Chapter 20: Entries & Questioning of a Slytherin 

THE DAY SEEMED TO STRETCH on forever. It was like Sunday would never end. It was like Harry Potter would have to endure the knowledge of Draco Malfoy almost being drowned by his own flesh, Evane Malfoy, in the lake until the end of time. 

It was a little over two hours ago that Harry had accompanied Draco, Professors McGonagall and Snape, along with Headmaster Dumbledore, up into Hogwart’s Infirmary. He still couldn’t decipher exactly why he acted the way he did. But then again, maybe he did know why. He knew he would’ve helped, saved even, anyone in Draco’s position. It was just a part of who Harry Potter was. 

Even if Harry wasn’t or hadn’t been The-Boy-Who-Lived and Defeated-the-Dark-Lord, he still would have watched out for others in trouble. It had been inherited by way of his Gryffindor Alumni parents, Lily and James Potter. After all, Lily and James, themselves, fought against Voldemort, escaped him numerable times, and outwitted their peers in school as well. Lily even helped Remus Lupin when other’s looked down upon him, all the while looking out for Severus Snape as well when James and Sirius Black played all those cruel tricks on him. James would, as well, always help his friends out, and, when the instinct arose (which it did) he’d save someone else that he wasn’t particularly fond of in a moment of crisis (i.e. Snape when he was lured down the secret passage way to the Shrieking Shack by Sirius and James). 

But Harry couldn’t help but feel something else was put into the rescuing. When he’d figured out who the person was, that it was Draco Malfoy (of all people!) being shoved mercilessly under water, he couldn’t help but feel a rise of anger and protectiveness. Though, he didn’t understand why. Maybe it was due to the fact that Draco had saved Harry’s life the day before at Lily Glenn, when he didn’t have to, when it wasn’t something the Slytherin had to do. Yet, do he did. He saved a person who had saved their very own life time and time again, yet was completely helpless when it came to stupid plants. So, it continued to irk Harry to no end that he could take down the evil, conniving War-Lord, Voldemort and face a slew of said evil-doer’s pawns, also known as the Death Eaters –BUT– he couldn’t even handle Snaggleweed, a stupid (fucking stupid) batch of seaweed on steroids, that thought (the damned plant actually thinks!), ‘Yes, this seems like a fish, lets grab it and strangle the bloody thing to death (aarrgh!).’ 

Then again, it also amazed the Gryffindor that he could go up against evil and defeat it, but he still had to face (and had yet to conquer) his insecurities about himself, homework, girls, his own attractions and Professor Snape. It was all really rather disturbing. Unfortunately, as of late, Harry couldn’t bother to think of those things. His mind was solely on one thing and one thing only; Draco Malfoy. He didn’t know why he was so fascinated with the blond, but he was. 

Though, Harry dubbed it was probably due to the fact that said Gryffindor had acquired the Slytherin’s journal a few weeks ago. Since then he’s had nothing but Malfoy on the brain. He had so many questions he wanted to ask, but he didn’t dare. If he did, Malfoy would get increasingly suspicious, which would ultimately lead to one Harry Potter’s untimely death, or perhaps the fact of why the Golden Boy of Gryffindor had his counterpart, the Silver Hellion of Slytherin’s, journal. Which, really, he wasn’t quite ready to give back. 

Harry was now seated in the Gardens of Eden, near the sculpture of Eros & Psyche, just a few feet away from the Forbidden Forest and a couple of steps west of the Hogwarts Lake. In his hands was the dark blackish-green leather-like bound journal. The last time he had read a journal entry he had marked the page so he could finish that section. Harry sat down on a large, two-person swing that hung from an old oak that was just on the shoreline of the lake and the Gardens. He positioned himself on the swing and opened the journal, beginning to read. 

- - -



June 17
Today Daphnia had a meeting with the Ministry Officials for Salazar knows-what reason. She’s been going to these meetings since she adopted me and I moved in. I asked her once why she took so long when she went to the meetings. 

She answered, ‘Oh, it’s nothing Draco. Really. It isn’t that important. Just some conversations about silly financial arrangements and the like. Most of it’s about Lucius and Narcissa’s Will and what goes to whom. Nothing to titter on about, dear.’ 

The funny thing is that I never asked what it was about, just what took her so long. That’s when she brought me into my suspicions. Now I want to know what they’re about, and why I can’t go along with her since she’s ‘discussing’ my parent’s Will. But no, I ‘shouldn’t bother’ myself with such things, I need to ‘recover from’ my loss, and ‘rejuvenate’ my energy for my last year at school. I know something’s going on, but I’m not sure what. But I intend to find out. 

This would be so much easier if I was invisible, if I had a way to become invisible. That was always my Christmas Holiday wish, to become invisible, even if it was just for a few hours. I don’t know why, but being invisible, to me, I think, suits me. That’s all I am anyway (. . .was, still am) I suppose. 

When my parents were alive I’d wish and wish and wish to be unseen, because that’s how I felt when they were around; unseen. My father was always too busy to pay me any mind, attending Death Eater Get-Togethers and going on ‘holiday’ almost weekly to France or Belgium (even the States a couple of times). 

Mother was usually having parties of her own or attending one. At school it was the same. I mean, I had Pansy, Blaise, Crabbe, Goyle and a slew of other people, but, I don’t know, I still felt invisible. Maybe because they saw me as Lucius Malfoy’s son; wealthy, charming, appealing, handsome. . . Did I mention rich? It seems that that’s all people wanted from me, so, I suppose that’s why I picked on Potter and his friend’s so much. At least Potter had the decency to see me. Even Weasley and Granger acknowledged my presence. 

And Salazar, how I craved it. 

It was unfair really. That Potter had friends like Weasley and Granger and I didn’t. I mean, I do have friends, but friends that would put their very own lives on the line for my own like Weasley, Granger and Potter would do for each other? It just doesn’t make sense and it’s unfair! 

Potter’s father was from a well-known, well-respected, Pureblooded family. I come from a well-known, well-respected, Pureblooded family. We’re both rich, both the same age, attend the same school. Hell, we (as vain and as gay as this sounds) are both good looking and could have all ages, sexes, species (for crying out loud!) fall at our feet. Yet he’s allotted friends like Granger and Weasley and I’m not! 

Then again, I suppose it’s only expected. We are, even though a lot alike, both opposites. Where he adorns dark, thick, messy hair (as I’m told, I’ve never actually bothered to look before), I have light, fine and well-tamed hair. 

He has a darkened peach color to his skin where I’m porcelain. 

His eyes (again, as I’m told, I’ve never actually seen them up close) are like shining studs of emerald, where I have shallow-water colored eyes. 

He’s a Gryffindor, I’m a Slytherin. ‘nuff said, as some muggles say. 

It’s odd. It’s like we were made to offend the other. Heh, the funny thing is that I’ve heard Pansy comment, millions of times, that Potter and I don’t ‘offend’ each other, but we ‘compliment’ the other. What she meant by that, I’m not sure. 

Ah, I thought of another difference. I’m cultured, and he’s not. Stupid prat. He needs to learn of the Aristocratic side of the Wizarding World. I wonder if he plays an instrument? (sigh) 

Back to being invisible. When Mother and Father were gone I was usually left at home, up in my room, either reading or practicing on our Grand Piano. Which was quite often now that I think about it. Father told me that our Grand Piano was passed down from Great Grandfather Donavan. Later, when I was about 16, I did a little family research and found out when and by whom piano’s were made. Turns out the piano is a Muggle contraption. Built by a Muggle, for the Muggles. Anything that’s made by a Muggle, I’ve come to call it being ‘Muggleized.’ It fits I suppose. 

Anyway. . . Daphnia left a large manila envelope in my room, inside that was a smaller cream one. On the manila a Ministry Official wrote this: 

‘Messer Malfoy, your mother and father wrote this to you, I am not sure when, but it was put in their personal vault and asked to be given to you if they were ever to meet an early demise.’ 

Lovely, I mean, their demise, how sympathetic can the Ministry get, huh? Anyway, the smaller envelope had my full birth name on it, in my father’s handwriting, signed on the crease in the back it said, With Eternal Love, Father (he signed) & Mother (she signed as well). 

This was what they left me: 

‘If I’m gone when you wake up, please don’t cry
And If I’m gone when you wake up, it’s not goodbye
Don’t look back at this time as a time of heartbreak and distress
Remember me, remember me, because I’ll be with you in your dreams
I’ll be with you 

‘If I’m gone when you wake up, please don’t cry
And if I’m gone when you wake up, don’t ask why
Don’t look back at this time as a time of heartbreak and distress
Remember me, remember me, because I’ll be with you in your dreams 

‘Don’t cry, I’m with you, don’t cry, I’m by your side
Don’t cry, I’m with you, don’t cry, I’m by your side
Even thought my flesh is gone
I’ll still be with you at all times
Even though my body’s gone
I’ll be there to comfort you at all times 

‘If I’m gone when you wake up, please don’t cry
And If I’m gone when you wake up, it’s not goodbye
Don’t look back at this time as a time of heartbreak and distress
Remember me, remember me, because I’ll be with you 

‘I don’t want you to cry and weep
I want you to go on living your life
I’m not sleeping an endless sleep
Cause in your heart, you have all of our good times
All of our good times 

‘Cause if I’m gone when you wake up, please don’t cry
And if I’m gone when you wake up, it’s not goodbye
Don’t look back at this time as a time of heartbreak and distress
Remember me, remember me, cause I’ll be with you in your dreams
Cause I’ll be with you in your dreams’(1) 

As I read the poem they had written to me, I realized I was reading it from a younger age, like I was seven or eight years of age all over again. 

Anyway, I won’t lie, when I first read that I did cry. And I wouldn’t come out of my room for a week. It’s funny, I never actually thought about my family’s good times until now. 

They, my parents, never treated me invisible when I was younger. They were always around when I was an infant, a toddler, a child, a pre-teen, even up until I went to Hogwarts. After that though, we spent less and less time together. 

I remember once when Mother told me a funny story about when I was about eight years old. I had asked her what my first word was and she told me it was ‘vegetable.’ I made a face at that because I absolutely despise vegetables of all kinds. She laughed at me, telling me that I hated them when I was a baby, too, as well as when I was in her stomach. She said that whenever she had carrots, string beans, corn or any other vegetable that she would end up throwing it up later that day because I ‘didn’t seem to agree with vegetables’ when I was growing inside of her. At that, I blushed. Mother said that I didn’t come out and actually pronounce ‘vegetables’ right either. I was somewhat shocked at this, considering I thought I had a vast vocabulary ever since I ‘popped’ out of mum.To my utter horror, she said that I said vegetable like this: ‘vegaba—vege de ba.’ Mother had a fit just reminding me. I suppose it was also due to the fact that I looked like I swallowed a sour tart at the thought of not being able to enunciate words at the tender age of 8 months. Alas though, when Mother was in the middle of telling me my first word, Father came in. 

He asked us what we were talking about that got Mum all crazy in the head with laughter. I told him it was because she was reminiscing my first word. And with that said, Father began to chuckle as well. 

Father sat down after that, next to me, telling me more stories of when I was younger. One particular story stood out, though. He said that one day I came home with Mother and it was raining out, when we got inside, I ran up to him and told him that there were stringy, spaghetti things out on our path where all the carriages stopped. He told me that they were called worms. I got wide-eyed at that and asked him what worms were doing on our pathway. He told me they were there so they wouldn’t drown in the earth when all the water was soaked up by the soil. But (and he just had to add this) most worms didn’t live long because our carriages killed them when we left or came home from somewhere. 

From what I can gather, I ran outside into the rain, looking around for worms. I gathered them into a bucket I found at the side of the house, scooping up some loose, muddy soil, and collecting the worms, one by one, on the pathway. To my horror, I found a few worms that had been squished by our carriage, the same carriage Mother and I had come home in. I put those worms in a different bucket. I remember Father telling me that I was five at the time when this all happened. Then, once I filled the two buckets (one with live worms and the other with dead worms), I ran into the house with them, up to Father and cried. 

He asked me why on earth I was dripping wet and on his lap. But he wasn’t angry. He was concerned. I told him I was crying because Mother and I had killed worms on our way home. He laughed, but quietly, so as not to make me even more upset. He told me we could have a private ceremony for the worms that died, out in the garden in the back of the Manor. I sniffed up my tears and hugged him to me. He then started murmuring things to me about worms, how Muggles used them as a means to catch fish. He said they put the worms on a hook and flung them by a string and letting them wade in the water. I yelled at him for that (Father! Don’t tell me such horrible things!). That was probably my first real reason to hate Muggles, regardless of whether it was a plausible reason or not. He then smiled at me and looked down at his chest. Only then did I realize I had gotten him wet and muddy as well. After that we both just sort of laughed it off. 

-DM 

- - -



Harry Potter sat, enraptured by the words cascading down the pages of Draco Malfoy’s journal. It was funny, all the things Malfoy seemed to do as a child, were almost endearing, really. With Draco in mind, he realized he should check up on the blond, but then remembered that Malfoy was to have no visitors until Monday morning. 

Just then Harry heard the snap of a twig. He turned around, his Seeker reflexes coming in handy at startled times like these. His wand was pointed at the last person he thought he’d run into out here. 

Evane Malfoy was standing just behind Harry, a few feet, his hands up as if waving a white flag in surrender. Which, technically, he was. 

Harry growled, “What the hell do you want?” 

“Harry,” Evane started, his voice soft. 

“I only want to talk to you about what happened. I’ve already talked it over with the professors and Draco.” 

“What could you possibly say that would make this better?” Harry spat. 

“Look, I know what I was doing. . . seemed to be horrific,” Evane started off. Harry snorted. “But you don’t know the whole story.” Harry stayed silent. “Draco and I were only joking around, that’s it. He had shoved me under water earlier and I did the same, though, I suppose it was a bit much.” 

“A bit much? A bit much!” the Gryffindor yelled, standing up in a very Draco-Malfoy-Worthy pose. “What I don’t understand is how you could have done that, regardless of whether he did it to you or not, to him, knowing his fear of water!” Harry bit out. 

“I— I didn’t know about that, Harry, I swear,” Evane said, his voice soft still, almost to the point of soothing. “I admit, Drake and I have had our fair share of fights, but I’d never, never hurt him intentionally. Not like that. And when I found out he was afraid of the water just a bit ago, I, Jesus, I can’t even tell you how bad I felt, and still feel, for putting him through that.” Evane looked at the Gryffindor pleadingly. “You’ve got to believe me, Harry.” 

“I—" the black-haired 7th Year was speechless. What was he to believe? I mean, here Harry had seen Evane Malfoy’s face when pushing Harry’s rival underwater (And it wasn’t full of sunshine, I tell you, Harry thought). Mixed feelings inevitably brought the dark-haired teen to his conclusion, for now. 

"I, I believe you, Evane," Harry said, taking a breath. Why did he feel like he was trying to convince himself more than Evane? 

The American smiled, his uptight posture relaxing, as he said, "Thank you, Harry." Evane then walked to Harry until they were only inches apart, his left hand coming to rest on Harry’s right shoulder, while the other hand caressed the Gryffindors left cheek. "I was worried you wouldn’t forgive me, you know." 

Evane licked his lips as Harry’s eyes widened at the sudden contact. "Since I’ve met you I haven’t been able to really think of anything or anyone else." As the Malfoy spoke he seemed to be closing the distance between their bodies. The newly-made Slytherin stopped just short of Harry’s lips as he whispered, "Thank you." 

And wit

h that, he did something the Gryffindor didn’t expect. . . The next thing Harry knew he was being kissed. By a boy. By (yet again) another Malfoy. On the lips. Out in public. Was it mentioned he was being kissed by a boy in public? 

Just as fast as it began, it was over. Evane pulled away his lips glistening, a half smile aligning his face, his eyes sparkling. 

"You—" Harry stammered. "You kissed me." 

Evane chuckled. "Yes. I did. It’s how. . . Americans thank each other." 

"Oh." Harry couldn’t remember a time when Lulabelle had kissed him. Like that. He’d have to look into that. 

"Does it disgust you, Harry? A man, kissing another man, in an act of friendship?" Evane asked, advancing on the Gryffindor once again, thus making Harry panick and retreat backward until his rear hit the swing. 

"I— uhm. . . That is. . . You see,. . ." Harry worried himself for words, but nothing seemed to come out. Evane grinned, taking that as a sign, and walked closer. 

"You know, Harry, you really are handsome, regardless of your self-conscious conclusions." 

"I— err," the Gryffindor tried. 

"You would make even the most sane human, Magical or Muggle want to do unredeemable things to and with you," Evane thought aloud, his height having an advantage to Harry’s shorter inch or two or three. 

"I— I would? I mean, I really don’t—" Stammering really was Harry’s star quality after all. 

"I’ll bet you’ve never been properly kissed, or snogged, as you Brits like to say." 

"I have to—!" But before he could Evane’s lips descended upon his once again. Oh god, his tongue wasn’t suppose to go in that far, was it?! Harry thought in shock. However, strength suddenly welled up in the Gryffindor’s arms and his legendary heroism came into full play. 

SMACK! was the last sound Harry heard as his fist collided with Evane’s jaw. Then the Gryffindor’s eyes bugged out, feeling immensely guilty regardless if it was self-defense. 

Evane was on the ground, one leg angled, his knee supporting him while the other balanced his swaying form. His left hand cradling his jaw. 

"I’m. . . Oh Godric, Evane. I am so sorry. I don’t know what happened, I just. . . Are you alright? I’m so sorry!" Harry blabbered on and on. The American took a breath, smiling regardless of the pain. Harry’s obvious unwillingness to kiss him would make this all the much more of a challenge. 

And a Malfoy was always up for a challenge. 

Harry kneeled down by the Slytherin, taking in deep breaths, ready with a slew more of apologies. 

"It’s alright, Harry. I probably shouldn’t have forced you—" Evane began, finally looking to his side at Harry’s horrified expression. 

"You didn’t force—Well, but. . . Anyway, I really am sorry. Do you need me to help you up to the Infirmary? Here, com’on." Harry stood up, holding his hand out. Evane graciously took it. 

"No, I’m fine, I should probably go up to the Hospital Wing anyway, apologize to Drake and get this healed." Harry was silent as Evane spoke. 

"It’s really alright, Harry, I don’t blame you. It’s just a bruised jaw, nothing to worry about." 

"Bbut—" 

"No buts, it’s really fine. I’ll talk to you tomorrow, or later at dinner, alright?" Harry nodded to Evane’s words. 

The Slytherin smiled, nodded his goodbye and was off toward the castle. Harry slapped himself in the head. 

"DAMN!" he yelled when Evane was out of hearing range. 

Evane Malfoy had kissed him. Draco Malfoy had kissed him, and he, Harry Potter, had kissed Draco Malfoy. 

He really was feeling quite dirty. 

The confused and very tired Gryffindor walked back up to the castle an hour later, journal in hand, muttering about stupid Malfoys and their obvious blindness, because really, Harry was not that attractive, and they didn’t know what in Hell’s Fire they were talking about. 

Once into his room, away from Hermione’s curious eyes, and Ron’s words (Exploding Snap, Harry?) the Gryffindor laid in his bed, not quite tired but not really wanting to think anymore. 

He opened Draco’s journal to a random page (he never really read the entries in order anyway) in the leather-bound book. Turned out the page he had turned to wasn’t even written on. So, as he was about to turn the page to one that had writing on it, the strangest thing happened. . . A date appeared, then a few sentences, then Draco’s signature. 

- - -



October 22, 1997
He did it; the bastard did it on purpose, all because he wanted to prove he was stronger than me in front of Potter. The bastard knew, HE FUCKING KNEW I was terrified of water and that it’d make Potter know what a weakling I am. 

First to prove his superiority he had to— No, that’s done with, he proved nothing, only that he’s a sadistic asshole. And he just had to do it in front of Potter. Make me look weak to Potter! Salazar! I feel so pathetic. I’m not worthy, that much is obvious. But, Merlin, Potter, he... He... 

He saved me. 

-DM 

- - -



Evane lied to Harry. He lied to him. He told him that it was all a misunderstanding and that. . . 

The Gryffindor’s hands clenched as he bound the journal back together, hiding it in his Invisibility Cloak and in his trunk. 

Evane had to pay. Not just because he had lied to Harry earlier, practically molesting him in the process, but he had to pay because he hurt Malfoy, he hurt Draco, had been hurting Draco. 

- - -



Draco was still in the Infirmary. He was bored and he wanted to write, but he wasn’t about to ask one of his friends if they’d ‘fetch his diary’ from under the floorboards of his room, regardless if there were charms and hexes on it that disabled untrustworthy people from reading it. 

So, he did the next best thing, he found an old piece of parchment in a little drawer near his bed, summoned his quill and ink and wrote a few thoughts down about that days events, and did a little bit of forbidden wandless magic (that old bat Pompfrey had confiscated his wand so he could heal ‘properly,’ without interference from ‘Mr. Malfoy’s impatience’), majicking the words directly into his journal. 

He sighed. It was a few hours more that he decided he was too tired to sit and stare out the window, up at the stars, but, somehow, too tired to sleep. But, attempting sleep he did. 

Ugh. He really did hate hospitals (he really, really hated them). The smell was nauseating, the bed he had to sleep in was way too firm for comfort and the sheets and pillow cases were scratchy and bad for his skin. All in all, Draco was ready to hightail it out of there. But going back to the Slytherin dorms was not an option. He really didn’t want to have to face his damnable cousin again, not after today (well, yesterday considering it was a little past midnight now). So, sleeping in the Hospital Wing it was. 

Lying back, making himself comfortable, Draco curled into the starchy, scratchy sheets (which, really, weren’t that bad, quite warm actually) and closed his eyes. 

However, something in the dark room, which was only illuminated by the moon, rattled. Draco shot up. 

"Who’s there?" he said, looking around wildly. Nothing. He didn’t see anything. But he felt a presence. Could it be one of his friends, sneaking in to visit him? Nah, Blaise, Pansy, Goyle, Crabbe and all the other’s weren’t smart enough to concoct an Invisibility Potion. More than that though, he knew none of them owned an Invisibility Cloak, those things were very, very rare in the Wizarding World. 

Plus there was also the fact that they were terrified to come anywhere near Draco now after the incident at the lake earlier. He was told by Snape, who was, in turn, told by Potter, that none of his friends or anyone had tried to help him, they all just watched on. 

But the thing that really hit something within Draco was what Dumbledore had said after Snape had left. He revealed to him that Harry had saved him by way of wandless magic, expelliamus-ing Evane to the shore, about fifteen feet away, and that Potter must have felt an immense amount of emotion then because his powers came out in waves and made everyone on land stagger and or fall to their knees. 

And that wasn’t it. No, Potter had also threatened his comrades (supposedly his friends) that if they got anywhere near Draco’s unconscious form that he would hex them himself. And if that wasn’t enough of a surprise Dumbledore had also confided in Draco that Harry had even zeroed in on Pansy and Blaise, who thought, supposedly, now that Harry had done the initial saving, that they could then go and be at their leader’s side. But Harry wouldn’t have any of that. Dumbledore said he made all of the Slytherins feel guilty for not helping him, even making a few of them cry. And that notion brought a huge, satisfied and heartfelt smile to his face. 

But, since Pansy, Blaise and all other Slytherins were too afraid to confront him now, so early, who was lurking around? 

Suddenly the feeling of someone close by was gone. After a few minutes of scanning the room thoroughly he turned on his side, facing the large window, and relaxed his muscles. 

His eyes were closing as the same sound, only closer, made itself known. 

Draco sat up at lightening speed, looking around wildly again. He didn’t see anything to his right, nothing to his left, but when his gaze landed in front of him, at the end of his bed, he saw the culprit. The shadowy figure smiled, walking closer to the end of the bed making Draco gulp. There was no way he was here, no way. . . 

"We need to have a little chat," the figure said, then added maliciously, "Cousin." 

- - -



The Snitch-O-Clock was smashed up against the wall closest to his bed when it informed him that he had wished to be woken up at 6:15AM. Harry’s eyes opened wearily, groaning. 

Again, he was the first up; usually he didn’t have to set his alarm because his friends would be pounding on his door by 7:00AM or so. But then he realized he had a purpose to get up so early. He quickly jumped out of bed, gathered a pair of blue striped boxers, faded jeans, and a navy blue t-shirt as he yawned and dressed in a hurried state. As he was leaving he heard, faintly, the Snitch-O-Clock reassembling itself, and a muttered ‘Fucking stupid wizards. . .’ coming from it’s majicked mouth. 

He walked hurriedly, but not too fast, to the Infirmary to check up on Draco. As he rounded the corner he heard voices already in the room of the Hospital Wing. He stopped and listened quietly before entering. 

"Mr. Malfoy, how are you feeling today?" That had to be Snape, Harry realized. He’d recognize that greasy tone anywhere. 

"Fine, Professor." Draco. 

"Mr. Malfoy, we must ask a few questions of you, if you don’t mind." Professor McGonagall. 

"Alright," Malfoy’s voice sounded hesitant and tired, like he hadn’t been able to sleep a wink. Shuffling. Then— 

"Mr. Malfoy," Snape began. "Do you want to press charges against Evane?" That was Harry’s cue. 

The Gryffindor walked in casually, pretending not to expect anyone at this hour. 

"Oh, sorry, I didn’t know there would be anyone here at this hour," Harry said, looking from Professors Snape and McGonagall’s surprised faces, to the silent Headmaster’s face and over to Pomfrey and Malfoy’s. 

"Mr. Potter, if you don’t mind—" Snape began icily, but was cut off by the Headmaster. 

"Harry, my boy, come in, come in. Have a seat. After all," the Headmaster said to Harry though, seemed more like he was talking to Snape, continuing with, "You were the one to help Mister Malfoy here yesterday." Snape growled. 

Malfoy seemed to shrink into his bed at the reminder. And Harry grinned, grateful. 

"Yes, well, anyway. Mister Malfoy, again I ask the question, before Potter barged in here; Do you wish to press charges against your cousin?" Draco was hesitant. He didn’t look at any of the teachers, but his eyes did meet Harry’s briefly, then swung directly to Snapes, more confidently than before. 

"No, I don’t," Draco announced. That was about the time that Harry’s jaw hit the floor. 

"Bbut!" Harry started out, then remembered that he ‘didn’t know anything.’ Everyone looked at Harry. "Sorry," Harry said. 

"You don’t wish to press charges, Mister Malfoy?" the Headmaster inquired, a glint in his eyes telling everyone that he knew something they didn’t. 

"No. It was just a misunderstanding," was the automatic response. Harry had definitely heard that line before. 

"Mister Malfoy?" Pomfrey questioned. 

"We were just playing around, is all. It just went a little too far, nothing to really worry about. I’m fine, after all, aren’t I?" Draco seemed to be quoting rather then actually giving his opinion. 

"Alright, then," Snape said, suspicion also aligning his eyes. He knew something was amiss with his godson’s story, but since Lucius and Narcissa’s deaths, he had promised Draco that he would keep to himself and not interfere in his school life. And in return Draco promised that he would involve his godfather only if something big were to happen. 

But Severus Snape had a feeling something big was happening, and his godson wasn’t telling him about it. He knew how stubborn Draco could be, but he also knew how smart, resilient and determined the boy was. In the end, no matter what happened, he knew Draco would prevail. And that’s why he decided it best to let his godson fight his own battles. 

"Well, I suppose we’ll just leave it be. Mister Malfoy, you’re free to change and collect your things. Just make sure to take this potion twice daily, alright?" Madam Pomfrey said. 

"Yes, ma’am." 

"Well, how about breakfast then?" the Headmaster said cheerily. Harry stared at him in wonderment as the rest of the staff seemed to agree and started leaving. Draco still sat in his bed. As the Headmaster headed out, he put his hand on Harry’s shoulder, saying more with his eyes than he ever did with his mouth. And Harry understood. 

Once everyone was absent, Harry turned his head toward the patient. 

Draco sighed. 

"What do you want, Potter? Come to gloat at how weak I am? Going to tell the whole school are you?" Draco said snottily. Like the old Malfoy. 

Harry’s eyes narrowed as he said, "Yes, actually I plan on selling your story to Hocus Pocus (Hogwart’s legendary school prophet/paper), and then, if that isn’t enough, I’m going to give them an exclusive one-on-one with me about the whole incident. And you know what, Malfoy? They’ll ask why I saved you. So, of course, I’ll say we’re having a torrid love affair and I wouldn’t allow my lover to be killed by his own kin, no, I wanted to reserve that right for myself because you’re buying all the bullshit I’ve just said, aren’t you!?" Harry practically yelled at Draco. 

Malfoy had taken on the expression that Potter was indeed telling the truth when the Gryffindor had stopped in the middle of a sentence, then telling, more like implying to, him that he was actually joking. 

"Uhhm," was all that Draco could get out, looking anywhere but at the other occupant of the room. 

"Yeah, uhhm. You idiot. You’re lying aren’t you?" Harry suddenly accused, advancing on the blond; the Gryffindor walked slowly toward the Slytherin, ready to pounce at any moment if he received an incorrect answer. 

"Wwhat! I would never-!" Draco sputtered. 

"Oh please! You lied to them, Draco! You lied to them! I know it! I saw the look and the intent in Evane’s face when he held you under water and, as you’ve said before, it wasn’t of sunshine and daisies! He knew you were afraid of water, didn’t he! He knew and you just lied to everyone! And to top it off, you lied to your own Head of House!" Harry finally broke down and yelled as he came to stand directly in front of Draco, who was sitting in an upright position on his infirmary bed now. 

"I would never-! I didn’t lie!" Draco sputtered yet again. 

"Shut the fuck up already! You did to lie!" Harry decided for him, which, really, was the truth. 

"I did not!" Draco yelled back. 

"Did too!" Harry stated. 

"Did not!" 

This is going to take a while. 

Harry: Did to! 

Draco: Did not! 

Harry: Damnit! You did to lie! 

Draco: I did not lie, you stupid fucking Gryffindor! 

Harry: You did to lie! You’re practically infamous for manipulating and lying to people! 

Draco: That’s just heresy! 

Harry: You poncy git! You did lie! I know it! I can feel it in my moralistic, Gryffindor-to-the-core bones! I felt it! I know you’re lying! I felt you hesitate before I walked in, then, suddenly you were all set on something and you lied! 

Draco: I did not! 

Harry: You did too, you stupid fucker! You’re infamous for lying! Infamous! You hear me? That isn’t a good thing! 

Draco: (humphing) I don’t know what you’re talking about. I didn’t lie to anyone. 

Harry: (practically pulling his hair out about now) You’re lying right now! 

Draco: Yeah. (There was a pause as Harry held his breath. Draco lied down on his bed) Now I’m lying. 

Harry: You bastard! 

Harry couldn’t take it anymore. Draco had to die! Alright, not die, but the Gryffindor had to get the truth out of him! Somehow, someway. He would do it! He had to! He was Harry Potter! 

The next thing he knew he was on top of Draco, one leg on either sides of the Slytherin’s slim waste, his hands holding Draco’s shocked ones to the either side of his head. 

Draco’s mouth tried to make sounds but failed miserably; he looked more like a fish out of water. 

"Tell me the truth, Draco," Harry said, only inches away from Draco’s face, his eyes burning into the Slytherin’s. 

Draco gulped, suddenly nervous. The pressure of Harry’s body against his like this, on a bed, was becoming the main focus of the blonde’s. Merlin, if only he could lift his hips up, just a little bit. . . 

"Ppotter..." Draco started. He licked his lips when he actually looked into Harry’s eyes. Not being able to stop what he was about to say, he sputtered, "Your eyes are green." 

Harry’s head pulled back an inch or two, shocked at Draco’s revelation. He seemed to look deeper into the Gryffindor’s eyes and it unnerved Harry for some reason. 

"I’d heard that you had eyes almost greener than emeralds, but I never really noticed until now..." Draco continued as he felt Harry’s grip loosen on one of his hands, then, after freeing the hand completely, the Slytherin brought it up to the Gryffindor’s cheek, caressing it. 

"Draco..." Harry sighed, leaning into the caress. "Why..." 

"Shh," Draco hushed him. "I never realized how soft your skin is for a boy’s. You’re heavy competition, Potter. First with the title of the Boy Who Lived, then as Quidditch Seeker of the Century, then the Savior of the Wizarding World. Now you have nicer eyes and skin than me. What am I compared to that? A dead Death Eater’s son." 

"No," Harry said, taking Draco’s hand off of his cheek, and holding it, bringing his face closer again. "No, you aren’t just a dead Death Eater’s son, Draco. You’re Draco, Heir to the Malfoy fortune, a great opponent in Quidditch, the only one that’s ever challenged me in anything... You can’t possibly tell me you think you are nothing. You saved my life the other day when you could’ve let me die, and no one would’ve been the wiser, no one would’ve expected you. You would’ve finally been rid of me. For good." 

Draco’s eyes shined. His hand sneaking out of Harry’s grasp as he tangled it in the raven boy’s hair, bringing their faces closer. 

"I don’t want to be rid of you," Draco murmured against Harry’s lips. Their mouths were barely touching but he thought it was the most erotic thing in the entire world. 

"Draco..." Harry sighed as their lips finally met. Soft, lazy kisses were stolen as curious hands caressed smooth skin; Draco’s cupping the Gryffindor’s face and neck while Harry’s skimmed under the Slytherin’s hospital shirt. 

Draco’s breath hitched. What he wouldn’t give to touch more, explore more… but… 

Harry could tell the Slytherin was at war with something inside of him, and it seemed to the Gryffindor that it took everything within Draco to not continue their exploration as he finally said, "But I can’t let you near me." 

That’s when Draco shoved Harry off of him and onto the hard floor. 

"You bastard!" Harry yelled, rubbing his back. 

"It’s better this way," was all that Draco said as he got out of bed, grabbing for his bag of belongings. "Be glad, Potter, if I hadn’t averted the professor’s you would be in danger now." 

"So you did lie to them! To us!" Harry stated, scandalized. Draco looked more than taken aback, almost gob-smacked. 

"I-I, nno! I didn’t lie!" he spouted out as quickly as he could. 

"You did too! You just said so!" Harry accused, standing up and brushing his pants and shirt off. 

"I did not, Potter. Now drop it!" Draco hissed, shoving things into his bag. 

"You lied! You’re a big, fat liar!" Harry yelled. 

Suddenly Draco stopped packing his things so viciously, his back still to the Gryffindor. He turned around, a look of utter astonishment and horror written all over his features. 

Then, suddenly... 

"I’m not fat!" And with that he stormed out. Hospital clothes on still and all. 

Harry just looked tired and worn out, all the while watching the door of the infirmary closing shut. 

He knew he had to do something. What, he wasn’t sure, but something. And soon. Because he knew two things. The first one was that Evane had done what he did on purpose, and must have manipulated Draco into lying as well. Why, he wasn’t sure. 

And the second. . . Evane would never harm Draco again, Harry would make sure of it. 




~*~




(1) "With You in Your Dreams," a song by Hanson from their 1997 debut album, Middle of Nowhere 







Review! Every time you neglect to review, Draco and Harry will be no where near to kissing again! Please, think of your (as well as Draco and Harry’s) satisfaction.
