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*********************************************

It is half past four in the morning; I am neither awake nor asleep, and I dream, fantasise about you again.

Not that this happens often. Most times, I am too tired to dream. Equally often, I don't get any sleep at all, just doze every now and then between my tasks: spying on the
Dark Lord, running errands for Albus, trying to save bloody Potter's life, and sorry attempts at teaching those insolent, annoying brats who refuse to understand that this life
is not a game, but a death trap.

If I find the time to sleep, and if I dream, it is usually of torture, pain, and death. Dark dreams. I prefer to stay awake, or take the opportunity for a light slumber. Anything to
avoid the horrors of the night.

Still, occasionally, I need to sleep simply to survive the next day. My body forces me, so I do, hoping I wake up in the morning and not in the middle of the night, in the
darkness, screaming. No one hears me inside the thick walls. I don't want anyone with me. I don't want to share what ruins me.

Rarely, I sleep peacefully, drifting through the night undisturbed, and sometimes, my mind decides to wander onto happier paths than the Dark Lord's latest kill. And if that
happens  truly, far too rarely  it wanders towards the werewolf, Merlin knows why. I don't even like the man.

Right now, with my eyes closed and only one flickering candle burning low on my bedside-table, I imagine him looking at me with that crooked, half-sad, half-lazy smile on
his full lips, and I wonder how it would feel to smile back at him for a change. No scowl; no sarcastic remark. Just a smile.

Would he turn his head away in disgust?

My cock stirs as it always does when I dream about the wolf. My cock, which refuses service most times I put my hand to myself, twitches because I know that behind the
soft, gentle surface, the beast lingers. I saw it when I was a boy; it nearly cost my life.

I wish he had finished me when he'd had the chance.

I turn onto my back. My hand, more awake than my brain, sneaks underneath the bedcovers, seeking out my member, stroking it roughly into full hardness.



If it only were that easy when I am fully awake.

Useless, wishful thinking. I'm hard now, I want to come now, and Merlin, it has been such a long time.

Through the darkness of my bedroom, the ghost of the werewolf's voice drifts towards me, telling me meaningless nonsense about his students  for some reason, he insists
on talking to me, and now, in my bedchamber, the memory of it is all I need to moan with desire.

I fist myself, fast and mercilessly, fearing my erection might subside before I can jerk off. Happens more often than not, and I am determined not to let it happen again.

To keep at least some control over my body and my mind, I force my thoughts away from the wolf and towards a scene I witnessed a few weeks back when I was in
Muggle London. Two men in a dark alley behind a bar, one pressed against the wall, the other deep inside him, grunting and groaning. Live porn  I watched until they had
finished, and surely, that image should be much more arousing than the memory of how the light plays on the wolf's greying hair.

My cock, though, is of a different opinion: it withers at the image of the two strangers, and I swear filthily. I am more awake now; I am sweating, and there is a lump of fear
sitting in my dry, aching throat. I need this release; I need to come, and hell, why had I dreamed of the werewolf in the first place? Why had I been kissing him in this
sodding, useless dream of mine, kissing him deeply, feeling his heartbeat speed up under my exploring hands, why had I dreamed about his hard, strong hands forcing me
down onto my knees?

My cock twitches and hardens again.

Careful now. Gentle. Don't mess it up again. I think of the wolf's unique fragrance: a mixture of chocolate and soap, grass and wildfire and always that hint of tobacco
although he doesn't smoke.

I moan again, raw and deep, and yes! I think when my cock grows in my fist, big and hard, and I begin wanking myself, slow at the beginning and faster very soon
afterwards. I rake my free hand across my chest, rip open my pyjama top, and cruelly twist one of my nipples between thumb and index finger. It forces a yelp out of me, as
does my next move, which leaves five deep, angry red scratches all across my ribcage. Pain shoots through me: it's the one feeling that proves I'm still alive and not
forgotten, drowned in an ocean of madness. Pain and the promise of a climax; pain and pleasure, entwined forever in my twisted mind.

Precum wets my fingers, and my hand tightens around my cock, shooting more pain up my spine, quickly followed and maybe even led by a rush of harsh, burning lust. My
back arches in anticipation of my climax, my balls tighten, and I dig my fingers deep into the soft wood of the bed's headboard, imagining how the werewolf would pin me
down with his weight, move atop me, inside me.

I yell when I come, my seed soiling the bedcovers and the sheets underneath me. For a few blissful moments, I forget everything: the Dark Lord as well as Albus, Potter as
well as classes and even the sound Nagini makes when she devours one of her victims. I forget my tasks and my sorrows and the constant fear that accompanies me day
and night, and I sob with relief, enjoying the small gift my dream has given me.

I do not admit to myself whose name I had called out when I'd spilled; I do not even admit I had called out coherent syllables at all. It was just a wordless scream of lust. I
vanish the mess with a Scourgify.

I turn to my side, pull up my knees, and shiver, for once not from being cold, but from loneliness.

*****

For a heartbeat, I don't know where I am or what happened.

Light increases my headache, I hear voices, and I realise I am staring into brown eyes, wide and shocked.

Your eyes.

My own eyes narrow as I remember that I am in the Headquarters, down in the kitchen, with Molly and Arthur around, Weasley and the Granger girl doing the washing up,
and Potter sitting on a chair opposite mine.

You are here, too, and you are pale like death up to your unruly, greying hair.

What happened? I wonder, frowning, shooting you one of my coldest glares.

"Now then, Remus, did you have any luck?" Potter asks, annoyance lacing each of his words. I look at the boy and feel the familiar hate. He resembles his father so very
much that it makes me choke.

You shake your head and take a step back. "None." Your clear your throat; a faint red creeps into your cheeks. "Severus is far too good an Occlumens for me," you add,
turn on your heels, and leave the kitchen.

Realisation hits me hard when I see you run away from me, and I nearly gasp when my stomach twists and turns into a hot, aching knot.

Legilimency: the art of delving into someone else's mind, thus being able to see his thoughts, read his memories, turn this someone inside out as long as one liked.

Occlumency: the art of hindering a Legilimens from cracking one's walls, of pushing inside one's brain and rummaging through private memories like a careless, cruel child.

I am an excellent Occlumens, have to be, or I would have died long ago, being a spy on Dumbledore's orders. The Dark Lord is a skilled Legilimens, but over the years, I
have become the best Occlumens alive, so he would have no chance of seeing anything I didn't want him to see. Occasionally, I allow my master to find an embarrassing
memory or a painful one, for that matter, so he would continue to believe he has me completely under his control.

When Potter needed to learn those special arts, I was the obvious choice for teaching him, and although I tried to talk Albus out of his plan, he insisted that I show the boy
how both parts work. At first, I refused; later on, I became accustomed to his awkward attempts to break inside my mind. As assumed, he was no match for me. Nowadays,
I even raise my wand when he can see, when there are witnesses, and break into his mind just to prove my point: there's no way he will ever stand a chance against the
Dark Lord if my master ever gets hold of him.

Tonight, the fact that again I saw into his mind as easily as I would open a window made the boy furious; mainly, I suppose, because I chose to look at his emotions for the
Weasley girl. Tears of humiliation ran over Potter's cheeks, and that must be the reason why you got up, stepping between me and the boy. "Let me try," you said, flashing
me your easy smile.

With cold disgust in my eyes, I nodded, and you raised your wand  I remember it now. Of course I didn't expect anything to happen, so I barely raised my own wand.

But then you were inside my head, you looked around, and you saw everything.

At that memory, I frown again, because that's just not possible. How could you break through my wards, cut through my defences like a hot knife cuts through butter? How
was it possible that you saw into my mind? How could I have allowed you to find the one memory I never wanted to share with anyone, especially not with you: that I had
dreamed of you, that I had fantasised about you being in bed with me, that I had masturbated with your image before my inner eye?

I stare at the door through which you've just escaped. No wonder you looked sick. Only a few moments have passed since you have unravelled my secret, since you have



left the kitchen. It feels like hours, like an eternity, really, and I snort in disgust and get up myself. I need to get out of here, out of this too warm, too small room, packed with
too many people and too much noise. Their words, meaningless and spoken without care, pierce my head, and I practically flee the kitchen, flee upstairs where I have a
room  I would have preferred to go back to Hogwarts, but that is not an option anymore. Too dangerous, Albus argued, and unfortunately, he is right. Apart from the Order
members, no one knows that I am double spying  or triple spying, if you looked at it correctly  and during the summer break, I reside at Grimmauld place.

I quietly close the door behind me; had I slammed it shut, as I wanted to, I would have broken the hinges. I am angry, and I am scared. If you tell Albus what you saw in my
mind, Albus will question me, and if Albus decides he wants answers, I will need to give him answers. Admitting that I lust after you would be highly embarrassing.

I have no intention of telling anyone about my private fantasies, not even the Headmaster  I'd rather quit working for him and change to the dark side for good. After all, I've
been in the Dark Lord's service for nearly twenty years now; maybe it's time to prove that I'm darker inside than Dumbledore, the old fool, would like to believe.

Pacing, up and down my room, from wall to wall. The furniture in here is sparse: a bed, small and hard, a table, a chair, and a few bookshelves. No couch; not even a
wardrobe.

I wonder what you will do, and the prospect, any prospect, brings the sweat out on my face. For a small moment I try to convince myself that you haven't seen anything,
that I must have imagined your intrusion into my mind, but it doesn't work; you have been there, you have seen my memories, you have been me, long enough to know
exactly what I have been dreaming and wishing and longing for that night a few months back.

"Shit," I say to the darkness and seriously consider killing you simply to shut you up.

The knock on the door rips me out of my thoughts. "Yes?" I snap, the sound of the single word indicating clearly that I did not want to be disturbed.

"Open up." Your voice, and for once, it isn't friendly, not gentle, not caring. You demand me to open my own bloody door, and the steely subnote in those few words sends
shivers down my spine.

No surprise there.

Gritting my teeth, I open and allow you to step inside. "What do you want?" I ask you the moment the lock falls closed. "Make it quick; I have no time for whatever
nonsense you want to tell me."

Your eyes are burning with something I cannot identify at first; then I realise it's anger, deep, hot fury. "You want me to fuck you?" you hiss incredulously. "How dare you
think about me that way; how dare you dream about me!"

I can smell you: the shampoo you've used, the garlic on your hands from helping Molly to prepare the salad. Earth on your shoes; candy on your lips.

I cannot resist temptation. It's been a long time since I dreamed about you, it's been a lot longer since I last sought out company, and so I take a step and brush my lips
over yours.

I feel your shock; you become rigid, and I feel a smile, thin and cold, curve my lips  what else had you expected? Hadn't you just read my mind?

Before you can react, I retreat. Taking a step back, I narrow my eyes at you, see your burning cheeks, and I hate you, hate you so deeply for what you made me do simply
by coming into my rooms. "Fuck off," I hiss. "Don't ever dare bother me again."

You're fast; I never saw your fist coming, but I feel it, feel you hitting me, hitting me hard. You take me by surprise and knock me to the floor, and a moment later, you kick
me.

I groan; I nearly vomit. Pain shoots through my body, and then you pull me up and hit me again. My lip cracks; blood runs down my chin. On all fours I'm on the floor, the
tips of my hair touches the planks, and I have trouble forcing some air into my lungs.

In addition, I become hard.

No surprise there, either.

I groan once more, but not because of the pain or because your hand is gripping my neck hard enough for me to fear you'll break it. I groan because I'm turned on; I groan
because I want more.

"You want me to fuck you, Severus?" you rasp into my ear; your breath is hot on my skin, and I close my eyes lest you see the desire burning in them. Yes, I want you to
fuck me; yes, I want you to take me, and yes, oh, yes, I want you to lose control more than anything else. There is no way this is going to happen otherwise  if you don't
lose control, you will just leave my rooms in disgust.

Instead of leaving, your grip tightens, and you drag me forward, towards the bed. Face down, you press me into the mattress; your knee is in my back, holding me down,
and I hear the soft, promising whisper of leather against fabric: you're taking your belt out of your trousers.

I cannot help myself: I whimper with desire, with longing. My cock is hard as it hasn't been in ages, and my clothes, just trousers and a shirt, seem suddenly too heavy for
my body. I want to shed them, or rather, I want you to rip them off me and take me, fuck me, make me come so I can forget the now and here, the real life, for at least as
long as it takes me to spill my seed.

"I cannot believe you showed me this memory," you growl. Your hands hold mine down above my head  you think I did it deliberately?  and I kneel before my bed like a
crying child with my face pressed into the bedcover. You put a lot of weight in holding me down  my wrists protest, my ribs hurt from your kick, and still, I don't want it any
other way.

Leather touches the floor; your belt is in your hand and I know what you will do, why you took it out in the first place.

Then you release my wrists, and I feel a rush of blinding disappointment wash through me at you taking a step back, away from the bed, away from me.

I push myself up and, still kneeling, and look at you over my shoulder.

You appear stunned, ashamed, and scared. The belt hangs forgotten in your half-limp fingers, your eyes are wide in your pale face, and you look at the leather belt as if it
were a poisonous snake. You're clearly shocked at what you were about to do to me.

Shaking, you wipe your lips with the back of your hand, and maybe, it would have ended here hadn't my eyes dropped lower, hadn't I seen what you aren't aware of yet.

My arrogance, quieted for a few moments by your unexpected actions, takes over again. "Not in control of the beast?" I ask, and see with satisfaction that you become
ashen at my words. "Not in control of your emotions, wolf?" A drop of blood runs down my chin. I don't bother to wipe it off.

You frown. "I'm not... I can't... This is not what I want," you finally bite out. "Gentle, maybe. But not like this."

I raise an eyebrow. "Of course you want it gentle. If you wanted it the brutal way, you'd be hard." My voice is sarcastic; my gaze drops to your groin where your erection is
evident, pressing large and hard against your trousers. "Well. Apparently, you are not up to it, wolf. You're too soft, and far too tame."

No man likes to be called tame, no matter how gentle he is, and you are the most gentle, friendly man I know. But inside you is the beast, and sometimes, the beast needs



to be unleashed.

You growl and your grip tightens around the belt's buckle. You take a breath, and for a split second I wonder why I chose you, why I trust you not to cause permanent
damage, why I know that you are, despite your rage, not the monster you appear to be to the ones who don't know you.

Fast like a striking snake, you slam your fist onto my chin. My head snaps back, I taste blood, and I fall back onto the bed  again, I hadn't anticipated your actions, and
somewhere in the back of my head I am surprised at this. Am I not always able to foresee how others act and react? This seems not valid where you are concerned.

You lose control just like that, and you don't use your fists to hurt me: you whip the belt across my back, again and again, not saying a word, but with a steady, tantalising
rhythm that takes my breath away.

My shirt rips open; the belt cracks the skin on my back. I yell out of surprise; I yell because it hurts. I yell because of the lust each slap causes, wonderful, strong, mind-
claiming lust that pushes my every-day-horrors away and make me harder than I've considered possible.

I dig my hands into the bed sheets, fearing you might stop before you've finished what you've started and because I need something to hold on to, something to keep me
on my knees so I don't slip towards the ground. Dimly, I wonder if my wards are up or if the noise goes beyond my room, telling the others that something is amiss, forcing
them to interfere.

I don't want anyone to interfere. I want you to go on, and surely you do, you whip me hard, you're shredding my shirt, and now you drag my trousers down and whip my
arse and my thighs until blood runs down my legs. I can hear you pant, gasp, swear under your breath, you're not yourself anymore and I know you will regret each single
moment in an hour or so.

Right now, you enjoy it, maybe even more than I do.

Suddenly, you stop, and I hope, beg that you do the right thing, and yes, you bend over and grab my wrists once more with an iron hard grip. With the belt you bind my
hands behind my back, immobilising me, and finally, after an eternity of dreaming and longing and far too few guilty wanks in the small hours of the morning, I hear you drop
your trousers and I smell your arousal and then you're atop of me and I feel your cock, slick with precum and blood, at my entrance.

You don't take me slowly; you thrust inside me with brutal force, ram your cock into me with one long, hard push that makes me yell again. Burning pain; blinding lust. You
bury yourself inside me up to the hilt, you move fast, fuck me hard and deep, and it is perfect. Your hands land on my arse and pull my buttocks apart and I cannot think
anymore, just feel you fucking me and I let you and perhaps we both yell with lust, frustration, hate and desire.

I feel you dig your teeth into my neck; you draw blood. I cannot hold it back anymore  the pain subsides and the lust takes over, and I come, spilling in long, violent spasms,
experiencing the best orgasm I've ever had in my sodding, lousy, worthless life.

You pump inside me a few more times before you come yourself, your hands digging deep into my flesh and your forehead resting between my shoulder blades. I feel you
shudder, I hear you take a shaky breath, and then you withdraw your still half erect cock. You slump to the floor, gasping, too exhausted to speak.

I cannot move; my back hurts like hell, my arms are still bound, and my pushed down trousers restrain me from getting my legs underneath me. It seems like an eternity
before you get up and haul me onto my bed, before you take back your belt, before you cover my body with a blanket. I don't mind, and I don't care: I am in sync with the
world and with myself. I hear my heartbeat and sense my blood rushing through my veins, singing of satisfaction and triumph.

I take a brief look at you; you just stuff the suspiciously red belt into the back pockets of your trousers. "Wipe the blood off your mouth before you go," I say and close my
eyes again. "I assume you would prefer no one saw you with dripping fangs."

I nearly smile when you pale at my words.

You leave me behind, bleeding and beaten, you close the door silently, and I know you won't come back, not voluntarily. You are disgusted at the fact that you've let the
beast out, that you allowed the wolf to rule your mind.

You leave me behind, and I know you will try with all your might to forget what has happened whereas I, for a change, will sleep peacefully tonight, deep and dreamless.

I'm sated.

I'm alive.

*****

The next few days, I make sure to move carefully. My back burns  my arse does, too  both from the slashes as well as your forceful intrusion. It does not matter. I have
salves for both problems, and in another little while, I will be healed, the pain as well as the lust becoming nothing but a memory. Only the scars will remain.

I am as cold and nasty as I always have been towards you, I treat you as if you were non-existent, and I do so for your own sake. I don't want to break you, not yet.

Occasionally, when you don't know it, I look at you, drink in your posture, your voice, the way your neck is exposed when you bend over a book or an essay. Sometimes, I
see you watching me, and I see you shiver.

It does not matter. If I decide that I want you, I will just come and take what's mine.

My master is growing more and more crazy, more and more brutal the longer it takes him to win this useless war  as if there really were a difference between a pureblood
and a Mudblood, as if it would matter who lives and who dies. I cannot even remember how many have been killed, Muggles and wizards and witches and even some of my
own former students, stupid brats that they are, trying to fight instead of run. Under the skin is just flesh and blood and bone; in death, we all look the same, but this
monster of epic measures just doesn't understand this most simple truth. He wants the world cleaned of all human beings, of everything that is alive, immortal himself,
unable to die, unable to understand how useless and stupid his attempts are.

Breathing, eating, talking  this life that resembles death more than anything else makes me sick, and I try to pull away from it, try to bring some distance between me and
everyone, everything else to keep functioning, to remain able to bring this bastard down for good.

It works for a while, but it comes at a price, and the price is my sanity. Not that I would have much left of it; sometimes, I truly believe I've gone as mad as the Dark Lord.
I'm incredibly careless with my health, I don't give a damn about my students; I provoke my masters  both of them  hoping they will finally end my misery by killing me.

In order not to lose my mind completely, instead of dying, I begin longing for a spark of real life; I begin longing for the wolf in you again.

Silently, I open my door; silently, I wander down the corridor, wearing nothing but an old pair of linen trousers and an even older shirt. Barefoot, with the clothes hanging
loosely on my too-thin frame, I knock on your door, not entirely sure it is a good idea but knowing that it is the only idea that might bring me back to my senses. I wonder if
you are at home; I wonder if I will be able to tighten my grip on you.

The door opens a crack. You peek out as if you were frightened of me and I know I have to make you angry fast, or you will slam the door shut in my face. So I scowl at you
and ask with my lowest, meanest voice if you've had lovely dreams recently and if those dreams make you wake up hard.

You pale. Through the curtain of my hair I see you hold your breath and ball your fists. I have to steady myself against the doorframe, or I will force entry to your rooms.

I don't need to. With a nod, you let me inside. The sound of door closing behind the two of us is like a promise.



You stand near the wall, and I quickly take a look at your room. Although it's as sparsely decorated as my own, it's cosy, the books piled high on your desk, and there's a
couch, big and soft and cushioned invitingly.

You stand with your hands dug deep into your pockets and I realise I cannot let you know why I need you. I will not tell you about my nightmares, I will not talk about the
immense pressure I'm under, and I definitely won't spell out aloud how twisted I really am, that I need to be brought to my knees before I can forget this so-called life long
enough to find some peace. When pain rules my mind, nothing else can bother me. When wounds are cast, I do not see my mad master's eyes anymore. In the end, I just
hope I will get what I need: peace of mind for a little while.

You stare at me. "Why are you here?" you ask, pretending to be angry, but I can hear the catch in your voice.

I remain silent.

"Look, I'm sorry for what happened last time." You sound nervous. "I lost control. This... thing... took me by surprise. It won't happen again."

My arms had been crossed over my chest; I let them drop to my sides. "I want you to do it again," I say quietly, nearly inaudible. My voice is soft, tender even  universes
away from my usual snarl.

You gasp. "What? You can't be serious! I will never, ever touch you again, I won't... I can't do that again. How the hell can you ask that of me?"

You sound outraged at my request, hurt that I assume you to be so weak as to give in to your deeply-buried need to hunt and  eventually  to devour your catch.

And you sound turned-on.

I knew it. From the moment you beckoned me inside your rooms, I knew you wanted me, wanted me badly enough to accept my conditions. I sense that the power you
soon might have over me makes you drunk, and I know you are like a fish on the hook, unable to escape, unable to break free again. To someone else, it might look as if I
am submissive, but ultimately, I am the one in charge.

I wonder if you know that, too.

"I won't do it. Leave, Severus." Hard words, spoken with determination.

I first drop my gaze, and then I lower my head. Earlier on, before I came to you, I took a shower, scrubbed my skin and my teeth and my hair and now the black strands fall
over my face, long and midnight-black, obscuring the smile that plays on my lips. If I decide that I want you, I will make you take me, and now, I do want you.

Slowly, I sink to my knees. I bend my neck, and with a small shake of my head, I have my hair part, feel it brush along my cheeks and know you can see the pale bruise of
the bite mark, left there the last time we met in private, left there by your teeth not too long ago.

I hear you gulp; involuntarily, you take a step towards me.

Closing my eyes, I bend my elbows, bring my arms behind me, and cross my wrists at the small of my back; my fists ball as if I were bound. It costs me more than I care to
admit, giving myself over, relying on you, trusting you not to kill me for my insolence and past sins, despite the hate you surely harbour for me.

"Please," I whisper, and you are lost.

Another step, and another, until I feel the heat your body emits. You are close; you look down at me, and I am sure your heartbeat speeds up at the sight not because you
think I am good-looking or a good fuck or because you  Merlin, what a ridiculous assumption!  like me, but because you want to beat me. You have the power to do so, you
know you want to dominate me, you know you want the wolf to rule. I must look like prey, and that thought makes me moan in anticipation of what will follow. Already the
world outside slips away. I belong to you for the time being. I am not in control, I have no decisions to make.

Your orders, unlike others, will bring lust, not just pain. Your orders, unlike others, will not crush me, but set me free.

My knees hurt, but I do not try to get up. As long as I am in your rooms, your will rules, not mine. I long to have the load of responsibility taken off me, if only for an
indescribably small amount of time.

"Get up." Your voice is harsh.

I do as you order, and I don't raise my eyes. My hands are still crossed behind my back, and although they are not bound, they feel bound to me. I moan, soft and quiet.

"Take your clothes off."

Hesitantly, I do as you order. I shed my shirt; I let my trousers drop to the floor, step out of them, and stand in front of you with my head hanging low and my breath coming
in dry gulps. I feel heat flush my cheeks; I do not like being naked, and you know it.

You walk around me, your eyes fixed on my body. I can feel your gaze as if you were touching me. I sense your surprise at how I look underneath my armour, my robes 
beyond pale and with limbs too long, bones too fragile, hips as narrow as a teenage boy's. I'm too thin, sinewy, at best, emaciated even in some ways, due to mal-
nourishment, lack of sleep, and a constant onslaught of nearly unbearable tasks for more than two decades.

My embarrassment deepens with each passing moment. This is a different sort of pain, but it hurts nevertheless. Your gaze will leave scars as surely as your belt has; but
then, how will I remember when I am back in my own bed, accompanied by nothing but emptiness? Scars are proof that I haven't dreamed it; scars are necessary to help
me remember that I didn't imagine you touching me.

You step closer; I can feel your breath on my naked skin when you look at my back and the telltale signs your belt has left.

Blood rushes out of my face and into my cock; I harden fast.

"Look at me," you order, and I fight with myself  I don't want to look at you, but right now, I am in your hands. I have offered myself to you, I have granted you the right to
order me to do whatever you want, and so I raise my eyes, show you my face. I am cruel, but occasionally, I can be fair. Maybe you'll decide after one glance into my black
soul that this is not what you want. If this is the case, at least I have given you the choice.

Moments pass, and you don't even blink. It seems as if my soul doesn't scare you enough to run from me whilst you still have the chance: instead of running, your breath
catches in your throat and you try to kiss me.

I turn my head away, and your anger flares up like a bushfire  I have offended you by refusing your kiss. With a swift move, you kick my legs off from under me, and I hit the
floor, hard.

I groan  this is what I wanted to happen.

You hear it.

You wear shoes, and I feel the hard sole on my neck; you press me down to the ground as if you were about to crush a beetle under your heel, and I can nearly feel the



power flooding your mind, drowning any coherent thought. You will lose control again, and the thought makes my cock bob and my arse clench in anticipation and I cannot
suppress the strangled cry emerging from my throat.

You don't order anymore, you dig your hand in my hair and rip me up and smash me against the wall. You are behind me, and a moment later your arm locks around my
throat, strangling me, making it exquisitely clear who is top and who is not.

Your grip tightens, and I lose my ability to think. Lack of air lets small stars explode in front of my eyes, and if you hadn't held me upright, I would have crumpled to a
boneless heap on the floor. My mind, what is left of it, focuses on my burning lungs and on my cock, crushed against the wall, and is that me, whimpering for more?

You release the pressure, just a bit so I don't suffocate, and your hand slips between my buttocks, your fingers seek the hole, circle it, stroke it. I press my arse against
your hand, and instantly, it is gone. Instead, you touch my cock, squeeze it, hard enough to force tears out of my eyes. You stoke me, lazily, and then you brush your thumb
over my cockhead.

This is better than I have imagined in my wildest dreams.

Suddenly, your fingers are back on my entrance, and they are slick. When you have summoned a lubricant I cannot recall, but without warning, you push inside me, two
fingers at once whilst your arm is still restraining my breathing. With each slow push, you loosen your grip, then you hold, and tighten your muscles until I cannot breathe
anymore, and this makes me harder even, and you push a bit deeper, bring me to the brink, but before I can come, you allow me to get some air in my abused lungs and
retreat again, and I whimper, and my face is sweaty and wet because this is true torture  perfect, delicate, expertly performed torment.

Who would have thought you are capable of this?

You are not losing control; instead, you play me as artfully as a musician plays his instrument, dominating me, pushing me into obedience just like I wanted you to do. I am
half mad with desire already when your fingers push just a little deeper and begin stroking along an especially soft, sweet spot inside me I hadn't even known was there. I
yelp; I freeze. I push back; I impale myself on your fingers, and I hear your soft, triumphant chuckle: your arm around my throat and your fingers up my arse strip me off my
rationality, take away my sarcasm, my intelligence, everything that I am outside of your room.

My body moves of its own accord. My hips buck, I frantically try to bring myself off and swiftly, you slam your elbow hard against my temple. I grunt with pain; I sway. More
stars explode before my eyes, and this time, not because of lack of air.

"Don't move!"

Your words are my order. Although I so very much need to come, I still my movements. I cannot feel you anymore  you have stepped away from me, and the thought of you
leaving me like this, pressed against the wall, my cock dripping precome, my arse slack for your cock, strangles me. Harshly, I gasp in air, my body is shivering and burning
beyond my control. My legs tremble in despair; I lean my forehead against the wall, praying that my poor attempt not to move is good enough for you.

A spell binds my hands, wrists, and forearms to the wall, another one is like a clamp around my waist: now I couldn't even move if you'd allow me to, and the sensation of
being so completely at your mercy forces me to beg. "Please fuck me," I hear myself rasp. "Please, fuck me, please fuck me, please, please fuck me!"

"You want my cock up your arse?" Your voice is silky in my ear, like sweet poison. It drops right into my soul.

"Yes!"

"Why?" you ask, moving closer. You are naked, I can feel your skin against my back and then I feel your cock sliding along my backside. You are hard, and I wish I could
turn so I could see how large you really are before you take me.

"Tell me why!" Slowly, you press the tip of your cock at my entrance; I know you won't continue before I find an answer for you.

"I... need this." I bite out the words. "You can make me forget."

You don't ask what I wish to forget; my answer seems sufficient for you.

Slowly, you enter me, even slower, you begin to fuck me, as I have asked, begged you to do, and it feels so good I have to dig my teeth into my upper arm to keep myself
from screaming out my lust.

I come long before you, but you don't care. Instead of retreating once my lust is stilled, you use me for your own desire, your hair brushing along my shoulders with each of
your thrusts. You are lost in your own world, and I can do nothing but stand there with spread legs and my buttocks spread even wider by your hands, my seed trickling
down my groin, serving as your fuck toy.

I am yours, entirely yours, and this simple fact along with your deep thrusts makes me hard again. When you loosen the binding around my hips, when your hand finds my
cock, your grip surprisingly gentle, I moan with delight  I hadn't expected a second climax, I hadn't considered the possibility this double sensation of getting fucked and
wanked could be so utterly delicious. I certainly hadn't expected you to take care of me beyond your own needs.

You press yourself against me with your full weight, and I feel your cock push even deeper inside me than before. I hear, but don't understand, the words you rasp into my
ear when you come, and then I come, too, for the second time tonight, spilling over your stroking fist.

When my senses drift back inside me, I find myself lying on your living room floor, released from the spells that had held me bound to the wall. Your arm is my pillow, your
embrace is my blanket, and I can feel soft kisses getting gently trailed down my neck.

I tell myself that this is unimportant, that I just allow you to pretend a bit of tenderness would make you less the beast. I try to persuade myself that this here, the moments
after the last bit of afterglow have vanished, is important for you, but not for me.

How wrong I am.

Your heart is beating strongly against my back; you are warm, sated, and sleepy. I can only assume that you would like to stay like this for a little while longer, that you
enjoy, even need the peace after the battle as much as you enjoy and need the battle itself, and so I do not move.

Cradled in your arms, I become aware for the first time of the possibility that this might turn into something a bit more complicated than a mere sexual necessity.

*****

I would like to pretend that from then on, we set up a routine, but frankly, nothing we do fits to that description. Whenever I knock on your door  and I have to restrain myself
from not doing so on a nightly basis  and whenever you decide to open, what happens inside your rooms is far too strange to be described as routine. Each time is
different; each time, I cannot believe afterwards that I allow you to do to me whatever you like, to live out whatever fantasy you might have. I am like an addict chasing after
yet another high, and you are my drug, my sweet release.

Sometimes, you refuse to open; sometimes, I sense your urge to break out of this. When that happens, I wonder if my hook is really as deeply dug in your flesh as I hope it
is, and I turn and go back to my own rooms until a few days later, my need gets the better of me and I come back  and you, luckily, thankfully, open your door again. I
believe that you open up simply because you get hard whenever I as much as look at you across the room, dropping my wards, and allowing you to look behind the mask I
wear all the time, unless I am with you, a willing prisoner in your realms.



Towards the end of the summer, I begin to suspect that there is more between you and me than I care to admit, and I wonder what I should do about it. Of course I could
stop knocking on your door; of course I could find someone else to give me what I need. There are enough people out there who are experts in inflicting pain; I've used
their services before.

On the other hand, our arrangement is convenient and allows me to keep up my other tasks without anyone getting suspicious. We've never talked about it  we do not talk
at all  but I assume you know I am a double spy, being in Dumbledore's service. Or at least you hope I am  I cannot see you taking care of me if you really thought I'd be a
true follower of the Dark Lord.

Why do I think about that now? I have enough other things to do; I cannot afford wasting time with idle wishes. There's a question at hand: should I keep you or should I
drop you? Keeping you might become dangerous if you decide you want more than the occasional shag; in this case, I would have to Obliviate you, and that is always a
tricky thing to do when there are so many memories to be erased. I might do permanent damage to your brain, which could result in someone having a deeper look into
your private thoughts. They might even find out about me, and that, of course, is unacceptable.

Better to keep things as they are. Better to keep you.

I stretch; my shoulders ache from hours of potions brewing. I haven't seen you in two weeks as I've been running errands for the Dark Lord.

I realise that I need to relax, and that you are the one man who can make me forget the entire world.

Frowning, I have to admit that I need to at least hear your voice, maybe catch a glimpse of your face. Whatever there is between us, it has grown stronger, and it scares
me, in ways.

I finish the potion I've invented, write down the formula, and force myself to take a shower before I go and knock on your door. Anything to calm me down a bit  apparently,
the prospect of seeing you after such a long time makes me nervous.

You open up immediately, you practically pull me inside, and I see you have awaited me: more candles than usual are burning, a sweet, fresh fragrance lingers in the air,
and you do not waste any time by asking me what I want. Immediately, you grab me by the shoulders and push me into the middle of your room.

I do not resist you. I never do.

Silently, with a knowing, crooked smile on your face, you stand in front of me, and I wonder what you have in mind for tonight. My cock is getting hard; it never takes long
when I am near you.

You pull something out of your back pocket. It fits into your hand and before I can wonder what it might be, you open your hand and a black, silken band falls out. You
dangle it in front of my eyes; you smile. "Put it on," you say  order  and of course, I do what you want.

The blindfold is cool on my face. Made of silk and magic, it practically becomes part of me once it touches my skin. No way I can take it off without your allowance; no way
to see through it as long as I wear it. There is only blackness, and there are the small sounds you make when you move.

I can hear you breathe, so you must be near me. I expect you to order me to get undressed  it's been a while since you had me strip in front of you, and the memory of your
command voice makes my throat dry with longing.

Minutes tick by, and you don't say a word. I want to shift. I want to push my trousers down, I want you to take me  nothing happens. I do know you are still there, but you
could have fallen asleep by now so quiet you are.

When you talk, you do so right into my ear, and I nearly jump as I hadn't heard you getting that close. "Will you do what I tell you to do?" you murmur, and I nod. Of course
I will. I always do.

"Then cross your arms behind your back and leave them there until I tell you otherwise. Do not speak; do not move. Understood?"

I nod. Yes. And I cross my wrists at the small of my back like I have done before, offering myself to you once again.

When your fingers open the first button of my shirt, instinct tells me to push you away  this game has rules, and one rule is that you have to force me, that you have to make
me surrender with brutality, embarrassment, and harshness. You undressing me as gently as a lover would do is neither. But the rules have changed in the past weeks.
Now, only one rule is valid: your will and your word. If you want this game to be played more gently, so be it.

I hear my clothes drop to the ground and the buckle of my belt hit the planks; the sound makes me shiver. Will you whip me again, will you draw blood, or will you leave me
standing here forever, naked, without granting me release?

I do not know how long I have to wait before you continue, but when you do, you touch me with warm, silken fingers.

I become rigid. I do not want to be touched, not like that, not tenderly, but you have ordered me to stand still, and I have to obey.

Your fingertips circle my bellybutton and wander over my ribcage. They stroke my nipples, and a moment later, your tongue, rough and wet, rasp over them.

Wrong, this is wrong! Tenderness does nothing for me, I want to tell you, but you have forbidden me to speak, and so I remain silent.

And my nipples harden, and my cock does, too.

How strange.

You touch me, caress me; you step around me, and your fingers follow the scars on my back, the ones you have left, and that brings the first moan to my lips.

You never go anywhere near my cock or my arse, and finally, I realise that this is still torture, sweet, tender torture, and that you are not only an expert, but that you know
better what I need than I do myself.

Slowly, my resistance against your touch first withers, then dies. Now I want you to touch me; I want your gentleness, and half expect that you can read my mind and do
just the opposite.

You don't. "Behind you is the bed. Take one step back and sit down."

Surprising, how hard it is to move when blindfolded  hesitantly, I stagger backwards. When I am seated, you step right in front of me and you say, "Open the belt of my
trousers and take my cock out. Suck me. Taste me. Make me hard."

My mouth drops open. You have never allowed me to touch you before  you have always been behind me. Of course I obey, as I will finally get the chance to feel your
cock, to measure it, to find out if it is really as big as it feels when you fuck me.

You taste sweet and wild at the same time, and it doesn't take me long to get you hard. Actually, your cock is already half stiff when I take it out; my lips and tongue and my
fingertips do the rest. Your hands are holding my head tightly at level with your groin, but you don't force me, and you don't move  you let me do as I like, for the first time
ever, and strangely enough, I enjoy it.

You are large; you are hard, and I want to make you come, want to swallow your seed. I want to see you sated. The thought is arousing enough to make me whine in the



back of my throat.

Of course this is not what you have in mind. "Lay on the bed," you order hoarsely and withdraw from my mouth  could it be that you were closer to your climax than you
care to admit?

Your bed is soft, the sheets warmed by a spell. It feels odd not to lay on the ground or to be pressed and taken against the wall  a bed won't leave scratches, a mattress
won't cause bruises.

I feel you getting into bed; I feel your hand on my skin, slipping lower, and finally, you touch my cock. I sigh deep and contentedly.

"Grab hold of the bedposts with both hands and don't dare let go. Understood?"

Of course I do. Instead of ropes or cuffs or spells, you use your words to bind me.

"And now draw your knees up and spread your legs. Spread them wide; I want to see you before I touch you, and want to taste you before I fuck you."

I blush at that, but the harsh groan is mine, too  I am embarrassed as well as aroused. Your wishes in combination with your commanding voice turns me on beyond
reason, and lying on your bed, smelling your fragrance on the pillows under my head, with legs spread wide and you lazily playing with my balls drives me crazy. "Fuck
me!" I want to yell, but I don't  I must not talk, I must not let go of the bedposts, and therefore, I don't.

Kisses on the insides of my legs; kisses on my lower abdomen. Your tongue, circling my bellybutton; your tongue, licking my cock, my buttocks, my hole, your tongue, hard
and eager, pushing inside me and I cannot believe how wonderful it feels. I would have come hadn't you stopped at the last possible moment.

I sob, just like that, sob as if you had beaten me senseless.

"Do you want more?" you ask, out of breath, and I nod. Of course I nod  how could I not want more, how could I want you to stop now?

Metal, cold and surprising, touches me. You place something on my chest, you rub it across my throat and over my lips and along the blindfold that covers my eyes. "That's
a cock ring," you say as casually as if you were talking about the weather. "You will wear it  it's designed to prolong your orgasm. It will hinder you from spilling until I take it
off. Do you want to see it?"

I cannot even nod, but you understand nevertheless and take off my blindfold. Momentarily, the candlelight is too bright, but then my eyes adjust and I see the ring you hold
in your hands and which will go around my member in another moment. In addition, I can finally see your cock, and when you run your hand along your fully hard length, all
I can do is lick my lips, trying not to show how much I want, need you inside me.

You laugh softly, and quite obviously not offended by my visible desire. The ring in your hand seems to call out for me and swiftly, you slide it over my cock down to the
base, where you tighten it with a spell.

I gasp. The combination of leather and metal on my burning skin feels strange, marvellous, and it shows once more the dominance you have over me  you will be even
able to control when exactly I will come. It has happened so very fast, and now you order me to watch whilst you settle between my legs. One hand strokes my cock,
swollen, pulsating, and standing upright like a flagpole. The fingers of your other hand first dip into a lubricant and then you spread the creamy substance over your cock.
The sight alone would have make me spill hadn't my ring prevented it.

Subtle pain; exquisite torture.

Your hands move: one along your length, the other one between my legs. You slip two creamy fingers inside me; slowly, you move, and of course you find my pleasure
spot with dreamlike security. I am so very close to my climax, but I cannot come, I cannot find release because of the ring, and you just go on until I writhe underneath you
like a fish on dry land, my teeth clenched, groaning hoarsely every time you spread my hole a bit wider. Maybe I go mad; maybe you can see it in my face when it is too
much, because eventually, you remove your fingers and let me feel the tip of your cock.

"Watch me take you." Your voice is just a whisper, and I watch, obeying your order and my own need to see our bodies joined. I see you enter me, I see the need in your
face and then I feel you inside me. Greedily, I meet your thrusts. Very soon, you hit the centre of my lust and I cannot remain quiet again. I howl, unable to articulate words,
and anyway, you have forbidden me to speak.

You fuck me for an eternity, far longer than usual. Sweat is dripping off of your face and onto my chest, and I believe, truly believe you will never stop moving, you will never
allow me to come and then, suddenly, totally unexpectedly, something snaps, somehow, something deep inside me breaks and I let go of the bedposts and pull you into a
tight embrace. Briefly, I sense your surprise, but I know that this is how you want it  intense, close, without force, I know it as surely as I know your name. You never wanted
to hurt me; I even believe you never understood why I needed the pain along with the pleasure.

I don't need pain anymore to feel alive; I don't need scars to believe this is real. I only need you.

There are no rules anymore, and this is no game any longer. There is no 'you' and 'I', only a very strong 'us', and therefore, I follow my instincts and wrap my legs around
your waist, I move with you, and when I dig my fingers into your back, when my mouth finds yours, when I kiss you for the first time and you kiss me back I feel your joy at
my actions and see the hope flaring up in your eyes that this might change into something that benefits us both, not only me.

You smile. "Severus," I hear you whisper, and then you deepen the kiss and thrust hard inside me and finally, you vanish my cock ring. I rasp your name, over and over
again and come in long, shuddering spasms like a man in a fit whilst you hold me close, hold me safe. We are one, and I take you along with me, over the edge, into
oblivion.

*****

I wake up in your arms because the mark calls for me. The Dark Lord wants to see me, and I have to obey him.

I would have rather stayed with you.

As quietly as possible I slip out of bed, leaving you behind, fast asleep. I dress, I force the smile out of my face, and I refuse to brush my lips over yours not only because it
might wake you, but because I need to bring some distance between you and me. I must face my mad master with the usual coldness in my heart; if I kiss you, if I as much
as allow my eyes linger on your sleeping body for one more moment, I won't be able to do so.

Something has changed, but I am not yet sure what it is.

The Dark Lord awaits me in Malfoy's mansion, and he is furious: once more, Potter has escaped from one of his traps, once more his plan hasn't worked out. As there is no
one else he can blame, he decides to blame me, simply because he can't accept the fact that it is the boy's destiny to best him.

It is nearly boring to see how predictable the Dark Lord has become. He plots; he fails; he strikes out.

Tonight, I am in the centre of his wrath, which is nothing new, but hasn't happened in a while. Usually, he prefers to torture his lesser followers, believing that I am too
precious to be hurt. Tonight, though, he is too furious to think about my value. He wants to bring me to my knees, and surely, before long, I am on all fours before him.

I welcome the Cruciatus like an old friend. I can handle the pain, and I mainly yell to please my master. The torture won't last long; the Dark Lord is not a man who wastes
his strengths in useless tasks, and torturing me is useless: he knows he won't find any proof I helped the boy escape.



"Legilimens!"

Apparently, my master is more angry than I have foreseen. It is the first time that he combines the Cruciatus Curse with Legilimency on me, and I find the result most
disturbing. The pain rips through me and makes it hard, nearly impossible to concentrate, to obscure his attempts to read my mind.

His mind in mine feels icy and slimy. Like rotten maggots, his searching thoughts creep through my memories, and involuntarily, I shudder  this is bad, really bad, and when
he tightens his mental grip on me, when he strengthens his Cruciatus Curse and breaks a few ribs by doing so, a rush of fear washes through me, strong enough to make
me plead for mercy.

The Dark Lords finds the memories I present him: memories of Lily, of crimes I've committed in his name, of my loyalty to him. He finds my hate for Potter, and he doesn't
find anything else.

I spit out some blood and hope this will be over in another few moments; I have no idea how long I can stand this.

The curse rips me apart. My own screams sound loud in my ears, and when I feel my master's thoughts strengthen, I know someone else casts the Cruciatus so the Dark
Lord can fully focus on his task to unravel all my secrets. Why he thinks I have more to hide than I care to admit I do not know, but it is obvious that today, his intention is to
break me in order to find out what I hide from him.

Unbidden, the memory of your sleeping face drifts through my mind and suddenly, from out of nowhere, I know what has changed between you and me. Cold dread rushes
through me; icy fear captures my heart. I push you as far away as possible, burry the memories of you and me in the back of my head. The Dark Lord hasn't seen you. But
it was close, and I try to flee, try to escape from my master's wrath and his probing thoughts because if I don't, my game will be over.

How blind I have been. I should have known; I should have been aware of the possibility of falling in love.

I'm still on all fours and the cracked ribs make it hard to breathe but thinking is surprisingly easy given the circumstances. Right now, I still manage to feed my master with
useless memories. In another few minutes, though, if he decides to continue, I won't.

I'm surrounded by my fellow Death Eaters; through the darkness I can see their robes swirling up the dust. I can only assume that someone has vocalised his mistrust in
me, and that the Dark Lord, mad with anger because of his failure to capture Potter, has decided to put a bit more effort into torturing me.

I don't care. What I do care about, though, is you. Why did I not see that each time I came to your rooms I allowed you to see a part of me no one else had ever seen
before? Why did I not understand that each time I begged you to take me, you broke through my defences, took away my armour, one layer after the other, until nothing but
my fragile heart was left?

Why had I not foreseen that in falling in love with you I have put you as well as myself in grave danger?

Only moments ago, I was thinking of you, remembering waking up in your arms after a night of dreamless, sweet sleep. Now, with my master's thoughts in my mind, I have
to deal with the consequences: there are many memories of you and me, too many, actually, to hide them all. In another few minutes, I won't be able to withstand the
combination of Legilimency and Cruciatus Curse. He will find you, and he will understand what you mean to me  that you mean everything to me  and you will be lost.
Weakened or not, close to his downfall or not, the Dark Lord will come and take you, he will torture you, and he will kill you.

Unacceptable.

I make a decision, quick and cold-hearted. This has to end now and here  I cannot keep two secrets at once, not secrets as big as mine. I must protect you as well as
Dumbledore's plan to bring down the Dark Lord; I must hide my love for you as well as my true loyalties, or you and the cause are both doomed to death and failure.

I even see the irony. Had you only been my method to get rid of the tension that built up after years and years of neglecting my needs, had you indeed been nothing but the
fish on my hook, my master would have understood, and wouldn't have touched you as he would have seen you as the tool that keeps me functioning.

But you aren't a tool, never have been no matter how much I had tried to believe you were. And my master does not understand love, can neither accept nor tolerate it.

On a low, subconscious level I am glad I don't have time to rip out my love for you, which I would have surely done had there been more time.

The Dark Lord dives deeper into my mind, and for the first time ever, he finds memories I didn't want him to see: memories of my failures, memories of tears shed at Lily's
grave, memories of talks with Albus. Nothing too grave; nothing that would give me away.

Yet. Because now, he knows I do have something to hide, and he doubles his efforts to break me.

I must admit, I didn't expect to die on Malfoy's dining room floor, surrounded by Death Eaters.

I cannot direct his thoughts any longer; I cannot hide my memories any more. My attempts to hide my memories become obvious: I have no other choice but to bring up my
wards, to throw him out of my head. It is the only way to keep my secrets; it is the only way to keep you safe. He didn't know I can block him out; he doesn't know yet that
he won't be able to break through my wards again, not with all his power.

I sense his disbelief and his shock. The Cruciatus Curse stops; silence all around me. All that can be heard are my attempts to get some air in my lungs. My eyesight is
obscured by blood running into my eyes, I stink of sweat and pain, and the Dark Lord knows I am a traitor.

I know what will happen now. Briefly, I regret that I cannot say good bye to you.

"You betrayed me, Severus?" the Dark Lord asks, disbelieving, calculating.

Excited.

"Of course, my Lord." I cough and have to wrap my arms around me for being able to speak, but manage to put a mocking tone in my voice. Even I don't crave to suffer
longer than absolutely necessary, and mocking the Dark Lord is a certain way to make him kill me fast.

Stupid, really. As much as I have wanted to die not that long ago, I would now prefer to survive this sodding war. On the other hand, taking my precious secrets with me is
not the worst choice I have ever made.

Only you can break through the walls I have built around me; you did so, repeatedly. Only you have ever touched my heart. Only you hold my soul in your hands.

From far away, I hear my master cast another Cruciatus; apparently, he already injured me more profoundly than expected.

More curses: my fellow Death Eaters join my former master. My bones break; I feel my skin ripping off my frame, and I cannot stop screaming. In a sick, bitter way I
consider it appropriate that some of the spells that hit me I have invented myself.

My lungs fail to service; my heart stutters, stops, takes another hesitant beat, and stops again. I am sprawled over the floor, covered with my blood, and I hear my fellow
Death Eaters laugh at the sight.

I smile; I die with your name on my lips.



Remus.
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