
  

The Weekend

Friday had finally come, classes came and went with happy Wizards

and Witches running towards dinner in the Great hall. Harry and

Draco sat in silence at the Slytherin table, eating their food without

even a word.

Harry finished his Dinner, taking a large swig of Pumpkin juice. He

looked over at Draco who seemed to be doing the same. Its been two

days...why hasn't he even looked at me? He asked himself, chugging

the rest of his juice. a2

Draco pushed away his now empty plate, placing the fork down. He

felt the hairs on his neck stand up as Harry kept staring. Bloody hell

why must he look at me like that??? He yelled internally, doing

everything he could to ignore him.

Harry scowled, smacking his empty cup on the table. "Malfoy."

Draco sighed, turning his head slowly. "What is it Potter?" He said

dryly.

"You've been ignoring me, what's your deal?" Harry finally

confronted.

Draco knew he couldn't avoid Potter anymore, not when they lived

together, had the same house, and ate meals together. What am I

suppose to say to him??? I can't let him know...

Harry scowled again, pulling at Draco's sleeve. "Malfoy!" He snapped.

"What?!" Draco growled.

A few heads turned at the Slytherin table from the loud yelling, soon

going back to their conversations.

Draco sighed, looking at Harry for the first time since Thursday. "This

is not the time for this." He snarled, looking around anxiously.

"It will never be the right time will it?" Harry said irritatingly, stu ing

a cookie in his face, walking away from the table.

Draco watched Harry walk out of the Great Hall. "Dammit Potter..." he

said quietly to himself.

Pansy smacked into Draco as she slid down the benches, as she o en

did. "Draco! How's it going?" She grinned as she snatched Draco's

drink.

"I thought I made it clear I didn't want to talk with you." Draco said,

fiddling with his snake ring.

"I'm your best friend! We use to talk about everything." Pansy said

with a sad expression. "Am I not enough for you? Do you like Potter

more than me???"

Draco swung his head to glare furiously at Pansy. "What does that

mean?"

"Word around the Slytherin dormitories is that you and Golden Boy

are more than just friends." Pansy sneered, biting into an oreo.

Draco's face paled, his mind flashing moments of Harry ontop of him.

"That's ridiculous..."

Pansy bumped her shoulder into Draco's. "Then why are you

blushing?"

Draco got to his feet, a mortified look on his face. "Never speak to me

again!" He snarled, stomping out if the Great Hall.

Harry had made it back to the room, stripping his school clothes o ,

throwing them in the laundry basket. He put on his slytherin pajamas

with a matching green T-shirt. He was frustrated with Draco, but he

was too tired to continue fighting about it.

Harry crawled into the bed, closing the canopy curtains around it. He

hadn't slept in it yet, the silk sheets and memory foam mattress

made it super comfortable. "So much better than the couch!" He

sighed into a comforting stretch.

Draco came in moments later, not knowing Harry was inside the

curtains of the 4 post master bed. He kicked o  his shoes and socks,

pulling his robes and uniform o , changing into black silk pajama

pants with a Slytherin logo thin cotton T-shirt. He unwrapped his

bandage, rubbing healing salve on the skin.

All the cuts and redness disappeared, only leaving the scars behind.

Harry sat up, holding a pillow to his chest. "Malfoy!"

Draco jumped a few paces backwards, looking around confused.

"Bloody hell!" He hissed, spooked out of his mind.

Harry peeked open the canopy curtains with a grin. "Sorry did I scare

you?"

Draco glared, forcing his body to relax. "I don't like being surprised."

Harry chuckled. "Sorry, come inside." He waved Draco over, closing

the curtains.

Draco closed his eyes with a deep breath, ignoring his heart beating

out of his chest. "What for?" He asked, opening the curtains as he

climbed in knee to hand.

Harry grabbed Draco by the waist, pulling his back to his chest.

Draco squeaked in surprise, his spine pushed against Harry's chest

and stomach. "Potter what the hell?!"

Harry wrapped his arms around Draco's chest from behind, spooning

his slender torso. "I'm tired of being ignored...we don't have to play

this game." He talked quietly against Draco's ear. a1

Draco shuddered from the hot breath of Harry's lips, so close against

him. "I wasn't...I-I didn't mean..." he tried to explain, interupted by

one of Harry's hands sliding down to his stomach.

"I will never judge you...or ask you to be something you're not." Harry

whispered, nibbling the shell of Draco's ear.

Draco whimpered as Harry kissed down his neck from behind. "Potter

you can't possibly-" He gasped as fingers slipped under his shirt.

Harry teased his fingers up Draco's bare chest, stroking his ribs.

"When we are in here...the lights o  and door locked, it's just us." He

lightly sucked the dip of Draco's neck.

Draco moaned quietly, biting his lip to stifle any more noises. "Potter

you can't do this to me..." he whined, bringing his leg up slightly to

shield himself.

Harry licked Draco's collarbone as his fingers explored his chest

under the shirt, teasing his pointer finger around Draco's nipple.

Draco was fighting to keep quiet, he was so hard under his briefs and

silk pajamas. "Don't!" He moaned, grabbing Harry's arm that held

him still.

"I know you like me." Harry whispered, moving his hand down to grip

Draco's side. "You like me touching you."

Draco took in a shaken breath, his stomach tingling. He turned his

body to look at Harry, pushing his lips up to his. I can't fight it! I just

can't! His hands...

Harry's eyes widened, slowly closing as he kissed back, pushing

Draco's back against the mattress.

Draco grabbed Harry's biceps, never realizing how much muscles

Harry had in his arms.

Harry couldn't believe that Draco had initiated a kiss, it was the first

time he had shown any interest. He pushed against his lips, enjoying

every second of it.

Draco gasped as Harry's tongue poked at his lips, he opened his

mouth, letting him in.

Harry was driven crazy by the suddenly willing body beneath him,

twisting their tongues together.

Draco awkwardly reached behind, gripping the back of Harry's shirt

between his fingers.

Harry pulled Draco's shirt up to his chest, moving down to kiss his

chest. "I'm sorry for the scars." He kissed over them, licking the edges

with his tongue.

Draco held onto Harry's shoulders, squeezing nervously. "I've put it

b-behind me." He stuttered, a small chill going up his back.

Harry came back up, kissing Draco's forehead, brushing his lips down

his nose to his lips, gently giving him a long kiss.

Draco felt his heart racing, looking at Harry curiously. "What was that

for?" He asked, an new feeling rushing through him.

Harry smiled so ly, kissing Draco's cheek. "Nothing Malfoy." He

moved his head to the pillow, pulling Draco closer.

Draco heard the grandfather clock chime, looking out of the curtain

gap to see it was very late. "Oh god."

"What?" Harry questioned, moving his head to look at what Draco

was staring at. It was almost 11 at night. "Wow...we must have been

making out for hours." He chuckled.

Draco blushed, he cleared his throat, sitting up. "Well we should get

ready for bed."

Harry pushed himself to the edge of the bed. "Yes I suppose we

should...I'll see you in the morning."

Draco furrowed his brow, wanting to stop him. "Wait."

Harry turned his head. "What is it?"

"You don't have to sleep on the couch every night..." Draco said

slowly, pulling the sheets and comforter down.

"Really? I didn't think..."

Draco shook his head. "Sleep with me tonight, the couch shouldn't be

your bed."

Harry's stomach fluttered, smiling at him. "Thanks Malfoy."

"Just get in Potter." Draco so ly snapped.

Harry laughed, moving to the pillows. "Goodnight." He smiled,

pulling the covers over his torso.

Draco did the same, getting cozy next to Harry. "Night." He

whispered, closing his eyes as he turned over.

Harry stared at Draco's back for a little while, wishing he could touch

Draco's pretty silver hair. It was almost touching his shoulders, wavy

and shiny. He snapped out of it, turning the other way. Hes in bed

with me...but I wish he'd come closer...he thought to himself, looking

over his shoulder. a2

Draco fell asleep fast, he felt safe knowing they were together,

nobody could hurt him while Harry was around. But there was a part

of him that felt like it wouldn't last. Why does he even want to be

around someone like me? He heard in his dreams, seeing the dark

mark and all the horrible things he witnessed. I mustn't get

attached... a1

********************************** a2

Harry woke up the next morning, carefully getting out of bed so he

wouldn't wake Draco. He picked out some jeans and a dark green T-

shirt, silently leaving for the bathroom. He showered, shaved,

brushed his teeth, and got dressed. It wasn't breakfast time yet,

leaving time to relax.

Harry snuck back into the room, he walked over to the bed quietly.

He peered in the curtains to see Draco was still sleeping, he smiled

so ly at how peaceful he looked. He crawled back in the bed, lying

next to Draco.

Harry was much closer this time, the blankets draped around his

hips. He's so pretty up close like this...he got closer, wanting to kiss

those perfectly so  lips.

Draco was waking up, slowly opening his eyes. His vision cleared, his

eyes wide at Harry so close to him. "Potter?" He sleepily asked,

rubbing his eyes.

"Morning." Harry smirked, leaning the rest of the way to kiss him.

Draco raised his brows as minty lips pushed against his own. "Did you

already shower?"

Harry nodded, kissing him again. "You should get dressed it's almost

breakfast time."

Draco sat up, stretching with a yawn. He looked down at himself,

remembering he didn't sleep in his shirt. "Ah...yes well I'll go shower."

He got out of bed on the opposite side, walking to the door.

"Wait! Don't forget your clothes." Harry reminded.

Draco hu ed, forgetting himself. "Just grab a shirt and jeans...toss

them over."

Harry opened the closet, ba led at how much designer clothes Draco

owned. "Goodness this wardrobe could pay o  a small country." He

teased, grabbing a black T-shirt with a snake on the chest pocket with

a pair of bleach stained jeans that had rips in the knees. He picked

black briefs to go with the theme. a2

Draco held his hands out to catch the clothes. "Just toss them."

"Come get them." Harry smirked, holding the clothes on his arm.

Draco rolled his eyes with a tired sigh, walking over. "Give it." He

reached for them.

Harry grabbed Draco's wrist, pulling him into a kiss, wrapping his arm

around the small of his back.

Draco pulled away, sco ing in protest. "I havent even brushed my

teeth yet!" a4

"I don't care." Harry retorted, pulling him close with another kiss.

Draco blushed all across his nose, squeaking lightly against Harry's

lips. He soon relaxed, kissing back.

Harry pulled away a er a few kisses, smiling so ly. "Go get ready."

Draco stared for a second, turning to walk out the door.

Harry watched him go as the door closed, walking over to make the

bed. A knock was heard on the door about 10 minutes later.

Harry walked over, looking in the peep hole, he knew Draco wouldn't

knock on his own door. He smiled widely as he saw Remus on the

other side of it.

Remus held his arms out as the door opened. "Harry my boy!"

"Remus!" Harry wrapped his arms around him, embracing tightly.

"Yes, yes hello! Always good to see you." He always enjoyed their

hugs. "So!" He continued, walking in.

"What brings you down here?" Harry asked, closing the door behind

them.

"Well I've been meaning to come check out the old Slytherin dorm! I

see the magic changed the room quite nicely! Looks lovely!" Remus

inspected with a grin. "I wanted to check in with you, especially

Draco, now I know you two don't get along very well."

Harry sat on the couch with Remus. "Actually it's been the exact

opposite...things have been wonderful." a1

"Oh?" Remus asked with a raised brow. "I always remembered you

two getting into such awful bickering fights....not the case anymore?"

Harry blushed accidentally. "No we've gotten along much better since

we've come back this year."

Remus cupped Harry's cheek, feeling how hot his skin was. "My boy

you're blushing! I can tell it's not just friends you've stumbled upon

now have you?"

Harry shook his head. "You won't tell anyone will you?"

Remus made a serious face. "Of course not Harry, you're 18 now and

you're growing up! Live your life as you wish! You've earn it." He

smiled, getting up.

Harry walked with Remus as they went for the door. "Do hurry if you

want to make it to breakfast! And please find me if you require

anything." Remus smiled as he le .

Harry closed the door, happy that Remus decided to pop by.

Draco came in a few minutes later, all dressed and clean for the day.

"Was Professor Lupin here before?"

Harry nodded. "Came to check on our move to the dorm. He was

making sure things were okay." He explained, putting his wand in his

jeans pocket. "You ready?"

"Almost." Draco put on his black socks and his silver grey colored high

top sneakers. "Now I'm ready." He grabbed his wand.

"I'm starving!" Harry opened the door as they walked out.

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

The Great hall was filled with Students of every house, some missing

due to sleeping in, but mostly all eating and socializing.

Hermione was fighting with Ron at the Gry indor table. Ginny,

Pavarti, and Seamus were trying to break it up. Neville and Dean sat

together looking very annoyed with their dramatic friends. "Knock it

o  will you? You're making a scene!!!" Seamus snapped.

Padma and Luna sat together close by at the Ravenclaw table,

making faces of disapproval.

Harry decided to come over and find out what was going on, he

signaled Draco to go wait for him.

"I told you its over now sod o !!!" Hermione snapped loudly,

smacking Ron with her hand.

"Hermione!" Harry yelled, stepping infront of Ron to stop any further

smacking. "What do you think you're doing?!"

"I told her to stop but she wouldn't listen!" Seamus chimed in.

"Enough all of you!" Harry growled, turning his attention back to

Hermione. "Why did you smack Ron?"

"I was trying to say hello to Ginny and everyone else but Ron went

mental! Said I couldn't talk with his sister unless I took him back!"

Hermione explained, sitting back down with a heavy sigh.

Harry crossed his arms, turning to Ron who had a red face of anger.

"Ron you can't tell Hermione who she can be friends with, we've all

been friends since we were 11!"

"See?! I told you!" Hermione snapped at Ron.

"And you!" Harry started. "You cannot throw a tantrum at breakfast

because Ron is hurt and upset with you! You are smarter and more

polite then that." He scolded Hermione for her childish behavior. "You

hurt him you need to realise that, maybe some space would help." He

looked back at Ron. "The both of you stay away from each other for

atleast a week!"

Ron nodded, walking over to sit with Neville and Dean. "I'm still

mad!"

"Yes Ron we know. Now eat you'll feel better." Harry turned to

Hermione. "Mione you can't do this again okay? I know it's hard but

you need to understand his feelings too." He wrapped his arm around

her shoulders. a1

"I'm sorry Harry, just been having a hard time with him thats all."

Hermione apologized.

"You should get back to Ravenclaw before you get in trouble." Harry

suggested.

"Yes, good idea, thank you Harry...sorry I got angry." Hermione

apologized again.

"Well next time please find me before you explode like this." He

pleaded. "I have to go meet Malfoy but please remember find me

first!" He waved goodbye as he walked away.

Hermione furrowed her brow, confused at what she just heard.

"Meeting malfoy???"

Seamus walked up to Hermione. "What about Malfoy?"

Hermione turned with a dazed face. "Harry just said he's meeting

Malfoy!"

"Well a'course Mione haven't you heard? Head master and the

ministry made Harry room with Malfoy a er the Ravenclaws went

postal." Seamus chomped into a piece of toast.

Hermione gasped. "So that's where they've been! Wait how did you

know?"

"I overheard McGonagall talking to Professor Snape two days ago! I

had my free period and ran into them. I hid while I listened." Seamus

stu ed the remaining bread into his mouth.

"But why??? Malfoy is the last wizard Harry would want to be

around...that doesn't make any sense." Hermione asked.

Seamus gave Hermione a funny look. "Common now Mione are you

da ? A wise Witch such as yourself should have seen that's not true."

He giggled, walking back over to Ron, Dean and Neville.

Hermione slowly went back to the Ravenclaw table, confused and

bewildered. She saw Ginny walk by the table. "Ginny?"

Ginny stopped, looking over. "Yes? What's up?"

Hermione looked over at Harry sitting with Draco at the Slytherin

table, turning her head back to Ginny. "Why did you and Harry break

up?"

Ginny froze, sitting down with her. "Do you want my answer? Or the

one that's rumored around the school?"

"What? Rumors?" Hermione asked.

Ginny looked around. "Harry broke up with me, I didn't break up with

him...to be honest he didn't seem very interested in me...like he

didn't have real feelings for me."

Hermione raised a brow. "And what of this rumor you heard?"

Ginny sighed, not wanting to make Hermione upset. "Slytherin house

and Ravenclaw have been saying Harry likes Malfoy...you know...like

like."

Hermiones eyes widened. "He couldn't possibly! He's not gay is he?"

She whispered. a1

"It would clear up many things I didn't understand when we

dated...but I'd never accuse him of something like that, it's none of

my buisness....neither is it yours." Ginny pointed out. a1

"I have to talk to Pansy maybe she knows something." Hermione

suggested.

Ginny gave Hermione a stern stare, standing up from the table. "Be

careful of that girl...she's a wild one. I have to get back, but be careful

okay?"

Hermione said no more, she looked over at Harry and Malfoy again.

Wishing she knew more.

Harry what are you up to? Why haven't you come and talk to me? I'm

scared we're growing apart....

Continue reading next part 
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