freshness of the rain accompanied by the rare sound of thunder, I started my training: pushups and squats, planks and crunches, jumps and stretches. Rinse and repeat.


  My morning arguments with Petunia constantly tried to replay over and over, but I did my best to channel it all into the training.


  The fucking bitch.


  And so
  , instead of stimming in rage, I pushed and pushed, all the while noticing how my magic had subtly tried to support my intent, which only reinforced my will to keep going.


  🌸


  I’d been at it for less than fifteen minutes when Dad came out and sat on the back door porch. He gave me an encouraging nod but chose to observe me silently.


  He blended in so naturally that it jolted me when he finally spoke in a relaxed, even casual, tone.


  “Try to narrow your stance now and widen it on the next repeat. We called it Diamond and Wide Push-Ups.”


  I gave his suggestion a try, surprised that small changes like that made a difference in exercise. That was good, and so I gratefully nodded to him, silently accepting his guidance.


  It continued like that - he would adjust my timing or change sequences to bring more out of my training while subtly motivating me to push, but never too much.


  It seemed like he was enjoying it. There was even a subtle smile and wishful thinking on his face. And the more we spent time together, the more it felt like he was in his element. He knew what he was doing, that much I could tell, because my arms and legs, hell, even my neck, felt pleasantly worked out.


  I was drenched with sweat by the time we reached the one-hour mark.


  “Here, catch.” Dad threw a thermos at me, forcing me to abandon my bent-over posture to avoid getting hit by it.


  “Good, now don't stand like that—walk around and take small sips while I bring something,” Dad said and, with a quick pace, went to the shed, leaving the door open.


  My curiosity only spiked when he began pulling out old tires and placing them in line by two. Only when he finished did he turn back to me and say:


  “Well, I got these tires years ago when I found out Margaret was pregnant with you but never had the chance to use them — until now.”


  A small smile touched his lips, and the laughing wrinkles around his eyes got more prominent. He paused—just for a moment—but continued his explanation, slightly shifting his posture and locking his hands behind his back.


  “We called it Tire Run Drills. Your goal is to step in and out of each tire while you go from this end to that. Then, you do a quick run to the beginning and start over. Clear?”


  “Yeah, I got it, Dad,” I replied eagerly, put down the thermos, and made my way to the start line.


  Why hadn’t I asked for his help before?


  🌸


  "You've got good stamina, and your flexibility's solid too. But you'll need to work on your agility a bit more," I heard Dad saying when I finished what he called a ‘Cool Down’ sequence.


  I felt great—even better—and, to my surprise, I forgot to think about Petunia at some point.


  “Thanks, Dad,” I made a quick few steps and enveloped him in a hug. It was nice having him back, feeling his heartbeat and breathing his familiar old perfume—that he never changed. Somehow, he avoided getting his old wool jacket wet, making the hug even more welcoming in this cold weather.


  He let me melt into it for a bit but eventually said: “I am not blind, you know. You need to talk to me, and I promise to listen and help.”


  I tensed up involuntarily but forced myself to relax back into the hug. He was right, of course.


  “Soon, I promise, we will talk soon.” I just needed him to drink that 
  
    Essence
  
   to be sure that he wouldn’t die from the heart attack this time.


  He silently acknowledged my answer by firmly hugging me back, then switched the topic: “Do you exercise at school?”


  “No, why you ask?” I mumbled into his shoulder, not really willing to let him go yet.


  “You’re in good shape. I’ve seen more muscular and fit men fail at half of what you just did,” he replied into my hair.


  I finally pulled back, immediately feeling the cold bite of the weather as goosebumps spread across my exposed hands and shoulders.


  “I think you better go inside now.” Dad immediately proposed, waving to the house, and continuing: “Don’t worry; I’ll see to it that everything is cleaned up here.”


  “Thanks, Dad.” I smiled gratefully. Although I felt tiredness in my muscles, a gentle buzz of magic under my skin kept me energized.


  “Oh, and go straight to the shower. Start with hot water for a few minutes, then switch to cold for half the hot water time. Repeat that maybe five times if you can stomach it, but do at least three. You’ll thank me tomorrow for that.” Dad gave me instructions with a gentle smile, waving me to finally go before turning back to the backyard littered with tires.


  On my way back inside, I was thinking about what he said. I never truly noticed it before, but now that Dad pointed it out, I could see just how different my physical abilities, especially my stamina, really were. Even more, I couldn't recall a single Hogwarts friend or acquaintance who was physically handicapped, even without regular exercise. How curious.


  🌸


  When I emerged from the cold-hot shower, I felt like I could do it all over again—I was bubbling with energy and had a nice, gentle buzz under my skin.


  To my surprise, when I returned to my room, I found not only a glowing message from Marlene but also Severus’s ruffled owl on my windowsill, glaring at me accusingly.


  I hurried to let her in, digging a treat out from the pouch in the process, but she ignored it with disdain and flew off as soon as I untied the message from her paw.


  The note was short.


  “See me now at our spot.


  S.”


  It had barely been 24 hours since we last spoke, and I didn’t expect him to finish 
  
    Essence
  
   that fast. Then again, it was Severus. If anything, he might have spent all this time brewing it. The mere thought that the Essence might be finished—and that I could finally address Dad's potential health issues—filled me with nervous anticipation.


  With a quick note to Marlene—be back soon, busy—I fished out whatever clean and weather-appropriate clothes I had and was downstairs in a flash, jumping over two or three steps at a time.


  But not before I had grabbed my wand on a whim, still feeling uneasy after the morning nightmare.


  On my way out, I spotted Dad in the living room, reading a newspaper, and rattled off, “Hey, Dad. Need to see Severus. Will be back soon,” while putting on boots and grabbing an old, worn-out jacket with an equally old umbrella. Not wanting to stash my wand in an inner pocket or sleeve, I held it in a reverse grip, nicely hiding it with my hand in the slash pocket.


  With a few calming breaths in and out before opening the front door, I was out and on my way to meet him—time to find out if it was good news, after all.


  🌸


  I got there quickly, yet I didn’t reveal myself immediately, choosing a more cautious approach. It was past time to be more careful, especially after the vow and a mysterious nightmare this morning. That thought alone sent a shiver down my spine, giving me goosebumps and reminding me that I was on a deadly run with time.


  I saw Severus pacing under the old oak, wearing the same old clothes as the day before. His hair, now greasy again, hinted that he'd likely spent the entire night brewing. The occasional short but strong gusts of wind were shaking old oak branches, dropping water droplets everywhere and forcing him to shiver and casting glances in the direction where he expected me to come from.


  I saw nobody else, but something was stopping me from revealing myself. The longer I stood there, the more I felt something strange in the area, but like my morning elusive thought, I had a hard time putting a finger on it, and the worried expression on Severus' face only put me more on the edge.


  I spent extra time looking around, trying to figure out what was spooking my senses to no avail. Nervously squeezing my wand, I emerged from my hiding spot to face Severus, although still high on alert.


  “Lily!” Severus called me when I barely made a few steps in his direction. 
  He hurriedly stepped forward to meet me halfway
  . He was tense, and a guilty expression briefly had crossed his face - almost too quick to notice. Something was not right.


  “What’s going on?” I asked suspiciously, stopping in my steps and glancing around once more. We were a few feet apart, and the strange feeling was getting only stronger.


  “I finished it,” he pulled a vial with shimmering and a bit glowing in bright blue 
  
    Rejuvenation Essence.
  


  I took it in my left hand with all the care in the world, carefully looking at the telltale signs that I had learned a long time ago. The 
  
    Essence
  
   had a bit deeper blue colour, and the shimmering was more active than it was described. I spun it, and yellow stars flashed briefly in the deep part of the potion.


  “It looks fine, but more potent? Am I right?” I asked, looking back at Severus - there was a short glimpse of despair on his face this time.


  “Yes, it uses aconite instead of larkspur,” he replied unenthusiastically, not looking me in the eyes. He had never missed the opportunity to talk about potions before.


  “What is wrong with it then?” I asked 
  anxiously
  .


  “No, no. The essence is fine, even better. It just…” he started to reply but stopped before he finished.


  “Just what?” I almost growled now. Why do I need to pull answers like rotten teeth from him?


  “It’s too potent,” he finally said. He fished out another potion in a small, almost tiny vial with rich golden amber and passed it to me.


  I put the 
  
    Essence
  
   in my left pocket and carefully took the vial, holding it up to the light cast down over the river between the gloomy clouds. The liquid had a honey-like consistency with a barely visible shimmer. It looked like 
  
    Felix Felicis
  
  , albeit the consistency was less syrupy. I had seen it before, I realised.


  “The nutrition potion?” I asked, looking back at Severus.


  “Yes, It’s 
  
    Vitae Draught
  
  .” He replied with relief and continued: “You need to administer it fifteen minutes before the 
  
    Essence
  
  . It will substitute the body with all necessary elements and nutrition so 
  
    Essence
  
   will work properly and without complications.”


  “Is it 70 galleons, right?” I asked, already thinking ahead while absently scuffing the wet grass, leaving the dirt from my boots on it. I had 30, so I would need to find 40 more… 


  “It’s a thousand,” I heard Severus whisper and sharply looked at him.


  “What?!” escaped my lips. It was just a nutrition potion; it couldn’t possibly cost that much. His face was white, and he didn’t look at me but somewhere over my shoulder, prompting me to turn, almost pulling the wand out. There was nobody, putting me even more on edge.


  The practically forgotten strange feeling returned tenfold stronger.


  “It’s a thousand galleons,” He said again, but in a monotone, Slytherin House famous voice, bringing my attention back to him.


  There was something wrong, something that I couldn’t spot, something that was covering the area in subtle yet effective magic.


  Wards. Someone had put wards here even before I came, I realised, finally pulling my wand out and looking rapidly around without losing sight of Severus.


  I saw wards like that before, during the war, before I got pregnant. They were strong until you knew that they were there, but if you knew, it was easy to break them.


  
    Fractura …
  


  “None of that, Miss Evans. Unless you want to bring attention to this small deal, of course.” I spun around toward the voice, with Protego on the tip of my tongue, only to see Mrs. Snape unfading into reality, not even fifteen feet away. It didn’t look like someone was dropping a Disillusionment Charm—it was more like I had seen her all along but only now acknowledged her existence. Wards. That was the effect of the wards.


  She looked old, perhaps around the same age as my father, which made her at least fifty or so. She was dressed in a Muggle-style dress, but it appeared so archaic it could easily pass for a magical one. Her face was marred with deep wrinkles, making her dark, almost black eyes look even more ominous.


  I knew her before  —  well, as much as was possible  —  but mostly in passing as Severus’s mother. A few times we crossed paths, she always ignored my greetings and wrinkled her nose while looking the other way.


  That’s why her being here and actually talking to me put me even more on edge. The wards, the price, Severus’s behaviour—it was all just a setup.


  A quick glance at Severus confirmed that he had known about her presence—he hadn’t looked surprised. But something was off. He looked like he was facing the Marauders at school—it hit me then—he was ready to defend himself.


  What was going on?!


  “You, Miss Evans, in your ignorance, have stumbled upon something that could land you in an ingredient jar or on a sacrificial altar.” Her lips curled with disdain as she said that.


  The what now?


  "Is that a threat?" I asked while loosening my wand grip, preparing to cast Protego.


  “You are not worth my time,” she began, wrinkling her nose before continuing, “but if you insist…” She sharply jabbed her wand in my direction. I was already moving, sidestepping a distinct red spell (
  
    Expelliarmus
  
   — I somehow knew it) and retaliating with a silent Stupefy. I saw her eyes widen slightly in surprise, followed by her lips pressing tightly together. She flicked the spell aside and retaliated with a faint pink spell (
  
    Confundo
  
  ), a pale blue spell (
  
    Petrificus Totalus
  
  ), and a silvery-white spell (
  
    Obliviate
  
  ), forcing me to dive out of the way. I threw up Protego against debris when she followed with a blue spell (
  
    Reducto
  
  ) that landed between us, causing me to lose sight of her.


  Homenum Revelio. The spell shot out in all directions, creating a déjà vu feeling and reminding me of my morning nightmare. I jumped aside even before the spell was cast, avoiding another red spell (
  
    Stupefy
  
  ) and casting Nebulus on autopilot, covering the area around me in fog—only realising afterwards that I hadn’t known this spell before the nightmare.


  “I’m almost impressed, Miss Evans. I didn’t expect you to be any challenge at all. Perhaps…” Mrs. Snape’s voice came from all directions at once, leaving me clueless about her position.


  “I wasted enough time as is,” she continued unexpectedly, her voice still disembodied and coming from all directions. Where did Severus go? I sharply turned to his last known position, finding no one.


  “So listen carefully, Miss Evans. The potion in your pocket — the 
  
    Rejuvenation Essence
  
   — is highly sought after. Tell no one, or you won’t live long after — the black market for it is not only highly monitored by Aurors but also under the prominent House protection. Any future 
  
    Vitae Draught
  
   will cost you one thousand galleons.” With a short pause and a hint of humour in her voice, she continued, “
  
    Rejuvenation Essence
  
   would come as a supplementary potion, of course, but you should never say its name aloud again. No one sold it to you, and all you bought is a nutrition potion. Is that clear?”


  All this time, while she was talking, I tried to feel her through Homenum Revelio, only paying half a mind to what she said. But even then, the details and price caught my attention, making my magic boil and ready to lash out — that was my dad’s yearly salary in galleons.


  “I am not willing to pay this price for this one, and you might take it back,” I replied, shaking the first 
  
    Vitae Draught
  
   in the air. “I’m sure a regular nutrition draught would be enough instead.”


  I let 
  
    Nebulus
  
   spell fail, clearing the air around me. I was in a low stance, ready to dart or run, casting 
  
    Incendio
  
   in all directions. At this point, obscuring my line of sight was putting me at a disadvantage more than protecting me, and it seemed like we’d entered a bargain phase anyway.


  “Fair market price would suffice,” I almost heard the pain in her voice as she admitted that, “but only this time.”


  She was standing almost twenty feet away, at the edge of the tree line, tightly holding her left hand on Severus' shoulder. He was still white in his face, but there was awe in his eyes, which made me feel really uncomfortable.


  “Seventy galleons it is, then. I will send an owl soon.” I continued to bargain, just slightly adjusting my stance and lowering my wand down.


  “I expect it by the end of the week, or the price would double,” Mrs Snape replied with a bored tone and expression.


  “A thousand galleons is too expensive for 
  
    Vitae Draught
  
  . I might decide to shop elsewhere, which would be twice as cheap.” I continued, and I might actually follow with it. As a Muggle-born, I had an exchange limit of two hundred galleons per year, just enough to afford school supplies and something extra. That was one reason why I, and many other Muggle-borns, preferred Muggle casual dresses over magical ones—we simply couldn’t afford them.


  “You might find that hard to achieve, Miss Evans. If you even succeed in finding someone willing to sell it to 
  
    Muggle-born, 
  
  it would be barely acceptable quality.” She countered me, and she might have had a point. But her 
  
    Muggle-born
  
  , which sounded like 
  
    Mudblood
  
  , made me even more stubborn to agree to her deal.


  I noticed some short-lived shift in her posture or face, but before I could figure it out, she continued:


  “We might come to a bargain, then, but you better have something to offer, or I’ll extract the price myself.”


  All this time, Severus said nothing and just kept his admiring and unblinking gaze on me up until now.


  “Lily, you need a cover story for the underage magic.” He warned me while barely hiding the pain from his mother's tightened grip on his shoulder. But it didn’t stop her from trying to use it as well:


  “One favour, and I resolve it. Be ready to pay it out soon.” 


  “No, thank you. I’ll deal with it myself.” I declined the offer. There was no way I would agree to any deal with her at this point.


  There was that reaction again - like she reacted to my thoughts - before she continued with sharp words:


  “Then we are done here. Don’t come to our house until you have something to pay with,” and with a sharp snap, they apparated away, leaving me alone under the old oak with marks from missing spells and scorched wet grass mixed with dirt all around me.


  I felt the wards collapsing shortly after. I was alone, shaking with adrenaline and a post-battle rush. I put my slightly shaking hands into my pockets and leaned back against the oak, trying to steady my breath.


  I took a few deep breaths to centre myself. I needed to think and plan what to do next. If I didn’t even want to accept the proposed deal to handle the underage magic, then what could be said about the Vitae Draught deal?


  Then, there were other things to consider, like Severus' involvement in all of it. Mrs. Snape’s involvement was not something I had anticipated, but it was something I needed to deal with now and by proxy with Severus. And while I could see that he had tried to warn me with all those subtle signs, starting with the note, I still wanted to punch him in the face again.


  The underage magic was another important topic, and I didn’t know if I would meet with an angry professor or the owl from Ministry when I got back home. Maybe I didn’t trigger the underage magic at all, but I wouldn’t know it until I got home.


  One thing was certain in the end: I needed one thousand galleons soon—or maybe a bit less—but I had to figure out where to buy 
  
    Rejuvenation Essence
  
   without attracting attention.


  “I think it’s past time for you to explain what is going on, Lily.”


  “Dad?!” I sharply turned toward his voice, only to see him stepping out from behind a bush, holding something in his right hand, pointed down. Was it a gun?!

 

  🌸
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