Chapter 18: Meetings

(Flashback from Chapter 17)
‘I’m deathly afraid of water,’ Draco suddenly said, continuing to hiccup. ‘When I was younger- (hiccup) I was punished for any misbehaviors. The punishment was to be submerged in water, until I learned my (hiccup) lesson. I was only about five years of age then.’ Draco looked down, twirling a piece of grass between his fingers. But the only response to what Draco had just shared with Harry was swiftly thought out. 
Draco hiccuped again. 
Harry leaned forward, grabbing Draco’s head, and brought his lips to his own. 
After that, Draco didn’t hiccup any more. 
 

~*~

 

IF SOMEONE WOULD HAVE told Harry Potter that Draco Malfoy would one day save his life, and, in recognition of said life-saver, Harry himself would swoop forward and attach his lips to Malfoy’s, he probably would have called them ‘stupid foggies,’ along with a few other four-letter words at that. 

 

Unfortunately for Harry Potter that was exactly what was happening now. And that’s when he realized he had kissed his arch nemesis. Kissed a boy. But more importantly, he had kissed Malfoy. 

 

The Gryffindor pulled back, his eyes wide in shock at what’d he’d just done. He was fearful of what expression might be plastered all over the Slytherin’s face, so he quickly looked down as his lips left Draco’s. When no punches to his face came, Harry chanced it and looked toward the boy in front of him. What he saw wasn’t something he expected. 

 

The ugly truth of the matter was that Harry had expected intolerable rage, mortification, even a little bit of violence, but when he saw Draco Malfoy’s eyes still closed, a slight ‘o’ to his mouth and quick breaths emitting from his lithe body, he did the first thing that came to mind; pretend it didn’t happen. The Gryffindor summed up everything in him to pretend that what happened wasn’t for what he had done it for. Draco’s eyes opened slowly, like a drunk man opening his eyes lazily, no doubt in an otherworldly haze. Harry’s form quickly turned into one of reserve and cool. He chuckled as Draco gave him a confused look. 

 

“Well,” Harry began. “I got your hiccups to stop.” The Gryffindor was sitting cross-legged upon the bank of the pool while the Slytherin mimicked him. 

 

“W-what?” Draco stuttered. This was probably the first time Harry had ever (never ever!) seen the blond in front of him so at odds with what was around him. 

 

“Your hiccups, I wanted them to stop. I didn’t think making you hold your breath and giving you a glass of water would have helped, especially since you already went into water, possibly drank up a bit, too, while also holding your breath. So, I did the next best thing: I took you (oh, gods) by surprise,” Harry concluded. What was up with him and lying to the Malfoy’s as of late? 

 

“O-oh,” was the only response from the blond. 

 

“Malfoy?” 

 

“Hm?” Draco murmured, looking up slowly; he felt drained, not so much because of what he did (saving Harry’s life) but because he just realized that he didn’t even think about his fear of water until –AFTER– he had saved Potter’s life, after having dove into the deep pond, having faced the Snaggleweed single-handedly, not knowing what was down there in advance. . . After having Harry. . . Potter(!) kiss him. 

 

“You-you’re afraid of water?” Harry’s voice suddenly said, startling Draco out of his reverie. Draco scowled. Was Potter going to make fun of him? Tell the whole of Hogwarts? 

 

“What? Are you going to announce it to everyone at school? Get back some of your own, are you, Potter?” Harry frowned deeply. 

 

“Malfoy, in all respect (Harry stuck out his tongue. Potter! That’s so First Year! Draco accused.) I’m not like you. I wouldn’t use a weakness of yours against you, no matter how much of a stupid ponce you are—now, if, say, you were, or rather, had been a Death Eater last term and I had faced you on that field, yes, then I would have used it against you—to save lives. But, mind you, that isn’t the case here.” 

 

Draco just stared, wide-eyed at the Gryffindor. Fucking noble Gryffindors. And their stupid fucking morals. 

 

“I was just wondering. . . How exactly do you bathe? I mean, if you’re so afraid of water. (Draco scowls menacingly) Don’t get me wrong! I mean, I was just wondering how far your fear went is all,” Harry said. He was genuinely curious of Malfoy’s phobia. Draco sighed. 

 

“I’m not afraid to wash myself, Potter (I think I would be, I mean, touching all that pale naked skin... Harry shuddered, thinking). I don’t take baths, I shower.”

 

“Oh,” Harry said in response. Then, “Wait, were you afraid when we were in Care of Magical Creatures when we had to go to the lake and study the baby turtles?” 

 

Draco rolled his eyes, a shiver passing through him. "That didn’t consist of going under water, and besides, the water wasn’t relatively deep," Draco answered, then added, "Besides, I had the Great Harry Potter with me, so if I drowned you’d come to my rescue like a knight in dark armor." 

 

It was Harry’s turn to roll his eyes and respond with, "It’s a 'knight in shining armor,' half-wit." 

 

"Whatever," Draco said offhandedly. 

 

"Anyway," Harry said sighing. "Thank you, you know, for saving me and all." 

 

"Y-yeah," Draco said, staring at Harry. The Gryffindor popped up to his feet, drying himself off with a charm, and then putting his clothes on (his discarded pants, shirt, socks and tennis shoes). Though, he still shivered, but from the coldness of the water he had just been in, or from Draco’s eyes watching him dress, he wasn’t quite sure. 

 

He really (no, seriously, he didn’t) didn’t want to track that train-of-thought at the moment. 

 

"Um," Harry began, looking around awkwardly. "I need to, ah, meet up with Evane, so, I suppose I’ll see you later, then." 

 

"..." 

 

"Right," Harry responded to Draco’s silence. As he walked away from the pool, he heard rustling. He craned his head back just in time to see Draco finding his wand, spelling himself dry and quickly (but, my gods, enticingly) slipping his shirt on, as well as sticking his feet into carelessly thrown about sandals. 

 

Harry gulped. What in Merlin’s name is this feeling? And for Malfoy of all people?! Harry wondered. 

 

Because he saved your life, because something happened between you two in the changing room at the fabric’s store, and because you liked every bloody minute of it, you pompous-poof, his traitorous, snarky mind answered him back. 

 

Harry mentally told said snarky mind to Buzz off! 

 

The Gryffindor looked back, only to see that Draco was gone and no where to be seen. However, when he turned toward the path, the Slytherin was in front of him, his body a mere inch or two away from Harry’s own. 

 

The blond searched the raven-haired boy’s eyes, observed his mouth, licked his lips. Then, 

 

"Stay away from him, Potter. He’s nothing but bad news, he’ll hurt you regardless if you let him or not." 

 

What the hell was Malfoy on about? Him? Him who? 

 

"What?" Draco saw the confusion in Harry’s eyes. "Evane. Stay away from him." 

 

At that tone, that commanding, domineering, possessive tone, Harry’s loathing rekindled. 

 

"Fuck you, Malfoy! Evane’s been nothing but curteous and decent since I met him. Unlike someone I know who shall remain nameless," Harry bartered, crossing his arms and striking a pose (Potter’s don’t pose! Harry reminded himself, again, but, really, he didn’t care at the moment). 

 

Draco’s nostrils flared, his brows furrowing, while his lips became a tight line. Potter really didn’t know what Evane was capable of, and he sure as hell didn’t notice the ways the American Malfoy had been leering at the Gryffindor. The stupid plebian. 

 

"No, Potter, fuck you. You’re as daft as always. Thinking he’s a fucking gentleman," Draco said, stalking toward The-Boy-Who-Lived, thus making said boy step rearward until his back hit a very large willow. The two young men were cascaded and hidden by the willow’s branches, curtained in it. Once Harry’s back hit the trunk of the tree, Draco pressed up against him, much like he had done in the changing rooms earlier that day. 

 

"Tell me," the Slytherin began, one hand resting on the raven-haired boy’s hip, the other, caressing his cheek. "Tell me exactly how you envision Evil. Describe it so I can practically see it for myself." 

 

"W-what?" 

 

"I want you to tell me exactly how you see Evil. Is it scary when you look at it? Does it make you cringe?" Draco said, his breath ghosting over Harry’s lips. "Does it make you tremble?" 

 

Harry shivered. Those full lips were only an inch away. 

 

"I-I don't," Harry stuttered, again. 

 

"Well?" Draco said, his eyes narrowing. He let his head fall down, near Harry’s neck, smelling him, delighting in the intoxicating essence that the Gryffindor gave off. He couldn’t resist it any longer, he licked at the spot where neck joined shoulder, and Harry gasped at the contact. 

 

"I-I don't think... I mean, I think evil's, it’s, gods, it’s..." Harry stammered, Draco’s ministrations to his neck demanding all attention. It didn’t get any better when the blond made one simple brush, particularly dominating and hard, up against Harry’s crotch with his own pelvis. 

 

"Ahh, I-I think, I think it’s ugly, and, and gruesome, horrible, fu-full of, of hate, violence, destruction, lust." 

 

"Mmmm," Draco said, his teeth catching an earlobe, effectively purring. "Lust," the blonde repeated sensuously.

 

"I-I, Mal-Malfoy! What, (Harry gulps) what are you—" Harry hissed when he felt Draco’s hands on his ass, kneading, squeezing, claiming. 

 

"I still don’t think you know all the ways Evil can be; I'm not convince," Draco said, then, shortly after, adding softly, "Convince me, Harry."

 

"Oh Godric," Harry didn’t realize his own hands were wandering around Draco’s back, trying to slip into his shirt, searching for warm flesh. "I-I, no, it’s, it’s ugly, it’s..." 

 

"Evil, Harry, is usually depicted as such. However," Draco said, leaning back, leaving his forehead to rest on the Gryffindor’s. "But it can also be beautiful."

 

"W-what? N-no. It’s.. It isn't!" The-Boy-Who-Lived tried to say but couldn’t find the words as he felt, as well as saw, the blonde’s tongue sneak out of his mouth, to moisten said Slytherin’s lips. 

 

"Of course it is. You didn’t honestly think that Evil is merely ugly, gruesome and lustful, did you?" Draco replied, rubbing his cheek against Harry’s, both hands now on the latter’s hips. 

 

"Well, I.."

 

"Well you...," Draco mocked. "You think just because Voldemort was ugly, crazy, violent and lustful of power that that is what Evil is. You have no idea what forms Evil comes in then. Mmmm, Evil, Potter, can also be seductive, tempting, alluring, sensual, rousing," Draco enunciated his last word with a stab of his hips against the Gryffindor’s. 

 

"Evil, my very daft friend, is something that wants to tempt you, steal you away from The Light and will do anything and everything in its power to do just that. It will prod at you, learn of you, remember you.. It’s something that is so bent on luring you into it’s clutches that it’ll take on not just an ‘ugly’ form, but also one that’s ‘appealing.’ It likes that, you know. To trick your mind into thinking you can trust it just because it’s beautiful, because it’s pretty, clean and.. safe looking. 

 

"Then when you think you’ve got it pinned down to something you can trust, it pounces, digs its claws into your flesh and drags you down to hell with it. Until you are no more innocent than a cheapened whore." 

 

Harry didn’t know how to react, what was Malfoy trying to say? Why did only two things matter in this moment? (Mostly) Draco’s body, and (a little bit of) what Draco was saying? 

 

"Wh- What? Are you trying to tell me not to trust you, because you’re beau-" Harry caught himself before he could finish the word. He would not admit he found someone, let alone a boy, (let alone Malfoy!) attractive. Because- Because he didn’t. He really, really didn’t! 

 

"Mmm," Draco purred. His fingers looped themselves in the belt hoops of Harry’s jeans, pulling The-Boy-Who-Lived’s hips to his own, slowly rubbing up and down. "I’m not beautiful, Potter. You should know that by now. I’m polluted, dirty- I’m not something to love, to like or even to admire. I’m nothing. But you.. You are something Evil pinpoints to corrupt, to take and claim. You are the epiphany of good, it’s rival sister. You stand for everything it wants to take down, everything it wants to ruin and destroy. Your righteous morals, your heroic way of thinking, your untarnished innocence.. your fucking perfect body-" Draco trailed off as his lips drifted closer and closer to Harry’s. 

 

Both of their mouths were quivering, wanting to close the gap that seemed like miles between them. But Draco pulled back, away from Harry’s lips, his body, away from Harry himself. He wouldn’t, couldn’t allow himself to touch Harry. To taint him. He, Draco, was dirty and had been used by Evil, where Harry was clean and untouched by it. 

 

"Stay away from Evane. I won’t warn you again, Potter." And with that, Draco walked (albeit shakily) away into the forest, as if he knew where he was going. 

 

As he made his way, more thoughts jumbled together with his current ones.

 

He knew he was late. She was surely going to hang him by his toes until he came up with a good enough excuse as to why he was tardy for the final meeting before the ball preparations began. That Hermione Granger, Head Girl, was something to fear alright. 

 

But for some reason.. Draco was more afraid of something else rather than an angered frizz-ball. What that something else was, he wasn't quite sure of yet. And so, he walked away toward Hogwarts. Toward a more than likely angry Head Girl. And away from one Boy-Who-Lived.

 

If Draco believed he was the only one confused, he had another thing coming. For having left when he did, did nothing to answer any of the questions racing through the boy who he had left behind's mind. 

 

Harry Potter felt weak kneed and very, very perplexed. No one had ever been that upfront, honest, forward with him. No one ever did affect him quite like Draco Malfoy. But, Harry being the stubborn ass that he was, would not (never!) let Draco tell him who he could and couldn’t hang around with. 

 

But.. What if.. And why did he make me feel this way. . . Harry thought as he walked back onto the Hogspath, to the Hogwarts Entrance. 

 

To Evane. 

 

- - -

 

{Dinner Time in the Great Hall}

 

"Hey, Draco!" a voice called from the Hufflepuff table as Draco Malfoy and Hermione Granger entered the Great Hall, having just finished their Head Boy and Girl meeting. 

 

"Oh, hello, Jean-Claude," Draco nodded courteously. The Hufflepuff motioned for him to come over to his table for a small chat. The Slytherin winked at Hermione, giving her the ‘get-go’ to the Weasle (Weasley! Draco scolded himself now) and Potter. 

 

It was odd, having been told he was to be Head Boy and would thus have to work with Hermione Granger, Draco had found that he had a lot of growing up to do. Hermione, as he had tentively began to address her as now, went straight for the jugluar when their first meeting had rolled around. She stated that regardless of past indescrestions, they, as Head Boy and Girl, needed to do what was best for the school and communicate appropriately. 

 

So naturally, there was a load of four letter words said and a few 'mudbloods' and 'arrogant-snide-remarking-selfish-bigoted-jerks' were let loose. However, once they got that out of the way they began to work together quite beautifully. Draco had even taken to ask what was happening in her personal life one day; referring to the Weasle King. She blushed and tried to avert the topic but to no avail. So the Prince of Slytherin decided to take action and form his own little plan as a way to help his new found confidant out. 

 

The Plan: Make Weasle jealous and to shine some light into his eyes as to what he's missing in his pathetic excuse of a life.

 

And that plan would take affect during tonight's dinner.

 

After having nodded a goodbye to Hermione, Draco was near the Hufflepuff table. 

 

"Was there something you needed, Jean-Claude?" Draco asked the 6th Year. Jean-Claude Diggory greatly resembled his late brother, Cedric Diggory (who had died by the hands of Voldemort and his minions, the Death Eaters, his fifth year), mostly in his handsome features and virtuous mannerisms and beliefs. He was 16, tall (just south of 6 feet), blue eyes, sandy-brown hair and a smile girls swooned for. Jean-Claude was currently dating a 6th Year Ravenclaw by the name of Luna Lovegood.

 

However, if a pair of eyes happened to be observing Jean-Claude smiling at Draco handsomely, they would definitely get the wrong idea. Especially if those eyes held a jealous tint to them unknowingly. And that’s what Harry Potter’s eyes were perceiving right at that very moment. 

 

Jean-Claude’s attracted to him, but who wouldn’t be? Draco’s gorg— ! Harry caught and shook himself. Just then, Draco (who was still talking to Jean-Claude at the Hufflepuff’s table) sat down next to Jean-Claude, still speaking quietly, smiling every now and then. The Hufflepuff said something humorous, and the Slytherin laughed, his face tilting as a genuine smile lit his face, strands of hair falling out of place. Jean-Claude’s hand came up then and brushed them back, continuing to talk to Draco. 

 

The Slytherin seemed completely unfazed by this. And that’s about the time Harry lost it. 

 

Why are you touching him? Who the hell gave you permission to- Don’t touch him again! Harry suddenly thought about Jean-Claude. Why is Malfoy letting him touch him? Draco, still at the Hufflepuff table stood up finally, but instead of going back to his own table, he went up to the teacher’s table, speaking quietly to Professors McGonagall and Snape. Next thing, both McGonagall and Snape were nodding their heads at each other and then to Draco, who, in turn smiled, and seemed to thank them. The Slytherin then went by the Hufflepuff table, put his hand on Jean-Claude’s shoulder, whispering into the 6th Year’s ear and then nodded to a few other people around the vicinity. 

 

Next thing Harry knew Draco Malfoy was headed for Gryffindor’s table. The Boy Who Lived’s eyes grew wide, and he started to shake as his palms became sweaty. With their backs to the approaching Slytherin, Hermione Granger and Ron Weasley were oblivious as to what was (supposedly) going to happen. 

 

"Harry? You alright?" a voice came from the Boy-Who-Lived’s left. It was Lulabelle. 

 

"I— Yeah," was all he responded with. Hermione, Lulabelle and Ron gave Harry quizzical glances, Hermione and Lulabelle’s eyes narrowing in on something no one else seemed to see. 

 

Suddenly, a voice ‘ahem’d’ from behind. Most of the Gryffindor table turned to the sight of the Infamous Slytherin, Draco Malfoy directing his attention to four of Gryffindor’s occupants. 

 

"Get lost, Malfoy," Ron said automatically, turning back to his food, figuring the irritant would leave soon enough. No one was dumb enough to come to the Gryffindor table if they were in Slytherin. "As much as I'd love to swap predictable commentary with you, Weasle-y," Draco said, quickly adding the ‘y’ with a raised eyebrow from Hermione. "I’m not here to pester you-" 

 

"-for once," Ron added. Draco bit his tongue at that comment. 

 

"I’ve come for Hermione." About that time, everyone stopped eating, looking at him. Even Ron. 

 

"W-what?" Ron stuttered. 

 

"I’ve come for Hermione," Draco repeated. Then he turned his attentions solely to the girl next to the rodent. "Hermione, I’ve gotten the ‘okay’ from the professors to use the Heads Common Room right now, shall we?" Draco said, swooping to his side as to let a lady pass. "Professor Snape said it was alright to bring our food, too." 

 

"Oh, good," Hermione said. Draco and her had talked about this earlier, eating together and discussing Prefect/Head Boy/Girl duties. 

 

With that the Head Girl got up from her spot with her friends and took her tray along, walking beside Draco toward the exit. 

 

"Bbut, Hermione! Where the hell are you going?!" Ron shouted. 

 

"To the Prefect’s and Heads Common Room with Draco," she answered. 

 

"With, with him!" Ron almost screeched. 

 

"Yes, with him." 

 

Ron’s eyes bulged out. If Malfoy tried anything (anything!) with Hermione he’d beat that little blond shit to a pulp. 

 

"It’s too bad you aren’t a prefect anymore, Weasley. You get all kinds of perks nowadays. Anyway, don’t worry," Draco said, settling his hand on Hermione’s shoulder. "Jean-Claude and a few other prefects will be with us as well." Ron seemed to visibly relax. Draco’s head cocked, as a mischievously-wicked plan settled in his head. He could kill two Chasers with one Bludger.

 

"However, how I’ll be able to keep my hands off such a lovely, very single, young woman such as Hermione (Hermione blushed at Draco’s words as well as the hand that came to rest on her hip), I don’t know." And with that Draco left, smirking as his new comrade turned scarlet but giggled all the same. Ron’s eyes were practically popping out, his mouth agape and silently fuming. Harry’s eyes were narrowed, mouth drawn tight and extremely agitated himself. 

 

Two Chasers, one Bludger, Draco cackled to himself. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

~*~ 

 

 

 

Every time I neglect to update... Draco thinks he might love Pansy! WAH! Help Draco keep his homosexuality intact!

 

Review!

