Chapter 2: Everybody's Fucking Hero

BRINGING UP POTTER NOWADAYS ALWAYS seemed to unravel Draco. It was mostly because of his defeat of the Dark Lord Voldemort during the near-end of their 6th year. It wasn’t something one could easily forget. The day the war had been announced was exactly how one would envision it to be—cold wind blowing up and down in the castle, pale blue-gray skies, dark clouds looming around, ice rain pouring down every now and then. It was a very dreary day indeed, perfect, Draco supposed for killing and maiming innocent bystanders. 

Draco remembered it all very elaborately. He could still see Dumbledore calling an assembly when the 6th years were just beginning their first class of the day; Advanced Potions VII. A quiet, younger teacher had shot into their classroom, mumbled something incoherently, and quickly left as Professor Snape’s eyes widened. He quickly dismissed his pupils to the Hall, where everyone else was chattering, wondering what was going on. 

[Draco’s thoughts and memories start here]

I knew what was going on the second I walked in there, Draco reminisced. 

Potter was whispering something to his Gryffindor friends; they looked horrified, angry and perplexed all in one. He gave them both embraces, kissed Girl-Weasel on the cheek and nodded to the rest of the Gryffindors. He seemed to have taken a long needed breath, bowed his head, and walked up to where all of the professors and faculty had gathered, retreating right behind Dumbledore.

Dumbledore rose then. The Hall fell silent instantly. He looked around at everyone, starting with the Gryffindor table, his eyes lingering on our table. And then he spoke in his age-old voice.

"Friends, students, and faculty, the day has finally arrived. We are indeed going to war. [Insert startled gasps here] The school will not be closed down, but locked down. All students will remain here, safe and well cared for. Many of the professors will be here to help you. However, rules will be strictly followed." 

Dumbledore kept giving us words of encouragement, telling us our parent’s and families would be fine. But I forgot most of his speech. I was too busy surveying the Hall for everyone’s reactions. 

Many were filled with horror, some with anger, and few with valor. Though, Potter was the only one with all three emotions displayed in his eyes, as well as his body language.

I can only remember that all years of every house, Gryffindors, Hufflepuffs, Slytherins and Ravenclaws, were quickly shuffled into the dungeons, though, we were directed to a part of them that none of the Slytherins, or even myself, knew of. 

For our protection I suppose. 

However, I wanted to know what was going down that day, so I stayed behind, and hid behind a large plant in the corridor, near the Great Hall.

Professors Snape, Hagrid, McGonagall, Trelawney, Sprout and Dumbledore came out together and stood in the (somewhat) empty corridor. Behind them, came Potter. I remember snippets of that conversation; just the main things.

" ‘Arry, ye know ye don’t ‘ave ta do this." Hagrid was standing in front of Potter, one hand on his shoulder. Potter bit his lip, looked down, and then answered.

"Professor-" Potter looked up.

Hagrid gave him an expression that seemingly said, "It’s alright."

"Hagrid, you know I have to do this. It can’t be any other way."

" ‘Edmaster, shurley—" Hagrid was cut off.

"If Harry wishes to accompany us, so shall he have it."

Then I heard footsteps coming down another corridor, heading for Potter and the professors. They didn’t seem alarmed at all by the hurried steps. 

Then suddenly, a figure in a dark cloak and a hood appeared before them. The shadow-figure quickly took off his hood and looked desperately at Potter. It was the Defense Against the Dark Arts professor, Remus J. Lupin, if I remembered correctly. 

They were all silent as he searched Potter’s eyes, as if looking for some kind of answer. 

Then suddenly—

"No! As your Godfather, I will not allow this! It’s unspeakable. You are not going to go." He turned toward Dumbledore. "He is not going. I forbid it."

"Remu—"

"No, Harry. You could be killed. I won’t let what happened to your parents and Sirius happen to you. You are the closest thing I have to kin now. I may be selfish, but I’m not going to lose you. Sirius appointed and acknowledged me as your godfather in his will. I will not— You don’t know how powerful Voldemort—"

My eyes widened at the casual use of the Dark Lord’s name. Lupin kept going on about how Vol-, how the Dark Lord might kill Potter. 

"Remus, it’s my choice and mine alone. I choose to fight. I can’t just sit here with the other students, knowing that you, Hagrid and the others are fighting out there—fighting against Merlin-knows-what, and fighting against a cause that I believe so deeply in. It’s not because I feel I’m obligated to do this, it’s because I need to do this. For my parent’s, for Sirius, Cedric, for all the families he’s harmed, for the past, present and future. And for me."

Potter looked pleadingly at Lupin.

With a sigh of defeat, Lupin said, "I understand, Harry. I don’t like it. But I understand."

"Thank you."

After that they spoke of their reinforcements. Then they moved on to people they knew they would be going up against and what their weaknesses were. And then McGonagall said it.

"Lucius Malfoy—"

"I am well aware of that issue, Minerva. Lucius hasn’t exactly been lying low now that Voldemort is at his strongest."

"And the boy? What are we to do? He is the father of one of our students, Albus. What if he—"

Potter didn’t seem to pay attention—he was too busy staring at the oh-so-impressive stone walls. Then—

"I don’t think Malfoy is the issue here," Potter stated. I remember seething at that. "We must do what we need to, regardless of any relations. We probably don’t even know how many of the Hogwart’s student’s parent’s are Death Eaters or supporters of Voldemort. It isn’t like Draco’s fighting with us, against his father."

It felt weird for Potter to call me by my given name. And to be viewed as weak. Though, this time, my pride wouldn’t get in the way of staying alive and out of something I wasn’t concerned in. Not yet at least.

"You are absolutely right, Harry," Dumbledore finalized. 

They left after a while. Most likely preparing for war. I slumped against the stone wall, my head pounding with so many thoughts.

In the beginning of our schooling at Hogwarts, in First Year, I had offered my friendship to Potter—because, of course, I was ordered to by my father. If he accepted, Potter would be swayed to our—my father’s side. He would be taught a certain way, brain-washed, and easy prey for Voldemort to manipulate, to use. However, he declined. And from then on, it was war. 

Father told me I should attempt to be nice to Potter, to gain his trust, but I suddenly didn’t give a rat’s ass what Father’s plans were—the only thing that I was focused on was the simple fact that Potter didn’t want to be associated with me. I had everything—money, power, my handsome good looks... but no. He declined my friendship. He declined a Malfoy. He declined ME. 

So naturally, Potter had to pay. Along with anyone else that was associated with the stupid four-eyed git. 

That evening (the day the war was announced) felt as if it would never end. After contemplating in the corridor near the Great Hall, I decided it was time to retreat to the dungeons where my fellow classmates awaited. When I arrived down in the designated area I was escorted to a secret part of them, and then retired to a room that I was told I shared with Zabini, Crabbe and Goyle. 

Safety in numbers, you know.

It was hard not to think of my father. Would the Dark Lord win? If he did win, would he kill all the Mud-Bloods and Muggle-lovers? How many of my fellow students, all years and houses, would be left alive? Would I have to become a Death Eater because Father is one? What happened if they lost, though? Would Father still treat me and Mother as trophies and things to be ordered around? Would he die? Would I even care if he died?

I wasn’t sure of any of the answers and fell into a fitful sleep. 

When I awoke, Goyle was in my room, sitting on Zabini’s bed, looking at me intently. He looked almost intelligent. 

That thought alone was rather nerve wrecking. 

"The war’s over."

"What?"

"It ended last night. Well this morning, around four a.m."

"Who— What? Did we-?"

"We won." I was baffled for once. I thought Voldemort would surely want me as a Death Eater, the exquisite son of Lucius Malfoy, second in command. 

"But—What happened? Dumbledore? Is he—?"

"No Drake, WE won. Potter—" A dramatic pause, his shoulders shrugged, he bowed his head and he took a deep breath, then he continued. "You-Know-Who, he’s gone."

With that I did something so un-manly, I will never willingly tell a living soul.

I fainted.

In the coming days (school was cancelled, but the students remained in the castle until the date we were originally suppose to go home came up—we’d have no homework or classes but we were suppose to help out as much as we could) many came back, wounded. Though, many also had died, and were greatly mourned for. 

The first day back in the Great Hall I noticed Granger and Weasley sitting opposite each other, staring at their empty plates while everyone else ate around them happily. Potter wasn’t there. 

Did he give his life to defeat the Dark Lord? Did He-Who-Must-Not-Be-Named kill Potter and then Dumbledore defeat Voldemort? I wanted to know. But asking questions so soon wasn’t something I was about to do. Suddenly— Father! What happened to him?

Great.

So here I am sitting in the Great Hall with my fellow Slytherin’s, picking at my sausage with my spoon and contemplating whether my father is dead or not. It was nearly 9:30 a.m. The mail usually came by now... Suddenly a breeze of wind interrupts everyone’s cheerful dispositions (well the ones that had it anyway) and looked up—many owls were soaring in, dropping everyone who had mail to them. I looked suddenly as I heard a very regal, domineering sound. 

My gold falcon, Siphys (I named him myself), dropped a single envelope for me; it was black, had white calligraphy on it and was sealed with red wax, imprinted with a gold stamp of the Founders of Magic. My hands trembled, my body perspiring. 

Suddenly I heard gasps and a roar of applause. My head turned toward the entrance. 

Well. Fuck me. 

Harry-bloody-Potter. Tired, slightly bruised, and a bandage around his arm and forehead came limping in. He held his head high, but didn’t smile. His eyes were blank. Blank to everyone. Except me. He looked at me suddenly. My eyes widened and I tried to look away, but he still stared, as if trying to tell me something. Finally he sat himself down next to his friends. I looked down at my letter. Opening it carefully, I closed my eyes and silently prayed.

When I opened it—

It just didn’t quite hit me as I read the bold red print. There were 28 words filling the parchment but only two words standing out; recent deaths.

- - -

With deepest sympathies, our condolences go to you, Draconis Lucius Malfoy, as we regretfully inform you of your father, Lucius Donavon Malfoy, and mother, Narcissa Ptoloma (Black) Malfoy’s recent deaths.

-The Founders of Magic

- - -

My first thought, before the rage and mourning was this: They don’t even know my full-fucking-name. Typical. It’s Lucian Draconian Malfoy Donavan d’Laour, you dolts. 

But then I remember my breath stopping, my blood running cold, and my joints numbing. My body knew nothing; no emotions, no movements, no sensations. Though, for some reason my eyes knew exactly where to move. They went directly to Potter. And when they settled I realized he was looking straight back at me. 

I was suddenly filled with rage. No wonder he was staring at me when he walked in. He fucking did it. He killed my father, and when he most likely defeated Voldemort, he decided to finish the job and murder Mother! That no-good-son-of-a— 

I couldn’t take it. I couldn’t just sit there, thinking of ways to torture and kill Potter for what he did to me. First he refuses my friendship, wins and outshines me in Quidditch and now everyone’s fucking hero has murdered my parent’s! 

I seethed inside and out, storming out of the Hall. No one seemed to want to explain to me, in detail, what exactly had happened the day of the war. No one. 

Even now that I’m in my 7th and final year of school I still don’t know what happened to them, how they died, if they ever loved me. Did they beg for their lives? 

I shook the awful thoughts I was having about how they died and cursed them away. I couldn’t think of such things. I would go stark raving mad by the end of the day. So I headed for my room to be alone. To calm down. To mourn. 

But mostly, to beat the living shit out of something.

A couple of days later school was to be out. It was summer holiday. Where the fuck was I suppose to go? As if answering my cry Siphys glided in, landing on my bed—he had brought me another envelope, though, this time it was white, the calligraphy black and sealed with gold wax.

I sat alone, quietly, in my room, the morning everyone was going to leave, fingering the envelope but not being able to open it right away.

I worked up the nerve after a few minutes (oh alright! It was like twenty!) and ripped the paper open. It was from Calgary Lenomstrong, Ministress of Magic.

- - -

It read:

Dear Mister Draco Malfoy. 

We regret the great loss of your parent’s. However, it was said if anything was to happen to them, you would reside with your Aunt Daphne in Surrey, England—in the Hidden Heights of Wizards. Your aunt will pick you up promptly after school is dismissed the holiday. You will be able to go to your original home, Malfoy Manor, collect the things you wish, and return to her residence.

Sincerely, 

Calgary Lenomstrong Ministress of Magic 

- - -

So, I ended up collecting many things from the Manor. Things of my father’s, of Mother’s. 

As far as I knew everything else I left behind was either burned or kept in my vault at Gringotts.

That Holiday I spent in my room, reading my father’s things, taking comfort in my mother’s journals.

[Draco’s flashback ends here]

Now it’s time to go back for my final year at Hogwarts.

With thoughts of Hogwarts in his head, Draco remembered what he had first started to think about. Potter. Where was that stupid-pompous idiot? 

He hadn’t seen him on Platform 9¾ when everyone boarded, and come to think of it, he hadn’t noticed an annoying red-head or Ms. Nosey-Granger. Suddenly Draco shook himself. No need to waste my precious mental space thinking of the whereabouts of Potter and his groupies. 

Around him the others were speaking still.

"Yes, but have you seen him though?" Draco came back to the present as he heard Pansy and Blaise arguing about something.

"Does it really matter Pansy whether I’ve seen The-Boy-Who-Lived-and-Defeated-You-Know-Who or not? No, I could care less then—" Blaise stopped abruptly and followed everyone else’s gaze toward the door of their cab.

"It is expected of 7th years to have their robes on before we unload. So I suggest you cease in expressing your undying love for Harry and get ready," and with that Hermione Granger, Head Girl, politely shut the cab door and resumed on her way down the corridor of the train to inform others of their soon arrival.

"Well, what got in her knickers and twisted itself around?" Pansy said, rolling her eyes.

"Probably Potter," Blaise offered grinning.

"Oh," Pansy sighed. "I would not mind him getting into my—"

"Pansy!" Draco said, horrified.

"Sorry, but Drake, have you seen him?" Draco rolled his eyes disgusted while Pansy continued. "Yes, he’s a Gryffindor. Yes, he defeated You-Know-Who. Yes, he’s one bloody annoying git, but for Salazar’s sake, he’s one of the two most shaggable guys in Hogwarts!"

Blaise looked stumped. "Who’s the other one?"

"Other one what?" Pansy asked, fanning herself. 

"Other most shaggable guy?"

"Oh." Pansy considered this for a second. Then proudly stated, "Draco, of course." Draco gleamed at this. 

"Figures the Slut of Slytherin would get that title."

Draco twisted his lips at the last remark. He may have snogged countless times with a good few of Slytherins (and to no one else’s knowledge a couple from other houses), and many of them may have blabbed it all over the school, but that did not make him a- a- 

"Male whore, sorry. You’re not a slut Draco, you’re a male whore."

"Look Zabini, I am anything but those hideous words you so sweetly labeled me as. I snog and sleep with whom I want, when I want. And besides, you’re just sour that I wouldn’t snuggle with your dear, completely inebriated, cousin when she visited last November." 

"Excus—" But Blaise didn’t get a chance to retaliate. The train had arrived at Hogwarts.

"Let's go. I think we've all outgrown these childish antics," Draco stated, slipping his robes on quickly, and leaving the cab. 

It was time to go back to Hogwarts.
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Don’t just sit there! Review!
