Chapter 3: From One Orphan to Another
"YOU'LL NEVER BELIEVE WHO WAS ogling over your body, Harry."

"I don’t want to know—"

"I do."

"Ron." Harry Potter pleaded with a side long glance.

"Harry," Ron Weasley mocked. A pause. "Com'on, who was it ‘Mione?" 

"Haven’t you ever heard of the phrase, ‘curiosity killed the cat?" Hermione stated, trying to avoid anything that would make Harry uncomfortable.

"Sure I have. Though, you are quite daft if you think I’ll buy that. And besides, you're the one that was so eager to gobble on about who, out of the throng of witches that have subscribed to 'arry's personal fanclub, is currently fancying his person."

Harry laughed silently to himself; Hermione and Ron were always fighting with each other nowadays. In fact, Harry had noticed this had been going on since about 2nd year. Though, he realized a year or so afterwards that it wasn’t because they got on each other’s nerves or even because they were trying to outwit the other. No. It was simply because Ron and ‘Mione fancied one another. But Merlin-forbid they admit to that.

Hermione would just roll her eyes at Harry and delicately say, "Oh Harry, don’t be silly. Ron doesn’t fancy me. Besides, everyone knows he’s sweet on Lavender Brown." Then a pause. "H-He hasn’t said, anything that would make you think this- has he?"

And Ron would just get the dumbest grin on his randomly-freckled face and clamp Harry on the back. "Good one, Harry. ‘Mione and me. That’s one for the book." A laugh. A pause. And then, "She hasn’t, eh, said anything like that has she?"

No. They would just have to be pushed a little in the right direction, then it would be up to them.

Harry came back to reality as soon as he heard Ron laughing hysterically and Hermione scolding him profusely.

"Ah com’on! It was just a joke, ‘Mione!"

"What happened?"

"She quoted some Muggle, saying; ‘Curious George—’"

"CURIOSITY."

"Curiosity, sorry. That ‘curiosity killed the cat."

"And?" Harry arched an eyebrow, slightly confused.

"And I said, well, I’m not really a cat, now am I? And she freaked out."

"I did not, as you so blatantly put it, freak out. I’m merely annoyed at the fact that you, of all people, would just—"

The train stopped.

"—Goodness, we’re already here. Come on then. We mustn’t be late, need to set an example for the younger years-" Hermione trailed off as she walked out of the cab and down the corridor of the train.

Hermione Granger was now a 7th Year Gryffindor at Hogwarts. Her brown hair was naturally loose in elegant curls that lay gently past her shoulders and her eyes always wide with compassion. She had grown to where she was only a 6 inches shorter then Harry and 7 inches shorter then Ron. She had the normal assets of a girl at her age and reveled in it. She had matured finely.

Ron looked down and back up again toward the cab door, giving a heave of breath, "I don’t know what’s gotten into her."

Harry shrugged. "Maybe it’s with all the pressure as Head Girl."

"Yeah."

"Let's go."

Both quickly picked their things up and headed for the exit. 

"Well," Ron sighed getting off the train, looking around at the lot of students. "It certainly is good to be back." He walked calmly over with his friend to the benches to wait for Hagrid to escort them to their carriage and then to Hogwarts. 

Ron Weasley was 5’11", Gryffindor Quidditch Captain and Keeper. He had earned his Keeper title during their 5th year and from then on improved drastically, only to be announced captain in 6th Year; many had thought Harry would obtain Captain. His hair was a wild orange-red, somewhat shaggy and just a little past his ears, but definitely neater then Harry’s shoulder-length black tresses. Ron had grown into a version of his older brother Charlie with his hair and a cartilage piercing in his left ear. He was slim wasted, broad shouldered and built with all the exercise from Quidditch. Harry’s best friend had grown up. But not out of their friendship, he hadn’t.

‘I agree,’ Harry mumbled, bending over, trying to tie the shoelace on his right foot.

Harry Potter, 5’9", Seeker of the Gryffindor Quidditch team, poor student in Potions, Savior of the Known World, 17 years of age, tanned skin, soft muscles from Quidditch practice, semi-slim waist, broad shouldered, with shoulder-length black, untidy tresses that was usually pulled back into a loose tail, was back again, for yet another year of school, for his last year of school. This year was different however. This year would be the first of his school years without his infamous enemy. The Dark Lord Voldemort had been defeated the year previous, with the help of many others of course. The side of Light had won, and had lost. They had lost many in the battle, but by their sacrifices they had won. 

Harry finished up tying his shoe when the sun suddenly decided to have an eclipse.

"What d’you want?" Ron seethed, his brow furrowing, fists clenched. Harry knew that tone in Ron’s voice; it was only reserved for...

"Malfoy." It was Hermione’s voice addressing the Slytherin. Harry looked up as the Head Girl walked calmly over to the male students. "We don’t need to cause a ruckus and scare all the first years. So would you kindly go and join your House."

"Gee Granger, Head Girl swelled your ego much?" Goyle and Crabbe snickered behind Malfoy. Malfoy suddenly let his glare lean on Harry. His face was etched up into a snarl.

Harry stood up coming face to face with Malfoy. He stood the exact same height as the latter boy, give or take an inch; 6’0" (alright, take). Harry held his gaze evenly, surveying the somewhat older boy in front of him.

Draco Malfoy hadn’t changed much. His face was still chiseled to perfection, teeth still white as pearls and intact, mouth still thin, but full somehow and his eyes as malevolent as ever. Though, something about him seemed to have matured, and to have darkened; he seemed hollow, angry and determined. Besides that his hair wasn’t as short as Harry remembered it or as unearthly as the shade of silver-blond it used to be. Malfoy had grown it out to his shoulders all the while his hair had turned from it’s unusual silver-liquid to pearl blond. Though, he had it neatly tied back with a thin black, silk ribbon. 

He looks like Lucius Malfoy with his hair done like that, Harry thought, then suddenly panicked. No. I can’t think of this now, not when the War was only a few months ago. Not when his protege is standing directly in front of me. 

"Well, well. Potter," Harry recognized that bitter drawl. Malfoy had acquired it from his father. "How— splendid it is to see you." Malfoy’s tone turned from amusingly annoyed to sarcastically bitter. "Plan on killing anyone this year, Potter? Maybe since you saved the world last year, you can finally take your crown as Most Powerful Wizard."

"Malfoy—" Hermione’s voice was warning.

"—Just think, you’ll never be known again as The Boy Who Lived, but The Boy Who Defeated Voldemort, the anti-Christ of Mudbloods. And, in turn, successfully murdered—"

Harry was confused, angry and very perplexed. What was Malfoy implying? It was like he was directly accusing Harry of—

"You’ll pay for that Malfoy!" Ron glowered. Instead of pointing his wand and uttering some silencing spell or anything to shut the stupid ass up, he lunged for Malfoy, knocked him over and tumbled into a bench. He would have gotten a punch in if it wasn’t for Hermione and Harry breaking up the struggle. Hermione went between Ron and Malfoy, while Harry grabbed at Ron as Crabbe captured his Slytherin friend’s upper arms.

"—Enough! 5 points from Slytherin for provoking a Gryffindor—"

"—Ha! You got points taken—" Ron laughed.

"—And 10 points from Gryffindor for acting on his provoking!" Hermione finished.

"What! You heard that pompous git! He deserved it!"

"Ron, not everyone deserves to be shoved down on the pavement and attacked."

"Listen to your know-it-all friend, Weasel. You might actually learn something important," Malfoy growled as he brushed off the dust on his slacks and cloak.

"That’s real original. You think even after your parent’s were blown up and the Dark Lord was defeated you could quit it with that shit, Malfoy." Ron, oblivious to how deep that cut into Malfoy, pursed his lips triumphantly.

Malfoy fumed. He was ready to knock the Weasel into oblivion. He reached for his wand, but at the same moment Harry prevented a confrontation by running into him, knocking them both to the ground. 

"Ger’off me Potter! I’m going to kill you Weasley! You hear me! I’ll rip you apart!" Malfoy struggled as much as he could against Harry, but it was no use. They may be the same height and close to the same build but Harry was undoubtedly the stronger one, at least in their current position.

"Malfoy! Calm down—!" The Slytherin swung a fist at Harry. "Watch it! I’m only trying to hel—!" The fist collided with Gryffindor’s jaw. "Sonofabitch!" Harry hissed.

Malfoy knocked Harry over, landing on his knees, panting from the struggle with the Gryffindor. He was breathing harder now, his eyes darting between Crabbe and Goyle, to Ron and Hermione and finally to Harry who was sprawled out on the ground clenching his jaw.

"Enough!" Hermione yelled. Malfoy sneered at the red-haired Gryffindor pushing himself up all the while Ron glared back advancing forward toward the Slytherin. They came close to each other without punching the other out—Hermione shifted so she was between them again. 

"I said enough! Go join your House Malfoy, or so help me Merlin—" she threatened. "And 10 points from Gryffindor for abusive words and implications. 10 points from Slytherin for hitting Harry, Malfoy," she glared. "He was only trying to help."

"Sure, Granger. He helped enough by making me an orphan." With that Malfoy stomped off accompanied by Crabbe and Goyle.

"10 points! For what? That stupid—"

"RONALD BILIUS WEASLEY! Not now! Harry! Harry, are you all right?"

"Ofallthestupid—" Insert groan of discomfort, check, Harry mentally sobbed. "Yeah, I think I’ll live but— He hit me in the front of my jaw. I think I chipped a tooth. Oh fuck, I feel dizzy."

Harry spit. Blood landed on the pavement.

"Oh gross." Hermione took out her wand and muttered a Healing charm to clean up the blood in Harry’s mouth. She also added a numb charm to his jaw so he wouldn’t feel the pain. Not until he reached the Hospital Wing anyway.

Harry stood, wobbling a bit, then confirming to his friends that Yes, he was fine. 

Then he fell into a heap on the pavement. 
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Don’t gap at me! Com’on! You know you wanna REVIEW!
