Happy Valentine’s Day

"What were youwdoing?" Sirius explodes, flapping a wet sleeve at Remi®, is by turns going pink, green,
and now a sort of gratifying purply-red. With blagleckles. It looks to Sirius like he might actyalirow a
punch, which might be the only bright spot in thiterly crap day in this utterly crap month of titeerly crap
existence of Sirius Black. "Running an egg-and-sp@ee with an inkwell?"

"What wasl doing?!" Remus snaps, yanking the straps of fgssbat as if he can retroactively protect his
precious books from the rain of ink that has alyeslajhtly destroyed them. "I wasunding a corner, you
ridiculous -- what wergou doing?!"

"Working out some tension," Snape puts in, blottlegjcately at the bleeding corner of his mouthveatdirty
sleeve. "Getting his feelies in where he can,"dasaat which point Sirius, who is in the moodebHis elbows
do the talking, steps on his foot and knees hithéneck when he goes down, which effectively ends
conversation that was most likely going to a daadl@yway. "Gurghk,"” Snape says, though he no doubt
means to say something else.

Remus' fingers tremble. Swinging heavy book-bagg; ruined by an overabundance of ink anyway, ihto t
side of Sirius' head has never solved anything.pgubaps it has never solved anything because Reasus
never actually tried it before. Torn between twstimcts -- the pacifism to which he reverts wheme&igus
makes him livid and the little twitching in all hisuscles thalets him knowjust how livid he is -- Remus
grasps at a random third option and hopes for éisé b

"Bugger -- bloody -- gerroff!" Sirius yelps. By tlsheer brunt of Remus' forearms -- which have adway
pretended to be noodley by looking noodley but heasxer been anything less than unflinching mantstde
finds himself lifted three inches into the air aradnked most unceremoniously backwards. And awayndtes
with the most regret, from Snapése which it is hissupreme duty to kick ten timesin.

"Gurghk," Snape says again. Remus is quite sudoésnot mean to say thank you kindly, Mr. Lupin.

"Sit," he bites out at Sirius, who, crippled by fgears of being a dog, does so automatically ledfaping
upright again, crimson with rage and embarrassn@rdpe recovers just enough to wheeze out a "good
puppy,” which requires Remus to launch himselfiati§$ again and employ the Forearms of Iron. Ir fee
nearly has to employ the Tackle of Iron to stopuSirfurious flailing, and Snape takes advantagief
temporary lull to Faff Off, though not before tréagljudiciously on Sirius' fingers. By the time tHest clears,
Sirius is slouched against the wall of the hallwssgthing with wronged innocence and sucking flgratehis
knuckles, and Remus has even more ink up his nasésdeeling extremely homicidal, perhaps evenersar
than the time of month requires.

For a moment they both just sit there, breathindyraursing their various wounds, and then Remus says
hoarsely, "What is your problem? Do you want tda@detention for a thousand years?"

"Oh, bugger off,” snaps Sirius, "you insufferabtegboder. Snape never tells anyone, | always heatrke up
between his shoulder-blades and who'd go abouttslng that! Why don't you go practice your
vegetarianism, or whatever it is you do?"



They cannot get in a fight, Remus reminds him3éiey cannot get in a fight because if Sirius dd=dnes
would be very upset. It might even negatively dffés elaborate Valentine's-Day plans, and then iawould
be Persona Non Grata in the Potter-Evans housébr@der and ever, and would never meet their aderab
redheaded babies with enormous glasses and quadatiapers. They cannot get into a fight bec&esaus
does not get into fights; Remus does not get igtat$ because the idea of fights makes his storfaaaty itself
a gymnast; Remus does not get into fights becagisidés not have the constitution; though sometimes
adrenaline takes over and he forgets that. Th&igd worries him. But they cannot get into a figk¢mus
reminds himself. He has ink up his nose, his hedréating too fast, the moon somewhere beyondkés
pulling at his joints, and they cannot get intoghf. They can't even have a bit of a row. Theytaaren have
words. What Remus must do is Bugger Off and GotRratlis Vegetarianism Or Whatever It Is He Does --
more along the lines of Sneeze Out Ink For A MoR#rhaps -- because they cannot get into a figlall ktheir
years -- even when Sirius flushed all of Remuskeutinihgs down the toilet, even when Sirius told @nabout
everything he'd promised never to &llyone about, even when Sirius was at his most misei@idetherefore
at his most insufferable -- they have not gottda anfight. It's been an unspoken rule, an accegtedtant of
life. Remus Lupin does not get into fights. Otheople get into fights. Remus Lupin is a no-fighh@oRemus
Lupin is neutral ground. Remus Lupin buggers off.

Except Remus Lupin feels suddenly the explosivejdaaing pressure of reversion, of turning backnn o
himself, of crumpling like a wrapper, of being laglsand doing nothing, of watching a thousand arefigits
between James and Sirius and seeing them be latllb@gause of it and resenting how easy it isHent to do
anything, everythingright. Kiss. It is easy for other people to fight. Even in thiement, with his stomach
doing handstands and triple backflips and upsiderdsplits, Remus Lupin wants to fight about nonigeable
to fight.
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Cowritten by idorkorific and-Q-Iadviaida.
-Q-dorkorific specializes irgirius; Qlady'aida specializes ilRemus

-Q-dorkorific is Mlle. Artiste ; Qlady'aida is Mlle. Bits-n-bats.

The handwriting of Remus J. Lupin, Severus SnapelJames Potter is done iglady'aida.

The handwriting of Sirius Black, Peter Pettigrevd &iily Evans is done byrldorkorific .
Don't worry; Peter won't be stupidifie@irust us on that one.

We would like to take a moment to tha&wind'inn for leaping down the stairs wi?&lady'aida‘s bra on his head.

all characters herein are the intellectual propeftyk. rowling, scholastic and warner brothers.



