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**** 

“When you say you have lots in common," said Ron, sounding rather amused 

now, “do you mean he lives in an S-bend, too?"  

"No," said Myrtle defiantly, her voice echoing loudly around the old tiled 

bathroom. "I mean he's sensitive, people bully him, too, and he feels lonely and 

hasn't got anybody to talk to, and he's not afraid to show his feelings and cry!" 

Harry Potter and the Half-Blood Prince 

**** 
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ABUSING_SARCASM 

“Merlin, Mother, are those elbows or is that where you hide your talons? Honestly. And no, I can't be 

civil to the git. He's a pompous, self-righteous twit with a God complex and hair that looks like an 

unkempt hedgehog." 

"Well, he did save us all, Draco. And hedgehogs are rather darling. Have you ever seen one up close? 

Their little faces are just…" She trailed off, making a squidgy face at him and squeezing her fingers as if 

she were pinching invisible baby cheeks. 

"Mother, for pity's sake! We have company! Cease your demented pantomime at once!" Draco made a 

mental note to acquire some kind of pet for his mother. Perhaps one of those wee dogs that women 

carried about in their handbags. 

  “The Importance of Delaying Matricide” 

"Could we have a moment, Narcissa?" he said, and dragged Draco around a corner. "Do you know what 

this is about?" 

Draco tried the hair-igniting look on Potter with no more success. "Of course not. Do you see me rubbing 

my hands together and cackling?" 

  “The Importance of Delaying Matricide” 

AJA 

“This is Mrs. Miggs,” said Draco grandly. “Mrs. Miggs is a schoolteacher. Mrs. Miggs, this is Harry Potter. 

Potter isn’t much of anything at all, but for some reason we all have high hopes.”  

“The Only Gay Eskimo” 

ALAANA FAIR 

"Then why are you taking this so well? Shouldn't you be shouting expletives and swearing to Merlin 

knows who that it's me?" 

Draco nodded knowingly as he took another sip of wine. "Ah, but that's what I've been doing in the loo 

for the last twenty minutes. I suspect Management will tack a huge figure onto the check for damages 

caused." 

Harry couldn't help but grin. "You threw a temper tantrum in the loo?" 

"A spectacular one," Draco answered proudly. "Perhaps my best ever. Even you would have been 

surprised." 

  “Desperately Seeking Someone” 
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ALLEGRA 

Still, Harry couldn't help but feel a little twinge of jealously at how happy they looked snuggled together 

and fighting gleefully over toast. He couldn't actually imagine fighting with Draco Malfoy over something 

as mundane as toast, but that didn't mean he didn't still want to. It was all very unfair. 

  “All Bets Are Off” 

AOIFE MALFOY 

“WHAT?” Harry bellowed as he jerked violently in his chair. “That’s insane! I’m not gay! Especially not 

for Malfoy! That’s just- how the hell? In love with Malfoy? How could-?” He spluttered incredulously. “I 

have no words, Hermione.” 

  “Carpe Draconis” 

BAYB43 

"Potter, what in god's name are you talking about!?" Draco attempted once again to get out of Potter's 

grasp, "We barely know each other. Of course you don't love me. What are you on about?"  

Potter just smiled at him affectionately. "But I've always loved you." 

"Potter, you can't even remember past last week." Draco said. 

"Always." Potter replied confidently. 

  “A Stirring of Blood” 

BLAME BRAMPTON 

“Hello Draco, Theo, Justin. What are you yelling about, my favourite Malfoy?”  

Draco gasps, only half-mockingly. “Hermione, are you actually drunk?”  

“I am very close to it,” she admits.  

“I have been extolling your virtues to Nott, here, and now your virtues are not here!”  

  “An Act of Simple Devotion” 

'Good morning, Malfoy, is there anything I can do for you?' Harry asked politely, aware that Emily, who 

was also in the office, was mouthing 'PHONE NUMBER!' behind his guest, while pointing at herself and 

then making disturbingly descriptive gestures. 

  “For the Public Good” 
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He already knew, they'd been telling him constantly for the past three weeks. This time the girls 

restricted themselves to complaints at his bad manners, which he bore well, they were fair enough, 

while the two small boys at the back began a diatribe on his politics – again, not uncalled for. Then one 

of them began on his mother. 

Draco took a step forward. 

His would-be victim was dragged backwards by the ear. 

'What's the rule on Narcissa Malfoy, Spriggins?' 

The boy muttered something apologetically. 

'I can't hear you.' 

'Narcissa Malfoy is a brave woman who saved Harry Potter,' Spriggins recited. 

'That is correct. Now off you go.' 

Spriggins and his friends fled. 

'Granger,' Draco greeted the ear pincher. 

'Malfoy. Have you seen Harry?' 

'He went that way.' Draco pointed over his shoulder. 'Pursued by hordes.' 

'Cheers,' said Granger, trotting off in pursuit. 

  “Marginal Notes” 

'I shall bring peace and love to the entirety of the school. I can't wait to see the looks of horror on their 

faces when they realise it's me. I think I'll start with Granger. If I disconcert her enough, I can beat her in 

Potions.' 

  “Marginal Notes” 

You should be stomped on like the snake you are. 

Draco tossed the note into the air and incinerated it. At least they were usually in different handwriting, 

he reflected. It was more comforting to be universally loathed than the object of one person's 

obsession. 

He looked up. Potter was frowning at him from the other end of the corridor. Draco raised an eyebrow, 

with only minimum superciliousness, and Potter faked tossing a note in the air and setting fire to it, 

finishing with an eloquently questioning shrug. Draco waved his hand dismissively – it was nothing – 

then pointed more urgently as a battalion of first years spotted Harry and began heading towards him. 

Potter glanced over his shoulder to confirm the threat, raised a quick two thumbs up at Draco, then fled. 
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Longest conversation they'd ever had without insults, Draco realised. And all conducted in mime. 

  “Marginal Notes” 

BRIXXX 

Draco feigned astonishment. "And hearing my particular brand of vitriol is kinder than them nagging at 

you? I'm shocked. And slightly appalled. I had hoped that we had come further than mere dislike to blind 

hatred." 

  “Should the Sky Fall” 

"If I wanted to listen to whining, I would have spent more time with Pansy during her dieting stage. You 

wouldn't believe how often she would sit there complaining about eating a banana. You would have 

thought the world was ending the way she went on. It was only a fucking banana." 

  “Should the Sky Fall” 

BRYONEYBRYNN 

If he’d known he was going to see Potter, he would have stayed sober and hard because if there was 

one thing that Draco had learned in the months that he and Potter had been doing whatever it was they 

were doing, it was that Potter was dangerous. He’d always known that to some degree, of course, 

known that Potter had some kind of weird hold over him that made him do stupid things to get his 

attention or prove him wrong. But that was before he’d known this Potter, the one that came to him in 

the middle of the night and wrung pleasure from him until Draco was mindless and shaking and begging 

for release. The Potter who knew all of Draco’s secrets, who drew Draco’s emotions out of him as easily 

as drawing water from a well. The Potter who lingered in the back of Draco’s mind, who left traces on 

his body, sense memories that would appear at random, the feeling of lips on the nape of his neck, of 

fingertips along the inside of his arm, of breath ghosting over the curve of his arse. The Potter who 

refused to pretend, refused to deny what he wanted. The Potter who wouldn’t let Draco pretend either. 

The Potter who Draco fought against like a drowning man fighting the tide. But, like the tide, this Potter 

was relentless. It was all Draco could do to keep his head above water on the best of days, but now, like 

this, when the energy hummed between them, when there was emotion in Potter’s touch and he was 

making Draco’s whole body sing, Draco didn’t stand a chance. 

  “Baby, It’s Cold Outside” 

“How much longer are you going to keep pushing me away?” Potter whispered.  

Until I stop wanting you so badly, Draco thought. Until I can get through a day without thinking about 

you. Until I stop being completely terrified by the thought that you might never come back. 

  “Baby, It’s Cold Outside” 

http://www.fanfiction.net/s/6512988/1/Marginal_Notes
http://hdworldcup.onnedhiel.net/teamfanon/should_the_sky_fall.html
http://hdworldcup.onnedhiel.net/teamfanon/should_the_sky_fall.html
http://hd-holidays.livejournal.com/183931.html
http://hd-holidays.livejournal.com/183931.html


CALANTHE 

“Blaise’d kill me if I asked him to.” 

“After last night, I’m sure he would.” 

“Why…? Oh my god! Oh. My. God! He saw me naked! With no pubes!” 

“Stop shouting. You’re making the bed wobble.” 

“You don’t understand! My best friend saw me with no pubes!” 

“It could have been worse.” 

“HOW?” 

“He could have seen me naked, too.” 

  “Big Dick, Come Quick” 

CALRISSIAN18 

“It’s better to be your own master, Potter.  Even when things seem miserable, being owned is always 

worse.  These arguments for tracking us, placing restrictions on our magic, locking us up—the club’s a 

reminder that hasn’t happened yet.  Even if it seems difficult now, at the very least we’re free.” 

  “Dull Knives and White Hands” 

He pulled back and pressed his nose to Malfoy’s cheek.  “You’re wrong, you know,” he said and it was an 

effort to get anything out through his grin.  Merlin, but he couldn’t stop smiling. 

Malfoy looked up at him and his own smile started to curve his lips. 

“Being your own master,” Harry said, “it’s not all you have left.” 

Malfoy curled his hands into Harry’s robes and tugged him closer.   “This doesn’t fix anything,” Malfoy 

said, cynical to the very last. 

But as some broken place inside of Harry healed, he could only argue, “Yes, it does.” 

  “Dull Knives and White Hands” 

CASSANDRA CLAIRE 

"Because," Hermione said hastily. "I'm in love with you, Malfoy."  

"I thought you were dating the Weasel," Draco said, with some interest.  

"She is," said Ron. "Strangely, however, I don't mind her illicit passion for you."  
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"He's very understanding," Hermione said.  

Draco looked at Ron pityingly. "Sucks to be you, Weasel."  

  “Something Impossible” 

"I am Draco Malfoy," Draco informed her haughtily. "Please inform the hamfisted dimwits who inhabit 

your tower that I am here to fill their lives with color and joy." 

  “Something Impossible” 

"Dumbledore told me something really strange when he was threatening me with expulsion," Draco 

said. "It came as quite a shock to me."  

"Hagrid and Snape are very much in love," Harry said quickly. "Don't be judgmental."  

Draco blinked. "Okay, number one, yuck. And number two, that's not what he said."  

  “Something Impossible” 

CEST_WHAT 

"You called me Ron." Ron sounded horrified. Apparently that had made more of an impression than the 

part where Malfoy wasn't dead. 

  “Earthspook” 

CHARLOTTESOMETIMES 

“You’re playing with fire, Draco. What would your father say?” Snape chided him. 

“Help, help, I’m in Azkaban and my son’s a fag!” 

  “Change My World” 

CHERYL DYSON 

"How many people know about the Room of Requirement?" Potter countered. "How many people know 

I gave you that scar on your chest? How many people know you couldn't kill Dumbledore on the 

Astronomy Tower when you had the chance?" 

Draco's eyes snapped fully open. "No one knows that!" 

"I do. I was there, under my invisibility cloak, immobilized by Dumbledore. It was the first time I saw you 

for who you really were." 

"A coward?" Draco asked bitterly. 
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Potter shook his head. His voice was soft and serious when he spoke again. "Not wanting to become a 

killer doesn't make you a coward, Draco." The intensity in Potter's green eyes caused Draco to look 

away, but something in his chest loosened at the certainty that it was really Potter. Harry Potter was 

actually here, in Draco's bed, looking at him with Gryffindorish honesty and saying Potterlike things and 

making Draco believe in absurd concepts that needed to be curtailed before Draco said something 

stupid. 

"I want you to fuck me," Draco said and then winced, because apparently he hadn't restrained his 

sentiment quite in time. 

  “Deliberation, Determination, and Deviation” 

"Too soon for more than kissing?" Malfoy asked and made a sound that went straight to Harry's cock. 

"Not if you were serious about being my boyfriend." 

Malfoy drew back sharply at that. "Do you mean in public?" he asked in a disbelieving tone. 

Harry scowled. In truth, he had been hoping Malfoy's seduction had begun with the intention of 

something more than just a quick, meaningless shag. "Yes, in public. On the field, and in cafes and shops, 

and in the Daily fucking Prophet and whatever passes for a news-rag here, because they'll be the first to 

report it if you're brave enough to walk out of here with me." 

Draco's eyes narrowed at the veiled insult. "Are you calling me a coward?" 

"If the shoe fits," Harry retorted. "Are you picking up the gauntlet?" 

"What about your friends?" Malfoy asked. 

"What about your parents?" Harry countered. 

They were both silent for a moment, staring each other down. 

"It will never work, will it?" Malfoy asked. 

"Probably not," Harry replied reluctantly, but he did not remove his hands from Malfoy. He drew one 

thumb gently over the soft skin just above the swell of Malfoy's buttocks. 

"Still," Malfoy said, "it might be fun to try. I know how much you like to break the rules." 

"And I know how much you love talking to the press." 

"Think of all the hate mail." 

"Think of all the sex." 

Malfoy swallowed and Harry felt a thrill of victory when Malfoy said, "There is that." 
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"If the kissing is any indication, it will be brilliant." 

"Of course it will be brilliant, Potter, but will it be brilliant enough to withstand the public outcry and 

horrified reactions from family and friends?" 

"I'm willing to risk it." 

"Are you?" Malfoy asked with a seductive lilt, leaning closer. 

"I am. And it's Harry." 

"We're going to be late for practice, Harry." 

"Very late," Harry agreed and kissed him. 

  “GoblinForged Steel” 

CINNAMON 

“The stars will sing of it,” was the reply, in a whisper. “We’re immortal, you and I.” 

  “Beautiful World” 

"Draco," he told her quietly, "Is the one person I would fight this war for, the one person in the world 

who sees me as I am and not a means to an end, a symbol of hope and faith and all that shit I stopped 

believing in years ago. A hero meant to lead us all to victory, to fight battles others are too afraid to 

fight. I would fight for him, die for him, but I know he'll follow me because he needs me and I will not 

lead him into anything I cannot win and I can't beat this. I am not meant to survive this war, we've both 

known that, you more than me. But I won't see him die as well." 

  “Windfallen” 

"Love is... fluffy bunnies and... lollipops. Maybe candy floss. And flowers. And sunrises. Sunlight. And..." 

he trailed off, sighing sleepily, nuzzling close again. "And chocolate kisses. All good things."  

Draco smiled against his temple. "And this is?"  

"Hatred and terror and insanity," Harry replied without thought. "Everything dark and scary. Good-bye 

kisses and bloodstained hands." 

  “Windfallen” 

CONSTANT VIGILANCE 

“You’re so fucking gorgeous,” Harry continued, slipping into Parseltongue. “I hate that I have to share 

you like this. I hate that the first time I saw your beautiful body was in front of someone else. I hate that 

I’m not allowed to touch you, to taste you, to feel you. I hate that I can’t say any of this in English.” 
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  “Corruptela Vox” 

Lucius looked as though he might choke. “Love?” he screeched. “Love? You’re in love with one of 

them?” 

Draco looked dreamily up at the ceiling. “I’m in love with the best of them,” he sighed contentedly. 

  “Fidelius” 

Harry leaned down, careful not to hurt. “Draco, you are who I want,” he whispered. “I wouldn’t have 

you any other way. I love you. Now, tomorrow, forever. Nothing you do or have done will change that. 

And you’re not dirty,” his voice hitched. “You’re beautiful. And pure. And mine. And I love you.” 

  “Fidelius” 

DIDNTYOUPOTTER 

Draco’s letter lay on the desk between them. He was rather embarrassed to see that several lines were 

all in capitols, and quite a few exclamation points littered the page. The words “RED EYES!” and “SLITS 

FOR NOSTRILS!!!” jumped out at him and he winced. It had been written in the heat of the moment, but 

still… he couldn’t help but think of what his father would say. 

  “Snatch” 

DRACOSOFTIE 

"I can just imagine the headlines tomorrow. 'Malfoy revealed as part of Wood's secret harem – Potter 

crushed'," he said, shaking his head. 

  “Must Love Quidditch” 

"Do you know who I am, Caleum?" Harry asked, his eyes never leaving the boy's face. 

Cal rolled his eyes, looking so much like his father in that moment that a startled laugh slipped past 

Harry's lips. 

"Of course I know who you are," Cal said, his tone dripping with an impressive mix of disdain and 

confidence. Definitely a Malfoy, Harry thought ruefully. "You're the Savior of the Wizarding World. The 

Boy Who Lived." 

Cal leaned in a little closer, his eyes seeking out his godfather briefly before he continued. "You're Harry-

Bloody-Potter, The-Blasted-Seeker-Who-Never-Loses." 

  “Must Love Quidditch” 
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"No, it's fine," Harry said, wheezing slightly when his sudden laughter made his chest ache. "I just had a 

thought about what the press will make of this." He wrinkled his nose, rolling his eyes in disgust. "Harry 

Potter: The Boy Who Lives and Lives and Lives." 

Ron smiled in spite of himself, still angry with Harry for putting himself in such a dangerous position. "I 

wouldn't count on it," he said with a sharp laugh. "More like Harry Potter: The Boy Who Was Killed By 

Hermione." 

Harry's eyes widened comically. "You wouldn't –" 

"Oh, I will," Ron promised, shaking his head again. "Idiot." 

  “Must Love Quidditch” 

DUINN FIONN 

"There can be no justice without vengeance. There isn't a culture or civilization that hasn't made that 

link, even in the most ancient times. And in the oldest magic." 

  “Delicate Sound of Thunder” 

FEARLESS DIVA 

"Draco, you do realize that we're talking about a chair? An inanimate object? With no previous record of 

evil deeds?"  

“Tissue of Silver” 

FELICE09 

Harry hadn't heard about any fainting episode. He was struck by the lack of fairness of it all, that every 

time he had a fainting episode the news was all over the school, but Malfoy could just fall down and all 

the Slytherins would cover for him. 

  “Delayed Devotion” 

GYPSO_CHILD 

“Oh, didn’t,” Harry hissed, sounding savage, “like that one much did you? Your daddy’s dead now isn’t 
he, and who killed him Malfoy, who?”  
 
Draco froze, not wanting to think about this, to talk about this, hating Potter for bringing it up, for 
pushing all the right buttons just the right way, like he knew the secret code to get beneath his skin 
when no one, no one else had ever been able to, had ever even dared to. And he hated Potter all the 
more for knowing all this, for knowing how Draco was pieced together and not liking the person it made 
one bit and wanting it to break. Hated him for wanting Draco to shatter so that he could laugh and grind 
the pieces to dust beneath his heel. 
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Cruelty tasted pungent and rancid when served from one Harry Potter. 
 
“I did.” 

  And Gifts For All The Good Girls and Boys Or Just For Really Lucky Slytherins 

IGNATIUSTROUT 

"I have to go," says Harry, standing up and scrambling for the paper in which his fish and chips were 
wrapped. 

"What?" says Malfoy, now even more alarmed. 

"I have to, uh," says Harry, "I just remembered – a thing – I – will see you tomorrow – or something." He 
tosses his rubbish in the bin near their bench and sets off. 

"What?" Malfoy calls after him. "What? Potter, you madman! What am I supposed to do with this 
paper? I can't bring this back to my flat! The pictures are moving! How am I meant to explain that? 
There's an article about you! Potter! Are you afraid of bisexuals? It's perfectly normal, you know!" 

  “Here’s The Pencil, Make It Work” 

"I just want to know how successful I can be without any preconceived notions at all!" says Malfoy, and 
Harry really marvels at the way he's rolling "preconceived notions" off the tongue whilst drunk. "Is that 
alright with you, your highness Boy Who Lived? Or am I expected to grovel to the entire world for stupid 
mistakes I made as a child until every single one of them forgives me? Because they never will, not all of 
them, and I don't see you having to grovel for all the mistakes you made. I just want to know how good I 
am without people prioritising me for my blood or hating me because of my stupid dark mark, okay? I 
don't want people to hate me, but I don't want special privileges, either, not anymore. That pureblood 
shit is bullshit, alright, is that what you want to hear me say? Pansy and I fought because she said the 
Dark Lord was mad but he was right in trying to keep blood pure, and my father said the same thing, and 
when he said it, I left. I told him off and I left and I've no idea how he feels about me now. But I'd been 
wanting to leave, because I think – if I can succeed on my own, I'll know I'm – I don't know. Good 
enough. Worth something. I suppose. The muggles don't know a thing about me. I can see what I'm 
really worth with them." 

  “Here’s The Pencil, Make It Work” 

"It doesn't matter how – successful you are," Harry insists. "Not with – money or jobs or grades or things 
like that. I mean, it does, sort of, but that's not how you figure out what you're worth."  

"What a Gryffindor thing to say," says Malfoy, spitting it out like an insult. "Always thinking you're better 
than the rest of us, worth more than the rest of us, because you're too stupid to avoid running headlong 
into danger. That's not how it is for me. What's the point of life if you're not trying to succeed? What's 
the point of you, if you're not doing anything, or if you don't really deserve everything you're credited 
with? Why do you matter?"  
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  “Here’s The Pencil, Make It Work” 

INCAPRICIOUS 

The advertisement sat innocently on the lower left corner of page six of The Daily Prophet, written in 

blocky text on a plain white background.  

"IF YOU CAN READ THIS, YOU ARE QUEER."  

"What the hell?" said Harry. "Look at this advert!"  

He and Ron were sitting at a small round table in the Aurors' lounge. Lessons were over for the day, but 

they were waiting until after five o'clock to go home, when the crowds at the Apparition points and 

Floos had dispersed. It didn't really matter if they were here or there, anyway. After nearly two years of 

grueling training, this room, with its ugly paisley-printed chairs and plain wooden tables, felt as much 

like home as their flat.  

Ron leaned over to look where Harry was pointing and frowned. "Half-price cauldrons at the Cauldron 

Castle? What's wrong with that?"  

Harry turned towards Ron, words of indignation dying on his tongue, and then looked back at the paper.  

"IF YOUR FRIEND CAN'T READ THIS, THEN HE IS NOT QUEER. BUT YOU CAN. SO YOU ARE." 

  “Welcome To The Broom Closet” 

IVY BLOSSOM 

"Potter, don't be a child. Five-hundred points from Gryffindor for not wanting to fuck a Malfoy." 

  “Extracurricular: A Parody” 

JENNAVERE 

"I don't care," Draco said bluntly. "I can hold them off. Dad will help. We've only got six minutes until the 

portkey activates anyway. I can last six minutes." 

"I can last a whole lot longer than six minutes," Harry informed Lucius in a whisper. "That's why I top." 

"I'll kill you, Potter," Lucius growled. "When you come to Malfoy Manor I'll tear your bollocks off and 

feed them to my army of hungry Manticores." 

"You have Manticores at Malfoy Manor?" Harry asked incredulously.  

"I will," Lucius promised. 

  “The Veela Enigma” 
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JITTERBUG 

“Oh gods, I can see it now. Yeah, suck it harder Malfoy and have I mentioned you shouldn´t be so mean 

to Mudbloods? You’ve been a bad, bad boy. Bend over baby, while I lecture you on the evils of following 

You Know Who.’ Blaise mimicked Potter’s voice closely as he spoke.   

“Draco Malfoy and His Unknown Fate”  

KEIRA MARCOS 

“Don’t think I’m not tempted to hex you out of nostalgia—I still would if I didn’t think Potter would 

challenge me to a duel and embarrass me on a level so primal that six generations of Malfoys would sit 

up in the family crypt and scream in horror.” 

  “Birth of the Serpent King” 

“I have OWLs to take this year, a corrupt Minister of Magic to undermine, several people that I want to 

treat poorly in public for the next decade, several businesses with hundreds of employees to bring out 

of the middle ages, people to threaten, a Dark Lord to kill, a Dark Lord’s minions that I may or may not 

have to kill, and a Slytherin to seduce. I’m swamped! I simply don’t time at this point to forgive my aunt 

for fourteen years of neglect and mental abuse.” 

  “Birth of the Serpent King” 

KIMBERJINGLE 

“I’ll never settle down,” Draco smirked. “I’ll be playing the field until I’m old and gray. And I’ll still be a 

hot piece of ass then, too.”  

  “Once Again” 

“Stuff it, Potty,” Malfoy drawled with no venom. 

“Bite me, ferret,” Potter said with a grin. 

“If you both haven’t noticed, you are now graduates and adults,” Hermione said. 

“I can’t help it. I want to hex him,” Draco said. “Old habit.” 

“Bring it,” Harry said. “You can’t hit me. And for the love of god, I can’t believe you use your father’s 

cane. The number of times that man tried to kill me with it I can’t even begin count. I heard he died.” 

“Yeah, he did,” Draco said. “I know you’re very sorry for my loss.” 

“Yes, of course,” Harry said none too convincingly 

  “The Way In” 
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“I’m a Malfoy. The name means cold blooded killer. Didn’t you know?” 

“No. I thought it meant arrogant pissed-off little ferret,” Ron said. 

  “The Way In” 

KNIGHTMARE 

‘Harry, this isn’t your bedroom,’ he said, realizing they hadn’t gone far enough down the hall. 

‘No, it’s yours.’ Harry turned to the man next to him and wrapped his arms around him. ‘I don’t want 

you to sleep with me out of gratitude, or shock, or whatever. I want you to give yourself to me, and for 

me to give myself to you, because we both feel it’s right.’ 

‘Well, you make rejecting me sound almost noble,’ Draco said dryly.  

‘It’s not a rejection, love.’ Harry threaded his hands in silky blond hair, drawing his fingers through the 

soft strands. ‘I would love to have you. I want you on my bed, begging for me. I want to feel you inside 

me, taste you and make love to you. I‘m just scared it’s a spur-of-the-moment thing, and it would kill me 

if you regret this in the morning.’ 

  “Eye of the Beholder” 

LETTERED 

“It’s not the truth, what goes on inside,” Potter cut it off. “Our inner thoughts, our secrets, desires—

they’re not the truth. They’re not who we are. We’re what we show to the world, our actions.” 

  “Ain’t No Friend of Mine” 

“I merely wish to preserve the other Aurors from my own fate.” 

Harry was politely curious. “You care about the other Aurors?” 

“I am the righteous one of this partnership.” Malfoy put his nose up. 

Harry snorted. “Must have slipped my mind.” 

  “No Other Superstar” 

LIBBY_DREW 

"Mummy says it's useless to be afraid of death. It snatches you when you least expect it, and there's 

nowhere to hide anyway. Death lies in wait for the bad children. It likes to hunt them when the sun is 

shining."  
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For an eternity, the popcorn pat of rain is the only sound in the room. Potter is ashen, quivering like a 

baby bird. Malfoy's jaw works restlessly, like he's chewing on her words. "That's a horrible thing to say 

to a child," he whispers. 

  “Lamp in the Cooling Room” 

LITERARYSPELL 

It wasn’t for the pleasure Potter promised that he said it. It wasn’t for the hope, minute as it was at the 

moment, that Potter would free his father or even free him. It was because Potter would take him one 

of two ways: against his will or with it.  

Draco was tired of being forced, of being cajoled, pressured, pushed. He wanted to do something, 

anything that would stop the constant tearing at his psyche, back and forth until there was nothing left 

but rabid discontent and fury and fear. 

"I want it," Draco gasped, closing his eyes and forcing the tears to finally fall. Potter patiently brushed 

them away, so tender it made Draco feel ill. "I want you." 

  “Follow You” 

“I want to go home,” Draco whispered. The circle of Harry’s arms was comforting, for all that he was 

Draco’s captor. Harry’s hand smoothed over his back, and he was placing gentle kisses on Draco’s hair. 

“This is your home now,” Harry said firmly. He tilted Draco’s head up so their eyes met. “You belong 

with me.” 

You belong to me.  

  “Hearts Open (at the Close)” 

LOMONAAEREN 

"Regardless," Draco continued, "the people who believe that everyone else should fight with and 

overcome their problems tend not to be the people who have those problems. The ones who say that 

it's perfectly possible to lose weight are already skinny. The braggarts who claim that torture wouldn't 

break them have never endured torture in their lives." For a moment, memories tried to intrude. Draco 

whipped them back into place. "The pretty people chide the ugly ones for caring about looks. I simply 

want to offer everyone a fair chance to correct their problems, if they want to. The Gryffindors like you 

can refrain." 

  “A Potion Named Desire” 

Harry pushed his hair back from his forehead, perfectly willing to use the scar, in this case, to awe 

whatever shop clerk answered the door. Merlin knew it would have no appreciable effect on Malfoy. 
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But of course, Malfoy himself opened the door, and his gaze flickered to Harry’s forehead in a way that 

said he understood the effort Harry had made with the scar and was unimpressed. 

Nothing ever goes the way I plan it. 

  “Albatross Around His Neck” 

Every choice makes a million other choices possible; every choice kills a million choices, too. There might 

be paths of wonderful and dazzling fortune than people could have accessed if they'd just remained in 

one location a few seconds longer, or talked with a stranger, or embraced a friend—and they might as 

easily have died, or seen one of their children die, or lost the friendship forever. You can never know 

what possibilities you murder and which ones you leave breathing in your wild career through life. 

  “Five Ways to Forgiveness” 

"Right, sorry. Go on." 

"An apology?" Malfoy cupped his hands in front of him the way a child might when cradling a blown kiss. 

"I may faint." 

"What, and bang the memory out of your head?" 

  “Sanctum Sanctorum” 

Weasleys. Such attention-lovers, Draco thought. 

I am amazed that you did not implode with the irony of that statement, Harry told him. 

You know what irony is? 

  “The Secret Underground Vampire Bureaucracy” 

MAAB_CONNOR 

Harry finished his warm up and moved to the free weights, noticing that Draco was still knocking the shit 

out of the bag. He tried to tell himself that he wasn’t looking at Draco in anything other than a critical 

way; he was not looking at the way Draco was so tightly strung, up on his toes, every muscle tense; 

there was no way he was noticing the way the sweat rolled down under Draco's tiny tank top all the way 

down to that pert, tight arse; he was most certainly not thinking of what a man with that kind of control 

would look like losing it when Harry was buried between his thighs, pounding hard. He wasn’t. That 

wasn’t a sexy man over there; that was Draco Sodding Malfoy, bane of Harry’s early years. It wasn’t 

possible.  

It also wasn’t feasible that he whimpered just a little when Draco added strong, high kicks that shook the 

chain that held the bag. He definitely didn’t imagine just how flexible and strong those legs really were. 

The thought that they could easily leave bruises on his hips never, ever occurred to him. Besides, highly 

trained Aurors didn’t whimper. It wasn’t even a remote likelihood.  
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  “The Living Half” 

MAHALIEM 

"He wants you to shut up?" repeated Hermione. "I like him. Invite him in.” 

  “A Slytherin in Gryffindor’s Clothing” 

"Good, because if you wanted to shag me against the wall, I'm afraid I'd have to say 'No' because I'm not 

easy." Draco thought about it for a minute while eyeing Harry speculatively. "Actually, that's a lie. I am 

easy. You may commence with the shagging now." 

  “A Slytherin in Gryffindor’s Clothing” 

“Seemed as if you were always trying to prove yourself worthy of being a hero's son. Now, it's like you 

don't give a fig. Like you've finally let yourself be who you truly are." Ron began to grin madly. "Too bad 

who you are is a git." 

  “A Slytherin in Gryffindor’s Clothing” 

"Is this the plan you were muttering about that involved staking Neville out on the Quidditch pitch with 

a sign saying "Eat me'?" 

  “A Slytherin in Gryffindor’s Clothing” 

Harry knew that he should've argued harder against partnering with Malfoy. But he hadn't been able to 

help it. Ron had pleaded with him.  

"I'm pleading with you," Ron said.  

  “The Simple Joy of Living” 

"Shut it!" Malfoy shouted, his rage overwhelming the couple's. "When Aurors tell you to put your wands 

down, you're supposed to put your wands down if you don't want to be eviscerated. And we could've 

done it, too. I still might. Do you even know who I am?"  

The couple glanced at one another. The young man said a tad defiantly, "Should we?"  

"I'm Draco Malfoy!" Malfoy shouted. The couple looked blank at the pronouncement.  

"Malfoy, as in son of Lucius Malfoy."  

The couple still looked blank.  

"Lucius Malfoy, Voldemort's right hand man," Malfoy added with impatience.  

"Oh, Voldemort," the man said. "We've heard of him."  
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The young witch nodded, agreeing. "Just not that Malroy chap."  

Harry and Malfoy stared at them.  

  “The Simple Joy of Living” 

"That's because it was fellow Gryffindors doing the awarding. If Snape had lived, he would have had a 

thing or two to say about it."  

"Snape was aware of the necessity of it."  

"That still wouldn't have stopped him from making scathing remarks about it."  

"That doesn't mean anything. Snape could make scathing remarks about my breathing."  

"That's because you do it so badly," Malfoy said, then ducked when Harry's Auror Service Award flew 

across the room at him.  

  “The Simple Joy of Living” 

MARGUERITE_26 

"I've never done this before," he admitted.  

It wasn't anything, not even a promise, but a slow smile spread over Harry's face. "I haven't either," he 

said, and for the life of him Draco couldn't fathom why Harry thought that was a good thing. "Not really. 

Not since Ginny, and you know how that went, with me being--" he made a gesture that Draco took to 

mean a flaming homosexual "--and all." 

  “Celle Qui Sais Vous Garrotter” 

MAYA 

“Why do you get a Patil twin, and all I get is you?” 

“Clearly she was drawn to me by my boyish good looks. Seems she wasn’t drawn here.” 

“I’m sorry, I was so busy howling with derisive laughter after ‘boyish good looks’ that I couldn’t hear the 

rest of what you were saying.” 

  “Dark Side of Light” 

*savagely* “Shut the fuck up, Hermione! If he was evil, what was I? You sat in your research rooms with 

your books, your books, and I drowned in blood. You would never believe that about me. Harry doesn’t 

want to kill anyone, do you, Harry? Yes I did. Yes I do. Didn’t you ever wonder what happened after we 

captured Millicent Bulstrode and I sent you out of the room? You never asked, but you have such 

perfect faith in me, you must believe I did the right thing. Do you want to know what I did to her?” 

http://www.hdhols.com/kestrelsparhawk.html
http://www.hdhols.com/kestrelsparhawk.html
http://hd-holidays.livejournal.com/151004.html


  “Dark Side of Light” 

“I love him. He’s - oh God, he’s everything in the world to me, do you understand that? I’m so 

ridiculously, painfully obsessed with him that I can recognize his heartbeat, I’d sell my soul for him, I’d 

sell anything for him, for one more second, just to hear his voice and I’m in hell, oh Christ, Hermione. It 

was nothing but bleakness before him and then he was the whole world and I can’t even get back to 

bleakness and it hurts so much I can’t think, I don’t want to do anything but scream and even when I’m 

lying right beside him he’s not there, he’s never going to be anywhere ever again-” 

*faint, sick* “Lying beside him?” 

*raw* “I can’t bear it. I love him so much it hurts to breathe.” 

“Harry, what have you done?” 

  “Dark Side of Light” 

“Where am I?” he said, and then frowned up at Harry and the ceiling. “Oh, I’m in your bed,” he 

announced in tones of revelation. “Huh. I’m the envy of thousands of women,” he added, sounding 

mildly pleased. He snagged the coffee cup, caught Harry’s frown and continued consolingly: “Several 

men also, I’m sure.” 

  “Drop Dead Gorgeous” 

“If you’re planning to eat coffee beans in the street, Malfoy, then all I can say is – I knew this day would 

come.” 

  “Drop Dead Gorgeous” 

“You are a very sparkly little man,” Ron told Baddock gravely. “Why is that?” 

  “Drop Dead Gorgeous” 

“No,” Malfoy said. “No, it’s not okay, God.” He reached out and deliberately tipped over Harry’s glass of 

champagne. “That’s enough,” he said, and shut his eyes. “I’m done.” 

“That was mine.” 

“Shut up, Potter, it was a symbolic gesture.” 

“It was still mine.” 

  “Drop Dead Gorgeous” 

It was typical Malfoy that, with the everyday presence of Shacklebolt removed, he decided that 

Shacklebolt was his wise and all-knowing mentor. 



“It is at difficult times like these that I think of my dear sensei,” Malfoy said soulfully three days after 

they’d started working from home, “and I ask myself – What Would Shacklebolt Do?” 

  “Drop Dead Gorgeous” 

“It would solve all our problems if we slept together,” and Harry’s train of thought went off the rails and 

exploded, leaving nothing in his mind but ringing shock. 

“Oh my God,” he said. “You’re crazy.” 

  “Drop Dead Gorgeous” 

“And what about you?” Harry snarled. 

Malfoy blinked. “What about me?” he asked, as if he was truly puzzled that he was an issue at all. Harry 

felt a pang of despairing protectiveness that was about even with his desire to hit Malfoy around the 

head. 

  “Drop Dead Gorgeous” 

“Er, Harry,” said Dean, who was one of the guards posted at the door. “I don’t like to ask personal 

questions or anything, but did you just snarl?” 

“No,” Harry ground out between locked teeth. 

“Okay then,” said Dean, who knew when to pick his battles. “Must’ve been the pipes.” 

  “Drop Dead Gorgeous” 

“I would love a plan,” Ron said fervently. “I dream day and night of a plan. But, uh, how do I put this, 

Harry? You have many strengths. Like Quidditch. You’re brilliant at that. But plans are not exactly your 

forté. Plans are what Hermione does. Your thing is getting really, really angry until… evil is defeated.” 

  “Drop Dead Gorgeous” 

“So – so theoretically she could raise an entire undead slug army,” Ratcliff said. “And sometimes she 

goes on fire. That’s what you’re saying to me.” 

“Er – yeah,” Harry repeated. 

Ratcliff’s face shone with a look of pure unholy delight. 

“My dad told me that I’d figure out what girls were for about now,” he confided, apparently so 

overcome that he could only speak in a whisper. 

  “Drop Dead Gorgeous” 



“You don’t understand me at all, do you?” he asked, voice cutting with the precision of a surgeon’s 

knife. “Either that or you don’t care, or you’re totally crazy. You may think that would be a terribly 

convenient solution, but do you have any idea what it would do to me – I don’t work like that! It would 

be horrible and – and insane, living and working and… it’d be putting all my eggs in one basket and 

there’d be no reason to do it, no way it couldn’t fall to pieces. You must be mad. Don’t you see what a 

disaster it would be?” 

“You’re right,” Harry said, and watched Malfoy’s shoulders hunch in and wanted to smash something. “I 

don’t understand you,” he went on. “Are you – all I got from everything you just said was that you think 

I’m a demented egg basket.” 

  “Drop Dead Gorgeous” 

“Oh, certainly,” Malfoy said darkly. “I am watching you, Potter. My eyes are everywhere!” 

It was about then that Draco My Eyes Are Everywhere Malfoy noticed Blaise Zabini and his terrible shirt. 

He went over to ask Zabini how he was doing – and, Harry presumed, what he could be thinking to wear 

such a thing in public. 

  “Drop Dead Gorgeous” 

"I'm good to her, Terry. I offer her slaves. What more could a woman want?" 

Terry coughed. "Maybe you could try to get on a little better with her other friends." 

"Get on with Potter?" Draco exclaimed. "Never!" 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

Draco was going for his wand when Father strolled over to them, and interrupting Draco's plan of attack 

was a cruel deed that Draco was sure qualified as parent/child abuse. 

"What is that?" asked Father, lip curling. 

"I can't tell you," Draco said. "You told me never to talk about him in your presence ever again." 

"Ah, Harry Potter! Charmed," said Father. 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

"You're mad," Terry said flatly. 

"I wish you would stop saying that," Draco said. "It'll give me a complex." 

"I wish you'd stop being mad," Terry told him. "We're not helping you. We're not enabling you." 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 



"Well, well, Potter," he said. "You turned my hair brown. Prepare to die!" 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

"You'll notice I'm not dead yet," Potter took the trouble to inform him on the train home. Apparently 

that little library conversation had rankled: who knew why, since Draco had been openly hoping for 

Potter's death since first year. 

"I live in hope," Draco returned. "Maybe next year." 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

Draco was struck by something. "You don't sound awfully surprised," he noted with dark suspicion. 

Hermione looked smug and dropped a single word as neatly as she would have closed a book. "No." 

"So you suspected I - how do you know everything, Hermione? How do you always know everything? 

Why do you study with me if you're an all-knowing super being?" 

Hermione patted his arm. "I like the company." 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

"I liked forceful women," Uncle Rodolphus explained in an undertone. "That didn't work out very well 

for me." 

"Shut up, Rodolphus," said Aunt Bellatrix. 

"Yes, dear." 

"I might prefer boys," volunteered Draco. 

Uncle Rodolphus looked mistily approving. "I never tried that," he said. "Life without women sounds 

lovely and peaceful." 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

Evil is almost always human. You can live with evil, laugh with evil, undiluted evil is very hard to find, but 

irredeemable evil is not. 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

"I can't believe you don't play Quidditch," Aunt Bellatrix said after Draco successfully turned a frog 

upside down in the air and left it hanging.  

"Yes, Harry Potter, but why do you look so alarmingly like my aunt?" Draco asked. 

Aunt Bellatrix looked at him as if he was crazy, which was a little bit like the frog looking at him as if he 

was green.  



  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

"Anthony's right, you can tell he was homeschooled," Pamela said, elbowing Narcissa in the ribs. Mother 

looked on the point of death by scandalized dismay. "He should take iron pills." 

"I thank you for your kind recommendation, but in the wizarding world we are not accustomed to 

medicating our children with metal," Mother said stiffly. 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

"I'll tell you who I want bad," Pansy told them all. "Anybody seen Potter yet? The summer did him a lot 

of good - he's so tall." 

"I'm tall," Draco put in, offended and shocked. 

"And he's so tanned," Pansy went on, at which point Draco lapsed into grouchy but no less horrified 

silence. "I saw him on the platform wearing one of those sloppy jumpers and I wanted to pour honey on 

the golden hollow of his throat and then lick it off." 

There was a pause, indicative of the fact that everyone thought Pansy should stop reading Wizards Gone 

Wild. 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

Potter stared at him and Draco realised he was quite possibly about to die. Everyone would definitely 

forgive Potter for doing it: maybe they'd hide his body in the cabinet, it would be the most ironic cover-

up ever. 

Then Potter, so close his nose was still touching Draco's, drew off his glasses - his glasses, leaving him 

defenceless and not Draco, Draco could totally sucker punch Potter right this minute - and drew Draco 

back against him, almost gently, mouth open and hungry against Draco's. 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

"It's not that," he said in a low voice. "It's not like, with you. But I can, I can trust him not to - I'm really 

afraid for you, Draco. I'm really afraid that you'll do something terrible." 

Draco looked at Terry's profile, familiar and dear in the low light, and thought of Dad and everything 

else. It made him want to hurt things, or possibly cry again. "The hell with you," he said, rolling in bed 

and turning his back. He thought of Katie Bell, and speaking into the darkness before him, continued: 

"How do you know I haven't already done something terrible?" 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

He shoved people away, out of his path, desperate to get away from all the laughing crowd and the 

shining lights and Professor Snape's stern face and Harry Potter, Harry Potter of all people, looking at 

Draco as if Draco was breaking his heart. 



  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

"Coming through," Draco said, administering a judicious push in the back. Anthony followed in his wake, 

since he wasn't vicious with his elbows like Draco. "Can't the cult of the Chosen One, I don't know, 

commit ritual suicide or something? Out of my way, I don't care how tall he got over the summer, I want 

my porridge!" 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind” 

Potter shambled through the crowds of girls as if they were so much mist and he, frankly, had no idea 

why the mystifying mist was there or what it could possibly want. 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind”  

Only ignoring Potter only seemed to make him worse: he kept staring, he was always in the library 

hovering near Draco's favourite shelves, Draco was sure people weren't meant to be stalked by 

celebrities and he had enough to worry about without trying to work out whether Potter wanted to 

send him to Azkaban or take him to Hogsmeade. 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind”  

"It's not that I'm surprised I'm having hallucinations," he said. "I've been under a lot of stress lately, and 

I've always been-" 

"A screaming spaz of a man," Anthony supplied. 

"A little high-strung," Draco corrected coldly. 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind”  

"I'm very upset," Draco said at length. "If I see dancing house elves, I shall." He stopped. "I shall have the 

vapours." 

"You're so manly, Draco." 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind”  

"At about the point you said 'Gryffindors traditionally have a lot of stamina'," he informed Slughorn 

distantly, "I vomited a little in my mouth." 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind”  

"Look," Draco shouted. "I'm dangerous, so can you just stay away?" 

It took him only a moment to realise that saying that to a Gryffindor was more or less the equivalent of 

taking all his clothes off and doing an enticing dance. 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind”  



"Wait," he said severely. "You thought I was messing around behind my boyfriend's back? With-" he 

made a distressed gesture that could've meant 'you' or 'alligators' - "and with twelve year old girls? My 

God! I wish I had the energy." 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind”  

"I wasn't saying it to make you sorry, I told you it was all right, I did attempt an Unforgivable on you, I 

was saying it because I feel somewhat hysterical! I'm ruined! Ruined!" 

"You're not," Potter said, still sounding upset for some reason. Draco didn't see what he had to be upset 

about. 

"I am, too," he told him. "It's not like your scars. When people ask you how you got yours, you can say 

'battling evil.' I'll have to say 'in a men's bathroom.' Won't have the same cachet. Besides, scars, they 

need a certain skin tone, I don't tan, I go a peculiar mauve shade in the sun, it just won't work-" 

Potter made an odd sound, which turned somehow into laughter. Draco stopped and realized that 

Potter was clearly more than somewhat hysterical. 

  “If You’ve A Ready Mind”  

Pity is such a remorseless, wrenching thing. Something you offer when you see something weak, and 

cannot summon up the energy for contempt. Something so far away from love. 

  “Underwater Light”  

I’m just looking at the door, Harry tried to project to the world. The door. Fascinating door. Haven’t 

appreciated it properly over the past six and a half years, must appreciate it now. 

  “Underwater Light”  

"Right," Ron resumed. "Where was I?" 

"Telling me how Slytherins were crazed, vicious monsters," replied Harry. "But then you got sidetracked 

by the werewolf." 

  “Underwater Light”  

"Hmm. This goes in the Just About Bearable Pile, this goes in the Toss Them Out Pile, and this goes in the 

Burn Them, For I Cannot Live In a World Where They Exist Pile." 

  “Underwater Light”  

At this moment, Malfoy appeared to prove Dean's point. He was running along the fields surrounding 

the Quidditch pitch, in hot pursuit of Crabbe and Goyle. His hair was blowing wildly in every direction, 

his eyes were shining madly and he was carrying a heavy bag. His two Beaters were lumbering as fast as 

their legs would carry them while he pelted them ferociously with shot-put balls. 



"You're never going to get anywhere if you're afraid of being hurt by Bludgers! Get back here! Stand and 

be smacked around like men!" 

Neither Crabbe nor Goyle were that stupid. They kept running, howling occasionally as Malfoy got in 

lucky hits. 

"And power-hungry Slytherin loved those of great ambition," Dean quoted, but he was grinning. 

"Malfoy's determined to wipe the pitch with Ravenclaw again. Like I said, terrifying." 

  “Underwater Light”  

Draco picked up his bag. "I hate you. I abhor you. I-" 

"Detest's a good word," Harry offered. 

"Thank you, Potter. I detest you with the fire of a thousand suns." 

"Oh, be quiet and come have breakfast." 

  “Underwater Light”  

Harry wondered vaguely whether they were desperate enough to let Sirius teach the Slytherins again. 

That had been forbidden by Dumbledore since the Great Points War of sixth year, when Sirius and Snape 

had begun a vicious cycle of point removal and Gryffindor and Slytherin had both ended up with 

negative points. As Harry recalled, there had also been a pile-up outside Dumbledore's office when 

everybody stopped screaming and finally leaped at each other. Harry remembered trying to crack 

Draco's head open against the flagstones when Dumbledore came out. 

  “Underwater Light”  

"I hate you, Potter," Draco informed him. "Have I made that clear recently? I just really don't like you at 

all. You are so one to talk. One day I'm going to lose it, seize your head and brush your hair properly." 

  “Underwater Light”  

"You hit me," Draco said in outrage. "With your wand. I'm in an abusive friendship. I don't call randomly 

attacking people with your wand very heroic. Call that heroic? I don't." 

  “Underwater Light”  

Draco, who seemed to find it so easy to glare, stared at the ground. 

"I don't know what-" 

Harry felt the sudden calm he had felt entering the maze. 

"Draco. Draco, look at me." He didn't, and Harry jerked his chin upwards. Instantly Draco was glaring 

again, eyes wide at the indignity. "It's all right if you were worried about me," Harry said softly. 



  “Underwater Light”  

"Doom," Draco intoned in the background. "Anguish. Despair. Oh, my hair. I hate you, Harry Potter." 

  “Underwater Light”  

"Nothing's absolute," he said lazily, stretching out. "It can't be. There's no such thing as absolute beauty 

or absolute perfection, or absolute feeling. I can't feel absolute faith in someone, and Weasley can't feel 

absolute affection for Granger, and - my father couldn't feel absolute love for me." 

That Draco should gauge the emotions of the world by the experience he had of a coldblooded 

murderer. 

"You're contradicting yourself," he told him in a soft voice. "You told me once about how you live, 

remember? About living with fury. If that's how you exist - if you have to live with passion - then what is 

that but absolute?" 

  “Underwater Light”  

I never meant to hurt him! Harry thought with a sudden wrench of anguish. I never, ever meant to do 

that. Not Draco. 

He's been hurt enough. I know that. Nobody knows that as well as I do. 

And it was with this pain, rather than with the irrepressible happiness earlier or this sudden shock of 

desire, that Harry understood exactly how much this lonely acerbic creature had come to mean to him. 

Draco. 

  “Underwater Light”  

Draco had the voice down. 

"Er," he said. "I'm, er, Harry Potter. And my intellect hasn't really progressed from the age of twelve. I 

really like, um, Quidditch, and also, evil is bad. Hermione's really more into the brainy stuff. Thank you 

for your time." 

"Fine," said Harry, and did his best at affecting a drawl. "I'm Draco Malfoy. I think I'm cool, but I have 

colour-coded notes, and I think I'm self-possessed, but I throw almost daily tantrums, and I think I'm 

God's gift to women, but the waitress is eyeing up my clearly more toned and muscular friend. I suppose 

I should have paid more attention to Quidditch, which I actually really like but am acting snobbish about 

just now, because I am also a horrible, horrible snob." 

Draco tossed another sugar packet. 

"I'm, er, just an ordinary boy, like every other boy," he countered. "Sorry, who did you say you wanted 

that autograph made out to? Okay, great. You know who're nasty? Prejudiced people! I think they 



should all be ostracised and then possibly killed, because, we are better than they are. Look! There's 

evil! Should I alert the proper authorities? No, for I am Harry Potter, and it is my sacred duty to vanquish 

it! I am the bane of the powers of darkness!" 

This chocolate ice-cream was probably better when you weren't choking on it and laughing. 

"I once made a speech about cheating as an art form," Harry drawled, "and I have a friend with the 

notes to prove it. I have a mental list of students who can be counted on to cry if I'm mean to them, and 

I talk too much - hey-" 

Draco had given up on the sugar packets, and started throwing paper napkins. Harry ducked. 

  “Underwater Light”  

"I'm Professor Snape," he declared. "I hate children, and sunsets, and butterflies and kittens. I have 

bitterness oozing out of my hair follicles." 

  “Underwater Light”  

"You act like an idiot or worse, and I try to be strong but I fail like I constantly do, and I'm weak and 

ridiculous but there it is. You don't even need to - I don't even want you to let me try." Draco was 

looking steadily at the stone, his voice brittle with anger as he went on: "The embarrassing truth of the 

matter is that I don't... do well without you." 

  “Underwater Light”  

"You're one to talk," Harry said with an effort. "Every time you really get angry, you sound all of eight 

years old. Don't talk to me, you're mean, and your mother smells of sick goat." 

"Now you question my repartee," Draco complained as they dragged the Somnasieve through the 

deserted Slytherin common room. He deliberately did not look around it, as if refusing to believe there 

would be a last time to do so. "Will you leave me with nothing?" 

  “Underwater Light”  

Slytherins everywhere! Save us, someone, anyone! Besieged, overwhelmed, going to catch something! 

Harry gave him a reassuring smile. 

Ron's expression became pained. Poor, poor Harry, already infected. Every man for himself! 

  “Underwater Light”  

"Malfoy," Ron announced, "is a raving poofter!" 

"Oh," said Harry. 



Ron stared at him incredulously, obviously expecting something like a scream of 'He touched my 

shoulder once in the hall! I shall never never more be clean!' and some sort of panic attack. 

  “Underwater Light”  

When he'd been fourteen, he and his friends certainly hadn't run around the place assessing the kissing 

techniques of Slytherins. They'd been trying to fight evil, and - all right, he had been fixated on getting 

Cho Chang to come to the ball with him and getting Draco Malfoy ignominiously expelled, and Ron'd 

been torn between pulling Hermione's bushy pigtails and writing 'Mr Fleur Delacour' on his parchment, 

and Hermione - the quick study - had been seducing international Quidditch stars. 

  “Underwater Light”  

"It's not a case of finders' keepers if you didn't find it," he was telling one shamefaced boy severely. 

"What you did was break into her dormitory, unlock her case with a spell and take it, and worst of all - 

you left the lock open. And thus you were found out. Call that cunning? Give it back to her immediately, 

we have a reputation to keep up here." 

The boy offered up what seemed to be an item of ladies' lingerie with the saddened air of one who will 

commit more devious crimes in the future. 

  “Underwater Light”  

Ron made a strangled noise of protest. Hermione took 'Gyaaargh!' to mean that Malfoy was evil, he'd 

probably kill Ron in his sleep or - which would be so much worse! - molest Ron in his sleep, and in short, 

no. 

  “Underwater Light”  

"Sit down! Don't you dare move, are you insane?" 

Harry did sit down because Draco looked panicked, though he generally did not obey barked instructions 

because it would only encourage Draco in his apparent belief that he was Lord High Commander of the 

Universe. 

  “Underwater Light”  

"Your shirt's a mess," Harry said, letting go and touching the corner of the shirt shoulder. "What did you 

do, wrestle with it? Crumple it in your hands until it begged for mercy and let you put it on?" 

Draco looked lofty. "It was giving me cheek. So perish all the enemies of the house of Malfoy." 

  “Underwater Light”  

"Well... just be careful to spell it straight. I'm particularly fond of my nose." 



"I don't see why," Harry said, grinning. "It's not at all your best feature." He grinned wider as Draco 

spluttered with protest. "I've heard it called pointy," he went on affectionately. "Very pointy. Like a rat's, 

you might say." 

"I hate you, Harry Potter," Draco said with conviction. "I've always hated you, and I hate you more every 

day." 

  “Underwater Light”  

"Harry!" Draco said, sounding irritated and ordinary. "Why on earth are you shouting, the Death Eaters 

might - oh." 

Harry turned away from Voldemort and saw Draco, going ashen as he took in the situation. "On the 

other hand," Draco said carefully, "I can see you're busy. Perhaps I'll just go away." 

  “Underwater Light”  

"Shut up. Go back to bed," he muttered. "I thought you were mad about me. Where's the adulation? 

Where's the worship? I thought I was going to be your alabaster idol-" 

Draco kissed him again, possibly to stop him laughing so much. 

  “Underwater Light”  

NEPENTHE 

He felt something wet against his skin and Harry kept mumbling against his body, arms tight. 

“It's just a bad day, Draco," Harry murmured. "It will be better tomorrow, I promise. I'll wake up early so 

this won't be so bad for you, just like always." 

"Better tomorrow!?" Draco yelled and he punched Harry's shoulder repeatedly. There would be bruises. 

"What, when I won't remember!? When I've forgotten and you can try a different tactic, because what 

happens now doesn't matter because you can always start anew tomorrow!? Fuck you, Potter! FUCK 

YOU!" 

  “Just Another Recollection” 

"I don't want it," Draco whispered, letting himself feel broken and his voice leaked the truth. 

"You don't want me," Harry whispered back, his face so, so close. "You just want yourself." 

"I want me back," he choked out, closing his eyes to block out the green that was making his mind 

shatter. 

"You can't," Harry said, his voice hard. "You can't ever have Draco if you destroy this."  
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Draco's fingers gave away and Harry immediately took hold of the pensieve, bringing it down and 

clutching it to his chest. 

"You can't have him back," Harry spat, his voice harder than the rock Draco had just held. He opened his 

eyes slowly. "You can't have him back, Draco, because he's mine." 

  “Just Another Recollection” 

OLIMAKIELLA 

"You're never leaving my sight, you hear me? Never." His eyes watered from more than the sting of 

smoke. 

Draco's head turned in toward his neck. He couldn't keep the tremor out of his voice if he tried. "You 

said you hated me." 

Harry shook his head. "I lied," he said immediately. "I'm sorry. I could never hate you." Harry sounded 

defiant, and his arms didn't leave Draco's waist. 

The profound relief both of them felt at finally hearing that and having it said released a weight they'd 

been carrying all day. "I was going to leave you," Draco said his tears soaking through Harry's clothes. 

Harry still hadn't moved. "And I was going to camp out on the Malfoy Lawn until you took me back, 

simple as that." 

Draco laughed through his tears. He pulled back to look Harry in the eyes. His hand reached up and ran 

along the wet tendrils of Harry's hair, bypassing the head-set that sat there. He wasn't too sure what it 

was but they were in the muggle world so he let it go. "You came for me," he said finally. 

Harry shut his eyes, a tear falling and making a track in the dirt and ash on his face. He solidified his hold, 

breathed hard into Draco's damp neck and willed his heart to calm down. It would not and still pounded 

erratically. "I would die for you," he whispered. 

  “Last Words” 

“No,” Draco mumbled forcefully as he pulled his arm free. He glared up at Harry and Harry could see his 

eyes glistening again. “They took everything from me,” he near whispered poking a finger into Harry’s 

chest. “Everything,” he enunciated with a firm poke. “They took my life. Just broke it – in half – like it 

meant nothing.” His eyes glazed over as if he were seeing something that weren’t there. Harry had the 

suspicion he was seeing the day his wand was taken. The day Harry’s side had found him, taken it away, 

and then broken it in half right in front of him. Draco had escaped two weeks later. About a week after, 

Harry had ended it all. “I haven’t done anything,” he said almost as a plea, the tears pooled in his eyes 

threatening to fall. “Nothing! I swear it! And now they’ve found me they’ll be after me like I’m some 

common criminal, just waiting to throw me into that – that prison! And you set them on me!” He shook 

his head and stepped back. “I won’t go. It was better when they thought of me as dead!” With that he 

walked out of the door. 
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  “One Month Stand” 

PERSNICKETY 

When Snape swung his office door open and bashed Harry Potter right in the face, Draco had thought it 

was funny. 

When Harry's glasses had shattered and his nose began to bleed a little bit, Draco had thought it was 

hilarious. 

When Harry's lip had trembled ever so slightly before he loped down the corridor toward the hospital 

wing, Draco had been forced to use Blaise Zabini as some kind of human crutch to keep from collapsing 

in his incredible fit of hysterics. 

  “Pigtails” 

PHOENIXSONG 

"Oh, so you only listen when it suits you? You only give a shit when it suits you." Harry took another step 

backwards, almost tripping on the soft soil. "And the second you find yourself on shaky ground, it's back 

to square one. Oh world, kiss my virginal arse, for I am Draco Fucking Malfoy." 

  “Eclipse” 

"I ought to hear that phrase more often. 'Draco, you win. Draco, you're right. Draco, your brilliance and 

sheer magnificence outshine the sun itself.'” 

  “Eclipse” 

"Never look into the eyes of the enemy," he growled. "You might accidentally mistake him for a human 

being." 

  “Eclipse” 

PLOTTING_PEN 

“Why didn’t you contact me?” Potter demanded, crossing his arms. “I’d have helped you.” 

Draco glared at him. He didn’t appreciate Potter’s reproaching tone. “Would you? Or would you have 

laughed in my face, thought I was trying to blackmail you or scheming whatever diabolical plans my ex-

Death Eater mind could come up with?” 

Potter looked as if someone had physically slapped him. “I would never –” 

“Really?” Draco challenged, allowing Potter’s uncertainty to spur him on. “If I had showed up at your 

doorsteps, you wouldn’t have thought I was lying to get your money? Would you have welcomed me 

with open arms, realizing that one night of fucking left you with an ex-convict pregnant with your child?” 
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Potter staggered backward, as if the force of Draco’s words shook him to his very core. “What would you 

have done once the press got hold of this information? What would your girlfriend think? Your perfect, 

golden life would be tainted, and then wouldn't you have hated me and this stupid thing I have inside 

for ruining you?” 

Would you still have wanted it? Draco wanted to say, but he bit his tongue. “You’ve never cared 

whether I lived or died, Potter, so don’t bother pretending now.” 

Draco was taken aback when Potter grabbed him, his eyes like green fires as they stared down at him. 

“Don’t talk like you know me,” Potter growled, and Draco thought he could hear the hurt simmering 

under his heated tone. Draco was surprised to know he felt guilty for it. “Because if you do, then you 

would know that I would never turn you away from my doorsteps, and I most certainly would never put 

my life before my own child.” 

  “Make Love” 

The little girl was still glaring at him, and the woman, who was presumably her mother, was looking at 

Potter sympathetically, probably thinking Draco had their golden boy brainwashed by playing on his 

fundamental kindheartedness. Really, who did they think Potter was, Mother Teresa? 

  “Make Love” 

RESONANT 

“A Gryffindor will jump off a cliff," Penelope said. Her tone suggested that it was a well-worn proverb. "A 

Slytherin will push someone else off. A Hufflepuff will call in five hundred other Hufflepuffs, and they'll 

carve a stairway. And a Ravenclaw -- " She winked at Madeleine Aerie, who joined in with her: "A 

Ravenclaw will get hold of a flying carpet." 

  “Transfigurations” 

"God," he breathed, putting a possessive hand on Malfoy's hip, "what a prize you are."  

Spoils of war?" Malfoy said breathlessly.  

"Yes." Harry pushed the robe off his shoulders. It caught on his hands for a moment and then fell to the 

floor in a whisper of satin.  

His skin was very white, and the Mark was very dark against it. Harry put his hand over it, lifted Malfoy's 

arm and pinned it to the wall over his head, and Malfoy shivered. Sweat glinted along his collarbone and 

on his neck.  

Harry leaned in and nipped at his lip, pulling back as Malfoy's mouth tried to follow his. He looked down 

the pale length of Malfoy's body to watch as his other hand grasped Malfoy's cock and stroked hard. 

Malfoy whined.  
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"They can't have you," Harry growled, tightening both the hand around Malfoy's arm and the hand 

around his cock, moving fast and merciless. "They weren't worthy of you. They will not keep you."  

Malfoy moaned, pushing up into his hand over and over, rolling his head from side to side against the 

wall. His eyes were tightly shut. "Look at me," Harry said, and his eyes flew open. "Draco -- Falco -- 

Leonis --"  

With a cry, Malfoy pulsed into his hand.  

  “Transfigurations” 

RICKEY_A 

“You were free after the war.  You didn’t think you received justice?” 

“If you call an outcast social pariah free.  I’ll tell you what justice is.  Justice is what people feel when 

they get their way.” 

  “Getting There” 

“I’m sleeping with Harry,” Draco blurted out the moment he took his seat. 

Hermione looked stupefied. 

“I guess he didn’t tell you.” 

“No, he didn’t.  Why don’t you tell me about it.” 

“I cut my finger chopping onions.  He came to the rescue.  I swooned in his arms.” 

“You sound like a Celestina Warbeck song.”  

  “Getting There” 

“Because love is a game for fools, and I am nobody’s fool.” 

  “Unlimited Partnership” 

“You’re absolutely impossible!” Draco barked at Harry.  

“Why?” Harry wondered.  

“Why?” Draco asked incredulously. 

“Yes, why?” 

“Because ninety-nine percent of the time you are completely daft and utterly clueless, then every so 

often you pull off some impossible magical feat or you say something that goes straight through me and 

rips at the fiber of my being. In short, you drive me insane.” 
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“Come here,” Harry said with a gleam in his eye. 

“Why?” Draco asked suspiciously. 

Harry smiled briefly, his eyes boring through Draco’s consciousness. “I want to kiss you,” he stated 

simply. 

  “Unlimited Partnership” 

RUROUNIHIME 

“Well, you’re a bloody Death Eater!” 

“You don’t say?” Draco deadpanned. 

A full ten seconds later, one of McLaggen’s buddies piped up with “And so’s your mum!” So Draco 

punched him in the face. 

  “The Trouble with Good Sense” 

SCORADH 

"I came to see you, my dragon." Narcissa pinched Draco's cheek. Something about her mouth suggested 

to Harry that she knew exactly how embarrassing it was for him. "I wanted to find out how you were 

getting along with the filthy Muggles. Snape's reports are so unsatisfactory. It's all 'he's fine, stop 

fussing' or 'he never stops eating' or 'do you actually want to know how much he talks about Potter or 

will I spare us both the agony?'" 

  “Quantum Leap” 

SIMMYSCHTUFF 

"Your bed," Malfoy suddenly whispered, so Harry had to lean forward to hear the rest, and Malfoy was 

breathing on his cheek. "Is so much softer than Crabbe's." 

That wasn't right. "You're sleeping in Crabbe's bed?" 

"Mm-hmm," he hummed. "He sleeps on the couch. But I like your bed better. It smells . . . " 

"Bad?" 

"It smells like you." Malfoy smiled then, very brightly, and Harry's throat went dry. "Can I sleep in your 

bed, Potter?" 

Every brilliant suggestion ever made suddenly paled, just a bit. The idea of Malfoy sleeping in Harry's 

bed was so fantastic, all Harry could wonder was why hadn't he thought of it before? Malfoy could 

spend the rest of his life in Harry's bed, if he wanted. 
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  “Where Draco is a Statue” (1) (2) (3) 

"Wha? Ooh, That feels so. What is that?" He was pushing back onto Harry's finger wantonly, spreading 

his thighs further. 

"That's why gay sex was invented," Harry said, pulling out only to push two more fingers in. 

  “Where Draco is a Statue” (1) (2) (3) 

SLASHPERVERT 

"You're sure you can handle me?" the blond teased, stepping close again. 

Harry raised an eyebrow. "But, oh, do you think you can handle me?" he asked in reply, smirking at him. 

"I've always been able to take you," Draco replied with a grin. 

Harry laughed softly and shook his head. "Correction, you've always tried to." 

"Oh, so are you going to take me instead?" Draco challenged. 

"Looks like I'll have to, doesn't it," Harry murmured, sliding his hands down over Draco's hips. 

  “Roommates, Boyfriends, and Other Indoor Pets” 

SMALL_GARDENS 

“Back for more then, eh? Shameless.  And foolish. How do you know I’m not going to take you straight 

to the kitchen and have the house-elves make you into stew for me? Or take you down into the 

dungeons and practice horrible curses on you? Don’t you know who I am? I’m Draco Malfoy. I’m a Death 

Eater. I’m Evil Incarnate. I scorn all things pure and good. I kick puppies and steal candy from babies. I 

eat little bunnies like you for breakfast.” 

  “He was He and I was Bunny” 

“You haven’t seen Bunny have you? Potter still hasn’t met him. I swear, Potter, it’s like he knows you’re 

coming and runs away. Fuck, I love that bunny. Best pet ever, hands down.” 

  “He was He and I was Bunny” 

SORDID HUMOR 

Harry slurped his tea.  

“Hermione, how is it that you always make everyone feel better?”  

“I put Calming Potion in your tea.” 
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  “Conscience” 

Standing across the room from Malfoy, there was very little Harry could do to stop himself from lunging 

at the man, fists flying until they made contact with pale, haughty, in-bred flesh. Frustration was 

building in him with nowhere to go but out his fist and into Malfoy's face. Malfoy could manipulate him 

like no other—he knew every one of Harry's buttons and precisely how to push them for maximum 

effect. But Harry was starting to figure Malfoy out as well. These extended vituperations would only 

book-end violence and bloodshed between them. There was a way to break through the cold, practiced 

exterior of his old adversary. Instead of lunging forward and beating the crap of him... Harry folded his 

arms across his chest and managed a self-satisfied smirk.  

“Insult me again, Malfoy,” he said plainly, “and I'll cancel your credit card.” 

  “Conscience” 

SUGAREEY 

Maybe this would be the end of him. Draco Malfoy: 1980-1998. Cause of Death: Eaten to pieces by a 

gigantic, black panther. That would certainly give The Daily Prophet a laugh. 

  “You Can Run but You Can’t Hide” 

SUKI_BLUE 

‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ Draco snapped, searching the grass for his secateurs. ‘I’ve always been mature.’ 

‘Did you hear the Hufflepuff team won the House cup this year?’ 

Draco’s mouth dropped open. ‘Those Bacchanalian, bastardised badgers! How boring.’ 

Severus’s other eyebrow joined the first. ‘You hold maturity in spades.’ 

  “Parity Transformation” 

TRACY LOO WHO & STARLITSHORE 

"You're bad enough that she needs to bring chocolate to bed? That's just sad, mate." 

  “Before We Get Too Old” 

"You're just jealous I'm going to have pie and you aren't."  

"I can order my own pie, you know," Harry pointed out, bemused.  

Draco shook his head. "No, you can't. No pie for you!"  

  “Before We Get Too Old” 
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"Our wedding? Draco, yesterday you were flipping your shit about having sex with me, a few hours ago 

you were denying it ever happened, and now you're planning a wedding? I wasn't informed! Why wasn't 

I informed?!" 

  “Before We Get Too Old” 

WHITE_SERPENT 

"Apparently I do. I came to the Quidditch game because Weasley thinks we're dating. Would you have 

preferred I told him you like it when I fuck you dry, but, other than that, you hardly care whether I live or 

die?" 

 

I sit up, leaning back against the pillows and pulling the bedding up to my chest. "I didn't know that Ron 

would invite you. And I do appreciate that you tried to make it look like --" 

 

"Your problem, Harry, is not that you like being hurt during sex. It's that you're fucking unwilling to let 

anyone get close. You'll allow your friends in only so far. When it comes down to it, you'd rather lie to 

them -- or have me do it, Merlin forbid you dirty your own hands -- than let them think you have a 

relationship entirely about sex." He throws his shirt on the floor. "As for me, well, I can hit you, fuck you, 

tie you down. I half-expect you'll beg me to cast the Cruciatus curse any day now. I won't, if you're 

wondering. We've been doing this for months. Any sort of emotional closeness? Oh no, not for Harry 

Potter. For a big fucking hero, you're the biggest fucking coward I've met in my life." 

  “You Can Have My Everything” 

WINNETT 

"You will break this curse on Harry, you sick fuck," he spat out. "You will break it or I will break you, and 

have no doubt that I know exactly how to prolong your screams for so long your neighbors will think the 

place haunted. Remember, Schooner, I was a Death Eater, too." 

  “A Star and a Stray Cat” 
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