Chapter 14: Introduction of Daimone Evane Malfoy Guthril d'Laour 

THE NEXT DAY HARRY WOKE up a little late (well, alright, approximately sixteen minutes and thirty seconds late) thus missing breakfast, and was currently skipping steps down the ever-changing staircases, and bounding toward the Slytherin dungeons. 

Harry looked at his Travel-for-Your-Convenience-Snitch-O-Clock—Ah, good, he wouldn’t be late for Potions at all now, he was precisely six minutes early. 

Suddenly, the Gryffindor Seeker collided with something akin to a wall of warm flesh (clothed of course).

"Oh, sorry."

Alright, Harry sighed, make that almost not late, again. 

He certainly hoped Snape wasn’t in the room yet, because, considering the position he was in at the moment with the other person, which was, really, more like a comfortable, soft, warm, fleshy pillow underneath him, the Potion’s Master would have a field day. Considering Harry’s luck though¼ If Snape were to walk out at this very moment he would probably have points docked off of Gryffindor for "attacking" said-fleshy-pillow (that, mind you, was currently groaning from discomfort at suddenly being knocked onto their forequarters). 

"Whtchwhrgongpoty!" came a muffled response, which was, Harry considered, directed toward him, even though he was atop the person, sprawled over their body. But then, who else would it be directed at, unless this person was talking to the floor in which they were squished against?

But the Gryffindor seriously doubted this¼ He hoped, anyway. Otherwise, if they were indeed talking to the floor, he hit them a bit harder than he had originally thought and would, by way of this, have to help them to Madam Pompfrey. Oh joy.

Harry felt his head spinning slightly at the aftereffects of the sudden collision, and leant his forehead against the back of the other person’s head, trying to calm his frazzled nerves. He breathed in the smell of the person below him, exhaling shakily at the exciting aroma emitted from the soft body below; something like fresh mint chocolate-chip ice cream. 

Harry then climbed off the person, only to realize that his fluffy, sunshine-warm, fleshy pillow had suddenly morphed into a blond, snide-remarking, stonehearted Slytherin. Mortified, as well as extremely embarrassed, he quickly jumped off of the said cold-snide-remarking-Stone like he was contagious, only to squeak out—

"Ww-What did you say?"

"I said, watch where you’re bloody going Potter," Draco Malfoy seethed as he turned over onto his back, taking in a few breaths of oxygen after having been thoroughly assaulted by Potter-the-Prude. Supporting himself by his elbows, knees at a 90-degree angle, parted ever so seductively, Harry looked at him with something akin to disbelief (and oh-my-Godric, I did not just enjoy smelling Malfoy—!). 

Serves him right, Draco thought, accosting me and acting as if he wasn’t at fault at all, landing against my back, and just¼ just lying there¼ and breathing on me like¼ Oh fucking Salazar, that’s wrong in so many ways—

Just as soon as he realized something himself (just like Harry had), Draco quickly scrambled into an upright stature (Note to self, Draco thought, Malfoys do not ‘scramble,’ they deject themselves gracefully from their previous position). He began picking up his scattered books that had been thrown so carelessly from his hands when Potter had collided with him, muttering violent obscenities about four-eyed Gryffindor gits and their stupid, fat, pompous head's.

Harry was becoming increasingly agitated with Malfoy’s constant bitching. He struck a pose (Potters don’t pose, Harry. Great, now I sound like that pouf!). Hands on his hips he glared at Malfoy’s angled back–but, before he could think of anything else a stray, very rebellious thought pushed its way to the front of Harry’s mind: the Gryffindor on his back, lying against a warm bed, all the while the Slytherin arching over his body, whispering naughty words against his lips as– 

The Ferret was picking his books up and Harry decided that, yes, gathering his books, too, would be a good way to avoid conversation and rebellious, unthinkable, unsanitary and insane thoughts.

"For Merlin’s sake, I said I was sorry, Malfoy," the Gryffindor shot back, annoyed that he continued with their soon-to-be-pointless bickering. It would be the end of the world if Malfoy discontinued retorting back at him. 

As he was reaching for his inkbottle, slender, white fingers touched his; they belonged to an unknown person who was helping him pick up his scattered belongings. 

Draco turned when he heard someone gasped (Potter, probably, he’s such a—).

Practically screeching in a very unmanly way (wouldn’t have been the first time) Draco’s mouth twisted into what seemed to be an expression of extreme constipation of the nerves and, through clenched teeth, he spoke to one of the two figures on the floor in front of him. 

"What, in Slytherin’s-Magical-Name, do you think you’re doing down there ‘Ane? Get up this instant! This situation is embarrassing enough. You don’t have to give to charity," growled a very disgruntled Draco.

"Didn’t know helping someone out, especially me, was giving to charity, Malfoy," the Gryffindor shot. 

"Shut up, Potter. Just get your things and go¼ find Weasel-bee and your over achieving girl friend."

"You say one more thing about Hermione and I’ll knock you so far—" 

"You and what army? The Gryffin-Powder-Poufs?"

"Why I oughtta—!"

"Ahem," someone coughed from behind.

Both Draco and Harry looked to the young man that had helped the latter mentioned gather all of his things.

The handsome boy held out his hand to the raven-haired one, introducing himself. "Malfoy. Evane Malfoy," the American-Slytherin shook his hand properly before adding, "And you are¼?"

"Uh, sorry," Harry stammered, putting all of his books in one arm, pushing at loose strands of hair and shaking the other’s hand as well as introducing himself. "Harry. Harry Potter."

"It’s a pleasure," Evane concluded with a wink. With that Harry was given the once-over, much to Draco’s distaste and Harry’s embarrassed consciousness.

"Yes, well, as this gathering is so cuddly and warm we need to get to Potions ‘Ane."

"Yes, of course, all in good time, Cousin. So Harry, what’s your next class?"

"Potions," he nodded toward Draco and said, "we’re partners for the next week or so¼" 

"Really?" Evane raised a perfectly sculpted blond eyebrow. "How unfortunate for you. Well, maybe I can just –squeeze– in with the two of you (Anyone for a Harry-sandwich?). I’m sure Drake wouldn’t mind, would you Cousin? ‘Course you wouldn’t. Shall we?" Evane stepped aside like a gentleman leading a lady. Harry blushed slightly, giving a quick glance over to Draco who only rolled his eyes. 

With that the Gryffindor walked into the Potions classroom, followed by two Slytherins; a very odd sight indeed.

Tight lipped, scowling, and too bitchy to be called manly, Draco glared daggers at Evane’s back, whispering dangerously, "You. Are. Pathetic. He’s a Gryffindor for Salazar’s sake!" 

"My, my. Testy aren’t we? What’s the matter?" Evane turned his head to the side, whispering back to Draco as they walked into the classroom, wiggling his eyebrows suggestively. "Can’t share your toys?" 

"He isn’t my toy, nor is he anything remotely close to a possession of mine."

"Well, then you wouldn’t mind if I—" 

"—If you think that I am going to let you torture Potter by getting into his pants you can just forget it. He was mine to torture first." 

Evane eyed his kin suspiciously, then continued with, "Who said anything about torturing? I—"

Horrified, and very disgusted, Draco whispered shrilly, pulling his cousin to the side before continuing on into the classroom, "You. Cannot. Fuck. Potter." He grimaced at just the thought of Evane molesting anything, let alone an unwilling-Potter (Cause, seriously, Draco didn’t think Harry, err, Potter swung that way). Besides... That. Was. Just. Wrong. "Anyway, I highly doubt he swings toward your kind of people, anyway," the Heir of Lucius Malfoy said, stating his earlier thoughts.

The nerve of him. Thinking he can come in here and take over everything that Draco had put his sweat and blood into possessing. Draco Malfoy was here first, damnit! Now his poor-excuse of kin thinks he can just come here, crash into Draco-Male-Slut-Extraordinare’s life, and take away his only worthy opponent? 

Draco seethed (because really, it was all he was profoundly good at) thinking, No, I think not.

"Don’t be over-dramatic, Drakey—" 

"—Don’t call me that—!" 

"—I was merely going to say that I have the feeling it’d be consensual¼ And what do you mean my kind of people?" Evane speculated. 

Draco shook his head furiously and muttered something about being late for their first class of the day and not getting good seats.

Evane rolled his eyes as they entered the classroom where many girls swooned at the duo of Malfoys. Draco sat down next to Harry in the second desk residing in the back, while Evane took a chair on the other side of the Gryffindor. 

The American-Malfoy leant back a little, his forearms and elbows resting on the extra chair to his left, and on Harry’s chair, which was on his right, his eyes clearly following the delicious curve of Potter’s back. He licked his lips and grinned deviously at Draco. "You never were very good at sharing your toys were you?" 

Draco glowered, hissing, "Bastard."

Harry only gave them strange glances but figured it was none of his business while turning his attention to the front of the room where the class instructor would appear. But before his eyes turned completely— 

"Mister Malfoy." That commanding voice could only belong to¼ 

"Professor Snape," the addressed young man acknowledged. At least he could keep his ground in Potions—He was, after all, Snape’s favorite and top of this class; besides that, everyone, even Potter, gave him that much credit.

"Would you be so kind, as to introduce your companion here, to the rest of the 7th years?"

Draco seethed inside. "Technically, sir, and with all due respect to both parties of affiliation, he isn’t my companion. And he really isn’t that much of a—" 

"—I’m Evane Malfoy, cousin of Draconian here," Draco’s cousin cut in.

—Spotlight hog. 

"Ah, another Malfoy. I trust you’ve been properly placed in a House by now?" 

"Yes, sir; Slytherin." The Gryffindor’s among the room rolled their eyes; Well, duh. 

Snape gave him an appraising look. "Tell us, if you will, where is it you hail from, originally?" 

"America—" the room filled with ooo’s and awe’s. Triumphantly, Evane smiled, nodding his head effectively, adding the all-too-well-known-Malfoy-smirk. 

"Well, you’ve come far indeed. Very far. Have you permanently decided to stay? Or is this just a temporary stop, considering you are one of the exchange students?" 

"For now, my family is settling here. We’re currently residing near our relatives. I apologize for not having been in the first few classes of the year, Professor. The headmaster wished us to take your school’s OWL’s and NEWT’s exams in order to know the full experience of Europe’s finest. Both the other exchange student and I had to take them, but I believe the girl, Lola or something, opted to take the optional test PAT’s (Pre-requisite to Auror’s Training), so that’s why she’s absent today."

Many a girl swooned at the soft undertones of Evane’s accent; it was rich in its bass sounds and colorful with its American influence. Evane was the American version of his cousin Draco. Though, his eyes were oddly, different—dark as coal, dark as a night with no moon and skin as pale as an eggshell hue. He shared his cousin’s taste in clothes, his arrogance, his determination and especially his stature; tall, sculpted face, blond hair (though shorter then Draco’s above-shoulder-length tresses), broad shoulders, and slim waist. All the while, Evane had his hair slicked back with gel, as Draco did once upon a time, and his hair’s length went to the nape of his neck.

The room filled with loud whispers. "Alright, hush now. Thank you, Evane." Snape concluded. "Today¼" 

With that Snape went into extreme detail with what concoction they would be making within the next few weeks with their partners and all the rule rubbish that went along with it. He also mentioned something about Muggles and appreciating them.

During most of the class Evane’s eyes lingered on Harry, Harry’s on his desk, his desk (if it had eyes) would be lingering on Draco, who was, in turn, staring at (alright, alright, glaring at) Evane. It was all a very difficult, complex, and all around vicious cycle. 

Once class was dismissed all scrambled for their belongings, gathering into their individual groups and scattering out of the classroom. All of Draco’s friends followed his lead.

Hermione and Ron met up with Harry in the hallway just as he walked out with the two Malfoys.

"It was nice to meet you Harry, I do hope we have the chance to hang out together," Evane said, bowing a bit, in Harry’s general direction, his coal eyes saying more than he let on (but Harry being Harry, you know, wasn’t that quick). 

Ron and Hermione watched the scene unfold (Hermione with suspicion in her eyes, and Ron with outright disgust that this Malfoy was probably [and this was saying something] worse than the original one). 

However, before the Malfoy Duo left Draco added, looking at the black-haired Gryffindor and his cousin, "Yeah, as in with nooses around your necks. Especially yours ‘Ane, you’d look dashing in a cream-hue, don’t you agree Weasley?" Draco gave Ron a sideways glance, knowing full well that he and Granger disliked his cousin about as much as he disliked him. Ron stared, surprised, nodding dumbly after a bit. And with that Draco turned on a cold heel, striding down the corridor to his dormitories without his kin or friends.

Against his better judgement Ron snickered at Malfoy’s (the old one’s) choice of words. It was a bloody brilliant thing to say.

Hermione rolled her eyes at both Ron and Malfoy.

"Com’on, Harry," Hermione called.

Harry nodded at Evane and headed toward his friends without looking back. "Hey guys."

"Hey."

"Hullo, Harry. Who’s your boy friend?" Ron asked curiously.

Harry’s things somehow flew out of his hands, startled at Ron’s question. "B-boy-friend?"

"Yeah, your friend there? You know¼ that new friend you made. Who coincidentally happens to be a boy?"

"Oh. Oh yeah. Evane Malfoy, Malfoy’s cousin from America— Wait a minute, you were in class, you heard." 

"Yeah, but your reaction was priceless, I couldn’t resist after Malfoy— Draco— said that about nooses. It was hilarious!" Ron snickered, walking behind Hermione and Harry, whom were headed toward their Common Room to exchange books for their next class, Care of Magical Creatures. 

"Oh, ha-bloody-ha."

Ron wheezed out breath from laughing so much at the reaction he got from his best friend. 

"Well, in any case, I thought it was funny."

"Of course you did, Ron," Hermione said offhandedly. 

Once they entered the Portrait of the Fat Lady they saw sheets of colored paper posted all around the Common Room. Ron was the first to spy it and pick one up. 

He read it aloud: "Attention all students! During this year’s Yule there will be a Masquerade Ball held here at Hogwarts. All Years are welcomed to join. There will be a contest held for the Sixth and Seventh Years—You and a partner, of your choice, will be judged on you costumes and whoever has the most unique, inventive and original will win fifty points to their House from that of another House of their choice. The Ball ends for Years 1 through 5 at eleven o’clock as it will end at one o’clock for the 6 and 7th Years. All are invited and we hope you have a marvelous winter holiday!"

The Trio’s eyes blinked a few times. 

"Blimey. A Ball? And a Masquerade one at that. I thought when Dumbledore announced it he was only kidding¼"

Hermione took the poster from Ron, scanning it. "I guess not."

"We’ll think about it later, guys, com’on, we’re going to be late for Hagrid’s class." 

And with that they set off toward their respective rooms, gathered their books and headed toward Hagrid’s Hut to begin their second class of the day. 

- - -

Once they made it toward Hagrid’s Hut, Hermione, Ron and Harry spied that their class wasn’t going to be held at Hagrid’s, but, in fact, was going to be down by the lake instead. 

Hagrid had asked his classes to dress in Muggle clothes, or at least clothes that they didn’t mind getting dirty in. Ron was wearing a red and gold Gryffindor Quidditch Fan shirt and a pair of old jeans, while Hermione was clad in jean shorts that went to mid-thigh, and a pink shirt. Harry wore a tight, comfortable, black wifebeater, and worn-out blue jeans, along with a gray, hooded jacket.

"I overheard Professor McGonagall giving Hagrid her permission that he could teach us about infant tortoises today," Hermione politely informed them as they walked down toward the lake where all of the other 7th Year Slytherins and Gryffindors had gathered. Hagrid was there already as well.

"Tortoises? Aren’t those things Muggle creatures?" Ron asked curiously. 

"Yes, but since this week is Muggle Appreciation Week—"

"—What week? In IMWAE (Intro to Muggles & Wizards Alike-the Evolution) it’s Muggle Appreciation Week every class!"

"—Yes, but this week is the official, Ministry-declared, Muggle Appreciation Week. So, in Potions, Magical Creatures, Divination, History, IMWAE, DADA and all the other’s we’ll be doing at least one Muggle practice or learning about something Muggle."

"Not that I don’t appreciate Muggles, cause I do, but I really don’t care, and I quote my dad, about the function of a rubber duck." 

Harry and Ron looked at each other, and Hermione’s puzzled expression, and burst out laughing into hysterics just as they reached the rest of their classmates.

"Really, Ron, I would expect you to be a little more compassionate about Muggle affairs."

"Ah, are the newly weds having a domestic problem?" came a snide voice.

"Shove off, Malfoy," Ron said, glaring, as he grabbed at the sleeve of Harry’s hoodie and pulled him along to the front of the class.

Next to Draco, Evane bowed his head in acknowledgment to Harry. In return, the Gryffindor gave a small smile before being practically thrown forward into the lake.

"A’lrigh’, a’lrigh’, calm down now, calm down. Today, since we needin to be appreciative of Muggle things, we’re gonna study the Muggle creature, the tortiss. Gather ‘round now, gather ‘round."

Everyone crowded in front of the lake’s shoreline and saw about fifty small shell-like animals with little, wobbly legs, crawling to and frau.

"Now," Hagrid started off. "Who can tell me, what Muggles call tortisses besides that name?"

Hermione and Evane were the only ones to raise their hands.

"Eh,.. Evane?"

"Tortoise are also called turtles," the Newly-Sorted-Slytherin answered.

"Well don’, five points ta Slytherin. Now, I’ll put ya into pairs and you can go off, ‘round the shoreline, and pick up and study the little baby turtles. Be very careful, mind you, they are just babies."

With that Hagrid began pairing people off with random others. As he made his way from the back of the line to the front he decided it might be best to put the two Malfoys in different groups.

"Alrigh’, Evane and Ms. Parkinson, an’ Draco an’ Harry."

As Harry rolled his eyes at the predictable pairing, he waited by the shoreline, looking at everyone squatting down and making silly faces at the baby turtles. Harry tried to surpass a smile but inevitably failed terribly.

"Alright, let’s go over by that boulder, Potter, I don’t want to be seen playing with a bloody Muggle creature," Malfoy announced, walking past Harry, assuming he would follow, which he did.

Harry only rolled his eyes but complied. Once he caught up, he stopped and stood next to Draco looking at the lone baby turtle that seemed to be lost from all of its’ brothers and sisters—the infant was a good half-mile away from all of the other students and their little turtles.

Harry tilted his head to the side, glancing at Draco, who was currently squatting down to get a better view.

"Make it come closer, Potter," Draco demanded. The baby tortoise was about seven feet past the shoreline and the Slytherin obviously didn’t want to risk his nicely tailored black trousers and Slytherin House shirt to be ruined if he were to wade into the water to obtain said Muggle creature. 

"Yes, because I control the majority of Muggle Creatures and all. " Draco gave Harry a pointed-look. "Fine," Harry said, not bothering to argue. He took off his sandal-thongs, pushed them to the side with his feet and shrugged off his gray hooded jacket, and waded in toward the baby reptile.

As he slowly approached the turtle, Harry turned toward Malfoy, who was currently gulping back at him, wide-eyed.

Harry turned around and softly touched the infant tortoise. It made a small squeak, and just waded there in the knee-high water looking up ever so sweetly at him. Harry smiled softly, turning back toward Draco.

"Malfoy, come here," Harry said.

Malfoy eyed him critically.

"Com’on, you can always magic your clothes clean if they get dirty," Harry offered, believing Draco to be fearful of ruing his clothes by the stunned look on his face, which, really, Draco couldn’t have cared less. It was Harry he was staring at. Harry and his naked, tan arms (No. No. NO. I will not think of it—).

Draco discarded his shoes and socks and slowly walked forward into the water, which, really, was a tad bit (fucking) cold. His feet slid slowly, and very cautiously, over the slippery pebbles below the surface. Once near Harry, he anticipated a step wrong and would have fallen into the water, completely submerging himself, if it wasn’t for a pair of arms wrapping around him.

His eyes closed at the sudden contact. He leant into the warm body, slowly peering up at his savior.

"You almost fell in," Harry pointed out the obvious. "I just—"

"Yeah," Draco said, stepping back just a little, out of Harry’s arms. "Thanks." The last part was mumbled but Harry caught it and decided against pestering the Slytherin, knowing it probably took a lot to admit to being helped, especially by Harry Potter.

The Gryffindor smiled and merely said, "You’re welcome."

Draco looked around then, seeing if anyone had seen them, but to his relief, no one had.

"Look—" Harry pointed down. "It’s swimming toward you."

"What—?" Just as he started to ask what Harry was on about, he looked down and saw the tiny, little turtle paddling its way toward him. And before he could have jumped back in shock (because, really, he didn’t know what Muggle turtles were capable of), and fall in, yet again, he felt a hand on his lower back.

"It’s alright, Malfoy, it’s just a baby, it isn’t going to hurt you," Harry offered. "Touch it¼ No, slowly, good. Now¼, no! Lightly, Malfoy, how would you like to be manhandled? Good. See, it likes you?"

"Potter, it’s squeaking."

"That means it likes you."

"How do you know?"

"I just do."

"You’re an expert on turtle-behavior, now?" Malfoy said, though his tone seemed more teasing than crude, Harry thought. He even smiled a bit.

"Shut up." Harry blushed.

"Why, Potter, are you blushing?" Malfoy said, smirking and cocking an eyebrow.

"No, it’s just the heat, Malfoy," Harry said, lying through his teeth. 

The CMC (Care of Magical Creatures) class went on for about another half-hour, and all the students seemed to become more attached to their baby turtle, and, in turn, their infant became fond of them, too. Hagrid had to make the babies stay just past the shoreline as the students started to leave.

Harry looked back to where the class was and noticed people starting to depart. He stretched his arms above his head and yawned. "Class is over, we better get our stuff."

Malfoy just stood there, just looking at him.

"Malfoy?"

"Huh?"

"We should get our stuff, class is over."

"Oh, oh yeah." Draco wobbled a bit uncertainly in the water, Harry’s hand going back to its previous position of steadying the Slytherin. 

"Malfoy— We need to go back," Harry stated again.

"Yeah¼" Draco hadn’t heard what Harry said earlier because he had just realized that Harry’s hand was still (oh, now it just left) on his lower back.

"Common," Harry said, turning, but not before giving the baby turtle a little pat. 

Draco looked at the wading turtle and stroked it softly before he turned around as well. But just before he made it to the shore he slipped. Coincidentally, Harry had turned around right at that time, catching Malfoy, but falling backward, with Draco on top.

"Argh! Good-Godric, I swear, if there’s permanent damage, Malfoy, I’m suing!" Harry chided jokingly. His head lolled back. 

This was certainly a very odd entanglement indeed. Harry Potter on his back, against the sandy shore, legs spread to balance himself, hands gripping at Draco’s hips, all the while, Draco, between said spread legs, hands on either side of Harry’s shoulders, face imbedded into the Gryffindor’s neck, inhaling something akin to spiced vanilla.

The scent was making Draco dizzy in the head (Merlin, if someone was to photograph this we would look like lov—)

"My head¼" Draco whined. 

"Your head? What about me? I’m the victim here, you’re the one that landed on me," Harry said, trying to get up, but failing. Draco looked up suddenly.

"What! If you wouldn’t have been in my way, I would have been fine!" Draco said, though he knew Potter was right.

"Yes, and then you would have fallen flat on your pretty-little face and—"

Draco was staring at Harry. Harry got wind of what he had just said and quickly retracted.

"Uh, Malfoy?"

"Huh?"

"You think you could get up? I mean, we’re in kind of a compromising position, and people might just get the wrong idea¼"

Draco caught on.

"Oh, yeah."

They brushed off their clothes, slipped on their shoes and saw that the class had been dismissed albeit five minutes ago and were all headed toward the Great Hall for luncheon. 

"Fuck—" Draco said as they were headed up the hill. 

"What?" Harry asked, stopping.

"Um, I—I forgot my pocket watch. Go ahead."

"I can—"

"—No! I mean¼ Do you really think I want to be seen with a bloody Gryffindor, and Harry Potty, nonetheless."

Harry glared. "Fine, then." He turned around and headed toward the castle.

Draco sighed in relief, turning back, and walking toward the lake’s shore.

Though, knowing better, and certainly knowing that Malfoy didn’t wear a pocket watch that afternoon, Harry turned around quickly and ran back to where the Slytherin was headed, and hid behind the large boulder.

Draco took off his shoes and socks once again, and slowly, with his hands spread out like wings, balancing himself, he walked toward Potter and his baby turtle that was still wading out in the knee-high water of the lake many meters away from its brethren.

"Hey little guy," Draco said to the baby. He looked at it cautiously, and then, ever so slowly, picked it up gently. He then retreated back to the main land, carefully of course.

The Slytherin walked down the shoreline to where all of the other baby turtles were and walked in about five feet. He slowly put his turtle in next to a few of its brothers and sisters and stepped back, observing how happy the little one was to be reunited with his family.

Draco smiled, which was a rarity all in its own, and turned back to face the castle, only to come face to face with one Harry Potter, who was currently holding his shoes and socks, along with a goofy grin aligning his face. 

Malfoy’s face instantly tightened. Shit. Potter caught him having a ‘moment.’

Draco approached the shore.

"Here," Harry said, offering Draco’s accessories to him.

The blond eyed him, not even bothering to put his shoes on and continued walking up the path toward Hogwarts, leaving Harry behind.

"Malfoy!" Harry called, trying to catch up.

"I thought I told you, you didn’t have to wait—" Draco said dangerously.

"Have I ever listened to you?" Draco looked at him, agitated. "Exactly," Harry smiled.

The blond sighed, defeated but determined. "Don’t tell anyone about it, Potter." 

Harry looked at Malfoy knowingly and responded, "Tell anyone what?"

Draco smirked and hit Harry on the back of the head, which resulted in more hitting from the latter and then racing toward Hogwarts.

Their episode was witnessed by only them¼ And someone else with dark-as-the-night-colored-eyes that, if it were possible, would probably have been turning into an angry red, or a jealous-green.
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Review! Every time you neglect to review Draco Malfoy gets bit by a baby turtle, please, think of the baby turtle and the possible incurable diseases (like stubbornness) that Draco has!

