
  

Potions

Harry woke up frightened by one of his horrible nightmares, confused

as to where he was. He remembered he wasn't in Gry indor

anymore, he was in the Slytherin wizards dormitory. It would take

alot of getting use to it for him to feel comfortable again.

Harry looked around as he sat in his bed, seeing Draco had chosen

the bed next to him. He leaned back, moving to his side. He looks

peaceful when he sleeps...he thought to himself as he watched, his

hair was messy, sleeping in a white T shirt. a2

Draco opened his eyes to see Harry staring.

Harry moved his head away, rolling over. He saw Draco had a

bandage on his arm, wondering what it was for...

Draco sat up, stretching. "Goyle! Blaise! Time to get up now!!!!" He

yelled, getting up.

Multiple groans of discontent came from the boys still in bed. "Must

you be so loud???" Blaise mumbled, lazily getting up.

Harry sat up, reading his schedule. All his classes were advanced

placement with 2 free periods mixed in. Advanced Potions, advanced

herbology, advanced Apparition, advanced charms, and Advanced

flight class. He was advised by Pansy to fill his free time with other

electives but he chose not to. a1

Draco got showered and dressed, putting on his robes as he shoved

his wand into the side inner pocket. "Pansy what are you doing

here?"

Pansy gasped at Draco seeing her from the corner of the bathroom.

"You sneaky git!" She giggled, skipping over to him. "You'll miss

breakfast!"

"Not going, not hungry." Draco said short and cold.

Harry chose the other side of the bathroom to get ready at, flu ing

his mop of brunette mess to look slightly presentable. He grabbed his

books, slipping out before anyone noticed.

"You have to I'll be bored all alone when I eat." Pansy whined, making

a pouty face.

"I told you no!" Draco le  a er scolding Pansy, rushing down the

dungeons to clear his head. He spent the whole breakfast time

wandering the halls, checking out where his classes would be.

Potions was the first class Draco had for the morning a er his first

period of free time. He walked in early to see Professor Slughorn

jotting things down on the blackboard.

"Well hello Mr. Malfoy! Congratulations on making advanced Potions!

Your assigned seat is in the back center row!" Professor Slughorn

smiled.

Draco didn't bother to answer he just shrugged and walked back to

his seat, placing a piece of parchment on the table.

Mostly slytherin students flooded in, followed by Harry and Hermione

who sat down together in the front.

"Oh no no Mr. Potter your seat is next to Mr. Malfoy in the back

center!" Professor Slughorn advised. a2

"What?!" Harry questioned rather loudly, looking at Draco.

Draco snapped his quill in his hand at the comment. "Oh Salazar." He

grunted to himself, rubbing his face.

Harry walked to the back, sitting down next to Draco, opening his

notebook. "Hello again..."

Draco glared. "Hi..." he responded quickly, pulling out a new quill. He

made a point not to pay attention to Harry, writing the notes down

from the board.

Harry had finished the notes, doodling on the sides of the parchment.

"Malfoy?" He asked, looking over.

Draco froze, looking to the side. "What is it Potter?"

"Looks like we will be sitting together all year so...shouldn't we learn

to deal with each other?" He asked, trying to get over what happened

in the past.

Draco put his finished notes away, opening his text for the reading

portion. "Change of heart Potter? What happened to staying away?"

He said with a snide tone.

"Starting to look like we can't ignore each other." Harry responded,

marking the chapter with a post it.

Draco looked at Harry with a sigh. "Maybe..."

Harry nodded slowly, his gaze moving to Draco's le  arm where he

remembered the bandage was.

Draco noticed, moving slightly to put his arm under the desk.

"I didn't see you at the Great Hall this morning." Harry switched the

subject.

"Wasn't hungry." He said as he fiddled with the binding of his text.

"Let's have lunch together." Harry blurted out. a1

Draco turned his head, staring. "Me...you want to have lunch with

me? What bloody for?" He asked, furrowing his brow.

Harry shrugged. "We sit at the same table why not? We sleep next to

each other and now we are potions partners why not lunch?"

Draco blushed, looking away. Why is he being so nice to me??? What

does he want? He thought, trying to hide his flushed face.

Harry raised an eyebrow, he never saw Draco blush like that before.

"Malfoy?"

"Yes fine, we can." Draco cleared his throat, going back to labeling the

text in the chapters that Slughorn was babbling on about up front.

Harry slightly smiled, putting his things away. "Class is over...see you

at lunch later." He said goodbye, walking out.

Draco followed outside, heading to advanced charms while Harry

went to advanced flight. He was glad to have some time to think

about lunch a er his charms class. Bullocks!!!! Lunch with Potter why

did I say yes?! What is wrong with me?! a2

Harry was the best flyer of the group next to Ginny, they were the

oldest of the group but Harry enjoyed that. Nobody bothered him

and he could learn cool tricks and ways to make flying easier. All he

could think about was Draco...it was di erent now that they didn't

have reasons to be rivals or enemies....something felt di erent but he

couldn't place it.

Draco ignored the whole charms lecture, staring out the window at

the flight class practice their moves. All he could think about is Harry,

he use to hide how he felt all the time, always kept his nasty facade

going no matter the situation. But now it was so hard to ignore Harry.

Why did they have to be placed in the same house? Especially hard

because they were in such a small group.

Harry flew through the air during a demonstration of perfect form for

the younger students who ogled and envied the skill. He could do this

with his eyes closed, but today he was so distracted.

Ginny ignored Harry through the whole class, taking her time

elsewhere to compliment and build up the young witches.

Draco got scolded by Professor Flitwick for day dreaming, but he

couldn't care less. He went back to his work, doing the tasks without

even thinking about it. What will people think seeing the boy who

killed the dark lord sitting with...with someone like me? He thought,

handing in the task to Flitwick.

"You may go now Mr. Malfoy! Next time pay better attention! Charms

could save you time and money one day!" Professor Flitwick

lectured.

Draco rolled his eyes, leaving early as everyone else struggled. He

sprinted down the hall and down the stairs to the Great Hall early. He

hid when he saw Snape talking to Professor Filch.

"I fear for the safety of that boy, a er some of us almost got

killed...myself included what if someone finishes the job???" Snape

whispered.

"That nasty boy shouldn't have come back!" Filch hissed.

Snape grabbed him by the coat. "Never speak ill of my godson EVER

again you Squib." He roughly let go. a1

"Sorry, but truthfully he shouldn't have come back." Filch apologized,

bravely stating his opinion.

"Well he did, you must keep a watchful eye on him, all of us do."

Snape warned.

"What of the Potter boy?" Filch questioned, Mrs. Norris circling his

feet.

"He's being looked a er by the ministry...they o ered him a job but

the boy insisted on coming back to finish." Snape answered, knowing

very well that Draco was spying down the hall.

"Must be o  Severus...I'd be careful this year sir...you almost died."

Filch patted Severus on the shoulder as he slowly walked away.

Severus heavily sighed, feeling sore and tired. He walked away back

to the Dungeons. "Mind your place Malfoy." He muttered as he walked

by him.

Draco eyes widened at that, embarrassed that he was seen. But this

confirmed his paranoia. His family had informed the whole school of

his possible danger coming back. "Shit!" He hissed, walking to the

Great Hall.

Severus was given both the advanced class and normal rank class of

Defense Against The Dark Arts, something he'd wanted for a long

time.

Harry le  once class ended, making his way to the Great Hall. He was

starving a er exerting himself to show o  his flying abilities.

He walked up to Ron who looked livid and hungry, he had a few

minutes so he wanted to find out what happened. "Ron? Why the

angry face?"

Ron growled to himself, handing him a crumpled up parchment.

Harry uncrumpled it, reading it. "Oh no...when did this happen?"

"At Breakfast! She wrote it and made Padma give it to me! She broke

up with me!" Ron's voice got high and squeaky, angry and saddened.

"She didn't even think to talk to me!" He hugged Harry, rubbing his

nose into his shoulder.

"Yuck! Common Ron pull yourself together." He wiped a handkerchief

across Ron's face and his shoulder, making a grossed out face. "We

have history of magic a er lunch let's talk about it later okay?" He

smacked Ron on the back, so ening his smile.

Ron nodded wiping the tears from his face. "Yeah alright mate,

thanks."

Harry walked with Ron to the Great Hall, splitting to their own tables.

Ginny comforted her brother at the Gry indor table, dealing with the

brunt of the crying and gross sobbing.

Draco was sitting there, ignoring Pansy as she talked up a storm of

nonsense. "Pansy for the love of Salazar can you please shut it?!"

Harry timidly sat next to Draco.

Draco sent a signal to pansy to get lost, nodding his head to the side.

Pansy sco ed, but she slid back down to eat with Blaise and Goyle

who pretended Draco didn't exist.

"You didn't have to do that, I know she's your best friend." Harry put a

sandwich and chips on his plate.

"She was...not anymore." Draco said with a cold response. He only

did the things he did because of his status and who his father was, he

chose not to keep the friends he did last term. "Not that it matters..."

"You should eat." Harry mentioned, pushing a platter near Draco's

plate.

Draco snatched a salad and poached chicken o  the platter. "Okay

Potter why are you being such a saint?"

"Huh?" Harry didn't know what that meant, chugging his milk. "What

do you mean?"

Draco took a bite of chicken. "You're being nice to me...what gives?"

"Do we need to be enemies? Why should I continue this charade?"

Harry bluntly responded.

Draco's heart flipped. "Charade? You mean you..."

"Yes, it's not real so why keep up with being mean for no reason? I

don't hate you, do you honestly hate me?" Harry asked, eating the

rest of his chips.

"N-No? B-But."

"Then cut it out Malfoy and eat your lunch." Harry snapped, pushing

the plate closer to Draco.

Draco's questions were finally answered, atleast the ones about how

Harry felt..."yes...right." he shoved chicken down his throat, chewing

voraciously, he was starving.

"Why are you eating like you haven't eaten in days?" Harry asked,

letting out a slight chuckled at the sight of Draco eating so fast.

"I havent." Draco admitted, drinking some juice. "I've had alot on my

mind about coming back..."

"No matter the issue you need to eat, it's not healthy." Harry scolded,

not meaning to.

Draco blushed again, looking away.

"Why do you do that?" Harry finally asked.

"Do what?"

"That!" Harry pointed to Draco's face.

"I can't help it it's my face!" Draco snapped.

"Not what I meant, you're blushing." Harry's lightly smirked.

"It's nothing." Draco rubbed his face. "What classes do you have le ?"

Harry allowed Draco to change the subject. "Advanced Apparition

and History of Magic...and advanced Herbology."

"Which goes first?" Draco asked.

"History."

Draco was disappointed, seems like the only class they had together

was potions. "Too bad."

Harry thought he saw a glimpse of disappointment in Draco's face.

"We need to talk Malfoy."

"About?" Draco asked, his heart starting to quicken.

"We just do...meet me in the Prefects Bathroom tonight." Harry

mentioned. a1

Draco almost choked on his pumpkin juice, staring at Harry. "Why

there??? Out of all places?" He wiped his lips with his white laced

handkerchief.

"I've been going there since 4th year when I want privacy and

comfort...just a place I like, will you meet me?" Harry asked for the

second time, realizing Draco was nervous for some reason.

Draco furrowed his brow but he nodded. "Yes what time?"

"7:30...if you're not busy." Harry wanted to sound nonchalant about

it.

"No I'm not busy...yes 7:30 is fine." Draco finished his lunch just in

time as class was starting soon.

"Well I have to go, but I'll see you soon yes?" Harry double checked.

"Yes." Draco nodded.

********************************

Ron and Harry talked about Hermione's breakup and quidditch

during their classes. They had every class together except potions,

Ron had to retake the normal potions class.

Hermione and Pansy were taking astronomy.

Pansy had overheard Draco's conversation with Harry, but she was

missing a few things. She knew they were talking and were meeting

but she didn't know when or where. She needed to vent to

someone...anyone. "Hey! Granger!" She snapped her fingers rudely.

Hermione switched seats with Padma, sitting next to Pansy. "What is

it? You look bothered." She asked.

"I overheard Potter and Draco talking at lunch." Pansy squeaked.

Hermione made a confused face. "I think you heard wrong they hate

each other."

Pansy shook her head. "I thought so too but they said it was fake, that

they shouldn't act like that anymore....I think their rivalry is over!"

She whispered quietly.

Hermione looked at Pansy in disbelief. "Why didn't they tell us this?!"

"Draco is mad at me I think...and at Goyle and Blaise...I think he

doesn't wanna be friends anymore a er what happened." Pansy

explained, feeling hurt.

"Harry is mad at me too...I broke up with Ron today...I wasn't able to

give him all the attention he needed so I know how you feel."

Hermione smiled. a3

"Enough about that, what should we do?" Pansy asked.

"Do?" Hermione didn't think there was anything they could do.

"Well I guess I need to talk to Draco for my own reasons but should I

ask about Potter?" Pansy didn't know what was considered

appropriate.

"Give it some time, I won't talk to Harry either, leave malfoy alone for

now." Hermione suggested.

Pansy nodded.

"Do you Witches have something to say during my class?" Professor

Sinistra snapped.

"Sorry Professor!" Hermione apologized.

Pansy and Hermione stayed quiet for the rest of the class, but the

sent notes back and forth. A new friendship was close to brewing.... a1
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