
  

Tell Me The Truth

Soon a er breakfast Pansy followed Draco and Harry to the library,

she refused to do this dysfunctional dance with Draco anymore. She

was going to find out the truth, even if she had to force him to tell her.

Draco sat in the back study section on the brown leather sectional,

flipping through an advanced potion textbook. "You're suppose to be

studying!" He poked Harry in the side.

Harry sat shoulder to shoulder with Draco, reading a book that

showed pictures of every kind of broom ever made since the early

1900's. "I'm looking at brooms...I'll study in a minute."

Draco scowled, going back to his reading. "I told you to study!" He

snapped lightly, snatching the book away. "Here." He handed Harry

their potions text from class. "Study!"

Harry glared, but read it anyway.

Pansy came over from one of the bookshelves. "Draco!" She called

sternly.

Draco looked up from his textbook, surprised to see Pansy. "Pansy

what are you doing here??? How did you know where I was?"

"I followed you, you've been giving everyone the creeps! I need to

talk to you." Pansy put her hands on her hips with a distasteful stare

at Harry.

Harry glared back, turning his back to her.

"I have nothing to say to you, leave." Draco went back to reading.

"That's just it! You won't talk to me or any of your friends!" Pansy

yelled.

"Be quiet!!!" Draco shushed. "Fine if I talk to you will you leave me

alone?!"

Pansy grabbed Draco by the shirt, dragging him a few shelves over.

"Pansy have you completely lost your mind?!" Draco released his

shirt from her grasp, flattening the cotton.

"Have you?! You've been spending all your time with Potter!" Pansy

crossed her arms, leaning against the bookshelves.

"What I do with my life is none of your concern! I told you we weren't

friends anymore." Draco started to walk away.

"I wouldn't do that...if you don't tell me what's going on I'll be forced

to make you." Pansy sneered.

Draco stopped, turning back around. "Are you threatening me?"

"Yes." Pansy walked towards him. "And it's a shame I have to!"

"What exactly do you want to know so bad that you'd threaten me?!"

Draco was slowly getting more and more angry.

Pansy looked over at Harry on the sectional through the shelf. "Why

are you with Potter all the time? Why are you roomates?"

Dracos eyes widened slightly. "Where did you hear that?"

"Well there's two empty beds in Slytherin and other students have

seen you walking together all the time!" Pansy pulled a small little

bottle with blue liquid inside.

"Pansy what is that?" Draco asked, taking a step back.

"Either you tell me yourself what's going on...or I dose you with a

drop of Veritaserum." Pansy took a few steps forward. "What's it

going to be?"

Draco was livid, clenching his fists at his side. "Why are you doing

this?"

"You have treated Goyle and Blaise like they don't exist, you've

renounced our friendship of 7 years! And all you do is pal around with

Potter why should I not demand answers????" Pansy uncorked the

potion.

Draco backed up. "No Pansy, you can't do this. You can't always get

your way! Things change, people change!"

"Last chance Draco. Tell me what you're doing with Potter." Pansy

threatened again.

Harry came over, stepping infront of Draco. "Parkinson if you put that

anywhere near Malfoy I'll report you to the head master." He walked

closer to her, wand in hand.

"So you have Potter defending you now???" Pansy took her wand out.

Draco felt absolutely scandalized, but he didn't dare break this up,

whatever this was turning into.

Harry looked at the bottle in Pansys hand. "Give it to me before I tell

Snape you stole from him." He pointed to the label on it.

Pansy furiously tossed it.

Harry tried to catch it. "Pansy no!" He grabbed it, veritaserum

dripped down his fingers. "Oh god."

Draco rubbed his eyes in his fingers. "Dammit Pansy!"

"Well now Potter tell me why you've been rooming with Draco!"

Pansy asked with a giant smirk.

Harry tried so hard to keep his mouth closed, but his lips moved

against his wishes. "Professor McGonagall made us roomates a er

malfoy got attacked by the group of Ravenclaws, fearing for his

safety."

Draco was making distressing grumbling noises under his breath.

"Pansy isn't that enough? Common Potter let's go." He tried pulling

him away. a1

"Wait a minute! Attacked? Why didn't I know any of this?!" Pansy

waved her hands around in annoyance.

"Malfoy didn't want you to know I'm assuming, you and the rest of

the Slytherin crew haven't exactly had a good track record." Harry

snapped.

"But why is Draco spending all his time with you? Why are you

protecting him?!" Pansy desperately wanted to know.

Draco nervously grabbed the sides of his jeans, begging Harry with

his eyes to fight it.

Harry struggled to stay quiet, but it was futile. "Because I like him

alright?! Things have changed, why must you be so intrusive?!" Harry

gasped, covering his mouth.

Draco paled, covering his face in embarrassment. "Pansy please don't

tell anyone please!" He begged.

Pansy stared in complete disbelief. "Oh my god...Draco how could

you?! It's fucking Potter! He's the reason your Father's reputation was

trashed! You've hated him since you were 11!"

Draco looked down. "I never hated him." He looked away. "My father

screwed up his own life! It had nothing to do with Potter!!!"

"What?!" Pansy gasped. "So...its true! Why Draco?! You've betrayed us

all!" She cried, running through the library. a1

Harry put his wand away, wiping the liquid o  his hand. "Malfoy?" He

turned around.

Draco stared at Harry horrified. "Well that's it I guess...the whole

school will know by the end of tonight..."

"I'm sorry...I couldn't stop it." Harry felt terrible.

"It's not your fault...you tried to protect me...why did you do that?"

Draco looked at Harry.

"I couldn't let her use that potion on you, I tried to stop it but she

threw it at me." Harry came over, a sad look on his face. "Maybe she

won't tell anyone."

Draco shook his head. "Wishful thinking Potter...Pansy is the biggest

gossip of the entire school."

Harry didn't know what to say or do to help Draco, seeing the distress

in his face. "So what happens now?"

Draco started to internally panick, nervously running his fingers

through his silver hair. "We have to hope she doesn't blab." He

sighed. "Why are you not freaking out?"

Harry thought about it. "I'm rather nervous about it...but you matter

more to me than ridicule and gossip."

Draco's eyes widened. "Potter I think the potion is still working." He

swallowed hard, unsure of how that made him feel.

"I don't care, I made my choice and I wouldn't change it for

anything." Harry walked over, hugging Draco.

Draco blushed hard, looking down at Harry. "What if your friends

don't like this? You'd risk it?...for me?"

Harry hugged tighter. "Yes...without even having to think about it."

Dracos heart threatened to jump out of his chest, shakily wrapping

his arms around Harry's back. "Well then...I guess we just...have to

endure it."

Harry looked up at Draco. "I thought you'd run from me...when she

found out."

Draco sighed, "I wanted to...I was scared, but once she knew there's

wasn't anything I could have done."

"What shall we do? Do you want space...from me?" Harry asked, pain

in his voice.

Draco thought he'd want to be away from Harry, but that question

only made him hug tighter. "N-No....no I don't want that." He looked

down at Harry, seeing the way he looked at him.

Harry leaned up into Draco's lips, kissing him.

Draco kissed back, feeling di erent about things now that they had

talked. "I won't run from you...I promise."

Harry never thought he'd ever see Draco's walls he put up start to

melt away. "Thank you Malfoy." He smiled.

Dracos lips formed into a half smile, feeling better that they felt the

same. But that also meant things between them were changing.

"Common, let's get out of this stu y library."

Harry walked side by side with Draco, hoping things would get better,

he knew somewhere in the next few days that they could be facing

alot of backlash.

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

In the Gry indor common room, Ron and Seamus were playing

Wizards Chess, Seamus beating Ron by only a few moves. They had

become very close at the absence of Harry, Seamus had formed a

strong bond right o  the bat. Ron liked the attention and bigger

friendship, taking comfort in the long conversations at night and

lunches together.

Ron lost with a groan, flicking down his king. "Damn!"

"Don't worry Ron one day you'll beat me!" Seamus put his hands

behind his head, leaning his chair back.

Ron cleaned up the pieces, putting it away in the box. "I feel like

we've been the only ones in here today."

"That's because we've been the only ones! It's the weekend everyone

is o  fooling around!" Seamus smirked, walking over to the couch,

lazily spreading out on it. "Ahhh it's good to be back at Hogwarts!"

"Fooling around?" Ron asked, walking over to Seamus, sitting in the

recliner next to the couch.

"Fooling around! You know physical stu ." He chuckled, flipping

himself upside-down.

"Must be nice." Ron growled to himself, fiddling with a rip in his jeans.

"Wait what? Don't tell me you're a virgin!" Seamus laughed, flipping

o  the couch, falling to the ground.

"It's not funny mate! You know Mione and I never got far I would have

told you." Ron looked away embarrassed, hugging the recliner pillow

to his chest.

"I just thought...you know over the summer maybe." Seamus

shrugged. "Too bad for you huh?"

Ron scowled. "Don't rub it in, it's already embarrassing enough at 18

years old." He pushed his face into the pillow.

"Well...it doesn't have to stay that way." Seamus snickered, a big

smirk on his face. a2

"Whut?" Ron's eyes widened, unsure what Seamus even meant.

Seamus giggled. "Id show you a good time, make you feel things

you've never felt." He teased, walking to the fireplace infront of them,

putting some wood in it. "You'd be satisfied hehe." He wiggled his

eyebrows. a2

Ron blushed across his cheeks. "Very funny Seamus." He awkwardly

adjusted in his seat.

Seamus spelled the fire. "Incendio." He whispered, putting up the fire

screen, sitting back down on the couch. "Who said I was joking?" He

leered.

Ron stared for a few seconds until it clicked. "Seamus!" He stared

with a scandalized face. "I'm not gay!"

Seamus laughed, amused. "So? Who needs labels? Plus it's not like

you'd have the balls anyways." He teased, grabbing a fist full of

pretzels from the snack bowl on the co ee table.

Ron sco ed, too nervous to move. "Seamus what the bloody hell is

wrong with you?!"

Seamus smirked at Ron. "Don't tell me you've never thought about it,

the touch of another wizard...the forbidden taste of it all." He got up,

walking towards towards painting exit. "Just think about it, might be

fun." He winked, walking out.

Ron sat there, almost ripping the stitching in the pillow. "Whut?!?!"

He yelled, his brain rushing all over the place.

Ginny came down from the girls bedroom staircase, stopping at the

bottom. "Ron? You alright?"

Ron snapped out of it, turning to smile at his sister. "Ginny...can I talk

to you?"

Ginny smiled back, sitting on the arm of the recliner next to him.

"What's got you looking so pale?" She rubbed his shoulder.

"Seamus just told me he wants to do things with me." Ron made a

weird face, looking at his sister in worry. "At first I thought he was just

joking but he said he wasn't."

Ginny broke out in laughter, patting Ron on the arm. "Oh Ron you're

so silly! Seamus is a horn dog, he's openly gay but he's harmless I

assure you." She leaned into him.

"Yes but...it made me feel funny." Ron admitted. "What does that

mean?"

Ginny shrugged, leaning her head ontop of Ron's. "All of us are slaves

to our urges...but I feel it doesn't matter if it's boys or girls...all of us

deserve attention don't you think?" She smiled.

"You sound like Seamus." Ron scowled.

"Have you talked to Harry lately?" Ginny asked.

"Only in our classes and sometimes at meals why?" Ron asked, not

seeing what Harry had to do with his Seamus dilemma.

"There's rumors that have been circling the houses, someone told me

today yesterday that Malfoy and Harry have been spending all their

time together night and day." Ginny explained.

"They only have potions and meals together I doubt that." Ron shook

his head.

"You haven't heard have you?" Ginny asked.

"Heard what?" Ron asked, curious.

"Professor McGonagall and Professor Snape had to make them room

together somewhere in the dungeons...remember Malfoy getting

jumped? The ministry called for protection so they stuck Harry with

him." Ginny furrowed her brow. "I thought you knew."

Ron glared. "No I didn't know...he hasn't told me yet." He got up,

walking to the painting. "I'll see you at lunch."

"Bye!" She yelled, watching him leave.

Pavarti came over. "Common! We will miss lunch!"

"Coming!" Ginny caught up to Pavarti, walking out.

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

Draco and Harry skipped lunch, sneaking o  to their room. It proved

rather di icult on a Saturday when the halls and empty classrooms

were riddled with students, finally making it without being seen.

Harry unlocked the door, walking in. "Finally." He hu ed.

Draco followed close behind, locking it behind him. "Sure you're not

hungry?"

Harry walked over to the trunk at the end of the bed, pulling a box of

cauldron cakes from it. "Did you really think I didn't have a stash?"

Draco snatched it, sitting ontop of the dresser next to the closet.

"Thank Salazar." He broke open the box, tearing open a cake.

Harry walked up, taking one from the box. "You know we could have

gone to lunch Malfoy." He said, sitting across from him on the edge of

the bed.

Draco shook his head, chewing. "Not a er Pansy finding out...the

Slytherin table is probably crawling with gossip." He looked over at

the trunk. "What else you got in there?"

Harry went over to open it. "Box of chocolate cauldrons, bag of

honeydukes chocolate and chocolate bonbons...hmm some licorice

wands and a box of every flavored beans...and a case of chocolate

frogs...and ice mice and some pepper imps but I don't think you'd

want that." He rustled through the snacks.

"You have honeydukes chocolate? What for?" Draco asked.

Harry shrugged. "To ease anxiety." He pulled out some chocolate

bonbons, tossing the bag. "I like chocolate so what?" a2

Draco caught the bag, ripping into it. "I like minty things and canary

creams...stu  like that."

Harry sat back down on the bed, pushing the curtains fully open on

all sides. "So you're boycotting the Great hall? Forever?"

Draco rolled his eyes, wiping his mouth with a tissue from the top of

the dresser. "No Potter, just till Monday...I want some peace before

my reputation is finally seen through." He admitted, sighing. "It

doesn't matter anymore, I'm glad it's all gone."

Harry was curious about Draco's friends. "Malfoy why haven't you

talked to any of your old friends? Like Parkinson and Zambini?"

Draco looked at Harry with a sigh. "I'm trying to leave behind

everything that happened last year...that includes the Witches and

Wizards I use to be friends with...none of them ever cared enough to

ask me if I was okay with the whole...Dark Lord situation."

"I'm glad you've come to that conclusion yourself but...I really think

you should talk to them at some point and try to patch things up or

atleast explain you don't want to talk anymore." Harry suggested.

Draco knew he couldn't avoid all of them for very much longer, but it

still made him nervous. "Maybe next week."

Harry smiled at Draco, happy to be with him like this. "Did you ever

think we'd be like this together?"

Draco shook his head. "I was very mean to you...I had so many things

happening at once and I didn't handle it well so I bullied you and

others...not my finest moments."

Harry stood up, taking a few steps. "Did you ever want more than

being enemies with me?"

Draco dropped the plastic wrappers in the waste basket. "What do

you mean?"

"Did you ever want more?" Harry stopped infront of Draco.

"Friendship?"

Draco watched Harry get closer, getting a tingle in his groin. "Potter

what are you doing?"

"Answer my question." He whispered, putting his hands on Draco's

knees.

Draco looked Harry in the eyes, holding in his feelings for such a long

time. Guess this is where it all comes out...no reason to keep lying. He

thought to himself, taking a deep breath. "You didn't shake my hand."

Harry raised an eyebrow. "What?"

"The first day at Hogwarts...I stuck my hand out in friendship and you

didn't take it." Draco started to say. "That was the day it started."

Harry's eyes widened, remembering that very moment so long ago.

"7 1/2 years ago...what started?"

"My mission to drive you nuts...I kept bullying you and making nasty

remarks, emotionally abusing you because...you rejected me." Draco

finally explained.

"Malfoy we were little kids...if you felt that way you had plenty of

years to say something...why didnt you?" Harry asked. a1

Draco showed a sad smile. "You didn't like me...the things I said to

you, I never blamed you I was horrible to you." He put his hands over

Harry's hands.

Harry grabbed Draco by the thighs, pulling him to the edge of the

dresser. "You're wrong." He whispered, inches from his lips.

"What?" He gasped, being pulled against Harry by his thighs.

"I've liked you for years." He squeezed Draco's thighs tightly in his

hands.

"That can't be...I thought you..." Draco froze, realizing how stupid the

both of them had been. "Oh god."

"Hate me huh?" He whispered against Draco's lips.

Draco felt like he'd fall apart right there, in Harry's grasp inches from

his face. "Potter...this is..."

"I know." Harry pushed his lips roughly against Draco's.

Draco grabbed Harry's waist, squeezing his sides in his hands. He

pushed back into the kiss, biting Harry's bottom lip. a1

Harry pulled apart, kissing down to Dracos earlobe, sucking on the

so  skin below it.

Draco ran his hands under Harry's shirt, squeezing the muscles of his

back. "Potter not here."

Harry pulled away, looking at Draco with a questioning gaze.

Draco nodded over to the bed.

Harry didn't even have to think twice, pulling Draco o  the dresser,

pushing him over to the bed.

Continue reading next part 
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