Kiss at war:

at the top of the wide, stone steps, framed by the open doors of Hogwarts castle. He had his wand thrust through his belt, and while he carried no other weapon or symbol of authority, power sat upon his shoulders like a glittering cloak.
He found Hermione waiting for him in the new infirmary. It was another dank, grey, cold dungeon room that someone had tried in vain to make comfortable and reassuring.

"That will help, but it won't solve all our problems. You know how these kids are, Albus. Even the ones who want to be here are full of crackpot plans. Sooner or later, one of them is going to decide that he knows better than we do and try to take out the Death Eaters with his latest Charms project."

"You are as much a fool as ever, Dumbledore." Malfoy sneered.

"Perhaps I am." The blue eyes twinkled with sudden humor, laughing at something Dumbledore did not share with the Death Eater. "Time will tell. And now, I shall return to my besieged castle and doomed innocents, unless you have something else to say. Something more to the purpose."

“What’s this?”

“It’s commonly called a menu by most standards.”

“What the hell are you getting at?”

“Dinner?”

“You think this is funny? Is this your idea of an insane joke? Not to mention a mockery on the lives that perished on the battlefield while we sit amicably sipping wine and checking out the dinner specials like we’re friends? Should we trade gossip? How about war secrets, Draco, would you like to see our strategies to keep as many civilians alive as possible?”

“No, but I would like you to see mine.”

Confused. “What?”

“War secrets. I’ll like to share some of mine. Dinner calls however, and I’m thinking of duck pate. Have you decided?”

Softly, staring. “You’re insane.” Eyes narrowed. “You’re mistaken if you think I’m going to lower my guard, and you’re dead wrong if you think you can so easily settle debts between us, You’re scum, Malfoy, and I will get you for what you did to Ron. Only my interest in what you have to say regarding your actions in saving those civilians earlier is staying my wand.”

Draco continued sipping his wine as if he was listening to pleasantry instead of death threats. “All in good time. Are you ready to order?” 

As Harry scrambled to rush through the menu he had ignored for the last half-hour, Draco sat back and looked at the him, emotions rushing through his chest like windwhrills. Harry looked so intense, so breathlessly beautiful, he felt his whole being ache. He wondered how he had been so foolish to think that one dinner was going to resolve the multitude of intense issues that perpetually surrounded them. The fact that he now painfully aware that his own life revolved around the Harry, a revelation which loomed larger than life as far as he was concerned and more important, more pivoting than anything else didn’t, at the end of the day, make any sort of difference to the bitter air around them. In Harry’s mind he was the man responsible for his best friend’s death, responsible for the war, for the death and destruction of everything he held dear and the opposition of every value he cherished. He might as well be Voldermort, they had about the same chances between them.

Though his face remained amused, Draco’s heart at that moment sank very low indeed.       

“I’ll have the chicken surprise.” Harry finnaly said, though why he had actually bothered to look through the menu he had no idea. He suspected that it gave him something to hide behind. He still couldn’t believe he was sitting opposite Draco, he couldn’t believe he was going along with the whole rediculosu charade, most of all he couldn’t believe that the right hand man of Voldermort still smelled of forest wood and vanilla. 
And he couldn’t believe that after all these years and all that has happened he still reacted so strongly.
Where was his conscious? The memory of Ron he was supposed to preserve?

He was consigned between two hells.

“What are you doing hear then?”

“Proving I’m not chicken.”

Youre the biggest chicken around hear for miles, Potter. You’re made of..

“Chicken Surprise.”

To his own disbelieve, Harry started to blush. Then he got furious with himself and went even reder. “The chicken would be me. I mean, I’m having the chicken, that is to say I’m eating the chicken…” he trailed off when he realise he was hanging himself.

Draco was Harry's own, personal Dark Mark, and when he called, Harry answered.
REMINDER: HATE & REVENGE HARRY

There was an endless second as they studied each other, Draco waiting for Potter to speak, watching as he struggled to find something to say, and it was rather tense. There was, after all, so much that needed to be said between them that neither even knew where to begin finding the words.

Something that had no definition, that could go one of two ways. It was apparently up to Draco to decide which way, because the Boy-Who-Lived suddenly seemed to run out of his legendary courage. There really wasn’t a choice to be made. Draco couldn’t see himself choosing anything but this.

He stepped closer, watching Harry’s eyes carefully for any sign of what the other boy was thinking. His green eyes were smoky and, for the first time, Draco couldn’t read them. “Are you alright?”

. “Last chance,” Draco said quietly.

“For what?”

“To run and pretend that it never happened.”

“You destroy me, I destroy you. Together we complete one another but that completion is destruction.”

 “Go on then, Potter,” Draco drawled, snapping the book shut. “Run away. It’s what you’re good at.”

 “Of course.” The same dry, vaguely amused tone.

The momment was tremulous, they have never each confonted their feelings in front of the other, only to see evidence of the same feelinsg etched on the otehrs face, making the situation so much more real, so much bigger, so much more consequential and irrevokable once they walked down that path. Because the time to act was now, and the furute was staring them both in the face in the form of each other, and the truth revealed in one another’s eyes, one wide, one narrow, but both saying the same thing. They faced each other, and both read the same need in each otehrs hearts, saw the same truth in each otehrs faces. Hear had tehir paths joined again, to make that final decision now that they’ve gone on separate sojourns to distuinguice real from false, good form evil, dark from light, hear they saw meanings in theings which has been there all along, meanings which were no use denying anymore, because each knew and knew the other knew.  Hear the decision finaly to walk of a cliff and trust each to bring the other to safety.    

Hear the final fork which would decide everyhting and more.

Hear the momemnt, where regardless of prepareness or otehrwise, you were forced to move.

opposite faces as contradictory in appeerance and personalities as yin and yang, yet held together by as subtle and as potent a thred as the conflicting forces of nature itself

He flicked his tongue again and again against the side of Harrys mouth, and Harry felt its taunting caress lightly against his lips, wet, teasing, flickering at the fringes but never entering, driving him crazy. It was just like Mlafoy to make suffering into an art. He was now very familiar with desperateness and the heights it made one climb, or from which one falls

It felt strange touching another man, but the strangeness was overridden by the pounding heat in his body, and when Draco’s hungry, automaten fingers had dizzily trailed a path to reach the zippers of Harry’s trouses he hesitated. His gaze, rivueted upon Harry’s face, greedily drank in its every expression, every reaction, and his senses swalloed up every small noise and writhling beneath him. The lust hazed look on Harry’s face was all he needed to drive him to continue, it was what drove his own pleasure.   

Harry rolled his eyes and it was him who closed the last tiny bit of distance between them. His kiss wasn’t as shy as it would have been, had he not been so ill. It was deep and very hot, because whatever mechanism in Harry’s brain that had caused him to back off the day before had shut down with fever and nothing mattered except carnal desires, and this one was very carnal. His mouth was open on Draco’s, hot and hard, his tongue pushing into Draco’s mouth even as his hands came up to hold the other boy’s face still, though he knew, in some part of his fevered mind, that Draco wouldn’t have pulled away.

Harry pressed so close that his teeth nearly touched Draco’s, the kiss going from wild to violent in an instant, though Draco didn’t mind. After his initial surprise, he had gripped Harry’s shoulders and pulled him closer, his own tongue moving just as hard and fast against Harry’s, as if it were some sort of struggle, a game that neither wanted to lose.

Draco pulled away first, panting loudly. “Harry, I—”

“Don’t want to talk,” Harry growled, kissing him again, and Draco was only too happy to let the words go unsaid. After all, words could keep forever.

Harry didn’t give him the chance. He reached up, his fingers touching Draco’s jaw, applying the slightest pressure, and that’s all it took. Draco turned his face back, eyes widening a fraction with something that looked a little like fear (Draco Malfoy, afraid of Harry Potter? Absurd.). Harry studied his face for an endless second before closing his eyes and kissing him very gently. It seemed the thing to do, because he was cold and Draco looked so warm… and because Draco surely, surely couldn’t kiss as perfectly in real life as he had in those feverish dreams in the forest.

Draco was holding very still, almost as if he were afraid that if he moved, he’d scare Harry away. His chest shuddered as he let out a breath he’d been holding so long that it had made him dizzy, and the breath misted between them. Harry smiled, a quick, lopsided smile that Draco felt against his lips, and then pressed closer.

It was very gentle, more of an exploration, an experiment, than a kiss, just lips against lips and the touch of fingertips along cheekbones and necks and throats. Very fragile, it was given an otherworldly cast in the swirling, softly falling snow.

Draco’s eyes widened and then closed at the first brush of Harry’s tongue against his lower lip, and he finally moved, responding to something he had at first not known how to respond to. He opened his mouth and Harry pressed even closer, eyes closed now, breathing faster, almost nervous.

It wasn’t a long kiss, just a bare taste, and then Harry was pulling away, the tip of his tongue brushing his own lips in a subconscious effort to prolong it.

Draco swallowed. “I thought you didn’t remember,” he said

His eyes flickered up to Harry’s eyes and then down to his lips, so close to his own. There was a heartbeat’s hesitation and then it was gone and Draco slammed his lips against Harry’s. The angle was awkward, Harry’s neck straining as he turned, his back still pressed against Draco’s chest, but still that made it somehow more rough, wild, and erotic. It wasn’t an exploration, it was an act of possession, as Draco forced Harry’s mouth open and ran his tongue inside, lapping up the melted snow that had gathered on his lower lip. His hands ran through Harry’s hair, down his back, onto his shoulders, and when the awkward angle grew too much and he wanted to be closer, he dug his fingers into Harry’s shoulders and jerked him roughly around.

“Smashing idea, Harry, let’s have wild passionate sex in the snow, catch our deaths of a cold, and die of hypothermia. I think this whole proving fate wrong thing of yours is going a little far.”

“What if I’m trying to prove fate’s right this time?”

There was silence for a long time, and Draco was frantically trying to think of an excuse, any excuse, because he was terrified of the solemn trust in Harry’s eyes. You shouldn’t trust me, he wanted to scream. How could Harry trust him when he couldn’t even trust himself? “It’s cold,” he whispered weakly.

Harry pulled out his wand and whispered a short spell. The air around them sparkled with heat that only they could feel and did not affect the snow at all. “It’s not,” Harry countered softly.

Harry realized he’d won and smiled slowly. “Brilliant,” he said with quiet triumph, tepping closer. “Kiss me again then.”

Draco couldn’t help but comply, kiss him again, bruising his lips with the force of it. He wasted no time this time, and soon, Harry’s pajama top was lying forgotten in the snow, and Draco was dragging his nails up Harry’s back.

Harry moaned a little, shivering, and he let his legs give out beneath him, tangling his hands in Draco’s hair and pulling him down as well. Kneeling together, wrapped in each other, Harry asked breathlessly, as Draco bit his shoulder, “Do you know what you’re doing?”

“I’m going to make you scream,” was Draco’s distracted response, as he pushed Harry backwards.

“No, I mean…” Harry’s words were cut off with a breathless moan as he laid back in the snow, which stung, icy and chilling all at once against his naked back but the cold was forgotten mere seconds later when Draco straddled his waist, white hot heat searing through him.

“Shut up,” Draco mumbled, dragging his nails down Harry’s chest. Harry shivered.

“You’ve never done this before,” Harry gasped, shifting restlessly as Draco bent low, kissing him again.

Harry had nearly forgotten his own words when Draco pulled away and said, “I don’t care. I just want to be all over you. Inside of you. I don’t care. I want to make you scream.”

“It’s always been like that,” Harry said, voice distant as he trailed his fingertips over Draco’s chest, tracing the ridges and planes the there. “Since the beginning, you’ve been trying to be all over me and inside me and make me scream…” He trailed off, sucking in a startled breath as Draco moved lower, his mouth following the path his nails had marked on Harry’s chest. “Only it was different before,” he mumbled, closing his eyes and letting his head fall back.

 “Just like you?” Draco replied caustically. “Come on, Potter, when did those Muggles of yours let you be a little boy? In that cupboard under the stairs? Admit it, we’re more alike than you ever thought. Neither one of us was ever a child, and both of us were born into reputations too large for us to carry. Me, the heir of Malfoy, you, the savior of the wizarding world. It would seem we were destined to be opposites, extremes of both ends of some good-vs-evil spectrum, wouldn’t it?”

. The dark side and the light side, family loyalty vs. personal desires. Or you can look at it as simply something that was Meant To Be. A natural progression. There could have been no other result from the intensity and the tension we’ve been building between us all of these years.”

“Fate’s a lovely thing to believe in, when it suits your purposes, isn’t it, Potter?”

A quick smile twisted Draco’s lips and disappeared just as fast, and then there was silence as they both struggled to think things through as quickly as they could. Harry’s heart was pounding and he could taste Draco in his mouth and the taste was making it hard to think, hard to breathe. All he knew was that he wanted to taste it again, and taste more, and yet he knew if he did, he’d shatter because he’d never tasted anything that made him want to fall apart as that did. Indescribable.

It was only when Harry turned his face to the side and then rested his head weakly on Draco’s shoulder that Draco paused to catch his breath, paused to think all of the clamoring thoughts that were screaming in his mind, about how very wrong it was to be tangled up in the arms of Harry Potter. But somehow, so very sinfully right at the same time.

Let everything else burn, he did not care.

Harry plunged through the wards, his wand already in his hands and a curse forming on his lips. Lucius Malfoy turned startled eyes on him, seeming unsure of what he meant to do. But when Harry threw the curse, Malfoy did not hesitate. His wand flicked sideways and swept the power of the curse away as easily as he might an annoying fly. Harry tried again, and again Malfoy barely acknowledged the attack. Harry had never fought a battle like this. He had never taken the offensive and tried to batter his way through a trained wizard's defenses. And he found it so far outside the realm of his experience that he had no idea what to do except hurl every curse, hex or charm he could think of at the impassive Malfoy.

Malfoy tolerated it for a minute or two, then Harry saw him lift his own wand and point it at Harry's chest, and in that instant of mortal threat, Harry went into crisis mode. Time slowed to a crawl, sound faded to nothing but the faint rustle of the wind in the trees, and every movement became clear and deliberate. He saw Malfoy's lips form the word Crucio, and he instinctively threw himself to one side to hit the grass, rolling.

The curse burned over his head, singing his hair but leaving him untouched, and Harry had time to get to his feet before Malfoy even realized he had missed.

***

He kicked the fallen body aside and pulled out his sword.

The other one had escaped, but with a mortal wound, and he doubted that there would be someone to heal him with all the chaos of war around them. 
Lance wiped the blood from his sword, and resumed his hunt for Draco.

***

Crabbe and Goyle dies: Draco cries

Gregory was grinning up at him.

Dying, Goyle looked amazingly alive, more alive than Draco had ever seen him in his entire life, and for the first time, in this place that reeks of darkness and death, he noticed how charming the his childhood companion looked when he smiled.

“Crabbe...”

“Is dead.”

“How…”

“We noticed much more than you think, Draco.”

“Why didn’t you say anything”

“What’s the point of that?”

“You should have exposed me, or at least saved yourselves.”

“ We might be Deatheaters by Fate, Draco, but we’re individuals by choice.”

“Why? Which did you chose to stay hear and die?”

“Gah. Save your post mortem questions for the real post mortem.”

“I’m sorry. I’ve betrayed you.”

“You’re… incredibly… stupid sometimes, Malfoy. The world doesn’t revolve around you. My choice and Crabbe’s concerns you, but its not about you.”

“You wouldn’t have, if…”

“It was our choice, made without regrets.” Goyle smiled, then gave Draco a belligerent glare. “Are you going to argue with a dying man?”

The blond smiled. “You’re remarkably confrontational when you’re dying, Gregory Goyle.”

“I’m making up for a recalcitrant life. Last chance to talk.”

“I.. appreciated our friendship, Greg, and.. ”

“Sod off with the stupid talk, Malfoy, and listen. Find your father…he will release you.”  

“Goodbye, old friend.” He whispered though the tears. He couldn’t see the dark head loll back lifelessly though his tears, although he felt its weight shift  and drop like the finality that death always became.

Harry stood frozen as a strickened feeling begin to spread at the pit of his stomach as he watched the man he stabbed turn slowly around, blood running down thin lips which was drawn into a cold smile.

Voices exploded in his head, two of which were clearer and louder than the rest; and his shuttling mind placed them as belonging to Ron and Draco.

“Lucius.” Harry whispered. And the older man fell.

***

It was the only time they had been physically and emotionally close, and it was death.
“Father!”

“I already knew, Draco.”

“I… No. I didn’t mean, I never meant for this to happen...”

“Hush son, I already knew the path you would choose. The curse… It was the only way I could save you... from Him. I couldn’t tell you, boy.”

“I left you. I left you. I’m sorry I let you down.”

“You never left the Dark side for the Light. You were never on either side, son. Such things are beyond what Fate has in store for you.”

“Father, I…”

“You didn’t betray me. You simply chose another path, and providence… dictates it to be so. ”

Sobbing, “No.”

“You are my son. You are Malfoy.”

“Yes, father.”

“You are the last one, Draco. The last Malfoy.” Lucius peeled of the ring that had been given to at his own father’s death and pressed the bloodied gift into Draco’s fingers. “Wear this. It will tell you truths of those you love.” 

“Our… entire line has existed… because of you… because of the role.. you were predestined to play.” Lucius smiled. “ You will be the greatest of us all. Greater than that fool Voldermort when the time comes for the legacy of your namesake to be fulfilled.”

Gasping though tears he shaked his head and cried, “I  only want… to be your son.” He buried his head and fingers in his fathers long hair, the ring biting into the clenched flesh of his palm.

“Draco… when you meet your namesake…” The eyes closed before the man could finish his sentence.

“Father!”

****

Shaking hands tried repeatedly to push the ring up his finger. Finally he succeeded, and he saw the rubies light up, some brighter than others, each representing one who was close to his heart. They flickered once and faded out, signaling the death that had taken them away from him. 

There was only three remaining, pulsing a faint amber, green, and red which only he could see.

For Narcissa, Severus, and Harry.

Then another flickered, and he watched helplessly as it flickered again, and finally gave out.

He screamed his mother’s name.

***

“It has happened.”

The woman standing at the window remained motionless, a statue of grace and poise who’s face was cold as ice and who’s heart was hot as fire, and who had given his son both of these.

She stood aloof till the thing she had asked for was placed on her dressing table, and she the door shut softly behind her. Then she relaxed against the ebony sill with an almost inaudible sigh and allowed herself a quiet moment to morn for her son she would not see again.

Reluctantly she moved away from the window where the rain was beginning to fall like soft sheaths of silk upon the glass, and moved to the richly decorated dressing table where a parchment and quill had already been laid out for her. She sat down and thought about what she should tell her son, but all her mind seemed to be able to think about was how nice it could be to be able to play in the rain again, the way she and Lucius had used to sneak out from under their parents’s noses since they were ten, to play and run about drunkenly like the children they really were instead of the sober heirs they pretended to be.

Finally she scribbled a short, hasty sentence, who had not scribbled since she was a child. She folded her letter, and ignoring the family seal, tore a ribbon from her hair and used it to tie the parchment up the way she used to do as a child when she had a ‘most secret letter’ to pass to Lucious.   

Satisfied, she picked up the accompanying bottle which arrived with the parchment and pens, dropping it into her pocket. Then she hurried over to the window and threw the shutters opened and begun to climb over it. It felt very serrepticious, like one of her old adventures, and it made her giggle, breaking the façade of ice and allowing a face of true beauty to be glimpsed. 

The drop into the gardens was not high, and she was proud when her feet landed lightly on the wet lawn. Lucius had always admired her grace. The rain begin to plaster her hair and she lifted her face up to its ministrations, enjoying the sudden fuzziness of view that hid the real world away, even if it was only for a little while. She enjoyed even the quishiness of the delicate satin slippers under her feet, so ill suited for such an escapade. Then she remembred the bottle and fished it out, turning this way and that to admire the amber coloured liquid swirling within. 

Amber had always been her favourite colour.

Within moments she had drained it, and stared disappointedly at the now empty bottle. 

“I didn’t leave any for you, Lucius.” she whispered softly to herself, shivering slightly as a sharp wind blew past her. 

“I don’t need it.” drawled a velvety voice beside her, and she spun around on her soaked slippers to throw herself into the patiently waiting arms. 

“How cross our fathers will be when they find us trudging back soaked and bedraggled like half drowned kittens!” she whispered into his shoulder.

The young boy beside her nodded solemly. “I shall be whipped.” Then he broke into a rakish grin. “You always did hatch the most insatiable, most hare brained of schemes, Narcissa.”

“Do not.”

“Do too.”

“You came up with this.”

“Did not.”

“Did too.”

“I’ll race you to the big oak.”
“Cheat!” she screamed, as Lucius took off before he finished his sentence.  She ran after him, and they both disappeared under the blinding rain which had always protected them and hid a harder world from view.
Neither would come back to that hard world again.

***

They died because of him

But they died for him as well, willingly, stoatically, consciously.

Again everyhting which was a boundary in his life begun to blur and rearrange themselves.

How could he be so wrong about everything in his life?

He’d seen nothing of the truth. 

His universe shattered inside of his head, bring him along with it, trapping his soul under the shards of emotions that had crystalised into ice

The cold, unfeeling oblivion of ice wraped its numb fingers around his mind and conciousness slipped away from Draco.

Post war pre draco recovery

It sounded to Draco as though Dumbledore were laughing. "Do you deny his paternity? It's a little late in the day for that, don't you think? No, Draco is a Malfoy to the bone, and thanks to him, that may well become something to be proud of."

Do not be foolish.

Whatever perishes there are many more who survive

Will you let the innocent wander around without guidance, trapped in suffering? Who will avenge the dead? Who will save the living? Is it justice, to die because you can face no more? Who will the innocent follow?

There is no one else. Survivors must live on and fulfill their responsibilities. How an you call yourself a warrior and not know this?

"Love does not grant you ownership, Harry. If you learn nothing else from the mistakes Lucius Malfoy has made, you must learn that."

Harry gazed at Dumbledore through a haze of confused and agonized emotion. He heard the word 'love' and felt his insides turn to water. Then he thought of Draco's father and everything he had done in the guise of loving his son, and he felt sick. Then he looked into Dumbledore's wise, kind, infinitely sad eyes, and he wanted to bury his face in the old wizard's robe and cry like a wounded child.

"I believe that you and Draco felt the strength of the bond between you from the moment of meeting, but you did not understand it and had no chance to acknowledge it. You sized each other up, decided you didn't like what you saw, and chose the direction of your relationship based on that first moment's fear. The hatred was real enough."

"But... if I had chosen the other way... if I had decided to love him instead of hating him..."

"Then your world would be a very different place, but who's to say it would have been better? We choose a path and we follow it, Harry. Sometimes we are given the chance to pick a side-turning that changes our course. Sometimes we are not. You and Draco have been offered a change of course at a crucial time in your lives. The fact that it is also a crucial time for the entire wizarding world is not a coincidence, but it should not concern you at this particular moment. What matters to you, Harry Potter, is where you will go from here... and who goes with you."

He answered without thinking, "I won't go anywhere without Draco."

Dumbledore's eyes gleamed at him in an unsettling way. "That is something you'll have to work out with Mr. Malfoy. Remember Harry, love is not ownership. You did not free him from his father so you could have him for yourself."

Harry shuddered and turned wounded eyes on Dumbledore. "Is that really what I'm doing? Trying to own him? You make me sound as bad as Malfoy. Or..."

As usual, Dumbledore knew what he was thinking without Harry having to say it. "We've talked about this before - your connection to Tom Riddle and Voldemort. You know that it does not make you like him in any way that matters."

Dumbledore smiled in understanding. "Would Voldemort weep for the pain he caused?"

Post war after Veela recovery

“I would like to… to see my fathers grave.”

The question Harry had dreaded most.

“There isn’t one.”

Those silver eyes lifted to meet his own, and even without the marks of humanity in them he could see the very heart hallmark of Draco’s human side.

Grief.

He took the parchment up and examined it. The typical Malfoy crest was missing, instead it was secured by a piece of amber ribbon which was so carelessly torn off that there were threads hanging out beragedly. Gingerly, with a heart that had turned cold, he undid the the childish bow and unforled its contents to his hesitant eyes.

There was only one sentence in big scrawling letters that Draco had never seen from his mother before :

So that you may finally be free and unfettered, and can choose for yourself what we could not choose for you.

-Narcissa.  

Two parents.

One who talked of a singular destiny, the other who talked of a multitude choice.

Harry’s heart wrenched as he craddled his recalcitrant lover in his arms. Did Draco know that he was shuddering in spasms? Did he know that Harry could see the tell tale signs of supressed tears in those too bright eyes, in the quivering of lips which he had to bit down upon to keep from shaking? Was Draco aware of the way his fingers cheched and bunched the front of Harrys robes up into fistfulls of balls, looking so pitious, so tired, so scared…

So… hurt.

He watched his lover hide in his robes, and his own heart broke and he thought he would drown..Still he cradled his lover in his arms, and willed his emotions to settle, so that he could be the stronger of both of them. 

“I have these… dreams, where my lov, where someone I care a lot about…” He pushed his dark hair back with frustrated fingers.

“The fair one takes your life, and you die in his arms.”

Harry was horribly startled. However good he expected the Seer to be, he did not expect him to be this precise. “What? How?”

“Did you come to me for wisdom? Or for truths?”

“Wha... whats the difference?”

“Choose, Harry Potter.”

Harry was getting sick of that word. 

“This is stupid! Stop getting cryptic on me!”

“Your lover holds you above his own life. You are foolish to doubt.”

Harry flushed, but the Seer’s rasping voice prevented him from replying. 

“But it will not be enough.”

That wind knocked out of his sails, and he slumped back into his seat.

The Seer lean forward and traced an intricate symbol in the air, and Harry’s nostrils was suddenly assulted by the smell of decay. “Two destinies which are as one.” 

Something invisible begin to swirl in the air that he could feel as a draft againts his cheek, leaving his skin cold and his heart filled with razor sharp cuts. The swirling wind collect above their heads, audible even above the palpitaing thunder of Harry’s heart beats, and turned into an opaque mist

Something dropped out of that mist and fluttered to the table. 

“One for love shall cry with tears of blood.” 

A white rose petal, which as Harry looked, pooled with a sickeningly familiar red until its entire petal was covered.

“O God.” he whispered.

A second petal fell, and he detected through the suddenly blurring tears that this one was red. Relentlessly, the Seer continued, ignoring the look of terror on the young man’s face.

“As the other loves as strongly, drain rivulets of the same.”

The network of red veins gradually turned its surface white, bleeding a pool of blood on the table.

He stared uncomprehendingly at the two petals which seemed to had switched for one another, both still wet with the sticky glistening of blood. Stared till his vision swam and he knew he was suffocating, forgetting how to breath.     

“No… This, this is dark magic.”

Harry choked on Draco’s name, sobbing, and stumbled out of the room.

***

“I’m not even human anymore.”

“It is your grief, the tears you shed for life, Mister Malfoy, that makes you human.”

“I cannot cry. I… I have no… tears” 

“Ah, Mister Malfoy, but you have always had a special way of doing things. Do not worry. Your tears do not come from your eyes, they come from the rip (tears) in your heart.” “I can see them even now.”

“Surely you know better than to think humanity is judged by looks alone.”

“No magic can undo my curse.”

“The strongest magic in the world, is what arises from within us, and the most tenacious, Mister Malfoy, is the one we call love. You will survive this.”

His eyes lifted to Potter's face of their own volition, and he found the other boy gazing intently at him, his green eyes glowing with an internal light that appalled and terrified Draco. He tried again to pull away, and this time, Potter let him go. But the eyes held him, piercing him, shattering him, pinning him to twitch and die like a bug on a card. Don't look at me like that! he wailed silently. It hurts! It hurts it hurts it hurts...
"I won't hurt you," Potter murmured, and Draco felt his stomach drop through the floor.

"Why are you looking at me like that?" Draco whispered.

"Like what?"

"Like that. Like... like you're enjoying this."

Potter's fine, black brows rose above the rims of his glasses. "But I am." The brows came down, his hands lifted to rest on Draco's shoulders again, and his face softened with some emotion that Draco flatly refused to name. "I won't hurt you," he repeated, softly.

Draco had gone completely nerveless. He couldn't move, he couldn't think, he couldn't speak. He could only stand there, helpless, as Harry Potter stepped closer to him and brought his mouth down to rest against his. In the instant of that touch, he stopped breathing, perhaps his heart even stopped beating. The world went utterly black, and Draco knew that he had gone finally and irretrievably insane.

In the middle of one such dream, Harry awoke with a start to find himself in an extremely compromising position. He abruptly twisted his body away from Draco's, his cheeks flaming and a groan of pure agony rising in his throat. Draco was lying on his left arm. He could not tug it loose without waking the other boy, which was simply not an option at the moment, so he was stuck. Lying on his back while his arm went slowly numb, his eyes fixed blankly on the ceiling and his body betraying him in the most humiliating way, Harry bit back another groan and silently cursed his miserable, impossible, insane life.

This was not how love was supposed to work. Harry might not know much about love, but he knew that. He had spent his adolescence on a battlefield, fighting for his survival and the survival of his entire world, not making out with girls behind the greenhouse like other kids his age. He had accepted the oddities of his life because he had no choice, but he had assumed that, sooner or later, he'd catch a break. Voldemort would go away, get bored, take a vacation, leave him alone for five bloody minutes while he trimmed his foot-long nails, and Harry would have a chance to find out what normal teenage lust was all about. He was entitled to that much! Right?

He shoved back the blankets and slipped out of bed, doing his best not to wake the other boy. The floor was cold under his bare feet, and he shivered slightly. Suddenly, he wanted desperately to climb back under the blankets and hide his face in that soft flannel shirt again. His head did not hurt nearly so much when it was lying against Potter's back, and Potter's body warmed up the bed much more thoroughly than Draco could himself. He always had that problem. He didn't generate enough body heat to compete with winter at Hogwarts, unlike Potter, who gave off heat like an open flame.

Instantly, the howling stopped. The terrible call was silenced. An aching pressure filled his chest and pounded in his ears, but it was almost a relief after the chaos of the charm. In Snape's arms, Draco gave a single, nerve-shattering cry and went limp. Harry caught a glimpse of his face as Snape turned for the door, and he saw thick, blood-red tears sliding down his pale cheeks.

Harry clapped a hand over his mouth to stifle his own cry

It had also given him an enormous appetite, and he was making heroic inroads in the plate of shepherd's pie Madam Pomfrey had brought him.

He could see Draco's chin and jawline, see the pale strands of hair falling around his throat, and see his chest rise and fall a bit too quickly beneath his shirt. He was strung so tightly that Harry was afraid he would snap at the smallest touch. But there was nothing Harry could do to help - nothing to ease the tension in him or break the lengthening silence.

"Harry?"

The soft voice took him completely by surprise and jerked him out of a light doze.

Then he sensed the other boy's presence through the link - battered, exhausted, huddled so far into himself that Harry had to hunt to find him, but definitely there - and he relaxed.

A faintly amused smile twisted his lips and Draco studied Harry’s face for a few seconds, aware that Harry was pinned beneath him and if he hadn’t been, he probably would have slipped away before Draco had woken up, judging by how nervous he looked.

Rather than waste time with words that wouldn’t have done a thing to reassure him, Draco slammed his lips against Harry’s, so hard that Harry was knocked backwards, head smashing against the hard floor. He moaned at the pain but didn’t push Draco away, only pulled him closer, his nails digging into naked shoulders. It was a rough, dominating kiss, almost as if Draco were branding him, claiming him, and when he pulled away, Harry was shaking.

Harry watched him nervously. There was a tense energy wound tightly around Draco and it worried him. “Draco, are you alright?”

“Alright?” Draco snapped, voice like a whip. “I waited for you, Harry! Like a bloody fool, I waited for hours. I don’t wait for people, and if I ever did lower myself to wait, I certainly would expect whomever it was I was waiting for to show up.”

“Draco —”

But Draco wasn’t finished yet. “What sort of trust is that? The first time something happens with those bloody friends of yours, you go prancing off and forget I exist? I won’t have it, no one forgets I exist, not even —”

Harry was shaking his head in a bemused sort of way and he walked towards Draco, smiling indulgently. Before Draco could say another word, Harry interrupted with, “You stupid, stupid Malfoy.” He kissed him then, holding his face captive with his hands, and when he finally let him go, all of Draco’s righteous anger had drained away, letting Harry see the true insecurities beneath.

“Not even someone who didn’t have a choice in being with me,” Draco finished quietly.

Harry’s eyes widened a fraction, and his hands were still on Draco’s face. “Stupid Malfoy,” he said again, very softly. “You think if I had a choice, I would have chosen anything other than this?”

For a wild moment, Draco just stared at him, speechless and trying to decide how he was supposed to react to that. “Then make up your bloody mind!” he shouted finally, losing all control. “If you feel that way, than stop going on as if you’re just a victim of fate! If you don’t want this, then bugger off! If you do, then stop with the unnecessary moping! Honestly, Harry, you did have a choice and you chose this and now it’s like you’re feeling guilty and trying to say you had no choice in the matter, as if that’ll make it alright. Well I won’t have it. Make up your sodding mind, right now. Do you want this? Do you want me? And remember, Potter. I’m a Malfoy. Most people don’t get second chances, and I honestly think this must be your fourth or fifth.”

Harry, feeling rather stung at being attacked by all of his friends and now Draco as well, said weakly, “Draco, don’t.”

“Fine,” Draco snapped. “You don’t want to choose? Then I’ll choose for you.”

“What do you think?” Draco asked, growing a little irritated. He crossed his arms over his chest.

“I think you’re changing the subject. It’s alright if you don’t, I mean… it’s not like I…love you or anything.” Harry ran a mittened hand through his hair and pretended to find the snow crystallized on the bare tree branches all around fascinating. He was still sprawled on his back in the snow, Draco kneeling beside him.

Draco studied him for a long moment, his irritation replaced with mild amusement as he watched Harry, who was very aware of his stare, slowly turn red. “You don’t?” he asked him quietly. “You don’t love me?”

“How could I not?” Draco said quietly, his smile gone now and his expression very solemn.

“Not lose your mind?” Harry whispered.

A fleeting smile twisted one side of Draco’s mouth as he slowly shook his head. “Not love you.”

Harry blinked twice, quickly, and opened his lips to ask another question, but Draco didn’t let him. He crossed the distance between them quickly, gently brushing his lips across Harry’s, their breath mingling as he then kissed Harry’s nose, his cheek, and his forehead.

Laughing, Draco pushed past him, the first to spill into the entrance hall, and then he reached back through the doors, caught Harry by the front of his robes and jerked him inside as well, letting the door swing shut behind him. He kissed him almost lazily while the snow melted off them both and left puddles all over the floor.

“You wouldn’t understand,” said Draco, very quietly. “You never had a father to impress.”

Harry did react to that, jerking away as fast as he could and sitting up, staring at Draco in shock. He wasn’t wearing his glasses and couldn’t see Draco’s expression, but he didn’t care. Fury and hurt were mixing together inside of him and making him shake. “I don’t,” he admitted, voice trembling. “You’re right. I haven’t got a father to impress. He was killed by the creature your father supports, the same creature you support to impress that father. So that makes it okay, Draco

“You don’t think,” Draco said very quietly, after a few moments had gone by and Harry was still clinging to him, silent except for the occasional shaky breath that sounded like a sob, though he wasn’t crying, “that if your father could see you now, he wouldn’t be impressed, Harry? How could he not be impressed?”

“If that’s the standard by which we’re judging our fathers’ impressions of us,” Harry said finally, his voice stronger than Draco thought it would be, “then your father’s got to be proud of you too.”

Draco laughed a little, and Harry lifted his head, his hands still braced on Draco’s shoulders. His eyes weren’t so dark now, they were familiar and very bright green, though still shining with tears. He was smiling, however, just a little bit, and he shifted a little so he was kneeling in front of Draco, rather than collapsed against him.

“We’re both alright,” he said, tracing Draco’s features in the dim starlight. “Despite everything.”

Draco smiled and bit one of his fingers lightly. “I think so,” he agreed.

“I know it,” Harry whispered, leaning forward and brushing his lips against Draco’s. He moved to pull away and Draco shook his head, a soft growl in the back of his throat. One hand lifted to Harry’s cheek, cupping it and pulling him close again as Draco kissed him very gently, begging for forgiveness the way he couldn’t in words. Harry didn’t respond, though he didn’t pull away and his eyes slowly closed. Growing more insistent, Draco traced his tongue along Harry’s bottom lip before biting it lightly, his growl turning into something more like a whimper, and Harry suddenly realized that Draco’s hands were shaking.

“Shit,” he whispered against Draco’s lips, reaching up to take Draco’s hands in his, holding them tightly. “I’m sorry.”

Draco pulled back just a little, laughing weakly. “What are you sorry for?”

“For shouting. For getting angry. For being weak and for making you hurt.”

There is a subtle art to the way the body works, with smooth and silken skin stretched over muscles and framework of bone. The way a chest would rise and fall with breath, making it seem all the more vulnerable and perfect for that mortality. Eyelashes so delicate and dark against pale skin, lips parted the tiniest bit in sleep, a hand closed into a fist and attached to an arm, outstretched and reaching.

Then again, maybe Draco just found art in watching Harry Potter sleep.

He’d killed his own father and everyone he called a friend. He knew he’d have to deal with the consequences, but now, all he could do was watch Harry sleep, and be grateful that he was still alive to do it.

“You seem to be under the mistaken impression that being with Draco is hard for me. It’s the easiest thing I’ve ever done. The hard part is everyone’s making such a big deal about it!”

. “Not everything ends the way you think it should,” he said, repeating the words Harry had said to him that night on the tower, the first time he had let Draco know he remembered their first kiss. Then he smiled, painfully. “You’ll be alright, Harry. You’re stronger than me.”
“Draco!!” the call came out as a scandalized shreik.

“What? I figured that we’ve got no time to waste to get started on that intimacy idea of yours.”

“But youre soaking in your robes!”

“Which a quick spell will dry and I can even throw in a couple more to make yours scented or light and fluffy. Honestly Harry, I swear you sometimes forget youre a wizard.”

Harry worked his open mouth, but no sounds came out. He suddenly felt like he was the only peoson who ddint get the joke, while Draco pulled his long legs up to free more space. Then he splashed the water as if he was petting a seat cushion. “Arent you going to come in?” 

The evening was getting weirder by the minute btu then Draco always had that effect. Harry decided with a sigh that caution or common sense should always be abandoned at the front door of their home whenevery he came home after work. God knows he ddint need it at home. He lifted his robes and gingerly steped into the water, wincing as the heavy cloth immediately begun sponging up and soaking his legs.

“have a seat.” Darco called out arily.

Harry suddenly had a sinking feeling that Draco was feeling a lot better, had been feelling a lot better for sometime now, and was only ammusing himself to see the lenghts Harry would go to, react to.

He didn’t know wheter to laugh or cry.

Draco watched Harry scurry from the room, nearly tripping over himself to get away from him. He leant back and laced his fingers over his head as he pondered their current situation. Harry probably still saw Draco as a shattered piece of glass to be handled with the ut most care until he could heal and be whole again. Certainly he was not to be subjected to passions of any kind, particulary the… carnal sort. 

Draco however, was feeling very ready for passions of the carnal sort. 

“Ever clueless and misdirected by virtue, Gryffindor.” He smirked into the bath, and his refelction smirked back up at him.

It was definitely time to do something about it.

“If youre going into battle with me, I want you to be prepared.” Harry said in his best ulltinatum voice. Then his eyes grazed Draco’s body again and he choked back a sigh of the impending defeat looming over him. The real battle was raging inside him, and the fact that he’d manage to keep his hands by his side and not reach up and touch the man who seemed to be sitting so calmly beside him.

“O bother. Now I’ll have to wash my hands again.”

Draco caught his hands, then brought it to his mouth and porceeded to lick the cream slowly Harry’s fingers, his eyes never leaving harry’s rapidly flushing face. 

“You must be feeling better.” Harry mummured to the floor, too embarrased to look into that ammused face. He felt Dracos fingers curl under his chin and lifted his face up to meet his lover’s silver eyes.

“I am.” Draco mummured, before his lips came crashing down upon Harry’s own, and all he tasted as Draco’s lips, which tasted of vanilla cream for some forgotten reason.

