Severus wears muggle cloating for the first time, exposing his throat. Sirus goes crazy with luct.
Severus accidently rips his shirt off

Move in really fast. Feel too old for games, too much time wasted
Sirus, D and H visits snape manor (white in colour) snape hordes paintings and statutes
Furnunculus: great big ugly boils on the face

Densaugeo: grows front teeth

Orchideous: summons bunch of flowers

Avis: summons small twittering birds

Stupefy: stunning spell

Diffindo: spilts or creates a tear, ie in a bag

Accio: Summoning charm

WWN wizard wireless network (radio)
Gregorovitch creation wands, Ollivander,  

Dragons:

Extremely difficult to slay owing to magic that imbues their thick hides which none but the most powerful hides can penetrate.

Deafning ear splitting roar and snort

Enormous, vicious looking, shoots fire at 20 feet, Horntail 40.
Torrents of fire shooting into the sky frop opened fanged mouths fifty feet above the ground.
Outstretched necks.
Swedish Short Snout: Silver blue with long pointed horns, snaping and snarling

Common Green Welsh: Smooth scaled, green, writhling and stamping

Chinese Fireball: Red with odd fringe of fine gold spikes around its face

Hungarian Horntail: scaly Black, bigger and more lizard like, yellow vertical pupil like a cats, bronze long spikes  every few inches along its tail. Winged.   

That you truly wanted him dead. That you were planning to kill him."

"What did you think I was planning to do, Malfoy? Offer to buy him a butterbeer? Or perhaps we could just settle our differences over tea and biscuits? He wants me dead, Malfoy. What made you think that I wanted him anything else?"

"Aren't you the good guy, Potter? The hero? Aren't heroes supposed to want to see justice served and all that nonsense?"

"I'm not interested in justice, Malfoy. He's shown me that there is no such thing as justice. If there was justice, then the good guys would always win and Cedric Diggory would still be alive today. The world isn't fair, Malfoy. Voldemort isn't fair. Why should I be?"

"Then what is it that makes you so different from him, Potter?"

"Hm. Don't suppose you'd like to give me a note to go into the restricted section and see what I can dig up there?"

Now, Mister Malfoy, you know I don't encourage that sort of ingenuity in my students." Snape murmured, a grim smile curling his lips as he drew a note from his pocket and handed it over. "You're terribly predictable these days. Well, except perhaps in your dealings with Mister Potter. Whatever are you playing at, Draco?"

"Maybe I'm just tired of you lying to me.  Or maybe I'm just starting to get a bit annoyed by the fact that I've got this evil dark lord plotting new and exciting ways to roast me over a fire, while all I can think about is throwing you up against the wall."

"You won't need the wand or the words. Most torture spells have been adjusted to be performed without the use of a wand to avoid that nasty reversal spell. A wand acts as a focus for magic, it amplifies and restrains. You're powerful enough that you shouldn't require a wand to do this spell. Just focus, concentrate, and it'll be fine."

If there was one thing Harry was, it was determined. Once he figured out exactly what his goal was, nothing short of death -or a good telling off by Hermione-could stop him.
The spoon hit the ground next, clanging its unhappiness at being torn from Draco's warm mouth. Then the carton of ice cream, which did more than thud dully and skitter away from what looked to be a massacre in the making. Ice cream isn't known for its bravery after all. Finally, with an unmanly shriek, a few fleshy smacks and far too many four letter words strung together than could be called decent, Draco followed his fallen midnight snack.

It was almost funny to think that there were droves of dark wizards tripping over themselves to try and kill such a harmless thing.

And now he was sixteen years old and each day held only the promise that at any given moment his world may crumble around him, leaving him alone and afraid.

The first death had started with Cedric Diggory. It had not stopped since.
youve used some pretty good adjectives. Left out a few more though.

Harry had always been irritated with Draco’s apparent immunity to cold, especialy when, he, harry, was particularly subseptible to a bad case of sniffling. Draco *never* sniffed. The Gods had probably decreed that he was too beautifuly made for such, human, undignified conditions. 
presence rather than a person

Self-denial was a potent weapon in his armory, perhaps his greatest.

“I almost got into Gryffindor.”

Somewhere behind Draco, a beaker of pumpkin juice crashed to the floor.

“What?!”

“During first year. The sorting hat wanted to put me in Gryffindor. I told it no.”

Several students were even rumored to have seen a smile on Professor Snape’s face.  The students subsequently appeared in the infirmary seeking treatment for fright.

“Don’t do a Hermoine on me now, Draco.”

But he certainly didn’t blame Ron for his feelings; he knew Ron preferred his world in black and white, and sometimes Harry envied him that freedom. 

“what have u done.” He whispered brokenly, eyes closed. Then he swept the other boy back into his arms and slanted his mouth over the trembling one beneath.

Name the one person who doesn’t buy into that ‘Boy Who Lived’ crap.  Who might actually be able to see the real you. Draco.

 “Look, Harry’s all self-doubting and depressive, right?  And Draco’s been Mr. ‘Hello, I have intimacy issues’ for the past six years.  Draco needs someone he can trust above all else and Harry needs someone who needs him.  Their neuroses would fit together like a jigsaw puzzle, and they’d be quite good for each other.”  She shook her head.  “I can’t believe you haven’t heard the gossip.  People have been laying bets on when they’d finally get together since fifth year.” 


.  I’ve become the romantic lead in the school’s own psychodrama, he mused whimsically, his inner voice dripping with sarcasm; short, blonde and devilishly handsome.  How they must hang on my every word. 


Well, then I will bury one more regret.

Instantly, Remus’ eyes were open and he was out of bed, protecting his modesty rather clumsily with a bed sheet, darting around like a mad thing. 

Pansy sneered (highly original, really, considering she was a Slytherin)

It’s the trade mark slytherine sneer the older dorm mated hand down to its younger generation to uphold and protect, harry snaped

she spent no small amount of her time being jaded. 

He could handle this.  He was the Boy Who Lived, after all.  Easy.

Hermoiny coughed. Snape looked begrudging. “5 points to Gryffindor.”

"What brings you out here?"

Severus turned and glared. "Studying the roses." There were, of course, no roses in sight.

“ uve been dreeming a lot these days. have u been at voldermorts lately?” He tossed the question like to harry like he was pleasantly enquiring if his lovers been to their favouriter ice cream palour.

 "That´s the thing about moments, you know - they exist to be jumped at. "

The entire corridor gasped, and Harry glared. "In private."

"I need you," he repeated, forcing a goofy smile to his face. "Don´t ask me why, I won´t be able to explain it."

Harry grinned. “What, afraid I’ll make an honest man out of you?”

“Oh, I think you’ll find I keep you in shape,” Draco proffered, looking at his nails. “Academically speaking, of course,

“What if I fail, Draco?”
“My dear Harry,” Draco oozed false charm, “I’ll get you to cheat before that happens.”
 

“Thank you for that reaction, Mr. Finnigan,” she said primly, “it heartens me that my presence is enough to scare the members of my very own house into early paraplegia.”

. I know Mr. Finnigan may find it alluring, but I pray you the rest of us do not.”
“perhaps if I stay around your potions longer it would rub off” harry practically purred out the word rub. Draco raised an eyebrown at him. “potter and potions can only rub the wrong way” he replied cooly. Draco made sure he effected the exact tone of ennui that would make his lover boil over. He laughed to himself quietly when Harry, predictable as always, threw a roll of parchments which he sent back to the table with a barely noticable flick of his wand.

A grumble escaped with the cold fumes of breath that hung arout their frozen lips. 

Draco choked. Say again? did harry just called him, *ugh*, adorably evil?

"Transparent is really your colour, you should wear it more often."

. This is Slytherin. We perfected the idea of taking candy from babies, Draco, largely because we do it to one another.

“flippancy is contagious” harry replied lightly.Draco reflected that it was a very recent disease. 

  "There's a difference between you and I, though."

"Oh, I know that, Harry. It's called style."

Draco had been brought up to see himself as perfect, and perfection was an impossible burden. And Draco had known in that moment that Harry’s burden was also perfection, and that they had both been deceived

When he had heard the rumours of a rapprochement in the infamous Potter/Malfoy rivalry, he had not been extremely surprised. There had been far too many unbridled emotions lurking under the surface for things to remain as they were, and seeing as they hadn’t killed one another, an unlikely friendship seemed the only other option.

. “Chasing after Harry? You can’t show him off, cause that would demean him – and you; you can’t love him, because Merlin forbid, love’s a weakness; you can’t let him love you, because you’d rather watch the world collapse that admit you need anyone.

Harry, Gryffindor icon, martyr and presumed saviour of waifs, kittens and other lost causes such as love (amongst other good pure motives),

“fuck snape.” Said Draco. Harry’s face blanced as he took in the words a little too literally. He closed his eyes and willed the sick feeling in his stomach to pass.

 Storming back to the dorms to pick up his books, he tried not to snarl. But if the day got any worse, he'd take a leaf out of Professor Lupin's book and bite someone.

Probably Draco.

"Not everyone revolves around your little soap opera, Potter."

exists for no other purpose."

"Don't be silly, dear." Pansy told him. "You may well be Draco Malfoy, and all that name implies, but you do not have it in you to defeat the Dark Lord. That's why we have Gryffindors. They can go off and get themselves killed on idiotic crusades."

"Any more barbs, or can I retire to bandage my wounds?"

"You barged in here," Pansy pointed out.

I have a brilliant idea," Dean said.

Famous last words. 

I think......"        "No. I would never accuse you of thinking.”
Shadows, as any artist will tell you, create depth
(harry)He was 31 now, and felt every year of his life like lead upon his tired back.  
"Pansy, stop being logical. You know I can't abide it when people use common sense against me."

Neville was in fact right. Bugger. He'd lost the moral high ground then.

And being Harry Potter, of course, he was all about the moral high ground. Ha.

"Uh. Hello. Pansy. What do you want?"

She smiled mirthlessly. "Never ask that question."

. "You, Harry, have a date with destiny. And considering your past endeavours, you and she must be really well acquainted by now."

There was a hesitancy to their conversation, a exploration, as if this were a dance and they didn't know the steps.
"Oh...." 

It was a whisper of sound, delicious to him in its subtleties, in the way that his fingers had brought it about. It seemed that the very pressure of skin to skin was enough to make it delicious, to make it ecstatic, to make him orgasmic. 

"Oh..." 

roses on the bed. On the floor, on the table. All over.

He always knew potter was a sily romantic prat who would buy flowers and blush under the moonlight, but to do this in Hogwarts??

Fuck and run, potter?

The fact that fucking had replaced wizards' duels, physical fighting, words, momentarily overwhelmed them both,

“The very same.” Lucius was amused by his son’s boyish enthusiasm. He felt as if the weight of the world had been lifted off his shoulders. Draco understood. He had not lost his son as he had feared he might, and he felt euphoric. He stood, smiling down at the teen. “Let’s go see what we can cadge out of the House Elves, hmm?”

 

Together, they left the room, talking of trivial, unimportant things, feeling at peace with each other.

 

He didn’t know what to make of Harry’s incresingly sarcastic verbose. There were times he swore he sounded just like him. Harry used to be too straight to say anyhting that sound have more than a shade of meaning. He used to merely grin shyly when Draco said something caustic. Now, he gave back as good is he got.
Perhaps it was all those years of dueling with words at Hogwarts. Or perphas it was just the nature of things that two people who stayed together would rub off each other.

“I thought you were angry.” 

“I was.” The brunette nodded calmly. “But then I thought about it, and I realised that you can’t help speaking before thinking. Putting your foot in it seems to be a major talent of yours, Malfoy.”

 

Lucius rolled his eyes drolly. “Do we have to talk about that group of pretentious, stuffy, uptight idiots?”

 

His friend laughed, closing the door softly. “No, of course not. What would you like to talk about?”

Yes, mused Lucius to himself, 

Draco sighed and then chuckled wryly. “I should write romance novels,” he muttered. 

Draco supportd himself on his forearms and stared mockingly down into harry’s green eyes. “prove your loyalty and your love”, he declared grandly. He hoped that it sounded apporpriately dastarly. A moment later Draco was rewarded by a knee in his groin. 

Draco groaned out and roll over to the side of the bed, fighting for bed space and air. THAT was not what he expected. Harry hadnt really kneed him hard, but it still hurt. “Fuck you, you untamed beast.” He scoweled into the sheets as an the bed shook with Harry’s silent laughter. Dam the single bed that they furnished in the teachers dorms. It was no bigger than the ones he used to sleep in as a student in Slytherine.

“Hows that, your majesty? Potter’s Royal Treatment is an instant remedial appilaction for those allicted with the Common Dracoistic Egoism.”

“ youre a royal asshole potter. And u need to examine your twisted propensity for enjoying the infliction of pain on others”   

It wasn't exactly a word he'd ever considered as being one a Malfoy would know, Severus supposed. Words like 'now', 'immediately', and 'posthaste' had always been the sort of language Lucius used. 
Potter, Severus decided, was definitely some kind of demon. The green-eyed boy laughed, leaned down, kissed suction-bruised lips.
Harry felt a jolt as the silky voice conjured themselved efortlessly 

His cloak swirling about his legs

That was all the proof he needed to prove beyond refute that Harry Potter, juvenile delinquent, last hope of the British wizarding world was irrefutably and irredeemably psycho. 

“You’ll love me for it. “     ….”youre going handing me the wrorld on a plate?”

“Trust a Malfoy to run off the beaten path.” Said Harry. And, Harry added silently to himself, to make sure his living space is as detering as possible to anyone who didn’t have the most urgent of agendas.

It was all to easy for a man who denied himself the chance to dream to understand the allure or it.

‘picking up a new skill isint too bad’

‘
For some reason, holding Draco made him feel better. He was solid, real, and possibly the only person as fucked up as himself.
-tree made out of pulsing muscles

-dragon chairs in Place of Golden horses

-writling snake pillars
‘shall I make daisy chains?’

‘cofee? Tea? Blood?’…a yawn, then a smile. ‘you.

‘how very un-Malfoy of you, Draco’

a snort. ‘Thanks. Ive been working on it for years.’

Harry felt his eyes widen. That was unexpected.

The only previous emotions he used to see on Dracos face was humour or malice, or exasperation. Certainly not compassion.

‘mmm. U look cherubic. Pity youre actualy such a devil underneath”

You were thought from birth to walk amongst the glitter, and shine brighter than any other, malfoy

Ennui in is voice.

“I remember those times when I flew in the air just before down…it helped the loneliness, and somehow I always felt like there was someone watching over me.” He shrugged. “It was a comforting fantasy.”

“I watched you.” The other person said quietly. “Every day.”

He smiled softly into the rushing wind. After a moment, he spoke,

“Perhaps I knew in some part of my mind.”

Fluid walk, fluid self confidence,

Face which mocked the portraits of golden haired angles

Stark, Ascetic face

“You’re still in your dinner.. things”

Draco was delicately crinkling his nose whilst eyeing Harry’s tuxedo, obviously still nowhere past the muggle aversion phrase he harbored from their student days at Hogwarts, though he hid it a lot better now and tempered it skillfully with a diplomatic tongue.  Harry was beginning to realize it was not a phrase but a permanence.

He was contsttutionaly incapable
Underplaying ti for all his worth

Swearing sulphorously

Over the yrs they had rather painfully hammered out a list of things wouldnt do 

They have become institutions istead of ppl

He had ‘sugested’

The greeting was chilly just borering on the side of rigid

Rather airily dumped the problem on the other mans lap

He admitted with absolute aplomb

It would be bad precedent to let the world end ever week or so. erodes the confidence for some reason.

Boiling pitch for some reason, has no respect for rank, and the hig spirited aristocrat will burn just as quickly as the foulest knave from the gutters
..has not been lost on him.
To futher exacerbate the situation…

I weep, my brothers, for the glory that must die

The seasons were turning

The moon had risen late, and was busily etching the opalescent towers in a pale light and sheating th fog in a soft glow.

The city of X, all aglow, stody with her feet bathed inshining mist and her plae face lifted to the night sky.

He was tires, but he needed to evaluate, to understand, to assess, and that need weighed far more heavily than his need for rest.

He get a little… as we grow older. Its one of the thongs to look forward to. 

“spirited’ he murmured.X was of coursse sitting far from harms way, across the other side fo the room
…with a disconsolate pout

The meeting migth have just been a trifle strained…since X was sitting close by with his fingers indly fingering his wand the whoel time

Your emperors been keeping secrets. Is he allowed todo that? I thought he was a stuffed  toy we trotted out on ceremonial occasionsI’ve sampled his wit before. And a few oteh rhtings besides. –You’ll be sampling my wand next, if you don’t..
The prospect of ..will quite stops my heart, or soon will. Permenanty. As I’m rather fond of my health…

U don’t like her. –I rpefer to worship from afar

I need to get instructions from you. Smething shot and to the point like ‘sit!stay!’ might be appropraieta, considering it’s the X were talking about.

How did you get toebcoem the diplomat? –I lied a lot, of course. How else does one hire them?

Then dont say ayhting. X’s beeb around longenough to recognsie the syntoms of official reticence when he sees it

Making em feel inadequate in the process
Thegans have raised being broingt o an art form

Hold his head underwater for awhile. Lets seee if any information migth come bubbling to the surface.

Stern guardians of her virtue

The Republci’s a stren mistress. –that she is

Few could ressit his blandishments
She sang of broken hearts and other extravagances 

Her majesty’s heart palpitaes whebever he bears down the room*shrugs* -keeps her young]

Do your best to convice him. He gets a little pig headed. –I’m sure he’ll enjoy knowing how u really fel about him

Kill?’ –that’s the untimate expression of power. Do you still want it? You have no choice, now actuly. You’ve already drawn your dagger.Everyone knows youre dangerous now.

Whats he choking on? –murder, basically. He doesn’t have the stomach for it –not many do –politicaisn cant afford that kind of delicacy

Try to lift your mind out of the 14th centure. Youre th Pm, not the keeper of antiquities
Bully your way through. –your kidding. –it’s the most efficient.

Check the room. –Good master! –I like to sleep alone *coolly*
Theyre Hogwarts graduates Theyre used to following orders they dotn understand D said, winkin at Snape

I think he said he was going for a breath of air –In a hurricane?
Subtlety is not his thing

Jump around. Say if you just run around ohh, 15 portals, staying just long enough at each for your presence to be detected? Our friend will have to follow you around and with a hurricane onhis back that might* just prove to be alittle inconvenient
A man  at my age has been conditioned by now to accept anything. When you wake up every morning with the onset of surrise that youre still alove or have not been murdered in your bed, its easy to face the rest to the day with an open mind
I can live without the ‘stalwart commandr’ and ‘glorious leader’ bit.

I;m jjst helping you grasp reality faster, that’s all.
His father’s eyes, so opaque , so transparent 

(Mice, Christ, nice, rice, slice, vice, price, spice, rise,)

Thinking of Harry’s relationship 

He’d always been secretly pleased with the fact that he suffered a repugnant reputation of ….

The wizarding world is reliant on them due to conditioning, not because its reality.

In one month Draco had decided

He thought it would be a god time to see if it was actauly possible to accio a living wizard to into his harms.

.

Still, it was unavoidable, the poorly concealed ogling. Draco was well aware of that every step he took, he was being googled at, that at this very minute someone was probably gossiping about him, his lover, or their relationship

still decked in Quiditch equipment,

Describe H’s physical features in detail

(recall Draco’s madness (a little) and difference btw human and veela features.)

harry’s blowing up minitry and the papres comment

he hadn’t been sane at that time, had found out later as H didn’t tell him

D’s ways with student, very aloof but helpful

H’s teaching experience and dislike for dark arts

“I remember those times when I flew in the air just before down…it helped the loneliness, and somehow I always felt like there was someone watching over me.” He shrugged. “It was a comforting fantasy.”

“I watched you.” The other person said quietly. “Every day.”

He smiled softly into the rushing wind. After a moment, he spoke,

“Perhaps I knew in some part of my mind.”

‘shall I make daisy chains?’

“What if I fail, Draco?”

“My dear Harry,” Draco oozed false charm, “I’ll get you to cheat before that happens.”

 I have a brilliant idea," Dean said.

Famous last words. 

Draco supported himself on his forearms and stared mockingly down into Harry’s green eyes. “prove your loyalty and your love”, he declared grandly. He hoped that it sounded appropriately dastardly. A moment later Draco was rewarded by a knee in his groin. 

Draco groaned out and roll over to the side of the bed, fighting for bed space and air. THAT was not what he expected. Harry hadn’t really kneed him hard, but it still hurt. “Fuck you, you untamed beast.” He scowled into the sheets as an the bed shook with Harry’s silent laughter. Dam the single bed that they furnished in the teachers dorms. It was no bigger than the ones he used to sleep in as a student in Slytherin.

“Hows that, your majesty? Potter’s Royal Treatment is an instant remedial appilaction for those afflicted with the Common Dracoistic Egoism.”

“ You’re a royal asshole potter. And you need to re-examine that twisted propensity for enjoying the infliction of pain onto other innocent souls”   

“I almost got into Gryffindor.”

Somewhere behind Draco, a beaker of pumpkin juice crashed to the floor.

“What?!”

“During first year. The sorting hat wanted to put me in Gryffindor. I told it no.”

The entire corridor gasped, and Harry glared. "In private."

· make references to NEVER wanting to have a daughter.

· Who wins the plague? See end of story.

Stately marble building

Imposing, intimidating building that shouldered its way upward arrouagntly

Like most public buildings, it was totally devoid of warmth, with wide echoing marble halls and huge corridors designed to make ppl fel tiny and insignificant.

His father’s eyes, so opaque , so transparent 

(Mice, Christ, nice, rice, slice, vice, price, spice, rise,)

etched on his brain, they were echoing in his earsss   
A dream he couldn’t even fully recall anymore. There was no proof that it had ever existed, except for the slight taste that was left behind. 

His life had cost too much to throw away that easily

but if you want to keep the act up to gain some points from Dumbledore, don’t let me stop you

It was as if their goal was to make the other show some emotion… any emotion. 

They died ‘cause I couldn’t die for myself.” 
Feeling Malfoy’s hand on his forehead effectively stopped his babblings. He felt a finger trace his scar with enough pressure to get his attention. 

Familiar fire but burning for him.

“You are Harry Potter,” Malfoy said quietly, as if he was afraid someone would hear

Harry Potter had mastered self control when it came to Draco Malfoy. He had learned that it simply wasn’t a wizard’s way to punch your rival. 

It made him wonder if Malfoy had a normal laugh hidden somewhere for people he actually liked. 
Are you trying make up for the absence of Mr. Longbottom?” 
Draco winced. “Real subtle, that.”

We’re griffindors. We’re supposed to roar loudly and charge into things. Gives the enemy a chance to retreat. We’ll leave the scheming to you sneaky snaky things.”

“This… was just a friendly warning, Zabini,” Malfoy said as he stood up
After a moment of deja-vu, Severus briefly wondered if Harry actually owned any shirts
Obsidian robes flapped as Severus turned on his heel
Severus descending like a big black rain cloud
"Liar." Harry's shocked expression was absolutely priceless, and had Severus been less annoyed he might have enjoyed it. "There is no Derrick. Now, do you mind telling me why you've been staring at me for the past sixty minutes under the pretense of reading?"
Severus sighed. "Lycanthropes experience changes in personality as the moon changes. Lupin is, if not unstable, at least unpredictable. Add to that the fact that he, in effect, poisons himself once a month, and you've got, as they say, a recipe for disaster. Wolfsbane potion is incredibly experimental; whatever side effects it has are as yet unknown. Remember that Lupin is not part wolf. He is a wolf. And Wolfsbane kills wolves. His particular DNA, such as it is, theoretically will not be wounded by the potion, but then again, he may be killing himself a little at a time." Severus shrugged. "I think it's enough to make anyone a little crazy." 

Harry still looked unconvinced, so Severus continued. "I don't think you realize what that man has to live with, Harry. The fact that he is, so often, able to hide his emotions from the rest of us is a testament to his strength. People say I'm a good actor, but it's nothing to what he is. Imagine it. I was a Death Eater, and that's not something to be taken lightly. It's not just a profession or a club, it gets inside you. And even that isn't even beginning to encroach on the darkness Lupin has to live under." 

So many people revere Albus Dumbledore, but so many are suspicious of him, and he's too blind to see that he's created the same problem for you, only more so because you are so much more powerful than even he could be." 

"Remus, think!" Sirius was practically shouting now. "Snape is famous for…" 

"For being a leading force in the downfall of Voldemort?" 

Severus was sitting on the floor, a very undignified perch. His face had a queer look; as though he were trying to remain expressionless but couldn't quite manage it. 

Finally, the older man stood up, brushed off his robe, and walked with measured steps towards the liquor cabinet. Half way there he stopped, seemed to rethink his actions, and sat down abruptly on the floor again, as if uncertain of his ability to make it the rest of the way. 
Black eyes peered down at him, reminding him suddenly of dying tulips, the bruised purple of the petals opening too far.
The room was in a rather dishevelled state, much like Lupin himself. The man was wearing a thin and patched up robe and a pair of ratty slippers. His hair looked like it had a gained a few greys, and hadn't been brushed anytime in the recent past. Harry recalled a phrase, though he wasn't sure from where: A king of shreds and patches
Four hundred mouths fell open as the lithe blond boy, dressed as immaculately as ever and groomed like an expensive poodle
"Why I even bother arguing with you is beyond me," the professor muttered, leaning in to brush his lips against Harry's. "Fine, you can stay. But if I see one Gryffindor banner you'll be out on your arse before you can say 'Slytherin'."
"Kill you? Murder you? Slay you? Smite you? Destroy you? Help you expire, die, kick the bucket, bite the dust, shrug off your mortal coil and meet your maker? Probably, yes." Severus smirked. "Don't act so surprised." 

"Mister Potter, please note that I said crush, not pulverise." 

Part of having hit bottom was not being overly bothered by much. 

By dinner the story of Neville's idiocy had spread to every house. The Slytherins, sensing that they had been insulted, hissed whenever Longbottom had the unfortunate experience of getting too close to them. The Ravenclaws calculated that if Gryffindor continued losing points at this rate, they would actually have negative points by December. The Hufflepuffs thought the whole thing was wildly funny, especially since it did not involve them, and the Gryffindors were half between proclaiming Neville a genius and killing him for losing so many points.
Empathy for the enemy, Remus thought dryly. Empathy was something Sirius knew very little about. Sirius always rushed in without thought, always fought his hardest for what seemed of great import at the time. It had always been that way. Sirius would rush ahead in a blaze of glory, leaving Remus to pick up pieces. 

It was caught in this embrace that he knew, beyond all doubt and fear, that he could never leave Severus for anything on earth. Not for riches, not for life, not for happiness or health, and assuredly not for Sirius Black.
"You're turning green," said Severus. "If you are going to be sick, please open the door and do it outside." 

"Whom will it land on?" Harry wondered. 

"That's none of my concern. Besides, I'm sure they'd be flattered to have the saviour of the Wizarding world regurgitate on their lowly heads." 

Statues and busts, marble and ivory, the shining whiteness that seemed so uncharacteristic of a Snape and yet so fitting.
"You fucking sadistic bastard." 

"I thought you wanted to play," Severus remarked calmly. 

"I think I've just discovered why you have no friends," Harry coughed. 

There was a long moment of silence as he tried to collect himself, grasping at wits which had scattered bit by bit, starting from when Harry had stepped into the room. 

Still, now he had to go through with it; one-on-one lessons with the Sexiest Potions Master On The Planet. It was halfway a punishment, and halfway an indulgence that touched the sweet tooth of Harry's appetite
Instead of continuing along that lovely, dangerously tempting line of thought, Snape changed the subject. "Let's get started.
fit the man impeccably well, fabric flowing and tucking in all the right places, showing off the broad straight lines of his shoulders and arms, clinging to his narrow waist. And his ass. Dear God. Harry hadn't been sure if Snape actually had one, and yes, he had thought about it. But oh, he did, and how delicious it was. Harry stared as he followed, sure that he would never see such a sight again. It was an unexpected pleasure to see Snape in such minimal clothing -- before, what had left the biggest impression on Harry's hormones was the low voice and the domineering presence. Though once intimidating, it had swerved sharply over into sexy when Harry had grown up enough to realize that Snape was always an incorrigible grump, and that never changed... and there wasn't a reason to loathe him anymore. But now, now...
Still, Harry plugged on, not allowing himself to steal glances of the skin Snape was bearing; the buttons on his sleeves had been undone a few minutes ago and rolled up almost to his elbow, and even that was making Harry's heartbeat pump a little faster.
Oh, good, his voice still worked... but what was it doing talking without his permission like that? Oh, well, at least it hadn't said something like, You do know that you drive me i Bewildered, he opened his eyes and stared straight up into the bronze and violet war raging in the sky; the sun was only starting to surrender to twilight, but Harry swore that he could already see stars. nsane in an extreme variety of ways, don't you, Mr. Potter? 

. Bewildered, he opened his eyes and stared straight up into the bronze and violet war raging in the sky; the sun was only starting to surrender to twilight, but Harry swore that he could already see stars.
Harry realized just why this was the Astronomy Tower as he stroked Snape's back in long, lazy strokes. He'd never felt so close to the stars that he felt like he was going to fall into the sky before, never known the moon could hang so low that it seemed ready to crash to the earth.
Snape scoffed. "Voldemort himself didn't manage to damn me, and neither will your empty bluster. Make up your mind, Potter. Are you in or out?"

so, they had watched and circled one another, the slightest brush of skin on skin enflaming Harry, and he doubted he was alone in that reaction. He wasn't certain which of them was the predator and which the prey; perhaps they traded off at times.
. Without the heat of anger fueling him, Harry found he liked the banter. It was fun, and it kept him on his toes, trying to get the last word.

Snape went still in Harry's arms, and somewhere in the depths of his eyes, a door quietly shut. 

"One night," he echoed, his voice soft and deep. "Very well." He backed away, pulling free of Harry's embrace, and gestured to an open door on the other side of the room. "The bedroom is that way."

Show off, Harry thought, but with fond amusement rather than irritation. The fact was, his soon-to-be lover enjoyed playing one-up, and that would probably never change
"Demanding, aren't we?" Snape's voice held amusement, but he complied with Harry's request.

He did indeed begin removing Harry's boxers -- one, slow, torturous inch at a time. He pushed them down a fraction, and then spent interminable minutes exploring the new expanse of skin he'd uncovered, everywhere except where Harry wanted the attention most. By the time Snape had finally -- finally! -- pulled them off completely and tossed them over the side of the bed, Harry felt as if his entire body was one massive, taut wire on the verge of snapping.

If Snape refused to give in, Harry would know Snape saw him as nothing more than an inexperienced boy whom he didn't respect enough to allow some give-and-take in their sexual activity, and that he didn't consider Harry worthy of his trust, which was what it would take for Snape to give up any amount of control.

"I'm... too close." Snape slumped against his pillow, eyes closed, stray tendrils of hair clinging to his damp face; Harry had never in his wildest dreams imagined Snape looked thoroughly debauched, but he did now, and Harry wanted nothing more at that moment than to shag him senseless.

Harry's orgasm built slowly this time, like a flower unfurling in sunlight, blooming deep within him and spreading outward; he clutched Severus' hand, calling out his lover's name, vaguely aware that his own name was echoing in the room as they came together.

Three days later, he knew he was the biggest idiot in Hogwarts, perhaps in all of Britain
If he'd been honest enough with himself to acknowledge his feelings that night, then he probably could've spent every night since then in Severus' bed, making love with his irascible, brilliant, stubborn, passionate, annoying bastard of a partner instead of wandering around like a moonstruck calf. What a waste.

