Chapter 4: Potty's Got a Big Boo-Boo!

"I CAN'T BELIEVE YOU SLUGGED Potter!" Blaise Zabini hollered down the Slytherin table. Many Slytherin’s, if not all, clapped and applauded. "That was the most brilliant thing I've ever seen!"

"He was preventing me from killing Weasley," Draco answered simply.

"What did the Weasel say anyway?" Pansy asked, tipping her head up from in front of the blond Slytherin.

"Nothing," Draco mumbled, looking down at his fingernails. 

"Well, whatever he said, the Rodent fucking deserved it!" Zabini laughed. 

"Oh, Drake. Did you lose us points for doing that? Did Granger see you?" Pansy questioned, worried.

"Only 15 points. Or so."

"And well worth it, eh Drake!" 

"Did those Gryffindors get points taken?" Millicent Bulstrode wondered.

"Doubt it if Granger was the one doing the point-taking," Zabini rolled his eyes.

"No, they had 20 points taken," Draco amended for them.

"Serves them right. Hey look!" Blaise stood, pointing and laughing as the trio of Gryffindors walked into the Great Hall. "Potty’s got a big boo-boo!"

The Slytherin’s had a fit with that—they snorted and hissed as Potter, Weasley and Granger walked to their table.

Draco followed them with his glare. 

Why didn’t Potter understand me when I was openly accusing him of maiming my parents? Maybe he— Draco stopped abruptly. 

What the fuck am I saying? That little bastard, trying to act innocent. That’s it. I want answers. And I want them NOW.
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Review! And get a cookie!

