PWLL common themes:

1. Yin yang

2. Fate

3. Paths

4. Choice

5. Roses

6. Opposition 

7. Insomnia

8. Memories 

9. don’t speak

10. guilt

11. action and reaction

12. love

13. tears

14. absolvence/ forgiveness

15. circles, completing and repeating 

16. futility

17. the moon = cycles,

1. friendship blooms

2. something subtle boiling which dosent come out till end of sem.

3. in depth of harry – ron friendship and ron-herm friendship

4. dance – almost kiss

5. next night – east tower scene

6. next morning - roads
harry is a much more dificult character than draco to potray

hes much more complex

but yet all his complexity is burried deep within him

so deep that it doesnt show, so deep that he himself does not know it is there

he does not really know who he is

draco is more.... in tune with himself

so who he is is who he is

very starigthforward, very easy

hes intense on teh surface, harry is intense under the surface

yups. just a couple of sentences from harry takes up teh whole day

cos there a lot i cant give away

yet there must be hints, very subtle ones

yest no one else must pick up on it

not teh reader, not his friends, not draco...

you may have to spend more time on harry then

there something sureal about harry's life

fantastic effort though!!!

like..events that move his life from one plece to another and from one year to another:
in part 4, he stops being carried by teh tide and start moving on his own free will

tell the truth, hi personailty doesnt really shine till Part 4

and when it fiannly shows itself.. :
lets just say that ppl get out of teh way in a hurry

so far what you see is Harry getting pissed and getting whiny all the time

in part four his anger gets a direction:
its not pretty
in fact, he dies at the end

How’d they’d finally started talking, after they’d run out of time. In the moonlight, Harry’s memories came rushing back to him, remembering Draco as a silent, brooding, seventeen year old Head Prefect during in his final years at Hogwarts, how he had avoided Harry, avoided Slytherin and their common mealtimes, had pushed away even his beloved Quiditch, and was seldom seen at all except during classes, or the few times when Harry had caught sight of Draco sweeping up the skies in his broom during the first glimpses of dawn, when nobody would be awake to see him. Or so he thought. 

· shows what H think fo Dumbledore

· school surprise at D’s, ron says Daddy money

· D moves into head perfect room

· Enters Gry Common Room, Ron snarls

· Quits Quiditch. 

· Moves alone

· Harry keeps watching Malfoy

·  Afraid of graduating, talks to D & S

· D finds s & H in Shreiking shack, but doesn’t report him

· H questions D who tells him he knows more than H thinks

· Confused. Invisibility cloak to east tower, sees D sitting on the paraphets, staring at the moon, his broom beside him

· Nearing sunrise, D flies out of the window and around

· H goes to the window and watch. He does this very often

No start of schoold ay should begin without a taunt of somesort..M was breaking tradtion! Maybe its the new HB thing gone to his head…

-R, after finding his voice back. makes endless noise about D.

***

Ron, Herm harry and etc were sitting around grif chatting aboiut M’s weird changes. Ron bitches, H defends (to his own surprise) and H mediates. In runs the rest of the gry team with the news that M quit as captain of the quididtch team. Whole common room explodes into noise. D enters to annoce the news himself, and H feels very weird. D is still however is as antagonistic as ever, perhaps even more so, and they argue. but h sees through him, maybe for the first time in his life. H wonders if he’s midjudged M this makes H very conciosu of Ms presense, and gets frustrated that he hardly sees M around, in fact nobody ever does.

***

Dumbledore sends H to the East tower, where he bumps into D, a snarling match resumes, but is abruptly cut off by D who simply looks out of the window and ignores H. H ask D what the broom was for as he doesn’t play quidditch anymore and D says NOYB and flies of out the window. H sits by the window and thinks about D, then as night approached goes to the shrieking shack to met sirus. Draco finds them there, breaks up the meeting and sends H back to Gryffindor, but doesn’t report H.

Synopsis: Harry’s last year at Hogwarts and the many turbulent emotions he faces. Draco is an socially withdrawn Head Prefect. Harry watches Draco fly in the morning. *links to SS1: Harry later has a faceless wet dream, but WE know!
(Pre Angst/Pre Slash)

D looks tense and not too happy. He didn’t look like somebody who coveted the post as he eyed the students and teachers and attention with a little bit of distaste. 

**Harry had always liked to think of Malfoy as a peacock in Slytherin green, holding court surrounded by foul fowls.
If only this Malfoy would act as one.

seemingly suspended in one terrible moment  

   that somehow left Harry breathless.   

-H stares at D, surprised that D is totally expressionless, where was that smug look? Where was the towering pride and swagger, the condescending air? And why didn’t he tell his friends? -D goes up to the table. Walk very silent, practically a glide. () stands there. How pale, grey eyes reveling nothing.Blond hair worn long, tied beneath the nape, like his father.

-

Windows to the Past: Chp 2: Inside of Me

Synopsis: The Leaving Feast, the last day at Hogwarts, the last day of Innocence. Harry & Draco put aside their enmity for one night. A dance at the East Tower. Separation. Each wonder about their path, and whether it would lead them to each other again. 
(Romance/Pre Angst/Pre slash)

Touch his scar

Hands on small of back

Taller Draco

Touch is long hair

Tension!!!!

He remembered their last conversation at Hogwarts, during the Graduation Ball, the most meaningful conversation Harry ever had in his young life at that time. It took place hear in the East Tower. In the very spot that Draco was standing on, they had first clasped each other, strangely enough for a dance, without the fetters of enmity or animosity, both of which had fallen away at some indiscernible point during their last year. 


It had started as a joke, as a cynical parody of their mutual loneliness, two enemies forced into each others arms. It had ended up as the most meaningful dance of his life, for Fate’s parodies were always stronger ironically than any that the human mind can think of. 

     Thereafter, any subsequent dances that came close to being the shattering experience which that one dance had been was only, and only if that dance was with the same person.    
Harry hunts for shoe, then picks Herm up at prefect dorm. Bumps into Draco. Harry drools over Draco who makes snide comments about his scruffy shoes. Harry says no partner because he has a choice at last, compared to the ball. Draco says because he has to chaperone. Both know they are lying. Dance. Harry gets cornered by everyone and asked uncomfortable questions. Claustrophobia and detachment. Dance with a girl feels surreal and unemotional. Feeling stifled and too many noise, longs for breeze in east tower. Stops in landing and with a suspicious feeling, sneaks up the stairs quietly. Sees Draco in the moonlight. Watches until discovered. Talks. Don’t feel like merry making. Leaving is nothing to laugh about. Shares plans. Unspoken sadness at leaving Howarts and each other. Draco chides Harry for not even having one successfully enjoyable dance in Hogwarts, Harry challenges him back to dance. Draco bows mockingly. They dance. Things become emotional. Super sensitive, tentative, half confused touches. Draco makes a comment about Harry’s famous scar, then touches it, and Harry’s lips rounded in surprise. Draco stares at Harry’s lips, heart pounding. Harry thinks Draco is going to kiss him. Closes his eyes. Opens them. Draco is staring, his breath caught, his fingers trembling and unconsciously caressing Harry. They break apart. Harry tries to speak, but Draco catches his fingers. They both stare at it in the moonlight. Then Draco looks unbelievably sad, mutters ‘farewell my friend’ and slips away into the darkness. Harry remains at the tower, trying to control his emotions, the odd ache felt a little too much like heartbreak, but with someone he hardly even knew, much less talked to though his seven yrs at Hogwarts. He reflects on the irony of the lack of hostility btw them and maybe more, but only when it is too late. Reflects on paths. He will never see Draco again, or see him only on the wrong side.       

Inside of Me
“Come on, Harry!”

“Coming!”

The shoe however, was still firmly wedged to the bed, despite Harry’s best efforts to remove it. He blinked at it pleadingly, then sighed in exasperation when it ignored him. The four poster bed was much too heavy to move by himself, and his skills at vengadie leviosa only went so far.

“Harry! WE’RE LATE!!”

“Right!” Harry hollered back to the unseen voice while silently cursing its owner. Couldn’t Ron just shove off by himself if he was in such a hurry? 

***

 “Draco’s taking Muggle Politics?!” Soup spoons frozed in midair as the Gryffindor table stared at the prefet who just announced the considerably startling news. 

Hermione nodded, mussing, “Its weird. He didn’t even take Muggle Studies, which is a prerequisite for Muggle Politics. He must have gotten special permission, but why?”

“The better to kill you with, my dear.” A drawling voice spoke behind them, and Harry’s heart missed a beat, then made up for it the painful way by hammering twice its usual rate.

“Oh, now that we know you read muggle fairy tales as well, Malfoy, we’re supposed to take you as a reformed pureblood puritan?”

***
Grey eyes. Draco was neither black nor white, which was why it was so hard to figure him out. He wasn’t on the side of Light, and made it obvious. But somehow Harry couldn’t place him on the Dark side either. 

The Slytherin boy might have everyone assuming that he would take over his father as Voldermort’s right hand man, and Draco didn’t seem to want to correct that assumption. Neither did he affirm it however, and if anything Harry thought that Draco’s sudden disassociation from Slytherin this year indicated that he wasn’t going to fulfill anyone’s expectations but his own. 

Draco… was on his own side.

***

Harry envied his poise, just looking at Draco Malfoy made him feel like a scruffy, grubby, insecure child. It was both irritating and entrancing. Oh Gods... he'd just called Malfoy entrancing. Well, at least it had been paired with irritating. One step forward and one step back. And now we're dancing... oh dear. Dancing with Malfoy... slow dancing with Malfoy.
***

“Why are you being nice to me?”

“I’m not being nice to you, Potter. I just decided not to be contrary. But since you cant tell the difference, I’ll have to assume certain things about your lack of experience in that department, hmm?” Draco smiled enigmatically at Harry, making him gape. The blond boy was quite devastating when he switches off his evilness. 

“Why, Malfoy? Why’d you change so much?”

The blond boy shrugged, maintaining his easy expression and half smile.  “It doesn’t suit my purposes anymore. Not that I didn’t enjoy the rivalry while it lasted, but I’m sure you can find somebody else in Slytherin to replace me. Zambini, perhaps.” The statement was made with such seeming honesty and devastating candidacy, and there was such an open expression on Draco’s fair face that Harry felt well and truly flummoxed.   

“If you expect me to take your words for it and jump for joy, Malfoy…”

Impossibly, Draco didn’t respond with a quip and looked amused instead, efficiently hacking all of Harry’s defenses to pieces. He had no practice with dealing with a lack of insolence from Draco, so the opposite happened and Harry found himself charmed off his feet. And when Draco begun to hum to himself as he poured the potion out of his beaker, Harry begun to think he’d been hit worse than he’d suspected by the bludger he’d taken in the head last Saturday. 

Malfoy humming a ditty, Malfoy being pleasant, no sneers in place, not trying anything.

Of course he’s trying something. 
And I’m falling for it.

Falling for…er…

NO. 

Draco frowned as Harry’s beaker slipped out of his hands and crashed on the floor. 
“Potter, you ok?”

Did his arch-enemy just asked him if he was ok in a distinctly concerned voice? Harry had to support himself with the table to keep his body from following the beaker and slipping to the floor. All the bones in his body seemed to have rearranged themselves.

“Potter.” Draco was suddenly beside him, one hand pulling up Harry’s arm, the other gently pressing him against the laboratory tables. To Harry’s infinite disgust, he somehow managed to pause long enough during his slow moving freefall to admire the long tapering fingers on Draco’s slender hand, to note how the pallid skin contrasted lily like upon the inky blackness of his own robes. 

White against black, the irreconcilable opposition of yin and yang, before he looked up and saw the grey.

Grey, where yin and yang collided, merged, and became as one.

Shit. 
Dark grey eyes stared at him searchingly, seeking for signs of fever or fatigue. In his distraught, he hadn’t notice a soft wail escape from his lips. Harry noticed with a hitch breath that they were very close, closer than they’d ever been before without coming to blows. The concern radiating from the tall blond boy smothered his senses like heat seeking missiles, making his legs buck again, and Draco only unconsciously repeated and sealed in the vicious circle as he moved closer to prop Harry’s boneless body between the table and his own, using his own two arms to encircle the breathless boy. 

It didn’t help Harry’s composition any. 

Thankfully, Draco wasn’t sly enough (gasp!) to put two and two together, and actually thought the answer lied in a direction quite a bit more innocent. 

“Serves you right for skipping your meals, Potter. Right sort of Hogwarts Hero you are. Think you’re invincible, do you?”

How did he know he’d been skipping meals, Harry wondered. Some sort of Head Boy thing? Harry was properly grateful however, that Draco was too busy snapping at him to notice the effect of their proximity. 

And Gods, there a subtle scent of wood and vanilla in the air, which could only come from…   
“Illusions of invincibility are your forte, Slytherin,” he spat. Good. He could still talk. Even managed to make Slytherin sound like a dirty word. Take that, his brains said to his uncooperative, traitorous body. I might be addled, but at least I can still work. 

Draco released him and stalk back to his place opposite their small table. 

“You cant be feeling that bad then, Potter, if you can actually manage one of your usually feeble comebacks.”

“I feel fine.”

Grey eyes stared at him from a face that had slipped back into cold impassivity. 

“Fine.”

“Fine.” Harry shot back for good measure. He felt undeniably relieved that that Draco seemed more his usual unapproachable self again and they were once again in safe territory, but he also couldn’t manage to shake off a tinge of regret as the last residuals of warmth on the Slytherin’s face evaporate like dew stabbed by sharpened rays of sun.

The rest of the period passed in uncomfortable silence.

***

Harry sat with Ron at dinner and forced the food into his mouth. He wasn’t going to allow another episode of   

 We are to speak frankly then, Mr Malfoy. That is good
Draco sprawled in a chair before the blazing hearth and scowled, resting his chin on his hand and watching the flames. He was uncomfortably aware of something happening to him that he could not define, did not like, and yet couldn’t seem to shake off. Almost like a flu of some sort, except it did not make him feel ill, it made him… restless.

“I suppose not.” Potter looked reluctant to join his friends, who were bickering as they walked away, and Draco wondered why. He kept glancing over his shoulder at them, turning back, and struggling to find something to say. It was rather… cute.

  Draco di As for the rest of it… well, I’ve always rather suspected that you and your broomstick had a SPECIAL relationship. Saw you polishing it on the Quidditch stands one day, I was quite, erm…DISTURBED to see the way you handled it. You stroked it like it was…well… Let me just say, Potter, that I think you’ve got some issues that a girlfriend might be able to help with! At least it’ll save me from ever having to watch you and your broomstick bond with oil in public. Honestly, Potter, some things are just not meant to be done in public!”He slipped the book back and walked back to the castle, laughing a little. It was amusing, really, despite all the reasons why it should have been deadly serious. It was Potter, after all, and every thing they’d ever shared had been spiteful and furious. This didn’t fall into that category, ho Though certainly not something pleasant. Certainly. Except that he had the odd feeling that the last half of his note had been less spiteful and more…teasing than it should have been. Besides, he really hadn’t minded watching Potter polish his broom. He’d found it oddly… fascinating. Morbidly fascinating, of course, and only because Potter had been so absorbed in it. Certainly not because of his fingers and the way they —Draco scowled. “Of course not.”
d It was to be an exercise of self-will, to see if he could finish his other tasks before dashing out to the hollow. He had to prove to himself that he was not addicted to this… That he didn’t need— “Oh, bloody hell,” Harry growled. “Who cares?” He went straight to the hol Draco sat alone in front of the fire, watching the flames thoughtfully. If anyone had asked him what, exactly, he’d been thinking about, he wouldn’t have been able to reply, because he really wasn’t thinking of anything specific. He was just thinking obscure little thoughts that Potter, of course, would have called ‘poetic’, that were really just introspective. Guilty thoughts, mostly regarding Potter. Did you talk to him?” Pansy asked softly, coming to sit beside him. For a minute, Draco feared that she meant Potter, and he flushed.

n’t notice; for some reason, he was still studying Potter’s mouth, probably only because he knew it would make him nervous. Yes, just because of that. Proof that it was working, Potter’s tongue flicked out and licked his dried lips nervously. Draco’s eyes flicked away and he smiled.

All he had to do was say Harry’s name and Harry would jump a little and turn towards him, forgetting Hermione existed.

By the end of class, she was watching them both with narrow eyes.

She packed up her things, still shooting suspicious glances at the two of them. Draco further unnerved her by smiling very sweetly, and she leapt out of her chair.

They started cleaning up the potion ingredients in silence, and just as they’d finished, Draco knocked over a beaker of Emery blood.

“Oh, bother,” he said, not sounding bothered at all.

Potter jumped a little, dropping his quill and inspecting his hands. There was a bright red flush high on his cheekbones. “I didn’t have time,” he said, shyly. “After breakfast, I mean.”

Draco grinned and would have delighted in teasing him more, if only to see how bright he could make Potter’s blush grow, except Granger chose that moment to say rather stiffly, “Honestly, Malfoy, I’m trying to work. Do shut your mouth. Besides, I happen to know that Harry’s personal hygiene is no business of yours.”

Potter shot her a glare and Draco nearly laughed out loud at it. It was oddly endearing, the way his face had just gone a thousand times brighter.

“Oh, by the way,” Draco said silkily, causing Granger to look up suspiciously and Harry to slowly go very pale. “About last night…”

“I’m not. Besides, like you care.” Harry darted a quick, nervous glance into Draco’s eyes, seeing them narrow. Was that worry? Annoyance? He couldn’t tell. “I’m alright, Draco. I am.” He licked his suddenly dry lips and saw Draco’s eyes flicker lower, studying them.

It was too much and he rolled away quickly, wondering why his entire body was tingling, why he was breathing quickly. Sitting up, with his back to Draco, Harry said shakily, “I’d better go. Ron and Hermione will worry.”

Draco was barely listening, intensely fascinated with the feel of skin and muscles under his palms, and absently his fingers explored the strangely thrilling sensation of the smooth, hard surface under the softness of cloth that felt so alive and moved ever so slightly beneath him. 

The feeling was incredible, eloping, drawing him in.   
So lost was he in the sensation that he didnt notice that his action could only be construed as a caress, and that Harry had stilled, straighten his shoulders, and flushed as he started at the Slythrin’s idle, distracted expression. 

Draco paused in the trees, feeling the strange urge to turn and run. He knew it was now a choice. A fork in the road.
Things could have gone any number of ways then. Draco could have laughed scornfully and walked away, Harry could have flung the book aside. But it didn’t. until today, they never knew if it was fate or choice.
They were close now, as close as they had been the day before, in the tower, and Draco waited for Harry to move back as quickly as he had then. He didn’t. He just waited and watched with clouded eyes.

What was it?

He took a step uncertainly towards Malfoy. All he knew was that the center of his dizziness, came from Malfoy, and…

He took another step. 

…and he should find out… if whatever… emanated from him… 

Another step. The figure in front of him was still a pale blur against the darkness of the castle walls, although he was but an arms length away. 

Why it… affected him, his senses… intoxicating…  

A final step. 

…towards… the center of his… his…

Need.

Finally, Harry woke.

The truth finally tore something open in his mind    

consciousness opened again, and for the first time in many months he felt he truly breathed, as time has only just started moving again in his world.

In front of him the blur shadow that was Draco focused into view, pale and lightly shimmering in the moonlight, like a physical manifestation who only just appeared 

his realization. his confrontation, his enlightenment.   
But when Harry took that final step towards him it all changed. His prodding curiosity, his amused conversation and tentative flirtation, all his detachment and critical observations, they all vanished, revealing what was really inside.

He realized it was a cover up. His bravado, which he thought he had been safe and inpregnatable in, when in reality he’d come to rely in Harry apprehension in him to back away always.

The fascination with his own feelings had dissolved, leaving only the feelings, swirling and pulsing within his breast, eloping him in heat, sweet confusion, and a mild sense of panic and impending doom, some chain of consequence he was ill prepared for.

They were were so incredibly near, almost pressing, and the despite the fact that they were just standing there, he could sense every smallest movement, the rise and fall of Harry’s breathing, the slight swaying of his body, the flutter of eyelids and lips, the quaking of fingers despite being held tightly by the side. 

It was intoxicating him.

He gave in to that which called out to him on such an intimate level of himself, he was not aquainted with it. The call for him to press himself closer, elope himself in the other body, get lost in the exploration and abandoning of both senses and self.

He ddint even know when it had begin. He only knew he couldn’t stop, he couldn’t step away now. 

It was all too late.

His own breath hitched as he watched his hands rise up and very gently placed themselves around Harrys back and waist, the movement drawing them closer still, into an intimacy that took both their breaths away. Harry’s slightly smaller body felt strange and familiar at the same time, and ever so exhilarating.

The intimacy… left him defenseless.

Yet there was nothing he could do but feel, nothing he could say but pull even closer.

Lost.

And finding something he never knew existed.

Left without a choice.

Yet did he not make that final movement? 

Both of them were breathing deeply and adjusting to this, being this close with nothing to blame it on, nothing to hide behind.

He wanted to cry with the realization of how much he really felt.

He wanted to cry with the realization of how human he really was.

He found himself staring hungrily at Draco’s lips and forced himself to look away. There were…repercussions to think of… and he wasn’t sure what he was doing.

But he knew he wanted to do it.

 “Fuck,” Draco breathed, because he generally took what he wanted without any rationalization at all, and it was too much to attempt to go against his nature now.

Draco looked at him and shrugged. It was silent for a while, and Harry smiled self-consciously and shrugged, resting his head on his knees, which were pulled up to his chest. His breath was fogging up his glasses and he was shivering with cold, but for the life of him, he couldn’t think of a single place he’d rather be.

They were quiet for a long time, shivering together in the cold and staring thoughtfully out at the snow-covered grounds. The silence between them wasn’t awkward; not a word had been spoken, but a thousand things had been said. Nothing had to be put into words because they both understood what the other kept silent.

“What do you want to do then?”

Maybe it was the snow, giving things a fantasy-like glow. Maybe it was the droplets on his glasses making things seem like a dream. Whatever it was, it caused Harry’s eyes to narrow the tiniest bit as he studied Draco in the darkness. Snowflakes were clinging to Draco’s eyelashes, and Harry watched with fascination when Draco blinked and they spilled off, disappearing in an instant when they touched his face.

Unnerved by his stare, Draco turned away, looking straight ahead, and he opened his mouth to say something, anything.

He came from behind and suddenly wrapped his arms around Harry. 

“Don’t talk” he whispered harshly, the sound brushing against his ears low and rasping. (to repeat in Pt 4) 

They stayed that way for how long, he did not know. Harry stood unmoving, barely daring to breath for fear that the moment would shatter and leave shards in his heart, so fragile and tense was the 

Harry tried shifting a little but the arms around him tightened and restrained his wriggling even more, banning any efforts at adjustment, and he eventually gave up and relaxed against them.

Untalking, unmoving, unfeeling, they lost themselves in the silence, listening to the cryptic messages of  the wind that howled outside the East Tower. Yet it was in this lack of …. That they communicated more, moved more, and felt more with each other than they ever had so far in their precarious relationship. 

All intangible, and perhaps all taking place in a subconscious space, the only place where they could walk together without repercussions and fear of loss.

Space suddenly seemed compressed and all that he could look at was the other body, and how painfully nearby it was, just a few quick paces… and he would be there next to the source of his misery and salvation. 

And Harry, staring into his eyes, his wrist caught in Malfoy’s grip, honestly had no choice. Whether fate was real or not hardly mattered, because whether this was chance or destiny, he was already firmly wrapped up in it.

. The morally deficient son of Voldemort’s right-hand-man found this wrong?

“It’s not that it’s beneath me, Harry, that’s not why it’s wrong.” Draco’s voice was husky.

“Why, then?” Harry buried his head in the side of Draco’s neck. He was still shaking.

Draco was silent for a long moment, and then he said quietly, “Because. Because it’s an archetype. A cliché. Tempting the light into darkness. That’s why it’s wrong.”

“Tempt me, alright, but not into evil. Into you. All over you. Draco… This isn’t wrong. How can it be wrong?” Harry sounded like he was begging, and the knowledge made him wince.

Promise me. For a long while, under the light of the golden moon, Draco stared at the strange words, twirling the quill between his fingers. A promise to Harry Potter? He didn’t owe Potter a thing, let alone something as personal as a promise.

But the chance to have something to give, if only for the satisfaction of having something to take away later, made it worth it, and Draco smiled a little, and replied.

Destiny is not a matter of chance, it is a matter of choice; it is not a thing to be waited for, it is a thing to be achieved. 
 
For one, wild second, Draco feared he was going to cry. He laughed instead, hysterically.

“You asked me what I wanted to do,” he said at length.

Draco watched him in silence, warily.

“I don’t know,” Harry said finally, “but I know I want to do it with you.”

“Harry.”

“What?”

Draco tilted his head thoughtfully, studying Harry in the darkness. “I don’t think you understand what this means.”

