~*Playing With a Dragon's Fire*~

***

"So you want to be captain next year, eh?" Marcus Flint asked, running his tongue slowly along his grotesque teeth as he smirked across the Slytherin table at Draco.

With an exasperated kind of sigh and a slight roll of his eyes, Draco stared right back at Flint, "yes..." He began slowly, a hint of annoyance becoming clear in his voice as he spoke, "now do you have the memory span of a goldfish, or do I just have to repeat myself a certain amount of times before what I'm saying registers in that pea brain of yours."

To his surprise, Marcus chuckled. Shaking his head at Draco as he leaned forwards so that their faces were closer. He gestured with a finger for to Draco to come closer still, but Draco remained sat exactly where he was. For Flint had an awful case of halitosis, and he didn't intend on getting any closer than he had to.

Marcus stared blankly across at Draco for a moment before he shrugged and began speaking, regardless of the fact Draco hadn't shifted so much as an inch closer, "you know I won't be on the team anymore next year, so your Daddy’s bribes will mean sweet dick all to me. This is something you're going to have to earn Malfoy."

Slowly, Draco arched an eyebrow. He would rather shave his head, then run stark naked through the hall with 'I love muggles' written across his pretty little arse than shag Flint, if that is what the smarmy git was getting at, "I'm not shagging you," he stated bluntly with a derisive snort.

Flint paused, then rolled his eyes, "not me."

That just made Draco arch his eyebrow more, "then who?"

Flint had obviously been waiting for Draco to ask. With a broad smirk, he sat back in his seat and folded his arms across his chest, nodding to someone at a different table, "her."

Draco raised his eyebrows slightly as he looked over his shoulder, "who?" He asked as his grey eyes scanned the Gryffindor table, the table Flint had nodded to.

Smirking even more, Flint nodded to the girl again, "her, the one with the prefect badge."

Following his gaze, Draco nearly choked as he whipped back around in his seat to face Flint. His face was contorted into an expression of disgust, "Granger? Are you mad!"

"You want that position?" Flint laughed, raising both of his eyebrows at Draco, "then you'll have her in bed by the end of the month, and, have proof she actually shagged you."

With a loud sigh, Draco scowled as he looked over his shoulder at Hermione once again, "she's a Mudblood," he said with distaste, clenching his jaw as he moved his eyes back to Flint, who was looking very pleased with himself.

"That she may be, but she's also your ticket to becoming captain next year Malfoy."

The corners' of Flint's mouth kept twitching as he spoke, almost as though he was fighting down a laugh. He reached over to clap Draco on the shoulder, wishing him luck before he pushed himself up and headed out of the hall chuckling. A few other members of the Quidditch team followed Flint out. Most of them, Draco noted, were snickering too.

Draco sat in complete silence for a moment. He didn't budge as he ran everything Flint had said over in his head...This wouldn't be easy...It was a bit of a challenge however, and a Malfoy was always up for a challenge.

So he sat...and he waited. Occasionally glancing at Hermione over his shoulder. She was sat at the end of the Gryffindor table, writing of course. 'She's probably doing some bloody extra credit work...' Draco thought with a sneer as he looked back down at his hands.

***

Tick...tick...tick...The large Grandfather clock in the front hall was moving so slowly that Draco was almost certain it would be going backwards if it slowed down anymore. Sighing, he cast another look over his shoulder at Hermione. What was she writing? A book? He wouldn't be surprised if she was...but really, did she have to do it now? On his time? Clenching his jaw, he rested his chin in his hand and drummed his fingertips on the tabletop as he waited. Another five minutes passed and Draco was starting to get really fed up. With a loud sigh, he looked back over his shoulder again and nearly gave a start.

...She was gone.

His jaw dropped slightly. Where - when - how? He turned his head to look over his other shoulder, just in time to see the back of her robes swish around the corner. Ah...so the chase began. His lips curved up into a half smirk and he pushed himself up, heading out of the hall after her. This was the best part...the chase. It was the challenge on his strength, his skill, and his determination. All of which he was certain were up to par.

It was nearly eight o-clock now, and many of the candles in the hallway had been extinguished. Draco used the dim lighting to his advantage, keeping to the shadows as he strutted down the hall after her. As of now, he didn't have a clue as to where she was headed. She took two rights and one left before heading up a flight of stairs. Deciding it would be too risky to follow her up the staircase, he waited at the bottom until she turned the corner at the top. As soon as she was around that corner, he followed, and the chase continued.

The pursuit lead him right to the library. He should have known. The library was somewhere he could honestly say he'd never been in all his years at Hogwarts. The large oak doors with the Hogwarts crest carved into them groaned in protest as he pushed them open, following her inside. The dusky smell of many old books hit him and he made a slight face, crunching up his nose as he glanced around for Hermione.

He spotted her soon enough, trailing her fingertips along the spines of books in the 'Potions' section of the library. Perking an eyebrow slightly, he slowly made his way over to the same section, but stood on the opposite side of the shelf. He could just see the top of her head as she walked along, and he walked with her, his eyes not on the books in front of his face.

***

She had noticed him when he'd entered the library. Probably because she'd never seen him in there before. If she moved her eyes up, she could just barely see the top of his head. The tell-tale blonde hair giving him away. Deciding to ignore him, she looked back at the books and continued walking along...and so did he. At the exact same pace that she was. Slowly, she arched an eyebrow. Was he following her? No...He wouldn't, why would he? Shaking her head slightly, she came to a halt in front of the book she thought she might need to complete her Potions essay.

He stopped too.

Widening her eyes slightly, Hermione decided to do a little test. Biting down on her lip, she slowly took a few baby steps to the left.

He did too.

She narrowed her eyes and stopped again, placing her hands on her hips.

So did he.

Biting the corner of her lip, Hermione glanced around the library to make sure there was no one around. There wasn't. Mdm.Pince was sat at her desk in the front, and besides her and her newfound stalker, the library was virtually empty. Slowly, she moved her eyes back in front of herself, noting that he hadn't budged. So, with a small smirk, she quickly reached up and gave the book in front of her face a shove. With a thud, it slammed into the book in front of it, knocking it right at Draco.

He'd been tapping his foot, his jaw clenched. What the hell was the Mudblood doing? It seemed as though she'd been staring at the same bloody book forever. He was just about to roll his eyes in annoyance, but before he even had time to so much as blink - *WHACK* 'How to make perfect potions-Volume 6' smacked him in the forehead. Stumbling back a few steps, Draco slowly brought a hand up to gingerly touch his head where the book had hit it moments before. He stood in complete shock for a moment, un-moving, un-blinking, but as what had just happened registered, he clenched his jaw again and bent to retrieve the book that had smacked him in the head.

When he straightened back up, she was stood in front of him with her hands placed on her hips, a small smirk playing on her lips. It took every ounce of his self-control not to hurl the book at her. His eyes narrowed to icy slits and his lip curled.

"What the hell are you doing?" he snarled quietly, holding the book up.

"What am I doing? What am I doing?" she replied, as though she hadn't quite heard him.

"Yes, did I stutter? What the hell are you doing?" he hissed, his every syllable trembling with barely compressed rage.

"I'm not doing anything besides wondering why the hell you're following me - "

Draco cut her off with a derisive snort, "following you? What would I be following you for? I was simply looking for a book when I got one in the bloody forehead. What the hell is your problem Granger? Don't they have medication for PMS, or are you just immune to it?"

He waited for her to come back with something, but he didn't think she'd even heard him. In fact, she wasn't even looking at him. Her eyes were locked on the book he was holding.

Raising his eyebrows, Draco gave the book a little shake, "I asked you a question. Do you have ADD, or are sporadic losses of hearing common for you?"

Hermione moved her eyes to give him a look, holding out her hand, "you have the book I want."

Draco stared at her blankly for a moment before he moved his eyes to the book in his hand, then to her, then back to the book, then to her once more, "this book?" he asked, holding it up again.

Rolling her eyes, Hermione sighed exasperatedly, "yes, that book - "

Draco cut her off again with another contemptuous snort, "oh you mean this book? The one that you chucked at my forehead - "

Hermione clenched her jaw, "I didn't chuck anything at you Malfoy - "

"Call it whatever you want. If you wanted this book so much you should have thought twice before you sent it flying into my head," Draco said with a shrug, flipping the book over in his hands to take a look at it. It was an older looking book, very thick. If he bruised...His thoughts were cut off however by Hermione sighing loudly.

"Malfoy, I need that book to finish the essay, come on..." Hermione held out her hand to him again, raising her eyebrows.

Draco just laughed, looking at her hand before he looked back to her, "perhaps you mis-understood, I have this book now, it's in my hands, it smacked me in my head, therefore, making it my book."

"I feel so sorry for whoever you marry, you have to be one of the most possessive people I have ever met," Hermione said with a shake of her head. Clenching her jaw, she turned on her heel and moved to head back around the shelf. She knew he didn't need that book. He was just toying with her, and it was over her dead body she would get caught up in his childish game. She knew he just wanted to get a rise out of her, make her angry, and get her frustrated. Oh yes, he was succeeding, but she wouldn't let that show, oh no...

"Yes well, I certainly hope I don't meet whoever I end up marrying by them head butting me," he retorted sarcastically as she began walking away. This isn't how it was supposed to be going...but it was okay, it was fine…This was just a minor de-tour...Like any man, Draco Malfoy would never admit he was a bit lost.

"Oh but some might consider that foreplay," came Hermione’s reply as she paused by one of the books near the edge of the shelf.

He watched her fingertips as they trailed slowly down the spine of the dusty book, and before he could think twice about it, a small shiver ran down his spine also...Almost as though her fingertips were trailing along his spine instead of the books...Shaking his head, Draco gave a snort as he regained himself, "yea, maybe if you're a mountain goat."

Hermione actually snorted at that, moving only her eyes to look at Draco. Who'd have ever thought he actually had a sense of humour. She gave him a quick once-over before looking back at the book in front of her, tilting her head to the side as if she were actually reading the title printed along the spine...but her thoughts had drifted to other things. She'd never spoken to Draco for this long before...well, not without being called a name, and now that she had actually paused and looked at him, she had come to the conclusion he was a bit...well, handsome. With his fair skin, pale blue-grey eyes, square jaw, almost feminine pouty lips, those perfectly straight white teeth and of course, his stunning white blonde hair..He had become rather good looking. She had gotten so lost in her thoughts that she jumped when a hand was placed on her shoulder.

With a small smirk, Draco slid his hand down her upper arm, bending his head to brush his lips across the neck she'd exposed while tilting her head to the side, "if you want the book that badly however...I'm sure we could come to some kind of agreement..." He murmured, his lips just barely brushing against her skin as he spoke.

His breath was hot against her neck and it made her knees weak. What felt like a million butterflies began fluttering around her stomach as she experienced the same light headed feeling one with the Imperious curse placed on them may feel. Her mind however, was still in charge. How dare he? She should have known, what a bloody pig. She was about to jerk her head away from him, remove herself from his blissful touch when she was struck with an even better idea. Smiling, she bit the corner of her lip and turned her head to look at him through heavy eyelids, "perhaps you're right..." She said in barely more than a throaty whisper, slowly bringing a hand up to caress his cheek, "I'm more than certain we can work...something...out..." With a demure smile, she allowed her fingertips to leave his cheek and trace little patterns along the side of his neck.

Now it was his turn to experience the light-headed dizziness, the knee-weakening exhilaration of another’s touch. Oh this was almost too easy...Trying not to smirk, he tilted his head up to just barely brush his lips across hers. "Mmm..." He murmured as if in thought. His grey-eyes were locked on her chocolate brown ones, and for the first time in his life he noticed that she did have on a bit of make-up. Just enough to make it look natural...A bit of mascara was used to lengthen her already long eyelashes, and a light golden-brown shadow accentuated her deep brown eyes, making them almost appear to glisten when hit with the right light. Gradually, he lowered a hand to take her wrist, bringing her arm up over her head as he used his body to pin her back against the shelf, "tell me Granger...just how badly do you want this book...?" he mumbled against her lips.

Pig pig pig pig pig pig pig. Though her body was aching pleasantly, silently begging for more of his touch, her mind remained in control. Oh she could play this little boys game, and she could win. Lowering her eyes to avoid his penetrating stare, she slipped one of her legs around his, running her toes up the back of his calf. The simple action caused her hips to tilt up into his, and she heard him gasp slightly. The sound made her pounding heart skip a beat and she licked her lips before moving her eyes back up to his, "badly..." She said in a voice that was barely audible to him.

He swallowed hard...he should have known, it was a book that was going to get Granger in bed. His mind laughed, but he kept his expression serious. Her toes running up his leg caused him to shiver again and he instinctively pressed his hips into hers. Tilting his head to the side, he dropped the book and placed his hand on her hip, pulling her hips more forcefully against his as he gradually began rubbing his hips up against hers. Only a few select layers of fabric remained between them now, and like her, his body soon began to ache pleasantly, yearning for more. He was sick of beating around the bush now...she wanted him, he could tell by the way her eyelids were flickering, as though they wanted to shut...Shut so she could focus her attention on the sense of touch...The other senses meant nothing now, and he barely heard himself speak, "your dorm or mine...?" He whispered a bit hoarsely into her ear.

"What do we need a dorm for...?" She replied in the same kind of hoarse tone. Un-latching her leg from his, she grabbed the front of his robes with her free hand and turned him around so his back was pressed into the shelf instead of hers. She swallowed hard...this was almost too easy. Draco Malfoy was thinking with the small head, she was in control. Biting her lip, she dropped down to her knees in front of him, and as he released her wrist, she placed both hands on his hips. Tilting her head up, she looked up at him as she trailed her hands slowly down his thighs, then ran her palms back up.

His breathing was getting heavier. This was ridiculous, this was wrong, this was...heaven. Licking his lips, he tilted his head back slightly. Hermione Granger, Gryffindor prefect, was about to go down on him, in the back of the bloody library. Biting down on his lip, he moved his hands to grip the shelves behind himself as his eyes flickered shut. He could feel her hands slowly parting his legs, her fingertips tantalising his inner thighs. He felt her shifting closer...He felt one hand come to a rest on the side of his hip again as she removed one of her hands from his body. He licked his lips again in joyous anticipation, awaiting the sound of his zipper being un-done...

He waited...his heart pounding against his ribcage...and he heard...

...Nothing.

Damn tease...what the bloody hell was taking her so long? Clenching his jaw slightly, he was about to say something when her other hand left his hip, and his body was evacuated of her caress. The shock was not a pleasant one and his eyes flew open. He saw her stand up before him and he frowned in confusion, his mind still too fuzzy to register what was happening. All blood had rushed to other parts of his body and his mind was spinning too much for him to do anything but watch her walk away...

...Walk away with his book...

***

Hermione held the book to her chest as she exited the library, a small smirk causing the corner of her lips to turn up to one side as she headed down the hall towards the Gryffindor common room. She had won. Mudblood one, Pureblood...zero.

***

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

"Fuck..." Draco groaned, shutting his eyes again as he allowed his head drop back against the shelf behind himself. "Fuck fuck fuck..." He growled under his breath. How had he let that happen? How had he let her take control of him like that? Letting out a slow breath, he pushed himself off of the shelf and began making his way out of the library...Though he was walking a bit stiffly. 

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

*SNAP* A ear-splitting cracking sound met Hermiones' ears as she stepped into the Gryffindor common room. The noise was soon followed by a pair of hacking coughs. One corner of the room was filled with a dense coating of smoke, and she could vaguely see the outlines of two pairs of arms flapping around, obviously trying to clear it away. With a loud sigh and a roll of her eyes, Hermione shifted her well-earned book in her arms and moved to stand at the bottom of the stairs that lead to the girls' dormitories. 

"Have you two even started the essays we have due tomorrow?" She asked, pursing her lips as she arched an eyebrow at Ron and Harry, who had now become visible as the cloud of smoke had cleared. 

"Essays?" Ron asked between coughs, patting his chest with one hand. He was staring at Hermione as though she were speaking a different language.

"What essays?" Harry added, looking just as perplexed as he looked over his shoulder at her. 

Hermione stared at them in awe for a moment, her eyes wide. "Are you two joking?" The dazed looks on both of their faces answered that question for her and she shook her head in disbelief. "We have a Transfiguration essay due tomorrow morning, and a Potions one due in the afternoon!" 

Ron and Harry exchanged 'whoops' looks before looking back at her. 

"Well...erm, what, what are they...on, exactly..." Ron asked slowly, tilting his head to the side. Hermione only answered with a shake of her head before stomping up the stairs, muttering under her breath. 

Harry caught the words 'unbelievable, immature; irresponsible' before the slamming of a door met his ears and he raised his eyebrows as he turned back to Ron. "So...up for another game of Exploding Snaps?" He asked nonchalantly after a moment of awkward silence. 

"Sure." Ron agreed with a nod, wiping his slightly soot covered cheek with the back of his hand.

Sighing, Hermione sat down on the end of her bed, placing her book beside her. She bit down on her lip as she thought about what had just happened back in the library...Why had Draco done that? He had never showed her any attention, beside negative attention since their first year...so why was he suddenly so interested in her...? After all, she had noticed him glancing at her in the hall...then he'd followed her to the library, where he'd proceeded to stalk her until he'd gotten a book in the head...The book he'd decided to use as a sex toy. 

Shaking her head, Hermione got back up and grabbed her book as she moved to sit at the desk by the window. She had work to do, so she pushed Draco and his blissful lips to the back of her mind, flipping open the book that had caused her so much confusion 

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

Draco lay back on his bed, tucking his hands behind his head. His mind was still spinning, and a frown of confusion, and annoyance remained set on his lips. How, how, how had that happened? She had walked away with his book, and he'd been left with nothing more than a headache. Not to mention a few other aches...Clenching his jaw, he pushed himself back up and headed into the bathroom, shedding items of clothing along the way. By the time he had shut the door behind himself, he was in his black boxer-briefs and nothing more. He moved to turn the shower on, adjusting the faucets until steam began to pervade the bathroom. Draco was just about to push his knickers down over his hips when he caught his reflection in the mirror, and he paused to take a look. Everything looked normal to him...His blonde hair was brushed back as usual, his eyes were the same blue-grey as they'd been since the day he was born, and his body was the same as always...

He tilted his head to the side as he surveyed himself. He had filled out since the earlier years. His shoulders had become slightly broader, and he had grown much taller. He had always thought he would end up short, like his Mother. Girls had always been taller than him right up until his fifth year, when he'd finally began to grow, and now, in his sixth year, he stood at roughly six feet tall.

Pressing his lips together, he slid a hand over his stomach. Though he was still slim, his body had began to define itself. Taut muscles flexed under his palm and he smirked faintly. Quidditch had certainly paid off. He had a superb build and he knew it, he would have Granger in bed soon enough, and he knew exactly how he'd get her there. Pushing his knickers down over his narrow hips, he stepped into the shower. As soon as the hot steam enveloped his body, his eyes drifted shut and he tilted his head back, allowing the hot water to pour down over his face.

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

Hermione had her elbows on the desk, her head in her hands. Piles of crinkled up parchment surrounded her, and there were two bottles of used up ink rolling around her feet. Biting down on her lip, she sat back in her chair, tapping her quill on the blank piece of parchment in front of herself. Essays had never been a problem for her before, she breezed through them and always got high marks. All that she had to do was research the topic, take notes, put them in her own words, organise them logically and voila, a masterpiece everytime...So what was wrong with her? That question might aswell have been rhetorical, it was very obvious to her what her problem was. No matter how hard she tried, she just couldn't push Draco out of her mind. She couldn't forget how his lips had felt against her skin, how his body had felt pressed up against hers, even how his cologne had smelled when he had gotten close enough. 

Sighing, she slid her hands through her hair. Maybe it would just be better if she left the Potions essay until later...when she'd had time to think. So she reluctantly pushed herself up and headed into the bathroom, shutting the door lightly behind herself. With a wave of her wand, all of the candles in the room lit up, their light flickering invitingly. With a small smile, she blew out a few, so that the light was dimmer before she moved to begin filling the tub. Testing the water with her hand, Hermione couldn't help but smile again. She had always loved taking a bath, they helped her relax, clear her head, both of which were things she needed to do. So she shed her robes and sunk down into the hot water, allowing it to envelop her body. Her eyes fell shut, and for the moment, Draco Malfoy and his blissful lips were forgotten.

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

"I'owe was up first!-It don' matta, I'owe got teh the bafroom first-MOVE-YOU MOVE-" Dracos' eyes fluttered open. This wasn't unusual for him, being woken up by Crabbe and Goyle fighting over the bathroom, bellowing at eachother like two wounded bulls. With a tired groan, Draco rolled over in his bed and shoved one of his pillows down over his head. This was useless however, he could still hear their hollering. 

Deciding a moment later he'd had enough, Draco sat up and threw his pillow to the bottom of his bed. Kicking his legs over the side, he parted the hangings and stood, groaning loudly as he stretched. Crabbe and Goyle remained completely oblivious to him waking, and they continued their fierce battle for the loo. "Crabbe-Goyle!" Draco barked, and in a second, both boys straightened up and turned to look at him as though he was a Drill Sergeant. "I have a solution to your problem." He began in a much calmer voice. "I get the bathroom first, and you two...you two shut up." He smiled at them and raised his eyebrows before rolling his eyes and moving past them.

They both scratched their heads in confusion, parting so he could pass. As soon as he'd shut the door however, their row continued. 

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

Hermione was always the first to rise, so she was never involved in any of the tiffs over the bathroom. As she stared at herself in the mirror however, she couldn't help but frown. She was exhausted, she'd stayed up until about three am trying to finish that bloody Potions' essay. So with only about three hours sleep behind herself, she still didn't feel quite awake. 

With a loud yawn, she reached for her toothbrush. As she brushed her teeth, her eyes drooped slightly and she swayed on the spot. This was not going to be a good day. Yawning again, she washed her face, brushed her hair, forgot about the bloody curl enhancer and just shoved it up into a ponytail. Deciding she was too tired even for make-up, she trudged back out of the bathroom to get dressed. Everything seemed to be moving in slow-motion. The simple task of buttoning her shirt took almost five minutes, and pulling on her knee socks and skirt took almost ten. 

This was all Malfoys' fault, she thought with loathing as she arranged all of her books neatly in her bag. If he'd just given her the book in the first place she wouldn't have had to deal with his kisses...touches...or caresses, and...and she could have just focused on her essay without a problem. Why? Why had he done that? That question still probed her mind and she frowned deeply in thought. It was then that the previous nights dream came back to her and she widened her eyes, freezing on the spot.

It had almost been a re-make of her favourite film. Romeo and Juliet...the modern version. Her and Draco had been lying entangled in white sheets. They had felt like silk against her exposed skin, moulding to her body like they were part of her. She was outfitted in a soft purple dress that was un-laced to the tops of her heaving breasts, and him in a flowing white shirt, un-buttoned past his chest so it was hanging on just barely by his broad shoulders. They had been smiling and laughing...He'd tickled her, she'd laughed and half-heartedly told him to stop. He'd refused and just tickled more, nuzzling her neck as his hands crept down over her sides and across her stomach, which shied away from his roaming fingertips. Though it was a sunny day...she could feel the sun radiating down on them through the thin sheet, warming her body down to her soul...goosebumps rose on her skin wherever his fingertips caressed.

She'd turned her head...his lips had met hers in a soft...but passionate kiss. She'd turned to face him...he'd placed a hand on the small of her back, pulling her body to his. Her breasts had been forced into his chest and she'd slid her hands into his hair...it was so silky, so soft...she could remember exactly how it had felt, sliding between her fingers, brushing against her palms. The dream had been so real...Then, the laughs had gradually become moans...the tickles caresses, until-

"Hermione!" 

"Wha-?" Hermione blinked once, snapping out of it as she turned to face Lavender, who was looking at her like she'd suddenly sprouted horns. 

"I was just wondering...is that Transfiguration essay due today...?" Lavender asked slowly, still giving Hermione an odd look as she began buttoning her shirt. She'd been calling her name for what had felt like an hour, but Hermione had just stood there, resembling someone with a stun charm placed on them. 

"Uh, yea...yea it is." Hermione said in a rather dazed voice with a nod. She heard Lavender thank her and she smiled weakly before turning back to her bag. What-the hell-was going on??? She hardly ever dreamt, and when she did...they, they made no sense, she was either flying, or falling...but never, ever, had she had a dream like this. So...so vivid, so real...and about Malfoy??? She made a face of detestation and grabbed her bag before heading out of the dorm. 

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

"Always, they always go for the right hoop." Harry assured Ron with a nod. Ron had just become the Gryffindor Keeper that September, and since it was now November, their first game was coming up...against Slytherin. 

Hermione used her fork to push her un-touched food around on her plate. She couldn't get that dream out of her mind...it was just so...so real, almost too real for comfort. Slowly, hesitantly, she moved her eyes to look at Draco. He was sat at his usual spot at the Slytherin table...his back to her as always. When her eyes flickered up to his hair, her heart skipped a beat. She'd immediately thought about how it had felt between her fingers as she gripped it in her fists while they-

NO! No no no no no no no...

Hermione felt herself blushing and she widened her eyes as she looked back down at her plate. She couldn't think about Malfoy like that. She didn't like him. She didn't. He was repulsive, disgusting, revolting...and gorgeous. So what? She couldn't deny it...he had become very handsome. She wasn't an idiot though, looks meant nothing as long as the personality wasn't there, and Draco Malfoy certainly did not have the personality to go with the looks. So with a nod, she went back to her breakfast, forcing all thoughts of Draco Malfoy and his silky hair to the back of her mind. 

"Okay...but if they do go to the left and I miss the blame's on you Potter-" Ron said with raised eyebrows, pointing at Harry with his fork. 

Harry just rolled his eyes. "Yea yea, just trust me Ron-they always go to the right."

Hermione sighed quietly. She loved spending time with Harry and Ron, but Quidditch season had come, and inevitably, their conversation had turned to Quidditch. Flying had never been a strength of hers, it wasn't something you could learn from a book. Hermione generally didn't like things that couldn't be explained in words. So when the topic of Quidditch came up, she generally buried her nose in a book, of nice, solid facts. 

She was just turning to get her bag when something caught her eye. Pansy Parkinson was whispering into Dracos' ear, her hand resting on his thigh. This wasn't what struck her as odd...Everyone knew that Pansy Parkinson had been following Draco around like the pug she resembled since first year, it was common to see her holding his arm, or nuzzling his neck and the like, but never...ever had Hermione thought twice about it. The odd thing was...just now, when she'd seen Pansy, nearly licking Dracos' ear, she had felt a peculiar jolt transpire in her stomach. Could it have been...jealousy? No...no it couldn't be. 

Frowning, she moved her eyes away from the two Slytherins and turned to Lavender and Pavarti, who were sat on her left giggling and talking in hushed tones. "Erm..." She began, but neither noticed. So she cleared her throat, and that got their attention.

Sitting back in her seat, Pavarti raised an eyebrow at Hermione, while Lavender smiled and tucked her hair behind her ear. "Sorry?"

Hermione returned the small smile, then shifted a bit closer. "Erm..." She started again, mimicking Lavenders' action as she tucked a loose curl back behind her ear. "I was just wondering..." She began a bit awkwardly, her eyes flickering down to the table.

Pavarti just arched her eyebrow more while Lavender nodded as if encouraging her. "Go on..." She said softly. 

"Well, this is going to sound absurd-and I don't even know why I'm bringing it up, but...Have either of you, em...have either of you had a dream about someone you weren't exactly...fond of, and...and the dream kind of...altered your opinion of them...and, you find yourself kind of...liking them-maybe? I'm probably making no sense-" She laughed nervously, tucking the curl behind her ear again. She was blabbering, why did she bring this up? She should have just kept her mouth shut. 

Both of Pavartis' eyebrows shot up, but Lavender widened her eyes and nodded, reaching out to put a hand on Hermiones' upper arm. "Oh it's so funny you say that. That's exactly how Seamus and I ended up together. I had always thought he was a bit, erm..." She paused to glance over her shoulder at Seamus, who was busy talking to Dean. She still lowered her voice slightly as she turned back to Hermione however. "Daft one could say...but, one night...I had this dream with him in it. It was so...so...." She pushed her lips together and shook her head, like she was at a loss for words.

Hermione looked up at her hopefully. "Vivid?"

Lavender snapped her fingers and nodded, widening her eyes again. "Yea that's it. It was just so real...and the next day when I woke up...at first I thought it was so...disgusting, I couldn't believe I'd had a dream like that about him of all people, but then...when I saw him that morning in the common room...and he smiled..." Lavender slowed down a bit there, smiling to herself as though she was recalling a pleasant memory. "I just...I saw him in a whole new light." She remained silent for a moment before moving her eyes to Hermione. "I smiled back, he asked me out, and we've been together ever since." 

Hermione smiled weakly. Glad someone knew what she was talking about...but, this was different. It wasn't like Lavenders situation. Seamus never made Lavenders' life a living hell. She mentally slapped herself, why...why...why had she brought it up???

Lavender smiled and leaned over to take Seamus' arm, giving him a kiss on the cheek before she looked back to Hermione. "So whose the guy?" She asked, giggling quietly as Seamus bent his head to nuzzle the side of her neck.

"Oh-" Hermione forced on a little smile and shook her head. "No one...I was just wondering." She tore her eyes away from the happy couple and swallowed hard as she looked down at her plate. 

She was thankful when it was time for class. Pushing herself up, she grabbed her bag and moved to follow Harry and Ron out of the hall. Both boys were now arguing about the Chudley Cannons. 

"Any team with the motto, 'lets just cross our fingers and hope for the best' is not a good team in my eyes-" Harry pointed out.

Ron just rolled his eyes and shook his head. "Yea well you wear glasses-" He laughed as Harry elbowed him and he turned back to look at Hermione. "You're on my side aren't you?"

Harry laughed and shook his head. "Of course she's not, she's smart, she's on my side. Aren't you 'Mione? The Cannons are terribl-Oh who asked you-" The bickering continued and Hermione just shook her head, smirking faintly as she followed the two boys into the Transfiguration classroom.

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

Draco had made sure not to so much as glance in her general direction all morning. He couldn't have her thinking he wanted her, oh no, that isn't how his plan was going to go. He knew she'd been watching him however. He could feel her eyes burning holes into the back of his head. Even now, as he slid into his seat near the back of the Transfiguration classroom, he could see her out of the corner of his eye...She was clever, nonchalantly glancing at him with only her eyes, as if he wouldn't notice if she didn't turn her head. His eyes however, remained locked on the front of the room. Let the little mudblood squirm, it served her right. 

McGonagall called them up, telling them all to bring their essays to the front. 'Place them in a neat pile on my desk' she had said as she turned to write on the board. Draco was just getting up to follow the queue of students when he was struck with an even better idea...For the first time that day, he moved his eyes to look at Hermione. Her back was facing him since she had been the first to jump up out of her seat and head up to the front, so he allowed a small smirk to pass over his lips as he folded up his essay and put it back in his bag. As the rest of the class piled their completed essays neatly on her desk as requested, Draco sat back in his seat and folded his arms across his chest.

Professor McGonagall turned around just then and arched an eyebrow at him. "Mister Malfoy, your essay if you will..." She pursed her lips and tapped the pile on the desk. Nearly everyone had returned to their seats by now, and some turned to look at him.

Draco just shifted further down into his seat, casting his eyes downwards to the floor. "I didn't do it." He said quietly, clenching his jaw just slightly.

McGonagall arched her eyebrow more, her lips pursing into a thin line of annoyance. "And why not?" She asked, placing a hand on her hip. Draco just shrugged. Her lips formed an even thinner line. "I asked you a question mister Malfoy, why is your essay not completed?"

"I didn't understand." Draco replied in a barely audible voice. As even more of the students in the class turned in their seats to look at him, he shifted un-comfortably in his seat, staring harder into the floor.

"Excuse me?" McGonagall was clearly annoyed now, her eyes locked on Draco like a hawk.

"I said I didn't understand..." Draco repeated, his voice even softer.

"What-" McGonagall snapped, but before she could ask him to repeat himself again, Draco stood so abruptly he nearly knocked his chair over. "I SAID I DIDN'T UNDERSTAND-HOW MANY TIMES DO YOU WANT ME TO SAY IT? I-DON'T-GET-IT" He shouted before shaking his head and storming out of the room, slamming the door behind himself. 

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

McGonagalls' eyes widened behind her spectacles and she shook her head as she looked back down, obviously flustered as she re-arranged the already neatly piled papers on her desk. 

Hermione gave a start as the door slammed, but as students began to murmur in hushed voices to eachother, she frowned deeply and looked over her shoulder at the door. She knew what his personality was like, and having to admit he didn't understand something in front of a room-full of students was probably not very easy for him. Sighing, she turned around to face the front again, just as Ron muttered something about a 'smarmy git' before him and Harry began snickering. 

"You two..." Hermione gave them both a stern look. 

Both boys looked at her in surprise. "What?" They both asked in unison.

"Nothing...just, don't." She said with a frown and a shake of her head, getting her Transfiguration text out of her bag. 

"Hermione! He's being a big prat." Ron said with a derisive snort. "I don't understand-I don't understand-" He mimicked Draco in a stupid voice. "He's probably gone to write Daddy a letter now, tell him the Prof-" 

"Just drop it okay?" Hermione snapped, even surprising herself.

Ron immediately frowned, narrowing his eyes at Hermione almost suspiciously. Harry just raised his eyebrows and looked down at his book.

"Why do you-" Ron began before Hermione cut him off.

"I said drop it." She said, though a great deal softer than the previous time. Licking her lips a bit, she nodded to McGonagall, keeping her eyes trained on the front of the room. "Pay attention."

Ron and Harry exchanged looks before Ron snorted again, shaking his head as he opened his book. Had Hermione just stuck up for Malfoy...? 

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

Draco had always prided himself on being clever, but this was almost too much. He chuckled to himself as he climbed the stairs that led to the schools' owlry. His essay was completed, he'd finished it the day before, and he smirked as he took a seat beneath a window in the owlry. Setting his bag down in front of himself, he opened it up, pushing aside his essay before he pulled out some fresh parchment and a new bottle of ink. 

When he had his eagle-feather quill in his hand, he tapped his chin with the end of the feather, biting down on his lip. His eyes were slightly narrowed and cast down to the floor, his brow was furrowed and he was chewing on the corner of his lip, a sure sign he was thinking about something. 

"Ah..." He smirked again and nodded once, licking his lips as he dipped his expensive looking quill into the black ink. The smirk only broadened as he began to write.

'Draco,

I have just received yet another letter from the Deputy Headmistress, informing me of your still subsiding marks in her class, Transfiguration. Transfiguration is one of the oldest forms of magic in our world. So please do tell me, for I am curious how a pure-blood wizard, such as yourself, could possibly be having such difficulties grasping this subject. A form of magic that has been studied for centuries. You should be excelling in the class, but instead, mudbloods are surpassing you. I am disgraced...

You are aware that this is entirely your own fault, what more do you expect of me? I hired you a private tutor this summer, did you not pay attention? Were they simply not exemplary enough for you? My questions are rhetorical, for I do not desire to hear your excuses. There is no excuse for failure Draco.

Have you forgotten? I do not tolerate failure Draco, and if your marks continue to decrease as they have, well, let us just say that I certainly hope you get your act together and pull up that grade because your punishment will not be a pleasant one if I receive so much as one more letter.

Sincerely,

x.Lucius Malfoy.x'

Leaning back against the wall, Draco tilted his head to the side as his eyes scanned over his handy-work. When he was sure there were no spelling mistakes, he read it over once more for content before he grinned in satisfaction and held out his arm with a sharp whistle. 

A rustle of feathers and another sharp whistle met his ears and within seconds he felt sharp claws nearly pierce his forearm as his eagle-owl landed on his arm. Without looking at the owl, he began to speak to it in French as he rolled up the parchment with his free hand.

"Apportez-moi cette lettre exactement quand le déjeuner commence. Pas plus tôt, pas plus tard. Comprenez-vous?" The owl replied with another sharp whistle and what appeared to be a nod. Smiling, Draco attached the letter to its' outstretched leg and stood. The sky outside was over-cast, slightly cloudy, and as he allowed his owl to fly away, he could only watch it for about a minute until the clouds engulfed it, and he could see no further. Figuring it was nearly time for second period by that point, Draco retrieved his bag before exiting the owlry, rubbing his eyes to make them appear red.

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

"Died...?" 

Draco kept his eyes locked on his hands, wringing them together as McGonagall stared down at him over the top of her spectacles. He replied with only a small nod, pushing his lips together.

McGonagall frowned. She was aware that it was time for second period, and that Draco should certainly be in class, especially since he'd missed first period...thanks to his little...outburst, but, when he'd walked in...looking so melancholy, and had requested to speak with her...well, she just couldn't turn him away. She had her spare, which she generally used for catching up on marking, but...she decided to put some time aside for the poor boy. After all, the poor things Grandmother had just passed away that very morning. She was well aware that the students labelled her as strict...which she was, but although she did not show it often, she did retain a soft side, and in situations like this, it just took over.

"So...so I apologise for shouting like I did, but...you see ma'am, I had just gotten the letter informing me of her...her passing this morning. I was upset...and not thinking logically. It will not happen again I assure you." Draco said in a soft voice, shifting in his seat in front of her desk. Before McGonagall had a chance to speak, ask him any questions about his...'dear old Gran' he bit down on his lip and pulled his now slightly crinkled essay out of his bag. "Here..." He said in an even softer voice as he set it on her desk, trying to straighten the wrinkled parchment with his hands. "I had started it, and...and I finished it just now. I...I'll understand if you won't accept it though." His eyes flickered up to her hopefully before he cast them back down to the floor, sitting back in his seat.

With pursed lips, McGonagall looked down at the essay before moving her eyes to Draco. Arching an eyebrow, she gave Draco a once over. He still looked so dejected...chewing his lip, wringing his hands together, with downcast eyes and a bowed head...she'd never seen the boy look so morose. So, with a sigh, she nodded and pulled the essay towards herself. "I'll accept it-but only this once. Never again will I accept an assignment late, is that clear?" 

Smiling, Draco looked up with wide eyes. "Yes ma'am. Thank you, thank you very much." So this was one thing his Father was right about, humility and kindness were both weaknesses. They brought your guard down, allowed people to take complete advantage of you. He'd always given old McGonagall credit for being rather quick-witted and sharp, but this had almost been too easy. Snape would never have bought it if some sniffling Gryffindor had come in requesting a chat after blowing up at him in his class, and here he was, about to walk away without so much as a point taken from Slytherin.

McGonagall wrote him a note to give to his second period Professor, informing them that he had been speaking with her. She handed it over to him with a look of what might have been concern. "Take care of yourself mister Malfoy."

Though he was cackling cheekily inwardly, Draco nodded and allowed a small smile on the out. "I will miss, and thanks again." He took the note from her before picking up his bag and heading off to his second period class, which he was sure would almost be finished by now. 

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

"So they just like...kick it...to eachother?" Ron looked extremely baffled as Seamus, Dean and Harry continued to explain football to him. They'd been talking about the sport since second period had ended, and now that they'd reached the hall, Ron still wasn't getting it. 

Seamus just sighed and shook his head as he sat down beside Lavender. Dean and Harry sat on either side of Ron, using their hands to help them explain. Hermione wasn't surprised Ron wasn't following, with Dean cutting Harry off, and Harry cutting into what Dean was saying, she had no idea what they were talking about, and she'd grown up around the sport. 

Snorting quietly, she shook her head at them just as an owl flew into the hall, and she immediately recognised it as Dracos' Eagle owl. She'd heard him bragging about it countless times before...how it would only respond to its' master's voice, blah blah blah. Her eyes followed it as it swooped down to land gracefully next to Draco...who she noticed, was sitting on the other side of the Slytherin table...facing her...Though her mind told her to look away, mind her own business, she couldn't help but watch him...

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

Perfect. His owl had done exactly what he'd asked of it, though he never expected it to do otherwise. Bring him his letter at the beginning of lunch...no sooner, no later...He'd made sure to sit on the opposite side of the Slytherin table, so Granger could see the reaction he'd perfected. 

Widening his eyes slightly, Dracos' already fair complexion paled more and he frowned deeply, lifting a shaking hand to take the rolled up piece of parchment from his owls' leg. The feathers on his owls' wings brushed his cheek as it took off again, and he flinched slightly, licking his lips as he hesitantly un-rolled the parchment and began to read his own letter...

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

Hermione frowned deeply as she watched him. They say that curiosity killed the cat...and though she'd been close to being a cat once...thanks to a mishap in her second year, she was certainly not a cat now, and she kept her eyes locked on Draco as he read over the letter he did not seem pleased to have received. The more he read, the more upset he looked...and the more upset he looked, the more she frowned. What was going on with Malfoy??? First the incident in the library, then his outburst in Transfiguration, and now this...

As he stood, she blinked and looked down, her cheeks flushing slightly read. She could only pray he hadn't noticed her staring at him...Her watching him seemed to be the very last thing on his mind however as he hurried out of the hall, slinging his bag over his shoulder. Biting her lip, she moved her eyes to watch his back before she pushed herself up. "I've just realised, I left out some points in my Potions essay I meant to add in, I'll see you lot later."

Harry and Ron barely nodded, they were still deeply engrossed in their highly confusing discussion about football. Grabbing her bag, Hermione rushed out of the hall...trying to appear nonchalant, like she just so happened to be leaving the hall at the same time as Malfoy...not like she was following him. 

As soon as she'd exited the hall, she bit her lip and looked around for him. The hall doors shutting behind herself droned out the voices of the talking students and she could vaguely hear footsteps heading down the hall to her right. Taking in a deep breath, she headed down that hallway also, following the sound of the footsteps. 

Though she didn't know it, this was almost an exact replay of the night before...only reversed. She was the one trailing behind Draco like a shadow. She kept out of sight, not making a noise...just barely keeping him in her sight. Where he was headed didn't even occur to her until she found herself stood in front of the cumbrous doors of the Hogwarts library. The library...? What was Malfoy doing in the library...again? Frowning in confusion, Hermione bit her lip as she pushed the doors open, glancing around for him.

Madame Pince moved only her eyes to look at Hermione when she entered. She was sat at her large desk as usual, flipping through the thick book that kept track of which students had which books, when they had taken them out, when they were due back etc. Hermione guessed the old bird-like librarian was simply looking for a student to nail for not returning a book back on time. The woman seemed to get some kind of pleasure putting students in their place. Whether it be snapping at them to keep their voices down, or, as Hermione suspected she was doing now, catching one with an over-due book. 

Hermione smiled weakly at the librarian before she glanced around for Draco once more. Her eyes scanned the dim library and she frowned, where had he gone? She was just about to ask the old woman if she'd seen a blonde boy come in when she spotted it...that blonde hair that could only belong to a Malfoy. He had sat down at one of the circular tables at the very back of the library, and from what she could see of him through the shelves...he had books scattered about him, his head in his hands. 

Hermione certainly wasn't an actress. Though she'd prided herself on her little...'performance' the previous night, she was still aware of the fact that her acting skills were a bit...rusty one could say. She tried her best however, to look insouciant as she slowly made her way towards the back of the library. She paused to look at some different books, trying to look very interested in what the words down the spines of the books read. In reality however, if someone were to ask her five minutes later what they'd said...she would be completely at sea. Biting her lip, she continued to walk nonchalantly in his general direction, pausing every now and then to flip through a book.

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

Draco wouldn't call himself an actor. He was, what some might call...a brilliant bluffer? Liar? Improviser...? Or perhaps just a conniving and cunning little prat...but whatever you wanted to label him as, whatever you wanted to call it...oh, he was good at it. No, good...good didn't sum up what he was. He was...brilliant? Amazing? No word he could think up seemed to be able to sum up what he thought of himself. He was...a Malfoy. Yes. That said all that needed to be said right there. A Malfoy. Generations and generations of his family dabbled in the dark arts, and none...not one, had even come close to being caught. Look in the records for Azkaban. Not-one-Malfoy. 

He'd heard her enter the library. He could almost sense her presence in the room. She was nervous...the closer she got, the more clearly he could feel it. They say a shark can sense one drop of blood, from miles and miles away in an enormous, vast ocean. Well he, Draco Malfoy, could sense weakness in the same way. He craved it, finding others' weaknesses. It was growing increasingly difficult to look so oppressed as she neared the table he was sat at. His plan was going exactly as he'd planned. He should have known, Hermione would fall in the same boat as ol' McGonagall. 'It must be a woman thing' he thought as he sat back in his seat. That odd desire to offer comfort. Bloody hell, someone could punch them in the face and they would kiss their knuckles better. Woman. Stupid, inferior, tedious beings that they were. 

Finally. As her shadow loomed up over his shoulder, he let out a very melancholy sort of sigh and slid a hand through his hair as he turned a page in his Transfiguration text. "What...?" He muttered under his breath as he 'read' over a paragraph. Shaking his head, he let out another frustrated sigh and moved to take some notes.

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

Hermione was surprised he couldn't hear her heart pounding against her ribs. Almost as though it wanted to escape and flee the library. Taking in another deep breath, she slowly reached out a hand, letting it hover over his shoulder briefly before she bit her lip and tapped him. As he turned to look at her, she almost felt light-headed with nerves. Since when had Draco Malfoy had this effect on her...? Ever since that bloody dream, that's when. She reminded herself of that as he arched an eyebrow, it was only a dream...If she had any feelings for him whatsoever, they were not actually for him, they were simply for what he'd been in her dream. A man he'd never be in real life. So though it really was rather foolish, her heart couldn't help but skip a beat as he slid his hand through that silky hair of his again. She found herself wanting to reach out and touch it...just to see if it felt like it had in her dream. Of course, she surpressed her urge and simply arched an eyebrow back.

"You seem to be having trouble." ...Way to go captain obvious. She wanted to laugh one of those, 'pardon me while I go bash my head on a wall' laughs before running out of the library like a bat out of hell, and she inwardly cringed as she awaited Dracos' venomous response. 

...Nothing. He just stared at her blankly, arching his eyebrow more.

Well...she supposed that was better than it could have been. So, tossing her ponytail over her shoulder, she broke eyecontact with him and nodded to the books. "What are you having trouble with?"

He moved his eyes to look at his books before moving them slowly back to her. "Transfiguration."

Hermione couldn't help but roll her eyes. "Really?" Sighing like an annoyed Mother, she moved more behind his chair so she could look over his shoulder at his text. "You know what I mean Malfoy, what area are you having the most problems with-" 

Draco cut her off with a snort, his face contorting into a rather puzzled, and slightly annoyed expression. "Why do you care? Am I your good deed for the day or something? Or are you just planning on dry-humping me again before walking away with my essay?" He shut one of the books and stood, his back to her. "I don't need your help-"

Hermione had to think about what he'd asked for a moment. Why did she care? It wasn't like he was in her house. She wouldn't lose any points if he wasn't completing his homework...but the way he'd been forced to admit defeat earlier that day...he'd almost let his guard down...she'd seen a side of him she had never seen before, and it was a bit intriguing, she had to admit. She blinked as he stood and that's when the bossy side kicked in. "Do you want to fail Malfoy?" He looked over his shoulder at her to retort, but before he could so much as take in a breath, she held up a hand. "Pardon me, I believe I'm speaking." His eyebrows shot up, but she ignored this and continued giving him one of the in-famous 'when help is offered you should take it, failure is not necessary, and if you try you will succeed' speeches Harry and Ron had heard countless amounts of times. "Now I believe I asked you a question, so how about you stop being such a smart-ass and sit down. Unless of course you do infact want to fail. Then by all means, continue with your childish ways, throw your tantrum and leave. Your grades affect me in no way, shape or form. I thought you might be able to use some help, but, if your pride-or ego, is too big to swallow, the door's that way." Her eyes never left his as she pointed in the direction of the door. "The decision's yours Malfoy."

Draco moved his eyes to the door, then back to her before he clenched his jaw and sat back down. The girl was like the Hitler of Transfiguration. If it had been any other time, he would have simply put a silencing charm on her and walked off, but not this time...no, this is exactly what he'd wanted her to do. 

"Now, about this essay." She began, turning to the page in his text she knew he'd be able to find all of the information he required. 

'Blah blah blah blah blah...' Draco pretended he was listening, nodding every now and then whenever she paused. 

"So now all you have to do...is take down all of the important points from the pages I just went over. Start doing that." As Draco dipped his quill in ink and began to take down notes, Hermiones' eyes drifted around the table. Her eyes fell on something she hadn't noticed until that point...a letter, the letter. Her eyes widened just slightly, and though every moral she had shouted at her to turn away, that curiosity, that desire she'd had to learn since she was a little girl took over, and she couldn't help herself...she began to read. 

'Draco,

I have just received yet another letter from the Deputy Headmistress, informing me of your still subsiding marks in her class, Transfiguration. Transfiguration is one of the oldest forms of magic in our world. So please do tell me, for I am curious how a pure-blood wizard, such as yourself, could possibly be having such difficulties grasping this subject. A form of magic that has been studied for centuries. You should be excelling in the class, but instead, mudbloods are surpassing you. I am disgraced...

You are aware that this is entirely your own fault, what more do you expect of me? I hired you a private tutor this summer, did you not pay attention? Were they simply not exemplary enough for you? My questions are rhetorical, for I do not desire to hear your excuses. There is no excuse for failure Draco.

Have you forgotten? I do not tolerate failure Draco, and if your marks continue to decrease as they have, well, let us just say that I certainly hope you get your act together and pull up that grade because your punishment will not be a pleasant one if I receive so much as one more letter.

Sincerely,

x.Lucius Malfoy.x'

Her jaw progressively dropped as she read. No wonder Draco had been so upset...she was horrified...what kind of Father signed a letter 'Sincerely' What kind of Father threatened punishment for not receiving a higher grade than a 'mudblood' No wonder Draco acted the way he did...he'd had things like this instilled in his mind...She'd always found the 'nature vs. nurture' debate a highly interesting one, and Draco was a perfect example of it. No one is born a racist, they are raised to believe that it is right...no one is born a sexist, they are raised to believe it is okay...Draco was born innocent, just like everyone else, an-She gasped as the letter was suddenly torn from her view.

"What did you see?" Draco hissed coldly, looking up at her with eyes that were no more than icy slits. Hermione could only mouth wordlessly, shaking her head. "What did you see??" He repeated in a much firmer voice, crinkling up the letter in his hand.

Though she was well aware of the fact she must be the colour of a beet, she laughed as if in disbelief and raised her eyebrows as she shook her head. "Nothing, I was just looking at the-" She went to gesture to the book the letter had been set beside, the book he'd closed...accidentally revealing the letter he had obviously not wanted her to see. 

Draco clenched his jaw and shoved his letter into his bag. "You're lying-" Hermione cut him off. "No no no, I'm not lying-okay...okay, I did see a bit of the, erm...letter, but only like, the first two sentences. I don't even know who it's from. All I know is you're having trouble in Transfiguration, and...and I already knew that, so really...I didn't see anything I didn't already know." She folded her arms across her chest, shifting from one foot to the other. She hadn't been lying per-say...she did infact see the first two sentences, and...she didn't see anything she didn't already know. She was well aware of the fact Lucius Malfoy was a royal ass...though, she never knew just how severe he was on his son. She'd always thought of Draco as a spoiled little rich snot...but now, now she realised just how very wrong she must have been. "So, have you finished the notes...?" Hermione said with raised eyebrows, looking over his shoulder at his parchment. 

Draco knew she was lying. He was well aware of the fact she'd read the entire letter...but he didn't mind, infact, he was pleased...that was precisely what he'd wanted her to do. It hadn't taken much creativity for him to compose that letter. Almost everything he'd said had been something his Father had said to him at one point or another. Of course, his Father only sent him letters written in French, but the stupid mudblood wouldn't know that, she also had no idea what his Fathers' writing looked like. So all he'd had to do was make his writing look a bit more...fancy, and professional, and viola, she'd taken the bait...he knew she would. Nodding, Draco sat back in his seat again with folded arms. 

"That's good..." Hermione slowly moved to sit in the seat next to him, avoiding looking into his eyes as she reached over to take the parchment. Tilting her head to the side, she bit the corner of her lip as she read over his notes. For a boy...Malfoy had very neat handwriting. Small and precise, it was very easy to read. His notes were also rather impressive, he'd already put the points in his own words...Raising her eyebrows, she moved her eyes to look at him over to top of the parchment. "These are very well done..."

Draco was staring at the table, but when she spoke to him he turned his head to look at her, perking an eyebrow. "They are...?"

Hermione actually allowed a small smile as she nodded. "They are." Pushing her lips together, she passed the notes back to him, and as his hand brushed hers as he took his parchment...those butterflies returned in her stomach and she folded her arms across her chest. "You see, all I think you needed was a bit of...inspiration."

Draco snorted quietly. "Yea, if that's what you call it." He muttered as he set his notes down in front of himself. 

Hermione allowed a small smirk, glancing at him once before she looked back down. "You know...if you find yourself having troubles in Transfiguration often...I, I suppose I could...help...you..." As soon as the words left her mouth she regretted saying them. What would Harry and Ron think? Her helping Malfoy? What was she thinking? Why had she gone and said something like that? It wasn't like he was going to say yes anyways-Negative thoughts continued to swarm her already full mind, and she was only vaguely aware of Draco replying. "No..." She said softly, locking her eyes on a knot in the wood of the table. "I didn't expect you'd want my help-I said okay..." Draco cut in. With eyes the size of dinner plates, Hermione looked up at him. "You...you what?" 

Draco arched an eyebrow at her. "I said okay..." He repeated, even slower this time. As she went to say something, he looked down at the table. "Only thing is...Well, this is going to sound bad, but...I'm in Slytherin, you're in Gryffindor...I'm sure your mates will be just as happy about you helping a Slytherin as mine will be about accepting help from a Gryffindor..."

Hermione felt a wave of relief wash over her. Perhaps it would just be better if Harry and Ron didn't know. They didn't have to know...she had her own life outside of those two, right? Right. With a nod, Hermione tucked that lose curl behind her ear again. "That wouldn't be a problem, erm...how about, every...Thursday? We meet somewhere and...I'll go over with you what we've been doing in class, like...like a one on one kind of thing." 

"Sure, that would be great." Draco smiled and nodded, trying not to look too pleased. "Erm, well, the only place I can think of that students go without being disturbed would be the Astronomy Tower. At least one of the towers is generally free...especially on a Thursday night." Now this...this was risky. Everyone knew what students did in the towers at night- "Sure." Hermione smiled and nodded. "I never would have thought of there...good idea." Draco could only blink at her, before he regained himself and nodded, forcing on another little smile, though he was still suffering from a form of shock. Did she honestly keep her nose buried so far into those bloody books that she actually was completely oblivious as to what went on in those towers? 

Hermione realised then she'd been staring at him and she quickly looked down. "Okay, well...see you on Thursday then. I...I can't be late for class, um..." She pushed her lips together as she stood. 

"Bye." Draco said with a small smirk as he began gathering his books. 

Letting out a little sigh, Hermione smiled faintly. "Bye." She opened her mouth as though she was about to say something else, but thought better of it. Settling with a little wave, she shifted her bag over her shoulder again and headed out of the library, widening her eyes as soon as she'd shut the door behind herself. Had she really just offered to help Draco Malfoy in Transfiguration...? Was she really going to meet him on Thursday night for their first session...? And...and was she actually...looking...forward to it? Shutting her eyes briefly, Hermione shook her head and moved to head off to class. 

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

The rest of the week seemed to pass rather abruptly for Hermione. She’d had some time to sit and contemplate...and the more time she had had to contemplate, the angrier she’d become with herself. Her anger finally escalating to the point of fury. Yes, she was furious with herself. No-no, she was beyond furious now, fury wasn’t the half of it. She was-she was livid. Yes, that was it, she was livid. What the hell had she been thinking? What had been going through her mind at the exact moment she’d offered to tutor Malfoy? Every Thursday night-every bloody Thursday night in the bloody Astronomy tower. 

Well, it was now Thursday, the day had come. She’d been silent all throughout dinner, Ron and Harry had asked her what the matter was, and she’d just brushed them off, feeding them some random excuse. ‘I just have a lot of homework to finish later, I’m thinking what I should start first.’ She’d said...lied. She regretted lying to Harry and Ron, but not as much as she regretted ever opening her mouth to Draco Malfoy. She regretted following him to the library-come to think of it, she regretted almost everything that had occurred in the past week. 

She wished so badly she had never seen that letter...wished more than anything she’d never felt so much as a drop of sympathy for the stupid git. Why? Why-well that was rather simple really. It was just so much easier to despise the boy.

It had been so easy to look at him and feel a strong detest, a loathing. She used to hate the way he smirked. Everytime he had-whether at her or at someone else, she’d been forced to fight down the strong urge to slap it off his face. She used to hate the way that he walked, with that air of cocky arrogance about him. She had even used to hate the way he did his hair. Though in his later years at Hogwarts he’d lightened up on the gel, he still wore it brushed back, which in her opinion made him look like the rich little snot that he was. Merlin-she’d hated everything about him. 

...So what had changed? Why was it suddenly so hard to hate him-when before it had come as second nature? Why everytime he smirked was it suddenly cute-why was that swagger he walked with suddenly sexy-and why, why everytime that she saw that silvery blonde hair was she struck with a strong desire to run her fingers through it...?

“It was just a dream Hermione.” She told her frowning reflection firmly. “This is Malfoy, Draco Malfoy-not Romeo. The person you’ve...youv’e developed these childish feelings for is a dream. Not reality. A dream. Someone Malfoy will never even come close to being...so, so get over it.”

With a sigh, she looked down at the sink. She’d gone into the bathroom to brush her teeth before leaving for her tutoring session with Malfoy, and now she’d ended up spending far more time in there than intended, just staring blankly at her reflection as she’d thought. 

She had now come to the conclusion that she would help him, as she’d agreed to, but if he tried to make so much as one move...one single move... Well, she needed nothing more from him, this time she wouldn’t play along, this time she would simply knee the bastard in his crotch and let him fail Transfiguration. If he wasn’t going to take these sessions seriously, well, that was his problem.

Putting her hair up in a clip, she made a face at the few mis-behaving curls that somehow managed to escape the claws of her hairclip. Though they framed her oval shape face nicely, they were nothing more than an annoyance to her. Without using her curl enhancing, frizz defying styling products from the Muggle world, her hair did tend to go a bit wild, but when she actually took the time to take her nose out of a book and do her hair in the morning, it looked very nice. Loose curls that the girls with straight hair envied...though she would never stop secretly desiring Lavenders’ pin-straight blonde locks, or Pavartis’ shiny black waves. Sighing, she pressed her lips together, straightening the grey sweater vest she’d pulled on over her white Gryffindor shirt. Hermione smoothed out her skirt before she nodded once, smiled at her reflection and finally, headed out of the bathroom. 

Grabbing her already packed bag off of her bed, she bent to kiss Crookshanks on top of the head. “Buh-bye Crookie, Mummy will be back soon, she just has some tutoring to do...” ‘and maybe some serious damage to some rather expensive family jewels...’ She thought with a satisfied smirk as she exited the room. 

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

“So if a Quidditch game does end up going on for more than a day, the teams have replacements to come and fill in for their players...You know, so the players can rest and eat and stuff.” Harry said with a shrug. For some reason Ginny had asked him to tell her about Quidditch, and if you asked him...it didn’t even look like she was really listening...she was just kind of staring at him...looking dazed...he wondered if he had something on his face...

Hermione couldn’t help but smirk at the pair as she headed down the stairs. It was completely beyond her as to how Harry could remain so oblivious to Ginnys’ obvious crush of him. 

Ron had been flipping boredly through a Quidditch book, clearly annoyed at the fact his best mates’ attention had been stolen away by his little sister. As Hermione came down the stairs, he smiled and sat up a bit straighter in his chair. “Hey.”

Hermione smiled at him, slinging her bag over her shoulder as she passed the chair he was sat it. “Hello.”

Raising both eyebrows, Ron looked over one shoulder, then the other so he could follow her with his eyes as she passed. “Where are you headed?” He asked, shutting the book.

“Library.” She replied without skipping a beat as she moved to head through the portrait door.

“Well wait up-I’ll come with you.” Ron said as he pushed himself up and moved to follow her.

Hermione froze just as she reached the door, her eyes going slightly wide. This wasn’t supposed to happen-she wasn’t prepared for this. Without thinking, she turned and put a hand on his chest to stop him. “No!”

Blinking, both Harry and Ginny looked over with confused frowns. Ron frowned aswell, looking down at her hand before he looked back to her. Slowly, he raised an eyebrow. “Why not...?”

Her pounding heart had skipped a beat as Harry and Ginny had looked over, and she licked her lips almost nervously as she moved her eyes up to look at Ron. “...I, I have Arithmacy homework...” She said, trying to force on a small smile. “I...I really need to concentrate, and...and if you’re there I know I’ll want to talk to you. You see, I just can’t afford any distractions...I’m sorry.” There. That sounded like a valid excuse to her...she could only pray Ron thought the same.

Taking a small step back from her, Ron nodded a bit. “Alright...it’s no problem, I understand.” He forced on a little smile too and raised a hand as a wave. “See you later then...”

Hermione tilted her head to one side and smiled faintly, a wave of relief washing over her...he’d bought it. “Sorry again...we can talk when I get back.” With a small wave to Harry and Ginny, and one more repentant smile to Ron, she was finally off.

The corridors of the school were getting dark, and a deep frown set on her lips as she walked towards the Astronomy Tower. She didn’t like lying to her friends, and she just had. Was Malfoy worth it? All of the guilt? She didn’t really think so, and she sighed, deciding she would see how this first tutoring session went before she made up her mind about whether they would continue or not. If he wasn’t willing to really focus and learn, well, she wasn’t willing to teach.

Before she even knew it, she was climbing the winding stairs to the tower. She ran comebacks to any witty smart-assed remark he might think up over in her head. She was prepared for anything...besides what she saw when she pushed open the door.

Draco Malfoy was sat under one of the windows, his Transfiguration text book opened in front of himself. He’d been reading when she walked in, and he looked up when she shut the door. The expression on his face almost suggested he was surprised she’d shown up. He was wearing a pair of simple black trousers, with a deep forest green Slytherin shirt, the house crest embroidered over his breast pocket. 

It was then that Hermione realised how very late she must be and she dropped her jaw slightly. “Oh..I, I’m so sorry I’m late-I just-” She shut her mouth as he cut her off with a wave of his hand.

“Don’t worry about it-I’ve just been reading over my text, erm...I think...” Draco pursed his lips and tilted his head to the side as he flipped back a few pages in the book. “I think...yea.” He tapped the page with his index finger. “This is where I start having trouble...”

Hermione hadn’t even realised that her jaw had dropped until Draco had looked back to her. She quickly closed her mouth and smiled faintly. “Well...good, alright, erm...let me see.” She bit her lip and moved to sit across from him, tucking a stray curl behind her ear as she tilted her head to the side and looked down at the page he’d pointed to. 

He picked up his book and turned it around before passing it over to her. “I just...I have trouble remembering who did what...things like that.” 

Hermione nodded, then raised her eyebrow and set the book down in her lap. “Well this is all on the up-coming test...so we can start with this.” She took in a deep breath and nodded once, ready to get down to business. “Well, the human brain learns by pattern, so...lets work on that.”

Draco raised one of his eyebrows slowly. “How...?”

Hermione widened her eyes a bit and shrugged. “Well...I find that making little songs or rhymes helps me prepare for a test-or maybe a play on words.”

His eyebrows just arched more. “So let me get this straight...” He began slowly. “You want me to break into song in the middle of a test...?”

Hermione just snorted. “No-you sing it in your head.”

Draco let out a short laugh as both of his eyebrows shot up. “You’re really serious about this...”

Hermione, now beginning to feel a bit embarrassed, raised her eyebrows right back at him, pursing her lips.

Pressing his lips together, Draco nodded once, leaning back against the wall. “Right, so...lets get started then, erm...”

Smiling at the fact she’d gotten her way, Hermione passed him his book back. “Start by making a list of all of the key words you’ll need to remember for the test, you know, names etc.” As Draco began doing as she’d requested, Hermione set her bag down in her lap and watched him.

The guilt she’d felt from lying to Ron was replaced by a new guilt as her eyes followed Dracos’ hand as it moved across the page. She had realised when she’d walked in just how serious Draco had actually been about pulling up his grade. She had always hated people that were prejudice...people that judged a person before they really got to know them...and she’d just done that very thing, hadn’t she? She had had all of her defences up when she’d walked through that door. That thought made her frown, never again would she judge someone like that...not even if that person happened to be Draco Malfoy.

“Alright...” Draco said slowly a moment later as he read over what he’d just written down. “I think that’s it...” Biting his lip, he shrugged and handed her the page.

Hermione held the page up in front of herself, tilting her head from one side to the other as she tried to figure out a way she could possibly link all of the names together. She remained sat in silence for a few minutes, biting down on the tip of her tongue as she focused. Finally, she snapped her fingers and looked back to him. “Okay, I’ve got it. Think you can remember five words?”

Draco moved only his eyes to look at her, arching an eyebrow slowly. “Well, I am blonde...but I’ll try my very best.” He stated dryly.

Hermione rolled her eyes. “It was a rhetorical question.” 

Draco raised his eyebrows as if saying ‘oh my mistake’ before he leaned back against the wall again. “Well, what are these five words then?”

Hermione was in her element. Smiling, she sat up straighter and placed her hands on her knees. Clearing her throat, she nodded once. “Right, repeat after me-baby.”

He sat in complete silence, just blinking at her.

She raised an eyebrow. “Baby...”

“Yes...sweetheart...?” Draco replied un-surely.

Hermione frowned, then snorted. “No moron, ‘baby’ is the first word I need you to remember.”

Draco smirked faintly. “Oh. I thought we were just making up tutoring pet names for eachother.” He chuckled quietly as Hermiones’ eyes narrowed marginally. “Alright, alright, I’m only joking...

...baby.”

Though she tried to look stern, the corners of her lips were twitching as though she was trying not to smirk. Nodding again, she pushed some loose curls behind her ear. “Baby.”

“Baby.” He repeated, looking her right in the eye.

“Ginger.”

“I knew it! I knew you fancied Wealsey-”

Hermione reached over and smacked him on the arm, her eyes narrowing slightly. “I do not fancy Ron-and if you’re not going to concentrate, then I’ll just go and you can figure this out on your own.”

Draco laughed as he rubbed his arm. “Alright, alright...but...you do know he fancies you right?”

-Thwap- She smacked him again. “Shut up! He doesn’t-”

“Oh please!” Draco cut in, laughing even harder. “You can’t look me in the eye and tell me you honestly don’t think-”

Hermione folded her arms across her chest, narrowing her eyes to slits before she cut in. “Oh yea?!? Well Parkinson fancies you.”

Draco gave a contemptuous snort and crossed his arms aswell. “She looked like a dog, and besides, what does she have to do with anything? I was talking about you and weasel-”

Hermione perked an eyebrow. “I don’t think you’re in the position to be calling anyone a weasel Malfoy. Correct me if I’m wrong, but as I recall-it was you that was the ferret.” She smirked faintly. “And is that the reason why you let Parkinson lick your ear-because she looks like a dog?”

For once in his life, Draco didn’t know how to retort. He sat in stunned silence, just staring at her. Though he wouldn’t admit it, not even to himself...there was something he found almost attractive about the fact she could keep up with his verbal sparring. Deciding he wouldn’t let her win, he had to have to last word, he raised his eyebrows and made a face. “No.” He said like a moody child.

Hermione snorted again. “Don’t pout, it makes you look like a child.”

That comment made him smirk faintly. “Some girls like it when I pout.”

Widening her eyes, Hermione dramatically placed a hand on her chest. “They do?!? Well in that case, let me completely change my opinion-” She didn’t have time to finish her sentence, because Draco cut her off again...but this time by pressing his lips firmly against hers.

He didn’t know what had possessed him to do it. There was just...something, something different about her, something he almost...liked. She wasn’t like every other girl. He knew that any other girl in her situation would have come up to the tower dressed to impress...With their make-up done, probably wearing an ensemble that flashed him a little, or a lot of skin. He was used to girls throwing themselves at him, giving into him without thinking twice about it...but Hermione, she was different.

She’d walked in with her hair put up carelessly in a clip, with not so much as a smudge of make-up on. Hell, her skirt was even a bit wrinkled. She hadn’t changed so much as her outfit for him, and he found that intriguing. She wasn’t pretending to be someone she wasn’t, she wasn’t trying to mould herself into the girl she thought he wanted...and that was very attractive to him for a reason even he couldn’t explain. 

Hermiones’ eyes widened as he’d kissed her, she could honestly say she hadn’t been expecting it. This was wrong, this was exactly what she’d promised herself she wouldn’t allow to happen. His lips were so soft though...so warm against her own. Before she knew it, her eyes had drifted shut and she was concentrating on nothing but his lips against hers. Her hand left her chest to press into his as she titled her head to the side. She felt the backs of his fingers brush against her cheek as he tucked a loose curl behind her ear, and the brief contact of their skin sent a pleasant shiver to run down her spine. 

He tilted his head to the side aswell, turning his hand to cup her cheek as he slid his tongue across her lips. She tasted like strawberries...He guessed it was some form of lip gloss, but whatever it was, it was nice, and he smiled faintly against her lips, rubbing her cheek with his thumb.

She found herself leaning slightly closer to him, and as she did, her hand travelled further down his chest, her fingertips running over the embroidered snake on his shirt. That made her eyes fly open again, bringing her harshly back to reality. This was Malfoy, Draco Malfoy-her first real kiss-Draco Malfoy??? No, this was wrong. Instead of parting her lips, she pulled back, pushing against his chest with her hand.

His eyes shot open as she pushed him away and he actually frowned. Looking into her eyes then, he realised that kiss had had nothing to do with the bet...It had been un-planned, uncoordinated, but somehow perfect. He hadn’t kissed her because he was trying to get into her pants, he had kissed her simply because of those loose curls that had escaped her clips, he had kissed her because of the fact her skirt had wrinkles in it, he had kissed her because she’d worn no make-up, because she wasn’t trying to be someone she thought he’d like, because she wasn’t out to impress him...but somehow, she just didn’t have to try. Licking his lips slightly, he looked down as he tasted the sweet strawberry taste of her lips again and he clenched his jaw slightly. “Sorry.” He muttered. Out of all the lies he’d fed her in the past few days, he felt that had to be the biggest.

Swallowing hard, Hermiones’ breathing was still slightly heavy and she frowned as she looked down at her hands resting on her bag. “It’s okay.” She replied quietly a moment later. No, it wasn’t okay...it wasn’t fine...he had kissed her, and he wasn’t supposed to, he wasn’t aloud to, so with a frown, she looked back at him. “Just...just don’t let it happen again.”

Regaining himself, Draco smirked as he looked back up at her. “No problem, I was just trying to get you to shut up anyways.”

Hermione snorted quietly and rolled her eyes as she looked down. “Alright, moving on...Ginger.”

“Ginger.”

“Posh.” 

“Posh...”

“Scary.”

“Scary...”

“Sporty.”

“Sporty...”

“Baby, Ginger, Posh, Scary, Sporty.”

He was silent.

Hermione raised an eyebrow. “Repeat it with me. Baby, Ginger, Posh, Scary, Sporty.”

Draco did as she asked, repeating the words along with her in a dull, almost monotonous voice.

After she’d made him repeat the words about five more times, Hermione nodded. “Right, now, Cornellius Mcfee, Mc-fee, eee, get it? Will be associated with baby-ba-bee, eee.”

“Cornellius Mcfee, with baby...” 

“Very good, now what did he do?” Hermione asked, perking an eyebrow at Draco.

“He...he was an inventor, and...he got cat hair in a Potion he was mixing up and ended up changing himself into his cat.”

Smiling faintly, Hermione nodded. “Right, and...what did that do for Transfiguration...?”

Draco raised his eyes to the ceiling as he thought. “It...gave people the idea to start becoming Animaguses...?”

“Very good, so...baby...?”

“Cornellius Mcfee.”

Hermione grinned. “Brilliant. Now, the next will be Alvin Hipplegrink. You’ll remember him as Ginger because one, he had ginger hair, and two...he was a bit, erm...eccentric, just like her.”

Draco frowned. “Her?”

Realising then that Draco would have no idea who the Spice Girls were, Hermione shut her eyes and laughed quietly, shaking her head a bit. “Sorry, just a muggle girl group from awhile back...I used to like them, but...they split up, and I inevitably out-grew them. Their nicknames just came to me when I was looking at your notes...” 

“Ah...” Draco nodded. “So...Irving Hipplegrink is Ginger.”

“No.”

“No?”

“Alvin Hipplegrink is though...”

“Oh big bloody difference-”

“It will be on the test, so...tell me, what did Alvin with the ginger hair do?”

Draco sighed and leaned back. “He was the weird one right?” He waited until Hermione nodded before continuing. “He...thought he was the wizard Merlin for one thing, and...I think he discovered how to change animals into other inatimate objects.”

Hermione had been watching in anticipation, and when he stated the correct answer and beamed at him. “Yes! Now, how did he happen to do that?”

Biting down on his lip, Draco lowered his eyes to the floor as he thought. “Oh, erm...I knew this, I just read it before you came up, he...erm, is it something with mice?” He sighed as Hermione shook her head and he clenched his jaw, perking an eyebrow slightly as she tapped one of his feet. At first he thought it was just her way of comforting him for not being able to come up with the answer, but then it clicked and he sat up a bit. “Oh yea-he was cold one night and his love birds were being noisy, so he changed them into a pair of slippers.” 

Laughing, Hermione clapped. “Excellent. Next will be Shimon Shalvidor. He’ll be known to you as ‘Posh’ now...can you see the connection?”

Draco snorted. “Po-shh, and Shh-imon, Shh-alvidor?”

Thrilled her little play on words was working, she positively beamed at him as she nodded. “Exactly, so...would you tell me what he did?”

He knew this one and he smirked. “He was that rich man that wrote the test people have to complete before the Ministry decides if they can become an Animagus or not.” 

Nodding, Hermione continued. “Willard Kent will be known as Scary...I think it’s pretty obvious why.” She smirked at the blank look on Dracos’ face and she reached over to show him his photo in the text. “Here he is, page 2504.” She tapped the picture of the man with the vacant expression on his face. His hair was so big however, it barely fit into the frame of the photo. “Though I suppose it wouldn’t be obvious to you...Scary had a bit of an afro going on...and so does Willard.”

Draco had to laugh quietly at that and he shut his text again as he leaned back against the wall. “Willard Kent, or Scary, discovered how to change inatimate objects into animals. When his wife decided to leave him after 27 years of marriage, he played off of her rodent phobia and turned her high heels into two rats as she walked out the door.”

Hermione smirked. “Way to read out of the book Malfoy.”

He pretended to look offended. “I wouldn’t dare.”

Chuckling quietly at the expression on his face, Hermione smiled. “Lastly, is Sporty...Sporty was the coolest Spice Girl, always my favourite, and it just so happens that Margaret Fionis is my favourite of the lot aswell...Now what did she do...?”

This was a give-away, McGonagall was always talking about the woman. “She was the first woman to become an Animagus.” 

Hermione gave a nod, then arched an eyebrow. “Bonus point if you know what she turned into...”

Draco took a shot in the dark. “A cat.” 

“Brilliant! So, lets do this once more...Baby-”

“Cornellius Mcfee”

“Ginger”

“Alvin Hipplegrink”

“Posh”

“Shiman Shalvidor”

“Scary”

“Willard Kent”

“and Sporty...”

“Margaret Fionis.”

Grinning, Hermione clapped again. Nothing made her feel more fulfilled than the knowledge that she’d helped another person understand something she was good at. “Brilliant, you’re going to ace this test no problem Malfoy!”

Though he’d never really required tutoring in the first place, Draco couldn’t help but smile back. “Thanks to you.”

She felt herself almost blush and she looked down. “Well now your Father won’t have anything to complain about.” When she was answered with nothing but silence, she frowned slightly and moved her eyes to look at him. At first she was confused by the almost angry expression on his face, but then-it hit her like a ton of bricks...Back in the library she’d told him she’d only seen the first few sentences of his letter, she’d lied and said she didn’t see who it was from...and now he knew she’d lied. She lowered her eyes back down to the floor, inwardly cringing as a sensation not far from the one she experienced after she realised she’d added the wrong ingredient to a Potion, or written down the wrong answer on a test crept over her. 

“I have to go.” Draco grabbed his bag and his book, quickly scrambling to his feet.

“I’m sorry, I-” She tried, mouthing wordlessly as he stepped past her and headed for the door. 

“I have to go.” He didn’t even look back at her as he pulled the door open and hurried out. Leaving her sat completely alone in the suddenly cold tower. The flames of the candles by the door were flickering wildly in protest at the rush of air that had hit them as he’d rushed out. Hermione shut her eyes, dropping her head into her hands with a groan as his descending footsteps grew quieter. 

How could she be so stupid???

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Pity...A feeling of sympathy and sorrow aroused by the misfortune or suffering of another. Pity...Sympathetic sorrow for one suffering, distressed, or unhappy. Pity...A feeling of sympathy and understanding for someone else’s unhappiness or difficult situation. It didn’t matter which definition of the word you chose to look at, they all described precisely how Draco wanted Hermione to feel for him. He knew his ‘Father’s’ letter would do just that. It had to, for he fully intended on winning this bet, on becoming Quidditch captain, and oh yes, he also intended on laughing in the stupid mudblood’s face when he told her she’d been nothing more than a bet to him. Pity, was the perfect way to get the dumb bitch in bed. 

It would feel so good, kicking her while she was down. She deserved it. She deserved it more than anyone he’d ever used had. Why? Why? Well that was simple. Because she was a filthy little mudblood, that’s why. She was the trash of the Wizarding world. Something you threw out when you were finished using it, which is exactly what he intended to do with her. 

It took him the entire walk from the Astronomy tower to his common room to convince himself just that...That that was the reason he was actually so irate. In reality, however...it was a very different story. Never, ever, had he been rejected in his life. In any way, shape, or form. No girl had ever dared to push him away when he’d decided she was lucky enough to be blessed with a touch of his lips. Who did she think she was? Pushing him away like that...pushing him away when he had actually wanted to kiss her, actually wanted to feel her lips pressed against his. The kiss hadn’t been about gaining anything, it hadn’t been about the payoff; it had been about the moment. The moment she’d ruined. A stone in the walls his Father had helped him put up had crumbled, fallen to the ground the second their lips had met...but as she’d pushed him away, and that horrible feeling of dejection had crept over him, the stone was fitted back into it’s place, and he’d gone back to hating her. Her hair was once again a frizzy mess, and her lack of makeup and wrinkled skirt just showed him how frumpy she truly was. 

There were many things Draco Malfoy was good at. Convincing himself to deny his true feelings was one, and by the time he’d reached the Slytherin common room, Hermione Granger had gone back to being nothing more than a bet in his eyes, and he stuck his nose into the air as he headed into the dimly lit room.

The only light in the room was bequeathed by a small fire that was lit in the hearth, and the warm flickering of the flames were momentarily inviting. He stood for a moment by the door, just watching the flames dancing, almost appearing to lick the stone, as if beckoning to him, urging him to come closer. His body seemed to make up his mind for him, and before he knew it, he was sitting back in one of the high backed chairs in front of the fireplace. Tilting his head slightly to one side, Draco stared into the fire, his eyes sliding out of focus as it took on an almost hypnotising effect. The heat radiating from the burning fire washed over him like a warm, soothing blanket, and slowly, his head began to nod, his eyes drifting shut.

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

It seemed like only minutes later when a hand began gently caressing his cheek, and he subconsciously leaned into the delicate touch. The soft fingers that belonged to the hand were soon brushing across his lips, and he kissed each fingertip softly as it passed. She leaned over him, her hair brushed against his cheek and he smiled faintly at the aroma that reached his nose moments later. It was the scent of a woman, and as she moved to straddle him, he placed his hands on her rounded hips.

"Mmm..." She purred, just barely brushing her lips over his. 

Smiling, he pulled her body closer to his, leaning forwards to seal the space between them. As soon as their lips were pressed firmly against each other, he parted his lips slightly, he’d been longing for a taste of that sweet gloss for what seemed like an eternity. His head was already swimming, almost as though he were on a high...She was his drug, he needed her. She was his addiction, he craved her...The sound of her name rolling off his lips sounded like honey would, if honey spoke. So he said it. "Hermione..." He couldn’t hold out any longer, he needed to taste her, needed his drug in his system. He had just brushed his tongue along her lips, when she pulled her head back.

Something was wrong...this isn’t how it was supposed to be...and that’s when it hit him...The girl did have lip gloss on, but he could not place what the exact flavour was...all he knew is that it wasn’t strawberry, it wasn’t as sweet. As he was slowly drawn back to his senses, the corners of his lips curved down into a frown...This girl, whoever was straddling his lap, wasn’t the girl he’d been dreaming about. She even smelled different than Hermione had. He had been introduced to her aroma back in the library, and whoever this was didn’t smell anything like her...The sweet perfume that had teased his nostrils just moments before, was replaced with a cheap smelling fragrance and he crunched up his nose slightly before slowly opening his eyes...

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

Hermione inwardly cursed herself the entire walk back to the Gryffindor tower. She had always prided herself on being bright, but the stunt she’d just pulled had been rather, well...daft. What had she been thinking??? She had told Malfoy right to his face she didn’t see that letter, and then, she’d just let it slip, right it front of him. Now he knew she was a liar, and he’d more than likely never want to speak to her again. Things would go back to the way they’d been before. He would sneer at her in the hallways, call her names whenever the chance arose, and basically, make her miserable. 

If you’d told Hermione just hours before that Draco Malfoy never wanted to speak to her again, she probably would have let out a whoop of relief and danced around her dorm, but now...now she actually felt...a bit...disappointed. "So stupid Hermione...so stupid." She muttered to herself with a deep set frown as she headed down the hall that led to the Gryffindor common room. So many thoughts were swarming her mind that she took a moment to remember the password when she finally came across the portrait of the Fat Lady.

The portrait swung open with a creak, and she sighed as she stepped into the dark common room. The fire that had been roaring in the fireplace when she’d left had now been reduced to no more than burning ashes, and she was careful not to trip over anything as she began making her way towards the girls staircase. She’d never been a big fan of the dark, and she chewed her lip almost nervously as she felt her way around the room. Placing one hand on the back of a chair, she daintily stepped around a table and was just about to sprint for the stairs when- *thud* she ran smack into something...or someone. 

"Ow!" The thing...or person whispered, Hermione didn’t hear this however, because she’d let out a loud shriek and stumbled back into the little table she’d just passed. She gripped the edge of the table tightly in her hands, her breathing still heavy and erratic as she squinted her eyes to help them adjust to the dark. 

"What the bloody hell are you doing?" Ron said in the same whisper, rubbing his side where one of her books had come in contact with a rib. 

Shutting her eyes, Hermione let out a deep sigh of relief before she opened them once again. They’d adjusted to the dark by this point, and she could just make out the figure of the person standing in front of herself. She knew it was Ron not only because she’d recognised his voice, but also because of the fact the figure stood at about eight inches taller than herself...The moonlight shining off of bright ginger hair was also a bit of a give away, and she couldn’t help but feel a bit silly at her previous reaction to bumping into him. 

As her breathing slowed down to normal and she regained herself, her eyes narrowed again, but this time it had nothing to do with adjusting to the dark. "What am I doing? What are you doing? Creeping around in a pitch black common room at 10:00 at night-" She was cut off by what might have been a snort of disbelief. Her eyebrow shot up, and she released the table she didn’t even realise she was gripping to place her hands on her hips. "Something you find humorous?"

"10:00 at night...? Hermione, since when has any Gryffindor gone to bed at 10:00 at night? It’s well past 11, and I wasn’t creeping around, I’ve been waiting for you..." Ron's’ voice had started out with a strong hint of sarcasm, but as he came to the end of his sentence, it had softened a great deal, and she was certain if she could see him better, he would be blushing. 

She remained silent. Well past 11??? How could that be? She hadn’t spent two full hours with Malfoy, there was no way...was there...? Her eyes flickered down to the ground, but she moved them back up to Ron as he began speaking once again.

"You...you left for the library at 9:00, and then...when 11 came around and you still weren’t back, I just...I started to get a bit worried. I went up to bed with Harry about then, but I couldn’t sleep. So, I was just coming down to go to the library and see if you were still there." He said with a shrug of one shoulder.

Though he couldn’t see, Hermiones’ eyes widened again. What would she have told Ron if he had gone down to the library and found she wasn’t there? Biting down on her lip, Hermione forced on a little smile. "That’s very sweet of you Ron, but really, I just had so much homework. I lost track of time. You don’t have to worry about me...I mean, if I ever come back late from the library. You know it just means I had a lot of homework to finish...the Professors’ have it in for me this year, I swear." Laughing quietly, Hermione bent to retrieve the book she’d dropped when she’d bumped into him.

Ron just nodded slowly, moving his eyes to watch her as she got her book. "Oh, alright...You know, it is only November...if the workload does get too heavy you could always drop one or two courses."

Holding her book to her chest, Hermione shook her head stubbornly. "No. No way. I already dropped some courses so I didn’t have to use the time-turner again, and I won’t drop anymore. Besides, I love doing homework...you know that."

With another snort, Ron nodded again. "Yea, you always were a bit odd." 

Rolling her eyes, Hermione smirked a bit and moved ahead past him. "Goodnight Ron, get some sleep. It’s only Thursday, we do have class tomorrow, and you do need your sleep." She looked over her shoulder at him as she walked up the stairs. "It is a proven fact that human beings can’t learn without enough sleep. Lack of sleep equals lack of learning, your body won’t absorb as much information."

With an exasperated kind of sigh and a matching roll of his eyes, Ron turned to face her as she headed up the stairs. "You’re talking about me like I’m some giant bloody sponge with red hair."

Hermione chuckled quietly at that as she pulled open the door. "Funny mental image." She joked, before smiling at him once more and shutting the door silently behind herself.

Ron smiled back, then looked down at his feet and let out a little sigh as the door shut. He stood in silent thought for a moment before he turned to reluctantly head back up the boys staircase. He muttered ‘Goodnight Hermione’ under his breath before heading back into his dorm.

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

Dracos’ eyes widened slightly at what he saw. Pansy Parkinson was staring down at him, closely resembling a bull with a red flag being waved at it. Her eyes flashed, and her lip curled slightly, her jaw clenching as she stared down at him. 

"What-did-you just-call-me...?" She hissed through her teeth. Her voice resulting to no more than a venomous whisper. 

How the hell was he going to get himself out of this one? Without being castrated that is... With a loud sigh, and a roll of his eyes, Draco shifted his hips beneath hers. "I didn’t call you anythi-" 

"-Oh I am quite certain I heard you call me Hermione." Pansy said matter-of-factly, sitting back as she folded her arms across her well-developed chest. 

Draco hated being cut off. He hated being interrupted more than anything in the entire world. The dumb bitch should know that by now, and it was with a clenched jaw that he stood up. "First of all, don’t speak when I am speaking. Second of all, I didn’t call you anything. You must be hearing things."

Pansy let out a loud shriek as she toppled back off of his lap as the stupid prat stood. The nerve! She cringed as she landed with a loud *thump* and she narrowed her eyes as she moved them upwards to look at him. She hated when he did this, spoke to her as though she were a child. Why did he have to treat her like she was some stupid baby? Without realising it, she contradicted herself horribly as she pouted, removing her eyes from his as he spoke. When he’d finished, she sat up and crossed her arms again. 

"I am not hearing things." She said sulkily. She still refused to look up at him, so she focused her eyes on his kneecaps instead. 

"Oh okay." He spat sarcastically, stepping over her as he moved to head towards his dorm. "Have a good night Hermione, I’ll see you in the morning." His voice was still dripping with sarcasm as he moved past her, and it took him by surprise when she grabbed him by the leg. Stumbling forwards, Draco was forced to grab the next chair to keep himself from doing a faceplant. It was with an expression of great annoyance that he looked back over his shoulder at her. "What the hell are you doing???" He snapped, shaking his head as he tried to straighten himself back up.

She kept an arm around his leg. She hated when her boyfriend was angry with her. "Baby I’m sorry..." She began in her whiny voice, resting her head against his leg. Though deep down she was still certain he’d called her the mudbloods’ name, she had convinced herself it was just a mumble that somehow had ended up sounding like ‘Hermione’ and she’d let it slide. "Forgive me...?" She moved her dark eyes to look up at him, turning her head to kiss the side of his leg through his trousers.

Clenching his jaw again, Draco tried to pull his leg out of her grip. "Fine, whatever, just let go." 

With a sigh, she reluctantly released his leg. Using her now free hands, she pushed herself up and smiled seductively as she moved to stand in front of him. "Now that that’s settled, why don’t you sit back down..." Her voice had switched once more to its’ low purr of a tone, and she gave him a little shove back towards the chair.

Reaching up, he took her wrists in his hands, staring her in the eye. "Pansy..."

"Mhmm....?" She giggled quietly, slipping a leg between his as she leaned into lick and nibble his neck. 

He rolled his eyes again and shrugged his shoulders, so they were closer to his ears and she was forced to pull her head back. "Wha-" She began, but it was his turn to cut her off. "It’s late, I’m tired, and not in the mood. So how about we both just go to bed?" He saw her lips being to curve up into a smirk at that, and he frowned. "To our own beds..." Her lips did curve again at that, but this time downwards, into another childish pout. Before she could speak, or whine, he released her wrists and moved past her, heading up the stairs that led to his dorm without so much as a backwards glance. "And don’t pout, it makes you look like a child." He said as he reached the top of the staircase, completely oblivious to the fact he was repeating something Hermione had said to him just hours before. 

Her jaw dropped. What the hell had gotten into him??? Not in the mood? Was this some kind of bloody joke? Slowly, she crossed her arms again, but this time across her stomach as she lowered her eyes to the floor. It was becoming increasingly difficult to convince herself his word had just been an indistinct mumble when she was so sure she’d heard ‘Hermione...’ She looked back up in the direction he’d walked in. He must have just been dreaming...after all; everyone had nightmares. It was with a frustrated sigh that she returned to her own room, though she couldn’t sleep. Draco Malfoy was hers...he had been since fourth year when he’d asked her to the Yule Ball. He was hers, and she would be damned if anyone, especially some filthy little mudblood, tried to take him from her. With that thought in mind, she was finally able to drift off to sleep. 

It sounded as though someone were sawing logs in his dorm before Draco had even opened the door. With an instinctive groan, he shoved open the door and headed into the dark room. The sound seemed to double as soon as he stepped into the dorm room, and he made a face, slamming the door behind himself in the hopes of waking Crabbe and Goyle, who were both responsible for the horrible racket. The noise ceased for a moment, and he heard them both grumble before they rolled over, and almost inhuman snoring continued. Cursing under his breath, Draco sat on the end of his bed and kicked his shoes off. This is why he always tried to get to bed first. That way he never had to worry about all the bloody noise the two oafs made. He’d adapted to the sound, and found he could now sleep through it, but trying to get to sleep on the other hand was a whole new story. That was the equivalent of trying to sleep with a grizzly bear and a lion fighting at the end of his bed. 

"Shut up shut up shut up..." He growled quietly as he undid his trousers. Loud snorts, mumbles and wheezing snores were the only replies he received, and he narrowed his eyes as he began undoing his shirt. "I said shut up!" He hissed a bit louder, pulling on the shirt he usually slept in. The snoring didn’t cease, and Draco needed his beauty sleep, so, with a shrug, he grabbed his wand, pulled back each of their hangings and did a silencing charm on both of them. ‘Silence really is golden’ He thought with a satisfied sigh as he curled up in his own bed, drifting off to sleep as soon as his head hit the down feather pillows his Mother had sent him as an early birthday present that October.

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

Hermione frowned in her sleep. That odd, and somewhat unpleasant sensation that someone was watching her, came over her, and she slowly opened her eyes. Blinking a few times as her eyes adjusted to the sunlight streaming into the room, she nearly gave a start as she came face to face with a pair of huge eyes. Crookshanks was sat on her chest, staring down at her as though he wanted something. Moaning tiredly, she gently shoved him off and sat up.

She ignored Crookshanks as he mewed, and she stretched with a loud yawn. Shutting her eyes, she tilted her head from one side to the other before leaning down to stretch like a cat. She arched her back, loving the way the move made her spine ache pleasantly. It was when she slowly opened her eyes again that she realised the sun was up... She never woke up when the sun had already risen...she was up well before the sun was even peeking above the horizon...what time was it??? Her brown eyes widened, and she stumbled out of bed, looking around in a panic.

Grabbing her old wristwatch from her bedside table, her jaw dropped so much it threatened to hit the floor. No...no no no no no no no...this was like a dream, a bad, bad dream. A nightmare even. She had to be reading her watch wrong...it was broken, there was no way, no way in hell it was 10:00. 

Tick-tick-tick-tick, the minute hand on her clock was moving...a sure sign her watch was working just fine. Gasping, she tossed the watch onto her bed and tore into the bathroom like a bat out of hell. Within ten minutes, she had brushed her teeth, washed her face, and shoved her hair up into a very messy bun. Wild curls stuck out at every angle, and frankly, Hermione could care less. Pulling off her pyjamas as though they were on fire, she yanked on her school clothes and robes, grabbed her bag, and ran as fast as her legs could carry her all the way down the stairs. 

She had completely missed first period, and she was now running late for second. Never, ever in her life had she been late for a class, never mind skip one entirely, well, except for that one time-No! It didn’t matter, she was furious with herself, and she actually cursed under her breath as she was forced to pause in the front hall and think about what class she had. ‘Care of Magical Creatures’ her mind snapped at her, and she nodded once before taring out the front doors. 

The ground outside was still slightly muddy from the rain the previous day, and she had to slow her run down to a jog to keep herself from falling and landing flat on her ass. She could just barely see the students gathered around Hagrids’ hut, and she moaned, feeling dangerously close to tears as she stepped her way around the really bad patches. 

This was all Malfoys’ fault. She repeated this in her mind as soon as that white blonde hair became visible. She had tossed and turned all bloody night worrying about upsetting him, and she’d just fallen asleep within an hour of the time she had to wake up. Hermione hated having people upset with her, but for some reason, a reason even she couldn’t explain, she was especially anxious at the fact Malfoy might be agitated with her. He had every right to be though, she had read a letter she wasn’t supposed to...so, so she couldn’t blame him...Her eyes came to rest on a sulky looking Lavender and Pavarti, and they narrowed just marginally. She would blame them. How hard would it have been for them to wake her up? Her now narrowed eyes moved to the people stood beside them, Harry and Ron...Those prats! Those stupid, stupid gits. Did they not notice she hadn’t been in first period??? She could be dead and rotting in her bed, and they would both be kicking mud onto each other’ shoes, as they were doing now. Yes. Perfect. She would blame them.

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

"Righ’ so alls yeh have teh do-’Mione! Where have yeh been?" Hagrids’ eyes squinted, which was a give away he was smiling (his wild beard hid most of his face.) 

Hermione felt herself blush as she slowly made her way over to him, a bit embarrassed at the fact he’d addressed her in front of the entire class, instead of waiting for her to come and speak with him, which is what she had been intending to do.

"She was doing her hair, isn’t it obvious?" Pansy Parkinson sneered as Hermione walked past. "It looks just lovely."

Ignoring her, Hermione didn’t even do the girl the honour of giving her a look as she stepped up to Hagrid. "I’m sorry Hagrid...I, I wasn’t feeling well, and I overslept..." She said in a quiet voice, breaking eyecontact as soon as she was finished speaking.

"Not feelin’ well? Yeh want teh go have a lie down?" He boomed. Hermione felt herself blush even more, she knew Hagrid didn’t mean to embarrass her. Sometimes she thought the man didn’t realise just how loud his voice really was. 

She kept her eyes locked on her now muddy shoes as she shook her head. "No, no thank you. I’m sorry I’m late..." 

"Ah don’t yeh worry about it. I know yer a good student." He smiled at her again, then looked back at the rest of the class, clapping his large hands together once. "Alrigh’ everyone, pick a Jarvey out of the box an’ get teh work! Yeh know who yer partners are."

Hermione frowned, she didn’t know who her partner was. She went to ask Hagrid, but he’d already walked away from her and was apparently busy opening a large crate near the side of the hut. Biting her lip, she turned to watch everyone. Ron was standing with his arms crossed with Blaise Zabini, who looked just as thrilled as he did to have him as a partner. Harry was stood...somewhat beside Pansy, his arms behind his back as he looked around the Hogwarts grounds...up at the sky, down at the ground, basically anywhere but at the pug-like girl stood on his left. She cringed as she saw Lavender Brown making her way over to Millicent Bulstrode. Crabbe and Goyle were the only two that actually looked pleased to be with each other, well, besides Dean and Seamus, who were talking and laughing with each other. So who did that leave...?

"You can get the...thing. I’m not putting my hand in the crate." A cold, and arrogant voice said from behind her. 

Jumping, Hermione turned and came face to face with Draco Malfoy. Who was staring down at his hands as though he feared ruining his manicure by touching whatever creature Hagrid had mentioned earlier. Usually, she would have told him to get over himself and get it, it wouldn’t kill him to break a nail, but she figured she was already in his bad books, so she nodded and headed over to wait with the queue of students lined up at the crate. 

"Ugly-Ugly stupid boy-Ugly stupid smelly boy-PRAT PRAT PRAT." The creature in Harry's’ hands hollered as he walked past Hermione. It looked like an overgrown ferret, and it was wringing around in Harry's’ hands like mad, obviously trying to make an escape. Hermione widened her eyes, snorting quietly as Harry made a face at her.

"This lesson is going to do wonders for my self esteem." He joked, smirking as he looked down at the Jarvey. "Pfffffftttt" It craned its’ neck around to make a rather loud, and rather obnoxious noise at Harry. Dropping his jaw slightly, Harry snorted. "Well pfft to you too." Sighing, he shook his head and continued on his way over to Pansy, who had already begun to complain loudly about not wanting to work with the Jarvey.

Ron was the next to pass, and he was red in the face already as he argued with his Jarvey. "LA LA LA LA LA LA LA" The Jarvey was screaming, with its’ little paws pressed firmly against its ears. "You kiss your Mother with that mouth?!?" Ron bellowed, obviously highly offended by a comment his Jarvey had made previously. They continued arguing all the way over to Blaise, and Hermione had to press her lips together to keep from laughing. Only Ron would get in an argument with a creature that more than likely couldn’t understand a word he was saying. 

Finally her turn came, and she peered down into the box. Only one Jarvey was left, and it lifted its’ head to look up at her. "UGLY GIRL UGLY GIRL" It began chanting, and her eyes narrowed. "Don’t be rude." She said as she reached in and picked it up. "FAT FAT FAT FAT FAT" It sang, bobbing its head from side to side as she carried it over to Draco. "Ugly and fat, ugly and fat" Her jaw clenched, she knew she’d been fighting down the giggles at Ron moments before, but now she fully understood where he was coming from. "Well you’re not exactly the prettiest flower in the garden yourself." She snapped to it in an undertone. The Jarvey didn’t seem to hear however, and it began chanting its rude little songs in an even louder and more annoying voice. 

As she approached him, Draco slowly arched an eyebrow and moved his eyes to look at her. "What the hell is that?"

"It’s rude, that’s what it is." Hermione said through her clenched teeth, holding it out to him.

Snorting, Draco took a step away from her. "I’ve already told you, I’m not touching it."

With a loud, and obviously annoyed sigh, Hermione rolled her eyes and put the Jarvey over her shoulder. She eventually learned to tune it out, and she began to chew on her lip once more as she looked Draco over. He was looking down at the ground, pushing the toe of his shoe into some mud. It appeared to her, that he was simply avoiding looking at her, and she could guess why. Licking her lips slightly, she tried to work out in her mind how to put into words what she wanted to say. "Look..." She began slowly, her stomach doing a funny little flip-flop as his eyes flickered up to hers. "I...I know you’re probably still really angry about last night, and...and you have every right to be. I shouldn’t have read that letter Draco...but, I just wanted to say that I’m sorry." She waited for his response, but all he did was stare at her, as though he expected her to continue. So, taking in a deep breath, she did just that. "I would really like to keep tutoring you...I mean, if you’d let me."

It grew harder and harder not to smirk. The corner of his lips threatened to turn up with every word she said, but he forced his expression to remain serious. With a shrug of one shoulder, he moved his eyes back down to the ground. 

Hermione frowned, looking to the ground as well before she looked back at him. "I...I thought we were progressing well. There’s no point in us stopping just because I read some...some silly letter. I’ve already forgotten what it said." He remained silent. Shutting her eyes briefly, Hermione sighed before looking back to him. "I’m sorry Draco."

"Since when did I become Draco?" He said finally, running a hand through his hair as he looked back at her. 

Mimicking his previous movements, she shrugged one shoulder. "Since I became sorry."

He paused, looking in thought for a moment. It would look too suspicious if he agreed right away. Forgave her at the drop of a hat...but he didn’t want to say no to the point where she stopped offering. So, with a dramatic sigh, he looked back at her. "Fine, but...but only because I need this mark, badly...as you now know." He muttered the last part, turning his head away from her.

Though he had muttered, she caught what he’d said and it made her frown. She couldn’t help but feel almost excited as he agreed to allow their tutoring sessions to go on however, and she turned her frown into a smile as she shifted the Jarvey over her shoulder. "Brilliant, next Thursday then."

Draco just nodded once. He didn’t want to give her the impression she was forgiven just yet. He deserved an award for this...In his first year the hat had said Slytherins were cunning, and oh yes, he was cunning. His plan was going perfectly according to plan. Nothing, not one thing could go wrong, and that thought alone made him smirk very, very faintly. 

Hermione watched him; she was getting the impression he liked this. Liked watching her squirm. Liked the fact she’d apologised to him. It probably gave the prat some sense of power...Her suspicions were confirmed as she noted his smirk. 

He could just barely see the flags of the Quidditch pitch fluttering lightly in the breeze over the tops of the hills. That position was his. He might as well get his ‘Team Captain’ pin handed to him right now. His Father would be so proud...so...proud... The idea of his Father finally being pleased with him, for something he’d earned by himself made him smile, and he turned back to Hermione. "Next Thursday it is then...

...Hermione." 

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

It was with a relieved sigh that Hermione sat down at the Gryffindor table. She had just spoken to Flitwick about missing her first period Charms lesson, and he’d told her not to worry about it, she had 108% so he would let it slide. Lunch had already begun, and Harry and Ron looked up at her with their mouths full. “Sho wha ah-end?” Ron said. Not bothering to wait until he’d swallowed his mouthful of beef stew. 

Hermione gave him a disapproving look. “Do not speak with your mouth full Ronald. First of all it’s rude, second of all I can’t understand a bloody word you’re saying, and most importantly, it’s gross.” She crunched up her nose with the last word.

Rolling his eyes, Ron swallowed dramatically before opening his mouth to show her that his mouthful of food was infact, gone. When he was satisfied with the noise of disgust she made, he smirked and shut his mouth. “I said...” He began slowly, as if repeating himself was a huge chore. “So what happened? This morning I mean...you weren’t in Charms, and then-”

Hermione had obviously been waiting for one of the two to bring this up, and she jumped on her chance to cut in like a hungry lion would jump on a wounded gazelle. “Oh so now you notice I wasn’t in Charms. Nice friends I have, go doddling about their day while for all they know I could be lying dead in my bed-” She was just taking in a breath to continue when she noticed Harry was chuckling quietly to himself, scratching his nose as he tried to hide it. Her jaw snapped shut and she arched an eyebrow. “Would you like to share what you find so funny?”

Harry just laughed harder at being caught, and it took him a moment to compose himself before he looked back to Hermione. His shoulders were still shaking with silent laughter however as he shook his head at her. The highly un-amused expression on her face was highly amusing to him, and he had to put his head in his hands for a moment. 

She moved her eyes slowly away from his shaking shoulders to look at Ron. “Did I miss something?” 

Ron had just opened his mouth to reply when Harry straightened back up. “No, I was just...” He broke down into another fit of laughs here, and took yet another moment to compose himself. “Just thinking about those shows...You know on muggle television, like...’When good pets go bad’ and stuff like th-a-a-at.” His voice broke again and he began to howl with laughter. 

Snorting, Ron began to chuckle too, simply at the fact Harry was nearly spasming with laughter. His laughing caused a more boisterous laugh to rise out of Harry, which caused a more boisterous laugh to rise out of him; This continued until both boys were nearly crying with mirth. 

Hermione sat in silence, just watching the two boys. The more they laughed, the more her eyebrow rose. “Simple things amuse simple minds I suppose. Now if you don’t mind, I’ll just have some lunch .” Pursing her lips, she began to spoon some stew into her bowl, trying her best to ignore the two cackling hyenas sat across the table from her. 

It was about a minute later when Harry turned to Ron. He opened his mouth to say something before he was engulfed in another fit of laughter, and he held up a hand, covering his face with his other hand, and he once again, tried desperately to regain his composure. 

“T-tell me!” Ron urged between cackles, shaking his head at Harry. 

“S-so I just pictured Crookshanks like, going insane-and chasing her around the common room with a machete or something. Like, on those m-muggle shows, the person’s dog goes crazy and eats the owner or whatever-and it’s rather funny, but when she was talking about lying dead in bed I for some reason thought about Crookshanks like...slowly c-creeping up and smothering her with a pillow-” He was cut off by laughter here. 

Ron howled with laughter. “They wouldn’t take finger prints, they’d take like-bloody paw prints instead.” He paused here to share a loud laugh with Harry before he continued. “S-so they’d have his picture all over the place, like, ‘wanted-cat murderer’ a-and his flat face is on posters everywhere-” 

Harry was clutching his stomach he was laughing so hard. “Oh! Oh! You probably won’t know this, but in all those lame muggle horror flicks, there’s this m-music, and it’s like...” Licking his lips, he held up a hand and mimicked a stabbing motion, trying his best to impersonate the ‘whee whee whee’ sound of slasher flicks. “B-but instead, it would be- 

Him and Ron both joined in at that point, making stabbing motions with their hands. 

-Meow meow meow!” 

Both boys collapsed into such a fit of laughter it became silent, and they clutched their aching stomachs as they rocked slowly in their spots. 

Meanwhile, Hermione had paused with her spoon half way to her mouth when they’d begun, and she was now staring at them now as if they were both a bit slow...which sometimes she suspected they were. “Are you quite finished...?” She asked slowly. “Because the whole, ‘lying dead in my bed’ thing, was entirely not my point. My point was you two should have woken me up. I wasn’t feeling well-and I would have appreciated a knock on the door or something! I don’t think I’m asking too much. I would have done the same for you two, so...” Shaking her head, she frowned and placed her spoon back in her bowl. Really, they could both be so immature sometimes. 

Harry chuckled, shifting his glasses aside to wipe his eyes. “Ah ‘Mione-trust me, I know you would have woken us up, but...look at it from our point of view. You’ve never missed class before, so we figured you had a valid reason for not showing up...We were going to check on you at lunchtime anyways-” 

“Yea!” Ron cut in with a nod. 

Though she could see where Harry was coming from, she didn’t like to admit she was wrong, so she just gave a shrug of her shoulders and stirred her stew around in her bowl. “Well still, I just think-” 

She was cut off as both boys raised their hands and made stabbing motions at the air. “Meow meow meow meow!” 

As another bout of roaring laughter met her ears, Hermione rolled her eyes and shook her head. “Honestly.” She huffed into her stew. “I feel like I’m babysitting sometimes.” 

“At least we’re potty trained.” Harry pointed out. 

“Speak for yourself.” Ron smirked. 

Making another face of disgust, she moved her eyes back to them, raising an eyebrow at Ron. “Did you know that when a child wets the bed for a pro-longed period of time, it can be a sign they might end up a serial killer.” 

Ron had taken another spoonful of stew, and this time around, he made sure to swallow before he responded. “Nah, it’s your cat we have to worry about.” 

Both boys, ‘mew mew mew-ed’ again, and she actually had to try not to smirk as she rolled her eyes. “Crookshanks would never kill me-if anyone’s familiar ended up a psycho killer it would be your bird Ron. I’m surprised he hasn’t given someone a concussion already.” 

Though Ron always let on he hated Pigwidgeon, Harry and Hermione had always suspected he actually adored the small bird, and yet again, he proved their suspicions correct. “Oy! Pig would never kill anyone-” 

“I never said he would on purpose.” Hermione said with a shrug. 

Ron mimicked her, and Harry chuckled. “Nah I agree with Ron.” He smirked as Ron gave him an almost surprised look. “Your bird’s too bloody stupid to kill anyone-” He laughed between ‘Ows’ rubbing his side where Ron had elbowed him. 

“Boys, boys, don’t make me separate you.” Hermione half teased. After she’d taken another bite of her stew, she smirked at them. “Well they do say a person’s familiar generally ends up taking on some of its owner’s characteristics. Like, Hedwig loves to fly...and so does Harry-” 

“Oh go figure, she’s a bird. What do you expect her to do? Walk?” Ron laughed. 

“Pig, on the other hand, is high energy, never shuts up, is extremely noisy-” She smirked as Ron cut her off. 

“Oh! Oh! So you’re saying then you’re Crookshanks?” 

Harry choked on the sip of pumpkin juice he’d just taken, patting his chest with one hand. 

Making a fake ‘Hmm...’ face, Ron began to check the similarities off on his fingers. “Lets see..., mean, with lots of hair, excellent at giving nasty looks, with a flat face. You know Hermione, I think you might be right-” 

“My face is not flat!” Hermione protested with a dropped jaw. 

Harry had to laugh at that. “Out of everything he just said, that offended you the most?” 

“My face is *not* flat!” Hermione repeated, narrowing her eyes at Ron. 

Ron gave a nonchalant shrug of his shoulders. “She was mean just a moment ago...” Reaching over, he pulled on one of her unruly curls. The effect was like pulling on a pigs tail; It just sprung right back up when it was released. “Lots of hair, and look-look, just take a gander at the look she’s giving me. Tah.” He sat back in his seat, folding his arms across his chest. “Un-canny.” 

Hermione put a hand on her nose. “Is my face really flat?” 

“Oh yea ‘Mione, looks like someone smacked you in the face with a frying pan when you were a baby.” Harry said dryly with a roll of his eyes. 

Smirking, she moved her eyes back to Ron. “Ha, I don’t have a flat face-I told you.” 

“Fine, fine. I still stand by everything else I said however.”’ 

“At least Crookshanks isn’t some hyper-active flying rodent.” 

“Yea, well at least Pig isn’t some snooty cat with a flat face.” 

“You’re just jealous because Crookshanks is smarter than your stupid bird.” 

Harry held up his hands here. “Whoa whoa whoa. I can settle this.” He waited until he had both of their attention before he gave a nonchalant shrug. “Hedwig’s better than both.” 

“Oh shut up!” Both Ron and Hermione laughed, shaking their heads at Harry. Lunch continued as normal, but as the conversation switched to Quidditch, (the first game of the season was rapidly approaching) Hermione found her eyes wandering over in Draco’s direction. 

She’d only been looking for about a second when he glanced over his shoulder at her. Though she felt her cheeks flush slightly, something in his gaze captured her, and no matter how hard she tried...she couldn’t look away. Her heart nearly stopped as the corners of his lips turned up slightly...was he-was he... smiling at her? Slowly, she smiled back, and as he turned away, she looked back down into her bowl, not even trying to hide her smirk. 

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

“So you’ve noticed it too...?” Ron asked slowly. It was the next Thursday, and Harry and Ron were sat down in a corner of the common room. 

Harry had been fidgeting with the sleeve of his robes, as Ron spoke, he moved his eyes to look at him over the top of his glasses. “Yea I guess...” He said a bit un-surely. Ron had brought up the topic of Hermione-which wasn’t a rare occurrence, but for once it wasn’t about him fancying her. Ron had told Harry all about Hermione’s late return from the library, and how he thought she was acting a bit...strange. In the past two weeks, she had stuck up for Malfoy in class, missed a lesson, and now, she was on her way to the library...yet again. 

“I mean...” Ron began again, shaking his head as he looked down. “Something’s different about her, I just...I don’t know what. 

Harry frowned, shifting almost un-comfortably in his seat. Though they weren’t exactly bad-mouthing her, he didn’t like the fact that they were talking about her like this when she wasn’t there. “Well, well maybe we should talk to her...” His voice was quiet, and his eyes flickered to the floor. 

Ron sighed and nodded slowly. “Yea...I guess you’re right.” He remained sat in silence for a moment, looking deep in thought. Finally, he opened his mouth to say something. Before he could speak however, he was cut off by someone moving to stand in front of them. “Ginny?” He frowned in annoyance. “What do you want, we’re talking.” 

Harry looked up at Ginny almost hopefully. This was a conversation he didn’t want to carry on while Hermione was absent. “Hey Ginny.” 

Ginny narrowed her eyes and was just about to retort to Ron when Harry spoke up. Her cheeks suddenly flushed red and she crossed her arms over her stomach. “Hello Harry...” Her voice was soft, and she shifted from foot to foot. 

Sighing loudly, Ron sat back in his seat. “He’s gay, leave us alone.” 

“I’m not gay.” Harry gave Ron a look before he turned back to Ginny. “Is there something you wanted...?” 

Ginny pulled up a seat, crossing her legs beneath herself. “I was actually wondering if you could tell me all about what it’s like to be a Seeker...It looks like such a hard position to play, you must be so talented...” 

“You don’t care about Quidditch-” Ron cut in, but Harry cut him off with a modest laugh. 

“Well I’m not *that* good, but sure, I can try to tell you about it.” He had just opened his mouth to begin when Colin hurried over. 

He was nearly hyperventilating as he spoke, clutching his camera in his hands. “Hey-hey Ginny, I was wondering-” 

“No!” Ginny shot him a look. “I said no, now if you don’t mind...Harry’s telling me about Seeking, so-” 

“Oh wow!” Colin breathed, moving to stand behind Ginny’s chair. He stared at Harry in awe, looking ready to burst in anticipation. He didn’t even seem to notice Ginny crossing her arms huffily as she sat back in her seat, obviously annoyed her time with Harry was being shared with her irritating ex that was constantly asking her out. 

Harry exchanged a look with Ron before he smirked faintly, clearing his throat before he began explaining the position of Seeker to his two eager fans. 

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

He was late. 

Hermione tapped her foot on the floor as she looked around the vacated Astronomy tower. He probably wasn’t going to show...he was obviously still pissed off and this was just his way of showing her. Placing her hands on her hips, she was just turning to leave when the door burst open, causing her to jump about a foot into the air. 

“I passed!” Draco announced, wide-eyed with excitement as he held up the paper. “I bloody passed!” 

Hermione’s jaw dropped as a feeling of accomplishment rushed over her. She’d helped! She’d helped him pass his test. “Oh Draco!” She clapped her hands, nearly jumping on the spot with delight. “What did you get? What was your grade?” 

Grinning, he rushed over to her to show her the paper. “I got nearly perfect! This is the best grade I’ve ever gotten on one of ol’ McGonagall’s tests!” 

She didn’t know what compelled her to do it, but before she could stop and think; she had pulled him into a hug. She was forced to stand on her tiptoes to hug him properly, and her chest pressed against his as she leaned into him for balance. 

The hug had surprised him, but he didn’t let his astonishment show as he wrapped his arms around her waist and hugged her back. Her chest pressed into his sent a shiver down his spine, and he held her just slightly tighter, sliding one of his hands half way up her back. 

Her back arched towards him instinctively, and as she felt the hard muscle of his chest pressing into hers, a ripple of pleasure shot down her spine, causing her knees to grow weak. She pulled back with a smile, tossing her hair over her shoulder as she looked up at him. “I’m so proud of you, I knew you could do it Draco...” 

He smiled down at her. “It was all you...Thank you Hermione. I know I wouldn’t have been able to pass without you...baby...” 

She snorted at that, her cheeks turning scarlet as she looked down at the floor. “It wasn’t just me...You did the work...sweetheart.” She said the last word slowly, almost un-surely, and she smirked as she moved her eyes up to look at him through her eyelashes. 

He had to admit, the way she was looking at him was very...well, sexy, and the corner of his lips turned up into a half smirk of their own. “Hermione...?” 

Her name coming from his mouth sent a pleasant chill down her spine, and though she shivered on the outside, it nearly melted her heart within. “Draco...?” She asked softly, arching an eyebrow. 

His smirk broadened. “Are we flirting?” 

She smiled. “I don’t know...” She raised both of her eyebrows, biting down on her lip. Her mind was screaming. What the bloody hell was she doing? She never flirted, this felt odd...strange...weird, but...she kind of liked it. So though she felt as though she was completely improvising a foreign language, she continued. “Are we...?” 

His smirk turned into a grin, and he shrugged one shoulder. “I asked you...” 

She laughed softly. “Well what if we are...?” 

He licked his lips slightly as he debated what his response should be. It would be risky...very risky...but it was worth a shot. Slowly, he took a small step towards her, bringing a hand up to brush his index finger over her bottom lip. 

The second he stepped closer, she felt the sudden desire to grab him-to pull him close and feel his chest pressed into hers again, but she remained still, frozen, like a deer in headlights. As his finger just barely brushed her lips, they parted slightly on their own accord and her eyes flickered down to his hand before she moved them slowly back up to his. 

“Well...in that case...” He took another little step forwards, tilting his head slightly to the side. “I might just have to kiss you again...” He was beginning to feel like a smoker that had just quit, but had wound up in a bar...with people smoking all around him. Like the smoker would crave the nicotine in their system, he craved for that taste of strawberries on his lips. When she didn’t protest, he let his finger slide down to her chin, and he tilted it up as he leaned in to press his lips to hers. 

As soon as his lips touched hers, she was once again taken to that wonderful place of bliss. All logical thoughts were wiped from her mind as she moved her hands to hold his upper arms-no, grip them, for her knees were so weak she felt as though she would fall if she let go. 

A feeling he hadn’t experienced since the last time he’d kissed her swept over him and he parted his lips slightly against hers, allowing his tongue to creep out and brush against her lips. As soon as that sweet fruity taste tantalised his tastebuds, he snaked an arm around her waist and pulled her gently closer to himself. 

Her back arched again as he pulled her closer and she slid her hands up to hold his shoulders before she pulled back slightly. Her breathing was ragged, and she kept her lips pressed lightly to his. 

His eyes opened slowly as she pulled away, and he slowly moved his arm off of her waist, resting his hand on her hip. As she opened her eyes to look into his, a small smirk made its way to his lips and he rested his forehead against hers. “You taste...” He began slowly, his breathing slightly intense as well. “Like strawberries...” 

Letting out a small laugh, she smiled and shook her head. “It’s raspberries.” 

“Ah...” He smirked, tilting his head to the side as he leaned in to kiss her again. 

She allowed a small kiss before she pulled her head back again, taking a step away from him. “We have a paper due on Wednesday...so how about you work on that for now. Meet me in here on Tuesday night, and I’ll see if there’s anything we need to change.” She turned and bent to retrieve her bag. Her Mother had always told her to play hard to get. ‘A man’s only worth your time if he’s persistent’ She had said told Hermione just that summer. Being sixteen, her Mother had probably come to the realisation that her daughter may just be developing an interest for the opposite sex; and though Hermione had denied it at first, she couldn’t now, and she smiled at Draco as she moved to head past him. 

He was smirking and shaking his head slowly. He knew exactly what she was doing. So she wanted to play hard to get, well that was fine, he could play whatever game she did...and he could play it better. He folded his arms slowly across his chest, turning on his heel to watch her walk away. “Have a nice night Granger.” 

Hermione laughed as she pulled open the door. “Since when did I become Granger?” She asked, looking over her shoulder at him. 

“Since you became a tease.” He replied with a smirk. 

Raising her eyebrows, she gave him a once over before she made her way out...adding a little sway to her hips as she did. As soon as the click of the door shutting behind herself met her ears, she let out a quiet squeal, hugging her bag to her chest. 

“Hermione...what have you gotten yourself into...?” She asked herself rhetorically. Letting out a deep sigh she hurried down the stairs. Her body was still humming with the sensation his lips provoked, and she couldn’t stop smiling as she began making her way back towards the Gryffindor common room. 

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

“Wow...” Colin breathed for what felt like the millionth time. Harry had just finished explaining basically everything he knew about Seeking to him and Ginny. Although Ginny was starting to look a bit bored, not to mention highly annoyed, Colin still looked as awe-struck as he’d been when Harry had first started speaking. 

Harry smiled weakly, then looked towards the front of the common room as McGonagall headed in, looking around as thought she were searching for someone. Ron had gone up to their dorm to finish his Potions homework, and Harry wanted to get as far away from Colin as possible before he began to bombard him with questions about God knows what. Excusing himself, he pushed himself out of his chair and made his way over to McGonagall. “Hullo miss, is there something you needed...?” He asked, perking an eyebrow. 

The Headmistress gave him a small smile. “Good evening Harry. Actually yes...” Pursing her lips, she took another look around the common room before she looked back at Harry. “Would you happen to know where I could find Miss Granger? There are some students having problems in my class; and since she received the highest mark on the recent test, I was going to ask her if she might be interested in tutoring some of the students in Gryffindor that were having problems.” Her eyes flickered briefly to Neville before she looked back to Harry. 

Harry glanced at Neville also before he looked back at McGonagall. “Erm...Oh yea, yea sure. She’s just in the library. I can go get her for you.” 

McGonagall smiled, nodding once. “That would be appreciated. Just tell her to come to my office as soon as possible.” 

Harry nodded once, waving bye to Ginny (who simply raised a hand, her chin in the other) and Colin, (who waved so enthusiastically Harry thought his arm might be at risk of flying off) before he followed McGonagall out. 

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

Sighing loudly, Harry clenched his jaw as his eyes scanned the library once more. He’d been searching the entire room for Hermione for well over ten minutes, and still had no idea as to where she might be. Nodding once to Madame Pince, he frowned as he headed out. Where could she be...? 

He was just heading up the main staircase when he spotted that bushy hair that could belong to none other than- “Hermione!” He called, jogging up the last few stairs to catch up with her. 

Looking over her shoulder, Hermione smiled and paused so Harry could catch up. “Hey Harry.” 

“Hey.” He slid a hand through his hair as they began walking again. “So where are you coming from?” 

“Oh the library.” Hermione said simply, shifting her bag on her shoulder. 

Slowly, Harry moved his eyes to look at her. “You mean you were just in there...?” 

She nodded, keeping her eyes straight ahead of herself. “Mhm.” 

“Oh...” He said quietly, slowing down to a halt. 

She remained oblivious to him stopping, and continued walking a few steps. Coming to the realisation a moment later she was walking alone, she too stopped, turning to look at him with a frown. “Harry...is there something wrong?” 

He moved his eyes to the floor before they flickered back up to her. “No...I just find it a bit funny...” 

Her lips slowly curved down into a frown. “Find what a bit funny...?” She asked slowly, not entirely sure she wanted to hear the answer. 

He gave a shrug of his shoulders. “Just the fact that I’ve been in the library for over fifteen minutes searching for you...yet you just told me you’ve just come from there...So, either you took my invisibility cloak without telling me, or...you’re lying.” 

All colour drained from her face, but she tried to regain her composure quickly. “Oh...” Was all she could manage to get out for a minute. Taking in a deep breath, her voice finally returned and she raised an eyebrow. “Why were you looking for me...?” 

He frowned, narrowing his eyes at her suspiciously. “Professor McGonagall’s looking for you...she wanted to know if you would be interested in tutoring some peopl-” 

“Shit!” Hermione stomped a foot and put her head in her hands. “I can’t...I can’t, I’m already tutoring someone...” 

The last statement she’d made had obviously been to herself, but Harry had caught it. “Who?” He asked, crossing his arms. He wasn’t going anywhere until she told him what was going on. 

Sighing, Hermione reluctantly dropped her hands to look at him. There was no use in lying now...she’d never been good at thinking of excuses, and besides...on the plus side, at least it was Harry and not Ron. Licking her lips almost nervously, she hugged her bag closer to herself. “Harry...you have to promise me, promise me you won’t freak out-and...And you have to swear you won’t tell anyone. Not even Ron-especially not Ron.” 

He didn’t like the sound of this. Not at all. His frown deepened and he shifted to the other foot. “Hermione...what is it?” 

She shook her head. “Promise me Harry, swear it on our friendship.” 

He raised an eyebrow, and then sighed. “Right, alright...I promise I won’t tell anyone-not even Ron.” 

She crossed her arms as well. “And you can’t freak out.” 

“And I won’t freak out...” 

“And-” 

“Hermione!” He cut in. “Just tell me!” 

She shut her eyes briefly, taking in a few deep breaths before she opened her mouth. “I’ve been tutoring Draco every Thursday night for about two weeks now because he really does need the help, you should have seen the letter his Father sent him, but anyways, when you get talking to him he’s actually pretty nice and we just figured we’d do it in private because the Slytherins wouldn’t want him getting help from a Gryffindor and vice-versa and-” As she opened her eyes, she saw that Harry was gesturing with his hands for her to stop. 

“Whoa..whoa...Hermione, first of all, take a breath...you’re going to black out, second of all...slow down, I can barely understand a word you’re saying.” 

Taking in another deep breath, she let it out slowly. “I’ve been tutoring Draco.” 

“Malfoy?” 

“No, the other Draco.” She said with a roll of her eyes, shifting un-comfortably on her feet. 

Harry gave a roll of his eyes as well. “I meant that as in...When did you start calling him Draco?” 

That made her frown. “Harry, I told you...when you get to know him he’s actually very nice...and funny, and...” She sighed, looking down at her feet. “You hate me don’t you?” She asked in a voice that was barely audible. 

Shaking his head, Harry slowly made his way over to her. “’Mione I could never hate you, you know that. Personally...I don’t see why you feel compelled to help someone that has been nothing but horrible to you...but, I’m sure you have your own reasons for it...and...and I’m not about to judge you, or end our friendship over something so stupid...” Smiling faintly, he patted her on the arm. 

She felt relief wash over her and she smiled as she looked up at him. “Thank you Harry...I felt so awful lying to you...and now I feel even worse about it.” She moved her eyes back down to the floor. “I should have known you would understand...” Kicking herself inwardly, she slowly began to walk with him again, keeping her arms crossed tightly around herself. 

He assured her it was alright, but remained in silence for the rest of their walk back to the common room. As the Portrait of the Fat Lady loomed up before them finally, he bit his lip and turned to her. “Hermione...” 

She raised an eyebrow and turned her head to look at him. “Hm?” 

Harry glanced towards the common room before he looked back to her. “You know, eventually you will have to tell Ron...” 

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

“Ron you’re going to be fine.” Hermione cooed, massaging his shoulders gently. Harry and Ron had just come down to the common room in their Quidditch garb, ready to head out to the pitch to play the first game of the season. Ron however, had taken about two steps towards the portrait door when he’d collapsed into a chair and refused to move.

“I can’t. I’m sorry. You’ll just have to find someone else, ‘cause I’m not going.” Ron babbled, shaking his head stubbornly. His face was whiter than Nearly Headless Nick’s, which caused the freckles that were strewn across his nose to stand out even more.

“Ron!” At first, Harry had been like Hermione; Gently trying to coax Ron out of his chair. His patience had run out however, and he looked about ready to smack some sense into his best mate. “You’re a brilliant Keeper! You’ve been blocking every Quaffle sent at you during practices. Now we’re going to be late if you don’t get up, so come-on!” He grabbed Ron’s arm and gave it a hard tug.

Ron jolted forwards when Harry pulled him, but he dug his heels into the floor to prevent Harry from successfully pulling him to his feet. “Nope. Sorry, but I’m not going, and that’s final.”

Fred and George were stood just behind Harry’s shoulders, their expressions clearly showcasing their annoyance. 

“Ron bloody Weasley!” George barked. “Get your sorry arse up!” 

“I said no!” Ron shouted, pressing his back further into the chair. “I *won’t* go!”

“Yes you will!”

“No I won’t!”

“Yes you will!”

Ron shrugged Hermione’s hands off and sat forwards in his seat, positively glaring at George. “A herd of wild horses could not drag me out to that pitch.” He said slowly through his teeth, being careful to enunciate each word. 

“We don’t need any horses. Harry-get his broom, George-hold this.” Fred said, passing his Beaters’ club to his twin.

“Fred...” Hermione warned, taking a small step back from Ron’s chair. When it came to one of the Weasley twins, you could never be too sure what to expect. 

Fred didn’t seem to have heard Hermione, and as Harry wrestled Ron’s broom off of him, he stepped forwards and hauled Ron out of the chair easily, swinging him over his shoulder as if he were a potato sac.

“FRED! DON’T! DO-ON’T!” Ron hollered, kicking his legs furiously. 

At that moment, George’s girlfriend Katie Bell appeared at the portrait door, looking frantic. “Hurry up! The Slytherins are already on the pitch!”

“We’re coming, we’re coming.” Fred assured her, carrying Ron, (who now resembled a fish out of water) out of the common room.

With a laugh, George slinked an arm around Katie’s waist and led her back out.

Harry was chuckling quietly too, and he glanced over to Hermione. “Coming?” He asked, moving to follow Katie and George out.

She nodded and moved to walk after him. Her and Harry hadn’t been speaking as much as they usually did. She had bluntly refused to tell Ron about her and Draco, and had ended up walking away from Harry while he was still trying to convince her to do otherwise. For almost a week they had barely said a word to eachother, and she had even feared he would tell Ron where she was actually going the next time she visited the ‘library’. Harry remained true to his word however, and had even covered for her while she was gone.

She had been meeting Draco at least two times a week now, and though she tried her best to keep focused on their studies, it was growing increasingly difficult not to kiss him again. Ever since they’d kissed earlier in the month, he hadn’t tried to make so much as one move. Her game of hard to get had obviously backfired...for now she wanted him more than ever.

The simplest movements he made sent shivers down her spine. From the way he bit down on the very tip of his tongue when he was concentrating, to the way he slid his hand through his hair when a few stray strands fell down over his eyes. He was truly intoxicating...just thinking about meeting with him that night caused a wide grin to spread over her face. She’d been looking forward to seeing him all throughout dinner, and now all she had to do was wait for the Quidditch game to end before she got to meet with him once again. She could only hope that Harry didn’t take too long to catch that bloody Snitch. 

She didn’t even realise how long they’d be walking in silence until Harry pushed open the front doors, and a rush of cold November air hit her. She gasped at the sudden change of temperature, wrapping her cloak further around herself. The bite of the air caused her cheeks to flush red, and she shivered as she rubbed her hands together. As they began making their way down the pitch, Hermione decided to try making conversation. Smiling, she looked over to Harry. “So...you must be excited.”

Harry nodded. “Oh yea I am, I missed Quidditch all summer.”

She nodded too, tilting her head up slightly to take a look at the pitch as it drew nearer. Flags rippled in the light wind, and the spectators had already begun to cheer and chant. The cold air was already thick with a nervous excitement; and although she wasn’t a big fan of the sport herself, Hermione couldn’t help but begin to grow excited herself. 

“Well, here’s where I leave you.” Harry said with a smirk, pausing at the doors that would lead him to the Gryffindor changing rooms. “I have a Snitch to catch.”

With a single nod, Hermione began making her way up the stairs that would take her up to the Gryffindor stands. Looking back over her shoulder at him, she smiled. “Good luck, have fun, and be careful!”

With a wave, Harry was gone, and Hermione broke into a jog as she hurried up the rest of the stairs, hoping to grab an alright seat. As she neared the top, she saw that the stadium was packed. She should have left earlier...now she was going to have to go sit at the ground-level seats, and wind up with a terrible neck kink. With a defeated sigh, she was just turning to head back down the stairs when someone called her name. Glancing over her shoulder, she saw Ginny waving her over.

“I saved you a seat!” Ginny called over to her, patting the spot next to herself.

Hermione sighed with relief, smiling as she made her way over. “Thank God, I thought I was going to have to go all the way back down those bloody stairs.” The last of her sentence was lost however as an enormous roar filled the stadium, and everyone leaped from their seats.

The Gryffindor team was making its’ way onto the pitch, Fred leading. Hooch had been waiting with the Slytherin team, and she instructed Fred and Flint to shake hands. 

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

Harry moved his eyes to watch the handshake, cringing as he heard bones crunching. His pained expression quickly switched to an amused one however as he saw Fred’s lips curve up into a smirk. Pulling his hand back as Fred released it, Marcus flexed his fingers, which just made Harry chuckle more. Glancing over at Ron, (who was stood on his right) he smiled, clapping his friend on the back. “You’re going to be brilliant Ron, you’ve got nothing to worry about.”

“Yea.” Added in Alicia, who was on Ron’s other side. “We won’t even let them get their hands on the Quaffle.”

Ron smiled weakly at that, but it didn’t last. As Draco spoke up, his lips turned down into a deep frown, and his eyes narrowed to slits.

Leaning on his broom, Draco smirked arrogantly at Ron. “Aw, ickle Ronniekins had to be carried onto the pitch by his big brother.”

“Yea you keep it up Malfoy and you’ll have to be carried off the pitch.” Fred cut in.

The Slytherin team had been chuckling cruelly, but they quieted down as Draco spoke again. His voice was calm, but cold, and he spoke slowly as his smirk broadened. “Doesn’t it bother you to know...that the only reason you even got on the team is because your brother’s the captain?” He paused a moment so that the Slytherin team could get a laugh in, before he continued. “I wonder how much Mummy had to do with you becoming a Keeper...More than talent did, that I know for sure.” His eyes never left Ron the entire time he spoke, and he didn’t budge as Ron took a little step forwards.

“Doesn’t it bother you to know that the only reason you got on your team is because Daddy bought all of your pathetic little friends new brooms?” Fred said through his teeth, gripping his Beater’s club tighter in his fist. “Too bad Daddy can’t buy you any new insults, they’re getting old Malfoy.”

That had obviously hit a nerve, and Draco’s now narrowed eyes flickered over to Fred. “Well at least my Daddy can afford to buy me new things. Or do you just like using the school’s equipment?” He jerked his head towards Fred’s club. “I’m surprised you and your brother don’t have to share a broom.”

Harry put out an arm to hold back a very red-faced Ron while George grabbed an equally angry Fred and pulled him back. “Fred-calm down. He isn’t worth it. He’s just desperate for attention, all we can do is feel sorry for the poor little git.”

“Oh he’ll get attention-from Pomfrey while she tries to fix his bloody face up!” Ron snarled, trying to get past Harry’s arm.

“BOYS!” Hooch barked, making her way over to them with the Quidditch balls. “There will be no more of that. I want a nice, clean game.” She gave them all a warning look before she set the box down between the two teams, waiting for everyone to calm down. 

The spectators weren’t stupid, and though they couldn’t hear it, they were well aware that there was a fight going on down on the ground. McGonagall even took over Lee Jordans’ intercom to tell them all to be quiet. They had been chanting ‘FIGHT FIGHT FIGHT’ and took nearly five whole minutes to settle down.

Moving her hawk-like eyes back to the teams, Hooch placed her hands on her hips. “Right. Now mount your brooms.” She instructed before reaching down to open the box that held the balls.

Ron was still fuming as he mounted his broom, and Harry reluctantly let him go before mounting his own broom. He watched with baited breath as Hooch released the Snitch. The little golden ball flew in a quick circle around Draco’s head, then did the same to him before disappearing in the blink of an eye.

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

Ginny was bouncing up and down in her seat, staring down at the pitch below through her binoculars; (Which Hermione knew full well she brought along for the sole purpose of ‘Harry-bum-watching’) 

Hermione had just been getting engrossed in the book she’d brought along when Ginny elbowed her with such force it was knocked from her hands. “Ginny!” She shouted, clearly annoyed. Sometimes she wondered if the girl knew her own strength. She had just been reaching down between the seats to retrieve it when Ginny elbowed her again, and this time she didn’t even have time to protest before Ginny cut in.

“They’re fighting! I can’t see the Slytherins, their backs are to me, but...but I can see the Gryffindors-and Ron and Fred both look ready to commit murder!” She informed Hermione with a laugh, leaning forwards in her seat to take a better look. 

“What?” Hermione’s eyes widened. “Let me see!” She grabbed the binoculars from Ginny, who made a choking noise as she was hauled over; the string around them had been around her neck.

Hermione didn’t seem to notice as she stared down at the pitch. She had looked just in time to see Ron and Fred lunge at none other than... “Draco...” She muttered under her breath with a sigh. What had he said this time?

Complaining about rope-burn, Ginny took her binoculars back as she rubbed her neck gingerly.

“I wonder what all that was about...” Said Hermione quietly, the question almost rhetorical.

Ginny just gave a shrug of one shoulder and moved her binoculars to watch Harry mount his broom. “Ah, probably just the same thing it always is. When have any of my brothers ever gotten along with Malfoy?” She shifted forwards in her seat again, peering down at the pitch. “All I know is, you almost made me miss Harry mounting his broom.”

“Sorry...” Hermione said slowly, thinking about what Ginny had said. It did make sense...why would Draco change his attitude with other people simply because he’d changed his attitude with her? They had both agreed to keep their meetings a secret, and it would look very suspicious if he suddenly tried to get all chummy with Harry and Ron; and she wasn’t quite ready to stop their tutoring sessions just yet. So it was with a small smile that she sat back in her seat. She was ready to see some Quidditch.

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

Hooch’s whistle rang out over the pitch, and in split seconds, both teams were off; looking like nothing more than a bunch of red and green blurs.

“Aaand it’s Gryffindor in possession of the Quaffle-op-now it’s Slytherin-no-no-yes-no-Ah! It’s back to Gryffindorrr!!!” Lee Jordan stood to get a better look as the colourful blurs whipping past him, tossing a deep red ball back and forth between eachother.

The spectators waving Slytherin flags ‘boo’-ed and hissed when they felt it was necessary, and the Gryffindors did the same-though the noises they made were more along the lines of cheers and chants supporting their team.

“Back to Slytherin-Ooh that looked like it hurt; didn’t your Mother ever teach you not to hit girls Flint? HA! Bad idea to check a Beater’s bird; George Weasley smacks a Bludger at Slytherin captain Flint-at least I think it’s George...and Ooooh, hits him right in the elbow-Take that you woman bashing-sorry, sorry miss...”

The stadium filled with laughs as McGonagall tried to wrestle the microphone off of Lee. He won the struggle however, and shifted further away from her.

“Aaand Slytherin’s back in possession of the Quaffle-heading straight for the Gryffindor goals-C’mon Ron!!!” He began jumping up and down as he commentated, his dreadlocks bouncing with him. “WOW! What a save! Lets hear it for new Gryffindor Keeper RONNALLD WEASLEYYY!” Hollered Lee, causing the stadium to fill with such a cheer that the ‘boo’s and hisses coming from the Slytherin stands was completely drained out.

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

Ron was smiling so broadly Hermione could almost see the grin from her seat, and she ‘whooped’ and hollered as loud as she could. She could see Harry cupping his hands over his mouth and cheering from his spot above the rest of the players. He was hovering just above the action of the game, swinging his legs as he glanced around for the Snitch, and she wondered where Draco had gotten to. Biting her lip, she moved her eyes to the other side of the pitch, and sure enough, there he was. He resembled Harry, swinging his legs carelessly as his eyes scanned the pitch for any sign of the little golden ball. The only difference between the two boys was that Draco had his arms folded across his chest and was most certainly not cheering.

“GO RONNIEKINS, WHOO WHOO WHOO!” Ginny paused from her Harry-watching to pump her fist into the air before she placed her binoculars back over her eyes and turned to scrutinise him again. “Bloody hell! Turn around...come on...turn around.....” She muttered under her breath, and Hermione had the odd feeling she was trying to send Harry telepathic ‘turn around’ vibes. 

Laughing to herself, Hermione moved her eyes to watch the game again. Gryffindor had just gotten a goal, and she clapped. The red and green blurs that were the Chasers began to make her head spin, and she turned to watch Draco again. “...Hey Ginny...can I borrow your binoculars for a second?”

Sighing, Ginny took them off and passed them over. “Yea, it doesn’t look like he’ll be turning around anytime soon...I swear he does this on purpose...” She sighed again, then let out a yell as Ron blocked another Quaffle. “GO - GO GRYFFINDOR, GO - GO GRYFFINDOR!!!” She rose out of her seat with the rest of the Gryffindor stand. The cheers were so loud that Ginny thought it might be fun to amuse herself with some cat-calls. “OW-OW, HARRY POTTER! HARRY, HARRY, HAR-REY, WHOO WHOO WHOO!” As he glanced in her direction, she quickly sat down and looked around nonchalantly.

Hermione laughed out loud, moving her eyes down to look at her. “Way to be inconspicuous.” 

Ginny made a face at her. “He didn’t hear me...Did he...?”

Chuckling, Hermione shook her head no, moving the binoculars to look up at Draco. He looked splendid, his white blonde hair blowing in the cold wind; which had caused his pale cheeks to flush slightly red. Something seemed to catch his eye down near the bottom of the Slytherin goal posts, and he turned his broom slightly to the left. 

Hermione couldn’t help herself...biting the corner of her lip, she smirked as she tilted her head slightly to the side, checking out his fine little arse. Now she could honestly say she fully understood why Ginny brought along the binoculars to every match...She’d really have to get herself a pair. 

She was just beginning to grow jealous of the broom when it was unexpectedly extracted from her view, and he was no where to be seen. For the briefest moment, she thought he had apparated; but her logical mind reminded her that he wouldn’t know how yet, and the enormous whoop that rose from the crowd was enough of a hint in its’ own as to where he had gone. 

Lowering the binoculars, she was just in time to see Harry whip past the stands so quickly the Gryffindor flags people were holding nearly flew from their owners’ hands. 

“GO HARRY! GET HIM, GET HIM HARRY! GET THAT BLOODY SNITCH!” Ginny was screaming at the very top of her lungs, springing to her feet once more.

Biting down on her lip, Hermione leaned over the side of the stands as well to get a better look at the Seekers. Draco had gotten a big head-start, but Harry was gaining on him quickly. All other movement had stopped, and all of the other players were watching their Seekers with wrapt attention.

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

“AND SLYTHERIN SEEKER DRACO MALFOY WITH A GOOD HEADSTART, BUT OOH, HERE COMES POTTER, GAINING QUICKLY-GO GO GO!!!” Lee Jordan hollered into the microphone, leaning over the side of the stands like Hermione and Ginny (not to mention half of the stadium) were. 

Draco didn’t need Lee’s commentary; he could hear Harry speeding up behind him. Narrowing his eyes in determination, he gripped his broom tighter and leaned so far forwards his chest nearly touched the broom. The Snitch was right in front of him now, and as he leaned forwards, his broom put on the extra burst of speed he needed. He was just reaching out...his fingertips brushing those little wings when...

*THUD*

Harry slammed into his side, knocking him off course. He nearly ground his teeth as he turned his broom and raced after Harry. The Snitch decided to change it’s direction and in the blink of an eye, it suddenly flew upwards towards the Gryffindor goal posts. 

“Ooooh that looked like it hurt! Nice body-check Potter, but Malfoy’s not too far behind, and as the Snitch changes direction, Potter does too-nice flying there! We can thank the Firebolt for that-but Malfoy’s right on his tail now-C’MON HARRY-Sorry Miss, sorry.”

At the news that Draco was gaining on him again, Harry veered slightly to the left in the hopes of cutting him off. The Snitch did a little spin just then and flew straight through the middle hoop. Ducking his head down, Harry followed, causing Ron to veer out of the way. 

Ducking his head down as well, Draco followed Harry through the middle hoop, elbowing him in the side when he got close enough. Both boys continued to elbow and check eachother until it was certain they would each have their share of bruises the next day. They got so caught up in their little airborne wrestling match, that neither saw the Snitch swerve off to the right. 

At the realisation that the Snitch was gone, Draco quickly turned his broom and dove towards the ground, hoping to distract Harry long enough to be able to relocate it himself. He heard Harry racing down after him, and he smirked to himself.

“Ooh that’s going to smart in the morning-and ow! That should leave a mark-Oooh what’s this? Malfoy dives down towards the ground and Potter follows, right on Malfoy’s tail! GO GO GO! Where’s that Snitch gotten to?” Lee leaned over the sides of the stands even more, trying to spot the little golden ball himself.

Draco had only been about a foot from the ground when he quickly spun his broom around and went to fly off. He couldn’t help but chuckle at the little spin Harry was forced to do to avoid a head-on collision with the ground, and he was just turning back around to look for the Snitch again when something slammed into his side with such force he was knocked clear off his broom. 

“Gryffindor Beater Fred-or maybe George Weasley sends a Bludger straight for Slytherin Seeker Draco Malfoy-and OH! That can’t be good...” Lee didn’t even need his microphone to be heard. Nearly the entire stadium had fell silent as Draco toppled off of his broom.

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

Everything seemed to happen in slow motion. From the time both boys had dove towards the ground, to Fred slamming a Bludger in Draco’s direction. Hermione had heard Ginny gasp as the Bludger had come in contact with Draco’s side, but she sounded so far away. Everything seemed so far off. From Ginny, to everyone else talking around her. Even Lee Jordan’s voice didn’t register in her mind. All she could hear was the sickening ‘thud’ as Draco hit the hard ground.

She gripped the sides of the stands so hard her knuckles turned whiter than the snow that had begun to slowly fall. Things were still going in slow motion...Harry jumped off his broom and rushed over to Draco’s side, kneeling down beside him. Both teams landed, most looking in shock. Hooch was second to land, and she rushed over to Draco as well, moving Harry out of the way. They all looked blurry to her, as if she were in a dream. Some kind of terrible, horrific dream. A dream she was desperate to wake up from...

Hermione felt an awful lurch transpire in her stomach, a hard tug at her heartstrings as she came to the awful realisation that he wasn’t moving...

Why wasn’t he moving...?

Time froze. 

Everything stopped. 

Hermione hadn’t dared to so much as breathe until she saw Draco move. He had landed flat on his back on the frigid, hard ground of the pitch; which had inevitably knocked the wind out of him. After what seemed to Hermione like an eternity of him not stirring, he finally propped himself up on his elbows, then sat on his own. Madam Pomfrey came out to the pitch to check on him; make sure nothing was broken, and that the Bludger hadn’t done any serious damage. 

Hermione had watched through the binoculars as Pomfrey had placed one hand on his back, the other just below his chest before instructing him to take in and let out a few deep breaths for her. After checking to make sure he didn’t have cracked or broken ribs, she had performed a quick charm that would relieve his pain temporarily, and the game was aloud to proceed. 

Not caring what any of her housemates thought, Hermione had cheered for Draco when he re-mounted his broom. The rest of the game was just as exhilarating as the first half - though no one was hit with a Bludger...Well, except for Flint, who had stupidly checked Katie again. George had looked about ready to use Flint’s head as a Bludger by that point, and Hooch had been forced to break it up. Slytherin received a penalty shot, which Ron blocked easily; Hermione made sure to cheer loud enough for him to hear. 

The game came to an end when Harry caught the Snitch, just as the sun had begun to set, and much to Ginny’s delight, the catch had taken place just in front of the Gryffindor stands. She had cheered and hollered so loudly that Hermione had feared for her eardrums. 

Ginny had turned nearly as red as her hair when Harry had reached over the stands to give her a high-five. And Hermione noted that neither had let go of the other’s hand until Fred, and George had raced over and clapped Harry on the back with such enthusiasm he nearly somersaulted off his broom. The rest of the Gryffindor team had flown over to join in on the hug in seconds, and by that time, the stadium had filled with such an enormous roar that Hermione could barely hear herself think. 

A celebration had started up in the common room, the second all the Gryffindors had returned from the pitch. Fred and George had snuck down to the kitchens and had returned with their arms full of snacks and ice-cold bottles of butterbeer. 

Hermione had never seen the common room so packed in all of her years at Hogwarts-and for that she was grateful. Sneaking out without being noticed was much easier when nearly every Gryffindor there was, was crammed into the house’s common room. 

She had been forced to stifle a laugh as she’d passed by Ron, who was busy telling Dean and Seamus all about his first game as Keeper...Or at least he was trying to. He would begin his sentence, slur a few words, lose his train of thought, and ask them to repeat their question. Hermione thought that the bottle of butterbeer in his hand may have something to do with his sudden incoherence. She would bet that it wasn’t his first bottle either; It took quite a few butterbeers to get even a buzz, never mind actually drunk, which Ron obviously was. 

She was just making her way towards the portrait door when two figures looming in the shadows had caught her eye. Arching an eyebrow, she elbowed her way through the last of the crowd and began making her way slowly towards the door. 

The figures became clearer as she neared, and she didn’t even make an attempt to hide the smirk that had formed across her lips as she paused by the door. Ginny had her back to her, but the flaming red hair was a dead give away as to whom Harry was speaking with. 

When he saw her approaching, Harry looked up and smiled. "Hey ‘Mione." 

Ginny looked over her shoulder, and the grin she was already wearing broadened. "Hey Herm! Where are you off to?" 

Hermione only smirked more, perking an eyebrow at Harry before she looked back to Ginny. "Where do you think?" 

Ginny’s eyes widened, and she sighed in an exasperated kind of way, clapping a hand against her hip in disbelief. "The library? Again? Tonight? Hermione! You’ve been in that bloody library all month!" 

Hermione just gave a shrug of her shoulders. "I have so much homework to do...and I can’t do it in here! Bloody hell, I can’t even do it in my room; the voices carry all the way up the stairs." 

Folding her arms across her chest, Ginny just arched an eyebrow. 

"Ginny!" It was Hermione’s turn to sigh with exasperation. "I have to get it finished!" 

"Hermione!" Ginny said in a way that made it obvious she was mocking Hermione’s voice. 

Narrowing her eyes, Hermione shot Ginny a fake look before she looked up at Harry. "Congratulations by the way." 

"Thank you." Harry smiled, nodding once. 

"Great catch..." Hermione said with a glint of mischief in her eye, smirking faintly as she glanced at Ginny. 

It took Harry a moment to catch on, but when he did his ears turned slightly red and he shifted to the other foot. "Thank you." His voice had become significantly softer, and he crossed his arms slightly. 

"Yea it was." Ginny agreed with a nod, smiling up at Harry. 

"Oh I didn’t mean the Snitch..." Hermione said with a wicked smirk, laughing as Ginny wheeled around and smacked her arm. 

Giving her a look that clearly said ‘shut up’ Ginny’s cheeks were slightly flushed as she turned back to Harry, plastering on another smile. "So anyway..." 

"Buh-bye..." Hermione said with another laugh, slipping out of the common room. 

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

Draco stared down at the lake from one of the windows in the Astronomy tower. It was a comely sight; the moonlight cascading softly off the gently rippling water. The stars were shining brightly, and he looked up just in time to see a shooting star whip across the sky. He wasn’t sure if he should make a wish, or not...He had never wished on stars before, dubbing it frivolous and immature...However, if he were planning on starting, he figured he’d better start soon, because he needed a wish granted tonight more than he ever had before... 

Shutting his eyes lightly, he pressed his lips together before taking in a deep breath through his nose. "I want to win..." He muttered quietly under his breath. Marcus Flint’s voice rang clear as a bell in his mind as he slowly opened his eyes... 

‘Time’s almost up Malfoy...You gonna win?...’ 

‘November 30th Malfoy...You know what that means...’ 

‘Only a few hours left mate, haven’t you gotten the mudblood in the sac yet?...’ 

He was so lost in his thoughts that he didn’t even notice the door being opened, and he must have jumped about a foot into the air when a hand was placed on his arm. 

Hermione jumped when he did, her eyes widening in surprise as she took a step back. "Draco?" She asked with a frown; he had never been this jumpy before. 

Letting out a deep sigh, he smiled weakly. "Sorry...You just startled me." Licking his lips slightly, he glanced down at the floor as he moved a hand to rub his shoulder gingerly. 

She moved her eyes to watch his hand, and she frowned more, taking a little step towards him. "Are you alright...?" 

His eyes flickered up to hers, and he nodded. "Yea, yea I’m fine." 

Shaking her head, she pursed her lips and moved her hand to take his wrist, gently moving his hand away from his shoulder. "No you’re not..." Tilting her head to one side, she lifted her other hand and rested it on his shoulder. When he didn’t flinch, she gave it a little squeeze. 

Taking in a sharp breath through his teeth, he tried to step out of her reach, but found a wall right behind himself. "What are you doing?" He snapped at her, though he hadn’t really intended to. 

Surprisingly, his harsh tone didn’t shock or offend her, and she stepped towards him again. "You’re hurt..." She said in a soft voice, looking at his shoulder before she moved her eyes to look into his. "Why didn’t you tell Madame Pomfrey you’d injured your shoulder...?" 

Rolling his eyes slightly, he looked over her shoulder. The wall opposite to them suddenly became very interesting, and he avoided eye contact with her. "I wanted to continue with the game..." He muttered so quietly it was barely audible to him. He was surprised to hear her snort, and he turned his head to look back to her. "What’s so funny about that...?" 

Holding up a hand, she smirked. "Nothing, it’s just so...typical." 

He frowned, looking offended. "What do you mean typical?" 

She gave a slight roll of her eyes. "Just...men. They won’t admit when they’re hurt. They could sever a limb and still try to convince themselves it’s just a scratch. I don’t understand your sex at all." 

Though he was shaking his head he was smirking; and though he would never tell her, in a way...he could see her point. "Well, no limbs are severed...and besides, it doesn’t even hurt really..." 

Arching an eyebrow slowly as he spoke, Hermione placed her hands on her hips. "So if I were to punch you in the shoulder..." She raised a hand, smirking faintly as he flinched. "Doesn’t even hurt, huh...?" She asked with a small laugh, dropping her hand back to her side. 

Rolling his eyes, Draco turned his back to her. "Just leave it..." Though he kept his voice low, a hint of annoyance had become obvious in his tone and he frowned out the window. He hated being proven wrong, it made him feel...well, daft, and she had done just that, proved him wrong. 

As he turned his back to her, her bossy side took over. "No, I won’t leave it, you're hurt!" She said with a snort, sliding her arms around his waist. The mothering instincts she wasn’t even aware she possessed up until that point kicked in when she felt his body tense up, and she leaned in to speak softly into his ear. "Just relax...I’m not going to hurt you." Biting the corner of her lip, she undid the first button of his shirt. 

As her arms had brushed against his sides, his body had tensed up...but in an almost pleasant way. He couldn’t put the feeling into words, but as his muscles relaxed, a pleasant shiver ran down his spine, causing the tiny hairs on the back of his neck to stand on end. As she whispered into his ear, he felt a jolt transpire in his stomach and he licked his lips slightly. He wasn’t sure if she had intended for her actions to provoke these kind of feelings within him...but he figured she must have some idea what kind of an effect she was having on his body. 

Though it wasn’t exactly necessary, Hermione took another little step towards him. Her breasts brushed against his back and her body began to quiver again...For whatever reason she didn’t exactly know. Perhaps it was in anticipation...She could no longer deny that she wanted to see his naked chest, and now that she could feel the smooth skin beneath her fingertips, she wanted it even more. Leaning in slightly, she titled her head to the side and took in a deep breath, just breathing in his scent...To her he smelled like a combination of things. Some expensive cologne...fresh air, and something else, something she couldn’t quite put her finger on. It was almost a sweet smell, and for a reason even she could not explain; it made her smile. She fought down the sudden and unexplainable urge to kiss the side of his neck and forced herself to focus on the buttons of his shirt once more. 

The cold November air blowing through the window softly, combined with her fingertips brushing against his chest caused goosebumps to rise over his skin, and he allowed his eyes to drift shut. With each button she undid, his heart skipped a beat, and he desperately tried to slow his breathing down. His chest had begun to rise and fall slightly heavier as her hands had descended down his chest and abdomen, and now that her fingers were dancing around his bellybutton, it took every ounce of his self control to not turn around and pull her to him; to push her up against the wall and reverse the roles they had each taken on in the library at the beginning of the month. 

Hermione purposely brushed her fingers along his lower abdomen; smiling impishly to herself as she felt the soft trail of hair leading down into his trousers brush against her fingertips. Un-doing the last button, she stepped back and gently coaxed the shirt from his shoulders before pulling it down his arms, discarding the garment onto the floor. His back was well built, slim, but muscular...Smooth porcelain skin shone almost blue in the moonlight, and she nearly gasped. Regaining herself, she folded her arms across her chest. "Alright." She began, making sure her voice was steady before she continued. "Turn around." 

He slowly opened his eyes before he turned to face her. On the outside he looked calm, composed, but inside his heart was pounding so rapidly against his ribcage he was surprised that she couldn’t hear it. The wind blew a few stray strands of blonde hair forwards, and he slid a hand through it to brush it all back. He had taken a shower after the Quidditch game, and hadn’t bothered to gel his hair afterwards. His white blonde stands fell without encumbrance, framing his face nicely. 

To Hermione, he looked almost angelic; with the moonlight radiating off his creamy skin and that white hair that framed his face so delicately, giving him an almost blue luster. In that moment he had appeared so...pure, so innocent. She felt the unexplainable urge to reach out and touch him, make sure he was real. She hadn’t even realised that she had lifted a hand before his eyebrow arched, causing her to retract her hand quickly. 

Her eyes drifted away from his aristocratic face to observe the rest of his body. He did have a slender build, but his muscle tone was...well, impeccable. Another gust of cold air blew through the window just then and hit his bare back, causing his body to tense in protest. His stomach muscles clenched and relaxed as he shivered, and though he wasn’t touching her, she felt that all too familiar ache return. That pleasant ache of wanting...Biting down on her lip, she moved her eyes back up to his. "You, erm...I..." She began awkwardly. Her mind had drawn a complete blank. She could barely remember why she had requested he remove the shirt in the first place, and she felt herself turning red. 

The corners of his lips turned up into a small smirk, and he mimicked her as he bit down on his lip as well. She continued to stammer, and he perked an eyebrow at her as he folded his arms across his chest. "My shoulder...?" He reminded her with another smirk. 

Hermione had held her hands up in front of her face, cupped together as though she wanted to offer him something, but couldn’t. Shutting her eyes briefly, she nodded once at his reminder, opening them again as she moved over to him. "Right...your shoulder." 

"Right, because I’m just an ignorant man that won’t admit when he’s injured..." Draco said with a grin, un-crossing his arms as she approached him. 

Chuckling, Hermione nodded once. "That’s right." Moving her eyes to his, she placed a hand daintily on his shoulder. "Good to know you listen." 

"Oh I always listen when you insult me." 

"Oh I’m sure you do...I mean, how else would you come up with those witty retorts of yours?" Hermione asked with a smirk, raising her eyebrows at him. Before he could retort with one of those witty remarks, he was famous for; she gave his shoulder a gentle squeeze. "Does this hurt...?" 

A sharp pain shot across his shoulder blade as she applied pressure. He cringed, but didn’t pull away from her. "Yes..." He said through his teeth, squeezing his eyes shut. 

Hermione cringed when he did, releasing his shoulder almost immediately. "I’m sorry..." She said absently, her lips setting into a frown of concentration as she ran her fingertips across his shoulder. "How about this...Does this hurt?" She asked, her eyes flickering over to his face to watch his expression. 

Opening his eyes, he turned his head to watch her fingertips. "No..." He whispered along with a small shake of his head. "No, that doesn’t hurt." 

Nodding, she looked back to his shoulder. "I...I’m no medi-witch, but...I think you might have bruised something..." She bit the inside of her bottom lip, then shrugged. "I can do a pain relieving charm for you...but that’s about it. You’ll have to go see Madame Pomfrey later." 

"Alright." Draco agreed, still watching her fingertips dance along his skin. 

"Alright, just give me a moment..." Trailing off, Hermione moved to get her wand. Crouching down, she unzipped her bag and pulled it out. As she straightened back up, she smoothed her skirt and turned to face him. "Just stand still." She instructed softly, placing the tip of her wand on his shoulder. 

He took in a deep breath, standing perfectly still as she’d requested. He felt a warm feeling rush over his shoulder a few moments later, as though someone had poured warm water over the stiff area. A pleasant tingling sensation followed, and he shivered slightly, smirking faintly. "That tickles..." He murmured, almost to himself. 

Smiling softly, Hermione moved her eyes to watch him. "It’s almost finished..." She informed him in a quiet voice, biting her lip as she looked back at her wand. 

He nodded once, and sure enough, the tingling sensation ended seconds later. As she removed the tip of her wand from his shoulder, he felt an easiness there that certainly hadn’t been there before. His shoulder no longer ached, and he rolled it once just to double check. Sure enough, the movement caused him no pain, infact, he felt quite the opposite; almost as though he’d just had a massage. 

Hermione was shifting from one foot to the other, looking almost anxious. "Did it work...That was the first time I tried that specific charm..." 

Her uneasiness struck him as somewhat sweet, and he smiled as he nodded. "It worked. Of course it worked." 

Letting out a relieved sigh, Hermione returned the smile. "Good." 

He nodded once. "Good." 

She laughed airily before she stepped closer to him, her movement almost hesitant. When he didn’t step back from her, she rested one of her hands on his chest and leaned in to place a soft kiss on his shoulder. 

Her action had taken him by complete surprise, he hadn’t been expecting that at all. The gesture almost reminded him of something his Mother would do, and he felt his heart skip a beat. Butterflies began to flutter around his stomach as he watched her with fascination. 

Her eyes had fallen shut on instinct as she’d leaned in to kiss him, and she didn’t pull back right away. Allowing her lips to linger on his shoulder for a moment, she smiled softly. "Better?" She murmured against his skin, perking an eyebrow. 

He felt as though he had been enchanted, charmed, bewitched...His mind grew fuzzy as he watched her with rapture. She turned her head to look at him when he didn’t reply, and it was then that his body took control. Lifting a hand, he tilted her chin upwards before he leaned in to press his lips to hers, tilting his head to one side. 

He had taken her off guard to say the very least, and so many thoughts had rushed into her mind at that moment, distracting her to the point that she ended up tilting her head to the wrong side, her nose bumping against his. She could feel herself flush red, and she opened her mouth to apologise but found herself silenced with a kiss. 

She was wearing it. That raspberry gloss that he loved so much...It intoxicated him, causing him to become light-headed. She tasted so sweet, and he just couldn’t get enough. Sliding his arms around her waist, he pulled her body close to his as he brushed his tongue across her lips. 

Her mind was wheeling. She wasn’t in control, she really had no idea what she was doing, and that thought frightened her, terrified her even. She had never been in a situation quite like this, one where she had felt so...so vulnerable. As he pulled her body to his; however, her arms instinctively found their way around his neck...and as he brushed his tongue across her lips, they automatically parted. She felt herself relax in his arms as her natural instincts took over, and she wrapped her arms even further around his neck, pulling him closer to herself as he deepened the kiss. 

Though his body protested, he kept the kiss slow and soft for the time being. He used his tongue to gently coax her mouth open, and when it did, quite readily, he slid his tongue into her mouth. To his surprise, her tongue met his almost instantly, eagerly, and they swirled together in an erotic dance. He felt his pulse quicken, and he slid a hand up her spine, which caused her back to arch towards him. Her breasts pressed more firmly into his chest, and his tongue massaged her own with more heat. 

The kiss was steadily growing more feverish, as was their embrace. As his hands began to roam freely over her back, she slid her own across his broad shoulders, pulling him closer to herself. His hard chest crushing her breasts made her head spin, and she moaned softly into their kiss. His hands made their way around her front, and she gasped as he began tugging her shirt out of the waistband of her skirt. 

He was the first to break the kiss, but his lips were not unoccupied for long. Bending his head, he began to scatter fevered kisses down the side of her neck. Her skin was soft against his lips, and as his lips passed by her ear, he caught a trace of her scent again. It was saccharine, sweet, it reminded him of a combination of scents one might find in a kitchen. A touch of vanilla, and perhaps some cinnamon, but whatever it was, it drove him wild, and his kisses only grew more passionate. When he had finally gotten her shirt untucked, he slid his hands up over her bare stomach, running his fingertips around her bellybutton. He could feel her stomach shy away from his fingers, and his lips curved up into a smile against her neck. 

Another gasp had escaped her lips when she had felt his hands roaming over her bare stomach. The feeling tickled and felt divine at the same time; she didn’t know whether to giggle or moan, so she settled for both, tilting her head back. 

The skin she had exposed when she had tilted her head back was just too much to resist, and Draco moved his head to place a trail of feather-soft kisses down the newly exposed skin. When he reached her collarbone, he flickered his tongue against the hollow of her throat, smiling at the little moan that escaped her lips. He ran the palms of his hands up her sides, rubbing his thumbs over her ribcage. She arched her back slightly, and he took it as a sign that she wanted more. Lifting his head slightly, he took her earlobe between his lips and began to suck on it gently as he brought his hands up to cup her breasts. 

She could barely recognise the noises she was making as her own. No one had ever had this kind of effect on her body before. The feelings he roused within her were a blissful torture, a miserable ecstasy, and her body ached pleasantly for more. As his hands found their way to her breasts, another gasp escaped her lips, and her back automatically arched towards him. The pulsing sensation of him suckling her earlobe made her nearly whimper in pleasure, and her eyes flickered back slightly into her head. 

The noises she was emitting were driving him mad, in the best sense possible; of course. He nipped at her earlobe gently as he began to massage her breasts through the thin fabric of her bra. She pressed her hips to his, and he moaned into her ear, brushing his thumbs over her now hard nipples. 

"Dra-co..." Hermione gasped out softly between groans. She slid her hands down his muscular back, gripping his shoulder blades as best she could. As his thumbs brushed over her nipples, she shivered with delight and ran her fingernails lightly down his back. The action caused him to arch his back, press his chest to hers, which inevitably forced her breasts more into his hands. The feeling roused another moan out of her and she turned her head slightly to kiss whatever skin she could find. 

As her lips found their way to his jawline, he tilted his head slightly to the side and removed his hands from her shirt. She had moaned at the loss of his touch, but his hands were not absent for long. As her lips continued their exploration of his defined jaw-line, he began to undo the buttons of her shirt. He started from the bottom, and when he had undone the first three buttons, he crouched down in front of her. Smiling to himself, he leaned in to place a soft kiss just above her bellybutton. Once again, her stomach shied away from his lips, causing him to chuckle. Reaching his hands up, he undid the next button, placing a kiss on the new skin exposed. He continued his pattern all the way up to her breasts. Placing one last kiss just below her breasts, he straightened back up and hastily undid the remaining buttons before he slid her shirt off her shoulders, allowing it to drop to the floor behind her. 

At the loss of her shirt, goosebumps began to rise over her skin and she shivered slightly, pressing her body up against his. His body was warm, and she smiled, running her hands down over his back. His skin was smooth, and she began to rub the small of his back in small circular motions with the very tips of her fingers. 

His hips tilted forwards again, and he instinctively began to rub against her, only a few select layers of fabric remaining between them. The beatific friction was almost too much to bare, and he moaned at approximately the same time she did. The sounds mingled in the air, combining to create a harmonious sound of bliss. He bent his head forwards to kiss along the tops of her heaving breasts, and a few stray strands of hair fell forwards, brushing against her skin. 

"Oh...God..." Hermione breathed, squeezing her eyes shut as she tilted her head back again. His soft hair brushing over the swells of her breasts tickled, and she shivered again. A small smile graced her lips, and she ran her hands back up his back, all the way into his hair. She wound her fingers into it, giving it a gentle tug. His golden locks felt like silk in her hands, and she gripped it slightly tighter. 

Placing his hands on her hips, Draco turned her around and pushed her back up against the wall. He heard her gasp as her bare back came in contact with the cold stone, but he didn’t worry, he would have her warmed up in no time. Sliding his hands up over her bare sides, he ran them around to her back, all the way up to the clasp of her bra. Gently, he fingered the clasp, almost as if he were requesting her permission before continuing. Hermione arched her back, and he took her nonverbal response as a yes to his nonverbal request. With a flick of his fingers, the bra came undone, and he moved his hands to slide the straps down over her shoulders. Lifting his head, he scattered kisses along her newly exposed shoulders, trailing his fingers down her upper arms as he began sliding her bra off. 

It was necessary for her to let go of his hair in order to remove her bra, so she reluctantly let go of the silken locks. The cold air hit her chest as soon as the garment was removed, causing her to gasp. The shock of the cold air did not affect her for very long; however, because before long, his lips had found their way to her breasts again. 

Running the palms of his hands back up her sides, Draco cupped her breasts again. "Cold...?" He teased, tilting his head to the side as he flickered his tongue against one of her very erect nipples. 

She had just been opening her mouth to retort when he had flickered his tongue, and she cut herself off with a guttural moan, her back arching off the wall behind herself. 

The sounds of pleasure escaping her mouth just encouraged him, and he caught one of her nipples in his mouth, rubbing his thumb over the other so it didn’t feel neglected. As her chest began to rise and fall heavier, he increased the pressure with his hand and tongue. Stepping closer to her, he continued massaging her breast with his tongue until she was nearly squirming beneath him with pleasure. Smirking to himself, he lifted his head and blew softly over her breast, where his tongue had been just moments before. He heard her gasp, and he smiled, moving to shower her other breast with the same kind of attention. 

Hermione tilted her head back against the wall, gripping his hair slightly tighter than she had intended to. She was thankful she had something to lean on, for her knees grew weaker with every flicker of his tongue. Her moans grew louder and more frequent as he increased the pressure, and the warmth of his mouth over her breast seemed to fill her entire body with a tepidness, all the way down to her soul. 

Draco twirled his tongue around her nipple again before he straightened back up. She looked so beautiful in that moment...A few loose curls had fallen down to frame her face, and he lifted a hand to brush them back gently. Her eyes were lightly shut, and her lips were parted slightly, and at the realisation that he had been the one to bring her to that state of bliss, he smiled, running his index finger over her slightly swollen bottom lip. 

She felt as though she were on some kind of high, her body buzzed with pleasure; she could almost hear the hum. As she felt his finger brushing over her lip, she wove her hand back into his flaxen hair and guided him back to her lips. 

His lips crushed against hers in a heated, passionate kiss. It was unlike the one they had shared earlier, for this kiss was frantic, wild, a kiss of longing, wanting - a kiss of needing. He used his own tongue to draw hers into his mouth, and when he had it where he wanted, he began to suck gently, sliding his hands up to knead her breasts again. 

Hermione moaned loudly as he sucked on her tongue, and when he had released it, she ran it along his bottom lip before nibbling it gently. Sliding her hands down over his chest, she ran her thumbs around his nipples, smiling to herself as the soft moan he emitted met her ears. Her hands roamed over his bare chest before they descended towards his abdomen. Taut muscles flexed and relaxed beneath her hands, and the sensation made her own stomach tighten with fervor. Mimicking what he had done to her earlier, she trailed her fingertips around his bellybutton, and the feeling of his treasure trail brushing against her fingers made her moan with desire.

Draco moaned when she did, pulling back from their kiss to rub his nose against hers. He could feel her breath hot against his lips, and he tilted his head to just barely brush his lips over hers. As she leaned forwards to press her lips to his, he pulled back, then leaned in slowly to brush his lips over hers again. 

Smiling, she kissed the corner of his lips before bending her head to kiss his neck. He tilted his head to the side to allow her better access, and she began to trace little patterns along the side of his neck with the very tip of her tongue. She felt him shiver against her and she moved her hands to undo the button of his trousers. Another soft moan met her ears as she slowly undid the zipper, and she grinned to herself, sliding his trousers down over his narrow hips. He immediately pressed himself against her, but she tilted her hips back, away from him. A groan of what might have been yearning escaped his lips and she lightly ran her hand over the crotch of his knickers, causing his hips to buck towards her. 

He tilted his hips towards her hand, bending his head to rest his forehead against her shoulder as he squeezed his eyes shut. Her now bare chest was pressed into his and he moaned at the sensation. She was so soft, so soft, and it made him want to love each and every inch of her body with his lips and tongue. Made him want to shower her with the attention she so rightly deserved. 

Turning her head, Hermione kissed the top of his earlobe as she slid her hand down to cup his crotch, giving it a gentle squeeze. His hips arching into her hand, along with the guttural moan he emitted were both taken as signs that he enjoyed what she was doing, so she continued. Gripping him gently through the thin fabric of his knickers, she began a slow rhythm with her hand, gradually increasing the pressure as his moans became more frequent. Biting down on her lip, she slowed down her rhythm before removing her hand completely. He moaned again, but this time in a way that suggested he was protesting something. Smiling to herself, she trailed her fingertips along the elastic waistband of his knickers before pushing them down over his hips as well. They joined his trousers in the pile of fabric around his ankles, and before so much as another moan of protest could leave his lips, she had resumed her hand activity, but this time minus the offending garment obstructing her way. 

"Hermione..." He gasped, arching himself more into her hand. When his hips had titled towards her, she had increased her pressure, speeding up her rhythm slightly. When he had moaned her name; however; she had slowed down slightly, almost as though she were uncertain she was doing it correctly. Realising this, Draco moved one of his hands to rest on the side of her neck, turning his head to kiss the other side. "Yes...yes..." He gasped against her skin, trying his best to assure her she was doing fine. In seconds, the pressure had increased, as had the rhythm, and he allowed his head to fall back as he groaned. 

Slowly, Hermione opened her eyes to watch him. He looked devine. With his blonde hair falling back as he tilted his head back. The moonlight was still showering him with a blue radiance, making him appear to be some kind of sinful angel. His lips were parted in a silent moan, and a grin slowly spread across her lips. A feeling of euphoria filled her at the sudden realisation that she was the one giving him this kind of pleasure. 

Draco was no virgin. No, he wasn’t a slut like some believed, he did have standards, but in a way, Hermione made him feel chaste again. Never before had he been so eager to return favours, but he was nearly quivering in anticipation as he waited for his turn. He longed to hears those little moans, and whimpers escaped her lips again. His appetite to hear those sounds again grew too febrile, and he moved a hand onto her hip. 

Gradually, she slowed down her rhythm again as she felt his hand on her hip. His head was still tilted back slightly, and his exposed flesh was far too tempting. Leaning forwards, she scattered kisses along his throat, running her hand over his toned stomach again. 

Expertly undoing the clasp at the side of her skirt, Draco slid his hand down her thigh as the forgotten apparel fell carelessly to the floor. Her hands found their way into his hair again as he began kissing his way along his collarbone. Running his hands down her thighs, he slid them back up and began to finger the side of her panties. He heard her whimper, and he smiled to himself, lazily trailing his tongue along her collarbone. Moving two fingers between her legs, he began to tease her through the thin fabric of her panties. 

"Oh-Dra-co..." Hermione managed to gasp out between heavy breaths. Her chest was heaving now, and she gave his hair a light tug, arching her hips towards his hand. 

Tilting his head, he kissed his way back up the side of her neck to her ear as he moved one of his hands to push her knickers aside. As soon as no fabric remained between her and his fingers, her moans immediately grew louder and more urgent. Gently, he brushed the pad of his thumb over her sensitive nub; smiling to himself at the groan the simple movement roused from her. Licking his lips slightly, he nuzzled her earlobe. "Is this alright...?" He murmured into her ear. "Do you want me to stop...?" 

Releasing his hair, Hermione wrapped her arms around his neck. "Please-Don’t stop...Don’t stop..." She managed to gasp between heavy breaths. 

Leaning in to nuzzle the side of her neck, Draco carefully slid a finger inside her, pausing as he gave her body a moment to adjust. He could tell that she was a virgin, so he made a mental note to keep his movements soft...gentle. He heard her let out a deep sigh, and he began to kiss her neck absently, soothingly, as he slid his finger nearly all the way out, before sliding it back in. This time she moaned, her body automatically arching towards him. He repeated this movement a few times, until he was certain her body was ready. Giving the side of her neck a gentle nip, he painstakingly added another finger. 

As he added the next finger, she experienced an almost unpleasant pressure, and she clung to him a bit more tightly. Letting out another shaky breath, she turned her head to rest her cheek against his, squeezing her eyes shut. 

"So beautiful...so beautiful..." He mumbled against her skin, gradually working up a slow, and very gentle rhythm with his fingers. She had been tense at first, he had felt it, but soon, she relaxed around him, and he increased his rhythm just slightly. His ears were soon blessed with the sounds of her blissful moans that gradually grew louder as he turned his hand to rub her spot again with his thumb. 

For a reason she couldn’t explain, tears pricked into the corner of her eyes as he referred to her as beautiful. Never in her life had anyone called her that, and it made her heart swell with elation. She felt comfortable in his arms, because it was in his arms that she truly felt beautiful...He made her beautiful. His words had gone into her ears and travelled all the way down to her heart. 

Gradually, he slowed his rhythm as he crouched down in front of her again. Running his tongue in a circle around her bellybutton, he removed his fingers from within her, but continued to tease her lightly with his fingertips. Nuzzling the spot right below her bellybutton with the end of his nose, he smiled to himself as he heard her giggle softly between moans. Never in his life had he found such delectation in giving another pleasure. 

Hermione took in a deep breath, letting it out slowly; this didn’t help however, for her chest still heaved with each gasping breath she took in. Turning her head to the side, another small smile made its way to her lips, and she moved one hand to run her fingers through his hair. Lifting her arm above her head, she pressed the palm of her other hand into the wall behind herself, letting out what she hoped came across as a moan of encouragement as she arched her back slightly. 

Draco ran his hands slowly back up her thighs as he began placing a trail of feathery soft kisses along the top of her pantyline. The soft moans she emitted were encouraging, and he smiled to himself as he slowly began to inch her knickers down over her hips. He kept his movements agonisingly slow, his lips trailing tender kisses down her newly revealed hipbone. Her body arched towards him, and he felt her grip in his hair tighten slightly as he bent his head to scatter kisses along her thighs. The muscles in her legs tensed and relaxed beneath his lips, and he could almost feel her quivering in anticipation. Deciding that he wasn’t yet quite finished with his pleasant torture, he moved his hands to part her legs slightly as he leaned in to tease her with his tongue. 

Only the thinnest layer of fabric remained between her body and his warm tongue, and the sensation was almost unbearable. The gentle probing felt like heaven, and like hell at the same time. She was prepared to beg for more, but when she opened her mouth to speak, all that was emitted was a moan. At the realisation that her voice was momentarily lost, she gripped his hair tighter in her hand, giving it a gentle tug to let him know she thought he was being a tease. 

As she pulled his hair, he smirked to himself and pulled back slightly, inching her panties the rest of the way down. In moments, her knickers were in a pile around her ankles, and he ran his hands back up her legs. Getting down on his knees in front of her, he put a hand on the back of her knee and guided one of her legs over his shoulder. Her body arched towards him once more and he rested his hands on her voluptuous hips, pulling her slightly closer to himself as he turned his head to place the softest of kisses along her inner thighs. 

She felt her legs tense up again, and she groaned his name loudly, moving her hand to grip her own hair. The pleasure he was causing began to mount to an almost un-controllable height and she gasped, her breasts heaving as she tried to catch her breath. He turned his head to begin kissing her other thigh, and she let out what sounded like almost a whimper, her body trembling with an un-controllable desire. She knew he was purposely avoiding the one place she wanted - needed to feel him, and she bit down on her lip to hold back another groan. 

Parting her legs even further, Draco leaned in to run the very tip of his tongue along the delicate skin that connected her leg to her groin. He heard her gasp, and before she had the chance to catch her breath, he turned his head, his tongue darting out to hit her most sensitive spot. 

What felt like an electrical jolt hit her body as his tongue flickered against her for that brief moment, and she cried out as she arched her back off the wall, her head falling back. 

Smiling to himself, he used the very tip of his tongue to gently tease her clit, moving his fingers to massage her again. 

He was teasing her to the edge of ecstasy, and she felt her head begin to spin. Squeezing her eyes shut, she pressed her lips together. Moans still escaped however, and they only grew louder and more exhortative as he began to kiss her softly. 

Removing his hand from between her legs, he placed it back on her hip. She groaned at the loss of his touch, and he began to caress her hips with the tips of his fingers, leaning in again to replace his fingers with his tongue. 

As he filled her once more, this time with his tongue, she began to breathe so erratically she was almost certain she was about to faint. The incredible friction his tongue was creating forced her pleasure to heighten to the point of no return, and him making love to her with his mouth was enough to push her over the edge. Never had she experienced such a blissful feeling before, and she climaxed with such intensity that he was trapped between her legs for a moment. She was engulfed with passion, and as her eyes finally fluttered open, she was forced to shut them right away. The room felt as if it were spinning, and her body felt as though it were made of rubber. It was completely beyond her how she had remained on her feet the entire time, and it was then she remembered he was still trapped beneath her leg. Biting her lip, she slowly removed her leg from his shoulder, collapsing back against the wall. 

Her euphoria filled him with delight, and it was with a broad grin that he slowly began kissing his way back up her body. The moonlight was immersing her in its pale blue light, making each and every one of her luxurious curves visible to him. He took the time to place soft kisses over the two little freckles that resided just beneath her bellybutton before he continued on his way up. As he reached her breasts, his tongue swirled, his teeth nipped and his lips sucked gently. Inevitably she began moaning again, and he took her hands in his own, interlacing their fingers. 

Hermione tried her best to tell him just how phenomenal he truly was, but all that came out were a few mumbles and another soft moan. She had never thought that she would give herself so willingly to someone, but then again, she had never thought a lot of things that had happened in the past month would. Finally, his lips found hers again, and she kissed him deeply, amorously. 

Draco returned the passionate kiss until his jaw began to ache, and he pulled back slightly with a smile. Keeping his lips pressed lightly to hers, he lifted her arms up over her head, his fingers still interlaced with her own. Tilting his head forwards slightly, he rested his forehead lightly against hers, opening his eyes slowly. Her eyes fluttered open moments later, and he then realised why chocolate was dubbed an aphrodisiac. Slowly, her lips had curved up into a smile, which made him smile in return. His smile faltered; however, as she wrapped a leg around his, tilting her hips forwards. He had completely forgotten about the bet up until that point, and it brought him crashing back to reality. Gently, he placed a hand on her knee and pushed her leg back down. 

His actions caused her lips to turn down into a frown of confusion. Didn’t he want her anymore...? Was there something wrong with her...? The blue-grey eyes that she had been so lost in just seconds before suddenly became almost painful to stare into, and she lowered her eyes to the ground, her stomach sinking. 

Watching her reaction, Draco frowned deeply himself. "Hey..." He began softly, releasing one of her hands so that he could take her chin, tilting her head back up towards him. The second he was staring into those eyes again his face broke into a grin. "What’s the matter...?" 

Her chest was still rising and falling heavily against his, but now it was partly due to surpressed emotions. Using her free hand to brush her hair back, she stared up into his eyes. "I don’t know..." She replied just as softly. "You tell me." 

Raising an eyebrow, Draco moved his hand to cup the side of her face, his thumb gently brushing against her cheek. "What do you mean...?" 

Hermione instinctively leaned towards his touch, giving a slight shrug of one shoulder. "I just...I thought that we were...I mean, I thought you wanted-" 

Cutting her off, Draco gave her a quick kiss on the lips. "Oh I do. Trust me, I do." Seeing the quizzical expression on her face, he smiled softly. "Just...Just not tonight. Lets wait a bit, yea?" 

His words made her smile so widely her cheeks hurt. Moving her hand, she placed it over his and nodded. "Yes, lets." 

Leaning in, Draco kissed her once more. The kiss was light, but passionate, and he released her other hand as well so that he could cup her face in his hands. 

Hermione rested her hands on top of his, pressing her body closer to him. As her pulse had returned to its normal rate, the cold air was again apparent, and she shivered slightly against him. 

When their kiss had ended, Draco moved to sit down with his back to the wall. Hermione sat down beside him, pausing only to pull his shirt on before she linked a leg over his, snuggling up to him. Her head found the spot between his neck and shoulder, and he slid an arm around her, shutting his eyes as he ingenuously enjoyed her presence. 

Resting a hand on his chest, Hermione could feel his heart beating, and it almost took on the role of a lullaby. That, combined with the steady rise and fall of his chest was soon enough to lull her to sleep, and sound asleep she remained until she was gently shaken awake about an hour later. 

Blinking a few times, she slowly sat up, smiling sleepily when she saw him. "Hey..." She murmured in a croaky voice, lifting a hand to rub her eyes. 

"Hey." He replied softly with a smile, leaning forwards to kiss her forehead. "We’ve been in here for hours...I don’t even know how long we’ve been asleep for." Draco informed her, running his hand through his slightly tousled hair. "We should probably be getting back to our common rooms." 

Yawning, Hermione nodded her agreement. "I suppose you’re right..." With a heavy sigh, she turned to retrieve her knickers, tugging them back on when she found them. Figuring that he would need his shirt, she reluctantly pulled it off, tossing it over to him. Finding her bra, she put it on as quickly as possible, reaching behind herself to do-up the clasp. 

Watching her, Draco gently took her hands, and helped her with the clasp, kissing his way up between her shoulder blades before he stood up and offered her his hand. 

Hermione shivered when he kissed her bare back, smiling softly as she took his hand. "Thank you." She said quietly, and both continued to dress in silence. When all of her buttons were done up, and she had fixed her hair as best she could, she turned back to him. "Well...Goodnight." 

Smiling, he looked up at her through a sheet of his flaxen hair, still doing up the buttons on his shirt. "Goodnight." 

With a soft laugh, Hermione moved to help him with his buttons. When his shirt was done up again, she ran a hand down his chest, leaning in to kiss him softly. Allowing her lips to linger against his for a moment longer, she pulled back and rubbed noses with him. "Do you know what this is called...?" 

Opening his eyes slowly, Draco shook his head no as he rubbed his nose against hers. 

"An Eskimo kiss." She said with a grin before she took a step back, bending to retrieve her bag. "Maybe next time I see you...I’ll show you what a butterfly kiss is." With that, she turned and headed to the door, blowing him a final kiss before exiting the tower. 

The corners of his lips turned up into a half smile and he caught the kiss. Even as he heard her footsteps descending down the stairs, he didn’t move. Infact, it was nearly five minutes later that he finally did, and even then it was only to turn his head to look out the window. His strategy to get her in bed had both won...and failed. Won in the sense that yes, he had earned her trust...but failed in the sense that it was for that very reason he could not bring himself to use her. Deciding that he couldn’t face the inevitable forever, Draco slid a hand through his hair again before heading out. 

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

"You said he wouldn’t win!" Snapped Blaise Zabini, who was also up for Quidditch captain the next year. "I earned my position as Keeper; he bought his way on the year before me! How is this fair? I deserve that position and you know it. I can’t believe you-" 

"I’m sorry!" Hollered Marcus Flint for what felt like the millionth time. Blaise had been on his case since Draco had left the common room earlier that night. "I thought it would be funny to watch him try to get some mudblood priss into bed. I mean, I picked out the person I thought was least likely to fuck him." Leaning forwards in his seat, he began checking off the different reasons on his fingers. "Mudblood, friends with Potter and Weasley, Gryffindor, Prefect-" 

Blaise just waved a hand dismissively. "Yea well, you did a damn good job of that Flint. Way to fucking go." 

Marcus had just opened his mouth to reply when Draco walked into the common room. Smirking, his eyes flickered over to the door. "So Malfoy..." He began, all the Quidditch team turning in their seats to look at him. "Where have you been...?" 

Ignoring him, Draco headed up the stairs. 

Raising an eyebrow, Marcus exchanged glances with Blaise before he got to his feet. "Malfoy..." He began, making his way to the bottom of the staircase. When Draco continued to ignore him, he folded his arms across his chest. "Oy! Malfoy!" 

Pausing by his door, Draco looked back over his shoulder at him with a raised eyebrow. 

Marcus raised both of his eyebrows at Draco, shrugging as if asking ‘Well...?’ When he still got no response from him, he sighed with exasperation. "Well?" 

"Well?" Draco repeated. 

"Did you do it? Did you fuck her?" Grinning wickedly, Marcus showcased all of his grotesque teeth, waggling his eyebrows lewdly at Draco. 

"No." Draco replied simply, heading into his dorm. He shut the door behind himself, and left the entire Quidditch team sat in a stunned silence in the middle of the common room.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

"So you’re sure you can’t come...?" Ron asked for what seemed like the millionth time that morning. 

Sighing, Hermione shook her head. "Ron you know I’d love to spend Christmas with you and your family...but, I have this enormous assignment due for Arithmacy. I have to get it finished..." 

Ginny interlaced her fingers with Harry’s. They had been dating for the past two weeks. "Hermione, this is Christmas break...I’m sure you don’t need a week to finish an assignment." 

Widening her eyes, Hermione nodded. "Do you want me to show you what I have to do? You wouldn’t believe all the charts I have to make. It’s going to take forever, and I know that if I’m around you a lot I just won’t be able to focus..." 

Ginny opened her mouth to say something else, but Hermione cut her off before she had the chance. "I’m not even going home for Christmas, that’s how big this assignment is. I really, truly, and honestly need to concentrate. This is a huge portion of our final grade, and I want to do a good job." 

Biting down on her lip, Hermione moved her eyes among the three people who stood in front of her. She felt awful about turning down the Weasley’s request to have her come and spend the holidays with them, but she did have an enormous assignment due for Arithmacy...Sure, she already had a large portion of it completed, but, she did intend on finishing the rest of it over the break. Draco being forced to spend the holidays completely alone at the school might also have a little something to do with her decision to stay...but, she had decided to leave that part out. 

Her eyes came to rest on Ron, who looked disappointed, but understanding. "Alright Hermione...Good luck with your homework. I’ll make sure to bring back some of my Mum’s fudge for you." 

Smiling, Hermione stood on her tip-toes to give him a hug. "Thank you Ron. Have a good time, and don’t open your present until Christmas, okay?" Pulling back from the hug, she reached into her bag and handed him his gift. 

"Thanks." Ron smiled tightly and took his present, giving it a little shake. "I won’t peek." 

Laughing, Hermione handed Ginny her present. "You don’t peek either, alright?" 

"Alright." Ginny smiled and thanked her, giving her a little hug before she looked up at Harry and frowned slightly. "What’s the matter...?" 

Hermione’s eyes flickered to Harry too, who was staring at her with a slightly clenched jaw. 

"Nothing...nothing’s wrong." Harry assured Ginny before he looked back to Hermione. "I’m just starting to think that ‘homework’ is beginning to become more important to her than her friends." 

The way that Harry had said ‘homework’ had made it quite clear that, that wasn’t what he was speaking about, and Hermione frowned deeply as she moved her eyes to look at him. "Harry...You know that isn’t true." 

"Oh I don’t know Hermione...To me it seems as though you’ve spent quite a few late nights...studying." Tilting his head to the side, he arched an eyebrow. 

Hermione’s frown deepened. She was just opening her mouth to say something else when Harry cut in again. 

"I’m sure the book isn’t that interesting." 

Straightening up slightly, Hermione folded her arms across her chest. "Maybe you should try and read the book before you judge it." 

"Some books just aren’t meant to be read Hermione. Some books should just be left alone." 

"Oh and how would you kn-" 

"Some books can be dangerous Hermione. Maybe you should think twice before you pick it up-" 

"I need to talk to you." Hermione said through her teeth, grabbing Harry’s upper arm and wheeling him out of the common room, leaving behind a very confused looking Ron and Ginny. 

"Ow!" Harry said through his teeth, wrenching his arm out of her grasp as soon as they were in the hall. 

"What are you doing?" Hermione hissed, gesturing back towards the common room. She ignored the portrait of the Fat Lady, who arched an eyebrow at them and tutted. 

"What do you mean ‘what am I doing?’" Harry spat, rubbing his arm where her fingers had dug into it. 

"You know exactly what I’m talking about Harry! You said you wouldn-" 

"And you said you would tell Ron!" 

"Harry!" Hermione sighed in exasperation, shutting her eyes as she ran her hands through her hair. "It’s Christmas...I don’t wan-" 

"Christmas? Hermione, you’ve had weeks to tell him!" 

"Do you honestly think it would go over well? Why can’t I just keep this under wraps for a while longer, keep things simple? Harry...I don’t want to complicate things...I like spending time with him, I know you find it hard to believe, but I do...Once you get to know him he’s a-" 

"Nice, great, brilliant, wonderful guy right? Yea Hermione, I know, I’ve heard it before. It isn’t right to lie to your friends-" 

"I’m not lying to Ron or Ginny! I do have an assignment due, and yes, I will admit, I do want to spend some time with him, but...He’s all alone Harry, all holiday...You have Ginny and Ron, and he has no one...I mean..." Sighing, Hermione slid her hands through her hair again. "How would you like to spend the holidays completely alone...? I’m with you and Ron almost twenty-four seven, so is it that wrong of me to want to try to get in some time with him?" 

Harry looked in thought for a moment before he sighed. "Hermione...You have to look at the situation you’ve gotten yourself into..." His voice softened, and he put a hand on her shoulder. "A strong relationship isn’t built on lies and deceit. Is a relationship worth it, if you have to hide it...Live in constant fear that someone will find out you are with that person?" 

Shrugging his hand off, Hermione stared up into those piercing emerald eyes. "We are not hiding because we are ashamed of eachother...Trust me, if I had it my way we wouldn’t have to lie...or hide..." Biting her lip, she looked down before looking back up at Harry. "I wouldn’t be doing this if it weren't worth it, but he is Harry...I don’t expect you to understand, but...You don’t know him as I do. Around me he’s a whole new person..." 

"And that’s what scares me Hermione...I’m worried about you. I mean, he already has you keeping secrets from everyone-" 

"Harry it isn’t like that..." 

"Well, Hermione..." Sighing loudly, Harry shook his head and looked down. "I know you like him and everything, but...I just have a bad feeling about this whole thing. If he really has feelings for you...like you say he does, he shouldn’t feel the need to hide them-" 

"He doesn’t want to Harry, and neither do I...but look at who his Father is. Muggle hating Death Eater of the year...Can you imagine what Lucius would do if he found out Draco had let me tutor him...Nevermind him and I actually seeing eachother? We’re not keeping this a secret because we want to..." 

Frowning in thought, Harry remained in silence. 

Raising an eyebrow, Hermione crossed her arms. "Harry...Do you know what Juliet was saying when she said the line, ‘Romeo, Romeo, wherefore are thou Romeo’?" 

Arching an eyebrow, Harry shook his head slowly. "Romeo, Romeo...where are you...Romeo?" 

Hermione smiled. "Many people make that mistake...Actually, what she’s saying is...’Romeo, Romeo, why must you be Romeo...As in, why does he have to come from the family he does?" Tilting her head to the side, she arched an eyebrow. "The greatest love story of all time revolved around a relationship that was forced to be hidden...Do you think that it was worth it?" 

Crossing his arms, Harry moved his eyes to the floor before he looked back to her. "This isn’t the greatest love story of all time though Hermione..." 

She sighed. "And I’m not claiming it is Harry, but the fact is...I like him, and he likes me...and, and we’re not hiding our relationship because we want to. Do you want to hear another quote from Romeo and Juliet?" Before Harry had the chance to reply, Hermione cut in. "My only love sprung from my only hate. Too early seen unknown, and known too late. Prodigious birth of love it is to me, That I must love a loathed enemy." 

Harry frowned in thought once more. 

"Now I’m not saying that I love him...but I do like him Harry, a lot...However, he could never replace you, or Ron, and it hurts me that you think I’m abandoning both of you for his sake." Smiling softly, Hermione reached out to place a hand gently on his arm. "You’re my best friends Harry...You have been since first year, and nothing can change that." 

Harry smiled faintly at that, looking back to her. "Alright, but...Don’t drink poison or anything if he decides to go back to being a prat alright...?" 

Snorting, Hermione raised an eyebrow. "Juliet stabs herself." 

"Bloody hell! Do you have the whole play memorised?" Harry laughed with a shake of his head. 

"No!" Crossing her arms, Hermione smirked. "Just a few lines...and soliloquies...It’s a nice story alright? You have a week off; you should read it." 

"Oh yea, that’s how I’m gonna spend my spare time." Harry said dryly with a roll of his eyes. 

Hermione just smirked, shaking her head slowly. 

Harry smirked back, then let out a heavy sigh. "Well...Have a nice holiday then. I’ll see you when we get back, okay?" 

"Alright." Hermione smiled and gave him a hug. "Have a good time." 

Nodding, Harry pulled back after a moment and moved to head back into the common room with her. "You know...You still do have to tell Ron, eventually..." 

Frowning, Hermione nodded slowly. "I know..." Following him reluctantly back into the common room, she sighed softly. "I know." 

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

Albus Dumbledore laughed delightedly, lifting a hand to wipe the tears of mirth from his eyes. 

"So." He said with another hearty chuckle as he adjusted his half moon spectacles. "Has everyone had enough Christmas carols for one night?" 

"Yes." The entire table answered simultaneously. 

It was Christmas night, and everyone that had remained at the school for the holidays was gathered around a table set up in the middle of the great hall. 

Although only seven students had remained (two Ravenclaws, three Hufflepuffs, Draco, and Hermione) the hall was still decorated as though the entire student body had stayed behind. Fake snow was falling lightly from the ceiling, red and green candles hovered just above their heads, and a soft jingle of bells could be heard if you listened closely enough. It was almost as though Santa’s reindeer were stomping around on the roof. 

Four of Hagrid’s enormous trees were placed in each corner of the hall, the tops nearly touching the enchanted ceiling. The fairies that Professor Flitwick had charmed to sit on the end of the branches were glowing like Muggle Christmas lights, and they were all humming ‘The Dance of the Sugar Plum Fairy’ under their breaths. 

Hermione moved her eyes to look at Draco (who sat across the table from her.) He looked divine, with his bottle green shirt on, and his hair falling loosely down to frame his face. His expression however, was a completely different story. 

His usually aristocratic face was contorted into a highly perplexed expression. It had taken all Hermione’s self control not to burst out laughing earlier when Dumbledore had insisted that everyone at the table sing along. She had front row seats to Draco Malfoy attempting to sing along to everything from ‘Jingle Bells’ to ‘Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer’ 

It appeared to Hermione that Draco was trying his very best to move his mouth as little as possible as he attempted to sing along to the Muggle classics. 

And although Draco hadn’t looked all too pleased about spending his night singing Christmas carols, even he couldn’t help laugh at the way Professor Trelawny had swayed from side to side with her arms up in the air, her eyes shut, as everyone had sung ‘O’ Holy Night’. 

"Alright then, Alright then." Dumbledore said with a nod, tapping the side of his goblet with his spoon. Before anyone could so much as blink, trays upon trays of different desserts had sprouted up on top of the table. There were puddings and pastries, ice cream and candy canes. Gingerbread houses that look as though they had been hand crafted by mini-architects was set in the middle of the table, almost like a miniature community. Dumbledore’s eyes twinkled as he looked around at everyone. "Well, tuck in." 

No one needed to be told twice, and soon every plate at the table was filled with a little bit of everything offered. 

"Mmm..." Professor Trelawny said about five minutes later, breaking the eating-induced silence that had fallen over the table. She lifted her hands slowly, and pressed the tips of her middle fingers to her temples, her bug-like eyes falling lightly shut. "Yes...Yes...I am getting something..." 

"So am I." Muttered Professor McGonagall, who was sitting on Hermione’s left. "I believe it’s called a migraine." 

Stifling a laugh, Hermione just shook her head and went back to her own dessert. 

"From somewhere over there..." Professor Trelawny continued, gesturing absently towards the end of the table. "Yes...Someone is about to-" 

Trelawny’s prediction was cut short; however, as one of the Hufflepuff first years took a large swig of hot chocolate, which ended up going down the wrong tube. He coughed and sputtered, and his friend in Ravenclaw gave him a pat on the back. 

Trelawny’s eyes flew open, and she put a hand over her mouth. "Yes...Yes, I saw that coming..." 

"How could you see that coming?" Asked Mdm.Hooch, who had had just a tad too much to drink. "Yer eyes were shut." 

"Ah yes..." Professor Trelawny said in her mystical whisper. "but my third eye is always open..." 

Hermione pressed her lips together, scratching her nose to hide the smirk forming across her lips. Draco; however, was much less suttle in his amusement, and he let out a loud snort. 

There was a loud ‘clang’ as Professor Trelawny dropped her fork onto her plate, wheeling around in her chair to face Draco. "Do you find something funny?" She asked, her voice suddenly not so mystical. 

"I don’t know..." Draco began with a smirk. "You’re the psychic; you tell me." 

Sticking her nose in the air, Trelawny huffily swung one of her many shawls over her shoulder. "Give me your hand..." She instructed. 

Hermione’s smirk only broadened as she moved her eyes back up to look at Draco, who gave her an almost amused look before reluctantly offering his hand to Trelawny. 

Taking in a deep breath through her nose, Professor Trelawny took his hand, flipping it over so she was looking at his palm. "Ah yes..." She began, trailing one of her fingers down the middle of his palm. "Very...Very interesting..." 

Draco still looked as though he were stifling laughter, and he arched an eyebrow as he glanced at Hermione before looking back down at his palm. 

"Yes..." Trelawny breathed. "You my dear...You, are a Virgo..." 

It was Hermione’s turn to give the loud snort. She herself was a Virgo, and Draco was probably the exact opposite of that. Modest...Shy...Conservative...Not to mention the ‘Virgin’ 

"No..." Draco said slowly. 

"Well...You’re sun sign is..." Professor Trelawny said; looking a bit flustered as she shifted in her seat. "You are a...Cancer?" 

"Ah...nope." 

"Picies...?" 

"No." 

"Sagittarius...?" 

"No." 

Professor Trelawny was beginning to look flustered, and Draco was beginning to look irritated. 

"I think you might have something in your third eye." Draco said sarcastically. 

The reaction from Trelawny was almost the opposite of what Hermione had been expecting. A smile spread slowly across her face, and she placed the palm of her hand against Draco’s. 

"You...My dear...Are a Scorpio..." She said, her voice taking on its enigmatical tone again. 

Draco just smirked. "Lucky guess." 

"And your birthday is October the 25th." 

"October 30th." 

"Well...My eye is sometimes off by multiples of five..." Trelawny said quickly, lifting her hand to wave it dismissively. "Ah yes..." She said again, taking in another deep breath as she ran her fingertips down his palm. "A Scorpio male...Determined and Forceful...Intuitive...Passionate...Powerful...Exciting...and Magnetic. Now those, those are his good traits...On the other hand he is known to be Jeleous and Resentful...Secritive...Obstinate...and Posessive." 

"Is that so?" Draco asked, sounding bored. 

Professor Trelawny frowned. "You are obviously still sceptical of my abilities..." 

"Me?" Draco asked in mock-innocence, placing his free hand on his chest. "Never." 

With slightly narrowed eyes, Trelawny looked back to his hand. "You have a very short lifeline mister Malfoy." 

"I think that might be my ‘patience’ line." Draco retorted sarcastically. 

Clearing her throat, Hermione sat up a bit straighter in her seat. "Erm, excuse me Professor...but I heard somewhere that the length of your lifeline actually has no significance whatsoever to how long a person’s life will be-" 

"Yes well, you dropped my class didn’t you?" Professor Trelawny replied airily, running her fingertip lightly over Draco’s lifeline. 

Hermione and Draco exchanged smirks before he looked back to Trelawny. "Are you quite finished...My fingers are going numb." 

Trelawny’s eyes only narrowed further. "You should not take my predictions lightly mister Malfoy." 

Draco bit his tongue, fighting the urge to say ‘what predictions’ "Yes Ma’am." He replied, the corner of his lips twitching as he fought down a smirk. 

Professor Trelawny turned away from him, dropping his hand carelessly. "You should not be so quick to judge my abilities...Draco...Thomas...Malfoy." 

That certainly caught Draco’s attention, and he moved his eyes to look at her. "How did you know my middle name?" 

"Lucky guess." Trelawny replied, looking very pleased with herself. 

Draco’s eyes narrowed this time, and he sat back in his seat. 

"I think that I am off for the night...My third eye is tired..." Trelawny announced then, pushing herself up from her seat. The many bangles around her wrists jangled annoyingly as she stood, placing the back of her hand over her eyes as she tilted her head back. "I leave you all with this..." 

....From death...comes life." 

And with that, she took a bow, the end of one of her shawls falling into a bowl of pudding. 

Clearing her throat, Professor McGonagall widened her eyes as she looked down at her plate. "Well." She said as Trelawny made her dramatic entrance from the hall. "Perhaps Professor Trelawny is right..." 

Hermione couldn’t help but smirk as she moved her eyes to look at McGonagall. She had the sneaking suspicion that McGonagall was desperately fighting the urge to add ‘for once’ to her sentence. 

Looking back up, McGonagall took a look around the table. "It is getting late, perhaps we should all retire for the night." 

"Splendid idea Professor." Dumbledore agreed, not looking the least bit taken aback by Professor Trelawny’s parting sentiments as he got to his feet. "Have a wonderful Christmas everyone." He said with a clap of his hands. "And goodnight." 

The students all thanked Dumbledore and the rest of the Professors before they made their way out of the hall. Hermione couldn’t help but chuckle at the Hufflepuff first year that had choked on his hot chocolate as he began to tell his Ravenclaw mate about the new Quidditch book he’d gotten for Christmas. He was obviously Muggle born, because he kept describing how ‘cool’ the players looked as they zoomed in and out of the photos. 

When they had all made their way into the main entrance hall, the Hufflepuffs turned down a hall to the right, and the Ravenclaws began making their way up the stairs. Biting the corner of her lip, Hermione watched them go before she turned to Draco. 

He waited until all the remaining students were gone before he turned to face Hermione. Smiling, he arched an eyebrow. "Well..." He began. 

"Well..." She repeated, smirking faintly at him as she folded her hands behind her back. 

He returned the smirk, then shut his eyes and put his middle fingers to his temples. When he heard Hermione beginning to laugh, he had to fight down a chuckle himself. "Mmm...I am getting something...Tonight...Tonight...Christmas night...You are all alone in your dorm...Is that right?" 

Deciding to play along, Hermione put a hand over her mouth in an attempt to muffle her laughter. "Yes...Yes, however did you know?" 

"Ooh..." Draco began in a mystical whisper. "My third eye told me..." 

"Ah..." Hermione said with a nod. "Tell me...What else do you know?" 

"You...You my dear...Are wearing...Red knickers." 

Snorting, Hermione shook her head no. 

"White?" 

Laughing, Hermione shook her head again. 

"Blue...?" 

Smirking, she shook her head once more. 

Draco dropped his hands to his sides, looking defeated. "You’re going commando then?" 

"No..." Hermione laughed, slapping his arm. "They’re purple...Though I think my bra might be white..." 

"Ha! So I was right...I should have known, my third eye is never off by far...” 

"You keep telling yourself that.” Hermione smirked. 

Draco gave her a mock-dirty look, then smirked again. "I didn’t see you all morning...I never got a chance to give you your present..." 

Hermione felt her cheeks flush red, and she smiled slowly. "You’ve got me a present...?" 

With a snort, Draco arched an eyebrow. "I thought it would be expected, seeing as though you are my girlfriend..." 

Though they had been dating since the end of November, Hermione still wasn’t used to Draco Malfoy calling her his...girlfriend. Never in a million years would she have guessed that Malfoy would end up being her first...real boyfriend, but then again...Draco seemed like a completely new person. Well, with her at least. An amazing...Handsome...Intellectual person that Hermione felt she clicked with perfectly. He could keep up with her verbal spars...which, they still did have occasionally, and, he never did let her win exactly, which was something she found very intriguing. There was also a sense of mystery about him...To this day she still hadn’t figured out why he had chosen her over any of the girls he could so easily have at Hogwarts. 

Deciding that tonight wasn’t the night to ask him that very question, she simply smiled again. "I have one for you too...It’s in my dorm though..." 

"Oh sure it is." Draco teased. 

Laughing, Hermione shook her head. "Honestly! It is. I can get it in five seconds!" 

Draco looked in thought for a moment before he moved his eyes to look at her. "Pur-Sang" He said after a moment of consideration. 

Hermione just blinked. "Sorry...?" 

"That’s the password to my common room...It’s empty..." He said slowly, taking a few steps back towards the stairs that would take him down to the dungeon. "See you in a few minutes." He said with a small smirk, turning to head down the stairs. When he was a few steps down, he paused and looked over his shoulder at her. "Unless you do want to spend Christmas night alone that is..." 

Smiling, Hermione turned to head up the main staircase. "See you in a few minutes." 

Draco wore a matching smile as he made his way down the stairs. Sure, Blaise had been named team captain, he had won the bet, but...The bet had never really been lost in Draco’s eyes. In Draco’s eyes he had won something much more valuable than a Quidditch position...In Draco’s eyes...He hadn’t lost anything... 

In Draco’s eyes... 

He had won. 

~*~*~*~*~*~

"Oh bloody hell..." Hermione cursed under her breath. She had been walking around in the school’s dungeons for what felt like hours. She hadn’t even thought to ask Draco where the entrance to his common room was located, and now she felt as though she were searching for a needle in a haystack. 

Biting down on her lip, she tried her best to recall which way the Slytherins had always gone after Potions class... To the left, yes, they always seemed to go to the left. So, tucking his present under one arm, she headed in that direction. It didn’t take her long to come to the very end of the hall, and she frowned slightly, placing one of her hands on the wall to see whether she could feel anything. Slowly, she began to walk along; keeping the palm of her hand pressed into the cool wall of the dungeons. 

She had taken about ten steps from the end of the hall when she felt a slight change in temperature against her hand. The wall suddenly felt slightly warmer. Biting down on her lip again, she took a few more steps, and sure enough the wall only continued to get warmer. Arching an eyebrow slightly, she took two more steps, and the temperature dropped once more. 

"It has to be..." She whispered under her breath, taking two steps back so her hand was once again pressed into the warm section of the wall. Taking in a deep breath, she gave a silent prayer that this was it. "Pur-Sang." She said in a clear voice, and much to her relief, there was a small rumble, and the wall slid back. 

When there was enough room for her to step inside, she did, hesitantly taking a look around. Though both Harry and Ron had been in the Slytherin common room, she never had, and although she loved her common room, she had to admit... The Slytherin common room was rather fascinating. Though it wasn’t as welcoming and homely as the Gryffindor common room, it was just as interesting. 

Deciding that Draco could wait a few more minutes, she placed his present on a little table and began walking around. Different globes and maps were scattered across the hand-crafted tables, and every chair-leg had a snake carving winding around it. The room was done in a deep forest green, with hints of silver scattered among the deeply stained wooden furniture. Everything looked to be about centuries old... and she guessed that most of it was. Even the fireplace had engraving’s of snakes carved around the stone, and Hermione gave a little shiver at the way that the flames flickering against them made them appear to almost move. 

Turning around, she slowly reached out a hand to touch the velvety fabric of one of the high-backed chairs that were set by the fireplace, but a voice caused her to retract her hand in surprise before her fingertips could so much as brush against it. 

"Lost?" Draco asked in what seemed to be an amused tone as he leaned against the door frame to his dorm, his arms folded across his chest. 

Letting out a little sigh of relief, Hermione narrowed her eyes, folding her own arms across her chest. "No, I was just taking a quick look around... I’ve only just got here." 

"Really?" Draco raised his eyebrows in mock-surprise. "Why whatever took you so long?" He asked, though he could guess what her answer would be. 

"Oh... I don’t know..." She began, pretending to look in thought. "Maybe... Maybe it has something to do with the fact that I didn’t have the slightest clue where your bloody common room was." She informed him, her voice dripping with sarcasm and slight annoyance. "Did it not occur to you to tell me where I would be able to find it?" 

Draco just chuckled, which only annoyed her further. "Oh yea, laugh it up chuckles, you weren’t the one wandering the cold, dark halls of the dungeons for the past... God knows how long." 

Uncrossing his arms, Draco moved to head down the stairs. "I thought that it might do you some good to give your third eye a bit of exercise." 

Snorting quietly, Hermione shook her head at him. "You don’t actually believe that rubbish do you?" 

Shrugging one shoulder, Draco continued to make his way languidly down the stairs. "Well actually... I should tell you about this one time I was in Knockturn Alley with my Father... This old witch came up to me, and she asked whether she could read my palm... Without even waiting for a response, she took my hand, and started giving me a palm reading..." 

"And you let her?" Hermione let out a little laugh. "I thought you’d have cursed her or something." 

"She had to have been at least ninety!" Draco protested before continuing. "Anyway, she started telling me things... Things that she shouldn’t have known..." He lowered his voice to the point that it was just barely audible as he reached the bottom of the stairs. 

Not buying it, Hermione arched an eyebrow and placed her hands on her hips. "Oh yea? Like what?" 

He shrugged again. "It was a long time ago, I forget most of it... but I remember thinking to myself... How? How does she know all of this? I wanted her to stop, because she was starting to creep me out a bit, but deciding to humour her, I allowed her to continue..." Taking the last step down, he made his way over to Hermione slowly. 

She smirked faintly, tilting her head up a bit to show him that he wasn’t getting to her in the least. "I don’t believe you-" She began, but he cut her off by placing a finger on her lips. 

"Then she asked me... Do you ever get a stiff neck? And I do. Continually... It just, cramps up, and I don’t know why. So I said yes... So then, get this... She says to me... Did you know... That in a past life, you were a dog..." 

Hermione couldn’t help herself, she burst out laughing. "Well not much has changed then-" 

"No I’m serious Hermione, listen to this!" He shook his head as he widened his eyes. "I thought the same thing you did, I thought that it was simply ridiculous... but then she says... You died when you got into a fight with another dog, and he bit you in the neck..." 

Hermione made a bit of a face. "Nice... I still think that-" 

"Wait, I’m not finished." Taking a little step back, Draco widened his eyes again. "Then, she looks me right in the eye and says... Haven’t you ever wondered where you got that scar behind your ear...?" 

Frowning slightly, Hermione could feel the little hairs on the back of her neck beginning to stand on end. "No way..." 

"I swear, take a look." Draco offered, tilting his head forwards so she could take a peek. 

Hesitantly taking a step forwards, Hermione slowly leaned in to look behind his ear. 

"BOO!" Draco hollered, grabbing her around the waist. 

"AAAAAAARRRRRRGGGGGHHHH!" She screamed, her hands flying to his wrists. When she realised what he had done, her eyes narrowed and she lifted a hand to smack him in the shoulder. "DRACO MALFOY! THAT IS NOT FUNNY." 

Apparently, he didn’t find it funny... Instead, he found it hysterical. Releasing her waist, he bent double, howling with silent laughter. 

Crossing her arms, Hermione clenched her jaw and tapped her foot on the floor, her heart still pounding wildly against her ribcage. 

Taking a look at her, Draco only laughed harder before he straightened back up and reached out to put a hand on her shoulder. "Aww Hermione, it was only a joke... I don’t really believe a word Trelawny said." 

Shrugging his hand off, she fought down a smirk. "Oh I do, especially the part about you having a short lifeline." 

Chuckling, Draco made an ‘Ooh’ kind of face. "Is that a death threat?" 

"Maybe." She replied, the smirk slowly forming across her lips. 

"Would you really kill me?" He asked, smiling at her. 

"Yes." She said stubbornly, sticking her nose into the air. 

Smirking, he made his way over to her, sliding his hands down her sides as he leaned in to kiss the corner of her lips softly. "Would you...?" 

Turning her head slightly, she laughed quietly. "Yep." 

Tilting his head to the side, he slid his arms further around her waist as he leaned in to trail kisses down the side of her neck. "Would you?" He murmured against the skin that connected her shoulder to her neck. 

Pressing her lips together, Hermione moved her hands up to his shoulders. "Mhm..." She tried, her voice growing weaker. 

Smiling again, he kissed his way across her throat, then up the other side of her neck to her ear. "You would?" He asked, his lips barely brushing against her earlobe. 

"No..." She breathed, turning her head to meet his lips as she wrapped her arms around his neck. 

He pressed his lips firmly to hers, sliding one of his hands up her spine as she parted her lips. As their kiss deepened, he began walking her back towards one of the couches near the fireplace. 

As soon as her legs hit the back of the couch, she sat down, pulling him along with her. Instinctively, she lied back, trying to keep from breaking the kiss. 

He carefully moved on top of her, settling his hips down between her legs as he rested his weight on his arms. He could feel her chest pushed up against his, and he moaned softly against her lips, breaking the kiss to scatter kisses down the side of her neck once more. 

Her eyes fluttered open as she felt his lips touch her neck, sending a pleasant shiver down her spine. Staring up at the twinkling chandelier over their heads, she smiled, sliding her hands up into his hair. She took in a deep breath as she felt him lift a hand to unbutton the first few buttons of her blouse, and as soon as his lips were making their way across her collarbone, she let out a soft groan, tilting her head back slightly. 

He smiled to himself, unbuttoning her blouse to just below her breasts. Bending his head, he placed a soft kiss just above the little bow between the cups of her bra. It was only when he had lifted his head again that he noticed the colour. "Oy..." He said, moving his head to look at her. "Your bra is purple... I thought you said it was white." 

Lifting her head, Hermione glanced down at the garment in question. "Oh yes... Well, I changed." 

Draco perked an eyebrow. "Why?" 

Shrugging her shoulders, she tucked his hair back behind his ear. "I wanted to match..." 

Slowly, he smiled. "You wanted to match for me...?" 

Chuckling quietly, she nodded, feeling her cheeks slowly beginning to turn red. 

He leaned up to kiss her softly. "You don’t have to change a thing for me Hermione." He mumbled against her lips, moving to lie on his side beside her so he could finish unbuttoning the rest of her blouse. 

"It’s just a bra." She mumbled back with a soft chuckle. When he had moved off her, she moved one of her hands to his shoulders, pulling back to look him in the eye. "I wanted to look nice..." 

"But you always look nice." He informed her, lifting a hand to brush the backs of his fingers over her cheek lightly. "That’s what makes you beautiful to me... The fact that you don’t constantly feel the need to match... The fact that you don’t feel your hair has to be perfect, or that you need to paint on makeup to feel sexy... You’re not like most girls Hermione... and that’s what I like about you..." 

She was at a loss for words, and for a long moment she just stared him in his beautiful grey eyes. "That..." She began softly. "That has to be the sweetest thing anyone has ever said to me..." 

His eyes flickered to the couch before he moved them back up to hers. "It’s just the truth." 

Leaning in, she kissed him softly, but passionately, trying to pour all of what she was feeling into their kiss. 

He kissed her back, bringing a hand up to tuck a curl behind her ear as he moved to lie more on his back. 

When he shifted onto his back, she moved to straddle him. The only problem was that she had forgotten for the present that they were on a couch... Which meant that there was a lot less room for her to be moving around. Her knee slipped, and with a strangled cry against his lips, she toppled off of him, landing with a hard ‘thump’ on the floor. 

Propping himself up on his elbows, Draco widened his eyes as he looked over the side of the couch. "Hermione! Are you all right?" 

Figuring that she must be close to the colour of a beet, she slowly pushed herself up into a sitting position, trying to play it cool. "Yes..." She began, bringing her hands up to tuck her hair behind her ears. "Yes, I am just fine thank you." 

Slowly, he began to chuckle. There was something about her sitting on the floor, with her legs sprawled about her that struck him as amusing. Perhaps it was the fact that she was trying to play it off, but soon, he was laughing so hard it grew silent. 

Hermione couldn’t help herself, when she heard him laughing; she began to as well. "It isn’t funny!" She protested half-heartedly between chuckles. 

"Yes it is." He replied, his voice shaking with compressed laughter. 

"Okay, maybe a bit..." She admitted, smirking as she pushed herself back to her feet. Clearing her throat, she brushed her bum off. "Perhaps we should go up to your room instead... I want to give you your present." 

"The present you just ran out and bought." He teased as he too pushed himself up. "I bet that’s what took you so long. You ran down to Hogsmeade to try to find something when you found out I had a gift for you." 

"Oh how did you guess?" Smirking, Hermione headed back over to the little table to pick up his present. 

"Third eye." He said simply, moving to wait for her at the bottom of the stairs. 

Making her way over to him with his gift a moment later, she just shook her head. "I still don’t think that joke of yours was very funny." 

"Oh, but I do." He said with a smirk, taking her hand as he led her up the stairs to his dorm. When they’d reached it, he pushed open the door for her, waiting for her to enter first. 

Hermione gave him a courteous smile before she stepped through the door. The room was approximately the size of her dorm, but the layout was very different. For one thing, there were no windows, so the entire dorm was tenebrously lit with candles, which were placed all about the room. The ceiling was high, and seemed to arch, and the bedposts, like nearly everything down in the common room, held engravings of snakes. The bedding was a deep forest green, and looked silky to touch. The comforters that were folded neatly at the bottom of the beds were black, as were the pillowcases. Glancing back at him, she arched an eyebrow. "Which bed is yours...?" 

Shutting the door behind them, Draco glanced over his shoulder at her. "Can you guess?" 

Pursing her lips in thought, Hermione turned back to the beds. It couldn’t have been more than a minute when she turned back to him. "That one." She said with a smile, pointing to the bed that was furthest to the left of the room. 

Raising an eyebrow, Draco headed over to her. "How did you know...?" 

With a smirk, she handed him his present. "Third eye." 

"Oh ha ha." He said sarcastically. "No really, how did you know?" He asked, giving his present a little shake as he held it up to his ear. 

Hermione laughed quietly. "Because. It’s closest to the bathroom, the full length mirror, and the desk. Neither Crabbe nor Goyle would be clever enough to realise you took the best bed." 

"You are a clever one..." Draco said with a smirk as he headed over to his bed, which, infact was the one furthest to the left. "Am I aloud to open this now?" He asked, holding it up before he set it on his lap and began to untie the ribbon. 

"Oh sure." Hermione said with a chuckle, moving to sit beside him on the bed. 

He smirked again, handing her the ribbon before he opened the box. Biting down on his lip, he conscientiously pulled out the first item. It was a thick book, leather bound, with a Snitch on the front that appeared to be golden. Tilting it to one side, the title (which was engraved in the leather) read, ‘The Seeker’ and he smiled, carefully opening it. Something in the top corner of the first page caught his eye, and he leaned a bit closer to read Hermione’s neat handwriting. 

‘Dear Draco, 

Yes, I did get you a book (go figure) but I’ve flipped through it, and I thought it looked like a very interesting read. Now, don’t go showing this to anyone... I wouldn’t want anyone in my house thinking I’m aiding the enemy in any way. Good luck with Quidditch, you are a brilliant Seeker. 

xoxo 

Lots of love, 

~Hermione’ 

He flipped through the book quickly before he set it down beside himself on the bed with a grin. "Thank you." He said, looking over at her. 

"You like it then?" She asked, looking slightly apprehensive. 

"No." He replied, then smirked. "I love it. I can’t wait to start reading it." 

Letting out a little sigh, an expression of relief passed over Hermione’s face. "I’m glad... but that isn’t all." Perking an eyebrow, she gestured at the box still set on his lap. "There’s something else." 

Arching an eyebrow, he turned his head to look back into the box. "What is it?" 

Laughing, she gave his arm a nudge. "Go on... Look." 

He smiled, reaching into the box again. Pulling out the second item, he dropped his jaw slightly. It was a pair of black leather Seeking gloves, with little silver clasps at the wrists. 

"I thought they would go nicely with your broom..." Hermione added, looking a bit sheepish. "If you don’t like them I understand, and I can take them back... I just thought-" She was cut off as he leaned in to kiss her softly. 

"I love them..." He mumbled against her lips, kissing her again softly before he pulled back to look down at his new gloves. "I needed a new pair, and these are just..." Sighing as if at a loss for words, he turned them over in his hands. "Brilliant." 

A smile broke out over her face, and she let out a deep sigh of relief. "Good, try them on." She urged, nudging him again. 

He didn’t need to be told twice, smiling, he slid them on, wriggling his fingers. "Very comfortable." He informed her. 

Grinning, she reached over to do up the clasps. "They suit you." 

"Why thank you." He smirked, flexing his fingers as if he were modelling his hands for her. 

"Very nice." She chuckled. 

He flexed his fingers a few more times before he slid the gloves off and placed them carefully back into the box with his book. "Now... I get to give you your present." 

Hermione could feel the butterflies beginning to flitter around in her stomach again. What had he gotten her? The anticipation was almost too much as she watched him get up and crouch down in front of the trunk at the bottom of his bed. Finally, he stood again and made his way back to her. 

Taking in a deep breath, he sat down beside her again. "Well..." Biting the corner of his lip, he passed over a box. "There you are." 

Smiling, Hermione looked at him, setting her hands on top of the box. "What is it?" 

"Open it." He said in a voice that made it obvious he was mimicking her. 

Laughing, she slowly untied the ribbon. Her heart began to pound slightly harder as she opened the box. Inside, was... 

.... Another box. 

Slowly, she moved her eyes to look at him. "You didn’t." The way that he was already chuckling made it quite obvious to her that he infact had, and she sighed, laughing quietly as she reached over to slap his arm gently. "You can open the rest of the boxes then! How many did you put in here?" 

"I guess you’ll just have to open them all and find that out for yourself." He said with a devious smirk, tapping the side of the box with his knuckles. 

"I hate you." 

"I know." 

Smirking, she shook her head and opened the next box. Sure enough, there was another box, then another, and yes, another. Finally, after what seemed like at least fifteen different boxes, she came across what she was sure was the last one. Carefully, she removed the small, velvet covered black box from the other, placing it in her palm before she moved her eyes up to look into his. "Draco... What is it?" 

"Open it!" He urged with a laugh, shifting a bit beside her on the bed. 

Pressing her lips together, Hermione looked back down at the small box in her hand. Her heart was pounding so hard now she could feel it echoing in her ears, and she took in a deep breath as she slowly flipped the box open. The object inside caused her to gasp, and she slowly brought her hand to her mouth, her fingers lightly brushing her lips as she stared down into the box in awe. "Oh... Draco..." She breathed after a moment, tears swelling up in her eyes. 

"It was my Mother’s..." He explained, gently reaching over to take the silver locket from its box. "Her Mother had it before her, and her Mother before that, and so on and so on... I don’t even really know how long it’s been in her family." He admitted with a laugh. "My Mum gave it to me though... when I turned sixteen this October... She told me..." Tilting his head to the side, he gently fingered the locket as if in thought. "Since she doesn’t have a daughter to pass it onto, she told me that when I found the girl I felt was supposed to have it next...I should give it to her. So..." Smiling faintly, he lifted his eyes up to Hermione’s as he undid the small clasp at the back. "I’d like you to have it..." 

"Oh Draco..." She repeated, still looking a bit shocked. "It’s beautiful... but I, I can’t accept something like that, I mean..." Hermione was aware of the fact that she was speaking, but she really was just blabbering, she had no idea what words were coming out of her mouth. "It’s been in your family for so long, and I..." 

"And I want you to have it..." Draco said, smiling at her. "C’mon, turn around." 

Sighing, she smiled as she slowly turned around. Reaching back, she moved her hair out of the way as she felt him slip the locket around her neck. 

He smiled to himself as he did up the clasp, leaning in to place a soft kiss on the back of her neck. 

Shivering slightly, she let her hair fall back into place as she turned to face him, a single tear trickling slowly down her cheek. "Thank you... Thank you so much... I... I don’t know what to say..." Mouthing wordlessly, she looked down at the silver locket. The candlelight reflecting off of it made it appear to sparkle, and she smiled slightly. A single soft purple diamond was set in the middle, twinkling as the flames of the candles flickered. "It’s beautiful..." 

Draco smiled faintly, lifting a hand to gently brush the tips of his fingers over it. "I thought that the purple would bring out your eyes." 

Smiling, Hermione reached up to cup his face in her hands as she leaned in to kiss him softly. To her, his lips tasted sweet, almost like a delicate wine... A wine that enticed all of her senses, making her head spin. At first, she kept the kiss slow and tantalising, savouring the taste of his lips against hers. Her body inevitably began to crave more however, and she shifted slightly closer to him as she parted her lips, allowing her tongue to slip out and meet his. 

As their kiss deepened, he leaned closer so that his chest pressed against hers and she was forced to lie back against his bed, which she did more than willingly. He positioned his body over hers once more; bracing himself above her on his arms so not all his weight was resting on top of her. Breaking the kiss finally, he bent his head to kiss slowly down her throat, which she exposed as she tilted her head back into his pillows. 

Everything seemed to be going in slow motion... Yet it was all happening so fast. It seemed that one moment they had both been completely clothed, and the next, they were both down to no more than their undergarments. Hermione arched her back up as he slid his hands slowly up her sides, moving them across her back to undo the clasp of her bra. She lifted her arms from their place around his neck as he slid it off, and she laughed softly as he bent his head to kiss the swells of her breasts, some of his hair falling forwards to tickle her skin. 

Shifting his body down further, so his waist was resting between her legs, Draco gently began to tease one of her breasts with his tongue, lifting a hand to trail his fingertips around the locket resting just below her collarbone. Using his other hand to caress her other breast gently with his fingers, he smiled to himself as the soft moans she was emitting made their way to his ears. When he felt he had showed both of her breasts equal amounts of attention, he trailed kisses down her stomach. 

Biting down on her lip, Hermione turned her head so her cheek rested against the soft fabric of his pillowcase. Her eyes slowly fluttered open, but she shut them again almost immediately. The room seemed to be spinning, or maybe that was just her head. Her thoughts were cut short; however, as his fingertips trailed ever so softly along the waistline of her panties, soon followed by his lips. Letting out a little moan, she lowered one of her hands to slide it through his silken hair. Her breathing was heavy now, and it only seemed to increase more with each gentle touch of his lips. 

Slowly, Draco began to inch her knickers down over her hips, revealing the soft curve of her hipbones. The way the candlelight was hitting her body made every single flowing curve of her body visible to his iridescent eyes, and he bent his head to kiss his way down over her hipbone. Her skin felt so soft beneath his lips, and he took his time inching her panties down over her legs, so he could run the palms of his hands back up over her smooth calves and thighs. 

The muscles in Hermione’s legs tensed and relaxed beneath his touch, and she took in a sharp breath, arching her back up slightly as he began to tease her gently with the very tips of his fingers. She wound her own fingers into the bed sheets, tugging on them so hard that her knuckles began to turn white as she fought to gain control of the immense pleasure his touch was inflicting on her body. She almost didn’t feel worthy of his attention, didn’t feel worthy of his heavenly touch... but she wasn’t about to protest. Instead, she let out a soft moan of what she hoped came across as encouragement. She knew he knew what she wanted, and he was just being a tease. Oh how she loved when he teased... and oh how she hated it. It was in an almost miserable ecstasy that she moaned again, shifting her legs up so that her knees were in the air. 

Smiling to himself, he scattered soft kisses along her lower stomach, waiting until she was literally squirming with pleasure before he allowed two fingers to slip inside of her. Her body remembered him from last time, and he grinned at the satisfied groan she let out as he filled her with his fingers. Building up a steady rhythm, he trailed the tip of his tongue around her bellybutton before lifting his head to blow over it softly. He was so close that he could see the goose bumps rise upon her skin, so close that he could almost feel her in his blood. 

"Draco..." She gasped softly, rolling her head back into his pillows once more. Subconsciously, she began to move her hips in rhythm with his fingers, putting one of her arms over her head to grip the pillowcase. Though he had never said it, she knew that he loved it when she said his name, and sure enough, she was rewarded. Her body gave an involuntary shudder of infinite pleasure as he brushed his thumb over the one spot that was guaranteed to rouse a groan out of her. Gripping his pillow so tightly in her fist, she could feel it bunch beneath her head as she groaned loudly, arching her back even higher off the bed. 

Slowly removing his fingers, he gently parted her legs farther so that he could place melodious kisses along her inner thighs. Showing each leg equal attention; he turned his head to slowly trail his tongue along the sensitive skin that connected her thigh to her groin. He smirked as one of her hands found its way back into his hair, and following the not-so-suttle tug on his hair, he turned his head and flickered his tongue against her. 

Hermione moaned what might have been his name, though it might have been ‘Oh God’ but presently, she really couldn’t differentiate between the two, and she simply mumbled incoherently into the side of her arm, gasping for breath as he slowly began to make love to her with his mouth. Gentle kisses turned to gentle strokes of his warm tongue against her, and she moved her hand to bite down on her wrist to keep herself from making too much noise. When he filled her with his tongue a moment later, she felt her eyes roll back into her head as she felt the familiar tension building in her lower abdomen. For a lack of better words, she nearly felt as though her body had to sneeze, and all of her muscles were tightening pleasantly, aching with vast gratification towards him. 

He could feel her getting closer already, and he moved his hands to gently massage her thighs as he worked his tongue a bit harder. She took him by surprise as she grabbed his wrists, gasping for him to stop. Frowning slightly, he pulled back and lifted his head to look up at her. "What is it...?" He asked a bit breathlessly. "Is something wrong...?" 

Shaking her head, Hermione moved a hand to brush back a stray curl that had fallen down over her forehead. "No... No, nothing’s wrong..." Smiling, she took in a shaky breath. "Nothing’s wrong..." She assured him, tucking some of his hair back behind his ear. 

"Then what is it...?" He asked quietly, turning his head to kiss the underside of her wrist. 

Licking her lips slightly, Hermione turned her hand to hold his chin, and guide him back up until his body was set over hers again. Lifting her arms, she slipped them around his neck, playing with the hair at the back. "I want you..." She whispered, tilting her chin up to meet his lips in a sweet kiss. "I want you..." She repeated, though it was muffled against his lips this time. Sliding one of her hands up into his flaxen hair, she lied back into his pillows, staring up into those stormy grey eyes. "Please..." 

His chest heaving against hers, he slid one of his hands up to rest on the side of her neck, stroking her throat softly with the pad of his thumb. Nodding once, he chose to ignore the few strands of hair that fell down over his eyes. "You’re sure?" He asked, moving his other hand to play with a stray curl beside her ear. 

With a broad smile, she nodded slowly. "I’m sure." Moving her hands around to cup his face, she leaned up to capture his lips in a deep and passionate kiss. "I’m sure..." She breathed into the kiss a moment later. 

Nodding again, he turned his head to trail feather-soft kisses down her earlobe as he moved a hand down to begin inching his boxers down. 

"No..." She whispered, taking his wrist again. Laughing softly at the frown of confusion that passed over his lips as he turned his head to look at her, she kissed the end of his nose. "Let me." Before he could protest, she ran a hand down to his shoulder and turned him so he was on his side. Propping herself up slightly on her elbow, she trailed a hand lightly down over his chest, then down over his stomach. The well-defined muscles of his abdomen bunched and relaxed beneath her palm, and she smiled, leaning in to kiss the side of his neck. The smell of his cologne met her nose, and she nuzzled the spot just behind his ear. 

Though he fought to keep them open, it felt as though invisible weights were attached to his eyelids, drawing them slowly shut. When they had closed, his sense of touch seemed to increase, and he let out a soft moan, moving one hand back to hold the bed sheets behind himself. He could feel her lips trailing down over his neck, then his shoulder, and he went to move onto his back. 

As soon as he was lying on his back, she moved to straddle his hips. His hands found their way to her waist, and she covered his hands in her own, leaning forwards to scatter kisses across his chest. She mimicked what he had done to her, trailing her tongue slowly around his nipples before she blew on them softly, smiling at the soft moans escaping his lips with ever flicker of her tongue. Shifting down slightly further on his body, she traced every line, every muscle, and every curve of his picturesque stomach with her lips and tongue. As his moans grew more intense and needing, she increased the pressure of her kisses. Taking her time, she finally reached his bellybutton, and she nuzzled just below it before trailing saccharine kisses down the soft line of hair that lead into his boxers. When the fabric of his knickers met her lips, she lifted her hands to begin slowly inching them down. Before they were completely off however, she cupped his crotch in her hand, giving it a gentle squeeze as she blew across his lower stomach. 

As his stomach shied away from the sudden coolness of her breath, he let out a groan, tightening his grip on her waist before he removed one of his hands to grip the already rumpled bed sheets. "Hermione..." He gasped into a moan, tilting his head to one side as she bent her head to tease him with her tongue through the thin fabric of his boxers. His chest was rising, and falling so heavily now, that he was almost certain that if his breathing grew anymore erratic he would be at risk of losing consciousness. Finally, she began to pull his boxers the rest of the way off, and he lifted his legs slightly to help her. When he felt her straddle him again, and he was free from all offending garments, he placed both of his hands on her hips and slowly turned over, so that he was back on top. 

Laughing softly, Hermione laced her arms around his neck once more, weaving one of her hands into his hair. She parted her legs for him again, and she felt her heart skip a beat as he fitted his hips down between her legs. She knew what was to come, and although she was nervous, it was a kind of nervous excitement, and she softly kissed him to assure him again that she was infact sure that this is what she wanted, that she was ready. 

He returned the kiss, placing one of his hands on her waist while he used the other arm to prop himself up over her. He slowly opened his eyes to watch her, she looked beautiful, with the candlelight flickering over her angelic features, her hair gently sprawled out around her across his pillow. Taking in a deep breath, he leaned in to press a kiss to her forehead as he gently gave a thrust of his hips, moving partly inside of her. 

Turning her head slightly, Hermione buried her face into the side of his neck, taking in a sharp breath through her teeth. Again, she was experiencing that almost unpleasant pressure, the muscles in her body seized up in protest, and just as she felt the hot sting of tears swelling up in the corners of her eyes, he moved back out of her, and the next time he thrust in, it didn’t hurt quite as much. She could slowly feel her body adjusting to him, and she let out a soft moan into his neck, letting him know it was all right, and that he could move all the way into her. She was ready to feel him completely, she wanted to... She needed to. 

Swallowing hard, Draco turned his head to kiss the top of her ear lightly as he gave a final thrust of his hips, moving inside of her completely. He could feel her body tense around him once more, and he gently slid his hand up her side before running it slowly back down to her hip. "Perfect... You’re perfect..." He whispered a bit breathlessly into her ear. "So beautiful Hermione... So beautiful..." 

A few tears had escaped the corner of her eyes as he had made himself a part of her, but as he began to rock his hips against hers, oh so gently, the pressure began to subside, and although the pressure was still there, and the almost unpleasant ache remained, she could feel something beyond it all... A pleasure that she had never known before, and as her body adjusted to him, she began to hesitantly rock her hips with his. She took a moment to find his rhythm, but soon her hips were fitting nicely together with his own, and they were moving as one. She had never felt so close to another before, his chest was pressed against hers, even his stomach brushed against hers as he thrusted his hips. Wrapping her legs around his, she only drew his body closer, and she turned her head to kiss his lips softly as the pleasure began to take over the pain. 

He kissed her back softly, lifting a hand to brush away the tears shimmering on her cheeks in the dim candlelight before he placed his hand back on her hip, using it to help her keep their rhythm. Her body was steadily pushing him closer to the edge, and soon he was groaning in-between their kisses, his chest rising and falling heavier against her own. He wanted so badly to pick up their rhythm just slightly, but he was constantly reminding himself to keep it gentle, keep it smooth and flowing. His patience was soon rewarded as he heard her moaning with him, it came as almost a relief to him to know that she was experiencing pleasure from this as well. 

As both of their breathing intensified more and more with every thrust, she turned her head to rest her cheek against his. She could feel sweat forming on her forehead, and she gripped his hair slightly tighter in her hand. She could feel his body building to it’s climax by that point, and she wrapped her legs a bit more tightly around his. The action caused only more pressure between their hips, more friction between them, and inevitably, more pleasure. His body gave a shiver against hers as he was pushed over that magnificent edge, and his moan of gratitude rang out right beside her ear. 

Gasping for air now, Draco squeezed his eyes shut as he dropped his head forwards to rest his forehead against her shoulder. After a few more thrusts, he began to slow down their rhythm, until his hips were barely brushing against hers. He had never felt so at one with another, he barely knew where she ended and he began, and it was reluctantly that he pulled out of her; after lying together for what felt like hours, while in reality it was only a few minutes. Hesitantly, he shifted off of her, reaching down to pull the sheets over them both before he opened his arms for her. 

Opening her eyes slowly, Hermione smiled as she turned over so that her back was pressed into his chest. Though she was a bit sore, as though she had been stretching muscles that she never used, her body was still humming with pleasure. As he slid his arms around her waist and pulled her closer to himself, pressing kisses into the back of her shoulder, she moved one of her hands to take his, stroking the back of his hand with her thumb. She almost wanted to say something, but no words seemed to be good enough. No words could describe how she felt at that very moment in time. 

She didn’t know how long she had been lying there, helpless in his arms, but as she began to drift off to sleep, she could feel him lift one of his hands to gently caress her cheek with the back of his fingers, his chest rising and falling steadily against her back now. Her last thoughts before she fell asleep, were about how soft he had touched her skin... As if he were touching the wings of a butterfly. 

And that night, she fell asleep with a smile on her face, one of her hands holding his, their fingers interlaced. 

No words had been required. 

No words had been necessary. 

The way that their breathing had fallen in perfect sync with each other said enough. 

The silence was only broken long after Hermione had drifted off to sleep, and Draco had leaned in to whisper into her ear. "You’ve broken down every wall I put up..." He murmured softly into her ear, brushing his fingers gently across her collarbone. "And yet I feel so safe..." With that, he placed one last kiss on her cheek before he settled down, holding her body close to his own as he too fell asleep, his heart beating in a steady rhythm with her own.

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

Draco awoke the next morning to someone playing with his hair, and slowly, he opened his eyes. His eyelids were still heavy, and they attempted to shut on him once more, he forced them to remain open however. He blinked a few times as his eyes adjusted, and as the room slowly came into focus, Hermione’s face was the first thing he saw.

"Good morning." She greeted him with a smile, gently tucking his blonde hair back behind his ear.

"G’morning." Came Draco’s mumbled reply.

Chuckling quietly, Hermione shifted slightly closer. She had turned over so that her chest now rested against his, and she slid an arm over his bare waist as she leaned in to rest her forehead lightly against his. 

Mimicking her motions, Draco slipped an arm around her waist, pulling her body closer to his own. It was only then that he noticed she had put on her knickers and his shirt, and he perked an eyebrow at this observation. "Why did you put clothes on?"

Raising an eyebrow, Hermione glanced down at herself before looking back to him. "Oh, I was a bit cold. My common room’s a lot warmer than yours...Why? Did you not want me wearing your shirt?" Suddenly, she looked slightly apprehensive, and she moved as though she were about to slip it off.

Draco moved a hand up to take her wrist. "No, no I don’t mind at all." He told her quite truthfully. Really he found it rather endearing. "I just prefer you wearing only a locket." He said with a small smirk.

Laughing, Hermione gave his arm a light slap. When her laughter had subsided, she let out a little sigh. "Hey...Could I ask you something?" 

"You just did." He replied before cutting himself off with a yawn.

Hermione blinked once in confusion before she gave his arm another little smack. "Draco!"

"Hermione!"

Smirking, she shook her head a bit, and then lifted a hand to rest it on one of his pillows. "Tell me...Why is it that your pillows are so much softer than mine?"

"Oh." Draco replied, turning his head slightly to look up at his pillows. "Oh, well, my Mum sent them to me early this October, kind of an early birthday present." 

Hermione chuckled softly. "Aww diddums...Were the pillows in Slytherin too hard for Draco’s ickle head?" Draco’s only reply to her teasing was a very sarcastic laugh, and Hermione laughed at the _expression on his face as she cuddled up closer to him. "I’m only joking, I think it’s sweet really." She paused for a moment before continuing. "You two really get along...Don’t you?"

Slowly nodding, Draco looked in thought for a moment. "Yea...We do." He paused here, looking almost as though he was debating whether to continue or not. "At some points of my life, I really think that she was all that kept me going...I mean, sometimes I felt like I could just curl up and die, and...and sometimes I wanted to...but then I’d think of her, and it made me want to go on...It gave me the strength to."

Hermione frowned deeply as she watched him. She could see the sadness flood his eyes as he spoke, leaving them dull, almost lifeless. Although she felt that she already knew what, or who, made him so sad, she still felt compelled to ask. The next time that she spoke, her voice was very soft. "And...What is it that made you so sad...?"

He frowned, turning away from her slightly so that he lied on his back, staring up at the canopy of his bed. He opened his mouth as if to speak, then shut it moments later, as though he’d suddenly thought better of what he had been about to say. 

After giving him a moment, it was Hermione who finally broke the silence. "Your Father...?" She filled in tentatively.

He just nodded, pushing himself up so that he was sitting with the bedsheets pooled around his waist. "So, what did you want to do today?" He asked, lifting a hand to attempt neatening his bed tousled hair. 

Hermione frowned slightly at his back, but decided that it was best not to push it. She could tell that he obviously wasn’t in the mood to talk about his Father, and the last thing she wanted to do was anger him by trying to force the conversation on him. Pushing herself up into a sitting position, she bent her head to press a few kisses into the back of his shoulder. "I don’t mind, just as long as it’s with you." She mumbled, her lips still pressed lightly to his skin.

Draco smiled faintly, turning his head a bit to look back at her.

Hermione moved her eyes up to look at him, then, crossed them on a whim, blowing a raspberry against his shoulder.

Laughing, he leaned forwards. "What in Merlin’s name was that for?"

She laughed also, lying back slightly against his bed. "To be honest...I don’t really know."

"Ah." Was his only reply before he turned and lifted his shirt, bending his head to blow a raspberry just above her bellybutton.

Hermione burst out laughing, kicking her legs a bit as she moved her hands down to try and push his head away.

"Hermione!" He protested as he sat back up, his hair sticking out every which way. Though she found the look simply adorable, he apparently did not, and he lifted his hands to try and fix it.

"Aww, who are you trying to look pretty for?" She asked with a chuckle, reaching up to take hold of his wrists. "No-no, leave it! I think it’s...sexy when it’s all wild like that."

"Oh you do, do you?" He asked with a smirk. As she nodded, he reached down and messed her hair.

"Dracooo!" She shrieked, trying to slap his hands away before she sat up, her hair a mass of now-frizzy curls encircling her head. "Like it isn’t messy enough without your help!"

He was already laughing, and he raised a hand to play with one of the wild curls. "Now this, this is sexy." He teased with a broad smirk.

"Oh shut up." She retorted, smacking his hand away.

"Why don’t you make me?" He replied with raised eyebrows.

*Thump* 

Hermione had reached back to pick up one of his pillows, which she used to smack him in the face. 

He dropped his jaw at her, then pursed his lips and shook his head as he reached for his own weapon of choice. "Oh that’s it, you’ve asked for it."

She was laughing too hard by that point to put up much of a fight, and within five minutes, both were lying on his bed, trying desperately to catch their breath. The war of the soft pillows had come to an end.

Draco was the first to speak this time, and he looked over at her with a half smile. "I think I need a shower..."

Turning her head to look at him, Hermione slowly smiled. "Sure...Though...I do have a better idea..."

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

"You can’t both be in here." Said the mermaid in the portrait that was hung on a wall in the Prefect’s bathroom.

"Sure we can." Draco replied simply, watching Hermione out of the corner of his eye as she began filling the large, deep pool with hot water. "We’re both Prefects...and the last time I checked, this was the Prefect’s bathroom."

The mermaid huffily tossed her hair over her shoulder. "Well yes, this is the Prefect’s bathroom, and you both are Prefect’s, but-"

"Well there you go then." Draco cut in. Turning around, he began making his way over to the portrait.

The mermaid narrowed her eyes at him. "I wasn’t finished. My point still stands that whether you are Prefect’s or not doesn’t matter, you can’t both be in here at the same time!"

Draco just rolled his eyes, grabbing either side of the frame as he turned her around so that she faced the wall instead of the rest of the room. "Now don’t get yourself caught in a fishing net or anything." He called through the back of the frame before he turned back to Hermione.

She was already in the water by that point, her clothes folded neatly in a pile by the side of the pool. Bubbles rested just below her collarbone, and she smiled up at him. "Come in!"

"Oh come on!" He said with a laugh, tugging the fitting black sweater he was wearing up over his head, tossing it aside before he moved his hands to un-do his trousers. "That isn’t fair."

"What isn’t fair?" Hermione asked, resting her arms on the side of the pool as she tilted her head up to get a better look at him. 

He pushed the trousers down over his hips, kicking them aside as he stepped out of them. "I never got to watch you un-dress."

She gave a snort. "Don’t worry, you didn’t miss much. Now come in!"

He just made a face at her as he stepped out of his knickers and finally lowered himself down into the water beside her.

She smiled at him, gathering some bubbles into her hands. "Have you ever been in here before?" She asked.

He shook his head, leaning back against the side of the pool. "Nope, never really bothered."

She dropped the bubbles on top of his head, then began to gently massage them into his hair before he could protest.

He could feel the bubbles popping against his scalp, and he smiled at the surprisingly pleasant sensation. Letting out a deep breath, he allowed his eyes to fall shut. "That feels nice..." He mumbled, almost to himself as he sub-consciously leaned into her touch.

Hermione smiled to herself, and gave his scalp a bit of a massage with the tips of her fingers as she worked the bubbles through his hair. When she was finished, she helped him lean back to rinse the remaining bubbles out of his hair. When they were gone, she moved around behind him and slid her hands up his spine, kissing the back of his neck softly as she began to wash his back.

She could feel his muscles tensing and relaxing beneath her palms, and she gathered some more bubbles into her hands before she began to massage his shoulders. For someone his age, he was extremely tense, and she began using her thumbs to work out the many knots and kinks gathered in and around his shoulders. Slowly, she started to work her way back down, her hands only finding more knots, more tense muscles. She frowned slightly, lifting her head a bit as she rested her hands on his hips. "You’re so tense..."

Draco, who had had his eyes shut, slowly opened them as he rolled his shoulders. "Am I?"

"Mhm." Hermione replied, sliding her hands around to gently massage the small of his back with her thumbs.

"Well..." He began, arching his back a bit as he allowed his eyes to fall shut once more. "Whatever you’re doing feels like heaven..."

Hermione smiled faintly at that, massaging her way back up his spine. He certainly felt more relaxed by that point, and she leaned in once more to scatter a few soft kisses along the back of his neck again.

Draco gave a small shiver before turning to face her. Gathering her into his arms, he could feel the bubbles pressed up between their bodies as he bent his head to kiss the corner of her lips.

The second that their lips had met, the intoxicating aroma of the bathroom seemed to double, becoming almost over-whelming, and Hermione wrapped her arms tightly around his neck, leaning into him for support. She smiled against his lips as he pulled her body close to his, so close that even their stomachs brushed against each other as he deepened the kiss slightly. The sensation sent pleasant chills running down her spine, and she too deepened their kiss.

He allowed his tongue to play lightly with hers as he backed her up into one of the walls of the pool. Parting his lips from hers as her hands found their way into his hair, he allowed his lips to trail down the side of her neck. He could almost taste the perfume of the bubbles on her skin, and it wasn’t long before his tongue grazed across her throat, teeth nipping lightly at the sensitive skin.

"Draco..." She moaned, tilting her head back slightly. "Draco Draco Draco..." She murmured, simply enjoying the way his name sounded as it rolled off of her tongue. Her incoherent mumbling only seemed to encourage him, and she gave a surprised start as she felt his hand on her thigh. Gripping his hair a bit tighter, she turned her head to tease the top of his ear with the tip of her tongue. 

Lifting his head, he flickered his tongue against her bottom lip as he began to tease her lightly with his fingertips. She began to murmur his name again, and he smiled as he kissed her, completely losing himself in her blissful presence.

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

Hermione would never fully understand how it happened, but good things always seemed to go by so quickly. To her, it felt as though they had only just begun, and yet it was almost over. She had started out by resting her elbows back on the side of the pool as he’d held her up, but soon her arms had began to ache, and she had been forced to wrap them around his neck. He hadn’t seemed to mind, and he had kissed and nuzzled her neck between the little moans he was emitting. With his help, she had been rocking her hips against his in the steady rhythm that was love making, but now their rhythm was slowing down, his moans becoming something close to whimpers as he pressed absent kisses against her throat. Her own breathing was so heavy that she felt her heart might escape her chest, and fly away, and it was perhaps this that inspired her to say the next thought that came to her mind. "You know..." She began between heavy breaths, brushing his hair back from his forehead as he lifted his head to scatter kisses over her face. "I feel almost...Like a bird...Who’s just learned to fly..." 

Draco smiled, rubbing his nose against hers lightly. "Well...I feel like a bird who needed a pair of wings before he could fly..." Tilting his head to kiss her, he gently set her down as she un-wrapped her legs from around his waist. "And you’ve given me my wings..." 

Hermione smiled, resting her head against his shoulder. "Just promise me you won’t fly away."

Draco rested his head against hers, so that his cheek was pressed lightly against her hair. "You know...I certainly hope that the mermaid didn’t go visiting any other portraits."

Snorting, Hermione lifted her head to look at him. "I doubt it...She would need water to swim in. There aren’t many portraits in this school with water in them...Except for the sea monster one on the third floor, but...I don’t think she’d be too eager to drop by for a visit there." 

"Good point." Draco agreed, moving to hoist himself up out of the water. Grabbing himself a towel, he wrapped it around his waist before he opened one up for her, wrapping it around her body as she stepped into it. "You know..." He began as he started to dry her off. "I’m thinking I’d like to visit here more often...You know, exercise my privileges."

Hermione laughed, watching his hands. "Your privileges as a boyfriend...or a Prefect?"

Draco just chuckled rather cheekily as he continued to dry her off.

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

"That still sounds a bit dodgy to me..." Draco said un-certainly, shaking his head a bit as him and Hermione headed back down the staircases towards the Slytherin dorms.

"Draco!" Hermione sighed in frustration, trying to comb her hands through her still-wet hair from their...bath just moments before. "It is a television, the people in it are actors. A tele is not a box with little people in it."

"But still!" He persisted, widening his eyes as he turned a corner. "Doesn’t it ever feel like they’re watching you?"

Rolling her eyes, Hermione gave up on both him, and her hair, shoving it up into a messy bun. "Tell you what. I promise one day I’ll show you something on a tele, and you’ll see how...non...frightening it is."

Draco let out a derisive snort. "Never said I was scared of it, just said it sounded dodgy is all."

"Yea yea..." Hermione smirked as she fell into step beside him, shaking her head slightly as she followed him back to the entrance of his common room.

"Pur-Sang." Draco said clearly, the French in his blood coming through in his voice as he spoke the password. The entrance slid open with a rumble, and Draco was the first to head in.

Hermione stepped in after him, looking up at the high arched and vaulted ceiling that she hadn’t taken the time to notice the night before. "How were you able to find the entrance to your common room in your first year?" She asked, taking in the different engravings of the serpents and other designs etched in the stone ceiling. It reminded her almost of an old cathedral...An odd one yes, but interesting nonetheless. "I mean, I have a big fat lady in a ruffled dress in front of my common room, and I still managed to get lost." She informed him with a laugh. The only response she received was silence however, and she frowned slightly as she looked over at him. "Draco?"

He didn’t seem to have heard a word that she had said since they’d first entered the common room, and the first impression that Hermione got from looking at him was a deer caught in headlights. She didn’t even have to follow his slightly wide-eyed gaze to know what had seemingly paralysed him with fear.

Sure enough, her worst fears were confirmed just seconds later, as a voice that was as smooth as silk, yet as cold as ice filled the common room.

"And where, may I ask...Have you been...?" Lucius began, slowly getting to his feet. He had been sitting on one of the couches with Narcissa, who was staring down at her hands with slightly pursed lips.

"Oh..." Draco managed to choke out, and Hermione could almost feel him begin to tremble as his Father made his way over to them.

Even the sound of the heels of Lucius’ highly polished boots clicking against the floor was somehow intimidating, and even Hermione found herself lowering her eyes to the floor as he came to a stop in front of the both of them. She took the opportunity to give the man a once-over, and immediately, she knew why he was respected.

Tall black boots rose half-way up his calf, with expensive looking silver serpent clasps complete with shimmering emerald eyes attached to the sides of the boots, and there was not so much as a spec of mud to be seen. It was almost as though even Mother Nature herself dared not to tarnish the footwear of Lucius Malfoy. His trousers were an ebony black, and tailored perfectly, as were his long robes, which, like the boots, had a pair of matching silver snake clasps fastened over each breast pocket. His silvery blonde hair was neatly brushed back, and gathered in a black ribbon at the nape of his neck. He wore a pair of expensive looking leather gloves, which Hermione guessed were new, for they creaked in protest as he tightened his grip on the staff he held in his left hand. The man was the epitome of wealth, he simply wreaked arrogance, and the mere aura of his presence demanded the utmost respect.

"Well-" He snapped suddenly, causing Hermione to jump. Both Draco and Narcissa seemed used to this, and they just lowered their already bowed heads more.

"I’m waiting..." He continued, his eyes cold, as he looked his son over. 

Draco took in a deep breath to compose himself before he spoke. "Well..." He began slowly, avoiding his Father’s eyes. "I just...We...I’ve been having...Having some...Trouble with Transfiguration, and-"

"You’ve never had trouble with Transfiguration before." Lucius cut in, beginning to look annoyed. "Your grades were always high in that class. What are you on about, ‘having problems.’?"

Draco frowned, now looking highly un-comfortable as well as nervous as he shifted from foot to foot. "It...The class has become more difficult, and-"

"Well then you try harder." Lucius snapped angrily.

It was Hermione’s turn to frown now, this time in confusion. Hadn’t Lucius received a letter from Professor McGonagall informing him of his son’s problems...? Hesitantly, she spoke up. "I’m just helping your son study for tests and such." She said, trying to sound as professional as possible. "It is helping...Isn’t it Draco?" She asked, looking over at him. "More so than your tutor this summer did anyways."

Draco didn’t reply, he just stared down into the floor with an almost pained _expression on his face.

Lucius had been staring down his nose at Hermione with such a strong look of detestation that if looks could kill, she would have long been six feet under. As she mentioned the tutor however, a rather puzzled, yet highly irritated _expression crossed his face as he looked back to Draco. "Tutor? What tutor?"

Again, Draco did not offer a reply; he simply continued to stare down at his feet.

Lucius had just been opening his mouth to say something when a sudden thought seemed to strike him, and he narrowed his eyes as he looked back to Hermione. "Where do I know you from?" He demanded, rather than asked.

Hermione’s frown was even deeper now, and she too narrowed her eyes slightly as she looked up at him. "I believe that we met in a bookshop once-"

Lucius cut her off with a contemptuous snort, his lip curling slightly. "Ah yes..." Moving his cold eyes back to his son, he arched an eyebrow. "Associating yourself with mudbloods now Draco?" When he again was only answered with reticence, he raised his voice slightly. "Well? What are you doing prancing around with a mudblood?" ...Silence... "Answer me when I ask you a question boy!" He bellowed, and the softness of the voice that followed took Hermione by surprise.

"He’s told you Lucius." Narcissa spoke up, her eyes not leaving her hands. "She was assisting with his studies."

Lucius’ eyes flashed as he wheeled around to look at his wife. "Am I speaking to you?"

Shaking her head, Narcissa’s response was so quiet that it was barely audible.

"Pardon?" Lucius barked.

"I said no." Narcissa repeated, lifting a hand to tuck some hair back behind her ear.

"Then keep your damn mouth shut." Lucius said icily, clenching his jaw as he turned back to Draco and Hermione.

Draco slightly resembled a statue carved into stone. His still slightly damp hair had fallen down over his forehead, and his lips seemed to be etched into a permanent frown.

Hermione on the other hand looked simply appalled. If her husband ever dared to speak to her like Lucius had just spoken to Narcissa, he’d be on the curb on his sorry ass before you could say ‘divorce’. The relationship between Lucius and Narcissa seemed different to her somehow though, almost something old-fashioned. 

As Lucius went off at Draco about the issue of Transfiguration, Hermione slowly looked over to Narcissa. She was a perfect image of wealth and high class. She was a lady, with her straight back and her hands folded neatly in her lap. Her skin was fair, like Draco’s, and although she was beautiful, she seemed cold...Oh so cold. Hermione could almost see the phrase ‘speak not unless you are spoken to’ etched across her pouting lips, sealing them shut. Shut so that all of her thoughts and opinions remained un-heard.

Hermione thought briefly back to the Quidditch World cup, where she had first seen the woman. Narcissa had had her nose so high in the air that day that Hermione had doubted she ever took the time to take a look around at the rest of the world, but now, as she watched her, it became clear to her just how very wrong she had been. Everytime that Lucius’ voice rose, Narcissa would visibly cringe, wringing her hands together.

"And you-" Lucius growled, snapping Hermione back into reality. "Who do you think you are? Why don’t you stick to your own house and mind your own bloody business?"

Hermione’s eyes narrowed again. "Because, I am not so foolishly closed-minded to restrict myself to the people of my own house alone." This seemed to stun Lucius, and for the time being, he was too taken-aback to retort. So Hermione took this chance to continue, despite the pleading look Draco was giving her from the corner of his eyes. "Every house at Hogwarts has something interesting and unique to offer, and I fully intend-"

If Lucius had been stunned before, it had worn off by that point in time, and when he cut her off, the tone of his voice was the equivalent of a bucket of ice water being dumped over one’s head. "Oh yes, like the Gryffindors for example." He said with a sneer. "Constantly mistaking stupidity for bravery, and here’s a bit of advice, from me to you-" Before Hermione could take a step back, he lifted his staff and used the head of the serpent to tilt her chin up, forcing her to look at him. "Don’t you ever, ever talk back to me. Do you understand?"

Clenching her jaw, Hermione turned her head away from him.

Lucius turned from her, waving a gloved hand dismissively. "You listen to me, and you listen well, because I will not be repeating myself." He hissed, positively glaring at his son. 

Draco pressed his lips together, breathing heavily through his nose as he shut his eyes, his head still bowed.

"Look at me when I’m speaking to you." Lucius barked. Draco apparently didn’t move quickly enough for his Father’s liking, and Lucius reached up his free hand to grab his son’s jaw, forcing his head up roughly.

Draco let out a little cry as he bit down painfully on his lip, but Lucius simply ignored the small trail of blood that trickled slowly down over his son’s chin. 

"You remember who you are, where you came from-" Lucius began in a low, but deadly voice. "I don’t give a damn what she is helping you with, I don’t give a damn what your excuse is, I never, ever want to see you associating with this kind of garbage again, do you understand me Draco?" When Draco didn’t nod, Lucius tightened his grip on his jaw, which caused Draco’s eyes to snap shut in pain. "You will not disgrace the name that I gave you." Lucius continued. "You will not take for granted the blood that runs through your veins." He forced Draco’s head to turn then so that it faced Hermione. "You see this?" He hissed, tilting Draco’s chin up. "That there is pure blood, the blue blood of this world." He paid no attention to Draco as he lifted a pleading hand to hold his Father’s wrist. "In my eyes, you don’t even seem worthy enough to look upon it."

Hermione cringed, but gave the man the dirtiest look that she could muster before she snuck a look at Narcissa. 

Breathing heavily, Narcissa’s chest heaved as she attempted to compress all of the emotions she was obviously experiencing from being forced to sit as a helpless spectator to all of this.

Finally releasing Draco’s jaw, Lucius walked back over to the couch, ignoring his wife as he picked up a long, thin package that had been resting against one of the couch’s arms.

Biting down on her lip, Hermione hesitantly took a look at Draco. Even from where she was standing she could see him visibly shaking, almost as though he had been standing out in the snow for too long without enough clothing to protect him from winter’s icy chill. His eyes were downcast, and he had just lifted a hand to brush away some of the blood on his chin when the package that Lucius had retrieved was thrusted into his hands.

Frowning, Draco turned the package over in his hands a few times before he looked up at his Father. "What is this?"

"What do you think it is?" Lucius snapped, giving Draco a look that suggested he thought that his son was becoming rather daft. 

Blinking, Draco quickly looked back down. "A...A broom." He finally managed to stammer.

"Very good." Lucius sneered. "And it isn’t just any broom. Infact, it isn’t even on the market yet." He informed his son, trying not to appear too smug. As his cold gaze drifted to Hermione once again, his eyes narrowed marginally, and when he spoke again, it was through his teeth. "Perhaps it will assist you in becoming team captain next year, and you’ll do your name a bit of justice. Perhaps even make up for associating yourself with this riffraff."

Hermione clenched her fists so tightly that she could feel her fingernails digging into the palms of her hands. 

Lucius’ lip curled as he gave her a once over. "I would rather my son fail each, and every test in that class than have him be tutored by the likes of you. Pathetic excuse of a witch." He said with a scoff. His voice only seemed to grow colder as he spoke, to the point that the tiny hairs on the back of Hermione’s neck stood on end. "Burying your nose in books in a desperate attempt to assure yourself that you do fit in. Convincing yourself more and more with each page turned that you truly do understand magic, but deep, deep down, you know just as well as I do that you don’t belong. You know that you’re different."

As desperately as Hermione tried to keep them down, she could feel the hot burning of tears swelling up in her eyes, and she quickly looked down in an attempt to hide them from Lucius’ piercing gaze.

She wasn’t quick enough however, and her tears only seemed to encourage Lucius more. His face broke into a wicked grin briefly before he paused and arched an eyebrow, looking down at her as though she were nothing but a piece of trash on the floor. "Why are you still here?"

Hermione could only shake her head, her voice not able to surpass the lump that had risen painfully in her throat. Her vision was badly blurred with tears, and she quickly turned to go.

Chuckling cruelly, Lucius turned back to Draco, changing the subject as though they had just been having a conversation the weather. "Now, when the try-outs do come around-"

"-They won’t." Draco cut in for the first time, his voice just barely loud enough to be heard.

Blinking once, and looking a bit taken aback, Lucius’ lips curved down into a frown of confusion. "What? What do you mean?"

Forcing himself to meet his Father’s cold eyes, Draco let out a shaky breath. "I’m not going to be team captain, ever. No matter what kind of broom you buy me. A captain has already been named, and it isn’t me."

Hermione paused by the door, glancing back over her shoulder before she stepped quietly into the shadows. A frown passed over her lips as well, and she lifted a hand to wipe a stray tear from her cheek.

"What?" Lucius hissed. His eyes flashing angrily as he stared down at his son.

The tone of his Father’s voice caused fear to seize Draco’s stomach like a bad cramp, and he was forced to break eye contact. He could no longer bare meeting his Father’s icy gaze. "I’m sorry." He murmured softly, though he already knew that the apology was useless.

"You’re sorry. You’re sorry..." Lucius repeated with disdain. "You will be sorry if you put so much as another toe out of line Draco. You will be sorry if you continue to disappoint me, and mark my word, I mean that." With that, he grabbed the broom violently from Draco’s hands, then, turned on his heel before he tossed it carelessly into the fire burning in the hearth.

Clenching his jaw just slightly, Draco squeezed his eyes shut as he bowed his head again. He was still trembling at that point, and he took in a few deep breaths through his nose, willing his pounding heart to return to it’s normal pace.

"Come Narcissa, we’re leaving." Lucius ordered, reaching into his pocket to retrieve the vile of floo-powder he’d brought along with him.

Draco’s eyes were still closed, but he felt the heat of the flames on his face, heard them rise upwards before the ‘whooshing’ sound of his Father vanishing met his ears.

Hermione stood in silence for a moment, only closing her mouth after she’d realised she’d had her jaw dropped. Taking in a deep breath, she hesitantly stepped out of the shadows, and had just taken a step towards Draco when she froze.

She had almost completely forgotten that Narcissa was still there, and at the same time that she had stepped out of her hiding place, Narcissa had rose gracefully from her seat. Although she was very petite, she was intimidating in her own sense, and Hermione looked down at her feet, taking a small step back.

Slowly, Narcissa made her way over to her son. Without saying a word, she retrieved a handkerchief from her purse. Lifting a hand, she gently took hold of Draco’s jaw as she began to clean the blood from his chin and bottom lip.

Shutting his eyes lightly, Draco remained still as he allowed his Mother to clean him up.

Hermione’s eyes flickered up from the ground to watch them. Though she was standing behind him, Hermione could already see Draco beginning to relax. Narcissa was frowning as she worked, gently wiping all of the blood from his chin. Her eyes flooded with concern as she looked over her son’s face.

When she had finished, Narcissa took a step back, slipping the handkerchief back into her pocket as she turned on her heel and headed over to the fireplace. Tossing in some floo-powder, she watched the flames rise before she paused, turning to look back at Draco and Hermione.

The way that Narcissa had silently cleaned up her son had stuck Hermione as a kind of routine, and she could guess that scenes like the one she’d just witnessed were not a rare occurrence at the Malfoy manor. Her thoughts came to a screeching halt however as Narcissa spoke up.

"I like your necklace." She said simply, glancing at Hermione before she turned back around. Stepping into the fire, she was gone in the blink of an eye, leaving both Draco and Hermione in a stunned silence.

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

It seemed as though neither Draco nor Hermione spoke, moved, or even blinked for an eternity after Narcissa was gone. It was Draco who first broke the silence.

Letting out the breath he hadn’t even been aware he’d been holding, he reluctantly turned to face Hermione. "I...I thought you’d left." He said in a quiet voice, his eyes flickering between hers and the floor, almost as though he couldn’t bring himself to hold eye contact.

Hermione’s jaw clenched slightly, and she took a small step back. Her earlier feelings of sympathy were momentarily forgotten as suspicion took over. "Yea..." She began, her eyes narrowing marginally. "And I thought that you needed help in Transfiguration."

Sighing, Draco closed his eyes briefly as he slid his hands through his hair. "I know...I know..." He muttered, cursing quietly under his breath. He figured that there was really no use in lying to her now. Though Hermione was a bit gullible, with a strong desire to see the good in all people, she certainly wasn’t stupid. He was just about to continue when she cut in, her voice angry, though slightly hurt.

"So you lied to me then?" She asked, her eyes narrowing further. As Draco looked up, opening his mouth as though he were about to reply, she held up a hand to cut him off. "No...No..." She said, shaking her head. "Don’t even try to make excuses Draco, I don’t want to hear it. Do you have any idea what you’ve been putting me through? I’ve had to lie to Harry, to Ron, to Ginny, to everyone, all of my friends, and for what? I thought I was helping you...I thought that you truly needed my help. For over a month now I’ve been wasting my time-"

It was Draco’s turn to cut in now, and he also sounded rather hurt as he looked up at her. "Wasting your time?...You feel that this has all been a waste of time...?"

Opening and closing her mouth a few times, Hermione let out a snort of disbelief. "I mean the tutoring. The times we spent in the tower going over things you already knew-"

"So you think the time we spent together in the tower was a waste of time?" Draco cut in again, folding his arms across his chest. "Because if-"

"Don’t put words into my mouth." Hermione snapped angrily, the frustration, hurt, and anger in her voice shining through.

"I haven’t put any words into your mouth." Draco snapped back. "I ju-"

"Then don’t twist my words!" Hermione nearly shouted, throwing her arms into the air. "Don’t you dare try and make me sound like the bad guy in this situation Draco. You know exactly what I mean. Spending time with you was lovely, it was brilliant, but the fact that I spent hours teaching you things you already knew was a waste of my time. I hate lying to my friends, and now...Now I know that it wasn’t even worth it. I should have known...I should have listened to Harry..." Her voice grew soft, and she bowed her head to stare down at her feet.

"Harry? Harry knows?" Draco asked, looking a bit angry. "I thought we agreed not to tell anyone-"

"I didn’t tell him anything! He isn’t stupid Draco, he found out on his own-"

"Oh so my mates are stupid then?" Draco cut in, raising his eyebrows. As Hermione stared at him with an unadorned expression on her face, he paused and then sighed. "Alright, so Crabbe and Goyle aren’t the sharpest knives in the drawer, but how did Harry find out?"

"He came looking for me in the library." Hermione said simply, folding her arms across her chest. "When I wasn’t there, he got suspicious, and...he caught me in a lie. I had to tell him Draco."

Rolling his eyes, Draco let out a heavy sigh. "How much does he know?"

Hermione shrugged a shoulder. "Nearly everything..."

"He knows we ha-" Looking down, Draco widened his eyes a bit. "Did...It...?"

"Had sex?" Hermione said through her teeth. "You know, if you’re not mature enough to say the word, you shouldn’t be doing it-"

"It isn’t that." Draco snapped. "I just don’t like the idea of Potter knowing the details of my sex-life."

"He doesn’t." Hermione replied, still speaking through her teeth. "He does know that we’ve been...dating however." 

"Well what if he tells Ron? What if he tells Ginny? What if they spread it around and the entire school finds out? Huh? What then? Do you have any idea how quickly that would get back to my Father? Do you have any idea what he’d do if he found out we’d been seeing each other? You saw how angry he got when he found out you’d tutored me! You can’t even begin to fathom how pissed off-"

"Harry isn’t go to tell anyone!" Hermione had to shout to be heard over Draco’s ranting. "He isn’t like that, and besides..." Glancing down, she lifted a hand to play with the locket. "Your Mother knows about this now..."

"So." Draco narrowed his eyes, giving Hermione a look that suggested he thought she was rather simple. "She won’t tell him."

"She won’t?" Hermione looked up hopefully, and then narrowed her eyes as she caught the look he was giving her. "Well how the hell am I supposed to know?"

Sighing loudly, Draco shook his head as he looked over at the fireplace. "Look...I’m sorry I said I needed help when I didn’t. I’m sorry you feel I’m a waste of your time, but I just don’t like the idea of Potter knowing what we have-"

"Had." Hermione cut in, reaching back to take her necklace off. "I hate liars Draco. I hate when people lie to me...I hate when I trust somebody and they betray that trust."

Widening his eyes, Draco’s head snapped up to look at her. "What? No! No no no, please don’t..."

Taking the necklace off, she rested it on the side table, turning to go. "You should have just told me the truth in the first place."

Draco didn’t think he’d ever been so desperate at the thought of losing someone, and he felt as though she held his heart in her hand as she began walking towards the door. "Hermione think about it-" He scrambled after her, moving in front of her to block her way. "I just wanted to get to know you better...And.…And it would have looked too weird if I’d just walked up and started speaking to you. I had to think of a way to get you and I alone...Alone so I could talk to you, find out more about you..."

"Oh save it!" Hermione shook her head, bowing her head so that he wouldn’t be able to see the tears that had formed in her eyes. "You’ve been nothing but miserable to me since first year, and all of a sudden I’m expected to believe that you want to get to know me? Do you think I’m an idiot Draco? Because I’m not." Shaking her head again, she tried pushing past him.

He held her back, shaking his head. "No…No please Hermione, please don’t go..."

He was much stronger than she was, and it was with a frustrated sob that she gave up on trying to get past him. "Do you have any idea how much you hurt me?" She asked, the anger in her voice now replaced by sadness. Her voice shook slightly as she continued. "I trusted you, with everything, I trusted you with my body, with my heart, with so, so much, and you’ve just thrown that all away. You can apologise as much as you want Draco, but I suggest you save your breath. Just let me go." Lifting a hand to wipe a tear from her cheek, she went to push past him again.

He caught her in his arms as she attempted to push past him once more. He could feel her trembling with compressed emotions, and at that point in time she just felt so fragile, so small...and he wanted to do nothing more than comfort her. He wanted to take away all of the pain he’d caused, kiss each and every tear away until she could no longer find any to cry, he wanted to hold her in his arms until she stopped shaking, and it was then that he realised just how deeply he cared for her. Dropping down onto his knees in front of her, he held her hips as he rested his head against her lower stomach.

"Please... Please don’t leave..." He began, his voice soft as he shut his eyes lightly. "I never meant to hurt you, honestly I didn’t...I teased you because I liked you...I was just the little boy that pulled your pigtails in grade school, it was only a cover up to hide how I really felt..." After saying it, he realised just how true it was, and he paused for a moment before he took one of her hands, bringing it to his lips to kiss each of her knuckles softly. "I need you...Please don’t go Hermione...I am sorry, so sorry..."

Not able to hold it back anymore, Hermione’s shoulders began to shake as she looked down at him, tears streaming down her cheeks. "So you mean it...You really did want to get to know me?"

"Yes...Yes..." He breathed quietly against her palm. Though deep down he knew that he should, he simply couldn’t bring himself to tell her about the bet. What she didn’t know couldn’t hurt her, right? And he couldn’t bare to hurt her anymore than he already had. 

Shutting her eyes, Hermione pressed her lips together. Something was still missing...He wasn’t telling her everything...That much she knew, but she couldn’t figure out what. Maybe he really had just wanted to get to know her better, maybe he had always teased her because deep down he fancied her, but...but something was still missing. A piece from the puzzle remained un-solved, but for the time being, she felt that she could deal with the puzzle being incomplete. 

Slowly, Draco pushed himself back up to his feet. Reaching up to cup her face in his hands, he began to scatter soft kisses down the bridge of her nose, all the way to her lips. 

Hermione’s eyes flickered open briefly before she shut them again, lifting her hands to hold his wrists lightly as she returned the kiss. After a moment, she slid her hands slowly down his arms, parting her lips from his so that she could place a few soft kisses along his slightly bruised jawbone. 

Tilting his head slightly to the side, Draco winced slightly as her lips passed over an especially sore spot. She must have sensed this, because the kisses stopped, and she raised a hand to gently brush her fingertips along the bruise. Opening his eyes slowly, he moved them to look into hers. 

"Why do you put up with this...With him...?" Hermione asked quietly, her eyes not on his, but on her fingertips as they danced lightly over the mark his Father had left. 

"I have to..." Draco mumbled, allowing his eyes to fall shut once more. 

His reply had been so simple...so matter of fact that Hermione felt that it was almost impossible to argue with. Sighing, she moved her eyes to his. "Why don’t you go see Pomfrey?" 

He just shook his head, taking her wrist to gently remove her hand from his face. "I’ll be fine, I’ve had worse." Before she could ask anymore questions, he moved past her to retrieve the locket that she’d left on the table. 

Glancing over her shoulder to watch him, Hermione bit the corner of her lip. When he began making his way over to her again, she turned back around, reaching back to lift her hair out of the way.

Moving to stand behind her, Draco slipped the necklace around her neck, fastening it at the back. She lifted her hands to adjust the locket so that it rested just below her collarbone, and he slid his arms around her waist, pulling her body back against his as he bent his head to kiss his way up the side of her neck to her ear.

Laughing quietly, Hermione shut her eyes and tilted her head to the side. His lips grazed her ear so softly that it tickled, and she squirmed lightly against him as she rested her hands on top of his arms. "That tickles..." She admitted with a small smirk.

"You never did answer my question you know..." He said, moving his head so that his cheek rested against hers.

"Mm?" Hermione raised an eyebrow, moving her eyes over to look at him. "Which question?"

"What you wanted to do today..." He replied, running his hands over her stomach as he moved them down to rest lightly on her hips.

"Oh that..." Smirking, she tilted her head back so that it rested against his shoulder. "Hmm..." She pretended to look in thought, laughing softly as he turned his head to kiss her newly exposed throat. "I say we spend the rest of the day in your bed...just worshipping each other’s bodies..." She teased, putting on a false toplofty sort of voice as she lifted a hand to tuck his hair back behind his ear.

"Sounds good to me." He replied with a smirk, bending down to lift her into his arms, like a groom would do to a bride on their wedding night.

Letting out a little shriek of surprise, Hermione laughed as she put an arm around his neck. "I was only joking!" 

He was already making his way for the staircase, and he raised an eyebrow as he looked over at her. "Well I’ll just put you down then..." He said, then smirked again as he pretended he was letting her go.

Hermione’s eyes widened, and her arm tightened around his neck. "No!" Laughing, she shook her head no. "No no don’t do that."

"You mean this?" He pretended to be losing his grip once more.

Letting out another little yell, she reached up to smack his chest. "That isn’t funny!"

Chuckling, he continued on his way up the stairs with her in his arms. 

Smiling, she leaned up to place a kiss on his lips as he opened the door. Using her feet, she pushed it open, and had just deepened the kiss when her head was smacked off the doorframe. "OW!" She shouted against his lips, moving a hand to the back of her head.

"Sorry!" Draco cringed, then snorted as he started to laugh quietly. "I am really...really sorry..."

"Then why are you laughing?" She frowned at him, rubbing the back of her head lightly. 

"I don’t have much experience carrying women into my room...and you kind of distracted me, so technically this is all your fault." He pointed out, still chuckling quietly.

"My fault? My fault? You smack my head on a doorframe and it's my fault?" Dropping her jaw, she was just opening her mouth to say something else when she was silenced with a kiss. 

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

Hermoine turned to lie on her side, smiling softly as Draco kissed along the curve of her waist. It was a few hours later, and she didn’t think she’d ever been so physically exhausted in her entire life. As he lied down on his side behind her, she snuggled back against his chest, her smile broadening as he wrapped an arm around her waist and pressed a few kisses into the back of her shoulder. She turned her head slightly to look back at him, moving a hand to brush his hair back.

As she brushed his hair off of his forehead, Draco smiled slightly, shifting closer so that he could rub his nose against hers. "What a way to spend the afternoon..." He mused, speaking almost to himself. 

Turning over to face him, Hermione ran a hand lightly down over his cheek. "You have nice teeth..."

Blinking once, Draco stared at her blankly. "Sorry?"

"I said you have nice teeth." Hermione repeated with a laugh, resting her hand on his shoulder.

"Oh..." Still looking a bit perplexed, Draco nodded once. "Thank...you..."

Chuckling, she shifted one of her legs between his. "My parents are both dentists...I notice that sort of thing. Have you ever had braces?" 

"Have I ever had what...?" He asked, now looking very confused.

"Guess not." She said with a snort, before she came to the realisation that wizards probably didn’t use braces. "Oh...It’s a muggle thing. If someone has crooked teeth-"

"I thought I had nice teeth-"

"Let me finish."

"Fine."

Smirking, Hermione shook her head slightly before she continued. "If a person has crooked teeth, the dentist will put on these...metal things. They go over your teeth and gradually straighten them out."

Laughing, Draco raised his eyebrows. "Those people must look pretty bloody stupid. I’d rather have crooked teeth than a mouth full of metal."

Rolling her eyes, Hermione sighed. "No no no, they don’t completely cover your teeth. It’s just like...a little wire. With the technology offered today, braces are barely noticeable. Infact, some are completely invisible."

Still looking rather amused at the mental image of someone with a mouth completely full of metal, Draco shook his head. "Well no, I’ve never had those."

"Obviously not." Hermione smirked at him, then sighed. ""I think you might actually find the muggle world interesting...There’s so many things to see and learn about."

"I actually wouldn’t mind visiting the muggle world one day..." Draco admitted. "I just can’t let my Father hear me saying that..."

Hermione gave another roll of her eyes. "He could probably learn a lot too...If he’d just open his eyes a bit. No offence, but your Father’s an idiot."

"None taken." Draco smirked, then sighed. "I wish he would open his eyes as well...but I don’t think he ever will." 

"Why not?" Hermione asked softly, moving her eyes to watch his face.

Draco shrugged. "Because it’s just the way he’s been raised...His entire life he’s been brought up to believe that Muggles are lower class...filth, garbage...He won’t change, ever."

"You did..." Hermione pointed out, biting her lip a bit. "And you were brought up the same way."

Draco smiled softly, leaning in to kiss her forehead softly. "Yes, but there’s a difference between him and I."

Smiling, Hermione shifted a bit closer. "Hm? What’s that."

Draco rested his head on top of hers. "I had someone to open my eyes for me..." 

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

"My New Years resolution is to lose weight!" Ron’s voice boomed over the loud chatter of the group of people gathered in the Gryffindor common room.

"Lose weight? You should gain weight." Dean exclaimed in a slightly slurred voice as he raised his cup into the air.

"Yea." Seamus agreed, chuckling a bit drunkenly. "Sometimes during Quidditch matches, I can’t tell you and your broom apart!"

"Oh shut up!" Ron said, being forced to raise his voice slightly in order to be heard over the laughter that had broken out.

Harry shook his head slightly before he looked back to Hermione, who was chewing her lip, wringing her hands together nervously. "I should go tell McGonagall...I mean, if she comes in here and sees them all behaving like this..."

"She won’t." Harry cut in with a heavy sigh. "Hermione, it’s New Year’s Eve, she’s probably sat in the teacher’s lounge totally pissed herself."

Rolling her eyes, Hermione crossed her arms and watched the group of Gryffindors with slightly narrowed eyes and pursed lips.

Harry was just opening his mouth to say something, when Ginny stumbled over, giggling wildly as she threw her arms over his shoulders. "Let’s dance Harry." She said, slurring her words together.

"There isn’t any music on..." Harry said slowly with a smile and a nod as he took her wrists and gently removed her arms from around his neck. "I think you need to sit down..."

"Okay." Ginny nodded once, tapping herself in the temple. "I will go sit down Harry Potter."

"Okay." Harry released her wrists, watching as she swaggered over to a chair. She went to sit, but missed the seat by about a mile. She landed with a loud ‘thud’ and Harry cringed, holding up one finger to Hermione as if signaling ‘one moment’ before he moved to help Ginny up into her seat.

With Ginny was sat safely in her chair, talking to Lavender Brown, Harry made his way back over to Hermione, who remained stood back in a corner. "So." He began, trying to get her talking so that she would stop chewing her nails. "What’s your New Years resolution?"

Moving only her eyes to look at him, Hermione shrugged a shoulder.

"Haven’t thought of one yet huh?" Harry asked, putting his hands into his pockets as he took a nonchalant look around the common room. 

"No..." Hermione said slowly, watching him almost suspiciously.

"Oh." He said simply, and then turned suddenly to face her. "Well I have one for you."

Arching an eyebrow, Hermione continued to chew her thumbnail. "Oh?"

"Yea." Nodding, Harry glanced over at Ron. "You should tell him."

"Harry!" Hermione sighed loudly in aggravation, dropping her hands to her sides. "We’ve been over this a million times!"

"So tell him then!" Harry pleaded, rolling his eyes slightly as he looked back to her. "I hate being in the middle, I am sick, and tired of constantly being put in the middle!"

"I’m sorry, I really am, but I can’t! Not yet-" Hermione began, but Harry cut her off before she could finish.

"You’ve been saying that for months now!"

"I know, I know..." Sighing again, Hermione brushed her hair back. "I will tell him...Eventually..."

"Yea, alright." Not looking convinced in the least, Harry turned away from her with a slightly clenched jaw.

Biting the corner of her lip, Hermione glanced down at her wristwatch. "I have to go..." She said quietly, bowing her head as she reluctantly went to move past Harry.

"Yea, bye." Harry muttered without looking at her.

Shutting her eyes briefly, Hermione pressed her lips together as she grabbed her cloak, making her way towards the door. She knew that Harry was annoyed with her, frustrated even, but...He would get over it, he always did.

Slipping her cloak on as she made her way down the hall, Hermione pushed back the sleeve to check her wristwatch once more. Swearing softly under her breath, she hurried down the main staircase, it was nearly midnight, which meant she was running late. 

Pulling her cloak up so that she wouldn’t trip on it, she hurried outdoors. As promised, Draco was standing by the willow tree beside the lake, and her face broke into a grin as he turned to look at her.

Smiling as she began making her way over to him, Draco tilted his head to the side as he moved his arm to take a look at his own watch. "Ten...Nine...Eight..." He began with a small smirk, moving his eyes upwards to watch Hermione approach him.

Laughing, Hermione continued to walk towards him at a normal pace, but when he reached five, she broke into a run, determined to share a New Years kiss with him.

Draco could hear the minute hand of his watch ticking, and his smirk turned into a grin as she neared. "Two..."

Before he was able to get to ‘one’, Hermione wrapped her arms tightly around his neck, silencing him with a deep kiss.

The sound of numerous Fillibuster’s wet-start fireworks going off in the school with loud ‘bangs’ was enough to inform Hermione that their lips had met just in time. She was sharing her New Year’s kiss with Draco, and there was no one else in the world, not one other person in the entire world that she would rather be kissing at that very moment in time. 

When both were forced to come up for air, Hermione lifted her hands from his shoulders to cup his face. "Happy New Year." She said a bit breathlessly with a broad smile.

"Happy New Year." Draco replied, reaching up to gently brush his fingers through her hair. "It’s straight." He acknowledged. Moving his eyes to look into hers.

"It is." Hermione let out a little snort, brushing her own hands through her hair, which was a rare occurrence for her. "I only do it about once every year though, so don’t get used to it. It takes far too long, even with all of the charms and potions available, and I’m too lazy to go through the process every morning."

Draco chuckled quietly, tucking a few strands back behind her ear. "I hardly recognised you when you came out. I thought to myself, ‘now who is this beautiful girl walking over to me? Does she go to Hogwarts? How is it I’ve never noticed her before? I sincerely hope that my girlfriend doesn’t happen to come out and see me with her.’"

Hermione tried not to laugh as she shook her head at him. She was thankful that it was dark however, because she could feel her cheeks flushing red. "Oh be quiet." Smiling slightly, she leaned against him, resting her head against his chest. 

Resting his head on top of hers, he pressed a kiss into her hair. "You look lovely."

Hermione couldn’t help but smile at that. Even though he seemed to have a new compliment ready for her everytime they were together, she still couldn’t help but feel the butterflies flutter around within her stomach at his words. Placing her hands lightly on his hips, she snuggled into him further. "Thank you." She murmured softly, turning her head just slightly to scatter a few kisses across his throat. "So do you."

Draco allowed his eyes to fall shut as he tilted his head back slightly, running his hands up her back slowly. "I look the same as I always do."

"Exactly." Hermione smiled again, nuzzling his Adam’s apple lightly. She hadn’t been lying when she’d said he looked good, because to her, he did look simply stunning. His hair was slicked back, and he was wearing his long, black winter cloak. His pale skin shone like the virgin snow that lay like an icy sheet over the school grounds, sparkling delicately in the moonlight. She was so cold, and he felt so warm, and tediously, she reached up and began to un-do the silver fastenings of his cloak.

Opening his eyes slowly, Draco looked down, watching her hands with a slightly raised eyebrow.

"I’m cold." She explained simply, smiling up at him as she worked on un-fastening the last clasp.

"So you’re going to make me cold too?" He asked with a smirk, arching his eyebrow more.

"No." Hermione laughed, sliding her arms around his waist as she stepped even closer to him, sealing all space that had remained between their two bodies. "Just the opposite."

"Ah..." Draco smiled, taking his arms out of the sleeves before he wrapped the cloak around her body as well as he hugged her close to himself. "I’m going to make you warm."

"Yup." Hermione smirked faintly as she shut her eyes, nestling her face into the crook between his neck and shoulder.

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

"How long have we been out here?" Hermione asked softly, turning her head slightly to look upwards at Draco. They had moved over to the Quidditch pitch, and Draco had spread his winter cloak over the ground that was lightly dusted in a thin sheet of snow. They had been lying there for what felt like an eternity, just staring up at the stars in a sort of comfortable silence that had occasionally been broken by casual conversation. 

Draco removed one of his arms from around her waist to take a look at his wristwatch. "It’s nearly 1:30 now..." He informed her with a crestfallen sigh. "I suppose we should be getting back to the school."

"Yea..." Hermione agreed, not moving an inch.

Chuckling quietly, Draco glanced down at her. "I can’t get up until you do."

"I know." The corners of Hermione’s lips turned up into a small smirk as she rested her chin on his chest, sliding an arm over his stomach.

Draco smirked as well, and had just begun to say something when he heard what sounded like someone walking through the snow. The steps were slow and tentative, and off in the distance, but the sudden realisation that they were no longer alone was enough to make Draco’s heart skip a beat.

"Did you hear that...?" Hermione asked after a moment of just listening, her voice just barely above a whisper. Her eyes were slightly widened as she sat up slightly, taking a quick look around.

Nodding slowly, Draco pushed himself up onto his elbows. The footsteps seemed to come to a halt for a moment, and Draco’s stomach tightened un-comfortably. Within minutes, they started up again, and Draco’s heart began to pound against his ribcage so hard he thought for certain the noise would give them both away.

Hermione sat up more, looking around again to see if she could spot the shadowy figure of anyone off in the distance. Seeing no one, she frowned slightly, glancing back to Draco.

Draco frowned as well, and he pushed himself up into a proper sitting position. The footsteps had stopped again by that point, but somehow he knew that they still weren’t alone. Licking his lips slightly, he exchanged looks with Hermione before standing.

Hermione picked up the cloak off of the ground before she stood, passing it over as she took a look around the stands. 

"Thank you." Draco replied softly, brushing the back of his cloak off as he turned in a slow circle, his well-trained eyes scanning the grounds around them for any sign of movement. "Alright...Here’s the plan..." He began, taking Hermione’s upper arm in his hand as he led her towards one of the exits. 

Hermione followed, trying to step lightly so that the snow would not make such a crunching noise as she stepped down on it. Her heart was pounding wildly in her chest too, and her eyes remained slightly widened as she looked around.

"You go first...I’ll stay here and watch, make sure you get back into the school." Draco continued in a hushed voice as he looked over at her, standing back in the shadows beside the outer walls of the stadium. "I’ll wait here for a few minutes, then head in after you, and by that time...What? What are you looking at?" Frowning, Draco’s eyes scanned Hermione’s face as though he would find the answer to his question hidden within her features. She was staring over his shoulder with a slightly dropped jaw, her eyes even wider than before, and she hadn’t seemed to have listened to a word he’d just said. Slowly, she smiled, as she looked back to him, which only confused him further. "What?" He hissed, shaking his head slightly like he didn’t understand. 

"Shh..." Hermione whispered, raising one hand to place a finger over his lips as she used the other to point over his shoulder.

Frowning still, Draco glanced back over his shoulder. It took him a moment to spot what she was pointing at, for it’s radiant white coat seemed to somehow blend in with the powdery white snow, but when he finally did see, even he couldn’t help but smile slightly.

A single luminous Unicorn was standing at the side of one of the Greenhouses, eating the Holly leaves that Professor Sprout had had growing up the side of the edifice. It’s horn shimmered in the moonlight, and it let out a little snort as it daintily plucked a leaf from the bushes, causing a sprinkle of white snow to fall down over it’s snout. Snorting once again, it shook it’s entire body, it’s majestic, long tail swishing in the light breeze that passed over the grounds.

"Oh...my..." Hermione breathed, lifting a hand to place it over her mouth in wonder. Though she had seen a baby Unicorn once in Hagrid’s Care of Magical Creatures class, never in her life had she ever seen a full grown one...Never in her life had she seen such beauty. It was so pure looking, like a horse that only an angel was worthy to ride upon. It seemed to sparkle and glisten beneath the bright moonlight, almost as though fairies had taken the time to coat each strand of it’s hair in their golden dust. 

Smiling more, Draco glanced back at her. Even in the wizarding world he knew how rare it was to see a Unicorn. They trusted no human, and seldom came out of the forests that they resided in. Exchanging a smile with Hermione, he slipped an arm around her waist as he turned once more to take another look at the truly magnificent creature stood within their view.

Hermione felt relatively close to tears, finding the experience almost over-whelming. As a little girl at home she had always been prone to read books about solid fact. Books about Science and History, but in her bedroom at home, within her many bookshelves, you were guaranteed to find at least a few books on fantasy. A Unicorn had always been her favourite mythical creature, infact, she had had a stuffed one when she was younger. Never in her life had she imagined that she would be blessed enough to actually see a real one, and now that she had, she almost didn’t feel worthy. 

The little hairs on the back of her neck stood on end, and she finally managed to tare her eyes away from it to look over at Draco. "Aren’t Holly leaves poisonous to animals?"

Shaking his head slightly, Draco glanced over at her. "Not to a Unicorn. Nothing in nature can kill a Unicorn. They’re very hard to kill." He explained, looking back at it. "That is why their blood is so valuable...It’s so pure, and you know it’s properties, what it does. Also, their horn is said to be protection against poison, so...I’m guessing it’ll be just fine."

Hermione nodded, smiling slightly as she looked back at it as well. "Do you think it knows we’re here?"

"Probably." Draco smirked faintly. 

Tossing it’s impressive head into the air just at that moment, it stomped one hoof down into the snow as it looked over at them, almost as though it had been listening in on their conversation. 

Hermione took a small step back, not out of fear necessarily, but more out of respect. "Maybe we should go...Leave it alone."

Draco nodded his agreement, looking back at her. "Lets go."

Hermione smiled at him, and went to take one final look at the Unicorn, but to her surprise, and disconsolation, it was gone. "Where did it go...?" She asked somewhat rhetorically, not really expecting Draco to have the answer. 

Draco raised an eyebrow at her, and then glanced back over towards the Greenhouses. "I...I don’t know." He said slowly. It had seemed to have simply vanished, blended into the white snow and disappeared.

Letting out a little sigh, half of content, and half of sorrow at the loss of the splendid sight, Hermione took his arm. "Well, shall we head in now?"

Draco nodded again, putting his cloak over both of their shoulders as he turned and began making his way back towards the school with her. "It’s probably for the best anyways..."

Hermione raised an eyebrow as she looked over at him. "What do you mean?"

He just shrugged a shoulder. "That we left when we did."

Hermione just raised her eyebrow more, obviously awaiting a more in-depth explanation.

Smirking, Draco headed up the steps to the main doors, pulling one open for her. "A Unicorn can only be tamed by the touch of a virgin."

"Oh shut up." Hermione tried to look stern as she passed him, though her lips curved upwards into a smirk as she stepped into the front hall. 

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

Draco kicked off his shoes as he entered his dorm. He had walked Hermione up the stairs and half way to her common room before he’d turn to go back down. Though it was nearly two in the morning by that point, neither wanted to risk being seen with one another. Shivering at the coldness of the floor against his socked feet, Draco let out a heavy sigh as he pulled his cloak off and tossed it over the backs of one of the chairs. 

A loud snort to his right caused him to jump, and Draco made a face at the drawn hangings around the bed. The snort had obviously belonged to the person asleep behind those hangings, Gregory Goyle. In no time, Crabbe’s snores mingled with Goyle’s to create a harmonious sound that brought to mind the image of two angry water buffaloes fighting over an out of tune trumpet. 

"Bloody hell..." Draco cursed through his teeth, shaking his head as he began un-buttoning his shirt. The noise only escalated, along with Draco’s annoyance, and by the time he’d changed into his sleeping clothes, he was ready to snap. Reaching into his cloak to get his wand, he quickly did a silencing charm, (which he had become rather handy at) on each of the sleeping lugs before he headed over to his own bed. 

Pulling back his own hangings, he quickly scrambled beneath the covers, pulling them up around himself as he willed himself to warm up. The Slytherin dorms were always cold, but in the later months, such as December and January, they were near freezing, and wearing nothing more than his boxers and a T-shirt, Draco was, needless to say, rather chilly. 

Letting out a contented sigh as he nuzzled his face down into his pillows, he had just begun to warm up when something startled him so much he nearly jumped right back out of the bed. It started with an arm being slipped around his waist, before a hot, wet tongue was trailed slowly along the back of his earlobe.

Draco looked over his shoulder so quickly he was at risk of getting whiplash; the expression on his face making it more than obvious that whoever currently resided in his bed was certainly not welcome. 

Well...To a sober person this may have been obvious, but Pansy was anything but sober. "Hey..." She said with a demure smile, reaching up a hand to trail her fingers down over his cheek. "Where have you been...? This bed is awfully cold without you in it."

Draco made a face, reaching up to take her wrist and remove her hand from his cheek. "It isn’t any of yo-" Before he could finish his sentence however, he was cut off with a sloppy kiss. Widening his eyes, he tried to pull his head away from Pansy, but only found pillows behind his head. 

To Pansy, she was kissing like an expert. Unbeknownst to her, she was slobbering all over his chin as she tried to force her tongue into his mouth, which was made nearly impossible due to the fact that he had clenched his teeth together. Giggling drunkenly against his lips, she moved one of her hands down to run it over his taut abdomen. 

Quickly getting over the initial shock he’d experienced, Draco placed his hands on her waist as he pushed her off of himself. Sitting up before she had the chance to straddle him again. He wiped his chin with the back of his hand, staring down at her as if she were a rodent in his sheets. "What - the hell - do you think you’re doing?" He hissed through his teeth, his chest heaving now that he’d been forced to hold his breath for nearly a minute.

"I’m kissing my boyfriend..." She said slowly, running one of her hands up his thigh as she smirked up at him. 

"I’m not your boyfriend." Draco snapped, shoving her hand away. "We went to a ball together, fooled around a few times...sat with each other in a few classes, but that doesn’t make me your boyfriend Pansy." 

"Okay." She sat up too. "Then I am kissing the boy I went to a ball with, and fooled around with a few times, and...sat with in a few classes." She said in a slightly slurred voice as she brushed her dark hair back off of her face. "Now stop being such a prat..." Leaning in, she blew softly into his ear. "You know you want me."

"No...No, I don’t." Draco said, making a face of slight revolution as he leaned away from her. "Now get out of my bed, I mean it."

"Why? It isn’t like I’ve never been in here before." Pansy stated, suddenly looking annoyed. Before Draco could reply, she gave his shoulder a little shove. "What the hell is your problem, huh? For the past..." She seemed to lose her trail of thought for a moment before she shook her head as if clearing it. "Past few months now, you’ve been a total fucking prat. What’s wrong with you?"

Draco didn’t deem her worthy of an answer, and he shot her a murderous look. "Get out of my bed - now."

"No! Fuck you!" She snapped, raising a hand as if she were about to slap him.

Using reflexes only a Seeker would have, he reached up and grabbed her wrist. "Get out, or I will get you out myself."

"Sorry. I am sorry." She said, slurring her words again as she leaned into him. "Please don’t be mad at me...Please, please..." She leaned in to kiss him, frowning as he leaned back. 

"Pansy, you’re pissed." Draco said, giving her another light shove away from him. "Now for the last time, get out of my bed. I will get Snape."

"Fine, fine." She said moodily, nearly kneeing him in the groin as she crawled over his lap.

Biting down on his tongue, Draco fought the mad urge to put his hands on her arse and shove her out of his bed. When she was finally standing, he lied back down, pulling his sheets back up. "Goodnight Pansy." He said coldly, turning onto his side so that his back faced her.

Narrowing her eyes at his back, Pansy had just turned to make her way to the door, when she seemed to be struck with a sudden inspiration, and she slowly turned back around. 

Draco had just shut his eyes and was slowly becoming comfortable again when a hand was placed on his upper arm. His eyes snapped open, and he narrowed them to slits as he looked over his shoulder. "I said-"

"Something’s going on with you. Something’s different." Pansy cut in, her voice so cold it would make Jack Frost wish for a jumper. "And mark my word Draco, I will find out what it is." With that, she tossed her hair over her shoulder and sauntered out of the dorm, slamming the door shut behind her.

Crabbe and Goyle grunted at the noise (though Draco couldn’t hear it), but did not wake, and Draco frowned deeply as he slowly turned back onto his side. Shutting his eyes lightly, he assured himself that everything would be fine; there was no way in hell she’d ever find anything out...

...Right?

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

Hermione headed languidly up the staircase that would lead her directly to the Hogwarts library. Running her hand delicately along the railing as she walked, she began to gently sway her hips with each step, fully aware of the fact that Draco was just a few steps behind.

Draco’s lips curved upwards into a smirk as he followed, his eyes trained on the subtle swaying of her hips. The school was almost completely empty, seeing as though it was a Hogsmeade weekend, and he was more than certain that the library would be vacant.

Thanks to one of his more brilliant ideas, him and Hermione had decided to visit the library once again...Finish what they had started months earlier, if you will. She continued to sway her hips teasingly, and he skipped a step in order to get close enough to reach up and pinch her bum.

Letting out an unobtrusive yelp of surprise, Hermione looked back over her shoulder at him, her expression austere. "Stop!" She hissed quietly, reaching back to swipe at his hand.

He recoiled his hand quickly, a small smirk playing on his lips. "Stop what?"

She gave a slight roll of her eyes. "We’re not supposed to look like we’re together. So we can’t be drawing attention to ourselves."

It was Draco’s turn to roll his eyes now. "Oh and who’s gonna tell - him?" He joked, knocking on the helmet of the Coat of Arms that was stationed at the top of the staircase.

As Hermione turned the corner at the top of the stairs, she sped up so that she was no longer walking along beside him.

Draco let out a diminutive snort, but decided to play along with her game regardless of the fact he found it rather pointless. He slowed down his pace until he was nearly dragging his feet along the floor. 

Finally, he reached the cumbersome doors of the Hogwarts library, and they groaned again in protest as he pushed them open. Taking an impetuous look around the vast room, Draco frowned slightly in confusion...Where the hell had Hermione gotten to?

She was nowhere to be seen, and besides Mdm. Pince, (who was sat at her desk, going over her records again) the library was virtually empty.

Moving her eyes to give Draco a sweeping once over, Mdm. Pince cleared her throat, setting the book down on her desk as she stared at him over the rims of her winged spectacles, which were resting on the end of her pointed nose. "May I help you?" She offered in a rather un-friendly manner.

"No." Draco replied absently as he continued to try and spot Hermione among the many towering book shelves that lined the walls of the library. 

Arching an eyebrow in an annoyed fashion, Mdm. Pince used her index finger to push her glasses back up. "Well, what are you looking for?" She asked in a snappy sort of voice.

Moving his eyes to look at her, Draco perked an eyebrow as well. "A book." He stated simply, as though it were the evident answer.

"A book?" She repeated, her expression suggesting that she highly doubted his ability to read.

"Yes. A book." Draco replied, cocking his head to one side. "This is a library, is it not?"

Pursing her lips, Mdm. Pince pushed herself up, holding her records-book to her chest. "No need to get snarky." She said, eyeing the Slytherin badge on his robe with repugnance.

"Sorry." Draco retorted snidely, watching her back with narrowed eyes as she turned to head into the back room.

Hermione had been watching them through a small space between two tomes, stood quietly behind the last shelf in the ‘Potions’ section. When Mdm. Pince had slammed her door shut, and Draco had turned to look for her once more, she quickly ducked down, smirking to herself. 

She could hear him making his way over, his footsteps growing slowly louder as he neared her hiding spot. Fighting down the sudden urge to giggle, she placed the palms of her hands on the floor as she ducked down to peek underneath the shelves.

Sure enough, his feet were right there, informing her that he was stood directly in front of her on the opposite side of the shelf. Biting down on her lip, she very slowly pushed herself up into a standing position, and before he had the chance to notice her, or move out of the way, she reached up and pushed a book at him.

Draco’s eyes were slightly narrowed as he listened, he could have almost sworn he’d heard the shuffling of someone’s feet from the other side of the shelf. Before he had time to put much thought into it however, the all too familiar ‘thud’ of one book coming in contact with another met his ears and his eyes widened.

This time he was prepared however, and with reflexes only a Seeker could posses, he ducked down. Mere seconds later, the book flew over his head, toppling to the floor just behind him. He could hear quiet laughter coming from the other side of the shelf, and he smirked as he straightened back up. 

Moving around the corner of the bookshelf, he was just opening his mouth to say something when his lips curved downwards into a frown of bewilderment. She was nowhere to be seen. It was completely beyond him how she was scurrying around so fast, and he placed his hands on his hips as he turned in a slow circle, trying to work out where she’d gone.

Before he had time to turn in a complete circle, a pair of hands were clamped down over his eyes, and his world suddenly turned dark. Smirking again, he lifted his hands to place them on top of hers. "Hmm...Now who could this be?" He wondered aloud.

Biting down on her lip once more so she wouldn’t laugh, Hermione stepped closer to him, her chest pressing lightly against his back. "Guess." She said with a smile, turning her head slightly to blow softly into his ear.

"Well...There’s only two people besides me in the library, and I sincerely hope that you’re not Mdm. Pince." Draco replied, his smirk broadening as he slid his hands slowly down her arms.

Laughing quietly, Hermione nuzzled the spot just behind his ear. "Why haven’t you returned your books yet?" She teased, doing her best imitation of Mdm. Pince’s nasally voice.

"Oh I don’t know..." Draco said with a melodramatic sigh as he turned to face her. "To tell you the truth, I don’t even remember taking out a book." He smiled slightly as he took her wrists and put her arms over his shoulders. "Though that may have to do with the fact that the last time I was in here I got a rather large book in the forehead. I’ve had trouble remembering things since then." He teased, slipping his arms around her waist.

"Oh yea?" Hermione smiled as she raised her eyebrows, leaning in to kiss him softly. "Well you haven’t forgotten how to be a smart ass." 

Draco chuckled quietly as he leaned in to meet her lips half way. His eyes fell shut as he leaned back against the bookshelf, and all was forgotten besides Hermione.

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

Ron sighed loudly, resting his elbows on the table as he put his chin in his hands. Moving his eyes around the dimly lit ‘Three Broomsticks’ he fought the sudden desire to turn to the two people on his right and tell them to get a room. He knew that the relationship was new and all, Harry and Ginny had started dating in November, and it was now the end of January, but still...

...Wait, that really wasn’t that short an amount of time when he thought about it, and his frown deepened slightly as he looked back at them. Shouldn’t they be sick of each other yet? 

From the looks if it, the answer was no. Harry had just gotten back from buying Ginny a Butterbeer to warm her hands with, though the drink seemed completely irrelevant to Ron, seeing as though Harry was now warming her hands with his instead. 

Their googley-eyed expressions were beginning to make him feel a bit ill, and he glanced down at his wristwatch, wondering if Hermione would be finished with the assignment she had said she had to complete. Biting the inside of his bottom lip in thought, he looked back at Harry and Ginny. 

They were both laughing at something the other had said, and he couldn’t help but feel a little jolt of what might have been jealousy transpire in his stomach. Harry was his friend, his best friend for that matter, and what right did his inane little sister have to take his attention away? 

Clenching his jaw just slightly, he pushed himself up. "Right, well, I’ll see you two later then."

Harry looked up at him, looking a bit surprised. "You’re leaving?"

Ron just nodded as he pulled his cloak back on.

"Oh..." Harry said slowly, looking in thought for a moment before he gave him a small smile and a nod. "Alright, see you back at the school then."

"Yep." Ron returned the nod, buttoning his cloak as he headed for the doors.

Harry frowned slightly as he watched him go, but he couldn’t help but smile again as he turned back to Ginny.

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

Ron ran his hands through his hair, damp from the snow as he headed up the winding staircase that would lead him to the girl’s dorm. Lifting a hand to knock on the door, Ron waited, rubbing his arms in an attempt to warm up a bit. When he got no answer, he knocked again, and still, no answer.

"Hermione." He called as he opened the door slowly, peeking his head into the room. The dorm’s only occupant was Crookshanks, who was lying on Hermione’s bed. Lifting his head from his paws, he gave Ron a brief once over before he yawned, sitting up to clean his toes.

"She in the library then?" Ron asked rhetorically, watching Crookshanks, who ignored him completely. "Right, thanks a lot." He said with a little nod as he stepped back, shutting the door after himself.

It was about ten minutes later that he was heading down the main staircase, slightly out of breath. He’d walked all the way back from Hogsmeade in the snow, only to walk up and down what felt like a million staircases in search of Hermione. Heading across the front hall, he attempted to neaten his now dry, but slightly messy hair. He’d have to remind himself to get it cut soon. It was getting a bit long.

Coming to a stop at the bottom of the small staircase that would lead him to the library, he heaved another sigh and reluctantly headed up them. As much as he loved Hogwarts, he really, really hated all of it’s bloody staircases. His thoughts came to a screeching halt however as he reached the top of the staircase. Widening his eyes slightly, he quickly stepped back down onto the first step, crouching down a bit to take a peek at the scene in front of himself from beneath the Coat of Arm’s arm.

They were speaking in hushed voices, but stood right in front of his very eyes, in plain sight, were Hermione and Malfoy. Draco was facing him, wearing that smug smirk of his, and he seemed to be blocking Hermione’s way as she tried to pass him. Ron could feel the blood in his veins begin to bubble, and his jaw clenched as his eyes narrowed.

Draco smirked, stepping quickly to the right as Hermione tried again to pass him. "Not even a little kiss goodbye?" He protested, lifting his hands to hold her elbows and keep her in place.

Hermione laughed softly, shaking her head no. "No, I’ve told you again and again, no. Not in the middle of the hall. Now let me go." She widened her eyes at him, attempting to shrug his hands off.

He laughed, tightening his grip slightly. "Oh come on, we’re alone...Just one, how can you deny me one little kiss?"

Hermione smirked up at him, shaking her head no. As he leaned in to kiss her she laughed again quietly and ducked her head down, putting her hands on his shoulders as she half-heartedly tried to push him away.

Ron could feel himself turning red with fury. Who did he think he was? Harassing Hermione like that just because she wasn’t a full-blooded witch or whatever his worthless excuse for this was. Clenching his hands into fists, Ron’s knuckles cracked in protest, turning white as he dug his fingernails into his palms. 

Smirking again, Draco placed two fingers beneath her chin, gently tilting her head up as he leaned in to kiss her. She kissed back, and he smiled against her lips, placing his free hand on the small of her back. Her body arched towards him, and he moved his hand down to her bum, just to be a tease. 

Hermione kissed him back briefly, giving his arm a smack as his hand wandered. "Prat." She murmured against his lips with a smirk of her own. As he chuckled, she gave him a light shove and walked past him before he had the chance to protest. 

Nearly trembling with rage now, Ron began to grind his teeth together. He hadn’t been close enough to hear what they’d been saying, but he wasn’t daft, he could work out for himself what had just happened. His breathing grew heavier as Draco smirked again. He wanted to beat him to such a pulp that his own Mother wouldn’t even recognise that bloody smirk on his face. He watched as Draco slipped his hands into his pockets and began making his way back down the hall, headed right for him.

Straightening back up, Ron leaned back against the wall, still stood on the top step of the staircase. He could hear the clicking of the heels of Draco’s boots against the floor as he neared, and he cracked a knuckle with each step. As Draco’s shadow came into his view, he stepped around the corner and seized him by the collar of his shirt.

Ron certainly had the element of surprise on his side, and Draco was completely un-prepared for the first blow. Before he could even blink, he was punched hard in the eye. His head flew back, and he would have fallen, but Ron was still holding him by his shirt.

Narrowing his eyes more, Ron grabbed the front of Draco’s shirt in his hand, nearly tearing the embroidered Slytherin patch from it as he swung Draco into the coat of arms. He wasn’t really thinking straight; he didn’t think he’d ever been so furious in his entire life. Insulting him was one thing, insulting his friends and family was another, but the stunt that Draco had just pulled was an entirely new low, and Ron thought it was about time someone put the miserable little prat in his place.

Though they were both slim, Draco was lighter than Ron, and he went flying into the coat of arms with ease. He was still too stunned from the punch to even shield his face, and his jaw came in contact with the side of it’s helmet. He crashed into it with a loud ‘bang’ and before he could react, he was tumbling down the cement stairs. Landing hard on his back at the bottom of the staircase, he cringed, quickly turning onto his side and resuming the fetal position, covering his head as the Coat of Arms came toppling down on top of him.

Hermione had been half-way up the staircase that would eventually lead her to her common room when she heard a loud clatter ring out from somewhere behind herself. She frowned for a moment and debated going back, but with a shake of her head, she continued to walk. ‘It was probably just Peeves.’ She told herself, turning another corner.

Heading down the staircase after him, Ron placed a foot on Draco’s side and turned him onto his back. "You think you’re big?" He snarled, pressing his foot down against his ribcage. The cry of pain Draco let out sounded like music to his ears, and his eyes narrowed more. "Do you think you’re a man? A man like your Father? Picking on people when no one’s around to help? Picking on people smaller than you to make yourself feel big. Is that how it is Malfoy?"

"Fuck...off..." Draco managed to get out. His ribs were sore from his previous tumble down the stairs, and Ron’s foot on them wasn’t helping. Being snarky apparently didn’t help either however as Ron stepped down harder. Crying out in pain again, Draco squeezed his eyes shut. 

"Just be glad I’m not stepping on your face." Ron snapped. "You think because you have money and a good name you can prance around disrespecting women? Disrespecting my mates? Well Malfoy, let me tell you how sorely wrong you are if you believe that." 

"Are you deaf?" He snapped, opening his eyes again to look up at Ron. "Get your bloody foot off of me Weasley."

"Why?" Ron barked back. "Afraid I’ll ruin your expensive shirt?" Removing his foot, he reached down to grab the front of Draco’s shirt once more, hauling him roughly to his feet. 

Draco tried to shrug Ron’s hands off, though his head was spinning already, and he felt seconds away from losing consciousness. He could feel blood trickling down his chin, and he could taste its peculiar taste on his tongue. He figured he’d bit it falling down the stairs, and he narrowed his eyes at Ron. "Get your filthy hands off of me Weasel-" He had barely had time to finish his sentence when Ron punched him hard in the jaw.

"RON! NO!" 

Someone shouted from behind him, and Ron frowned, releasing Draco’s shirt as he turned to face whoever had called his name. 

The last blow had done it, and Draco blacked out, slumping back against the wall as Ron released him from his grip. Everything turned black, and he didn’t even feel the back of his head bang against the floor as he fell.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

~*Meg’s Interview w/ Rita Skeeter*!

~*This interview was done to answer some of the questions that have been raised concerning the fic, ‘Playing With a Dragon’s Fire’ Last night, I (Rita Skeeter) skimmed through all of the reviews, (yes, it took awhile) in an attempt to come up with some questions to ask Megs, (the author) I sincerely hope that you all enjoy my interview, and that it answers some of the questions you may have asked. So, without further ado...

*Turns in her seat to look at Megs with a very false smile*

~R~ Hello Megs, how are you?

~M~ Alright thanks Rita, and yourself?

~R~ Doing well, now, lets get to these questions, shall we?

~M~ *Nods*

~R~ Alright, first question...What do you have to say to the reviewers that feel miss Granger is being too...sexual?

~M~ Well, in my story, Hermione is now a sixteen year old girl. Actually, girl isn’t even the right word to use really, she’s nearly a woman. I believe that, like most girls her age, she does infact have a libido, and knows how to use it. Like the quote “You can’t beat attitude, intelligence, and a wonderbra; It’s a lethal combination.” Hermione uses things to her advantage, even her sexuality if it comes down to it. Look at Erin Brockavitch? Very intelligent women have done the same as Hermione has. Also, I’d like to point out that we have no idea how Hermione would act in ‘sexual situations’ because JK has never written one, lol. So how do they know she’s OOC? Hmm?

~R~ I see, and how do you feel when reviewers review to other reviewers on your review page?

~M~ ...Wow, you used the word ‘review’ about four times in one sentence...

~R~ I know, I’m talented.

~M~ ...Anyways, it does kind of get on my nerves to tell the truth. If someone has something to say about my story, that’s their opinion, and I’ll deal with it myself. I hate when people get in arguments on people’s review boards, and luckily it’s never really happened on mine, I’m hoping it doesn’t. I prefer my review boards to be left clear for people’s opinions and thoughts on my story, not for their opinions of someone else’s review.

~R~ *Nods* Yes, I do see what you mean. Now what about the people that say, ‘Hermione is too stupid to be with someone who supports Voldemort’?

~M~ I have to ask them to inform me exactly when Draco got the dark mark engraved onto his arm. I’d also have to say that my Hermione is not stupid or immature enough to judge someone based on who their parents are. In my opinion, that’s a stupid thing to do.

~R~ Speaking of which, how do you feel when people say that your character’s are, well, out of character?

~M~ I’d have to say I agree, lol, because they are. Draco and Hermione will never, ever end up together in JK’s books, so obviously, everyone that writes a D/Hr fic will have to have them a bit OOC. However, I do try my very best to keep them as close to canon as possible. I didn’t make Hermione a blonde, big-breasted, small-waisted Barbie doll over the summer, and I didn’t make Draco nice to Ron and Harry or anything. So it does hurt my feelings when people are like ‘Baah they’re out of character’ because I do try to keep them how I think JK would make them in this situation, but, as mentioned before, everyone is entitled to their own opinion, but I’d like to ask how they’re so certain they’re OOC, I mean, has anyone ever seen them in a situation like this before? Not that I know of...

~R~ Good point! Now, what do you have to say to the people that have said things like, ‘Hermione is too stupid to tutor Draco’ or ‘Harry would NEVER be okay with Hermione tutoring Draco’?

~M~ As immature as it may sound, I’d have to say...this is MY story, and please don’t tell me what my characters would or would not do. I don’t mind if someone says, ‘I don’t think Hermione would tutor Draco because...’ because then I can justify why in my story they would, but some people are just like, ‘Hermione wouldn’t...’ and they don’t give me a reason why it is they think that. When someone criticises my work without backing up their critique, I ignore it.

~R~ Good job on reaching 1000 reviews Megs! Now, why don’t you tell us all what you DO look for in a review?

~M~ Thank you Rita, and thank you very very much to all of my brilliant and loyal reviewers! I’d have to say that in a review, I look for an opinion. If you say you love my story, tell me why! What were your favourite parts? Any favourite lines? Did I make you cry? Did I make you laugh out loud? Give me something I can reply to, give me something inspiring that I can work with. If you tell me what you found funny or romantic, I can put more of those moments in in later chapters. My reviews are not only for me, but for the readers, because the reviews in the end, do benefit them more. Don’t tell me things I already know, ‘Eeeee Draco is SO hott!’ ...Uh yea, I know he is, lol, who doesn’t? But what it is that made you think he was hott? Also, if there happened to be something you didn’t like, don’t be afraid to tell me why. I hate flamers, because to me a flamer is someone who is like...’ARGH your story SUX you stupid crack whore’ lol, (I never flame, I’m no good at it) and the flame only makes the author self-conscious about their writing, and doesn’t do anyone any good. If you have something to say, say it nicely, and professionally, there is no need to be rude to anyone in my opinion. If you give me some advice, I’ll take it if I agree with it, and if I don’t, I’ll tell you why.

~R~ *Nods* And what about all of the people who want you to read their own stories?

~M~ *sighs* This one is very hard for me, because when I first started posting, I got a few people e-mailing me asking me to read their stories and tell them what I thought. I was able to, because there was only about...two people asking, now there are way to many, and I feel bad. So I hate to say this, but please don’t ask me to read your stories, I would love to, and I might just get around to it when I have the time, but I’d feel terrible reading one persons story and not anothers, in my eyes that’s unfair, you know what I mean? I’m trying not to offend anybody, and I’m trying to be fair. I actually don’t read a lot of fanfiction at all. I only signed up here to post my story, (by suggestion of my friends) I never really intended to read anything in the first place.

~R~ That’s understandable, I don’t think you’ve offended anyone, and in my eyes, I think you’re being very fair!

~M~ Thank you Rita, I hope everyone else agrees!

~R~ What about the people that have said they think you think it’s ‘cool’ to use French in your stories?

~M~ I’d like to say that I don’t think it’s ‘cool’ at all. I have French in me myself, hence my penname, but I don’t speak the language fluently, I never bothered to learn. Anyways, the Malfoys are French, so naturally, they would speak it occasionally. I’m okay with basic stuff, but sentences are hard, so thanks to the people that recommended some translators for me, but I don’t write it just to look ‘cool’

~R~ I see, and what about the Astronomy tower question? Why have no classes walked in on them?

~M~ We’ve all seen Hogwarts, it’s a very big school. If you’ll take a look, there are more than one tall towers, which would all be considered ‘Astronomy towers’ I don’t put Hermione and Draco into the tower that people go to to learn about stars, I just put them in one of the tall towers around the school. Also, I’m certain Hermione and Draco know what nights people are in there, and the majority of the time, they’re not there at midnight, that was only one night.

~R~ Alright, that makes sense. Now, the question that has been brought up by many different and very curious readers. Was Draco ever really having problems in Transfiguration?

~M~ *shakes head* Nope. Obviously he isn’t as good in it as Hermione is, but he works hard at school. As we all know, Lucius wouldn’t accept just any mark, (except in something like CoMc, because he doesn’t think it’s important) but in something like Transfiguration, Draco had best be passing, lol, so the answer is no, he was never having any problems. I’m flattered I wrote it convincingly enough that he even fooled my readers, lol.

~R~ Speaking of fooling people, what do you think about the people who say Hermione is, well, ‘stupid’?

~M~ Gah, that bugs me so much. I don’t think Hermione’s stupid at all. He was able to fool her because he found her weakness. She was compassionate, despite what he’d done she wanted so badly to see the good in him. By showing him compassion, by putting faith in him, she gradually changed him, did she not? So really, she wasn’t stupid at all. She was gullible yes, falling for the stunts he pulled in the beginning, but no where near stupid.

~R~ Now, as most of us have probably realised, Fred, George, Lee and Marcus would have graduated by now, so why are they all included in your story?

~M~ lol, well that’s a bit of my Author’s license. I didn’t think that anyone would mind. I know that they would be gone, but I didn’t feel that the story would be as good without a bit of the twins dabbled in there somewhere. Lee’s commentaries looked so much fun to write as well! I also believe that Hagrid will sadly be the one to die in the next book, *sniff sniff* but I still included him, just because I didn’t think that the fic would be as rich without a bit of Hagrid!

~R~ Alright, and what about the whole...’Why didn’t Narcissa or Hermione stand up to Lucius’ issue?

~M~ I would give my left arm to put all of those people in Hermione’s shoes in that moment. In my eyes, Lucius is a very, very, very intimidating man. He is cold, he is vicious, he is cruel, but worst of all, he is respected, feared, and powerful. I am a very outspoken person, (if you can’t already tell) and I can honestly say that I would have been on the floor kissing his shoes, lol, okay maybe not that far, but I sure as hell wouldn’t have talked back, not even as much as Hermione did. As for Narcissa, I don’t think the people that said ‘Oh Narcissa should have stood up to Lucius!’ understand what kind of a family she was raised in. She is supposed to be seen and not heard, she is a trophy wife, who treats her husband with the utmost respect. Trust me, if you were raised like women back in the day, you would keep your mouth shut too, especially if your husband was a tyrant like Lucius.

~R~ Some other people also mentioned not believing that Draco and Hermione would go fool around right after his parents had left, what do you have to say to that?

~M~ I don’t know how they would write their Draco, but mine is not the kind that mopes about. He wouldn’t want to lie in her arms talking about how mean his Daddy is to him. He doesn’t like to cry, he doesn’t like to open up, and my Hermione is logical enough to know not to push it. It was almost Draco’s way at getting back at Lucius. Lucius had forbidden him to see this girl, so behind his back Draco went and physically proclaimed how deeply he cared for her. I think that Hermione, after being told she was scum, would like to feel needed, loved and respected, and with Draco worshipping your body all afternoon, how would you feel? lol.

~R~ I think he’s a bit young for me, but -

~M~ It was rhetorical.

~R~ Yes, well...Next question. What do you feel are some of the more pointless reviews you have received?

~M~ lol, well, there are quite a few, but...here’s a list of some...

~*Meg’s Wall of Shame*~

1.) “u bastard! u cant leave me hangin! omg u sux! u leave me with that! seriosuly! wow u can tbe seriosu make herm beat ron up then maeke hermioen turn evil!”

...Umm...Let me think about that one...How about no?

2.) “this was disgusting but I like it write more plz?”

lol, this one actually made me laugh. It was regarding the 8th chapter, where Draco and Hermione got a bit hot and heavy, lol. Like I said before, if you can’t handle that, don’t read an ‘R’ rated fic. I’m glad it was liked however, lol.

3.) “HOW CAN YOU BE SO MEAN?!?! YOU JUST STOP WRITE THERE?!?!? WHY WASN'T HE MOVING?!?!? YOU JUST LEFT OFF RIGHT THERE?!?!?!?!!?!?!? HOW AND I HAVE A QUESTION? WHY DIDN'T HERMIONE LIKE FLY DOWN AFTER HIM OR LIKE USE A SPELL TO SAVE HIM?!??! WRITE MORE PLEASE?”

This one confused me...I think mostly because of the grammar, or lack of it...but what? Why didn’t Hermione fly down after him? lol, well...she didn’t have a broom, she was on an upper level seat of the Quididtch stadium, and I thought it might be a bit OOC if she were to sporadically sprout wings. Also, have you never seen someone falling? You barely have time to blink, nevermind whip out a wand and perform the required charm.

4.) “It’s kinda annoying that you’re not thanking all your reviewers! It’s a bit UNFAIR! If you’re just looking for some “ego boosters”, just say so! You don’t want people to think you’re ungrateful, do you?”

This is the famous ‘Sex and Diamonds’ review, the one that got me started in the first place. I apologise, I am a big headed bitch in need of ego-boosters because I don’t thank 1000 people personally, *sighs dramatically and bows head* My Mother would be so disappointed in me.

and...5.) “I also have something to say: I don't think you should make fun of your reviewers reviews like that. I understand what you mean that they have no substance and you can't reply to them but you should appreciate them nonetheless. It would hav been better if you had said nothing on the subject at all, that way you would have spared their feelings, or maybe just talk about them in general and not quote them. It might be funny to you and the other reviewers but it's not to the ppl u made fun of. I thought it was uncalled for.”

This review was in response to my response of the ‘Sex and Diamonds’ one, and it struck me as rather pointless because the chick obviously didn’t read all of the shit she’d said to me. Don’t talk about something when you don’t know even half of the story, but I am very sorry. I mean, lord knows I just replied to ‘Sex and Diamonds’ bashing of me for a good, hearty guffaw. It wasn’t like it had anything to do with defending myself. What was I thinking...Poking fun at the poor, delicate and highly sensitive ‘Sex and Diamonds’ she is like the petal of a flower...I would write her an e-mail sending her my deepest apologises, but, she hasn’t left me her e-mail once. Funny how someone has the nerve to call you a narcisstic be-atch when they know you can’t contact them. I’d also like to e-mail her to ask her a question...Why does she bother reading fiction? Why doesn’t she just rent some hardcore porn? Honestly.

~R~ *nods* I don’t know her e-mail either, maybe she just forgot to leave it the three times she posted, calling you names?

~M~ Oh probably, it isn’t like she’s a cowardly wuss or anything.

~R~ Of course not...Anyways, we are running out of time. I must be off to do an interview with the Minister of Magic...*fluffs hair* I’m like the Barbara Walters of the Wizarding world.

~M~ ..................

~R~ *clears throat* Okay, last question. If you had to pick, what would you say is the best review you have ever received?

~M~ Well, that is a very, very hard question. There are so many that have inspired me to write, so many that made me laugh, and have made me cry. I’d say all the ones that someone mentioned JK would be my favourites, lol, though I think that those people need their heads checked. So, after much consideration, I have finally chosen...Not only does he mention JK, but he tries to pick me up, AND gives me something to ponder...I swear, Doctah Troll guy is like Gandhi.

“Icomm-Bocom... well fuhst of all, i be wantin ta point out child dat dees storah bein exquisite an dat you IS in some ways bettah dan missas JK. An i be also wantin ta ask ya phone numbah... eheheheh... *odd troll grin*

Always remembah: "He who be goin to bed wid itchy ass be wakin up wid sticky fingah" 

Bess Wishins,

Witch Doctah Troll Guy”

At first, when I’d read this I thought Crabbe or Goyle had gotten their hands on a keyboard, but now, I see how deep and meaningful it truly is...

*long pause*

...Who am I kidding, WTF?!? LMFAO!

P.S.

You don't have to review this, if you have anything to say in response to my Author's Notes, please e-mail me at, 'megs_updates@yahoo.ca'

"Harry? What are you doing back?" Ron asked, his eyes slightly widened in consternation. 

Slightly out of breath, Harry rushed to Ron’s side, his jaw dropping when he saw the state that Draco was in. "Ron..." He said, his voice restrained. "What did you do?" He shook his head as if he didn’t understand, his eyes searched Ron’s face as if he’d find the answer to his question hidden somewhere within his friends’ features. 

Narrowing his eyes slightly, Ron gestured towards the stairs. "He was harassing Hermione. You should have seen it Harry...He wouldn’t let her pass; he kept blocking he way. I was right there; I saw it." He nodded, gesturing again back towards the staircase. "I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but it was obvious to me Hermione didn’t want to be there. He’s such a bloody prat, he has been since first year...and this time, this time he just pushed it too damn far. Someone had to teach him a lesson, right?" 

Harry just mouthed wordlessly; his eyes still slightly widened. Licking his lips almost nervously, he looked back down at Draco, who was slumped slightly back against the wall, blood still trickling idly down his chin. 

"Right?" Ron persisted, his own eyes growing slightly wide. "You would have done the same Harry...Wouldn’t you...?" 

Taking in a deep breath, Harry had just opened his mouth to respond, but never got the chance to reply. 

"RONALD WEASLEY," McGonagall barked as she stormed down the hall towards them. 

Ron must have jumped about a foot into the air, stepping slightly behind Harry as she approached. Though both boys had grown to be much, much taller than McGonagall in their later years, she was still just as terrifying, and when she was as enraged as she obviously was then, she could make a man like Hagrid feel about as tall as a house elf. 

Her lips were pursed so tightly that her mouth had resulted to no more than a strict line running across her face, and her eyes were narrowed behind her specs as she reached over Harry’s shoulder, seizing Ron by the ear. "My office, NOW." Dragging him around Harry, she paused, looking back at him over her shoulder. "And you mister Potter, get him to Pomfrey." She instructed, nodding to Draco before she gave a hard tug on Ron’s ear, dragging him off down the hallway. 

Swallowing hard, Harry bent down to sling one of Draco’s arms over his shoulders before he pulled him to his feet. Draco let out a small groan of protest at being moved, and Harry sighed in relief; glad he wasn’t in a coma or anything of the sort. 

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

"Thank you again mister Potter." Mdm.Pomfrey said, using a cool, damp cloth with a little bit of healing Potion on it to dab daintily at Draco’s lip. It had taken Harry nearly five minutes to get Draco up the staircase before it clicked in that he could use magic, and after what seemed like an eternity, they’d finally reached the medical wing. 

Harry just nodded at the thanks, turning to go. He could hear Pomfrey muttering under her breath about ‘boys’ as he left, shutting the door quietly behind himself. Figuring that Ron was still with McGonagall, probably receiving the lecture of his life, Harry went to find Hermione. Seeing as though her and Draco had apparently been coming from the library, he guessed that she wouldn’t have reason to be in there, so he instead made his way for the Gryffindor common room. 

"Gracious goblets." Harry spoke the password to the fat lady, and she nodded her approval as the portrait door swung open and he stepped inside. Shrugging his cloak off, he threw it over the back of one of the chairs, taking a quick look around for Hermione. She wasn’t in the common room, so he guessed she was in her dorm. As he headed slowly up the stairs, he ran over in his mind how he would explain what had just happened. Nothing seemed to sound right in his head, so he decided to improvise when she’d opened the door. It was with reluctance that he lifted his hand to knock, chewing his lip in a nervous anticipation. 

Hermione had just stepped out of the shower and was just pulling on some new trousers when there was a knock at her door. "I’ll be just a moment..." She called, wondering who it could be. Everyone was supposed to be down in Hogsmeade; the only people that remained at the school were the Professors...and Draco. That was a silly thought; however, Draco would have no idea what the Gryffindor password was...Though he would know where it was located, she realised; She’d told him the day after Christmas. The chances were still slim to none that it was him, however, and she frowned in bewilderment as she reached back to clasp her bra. 

Quickly pulling on a jumper, she ducked down to look in a mirror, shoving her damp curls up into a loose bun before she made her way to the door, "Harry...?" She frowned again in perplexity, arching an eyebrow slightly as she opened the door wider. "What are you doing back already? I thought you were with Ron and Ginny?" 

"I was-" He said quickly, licking his lips again as he glanced down at his feet, "Hermione I have to tell you something..." 

Hermione’s frown of confusion slowly turned into a frown of uneasiness, and she folded her arms across her stomach, "what is it Harry...?" She asked, not quite sure she really wanted to know the answer. Had he told Ron about her and Draco...? Was Ron angry with her? She could feel the muscles in her throat tighten as she watched Harry shift nervously from one foot to the other. 

"Ron...He..." Harry took in another deep breath, letting it out slowly as he lifted a hand to run it through his already messy hair, "he saw you and Draco..." 

Hermione’s eyes widened, and she could feel her chest constrict almost painfully in a slight panic, "where is he?" 

Harry’s eyes flickered upwards to look at her, "Ron? He’s with McGonagall..." 

Dread seized Hermione’s stomach like a bad cramp, and she took in a deep breath, building up the nerve to ask her next question, "and Draco...Where is Draco...?" 

Harry bit down on his lip, lowering his eyes back down to the floor, "he’s in the medical wing with Pomfrey," he said, his voice just loud enough to be heard. 

Hermione stood in shock for a moment, before the hot sting of tears burning in the corner of her eyes brought her crashing back to reality, "no..." She said softly, and before Harry could get a word in edge-wise, she’d shoved her way past him and was running down the stairs so quickly it was completely beyond her how she didn’t stumble and fall. 

She ignored Harry calling her as she tore out of the room, the world around her fuzzy and blurred because of the tears rapidly filling her eyes. She attempted to blink them back as she raced down the hall towards the medical wing, but it was to no avail, for they fell freely, streaming down her cheeks as she jogged up the stairs. She could hear Harry in the distance behind her, still calling her name, but she didn’t care. 

She no longer cared to hear what he had to say, she didn’t care about the aching in her legs, the burning in her chest, or the tears flowing down her cheeks. There was only one thing that mattered now, and she nearly gave Mdm.Pomfrey a heart attack as she burst into the room, "Draco - Where’s Draco?" She managed to get out between heaving breaths. 

Clutching her heart with one hand, Pomfrey’s eyes widened as she gave Hermione a once over, "my dear, please calm down." 

"Where is he?" Hermione cut in, her voice trembling with barely compressed emotions as she looked desperately around the room. 

"He’s asleep." Pomfrey informed her, her voice gentle and soothing, "he’s been beaten up pretty bad...One of his ribs is slightly bruised, and he has a few scratches here and there, nothing I can’t fix." Frowning with concern, she made her way over to Hermione, placing a hand on her arm. "why don’t you have a seat?" She offered, gesturing to one of the chairs by the door. 

Hermione shook her head no, "no...Please, I want to see him." 

Pomfrey sighed, "my dear, I’m sorry, but he needs his sleep. The Potion will only take effect when he’s sleeping; he needs to relax. Don’t you know that your body does the most repairs to itself while you’re asleep?" 

Hermione could care less if her body stood up and did a tap dance while she was asleep, and again, she shook her head stubbornly, "I want to see him," before Pomfrey had a chance to reply however, Harry jogged into the room, his chest rising and falling briskly as he tried to catch his breath. 

"Will you speak with her?" Mdm.Pomfrey asked, looking relieved someone else had shown up. 

Harry nodded, taking in a few deep breaths, "yea...Hermione, we need to talk," as Pomfrey turned to head into the back room, Harry took Hermione’s arm and guided her to a spare bed, sitting down on the end and gesturing for her to take a seat next to him. 

Reluctantly, Hermione sat down beside him, chewing on her lip as she continued to look around the room. 

"He didn’t know what he saw..." Harry began, staring down at his hands as he spoke, "to him it looked like Malfoy was harassing you...Being a prat, you know?" 

Swallowing hard, Hermione moved her eyes to look at Harry, "so you’re saying I should have told him then...? That this could have been prevented if it weren’t for me being so bloody selfish." 

Harry sighed, shaking his head, "no Hermione that isn’t what I’m saying. Yes, I will admit that I do wish you’d told him sooner, but...This isn’t your fault. It was an honest mistake, he was just standing up for you...Like any good friend would." 

"I know...I know..." Hermione said, her voice growing slightly hoarse with emotion as her shoulders began to shake, "I should have just listened to you Harry, this is all my fault..." Unable to say anymore, Hermione dropped her head into her hands and began to cry softly. 

Harry frowned, reaching over to rub her back gently. He remained silent for the present, just letting her cry for a moment, and when he felt that she had calmed down enough, he moved his hand to place it on her shoulder, "You just have to tell Ron..." He said softly. 

Hermione moved her eyes away from his, staring down at the floor as she wiped her tear-stained cheeks with the back of her hand, "I know..." She said just as softly, her voice barely audible. 

Harry frowned again at that, "you’ve been saying you know since November Hermione. I know you know, but you have to tell him." 

Chewing on her lip again, Hermione began to wring her hands together nervously, "but how? How do I tell him something like this? Especially after - " 

"Hermione!" Harry cut in, his expression turning adamant, "I mean it. I’m sick and tired of this game. No more excuses, none. Do you understand? You tell him or I will - " 

"Tell me what?" 

Widening his eyes, Harry looked up at Ron, "when...When did you get here...?" He asked, desperately trying to change the subject. Though he had been trying to scare Hermione into admitting the truth, he really had, had no intention, whatsoever, fo tell Ron himself, he didn’t feel that it was his place. 

"Tell me what?" Ron repeated, frowning as he looked between the both of them. 

"I...I thought you were with Professor McGonagall," Harry tried, raising his eyebrows slightly. 

"I was," Ron said, beginning to sound slightly aggravated, "she told me to come down here and apologise." Before Harry could get another word in, he folded his arms tenaciously across his chest, "so what do you have to tell me?" 

Hermione had been staring down at her hands, hardly daring to move. It appeared almost as though she believed if she didn’t move, Ron wouldn’t be able to see her. She could feel his eyes drift over to her, and she quickly shut her own, like a child who thought if they couldn’t see a person, the person couldn’t see them either. Unfortunately, it just didn’t work that way, and she felt the end of the bed lift slightly as Harry stood. 

Without his presence beside her, she suddenly felt very alone, very cold, and it was with reluctance that she opened her eyes and looked up at her two best friends, standing above her like two judgmental towers. Harry’s expression was almost unreadable to her, a combination of sympathy, yet disappointment, and Ron was staring down at her suspiciously, like a police officer would stare down at a suspected murderer. 

"Tell me what Hermione...?" He repeated again, his voice soft, yet persistent. 

She could tell that he was determined to know, and that over Harry’s dead body would she be walking out of this room without explaining herself. Taking in a slightly shaky breath, she licked her dry lips, "I..." She began, her voice faltering slightly after the first word. 

Ron slowly arched an eyebrow, "you...?" 

Hermione looked back down, trying to avoid their piercing stares. She could still feel their eyes on her, however, a burning sensation that seemed to leave holes in her stomach, draining her of all courage she possessed. Her mind was racing, and she decided that there was only one way to do it...Like pulling off a bandaid. There was just no use prolonging an unpleasant situation. 

"Draco and I..." She began, then squeezed her eyes tightly shut before continuing, "Draco and I have been dating since November. I know I should have told you, but I didn’t want you angry with me, I thought it would be better left a secret until I thought I’d found the right time. I’m so sorry Ron, I should have told you sooner..." She said in one breath, her heart racing so quickly she began to feel light-headed. 

The attenuated silence that followed made Hermione wish that Ron had yelled and screamed. She wished more than anything he would just speak, give her some idea what he made of her confession. Slowly, she opened her eyes again, moving them upwards to look at him. 

He was standing quite still; the only movement he made was the slow clenching and un-clenching of his fists at his sides. His jaw was clenched, but he was frowning, staring down at his feet. 

Harry looked between his mates before he cleared his throat slightly, finally breaking the pregnant pause, "well...?" He said softly, glancing over at Ron, "how do you feel...?" 

The question seemed to bring Ron back to reality, and he let out a little laugh that wasn’t even close to being amused, "how do I feel? How do I feel? Well, let me think..." Putting a finger on his chin, Ron pretended to look deep in thought. 

"Ron..." Harry began in a quiet voice, reaching out to put a hand on his arm. 

Ron just shrugged his hand off, "Ever since first year my life has been made miserable by one person, one person. He put me down, put my family down, and even had the nerve to put my friends down. He mocked, laughed at, and teased everything I owned, or didn’t own. He taunted me, teased me, smirked at me, sneered at me, and jumped on every single opportunity he had to make my life hell. He never missed a chance to rub his money in my face, he never missed a chance to call my best mates ‘scar head’, or ‘Mudblood’, but oh, I’m just fine." 

"But he - " Hermione began, her eyes swelling up with tears again as she looked back up at Ron. 

"I don’t give a damn what he did," Ron cut in, his eyes flashing angrily, "I don’t care if he saved a bunch of bloody kittens from a burning building. All I know is that he made my life just as miserable as he made yours Hermione, and it is completely beyond me what he did to convince you he was worthy of your time." 

Hermione frowned, "please Ron, let me explain..." 

"No!" Ron threw his arms into the air, widening his eyes slightly, "forget it, seriously. I always thought you were clever Hermione, all that time you spend in the bloody library..." He trailed off as Hermione quickly looked down at her hands, and he could feel his ears turning red with anger, "you lied?" He hissed, shaking his head in disbelief, "all those times you said you were going to the library you were lying to me? To us?" 

"Ron I - " She began desperately, a few tears streaming down her cheeks now as she looked back up. 

"And you!" Ron said at the sudden realisation, "You knew!" He looked almost appalled as he looked over to Harry, "You knew and you never told me!" 

Harry frowned, lowering his own eyes to the floor. 

Letting out a condescending snort, Ron shook his head again, taking a step back, "You know...I always thought to myself, though you don’t have as much money as half the kids in this school, you sure did score the jackpot in friends Weasley, but no..." Swallowing hard, he looked between Harry and Hermione, "now I see just how wrong I was." 

Hermione frowned deeply as she stood, "Ron, you know you don’t mean that - " 

Ron shot her a look, "don’t even bother Hermione. Don’t you ever bother speaking to me again," clenching his jaw, he turned on his heel and left, slamming the door loudly behind himself. 

"Ron!" Harry took a step towards the door as he left, but as he reached the handle, he paused, looking back at Hermione with a disgraced shake of his own head, "yea thanks a lot Hermione." Frowning deeply, he headed out of the medical room quickly, jogging down the hall after Ron. 

Hermione remained behind, stood in shock. She felt as though she’d been smacked in the chest with a ton of bricks, she felt as though she were falling, and there was no one to catch her. The world was spinning, her head was spinning, and she was becoming almost too dizzy to stand. Taking in a shaky breath, she reached behind herself blindly, groping around for the bed. 

Her hand grasped only thin air, and she let out a small sob. Never in her life had she felt more alone, and it wasn’t a pleasant feeling at all. There was nothing solid to hold onto anymore, no solid ground to plant her feet on. The room spun faster, and just when she had squeezed her eyes shut to try to compress the tears flooding her eyes, the spinning came to an abrupt halt; she was given something to hold onto. 

"Hermione?" A soft voice called from somewhere to her left. 

Her eyes snapped open again, and she looked in the direction of the voice. It was like a light in the dark, a lifejacket in the mist of the turbulent seas, and she let out a relieved sigh as she pulled back the curtains surrounding the bed on her left with trembling hands. 

Sure enough, Draco was the bed’s occupant, and he smiled an almost sad smile when she finally came into view. The skin below his left eye was an interesting combination of purple, black and blue, and his bottom lip looked slightly swollen, but besides all this, and his hair being slightly tousled, he still looked the same as always, like her Draco. 

"Draco..." She whispered as she headed over to the side of his bed, her voice breaking. The previous days events all came crashing down on her then, and she collapsed into the chair set beside the bed. Dropping her head down into her still-trembling hands, her shoulders began to tremor violently as she started to sob. 

"Oh Hermione..." He breathed, frowning in concern as he sat up in bed, despite the searing jolt of pain that shot up his side, protesting the movement. Taking in a sharp breath through his teeth, he bit down on his lip against the pain in his ribs, reaching over to brush his hand through her hair, "please don’t cry...Please..." He murmured softly, tilting his head to the side as he watched her. 

His soothing words only made her bawl harder, burying her head further down into her hands. Luckily, he too let her cry, let her get out every tear she had left to cry. He continued speaking softly to her, caressing her wet cheek with his thumb as he pressed soft kisses into her hair. Soon enough, her tears subsided, and her logic kicked in again, "You should be l-lying down," She said between heavy breaths as she sat back, wiping her eyes. 

He just waved a hand dismissively, "are you all right?" He asked, his voice soft, but filled with concern as he reached over to help wipe the remaining tears away. 

"I’m fine, I’m fine," she lied, reaching over to try to push him back down into the bed, "please lie down, you have a bruised rib." 

"I don’t give a damn about my rib," He said, shrugging her hand off, "come on Hermione..." Gently, he took her hand in his own, kissing each of her knuckles softly. 

She let out a quiet laugh as she watched him, her face finally breaking into a grin, "you’re so stupid..." She said, her voice hoarse, "only you would be daft enough to ignore a bruised rib..." 

"Some things are more important," he informed her with a small smirk as he nuzzled his cheek against the back of her hand. 

She smiled softly as she watched him, but as her eyes drifted to the colourful bruise beneath his eye, the smile turned downwards into a frown, "this is all my fault...What happened to you, it’s completely my fault..." 

He frowned also, lifting his head to look at her, "don’t you ever say that Hermione, don’t blame yourself for this," as she looked down, he sighed, looking down at his bedspread as he released her hand, "look, I don’t want you to take this the wrong way, but..." 

Hermione’s frown only deepened as she moved her eyes upwards to look at him. 

Draco bit down on his lip, he could feel his own throat constricting with emotion, but he managed to somehow force out his next sentence, "perhaps we should stop seeing eachother..." Swallowing hard in an attempt to force down the lump steadily rising in his throat, he didn’t dare look at her. If she started to cry again, and he knew it was his fault, he wouldn’t be able to go through with it. Hurting her hurt him just as much, and seeing her cry caused him more pain than a bruised rib. 

Bricks were slammed into her chest again, knocking the wind out of Hermione as she stared at him in wide-eyed shock, "wha...what?" She finally managed to stammer. Tears began to fill her already sore eyes, and she began to tremble again, "you...You what?" 

Draco licked his lips slightly, his own breathing growing slightly heavier as he fought back all the emotions he was currently experiencing, "I think that we should stop seeing eachother," He repeated, his voice even softer than the last time he’d spoken. 

"You don’t mean that, you can’t mean that," Hermione said, shaking her head. 

"I do," Draco clenched his jaw slightly as he looked away from her, "You need your mates more than you need me. Go back to them, tell them it’s over between us. You three have something special, something I’ve never had with anyone. You’ve been through so much together, all of you, and I don’t want to be the one that comes between that." 

Hermione only shook her head more ominously, "they’ll get over it eventually, Draco, I’ll talk to them. Their good friends, and when I tell them how deeply I feel for you, when I explain what we have to them, they will understand, trust me, please...trust me," crying tears that she didn’t even know she had left to cry, she took in another shaking breath, "and if they can’t see how much I love you, then they’re not good mates in the first place, are they...?" 

Blinking once as what she had just said registered in his mind, Draco slowly turned back to her, "what did you say..?" He asked, his voice just barely over a whisper. 

Hermione swallowed hard, leaning over to cup his face in her trembling hands, "I said I love you," she repeated, her voice choked with emotion. 

Draco just stared at her in a stunned silence for a moment, his jaw just slightly dropped. The only person that had ever told him they had loved him was his Mother, and even she had only said it once or twice. The meaning of what she had said hit him then, and he leaned in to capture her lips in the most passionate kiss he could muster, trying to pour all of what he felt for her into her through his lips. 

Hermione’s hands slid upwards into his hair as she returned the kiss, and she linked one of her hands around the back of his neck as she pulled him closer. Tears still streamed freely down her cheeks now, and her body tingled with pleasure as his tongue massaged hers, expertly caressing every little crevice of her mouth that he’d come to discover. 

When his chest felt ready to burst due to a combination of emotion and lack of air, Draco pulled back, but only just slightly. The pain in his ribcage was burning angrily now, but he ignored it still, lifting his hands to cup her face in his hands as he tilted his head forwards to rest his forehead against hers. 

Hermione smiled again, shutting her eyes lightly as she moved her hands to rest on top of his. She felt exhausted from all the emotional baggage she’d been handed that day, but the next three words that passed his lips were enough to make her feel as though she could run a marathon...Twice. 

"I love you," Draco whispered, his lips pressed lightly to hers. 

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Pushing herself up from her seat at the far end of the Gryffindor table, Hermione shifted her bag over her shoulder as she made her way briskly down the aisle that separated the Gryffindor table from the Ravenclaw’s table. She lowered her eyes to the floor as she walked, deliberately avoiding Harry and Ron’s gaze. 

Neither had said so much as a word to her for the past week, and their silent treatment was becoming harder and harder to bear. As the doors of the great hall closed behind her, the voices of the talking and laughing students were droned out, and Hermione just couldn’t ignore the dreadful way that her stomach twisted into knots as the silence enveloped her. 

Hugging her books close to her chest, she began to make her way slowly down the stairs that lead to the dungeons. They had Potions next, and she intended to get some extra work in on her report, just incase Professor Snape decided that she would be the ‘lucky’ student chosen to read her report on Belladonna outloud to the class. 

Slumping down with a heavy sigh, Hermione rested her back against the cool, cement wall that stood just across from the Potions classroom. She set her textbook in her lap, retrieving her report from her bag. 

Frowning down at the parchment in front of her, the words that she had written just the night before jumbled in her mind, and no matter how hard she tried to force herself to concentrate, she simply couldn’t focus. 

With another loud sigh, she rested her elbow on the textbook, lifting a hand to rub her temples. She’d meant what she said when she’d told Draco that she loved him; She really did, but, as much as she sometimes wished it wasn't so, he remained a Slytherin, and she a Gryffindor. They didn’t sit at the same table, they didn’t attend all the same classes, infact, the only time that she was aloud to spend time with him was in private, in secret. A time when both were able to tare themselves away from their other commitments and responsibilities. 

Though the times that they spent in each others arms made it all worthwhile, it was the time that they spend apart that was beginning to take its toll on her. 

Neither Harry nor Ron had so much as glanced in her general direction for a week, and after always deeming herself to be rather independent, Hermione hated admitting it...but she was steadily growing very, very lonely. You could only read ‘Hogwarts; A History’ so often before it lost all meaning, and Hermione was beginning to believe that she could recite the first two chapters off the top of her head if she wished to do so. 

She hadn’t even realised how lost in her own thoughts she was until the sound of students making their way down the stairs met her ears, and her head snapped up. 

Millicent, Crabbe, and Goyle were the first to appear, and Hermione hastily scrambled to her feet at the fear of being stomped on. Some Gryffindors followed soon after, and she gave Lavender a small smile, which instantly turned into a frown as Harry and Ron appeared. Busying herself with tucking her report back into her text, she turned away from them to hide the frown. 

Hermione kept her eyes locked on the floor until a voice caught her attention, and her head instantly perked up. Sure enough, Draco was the last to head down the stairs, and though he looked rather frustrated (he seemed to be trying to explain something from the text to Pansy) the sight of him eased the knots in her stomach, and she couldn’t help but smile slightly. 

As he looked up, she looked away, nearly giving a start as she caught Harry’s eyes for a brief moment before both looked away. 

"I wish Potions was an option credit." Ron said moodily, rooting through his bag for his essay, "I mean, when are we ever going to use it?" 

Harry frowned slightly, usually Hermione would be the one counted on to answer such questions as they arose. Luckily enough, or rather...Unfortunately enough, Professor Snape rounded the corner in a swish of black robes at just that moment, and he was the one to respond to Ron’s seemingly rhetorical question. 

"Well mister Weasley..." He began in his silky voice, his lip slightly curled as he gave the red-headed Gryffindor student a look over, "Have you ever been ill?" He asked, folding his arms across his chest, which; in Harry’s opinion, made him look like a sleeping bat. 

"Er...Yes..." Ron said slowly, his ears nearly as red as his hair as he looked down. His eyes had widened to near the size of dinner plates when Snape had showed up, for he had not intended for his question to be heard, nevermind answered by the Potions Professor. 

Snape tilted his head to one side, arching an eyebrow, "And what it is that made you feel healthier?" 

Swallowing hard, Ron mumbled his response reluctantly, "a Potion..." 

Snape didn’t hesitate with his next question, "hm, and what if you were to break a bone mister Weasley, what might be able to heal that?" 

Scuffing the toe of his shoe into the floor, Ron sighed, "a Potion..." He muttered again, his voice barely audible. 

The Slytherins all began to snicker, and Harry’s eyes narrowed as he noted Snape’s smirk. Straightening up slightly, he stared the Professor right in the eye, "Bones can be healed by charms as well - " He began, but Snape cut him off before he could continue. 

"Oh yes..." he began, the smirk he wore only broadening as his eyes flickered obviously to Harry’s arm, "I’m sure if Mdm.Pomfrey had known how strongly you felt about healing charms; she would have been more than happy to leave your arm in the state it was." Not giving Harry a chance to reply, he turned on his heel and moved to open the door to the classroom. 

Draco snickered as he passed by Ron and Harry, a smirk passing over his lips as he headed into the classroom after Snape, taking his usual seat in the front. 

Hermione frowned, looking down at her feet again. She was the last to enter the classroom, and she moved to sit beside Neville. Usually, she’d sit in the back between Harry and Ron, but she had a strong inkling that her presence wasn’t exactly welcome, and besides she liked Neville. Though a bit clumsy at times...not to mention constantly forgetful, he was nice enough, and didn’t ask any questions regarding her sudden change of seating. 

"Now," Snape began as he moved to stand at the front, his dark eyes scanning the classroom, "I presume that all your reports have been completed?" 

The class nodded, murmuring their responses. His dark eyes continued to travel over the faces, trying to pick out the person he knew hadn’t infact done the homework assigned. Naturally, his gaze travelled to the very back of the room, and he folded his arms across his chest again. He could see that Harry had his report sat out in front of him on his desk, but Ron was obviously avoiding eyecontact, looking around the classroom as though he’d never seen anything quite so interesting in his life. 

"Mister Weasley," He snapped, gesturing for him to stand. 

Moving his eyes to look at Harry, Ron licked his lips a bit nervously and pushed himself reluctantly up out of his seat. 

"Would you be so kind as to come up here and share your report with us?" Snape asked, perking an eyebrow. 

Knowing full well that ‘no’ wasn’t an option, Ron nodded and bent to pull an old piece of parchment with writing on it out of his bag. He hoped Snape might fall for it if he were to bring up something with him, and he even gave him a small smile as they passed each other in the aisle. 

As Snape moved to stand at the back of the room, Ron stood at the front, clearing his throat slightly as he looked down at the crinkled piece of parchment in his hands. "Right," He began with a nod, "Belladonna." 

The corner of Draco’s lips curved upwards into a semi-wicked smirk as he rested an elbow on the desk, putting his chin in his hand as he stared directly at Ron. He had just gotten out of the medical wing a few days ago, and his rib still pained him if he did too much. A Malfoy was never quick to forgive, and while most people would come out of the medical wing with thoughts of putting the person that had put them in their in themselves, Draco felt he was above that. 

He wasn’t a fighter; God forbade someone tarnish his perfectly aristocratic face. Not only that, but physically fighting was for mongrels, people that weren’t intelligent enough to spar verbally...or mentally; which is exactly what he intended to do now. It came down to a battle of the wits, and Draco had all the armour. So, with an even broader smirk, he sat back in his seat, throwing one arm over the back of the chair. The position was one of confidence, arrogance even, and he made sure to keep his eyes locked on Ron’s. 

Though Weasley wasn’t looking at him, he could sense him tensing beneath the pressure of his stare. He had been staring people down since he could walk, and he had become rather good at it, if he might say so himself. Ron continued to stammer his way through his report, obviously bullshitting, and Draco continued to stare him down, like a hawk watching its prey from above. 

"So..." Licking his lips again, Ron shifted from one foot to the other, "erm...Belladonna is usually...er, it is easiest to come across in the...fall." Trying desperately to remember anything Snape had mentioned in class, Ron tried to look as though he were reading from his paper, which was growing increasingly difficult thanks to the little git in the front row. 

"It is very...sweet, and...it will kill you instantly, even the smallest amounts, but...people don’t know they’re even eating it, because it’s erm...sweet..." He stammered, mentally kicking himself. 

Arching an eyebrow, Draco let out a very loud, and very contemptuous snort. 

Ron’s narrowed eyes flickered to Draco momentarily before he forced himself to continue. The prat was only trying to get under his skin, and he wasn’t going to let him this time, nope. "It is very...common in Scotland..." He continued, fairly certain that Snape had mentioned something about Scotland... "and...the berries are okay to eat, as long as you drink...vinegar - " 

Letting out another condescending snort, Draco shook his head slightly. 

Clenching his jaw, Ron’s temper got the better of him as he curled his hand into a fist around his parchment, causing it to crinkle more. "What?" He hissed, speaking through his teeth as he stared down at Draco. 

"Oh nothing." Draco replied nonchalantly, waving a hand as if willing him to continue, "I just happen to find it a bit funny that everything you say is completely, and utterly wrong. Oh, but don’t let me stop you. This is rather amusing, please, do carry on." 

"Oh yea?" Ron snapped back, "and what the hell do you know?" 

Draco perked an eyebrow, then shrugged a shoulder casually. "Oh...not much. Just that the Belladonna plant is most commonly found in June and July, though it continues blooming up until September. It is very bitter in taste, and it is for that reason that the roots, leaves, or berries, which are all equally poisonous, are crushed and added to a drink before served to the person they are intended to poison. I also know that it won’t kill you instantly, not a small amount anyway. The vinegar theory actually comes in here. If the amount of Belladonna is small enough, you are instructed to drink a glass of warm vinegar." 

Smirking, he continued to stare directly at Ron as he spoke. "Also, I might add that out of all of Britain, the Belladonna plant is very, very rare in Scotland. Infact, it seldom even grows here; we just cultivate it." 

Ron was nearly as red as a beet, and he looked ready to leap over the desks and rugby tackle Draco, but Snape spoke up before he had a chance. 

"Well, it is nice to know that someone pays attention." He said with a sneer. "Now have a seat mister Weasley, and never again waste my time with your incoherent ramblings. Five points from Gryffindor." 

Hermione frowned down at her book as Ron stalked past her desk on the way back to his own. Snape made his way back to the front, awarding Slytherin ten points before the lesson continued. 

By the end of the class, they had all been assigned another report, this one was to be on the ways that the Belladonna plant was occasionally used in Muggle literature, and Hermione immediately got to work as the rest of the class groaned simultaneously. 

Sighing, Neville looked over at her as her quill scribbled over the parchment she’d set in front of herself. She didn’t seem to want to take breaks even to re-dip her quill in ink, and Neville perked an eyebrow. "What’s your report gonna be on Hermione?" He asked, inconspicuously attempting to get some ideas for his own. 

"It’s going to be on the Belladonna plant and the role it played in Shakesphere’s play ‘Romeo and Juliet.’ " She responded without looking up from her parchment. 

Raising his eyebrows, Neville glanced over at her work. "What did it...do?" 

Hermione bit down on her lip as she wrote, crossing things out and rewriting them as quickly as new ideas popped into her mind. "It was an ingredient in the sleeping draught that was made up for Juliet." She explained hastily. 

Figuring that she wanted to be left alone to work, Neville nodded and looked away with a defeated sigh. 

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

"Alrigh’" Hagrid began, wringing his hands together in a kind of nervous excitement as he stood in front of his hut, staring down at all the students gathered around, "I got yeh all a special surprise today, so go on, have a seat." 

The Gryffindor and Slytherin sixth years reluctantly all exchanged slightly apprehensive looks before sitting down. It was the last period of the day, Care of Magical Creatures, and when Hagrid had announced that this wouldn’t be any usual lesson, nearly everyone had taken a small step back. 

Draco frowned as the old, rickety chair he sat down in wobbled in protest; one of the legs obviously too short. "It had better not be anymore of those Skrewt...things..." He said with distaste, looking around the ground to see whether he could spot anything he could use to shift under the too-short leg. 

Hermione bit the corner of her lip as she watched Hagrid, she’d just been thinking along the same lines. What did he have this time...? She could only pray that it wasn’t anything too dangerous...or illegal. 

Hagrid was beaming beneath his beard as he shook his head, completely oblivious to the sarcastic hint in Draco’s tone. "Nope, it’s even better." 

Harry and Ron both raised their eyebrows, exchanging an overwhelmed look before they turned back to Hagrid. 

"Well...What is it?" Harry asked finally, not completely confident he wanted to hear the answer. 

Hagrid had just opened his mouth to reply when there was a loud ‘thud’ from within his hut, and the entire edifice shook in protest. 

Hermione widened her eyes, pressing her back into her chair. Maybe it was just Fang...Just as the thought crossed her mind; however, something on her right caught her eye, and she glanced over just in time to see Fang whimper and crawl beneath a bush. 

Glancing back over his shoulder, Hagrid gave an almost proud little sob, like a Mother whose child had just received their diploma. "Today we’ll be learnin’ abou’ Dragons." 

The entire class was on their feet in the blink of an eye, most of them ducked down behind the chairs Hagrid had set out. 

"You’re bloody joking." Draco said incredulity, standing behind his chair as though he were on springs, ready to run away like a bat out of hell if anything were to come barrelling out of Hagrid’s hut, "you’re telling me there’s a...a dragon in there?" He asked with a dropped jaw, gesturing towards Hagrid hut. 

The entire class began to slowly back up, eyeing the hut warily, and Harry licked his lips a bit. "Er...Hagrid..." He began gently, minding the almost hurt expression on Hagrid’s face, "you don’t...really...have a...a dragon in there...Right?" 

"It’s not full grown..." Was Hagrid’s mumbled response. 

There was a roar that sounded almost like a lion, and nearly all the girls (along with some of the boy) screamed outloud, jogging backwards. 

With a ‘thump’ Hermione stumbled back right into Harry’s chest, and she widened her eyes as she looked up. "Oh...I..." Trailing off, she looked down at her feet, "I’m sorry..." 

"It’s okay..." He replied softly, waiting until she looked up again before he gave her a small smile, "I’m sorry too." 

Hermione returned the smile, and had even looked relieved for about a second before the walls of the hut shook again, and the panic looked returned to her face. 

"Ah get back in yer seats, c’mon now - " Hagrid said with a wave of his hand as he turned back to the hut. "Come on out Charlie!" 

"Charlie...?" Ron repeated, frowning in confusion as he slowly made his way back to his seat. 

Sure enough, the door of the hut swung open at that moment (everyone leaped back again) and a very freckled Charlie Weasley came walking out, a dragon about the size of a large dog at his heels. 

"Sorry about that..." Charlie said as he moved to stand beside Hagrid, nodding back towards the hut. "Kitten doesn’t like being in a small space for too long," he explained, nodding down to the dragon who was craning its neck in all kinds of directions, trying to take in as much of the view as it could. 

Hagrid didn’t seem to be listening, and he dropped down to his knees in front of the dragon, making himself only about a head shorter than Charlie. "Cor..." He breathed, staring at the dragon as if it were the most magnificent thing he’d ever seen in his entire life, "look at you!" The dragon seemed to sneeze then, and a puff of scarlet flame flickered out of its nostrils. Covering his mouth with one hand, Hagrid made a noise of endearment. 

Widening his eyes a bit, Harry sat down in his seat with a dropped jaw. This lesson was beginning to look rather promising. 

Trying not to look too interested, Draco sat down in Neville’s chair, which was closer to Hermione. Neville had opened his mouth to protest, but seemed to think better of it. He went to sit in the seat Draco had occupied previously, and he let out a small yelp of surprise as it toppled sideways, leaving him sprawled on the ground. 

Hermione shot Draco a look, which only made him smirk more, and she sighed huffily as she looked back to the front. Hagrid had moved to sit on the steps in front of the hut now, and he was watching Charlie and the Dragon with wrapt interest. 

"Hello everyone." Charlie began with a broad grin as he looked around the class, "My name is Charlie Weasley, and I’m here today to teach you about Dragons." 

Thinking she was being clever; Pansy gave him a cruel smirk. "You’re related to Ron then?" 

"No." Charlie shook his head, "we just so happen to have the same hair and last name. Now, this, if you all don’t know yet, is Kitten." He began, nodding down to the dragon, who was now burying its’ nose into the hard ground. He seemed completely un-fazed by Pansy, and Hermione chuckled quietly as she glanced over her shoulder at the girl, who now wore a rather sour expression on her face. 

"You might find ‘Kitten’ an odd name for a dragon, but...well, she acts like one." Crouching down beside the dragon, Charlie gave it a pat on the side. "Can anyone tell me what breed of dragon Kitten is?" 

Hermione paused in thought for a moment. Though she loved Hagrid’s class, she didn’t share his deep love of dragons, and she hadn’t taken the time to learn all the different breeds. To her surprise, Draco was the first to speak up. 

"It’s an Antipodean Opaleye." He stated simply. 

Charlie smiled with a nod. "That she is, and how did you know?" 

"Her scales, the colour of the flames she emitted, and...her eyes." 

Watching Draco as he spoke, Hermione glanced back at the dragon with intrigue, trying to get a look at its eyes. When it looked back up, she knew immediately what he had meant. The eyes of the dragon were glittering and multi-coloured, minus a pupil. It blinked at her, and she smiled at the way its eyes seemed to shimmer in the sun. 

Nodding once, Charlie ran his hand over the dragon’s snout. "Very good. The Antipodean Opaleye is known mostly for its eyes, which, if you can’t see are missing a pupil. They are also well-known for their beauty, being rightly dubbed as the most ‘beautiful’ dragon our world has to offer. I think you can all see why." Charlie said with a smile, running a finger along the iridescent, pearly scales that coated Kitten’s side. 

"Are they often able to be tamed like that?" Lavender asked, tilting her head to one side as she observed the dragon with interest. 

Charlie shook his head. "No, it is never, ever, a good idea to keep a dragon as a pet." 

Smirking, Harry and Ron glanced over to Hagrid, who looked a bit put-out. 

"Kitten was found abandoned in Australia, we still don’t know what happened to her Mother. I think that they had migrated from New Zealand, but Kitten here was too weak to make the trip back." Gently, Charlie lifted one of the dragon’s wings, stretching it out so they could all see how thin it was. "Her wings are very frail, and though she is very healthy, she’ll never be able to fly." 

The Gryffindor girls ‘aww’ed simultaneously, and even most of the Slytherin girls had difficulty not looking sympathetic. 

"Anyhow, a Wizard found her and decided to keep her for a bit. Well, inevitably, she began to grow, and he just didn’t have the energy to keep up with her, and that’s when we were notified." Giving Kitten a pat on the head, he smirked as she rested her chin on his knee, "She was so used to human company by that point that we figured it was too late to attempt mixing her in with the other dragons. That’s why her name’s Kitten. Like I said, she acts more like one than a dragon." 

As Kitten lied down, Charlie straightened back up. "So do you lot, know a lot, about dragons?" 

Pansy, still obviously vexed about Charlie’s earlier response to her question, gave him a sneer. "Only that they like to kill things." 

"Oh right, so you basically know nothing then." Charlie responded, and this time Hermione caught an almost unnoticeable hint of anger in his tone. 

Smirking, Ron shot Pansy a look before he turned back to Charlie. 

"A dragon will never kill unless provoked. The Females are often more violent than males, generally because they have eggs or young to protect. There is a very old myth that a dragon will only eat a human if she is a virgin maiden." 

The corners of Draco’s lips turned up slightly into a smirk, and he could see Hermione out of the corner of his eye, trying not to smirk herself. 

"This is completely untrue; however, for most dragon’s don’t prefer the taste of humans at all." 

"Oh how considerate." Pansy muttered under her breath, looking around as though Charlie were boring her. 

"Though for some I’m certain they’d make an exception." Charlie said with a smile. 

Chuckling, Harry sat back in his seat, watching the little puffs of scarlet smoke that drifted from the dragon’s little nostrils as it snored. 

"There are many myths that surround dragons." Charlie continued, "for example, a dragon has never been used to guard any jewels, for they wouldn’t have the patience to sit in one spot for all eternity, watching someone else’s’ things. Some people also believe that eating a dragon's tongue will enable the person to win any argument. This has never been proven however, and in my opinion...a dragons tongue wouldn’t be very tasty, so it very well may never be made a fact, and though I hate to say it, there are many false dragon tales that originated here, in Britain." 

"Like what?" Harry asked, shutting his mouth quickly when he realised he’d spoken out of turn. Unlike most of the class; however, he hadn’t been raised in the magical world, and besides that point, the Dursleys would have rather thrown him a birthday party at Uncle Vernon’s drill company than let him read ‘nonsense’ books about dragons, or any magical creatures for that matter. 

"Like the Wontley dragon." Ron replied, glancing over at Harry. 

"The what...?" 

Charlie chuckled, then nodded to Ron. "How about you tell the story?" 

"Well..." Ron began, sitting back slightly in his seat as most of the class turned in their seats to watch him, "the Wontley dragon was said to be around in the time of Elizabeth the first, and...in a town outside of Yorkshire Village of Wontley, there was supposed to be a dragon...That’s what people said anyways. So anyway, this dragon kept eating peoples livestock, and the townspeople wanted rid of it, so they called on this knight. The only one that would step up was the knight More, of the More hall, though he had one condition. He said he wanted a dark haired, fair skinned maiden to get him dressed and ready in the morning. All these birds came into Sheffield from all over, and he finally picked one, who made him a suit of armour that made him look like a porcupine. It had six-inch long spikes made of steel, and made him feel invincible. So, before he set off, he asked the people in the town which part of the dragon was its weakest, and they all said ‘Oh it’s the same as any man’ so he went to find the dragon, and when he did, he gave it a good hard kick in the..." Trailing off, Ron paused for a moment to allow a spot for all the boys in the class to ‘Ooh...’ "yea," He continued, "so this just pissed off the dragon, and it pooped on his head." 

Widening her eyes, Hermione turned more in her seat to look at Ron. 

Shrugging a shoulder, he looked back to Charlie. "I think I forgot a part." 

Charlie snorted and shook his head. "Nah, you remembered all the important parts. So, this is obviously just a tale, can anyone tell me why?" 

"You can’t kill a dragon by kicking it in the nads..." Seamus said slowly. 

Charlie chuckled a bit as he nodded. "Pretty much yea." 

"How do you kill a dragon then?" Pansy piped up. 

"The heart." Charlie replied, kneeling down beside Kitten again (who was just waking up from her nap) "As you can see however, it is very, very difficult." Gently, he slipped an arm under Kitten’s two front legs so that he could lift her up. She stood back on her hind legs, and her chest and belly were exposed to the class. 

The prismatic scales of her belly reflected the sun, and Hermione shielded her eyes slightly against the glare. 

Lifting his free hand, Charlie rapped on the opalescent scales of her chest with his knuckles. The sound resembled one of someone knocking on steel, and he looked back to the class. "A dragons heart is protected by a very strong, very hard coat of armour. It is nearly impossible to get through with any kind of weapon, or spells, and a dragon will only willingly reveal its chest to someone when they trust that person." 

Slowly, Hermione moved her eyes to look at Draco, who had almost absent mindedly lifted a hand to rub the Slytherin crest embroidered over his chest. 

"So are there any questions?" Charlie asked as he gently set Kitten back down. She had begun to flap her wings, not enjoying having her chest exposed for so long. 

The end of the class was completely filled with different questions and comments, which Charlie took the time to answer between being headbutted and nibbled on by Kitten. 

As the bell that signalled the end of class rang out over the grounds, even the Slytherins seemed reluctant to head back to the school, and Draco snuck Hermione a small smile before he followed. The trio stayed behind to say hello to Charlie, and as he and Ron began talking about the family, Hermione and Harry crouched down beside Kitten. 

"Pretty, isn’t she?" Harry asked after a moment, slowly extending a hand to rub the end of Kitten’s snout. 

"Yea." Hermione agreed, running the palm of her hand lightly along her side, marvelling at how smooth the scales felt beneath her hand. 

Glancing over at Ron and Charlie, Harry sighed quietly as he looked back to Hermione. "Look." He began quietly, looking onto Kitten’s eyes instead of Hermione’s, "I’m sorry I took his side...I’m sorry I followed him when maybe I should have stayed with you, but...I was so...so hurt by what he said. He’s like a brother to me Hermione, and while you’re like my sister, he just..." 

"I know." Hermione smiled, looking away from the prismatic scales to look back at Harry, "You don’t have to explain, I understand." 

Sighing, Harry finally managed to look her in the eye. "I was just so angry you put me in the middle for all this time...I thought I would lose Ron, and it was when I realised I hadn’t lost him, that I realised how much I missed not having you around." 

Smiling again, Hermione looked down. "You mean that?" 

"Yea." Harry nodded. "It isn’t the same without you around...Now you know him, he’s stubborn as a mule, but I know he misses you too." 

"He has reason to be angry." Hermione said after a moment of consideration before she looked back up at Harry. "Thank you...For apologising I mean. I’m honestly going mad without someone to talk to." 

Chuckling, Harry had just opened his mouth to say something else when Kitten sneezed again and he leaped to his feet, shaking his hand as he blew on his fingers, "ARGH!" 

Wincing, Charlie looked back over his shoulder at him. "Sorry, I should have told you...If you pet her nose for too long it gets itchy, and she sneezes...and when she sneezes, well..." Biting his lip, he nodded to Harry’s hand, "Are you burned?" 

"No..." Harry said, glancing down at his red fingertips, "I think I’ll live." 

Hermione couldn’t help but chuckle, though her laughter was cut short as Kitten took her by surprise with a headbutt to the knee, and she fell back on her butt. 

Smirking, Harry looked down at her, his fingertips in his mouth. "I don’ fink she likes oo too much." He said with a smirk, his fingers muffling his words. 

Kitten seemed to have a nonverbal reply to Harry’s teasing however, and Hermione crunched up her nose as she received a very wet lick on the cheek. 

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

Hermione’s hands had begun to take on the appearance of a prune when she had finally decided to get out of the tub. She had just had what very well might have been the longest bath of her entire life, and the bathroom still retained the sweet scent of lavender when she’d sat down to paint her toe nails. Thanks to a quick drying spell, her toes were soon dry, and in no time, she had fingernails that matched. Tilting her head slightly to one side, she observed the deep red nail polish carefully, determining whether she liked it or not. After a brief moment of consideration, she decided that the colour was perfectly suited for the holiday, Valentines Day. On top of that, it matched her top.

Pushing herself up from her seat on the side of the bathtub, Hermione let her towel fall down around her ankles as she reached for her body lotion. After applying the scented lotion liberally, she smiled at the way it left her skin feeling like silk. The lotion was labeled ‘Lavender Silk’ however, she’d bought it in Hogsmeade, and in the Wizarding world you could almost guarantee that products fulfilled exactly what they promised. For good; like in this case, and for bad; like in the case of ‘Vampire Pops’. Hermione couldn’t rightly say that she’d ever tried one of the blood-red suckers, and she never really intended to for that matter.

After the lotion had sunken in completely, she sprayed on some perfume. A dab on her throat, another dab behind her ears, a spray to her wrists, and after a brief moment of hesitation, a spray to her cleavage.

Figuring she’d best be getting a move on, she quickly pulled on her bra and panties, then slipped on her black skirt, Biting her lip slightly, she moved to stand in front of the full length mirror as she adjusted it. The skirt fit her hips nicely, and fell down loosely over her thighs to rest just above her knees. When she was certain that her skirt looked right, she pulled on the deep red top she’d had sitting on the bathroom counter. Minding the curlers in her hair, she pulled the top down and turned again to look into the mirror. She’d never worn this particular top before, and she couldn’t help but smile slightly at the way it hugged her frame. The spaghetti straps tied behind her neck, and the way that the top fit somehow made her breasts appear larger. Smirking faintly to herself, she turned sideways, sucking in her tummy as she smoothed the top out.

Taking one more look at herself, she turned to the mirror above the sink, lifting her hands to begin gently removing the curlers from her hair. Teasing each curl gently with her fingers as they were released, she had a head full of lose curls in no time and she again thanked the hair products of the Wizarding world. Though shrinking things, and changing animals into inanimate objects was all very interesting and impressive, she felt that true magic was the ability to tame her hair. Smiling to herself, Hermione reached back to pin her hair up, leaving a few lose curls down to frame her oval shaped face.

Her make-up remained fairly simple, and didn’t take long to do, (besides the black eyeliner she’d decided to try, and had to re-do about three times before she was satisfied with the result) but finally, after what had felt like an eternity to her, she was ready.

Heading back into her dorm, she picked up a small, velvety black bag off of her nightstand, smirking to herself as she slipped the small bag down between her breasts. Her bra kept it in place, and she double-checked in a mirror quickly to make sure nothing out of the ordinary was visible. 

"Be good Crookshanks," she said, blowing her sleeping cat a kiss before she swung Harry’s cloak over her shoulders and vanished from sight.

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

Draco headed back into his dorm, a forest green towel wrapped loosely around his narrow hips. Moving to stand in front of the dresser, he leaned down slightly to look into the mirror as he combed his hair back. It was still damp from his shower, and it stayed in place alright without any gel, so he opted not to use any. He’d always had a feeling that Hermione preferred it without gel anyways, and tonight was her night, he wanted everything to be perfect.

After spraying on some cologne, he went to make his way over to his wardrobe, and he had just removed his towel when the door was flung open, and someone headed in without invitation.

"OI!" he snapped as he hauled his towel back on, glancing back over his shoulder with narrowed eyes.

Pansy only replied with a laugh, lifting her hands to slide her robes off of her shoulders. The simple action revealed a little black number that left very little to the imagination.

Even Draco couldn’t help but give her a once over before he promptly regained himself, and he shot her another icy look. "What do you want Pansy?"

"Cute butt," she replied, the corner of her lips curving up into a smirk as she sauntered over to him, dropping her robes carelessly to the floor.

Figuring that he would be running late if any more time was wasted, Draco decided it was no use hiding things she’d seen before, and he turned away from her dismissively as he dropped his towel and continued getting dressed. "Get out."

Her jaw dropped slightly as she moved to stand behind him. "It’s Valentines Day...Everyone’s at dinner, and when I didn’t see you there I thought..." she paused with a frown. When she’d noticed that he wasn’t present at dinner, she’d taken it as his way of hinting he’d wanted something, and like a dog, she’d come running.

"I don’t give a damn what day it is, I want you out of my room," was his only reply as he began buttoning his shirt.

Her slight feeling of abashment was replaced by something new. A dangerous sort of curiosity that caused her eyes to narrow in suspicion. "Why? What better things to do you have to do?" she demanded, her tone switching from sultry to snappy as she placed a hand on her hip.

"There are many things in this world that I would rather do than you," he snapped back, brushing past her to retrieve his shoes from the end of his bed.

"Oh yea?" she narrowed her eyes more as she turned to watch him, her hands still on her hips, "you didn’t seem to think so last year."

Draco let out a contemptuous snort as he sat down on the trunk at the end of his bed, slipping his shoes on. "Well a lot has changed since last year."

"Oh yea? Like what?" she snapped, perking an eyebrow at him.

"My standards," he replied simply, tying his laces.

"Oh, so you’re saying I don’t live up to your high standards anymore then?"

"Yup."

A long silence followed, and Pansy swallowed hard, looking down at her bare feet. The room suddenly felt very cold, and she moved her eyes to watch Draco as he continued to tie his shoes as if she wasn’t even there. 

Placing his hands on his knees, Draco sat back when both shoes were tied, and he arched an eyebrow at Pansy. "Why are you still here?"

Narrowing her eyes, she didn’t reply, but instead bent down to retrieve her robes from the floor before wrapping her arms around her stomach and rushing out of his dorm, slamming the door shut behind herself.

Draco sighed as he stood up, frowning slightly to himself. There were times like this when he reminded himself almost of his Father, and that wasn’t something he would ever be proud of. Deep down he knew that Pansy only showed such interest in him because he was the man of her financial dreams, so maybe she deserved it. He still couldn’t help but feel a bit bad however, he could have almost sworn he’d seen tears in her eyes when she’d left, but she’d deserved it, she did. She brought it on herself anyways, and the brief guilt he’d experienced faded as quickly as a snowball would in the desert. 

Turning back around, he went into his trunk to pick out the parcel he had buried beneath his clothes before he tucked it under his robes and headed out. Taking a look around the common room, he made sure Pansy wasn’t sat in any of the chairs before he made his way to the door, quickly moving off in the direction of the Astronomy tower.

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

Hermione had gotten to the tower first, and she folded the cloak up neatly before setting it away in a corner. Letting out a slow breath, she smiled to herself as she headed over to the window, looking down at the lake again as she waited for Draco to arrive. 

Goosebumps rose on her skin as a cool February breeze drifted through the window, and she had just lifted her hands to rub her arms when someone began doing it for her. Giving a start, her eyes widened as she turned around, coming face to face with Draco.

"You looked cold," he explained, stepping a bit closer as he slipped his arms around her.

She chuckled softly, stepping closer to his warmth. "I was," she agreed, tilting her head up to kiss him.

He bent his head to kiss her back, running his hands down to rest on her waist. "You look stunning," he murmured against her lips a moment later.

"And you look as handsome as ever," she replied with a smile, kissing the corner of his lips gently. As she went to rest her hand on his side, her palm came to rest against something hard, and she frowned in bafflement as she pulled back slightly, giving it a light tap with her knuckles. "What’s this?" she asked, tilting her head to one side.

"Oh-" he seemed to remember something, and he took a step back, "it’s your present."

She gave him a stern look. "If it’s wrapped in three hundred boxes again I do hope you realise you’ll be opening it."

He just replied with a smirk as he reached into his robes and handed her a box.

Taking it from him, she stared down at it for a moment before looking back to him. "May I open it?"

"Go ahead," he said with a nod as he turned away from her, retrieving his wand from his back pocket.

Smiling, Hermione tried not to look too excited as she un-did the red ribbon he’d tied the white box with. It was rather heavy, and she wondered what on Earth it might be. 

While she worked on opening the box, Draco performed a series of simple charms that made the tower look much more presentable for a Valentines night. What looked like a simple white sheet with a load of pillows set a top it actually felt like a bed beneath you when you sat on it, and all around it were deep red candles, flickering gently in the occasional breeze that passed through the window. The last charm he did was for food, since both had missed dinner in order to meet. He was sure that the rest of Hogwart’s student body wasn’t having chocolate and fruit, but it seemed more than appropriate for his current situation. 

He heard a small gasp from behind him, and he took this as a sign that she’d gotten her present open. After mumbling his last charm, he slipped his wand away and turned around to face her, setting the bouquet of red roses he’d just summoned up down on one of the far corners of the bed.

Hermione stared down at her gift in awe, gently running her fingertips down over the books’ cover. Removing it from its’ box, she turned it from side to side. "Oh...my..." she breathed, finally moving her eyes up to look at him.

"You know what it is, right?" he asked a bit uncertainly, shifting from one foot to the other.

She had to laugh softly; it said right on the front of the book what it was. Nodding, she smiled as she looked back down at it. "Yes, I know what this is."

He smiled, then moved back to sit down on his make-shift bed. "Well open it then."

She didn’t seem to hear him as she looked around the room with a slightly dropped jaw. "When...How did you do all this?"

"Magic," he replied with a smirk.

"I know that..." She sighed in exasperation, though she couldn’t help but smirk at him as she moved to sit down beside him. Setting the book down in her lap, she ran her fingertips lightly over the cover again. "Our book..." she repeated softly, reading off of the cover. "Where did you find this?" she asked, turning her head to look at him.

"It was just a plain, leather-bound book I found in Hogsmeade. I got the cover engraved," he explained with a nod, gesturing at the book.

Another grin spread over her lips as she flipped it open. The corner of the first page red simply; ‘Hermione, I thought you might like another book. Love ~Draco.’ Snorting softly, she shook her head slightly as she flipped to the next page. Her jaw dropped again, and this time so much that it threatened to hit the floor. The first page was filled with reasons he loved her, all written in neat cursive, some big, some small, but all just as meaningful to her.

Draco bit down on his lip as he moved his eyes to watch her. He hadn’t ever done anything quite like this for anyone before, and he hadn’t been certain what she’d make of it. He hoped that the way her eyes were swelling with tears was to be taken as a good sign, and he reached over to turn to the next page, which, like the first, was completely full with reasons why he loved her.

Letting out a small laugh of disbelief, Hermione continued to flip through the book, finding that the first five pages were completely full. 

"I could have gone on, but I didn’t want to use up the whole book." He explained with a smile, still watching her reaction.

She smiled at him, lifting a hand to wipe a stray tear from her cheek before she looked back down and turned to last page of writing. This page only held one point, though it was done in the biggest writing of all.

‘Because you’re you.’

"The rest of the pages are blank right now," he pointed out, shrugging one shoulder, "but we’re supposed to fill it with different things that remind us of each other."

Nodding, Hermione gently closed the book, setting it aside before she reached up to place a hand on the back of his neck and pull him into a kiss.

He leaned in to meet her lips, tilting his head to one side. She was wearing her lip-gloss, and he smirked as he very gently brushed his tongue across her lips, slipping one of his arms around her waist.

As his arm found it’s way around her waist, she lay back against the sheet, which she was surprised to find felt more comfortable than even her bed. Her head fell back onto one of the pillows, and she wrapped both of her arms around his neck, keeping the kiss soft and gentle for a moment before she pulled her head back just slightly, keeping her lips lightly pressed to his. "I have a present for you too..." she whispered against his lips, "but you have to find it."

He smiled, propping himself up on his arms over her. "Where might I start looking?"

"Well..." she paused as if in thought. "If I told you...I’d have to kill you."

He snorted, and then seemed to ponder it for a moment before he shifted down to the end of the sheet, gently slipping the black sandals she wore off of her feet. "Is it...here...?" he asked, leaning down to kiss the top of each foot.

Curling her toes, Hermione laughed as she shook her head.

"Hmm..." He slid his hands slowly up over her calves, kissing his way softly up one of her shins. "Anywhere around here?" he asked, sitting up a bit as he slid his hands around to run his fingertips around each of her kneecaps.

Stretching her legs out so they lay flat, she shook her head again, trying not to giggle at his touch.

He smirked faintly as he reached up and began to inch her skirt down over her hips, kissing his way down her thighs as they were revealed to him. He could feel her beginning to squirm beneath his lips, and he smirked more as he sat back, slipping her skirt completely off. "Is it the panties?" he asked, perking an eyebrow as he gently fingered the lace at the side.

She chuckled at that, propping herself up on her elbows as she glanced down at his hand. "If you want the panties, you’re welcome to have them."

"Really?" he raised his eyebrows, slipping his fingers beneath the waistband as he began sliding them down as well.

"Really," she said with a nod. "You can’t just keep them to look at them though...You have to wear them. You know, put them to good use."

"Oh, alright," he smirked faintly, then leaned down to kiss along the top of the panties, which now rested very low on her hips.

Her eyes flickered shut, and she tilted her head slightly to one side. "Your present isn’t there though."

"I don’t believe you..." he teased, sitting back as he slid her knickers down over her legs. "I think I’ll have to find that out for myself."

Laughing softly, she moved her knees up a bit as she lied back again. "Oh fine," she said with a sigh, trying her best to sound put out, though that proved to be very difficult. "Don’t take my word for it then."

He ran his hands slowly down to her knees, bending his head to scatter a few butterfly soft kisses along her inner thighs. "I won’t."

"Good," she replied with a smirk, turning her head to one side on the pillow as she bit down on her lip.

He smirked cheekily as he sat back. "Though if you insist I won’t find it there, I suppose I can move on."

"No, no..." She opened her eyes, turning her head to look at him. "You can look, just to be sure."

He smirked again, then leaned back down to very gently tease her with the tip of his tongue, sliding his hands back up her legs again to massage her thighs.

Even the fact that she had bit down on her lip couldn’t help suppress the little moan she emitted, and she wound her fingers into the sheets beneath herself, her legs tensing, then relaxing as his tongue began it’s exploration. 

He rubbed his tongue against her for a moment before he shifted a bit closer, all of the little sounds she was making urging him on. He slowly allowed his tongue to slip inside as he ran his hands over her hips, holding her in place. Twirling it around as though he was in fact looking for something, he had a hard time keeping a hold of her hips when they bucked up slightly against him as he hit a particularly sensitive spot.

She was just growing pleasantly light-headed, her stomach tensing in pleasure when he pulled back. "Draco..." she groaned in a sort of protest as he stopped, and she opened her eyes slowly to turn her head to look at him. He was sitting again, his index finger and thumb on his chin as though he were deep in thought. 

"You know...I don’t think it’s there," he said after a moment, sighing in defeat as he bent down to begin inching her top up with one hand, placing a kiss over each new inch of skin that was exposed. 

"Such a tease..." She mumbled with a smile, her voice slightly hoarse as she lay back again. His lips against her stomach tickled, and she felt her stomach shy away from his touch as she laughed softly.

"Always best to double check though..." he said just as he’d placed a kiss below her breasts. Before she could reply, he slipped two fingers within her, smiling at the way her back automatically arched up towards him. "Don’t you agree?" he asked, perking an eyebrow as he tilted his head to one side.

She hadn’t been expecting it at all, and his sudden action had sent such a ripple of pleasure running up her spine that her back had arched up, and she’d let out a groan before she could so much as think about it. "Yes..." she breathed, her eyes falling shut again as she tilted her head back into the pillows.

He smirked to himself, leaning forwards to kiss up her throat, all the way to her chin as he worked up a slow rhythm with his fingers, using his thumb to purposely brush against her most sensitive areas. "Hmm..." He said between her moans, nuzzling her throat gently. "I feel something..." he mused as he continued rubbing her lightly with his thumb, "though I’m not quite certain it’s my present."

"Don’t...stop..." was all she managed to get out between heavy breaths, giving the sheets a slight tug as his touch lifted her to new levels of ecstasy.

"Ah...So it might be here then?" he asked, kissing her on the chin. "I reckon I’ll just have to work harder then," he said as he increased the pressure just slightly. The sounds she made were enough to inform him that that had been what she needed, and soon enough, he felt her body tense and ultimately relax beneath him, and he smiled as he leaned up more to press a kiss to her lips.

She kissed him back as best she could, feeling almost drunk at the moment. As her erratic breathing began to slowly come back down to normal, she wrapped her arms back around his neck, absent-mindedly playing with his hair. "I told you...it wasn’t there..." she murmured against his lips, opening her eyes to look up into his.

He smiled against her lips, propping himself up on his arms over her again. "I’m sorry..." he said with a sigh. "I promise I’ll take your word for it next time."

She returned the smile, then sat up, which inevitably pushed him up with her. As he sat back on his legs, she wrapped her legs loosely around his waist, running her hands down his upper arms. "There’s still somewhere you haven’t look though," she pointed out, her eyes flickering down towards her breasts before she moved them back up to his.

He raised his eyebrows as he reached over her shoulders to un-tie the top. "Trust me, I was getting there."

Laughing softly, she lifted her arms so he could pull the top up over her head. As the garment was tossed aside, she looked down at her breasts again, trying to look shocked. "How did that get there?" she asked in false bewilderment, regarding the little bag still resting between her breasts.

"Well I certainly hope that you put it there, because if you didn’t, I’ll have to murder whoever did," he reasoned, sliding his hands around her waist and running them up her back so he could un-do her bra.

She smiled, arching her back slightly to help him get it un-done. Hearing the little ‘click’ that informed her he’d succeeded, she moved her arms again so that he could slide it off. As soon as the bra was removed from her chest, the little bag fell down between them, and she reached down to get it, purposely brushing her palm against the crotch of his trousers. "I think I’ve lost it..." she lied, making a ‘whoops’ face as she continued to nonchalantly fondle him.

His eyes had flickered lightly shut, and he bit his lip slightly as he tilted his head to the side. "That’s okay...Just keep looking."

Laughing, she kissed lightly along his jawbone before she picked up the bag. "Oh good news, I’ve found it."

"Damn," he teased as he took the bag from her. 

She laughed again softly, moving her eyes to his chest as she began to un-button the dark red shirt he had on. "I just noticed something," she said as she un-did the first button, "we match."

He raised an eyebrow at her, then glanced down at her hands. "Actually, I think I’m paler."

She paused for a moment, looking slightly confused before she rolled her eyes. "I meant our clothes."

"You’re not wearing any," he pointed out with a smirk, sitting back slightly as she made her way down to the buttons over his stomach.

"Well spotted," was her only reply as she ran her hands over his chest, pushing the shirt off of his shoulders so it fell down over his upper arms.

He smirked at her, and then held up the bag. "Could I open this now?"

"Of course," she laughed, "why do you think I gave it to you?"

He smirked faintly, opening the bag before he turned it over and shook it, so that its’ contents would fall down into his open palm. 

She pressed her lips together as she watched him, her eyes flickering up to his as the pure silver ring fell down into his hand.

He set the bag down as he looked at the ring. "Thank you," he said with a smile as he looked over at her, before he looked back down and slid it onto his thumb.

"I hope you like it..." she began, "I wasn’t too sure what to get you...I thought this was nice, because, well, it’s silver, and also, because it’s so...plain."

He nodded a bit, but couldn’t help but look just a tad baffled as he moved his eyes back to her.

She smirked faintly at his expression. "You don’t need anything fancy. It’s...ordinary, common...plain. It’s everything that you’re not."

He slowly smiled, then seemed to pause in thought for a moment before he shifted his hips up and reached into his back pocket for his wand.

"What are you doing?" Hermione asked, arching an eyebrow at him. 

He didn’t reply, but instead slipped the ring off of his thumb, did a simple shrinking charm, then put his wand aside before he slid the ring onto his ring finger. 

Hermione continued to watch with interest, raising an eyebrow slightly when he was finished.

He stared down at his hand for a moment, still looking as though he were deep in thought. "One day..." he began slowly a moment later, "one day you can take this off. I’ll keep it on until it’s replaced with another ring...with a wedding band." His eyes flickered up to hers then, and he leaned in to kiss her lips softly. "I want no one but you to take this off," he mumbled against her lips, working his shirt off before he moved back over her, his chest pressing lightly to hers as he lay down.

His body forced hers back down against the sheet, and she didn’t protest in any way. Smiling up at him, she wrapped her legs around his, rubbing the back of his calf with her bare toes. "I love you."

"I love you more than life," he replied as he began kissing his way down the side of her neck.

She smiled again, tilting her head to the side as his lips made their way slowly down her body. 

He brushed his lips across her collarbone lightly before he reached over to take a few raspberries from the dish he’d summoned up earlier. They were still cool, and he heard her gasp lightly as he dropped one down between her breasts.

Her eyes flickered open, and she turned her head to see where the sudden coolness had come from. Smirking as she watched him set a line of raspberries down her stomach, leading towards her bellybutton, she laughed softly. "You know, it’s strawberries that are supposedly the aphrodisiacs."

He just shrugged a shoulder as he set the last one in her bellybutton. "Whoever dubbed strawberries as the aphrodisiac have obviously not kissed you."

She smiled down at him, and then bit her lip as she rested back against the array of pillows.

He rested his weight on his arms as he lied back down over her once more. Bending his head forwards, he ate the raspberry he’d set between her breasts, his hair gently brushing her skin as it fell forwards.

The sensation both tickled and felt heavenly at the same time, and her giggle turned into a soft moan as she tilted her head back slightly. Running one of her hands down over his back, she slid the other into his silken hair, playing with it as he continued to follow the trail of berries all the way down her stomach.

Her stomach arched away from his lips, and when he’d eaten every raspberry besides the one set in her bellybutton, he ran the very tip of his tongue back up the trail that had previously held the berries. She moaned softly at this and arched her back, and as he moved back down, he blew softly over the trail his tongue had just made. He stomach shied away again instinctively, and he smirked, using his tongue to retrieve the raspberry from within her bellybutton.

She laughed again lightly, her body humming with pleasure by this point. His tongue around her bellybutton felt surprisingly good, and she ran her fingers through his hair, moaning softly.

When he had it in his mouth, he shifted back over top of her, tilting his head to the side as he kissed her. Her lips soon parted for him, and he used his tongue to shift the berry into her mouth.

Taking it from him, she smiled against his lips. "Now it’s you who tastes like raspberries," she stated when she’d finished hers.

He chuckled a bit, and then reached back to pick up the roses. "Turn over," he instructed, smirking faintly at the almost puzzled look she gave him. "Just trust me," he assured her.

Arching an eyebrow at him, she slowly turned onto her stomach, propping herself up slightly on her arms. 

He lied down on his side beside her, removing one of the roses from the bouquet. "Close your eyes..." he whispered into her ear.

Her lips curved upwards into a smile, and she slowly shut her eyes. "What are you doing?" she asked curiously.

He didn’t reply, but instead sat up a bit as he gently ran the soft petals of the rose down her spine. Her back arched, and he heard her take in a sharp breath before she let it out slowly, tilting her head to one side. Smirking faintly, he trailed the rose slowly back up, then down again, and this time, he followed it with his lips.

Tilting her head forwards slightly, so that her forehead rested against one of the pillows, she let out a soft moan, intertwining her fingers with the sheets again.

Placing a final kiss on the small of her back, he sat up slightly as he trailed the rose slowly down over the back of one of her legs. He could see the muscles tensing beneath the soft sensation, and he smiled faintly to himself. He twirled the delicate petals over the back of her ankle, and then trailed it down the back of her foot, which she retracted quickly with a laugh.

"Draco!" she laughed, pulling her leg up slightly. "That tickles!"

"Sorry," he replied like he didn’t really mean it...and he didn’t. Reaching up to place a hand on her hip, he gently signaled for her to turn over onto her back.

Smiling, she followed his non-verbal instruction, rolling over so that she stared up at the ceiling.

"I told you to shut your eyes..." he scolded with a smirk, leaning up to kiss her lips softly before he ran the rose across them lightly.

She kissed the cool petals softly as they passed over her lips before shutting her eyes, letting out a slow breath as her body relaxed again.

Moving his eyes to watch her, Draco trailed the rose slowly down the side of her neck, across her throat, until he reached her collarbone. She bit down on her lip slightly, and he smiled to himself as he ran the rose along her collarbone, bending his head to follow it with his lips once more. This pattern continued as he made his way down between her breasts, over her stomach, until he was circling her bellybutton.

Small laughs turned to moans, then back to laughs as he continued to explore her body with the flower, and she opened her eyes slightly as the rose was circled around her bellybutton. Smiling down at him, she perked an eyebrow slightly as one of the petals fell off.

Draco moved his eyes up to look into hers as he set the rose aside. He gave her a small smile before he moved his eye to look at the stray petal, which was resting just above her bellybutton. Slowly, he leaned down once again, resting his cheek against her lower stomach.

Hermione’s lips curved upwards into a smile again as she watched him, and she lifted one of her hands from the sheet to gently tuck his flaxen hair back behind his ear. She could feel his cheek move against her abdomen as he smiled, and for a reason unbeknownst to her, the sensation caused a feeling of entirety to fill her.

Watching the petal, he blew on it softly, smirking faintly as it skidded across her stomach, fluttering about as though it was a stray leaf lost on an immaculate river.

As the rose petal fluttered airily across her stomach, her eyes flickered shut once more, and she continued to gently stroke her fingers through his hair.

Sitting back up, he picked up the rose; gently trailing it down over her hipbone as he again followed its trail lightly with kisses. Her body arched up towards him, and he sat back, smiling down at her. "You’re beautiful."

Opening her eyes again, she couldn’t help but return the smile. "So are you," she whispered softly, feeling so close to him at that moment that the prospect of raising her voice to anything above a whisper seemed completely unnecessary.

He lifted his hand again, absently running the flocculent petals of the rose down along the curve of her breast, all the way down along the slender curve of her waist. 

She moved her eyes to watch, not even bothering to brush away the stray curl that fell down over her forehead.

Laying the rose across her stomach, he reached over to pick up the rest of the bouquet. Looking down as it as if in consideration, he smirked to himself as he plucked a petal, tossing it onto the sheets. "She loves me..." plucking another, he again tossed it carelessly away, "she loves me not..."

Laughing softly, Hermione watched him go through an entire rose, and the sheet was scattered with satiny rose petals by the time he was through. 

Reaching the last petal, he smiled as he held it up, perking an eyebrow. He went to open his mouth, but she cut him off before he could speak.

"She loves you," Hermione said as she sat up, placing one of her hands on the back of his neck as she drew him into a kiss again. 

He returned the kiss, lying down with her on his side. She lay down with him, and he deepened the kiss for a moment longer before pulling back. "And he loves you."

"Then show me," she whispered again, her voice so soft that if it weren’t for the fact that her lips had been so close to his ear, he might not have heard it. Raising a hand to rest on her cheek, he stroked her skin with his thumb as he kissed her again, turning them both over so that he was over top of her once more.

Opening her eyes slowly to stare up into his, she slid her hands down his sides to his trousers, un-doing them hastily, but gently, before she pushed them down past his hips, pushing his boxers along with them. He rested his forehead against hers, staring right back into her eyes, and she beamed up at him, using her feet to remove his trousers the rest of the way when they were out of her reach.

He kicked his shoes off, and used his feet to get them completely off, and the sudden touch of skin against skin sent a small shiver of anticipation creeping up his spine. He kept his eyes open as he rested one of his hands on her hips, propping himself up slightly over her with one arm. ‘I love you,’ he mouthed before he gently thrust his hips, shifting inside of her with ease.

Her eyes had fallen shut as he’d filled her, but she forced them open again as she slid her arms around his neck. "I need you," she replied before she finally allowed her eyes to close. Pulling him down slightly so that her lips brushed his earlobe, and their cheeks were against each other, she let out a soft moan into his ear, intertwining her legs with his.

He groaned softly in response as he began to gently build up a rhythm between their hips, their bodies again becoming one as she moved with him, her fingers gently gripping his hair.

There wasn’t a feeling that Hermione loved more in the entire world than his weight descending over her, and it didn’t take very long for his body to lift hers to a new height of euphoria. 

His moans grew more frequent with her own, and he murmured sweet nothings into her ear between heavy breaths. His head was so light in that moment that he doubted he was making much sense, but that didn’t matter, nothing mattered to him in that moment besides her. 

She felt her body tensing up as her pleasure heightened, and she wrapped her legs a bit further around his, groaning his name loudly. He responded with her name moaned into her ear, and she felt his body tense as well until they each relaxed at nearly the same moment. She felt as though her body were slowly slipping through the sheets, falling into some eternal state of bliss, and his body had pressed so close to her own that she could barely tell where she ended and he began. 

The endorphin filled highs ended soon enough however, and she sighed as he shifted himself off of her. He turned onto his side, and before he could slide his arms around her, she sat up to reach for his shirt, but before she could find it within the piles of scatted clothes, he took her wrists, sitting up behind her.

"Why do you do that...?" he asked, nuzzling the spot just below her ear.

"Do what?" she asked, arching an eyebrow slightly as she glanced back over her shoulder at him.

"Hide from me..." he replied, kissing her lips softly as he lifted a hand to tuck some lose curls back behind her ear. "Why do you always feel you need to hide from me?"

Hermione frowned slightly, shrugging her shoulder as she glanced back down towards clothes. "I guess..." she began, not entirely sure what her answer may be, "I guess I’m just not use to lying naked with somebody...Maybe I’m not as comfortable in my own skin as you are...Sometimes it just..." she sighed, shrugging again, "sometimes it just doesn’t seem to fit right."

He frowned as if confused as he kissed her shoulder lightly. "What makes you feel that way? I think it fits perfectly."

She smiled, glancing back at him again. "I’m a sixteen year old girl Draco, many of us wish we looked like someone else." 

He shook his head slightly, gently pushing her back so that she lied on her back again. "I don’t ever want to hear you say something so daft again...I thought you were clever."

She opened her mouth to protest, but was cut off before she could speak as he placed a finger over her lips. Shutting her mouth reluctantly, she arched an eyebrow at him.

"Your hair reflects you..." he began, lifting his hand to play with one of the soft curls, "it’s wild...yet it can be tamed, though, it never stays that way for long."

She couldn’t help but smile, and she closed her eyes lightly, just listening to his voice.

"Your forehead is high...A sign of beauty..." he continued before he ran his index finger down over her nose. "Your nose suits your face. It blends in and adds to your beauty, and it’s just like a button at the end."

He tapped the end of her nose, and she laughed softly, opening her eyes to look up at him.

"And your eyes..." he whispered, tilting his head slightly to one side as he stared down at her. "They’re so deep...I could get lost in them forever."

Not used to being complimented like this, Hermione felt her cheeks flush red. "They’re just brown..." she muttered, shutting her eyes.

"Just brown?" Shaking his head, he leaned forwards to place a soft kiss over each of her eyelids. "Saying that is like saying that the sky is just blue...Or that the grass is just green..."

She opened her mouth to reply, but was silenced with a kiss.

"Your lips...Softer than the rose petals, and just as magnificent," he mumbled against her lips before he bent his head to kiss his way down her throat. "Your neck...So long, and slender...Perfect for kissing."

She smirked a bit, biting her lip slightly as he kissed his way down to her breasts.

Sitting back, he trailed his fingertips down across the valley between her breasts. "These are self explanatory."

Laughing, she tilted her head back slightly, sucking in her stomach as he began to kiss his way down it once more. 

"Your stomach..." he smiled as he sat back, running his hands down along the curve of her waist. "It curves just the right amount, giving you that...much desired, hour glass figure."

Letting out a slightly contemptuous snort, Hermione shook her head. "I’m no Marilyn Monroe."

"Who?" he asked, raising an eyebrow as he ran his fingers around her bellybutton.

Chuckling softly, she just shook her head. "Nevermind."

"Your hips..." he continued, tilting his head to one side again as he ran his hands over them, "also curve just the right amount...making you look exactly how a woman should."

Her heart skipped a beat, and she let out a soft sigh as she tilted her head to the side, nuzzling one of the pillows as she continued to listen, basking in the sound of his voice.

He leaned down to trail a line of kisses down over one of her hipbones before he sat back, running his hands down over her legs. "Your legs, I love watching them while you walk..."

"I hate my legs."

"Well who’s asking you?" He replied easily, sitting back more as he ran his hand over one of her feet. "And to finish, you have cute toes."

Smirking, Hermione curled her toes slightly as she allowed her eyes to open again. "You’re too good to me..." she whispered, her eyes searching his face as though she expected to find an answer to why he was being so kind to her hidden somewhere within his aristocratic features.

"Hermione," he said, raising his eyebrows slightly as he slowly lay down beside her. "I could never be too good to you. I wish everyday that I could offer you more..." 

"You’ve given me more than enough...Everything that I need I find within you," she told him with a smile, snuggling her body up close to his.

He slid his hand over her stomach as he kissed the back of her shoulder lightly. "Well, your lips are my wine, your eyes are my inspiration, and your name is my courage...You are my everything."

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

Hermione slowly opened her eyes. At first she thought it had been the sun shining in her eyes that had woken her, but as she came back to her senses, she realised she that she was mistaken. The corners of her lips turned up into a diminutive smile as she moved her eyes to look down at Draco. "What are you doing?" she asked, her voice still slightly intoxicated with sleep.

He smirked, not looking up at her as he continued using his index finger to write down one of her legs with the chocolate from the previous night. "Just using up some of the chocolate," he replied casually, as though he were concentrating. "I thought it was a waste to just leave it sat there."

Smiling, Hermione went to prop herself up on her elbows, but he gently pushed her back down before she was able to. "Draco," she laughed, biting her lip slightly as she stared up at the ceiling, "what does it say?"

As he finished the last word, he sat back slowly, tilting his head to one side as he observed his work. "It says..." he began, sucking the chocolate off of his finger, "I will stand beside you as your partner," he read from where he’d written it across her stomach. "Before you as your protector..." he read from where he’d written it down her right leg. "And behind you, as your solace." Moving his eyes from her left leg to look up at her, he smiled. "Good Morning."

Her smile only broadened, and she lifted one of her hands to brush the back of her fingertips over his cheek. "Good Morning." Staring at him for a moment as if in thought, she tilted her head to the side. "You know...Whenever I wake up with you, I always find it hard to believe that I’m not still dreaming..."

He reached up to take her hand before he shut his eyes lightly and turned his head to place a soft kiss over each of her fingertips.

She watched him, completely enraptured by every move that he made. "I never want to leave..." she whispered, allowing her eyes to fall shut once again, "I want to stay in here with you forever..."

"You’d get sick of me quickly I bet," he joked, shifting back down to the end of the bed so he could begin to lick his written message off of her with the tip of his tongue.

"Not if you kept doing that I wouldn’t..." she moaned softly as his tongue danced along her thigh. 

He didn’t reply, but instead took his time to delicately lick every last drop of chocolate from her body. He allowed his tongue to explore each curve, each dip of her torso, placing a soft kiss here and there whenever one of her hands found it’s way into his hair. When he was certain that she was free of all chocolate, he propped himself up over her, placing a gentle kiss over her lips.

She slid both of her hands into his hair as she returned the kiss amorously. Reality came back into play as he began to kiss down the side of her neck however, and she sighed softly. "Draco..." she murmured into his ear, "people will be wondering where we are. I didn’t even expect to stay the night," she admitted with a small laugh. "Not that I mind spending the night with you...In fact, there’s not a moment I wish to be apart from you, but really, people will begin to wonder."

He sighed as well, reluctantly pulled back. "I suppose you’re right...As usual." Giving her another quick kiss on the lips, he pushed himself up, passing her her clothes as he began to dress himself.

She slipped on her bra and knickers, wiggling her way into them before she reached over to help him button his shirt. Smirking faintly to herself, she bent her head to place a kiss over each inch of skin before it was covered as a button was done up. Slowly but surely, she made her way all the way up over his chest, stopping at the last button to kiss the corner of his lips before she went to pull her top back on.

He smiled, reaching over to help her tie the back of her top. "You know, we won’t be getting anywhere at this rate," he pointed out, placing a gentle kiss at the nape of her neck.

She laughed softly as she stood to pull her skirt back on. He stood as well to put his trousers back on, and with a wave of his wand, the Tower looked exactly as it had when they’d first set foot in it the night before. 

"You can go first," Hermione told him, giving him one last kiss before she smoothed out his shirt. 

He nodded once, placing his hands over top of hers as she rested them on his stomach. "I’ll see you later."

She smiled and nodded, reluctantly letting go of his hands as he took a step back towards the door. When he was gone, and she could no longer hear his footsteps descending down the staircase, she slipped Harry’s cloak back on, hurrying out of the Tower herself as she raced back to her common room. It was still early, and she hoped to get back before people began to wake.

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

Relieved to find the common room still caliginous as he entered, Draco let out a little sigh as he moved to head up the staircase that would lead to his dorm. Everyone was still asleep, he’d made it back, he was home free. Smirking faintly to himself, he rubbed his thumb against the simple ring on his ring finger, and was just about to take the first step up when someone blocked his way.

"Finally decided to drag your sorry ass back home?" Pansy asked, perking an eyebrow as she stared down at him, standing two steps above.

"Oh for fuck sake, get a life Parkinson," he snapped, his heart skipping a beat as he went to push past her and continue on his way up the stairs.

"A life?" she raised an eyebrow again, putting her arm out to block his way. "Tell me Draco..." she began, feigning to look in thought, "does having a life mean...Oh, I don’t know...shagging Mudblood Gryffindors? Or..." before she could continue however, she was shoved back into the wall, and she let out a little yelp as her head smacked off of the hard wood.

Taking her wrists in his hands, Draco pinned her back hard against the wall, his face mere inches from hers. "You followed me?" he snarled, speaking through his teeth. "You’ve been following me around this bloody school? Sticking your pug nose in my damn business?"

Tears had swelled up in her eyes at the prospect of having her head smacked off of a wall, but her momentary pain seemed to be forgotten as she slowly smirked, "It doesn’t take a genius to figure out you’ve been fucking Granger."

Slamming her back into the wall again, Draco ignored the little cry of protest she let out. "You’ve been spying on us? You dirty, trampy...filthy..." he spat, looking both revolted and livid as he tried his best to think of every word he could use to describe what he thought of her. Before he could continue with his rage provoked rant however, she cut him off.

"I never followed you. I never spied on you," Pansy said ingenuously, shaking her head.

He tightened his grip on her wrists; nearly grinding his teeth he was so blindly furious. "Then who told you?" she didn’t answer soon enough, and he shoved her back against the wall again. "Who - told - you?" he hissed, his voice resulting to no more than a low, and very menacing snarl.

Pansy had shut her eyes when he’d slammed her body against the wall again, but she smirked again as she slowly opened her eyes to stare up into his. "You," she whispered.

Her voice was so soft it had nearly been inaudible, but the force of what she had said was nearly enough to knock him off of his feet, and his eyes widened as he released her wrists, stumbling back into the wall. 

Knowing that she was in control now, that she held the power, Pansy smiled a wicked smile, straightening back up as she sauntered over to him. "I always had an idea...Just a sneaking suspicion that you and her had something going on, but you, you’ve just confirmed that for me Draco. I’m not stupid like you like to believe I am. I’m not an idiot Draco, and let me tell you now that you, you are the daft one. You’re the prat that thought I’d just let you use me," her voice lowered here as she stepped closer, until she nearly had him pinned against the wall, their roles from just seconds before reversed.

Draco’s chest heaved with a combination of emotions as he turned his head away from her, clenching his hands so tightly into fists that he could feel his fingernails digging painfully into his palm. 

"Did you honestly think I’d let you get away with that?" Lifting a hand, she took his chin and turned his head towards her.

The action reminded him too much of something his Father would do, and over his dead body would he take something like that from anybody else. Narrowing his eyes, he smacked her hand away forcefully. "Fuck off," he growled.

Making an ‘ow’ face, Pansy pouted as she rubbed her wrist. "Temper temper Draco. If it weren’t for that temper, you’d still be able to gallivant around the school with your little Gryffindor tramp."

"Oh and how are you going to stop it?" he snapped, straightening up to his full height so that he towered above her. "You tell a soul, and mark my word I will make sure that you are never, ever able to utter a single word again."

His threat didn’t seem to have any effect on her whatsoever, and she stared curiously up at him, as though she hadn’t heard him at all. "Tell me Draco, what do you see in her that you don’t see in me? I’m a Pure Blooded Witch, from a good family, we-"

"If you’re so great, you won’t have any trouble getting a boyfriend then Parkinson, now get out of my fucking life," he snapped before he shook his head and pushed past her.

"So how are you gonna do it?" she asked nonchalantly as she pulled a piece of parchment from the pocket of her robes.

"Do what?" he asked with a sneer as he looked back over his shoulder at her.

Pansy had her head cocked to one side as she read over whatever she had written on the parchment. She remained silent for a moment, as though she hadn’t heard him, but she looked up a moment later with raised eyebrows. "Hm? Oh, oh sorry. I was just reading this letter, very interesting...Would you like to hear?" Without waiting for his response, she looked back down at the parchment.

Draco frowned as he slowly turned back around to face her. He was already half way up the staircase by that point, so he couldn’t grab the letter from her hands to see what it said. This, he discovered, would have been unnecessary however, because before he could blink, she had begun to read.

"Dear mister Malfoy..." she began, obviously trying not to smile, "I thought that it might be prudent to inform you about your son’s-"

"Shut up-" Draco cut in, his hands clenching into tight fists again.

She ignored him. "Yadda yadda yadda, messing around with a Gryffindor girl, blah blah blah, Mudblood, friends with Potter and Weasley-"

"SHUT THE FUCK UP!" He shouted, nearly trembling with rage.

His shouting seemed to have woken up half of the common room, and all of the doors that lined the staircase slowly opened. First year boys tentatively poked their heads out to see what was causing all of the commotion, while the seventh years all piled on top of each other, guffawing stupidly in the hopes to catch a fight.

Pansy’s eyes flickered to his as she began to fold the letter back up. "Dump her," she said, slipping the letter back into her pocket.

"I don’t give a fuck what he does to me-" Draco began. Ignoring all of the meddlesome faces peering at him from the dark.

Pansy cut him off with a spiteful laugh. "It isn’t what he’ll do to you Draco...It’s what he’ll do to her..." With that, she blew him a kiss, then turned on her heel, swaying her hips slightly as she made her way back down the staircase.

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

The rest of the weekend was quiet and un-eventful. Hermione didn’t see Draco for the rest of Saturday, nor all of Sunday. This wasn’t considered as odd to her, for it was often that she didn’t get to spend time with him during the weekends. The risks of being caught were higher, and neither was willing to take that risk. During her time spent without him, she would read through their book, reading his words over and over again until they were permanently engraved within her mind, as well as her heart.

Without telling him, she had saved a few rose petals from Valentines night, and she had added them to their book. She figured that she would show him on Tuesday, when they were to meet again in their Tower. Before she went to bed on Sunday night, she had read over the first few pages of her book once again before she’d hidden it away again, and allowed herself to drift off into a blissful sleep. 

Monday came, and Monday went. Draco had not glanced at her once, not in the halls, not during classes, not even in the great hall during meals. Now this was something that had caused a few knots to form in Hermione’s stomach. Usually during classes, they would allow each other a small smile, or he would nonchalantly mouth ‘I love you’ to her as they passed in the hallways, but only when no one was around. This Monday however, was very different. No smiles were exchanged, no ‘I love you’s were mouthed, and by the end of the day, Hermione couldn’t help but feel slightly apprehensive. 

Though Harry and her were speaking once again, (much to her relief) she didn’t feel that this was something she could go to him with. What would he say, ‘I told you so Hermione, he just seemed too good to be true...’ Yes, he would say something like that, and he would probably be right. Heading up to bed early, Hermione tossed and turned in her bed, wondering what could possibly have driven him to ignore her all day long. The only consolation she found came at around midnight, when all of her roommates were sleeping soundly. Soundlessly, she had crept from her bed, moving to her trunk to retrieve her book. His words comforted her, and she absent-mindedly fingered her locket as she read over the pages whose corners were already becoming frayed from her touching them so much. 

‘Because you’re you.’

She read this line again and again, until her eyes grew so heavy that she could no longer keep them open, and she had given in and crawled back into bed with reluctance. Her last reassuring thought before she had succumbed to sleep, was that she would be wrapped safely in his arms again tomorrow night, and that his sweet lips would kiss away all of her current worries that now seemed very foolish. 

As Monday had, Tuesday passed without any acknowledgements from him, but whenever her feelings of trepidation had resurfaced, she had reminded herself of the book, their book, and the mere thought of his words had soothed the knots tightening in her stomach. Her intuition told her that something was very, very wrong, but her logic insisted that she was being foolish. 

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

It was cold. It was so...so cold. The Tower had never felt emptier than it did at that moment, and the only warmth that encompassed Hermione were the hot tears that were streaming freely down over her cheeks. At first she had wiped them forcibly away, scolding herself for being weak, but now, now she simply allowed them to pour down her face. She didn’t care where they fell, and she could only hope that they would grow into a river that would engulf her, end the ache she was experiencing at that very moment in time.

There was no denying it now. Even his words offered no comfort, no reassurance. She had never felt more alone, more abandoned in her entire life. Even when he’d been an hour late she’d managed to convince herself that something had just come up, and he would come bursting through the door with that smile of his. Two hours had passed since then, and then three, and finally four, and now, nearly five hours later, Hermione remained alone. If he really had not been able to make it, he would have sent her an owl. Her Draco, the Draco that she knew would never, ever leave her standing in the Tower for five hours. Cold, alone...and forlorn.

Letting out a small sob, she turned dismissively from the window. The stars were shining too brightly, and the moon shone too strongly. How dare it be such a beautiful night when she felt so torn apart? After fumbling blindly through her tears for the doorknob, she had raced down the stairs, rushing towards her common room as quickly as she could with the minimal vision she had, thanks to the tears swelling in her eyes, and the darkness of the hallways of Hogwarts.

The Gryffindor common room had been dark and deserted, and she had sobbed silently all the way to her bed. Reaching for her wand as she drew the hangings around her mattress, she didn’t even bother to un-dress as she did a silencing spell, then proceeded to bawl into her pillows until her body had drifted off to sleep due to both physical, and mental exhaustion. 

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

The clicking of the clock in his dorm had become a form of torture for Draco as he lay on his side on his bed, his knees curled to his chest as he’d stared off into the darkness. He tried desperately to think of anything, anything besides the only person that he could seem to focus on. His mind seemed un-able to recall anything but Hermione.

Her face, her eyes, her hair, the way she laughed, the way that she smelled...The way that she had looked so hurt as he’d brushed carelessly past her in the hall that very morning. With each tick of the clock, he would wince. He knew that she was waiting for him. Stood all alone in that Tower...waiting...and waiting, believing that he would show, though deep down he felt that she knew just as well as he did that he would not be attending that night.

A lump had risen in his throat as soon as the clock had stuck eight, and he had not been able to force it down since then. It was well past midnight at that point, and even Crabbe and Goyle’s snoring seemed like nothing over the ticking of the clock. 

It rang out in his mind like a scolding. Cursing him for what he was doing. He had squeezed his eyes shut to fight back the tears he could feel beginning to flood his eyes. Crying wouldn’t make anything better. Crying wouldn’t change the way things had to be. He’d learned that at a very young age.

"Nothing can change the way it has to be..." he whispered to himself suddenly, slowly opening his eyes to stare off into the gloom. This was for her own good. What did he have to offer her? Besides the constant torment of his Father. Never, ever did he want the person that he loved with all of his soul be forced to deal with the wrath of the man who had destroyed his. It was true. He had always felt empty before her. Like a puzzle, missing important pieces. She had filled them all however, made him complete, and what had he done for her? Nothing. 

Slowly, he pushed himself up. Now, with each tick of the clock, he thought of a new reason why this was for the best. He could no longer comprehend why he’d ever even dared to fathom that something like this could work. She deserved better, and in this case, money, good looks, charm, and pure blood were not the best he had to offer. Money couldn’t buy what he felt she deserved, and all that he knew was what she didn’t deserve, and that was the constant anguish that would endure the both of them if they dared remain together.

"I’m sorry..." he whispered, gently running his fingers over the single silver band he wore on his finger. Before he could turn back, he shut his eyes lightly, cringing as though in pain as he slid the ring slowly off of his finger. The simple ring had felt so heavy in his palm, a weight that had traveled all the way up his arm to his heart, and it pulled that down as well. 

As he lied back down, he kept the ring wrapped tightly in his hand, squeezing his eyes shut again as his head hit his pillows. Everything seemed to remind him of her, and he could only hope that she was able to let go of him sooner than he knew he would be able to let go of her. 

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

Hermione had woken up Wednesday morning with the false hope that perhaps there really was a reason. Maybe...maybe he did have a reason, an excuse. She felt so desperate at the thought of losing him that she would be willing to take any excuse he had if it meant that she would be allowed back in his embrace. She had dressed quickly that morning, and had made sure to put on her lip gloss before she’d headed downstairs for breakfast. 

She had met up with Harry and Ron at the top of the staircase, and she gave them each a small smile. "Good Morning."

"Morning," Harry replied brightly, smiling at her before he moved his eyes slowly to look at Ron.

Ron just nodded once before moving to head down the staircase, and with a sigh and a shrug to Hermione, Harry had followed.

Hugging her books to her chest, Hermione followed them both down the staircase. As the hall drew nearer, the amount of butterflies within her stomach had increased, and she had felt nearly light headed as she’d walked into the hall, both Harry and Ron still in front of her.

Their shoulders had blocked her view for a moment, but as they’d each moved to sit across from each other at the Gryffindor table, Hermione’s gaze had traveled straight to the Slytherin table, and it didn’t take her long to spot the flaxen blonde hair, standing out like a jewel in a sea of filth, which, in her opinion, is what the majority of the Slytherin table consisted of.

"Your girlfriend’s here..." Pansy had whispered into his ear with a smirk, and Draco had slowly moved his eyes to look at Hermione. 

Their eyes met for a brief moment, before he blinked and turned back to Pansy, grinning at her like she had just said something wickedly amusing.

Hermione felt the world that she had created with him come crashing down on her shoulders, and feeling weak in the knees she had blindly grabbed for something solid to hold onto. The first thing that her hand had managed to find however, was Ron’s shoulder, and he’d frowned in confusion as he looked back over his shoulder at her.

After seeing the agonised and somewhat dazed _expression on Hermione’s face, Ron’s frown had switched from one of bafflement to one of concern, and he slowly stood, taking her arm. "Hermione, are you all right?" he asked, his eyes searching her face as though he’d find the answer to his question there.

Ron’s voice had sounded so, so far away, and Hermione had let out a shaky breath as she slowly turned her head to look at him. "Yes..." she replied, her voice just barely above a whisper. "I...I need to sit..."

Nodding, Ron stood back as he helped her sit down in the bench. Moving his widened eyes to look at Harry, he raised a quizzical eyebrow.

Harry just shook his head hopelessly like he didn’t understand. Leaning slightly to one side to try and get a look at Draco, his frown of puzzlement only deepened. Draco was sat eating his breakfast like anyone else, and it was completely beyond Harry what else may have caused such a reaction from Hermione.

"What is it?" Ron asked, sitting back down in his place beside her.

Shutting her eyes for a moment, Hermione took in a deep breath before she opened her eyes finally. "Migraine," she explained simply, reaching for some tea. "Sorry...sorry..."

"You don’t have to apologise..." Harry said slowly, a deep frown still set on his lips. "Why don’t you go see Pomfrey?"

Shaking her head, Hermione let out a false laugh. "Oh no, I’ll be fine. I was just reading in the dark last night, I suppose I strained my eyes. It always gives me a bad headache the following morning, I really should stop doing that."

"Yea..." Harry said, watching her closely as she made herself her tea. He didn’t entirely believe her, but it still remained completely beyond his comprehension what had just happened.

Ron had given him an almost hopeless shrug before going back to his own breakfast, and reluctantly, Harry had returned to his own as well.

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

"It is now time to add the Newts’ tails," Snape had said in an almost bored tone as he looked around the room. 

Nodding once, Neville reached over to get the ingredients while Hermione continued to stir the cauldron in an almost dazed sort of fashion. All she could do was stare at the back of Draco’s head, wanting nothing more than to reach out and touch his silken hair, beg him to tell her what she had done...Ever since breakfast that morning, she had been so lost in her own thoughts that she’d had to consult her timetable to see which classes she was to attend next. 

In her dazed state of mind, she didn’t even notice as Neville added the un-crushed Newts tails, and it wasn’t until the cauldron began to bubble out of control that she was snapped back into reality.

"Whoops..." Neville had said, slightly resembling a deer caught in headlights as the cauldron hissed angrily.

The entire class turned just in time to see the Potion explode, and all had time to duck except Hermione and Neville, who both wound up covered in the Potion from head to toe. 

"Longbottom..." Snape hissed through his teeth, his chest heaving as he stared down his nose at the boy. 

"Professor it wasn’t his fault, I should have been paying closer attention..." Hermione cut in, making a bit of a face as she attempted to wipe the Potion, (which closely resembled mud) from her robes.

Ignoring her, Snape pointed towards the door with one long, shaking finger. "Out, OUT!" he’d snapped at Neville. "Granger, clean this mess up."

Sighing, Hermione reached for her wand as Snape ushered a whimpering Neville from the room.

Slowly, Pansy had turned in her seat to give Hermione a rather evident once over. "Hey...That Potion quite resembles mud..." Smirking cruelly, she moved her eyes up to look into Hermione’s. "Quite fitting really, if you think about it."

Though she tried desperately not to let it show, Hermione felt her stomach drop at the comment, though that was nothing compared to the cutting pain she experienced deep within her heart as Draco had turned in his seat, laughing loudly along with the other Slytherins as he stared her right in the eye.

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

"So remember, your final presentations on Belladonna are to be presented tomorrow. We have a double period, so do not worry, everyone will have a chance to have their turn." The way that Snape had said this was more of a warning that a reassurance, and Hermione heard both Ron and Harry sigh as they pushed themselves up.

The class began making a queue towards the door, and Hermione doddled, putting all of her books and parchment away slowly. The people that sat at the back of the room were the first to leave, and the people sat closer to the front were last. She waited until Draco was ahead of her before she put her bag over her shoulder and followed. He was walking just behind Crabbe and Goyle, and she took in a deep breath as she took out her wand, muttering a simple incantation under her breath as she directed the charm at him.

Stumbling slightly, Draco had to grab onto the back of Goyle’s robes to keep from tripping. "What the-" he frowned as he looked down at his shoes, surprised to find that his shoelaces had been tied together. Crabbe and Goyle looked over their shoulders at him, a disconcerted expression crossing both of their faces...Though that wasn’t a rare occurrence. "Just go, I’ll meet you in a minute," Draco said with a sigh, crouching down to un-tie his laces as Crabbe and Goyle shrugged their shoulders and continued on their way down the hall.

Hermione waited until everyone had turned the corner and was out of sight before she slowly made her way over to Draco. She had never in her life felt this unstrung around him, the way that her heart was pounding against her ribcage almost implied that she were approaching a very dangerous animal, rather than her boyfriend of nearly four months. 

Draco had been cursing quietly under his breath, finding his shoelaces nearly impossible to get un-knotted. He had just reached back for his wand when he heard them, quiet footsteps approaching slowly from behind. The tiny hairs on the back of his neck stood on end, and without looking, he knew immediately who it was. As she spoke, he shut his eyes, trying to keep his wits about him.

"Draco..." she began softly. He had stopped fiddling with his laces by that point, and she figured that he knew she was there. Looking down at her own shoes, she took in a deep breath. "Draco...I...I just-"

"Just what?" He cut in, opening his eyes again as he finally managed to find his wand. Doing a quick charm, they were un-tied in a second, and he got to tying them properly.

Frowning, Hermione moved her eyes slowly to look at him. "Why...?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper. "Why are you doing this...Why did you laugh?"

"Because," he said simply as he pushed himself up, finally turning to face her, "it was funny."

Her frown turned to a rather puzzled one, and she shook her head like she didn’t understand. "Funny...?"

"Funny..." he repeated slowly, arching an eyebrow. "You know, funny ha ha. Don’t you get it? The Potion looked like mud. Can you not make that connection?"

"Mudblood..." she said quietly, biting down on her lip.

Chuckling, he nodded once, looking down. "Yea..." Moving his eyes back up to hers, he smirked. "Mudblood."

"But..." Hermione’s eyes widened slightly as she shook her head at him again. "How...How can you say that? What about us?" 

"Us?" he frowned in confusion, as though the word was foreign to him. As she nodded, he made an ‘Ooh’ face as though he’d just remembered something before he began to chuckle softly. "Aw Hermione..." he said between his chuckles, tilting his head to one side. "Did you truly and honestly believe that you...and I...that we really had something?"

Moving her eyes back down to the floor, Hermione’s eyes slowly drifted shut as the meaning of his words sunk in. She felt as though she were standing in quicksand, being slowly dragged lower, and lower, and further and further down without a soul to come and pull her out.

He wished so desperately that she would yell, or shout, or even slap him, because nothing, nothing hurt him more than the tranquility. Taking in a deep breath through his nose, he reminded himself why he had to do this, and he slowly began to speak again. "It’s a bit cute really...That you honestly thought I loved you."

"But the book, and... And this," she said as she looked hopefully back up at him, placing a hand over the locket she wore. "Draco, what is going on...Please, please tell me why you’re doing this."

He let out a derisive snort. "It was some stupid book I picked up in Hogsmeade, all I had to do was write down what you wanted to hear in it, and the locket? What am I going to do with a locket? My Mother has a shitload of old jewellery I can give out to whomever I wish. I’d do anything to win Hermione, anything, even if it means being nice to you for a few months."

The weight of his words crushed her, and she forcibly blinked back the tears she could feel swelling within her eyes. He didn’t deserve her tears. "Win what?" she managed to choke out a moment later.

"Oh it’s rather funny really," he said with a smirk. "Hermione..." Heading over to her, he paused just inches from her face before he spoke again. "You were nothing more than a bet."

Taking a small step away from him, her eyes widened again in incredulity. "Wh... What? What?"

"You - were - a - bet," he said slowly, making sure to clearly enunciate each word as he used hand gestures as though he were speaking to someone that had problems comprehending proper English.

The very last thing that she needed at that moment was his sarcasm, and she clenched her jaw as a tear escaped, trickling down her cheek. Hating herself for allowing herself to cry, and hating him even more for making her, she pulled back and slapped him hard across the jaw.

He hadn’t been expecting it, and the blow stung a lot more than he’d expected. Frowning slightly to himself, he lifted a hand and placed it gingerly on his jaw. 

"You are...sick," she managed to get out past the lump in her throat, her voice trembling with emotion. "Sick..." Her eyes flickered to his hand then, and the sudden realisation that he wasn’t wearing his ring caused her eyes to flood with tears once more.

He snorted again, moving his eyes to look at her as he rubbed his jaw lightly. "And you’re easy. Even the Slytherins gave you more credit than you deserve. Hell, even I gave you more credit than you deserved." At the puzzled look on her face, the corners of his lips curved upwards into a smirk again. "They thought I’d need until Valentines day to get you in the sac...I’ll admit, even I didn’t think it would be so simple."

Hermione stood in shock for a long moment before she began shaking her head as if in disbelief. "No..." she whispered, her eyes searching his face for an answer.

"What?" He straightened back up. "You don’t believe me? Go ask Flint, he’s the one who made the bet with me. Go run along and ask McGonagall if I was ever having problems in Transfiguration." Laughing again, he shook his head. "I thought for sure I was caught that day my Dad showed up, but again, just a few carefully selected words...a kiss here, a kiss there, and you were putty in my hands all over again." Making a mock-puppy dog face, he dropped down to his knees in front of her again. "Oh please baby, I love you more than the sun, and the moon-"

"I hate you-" Hermione hissed, shoving herself away from him. She was shaking uncontrollably now, and with a trembling hand, she tore the locket from around her neck, hurling it at him before she turned on her heel and rushed down the hall, tears blurring her vision.

As soon as she was gone, a deep frown set over Draco’s lips, and he bowed his head, shutting his eyes lightly. He would rather have the Cruciatus curse performed on him repeatedly for all eternity than have to see her looking so hurt ever again. "I’m sorry...I’m so sorry..." he whispered softly as he opened his eyes again, reaching down to pick up the locket. He remained that way for a long time. Kneeling on the cold floor as he stared down at the locket resting within his palm. After a single tear had trickled down past his cheek, he pushed himself back up, grabbing his bag before he stormed off down the hall towards his common room. 

As he walked, he reminded himself again and again that it had to be done. He had to be cruel so that she would never, ever come running back to him. He had to break her heart, tear her down so that she would never look at him the same way. Deep down he knew that he wouldn’t be able to turn her away if she ever came back, and he couldn’t have that happening, so he’d made sure it wouldn’t. The confused and pained expression on her face had made him hate himself, all the way down to his soul, but he knew also that he would hate himself even more if he continued to be with her. She deserved better, and never did he want to bring the woman that he loved into a lifetime of dealing with his Father’s indignation.

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

Racing outside, Hermione felt her chest constricting so tightly that it was growing increasingly difficult to breathe, and she nearly gasped for air as she hurried down towards the pitch. It nearly felt as though Draco had been her air, and she had trouble breathing without him. 

She had heard Harry and Ron mentioning something about Quidditch practice before dinner that morning, and that’s where she figured she might find them. The red blurs zooming around the pitch caused a wave of relief to rush over her, and she let out a little sob as she moved to stand in the middle of the pitch, cupping her hands over her mouth. "HARRY!" she called upwards towards the blur she thought might be him. Sure enough, she saw him signal for the others to keep practicing, and he flew down to land in front of her.

Harry’s eyes widened behind his glasses as soon as he saw her, and he wondered what in God’s name could have happened. "Hermione..." he began, shaking his head a bit as he frowned.

She opened her mouth to tell him, but all that came out was a sob, and she dropped her head into her hands.

Looking back up at the other players, he signaled again for them to keep practicing before he dis-mounted his broom and put an arm around her, rubbing her upper arm gently with one hand as he led her off of the pitch. "Shh..." he whispered to her, trying to calm her down a bit as he led her over to the Gryffindor change rooms, sitting her down on the top step. "Please calm down..." he said with a frown as he watched her. The more he tried to comfort her, the more she seemed to cry, and he pulled her into a hug, rubbing her back ethereally.

She buried her face in his shoulder, crying so hard it hurt. She would open her mouth to try and explain, but all that would come out was another sob as something that Draco had said just moments before would be re-played within her mind, and more tears would flood her eyes.

"Just calm down..." Harry said gently, hugging her closer to himself. "Let it all out, cry all you want, I’m not going anywhere."

At the moment, Hermione didn’t feel that her tears would ever cease, but inevitably, they did, and she sat back slightly, taking in short gasps of breath as she lifted her hands to wipe her eyes. "It’s...It’s Dr-raco," she managed to get out, her voice hoarse with emotion.

Nodding slowly, Harry rubbed her back in slow circles, trying his best to calm her back down. Seeing one of his best friends so upset was almost painful to watch, and he didn’t think he could stop frowning even if he wished to do so. "What about Draco...?" he asked quietly a moment later.

Suddenly, embarrassment crept over her, and Hermione felt her body tense slightly. It was only then that she realised she did only have Harry and Ron. Never in her life had she been as close to any girl as she was to them, and usually this wouldn’t have been a problem, but the idea of telling Harry what she knew she had to made her cheeks turn a bright red, and she burst into tears again. "I was a b-bet," she sobbed, her shoulders shaking, as her sobs grew silent.

Harry felt anger rush through his blood stream, and he dropped his jaw slightly before shaking his head like he didn’t understand what she’d just said. "You were a what? A bet?"

Nodding, Hermione dropped her head down into her hands. She knew that Harry would want a more in-depth explanation, so she forced herself to be mature about it as she looked back at him. "Marcus Flint made him a bet..." she began, her voice just barely audible. "He bet that...he bet that Draco couldn’t get me in bed, by Valentines day." That was all she managed before she let out another anguished sob, burying her head back in Harry’s shoulder.

"Oh Hermione..." Harry whispered, not entirely sure what else there was to say. Wrapping his arms back around her, he rested his head on top of hers; rocking her like you would a small child. 

Leaning his broom against the side of the stands outside, Ron wiped his brow with the back of his hand before he slowly headed down the hall towards the Gryffindor change rooms. Even from the air he could tell that Hermione had been upset, and he simply couldn’t focus on Quidditch with that knowledge. Quiet sobs met his ears, and he frowned deeply as he turned the corner.

Sensing someone else’s presence, Harry lifted his head to look over at Ron, mouthing ‘they broke up’ before he frowned and set his cheek back against the top of Hermione’s head.

Though he despised Draco with a passion, hated him more than he hated even Snape, he couldn’t help but feel his stomach drop in commiseration. He’d never seen Hermione look so upset, and he couldn’t just stand there and watch. So, with reluctance, he slowly made his way over to them, sitting lightly down on her other side.

Turning her head slightly to see who had sat down, Hermione smiled sadly as she saw Ron’s frowning face. "You were r-right, I should have listened..." Before he could reply, she leaned over onto him, burying her face into his shoulder instead. "I’m so sorry Ron."

He frowned over the top of her head at Harry, putting his arm around her as well so that she was sandwiched between them. "Hey..." he began softly, lifting his free hand to tuck a stray curl back, "you have nothing to apologise for, alright? I should be the one apologising for getting so angry...but...you’re one of my best friends Hermione, I just didn’t want to see you get hurt."

"We’re here for you Hermione...Both of us," Harry said gently.

After crying softly for a bit longer, Hermione sat back to wipe her eyes again. Sniffing lightly, she looked between them, her eyes still shining with tears. "I don’t know what I would do without you two..."

Ron shrugged a shoulder. "Probably read a lot."

Laughing softly, Hermione nodded and looked down at her knees. Both hugged her then, and she couldn’t help but smile slightly as she was smushed between the two of them.

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

Draco had been sitting on the end of his bed for what felt like an eternity, just staring down at the locket in his hand. He was so lost in his own thoughts that the knock at the door caused him to jump nearly a foot into the air, and he quickly tucked the locket away into his back pocket. "What do you want?" he snapped, hurriedly blinking back the tears that had managed to find their way into his eyes.

Pansy opened the door a crack before heading slowly into the room. "So you did it?" she asked, shutting the door lightly behind herself.

"Yes," he said through his teeth, staring at her like he wanted to tare her to shreds... Which, he did.

She smiled, ignoring the look he gave her as she made her way over to his bed. "I’ve done you a favour Draco," she said matter-of-factly as she sat down beside him. "You can do so much better..."

"If you’re implying that you are better, I am more than willing to give you a reality check right now Parkinson," he hissed. "Seriously, would you like me to give you a list of all the ways that she is better than you? I warn you, you’d best have a hell of a lot of spare time on your hands if you do, because I could go on for awhile."

"I don’t need any list," Pansy snapped back, looking down at her knees. "I just wish you’d see that I did you a favour. I don’t know what’s gotten into you this year Draco, I don’t know what you saw in her-"

"It isn’t what I saw in her!" he snapped, pushing himself up so he stood over her, "it’s what she saw in me! Don’t you understand? She was my better half. She made my life better by being in it. She was the best thing that has ever happened to me, and you, you had the nerve to ruin it, and why? Why? Because you can’t stand seeing me happy. She loved me for who I was, not for my money, not for anything else, can you comprehend that Pansy? Do you have any idea how it feels to have someone really and truly like you?"

"No," she replied quietly, diverting her eyes from his. "I don’t."

"Well I wonder why," he snarled, turning his back to her.

"I was just trying to help..." she said, narrowing her eyes slightly as she looked up at his back. ‘We could be so much better together Draco, I thought that we had something, and now-"

"We DON’T!" he shouted, wheeling around to face her again. "I don’t love you, and you don’t love me! You’ve convinced yourself we’re meant for each other because you want my last name, you want my money...You don’t want me, and that, that is what really matters Pansy."

"I was just trying to help..." she repeated, clenching her jaw slightly as she lowered her eyes back down to the floor.

Crouching down slowly so that he was eye-level with her, he pointed a finger right in her face. "Well don’t you ever, ever try to help me again. Don’t you ever do me anymore favours, do you get me?"

"Oh get over it," she snapped, pulling her head away from his hand. "Your sixteen years old, you didn’t love her and she didn’t love you. I just helped you grow up. Now, if I were you, I’d watched your temper with me Draco, I still have that letter."

"Does it make you happy?" he hissed quietly, staring at her in disbelief.

"What?" she frowned in bewilderment as she looked up at him.

"Making people’s lives hell," he snarled. "Taking away everything they have that makes them happy. What do you get from it Pansy? Huh? What do you gain from the misery of others?"

"You’ll thank me one day," she replied simply, pushing herself up as she brushed past him. "Grow up Draco, and stop living in your fairytale. You’re a full blooded wizard, from a well respected family, your life is not meant to end in a fairytale."

"Maybe it isn’t, and you’re probably right," he said quietly as she opened the door "but you are not the person to dictate that. You can’t control how my life ends up-"

"-and neither can you," she cut in before heading out of the dorm, "learn to accept that." With that, she slammed the door.

"I have," he said so softly it was barely audible as he sat down on the end of his bed, dropping his head down into his hands.

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

Harry moved his eyes over to watch Hermione as they walked down the stairs that would lead them to the dungeons. Potions was the last period of the day, and he knew that she hadn’t been looking forward to it. "You okay...?" He asked softly, perking an eyebrow at her. 

Hermione seemed to snap out of a sort of trance as she looked over at him with raised eyebrows. "Hm? Sorry...Did you ask me something?" 

Frowning slightly, Harry looked back ahead of himself. "No," he said quietly, "no I didn’t." Figuring that the answer to his question had been made pretty obvious by her response, he opted to stay silent. 

Ron had fallen slightly behind his two mates, his eyes wandering over to a group of Slytherins stood in one corner by the main staircase, talking and laughing among themselves as they sneered at the first years that passed, bowing their heads down as they hurried by. Pausing in thought for a moment, Ron glanced down the stairs at Harry and Hermione before he made up his mind, took in a deep breath and made his way over to the group. "Flint," he called as he came to a halt in front of the gang. 

Moving his eyes to look at Ron from beneath his close-set eyebrows, Flint gave him a sneer. "Yea?" 

"Could I have a word?" Ron asked. Though he’d rather moon Snape than admit it, the Slytherins did intimidate him just a bit, especially when they were in groups, as they were now. 

The Slytherins around him chuckled, and Flint gave Ron a once over as he pushed himself up from the wall he’d been leaning against. "What do you want?" 

Ron arched an eyebrow looking at Flint. "A word, did you not hear me the first time I told you-" 

"-rather mouthy for a Gryffindor." Flint cut in, folding his arms across his chest. 

Rolling his eyes, Ron sighed in exasperation. "Right, how about we talk when you’ve decided to stop showing off for your mates then, I have class to get to." 

Letting out a snort, Flint raised his thick eyebrows at the group of Slytherins before he turned back to Ron, moving past him as he headed over to the top of the stairs that lead down into the dungeons. "What?" 

"I just wanted to let you know how utterly and completely pathetic I think you are," Ron stated simply. "What kind of worthless excuse of a human being finds it entertaining to make simple bets about a person they don’t even know?" 

"Pardon me?" Flint asked, looking slightly aghast. 

"Want me to write it down for you?" Ron asked, raising both of his eyebrows. The adrenaline rush he’d gotten from the fact he was actually doing this was all that kept him going, and he straightened up to his full height, which was much taller than Flint, so that he could stare down at him. 

Taking a small step back, Flint let out a snort. "What bet?" 

"I would tell you to stop acting dumb, but you’ve given me the impression that the likelihood of that happening is about as promising as the idea of you being placed in Ravenclaw," Ron snapped. 

"Ah yea, you’re the Mudbloods friend," he said after observing Ron for a moment. "What do you care anyway?" He asked curiously as he looked up at Ron, "Malfoy didn’t win. The bet was to get her in the sac by the end of November, and he didn’t. Why the hell d’you think Zambini made captain?" 

Ron’s lips slowly turned downwards into a frown of puzzlement. "I thought it was Valentines day..." 

Arching an eyebrow, Flint slowly shook his head no. 

"But...then..." Ron moved his eyes to the floor as he frowned in concentration. Harry had explained to him last night the gist of what Hermione had told him, and he was almost 100% certain that the bet had ended on Valentines day. 

"How did you know about that anyway?" Flint spoke up suddenly, giving Ron another sneer. 

Ron just shook his head, ignoring the question. What the hell was going on? He had always found it extremely difficult to work out exactly what went on in Draco’s mind. Why he said the things he said, did the things he did...but this, this really confused him. Why would he have lied to Hermione about the bet? It just didn’t make sense. Still ignoring Flint, Ron turned and headed slowly down the stairs, not even worrying about the fact that he was obviously late for class. 

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

Hermione shut her eyes slowly as her name was called. She could not believe her luck. Out of all the students in that bloody class, she just had to be picked first to do her presentation. Taking in a deep breath through her nose, she picked up her parchment and pushed herself up out of her seat. She had just made her way up to the front with reluctance when Ron burst in. 

"Hermi-" Ron began, but he shut his mouth quickly as he realised just how late he was. Pressing his lips together, he avoided Snape’s eye as he quickly made his way to his spot beside Harry. 

"How nice of you to join us Mister Weasley," Snape began, his lip curling slightly, "5 points from Gryffindor for interrupting my class. You should remember that the next time you decide to doddle." 

Harry exchanged a sardonic look with Ron before glancing back to the front, giving Hermione and encouraging sort of smile. 

Returning his smile with a small one of her own, Hermione licked her lips a bit as she glanced down at the parchment she held in her shaking hands. She was never fond of presenting things in front of a class, and she especially was not looking forward to standing directly in front of Draco while she attempted to keep her calm. Taking in another deep breath, she tried to steady her trembling hands. The words were hard to read with her hands shaking so badly, and she could feel herself beginning to get flustered already. 

Draco swallowed hard as he stared down at his knees. Though he wasn’t the one stood up in front of the class, his hands were trembling just as badly as hers, and he gripped his knees to attempt stopping them. His heart began to pound as she spoke, and he couldn’t help glancing up at her. 

"My presentation is on Belladonna, and how it played a part in William Shakespeare’s famous play, ‘Romeo and Juliet.’ I know that most of you may not be very familiar with this story, but, um, I...I’ll explain a bit now..." 

Sighing loudly, Pansy folded her arms across her chest as she sat back in her seat. 

Moving his eyes to give her a slight look, Draco moved his eyes back to his knees, pursing his lips. 

Shutting her eyes again briefly as Pansy sighed, Hermione let out a deep breath before forcing herself to continue. "Romeo and Juliet is one of the most tragic love stories of all time. There has been a long feud between two families; the Montagues and the Capulets. Romeo and Juliet are the children of these two different very families, who end up falling in love by chance. Despite..." Hermione paused for a moment to try to swallow the painful lump rising in her throat. 

Frowning deeply, Harry moved his eyes to look at Draco. Quietly, Ron had just filled him in on his recent conversation with Marcus Flint, and like Ron, Harry found himself extremely baffled at this news. As Hermione paused, his eyes flickered up to her, and he frowned more as he lowered his eyes back to the desk. 

After regaining herself, Hermione forced herself to continue. "Despite the fact that their families despise each other, they find love within each other, and with that love comes the strength that they require to overcome the obstacles presented to them...and...erm..." her voice was steadily beginning to shake as she spoke, and she could feel the hot sting of tears swelling up in her eyes. 

"Aw, she’s boring herself to tears as well. Thank God, I thought it was just me," Pansy said with a laugh, crossing her leg as she tapped her foot against the desk. 

"I...I have to go," Letting out a slightly choked sob, Hermione dropped her parchment carelessly, quickly brushing past the desks as she rushed towards the door. 

Snape had just opened his mouth to say something, but before he had the chance, Ron was up, and had hurried out of the room after her. "Hermione!" He called as he jogged down the hall in the direction she’d gone. 

Widening her eyes, Pansy laughed loudly as she looked over her shoulder. "Well my-" 

"Oh shut up!" Draco snapped, sitting up slightly in his chair. "Do you EVER shut your fucking mouth? What ever gave you the impression that anyone wants to listen to you? Do you enjoy the sound of your own voice or something? Merlin Parkinson, just shut - up." 

Dropping her jaw slowly, Pansy turned her head to look at him as she arched an eyebrow. 

"Yea, you heard me. Do the world a favour and shut your mouth for once." Before she could reply, Draco shook his head and pushed himself up, grabbing his bag. His chair hit the desk behind himself, and Neville jumped as he brushed past, nearly knocking a cauldron off the desk as he made his way quickly to the door. 

"The next person that gets up will be-" Snape began, his voice like ice, but before he could come close to finishing his sentence, Harry had pushed himself up and followed Draco out. 

"What a fucking prat..." Pansy muttered under her breath, trying to look pissed off in order to hide her obvious embarrassment. 

Draco had barely taken five steps away from the Potion’s classroom when someone grabbed the back of his robes and he was shoved up against the wall. 

"Admit it," Harry hissed through his teeth, holding the front of Draco’s robes tightly as he kept him pinned against the wall. 

"What is with you people?" Draco snapped, giving Harry a look of utmost revultion. "Get your bloody hands off me-" 

"Admit...it..." Harry repeated slowly, clearly enuciating each word as he spoke. 

Taking in a deep breath through his nose, Draco narrowed his eyes at Harry. "Admit what?" 

"You love her," Harry said, making sure to stare Draco right in the eye. "You love her, and you know it." 

"Is that what this is about?" Letting out a derisive snort, Draco tried to shove Harry’s hands off him. "Maybe you’re the one who needs to work out the way you feel about her if you’re going around attacking people in the bloody hallway." 

"She is my best friend," Harry growled. "I can keep this up just as long as you can Malfoy, so how about you just make it easy on the both of us and admit it?" 

"Okay," flashing Harry a very sarcastic smile, Draco tilted his head to one side, "I love Granger, and I love you, and I love butterflies and kittens-" 

"So what was this bet again Malfoy?" Harry cut in, tightening his grip on the front of his robes. "You know, the bet you accepted because you’re not secure enough in your masculinity to turn it down." 

Tilting his head back as he laughed, to someone not listening, it might look as though Harry had just said something that Draco happened to find extremely amusing. "Oh yea, that’s it Potter. You really should consider being an Aurour, Merlin knows you have the brain-" 

"Get her in the sac by the end of November, right?" Harry asked, raising his eyebrows. 

Still chuckling, Draco nodded once. It didn’t even register in his mind that he’d told Hermione ,otherwise. 

"You know I should be an Aurour..." Harry said as though he were considering it. 

"What makes you say that?" Draco asked with a sneer, arching an eyebrow. 

"Because," moving his eyes back to Draco’s, Harry tilted his head slightly to the side, "I can sense a liar." 

"I’m not lying that was the bet," Draco said, giving Harry a look that plainly said that he thought he was rather daft. 

"Yea it was, the bet you lost," Harry said softly, smirking slowly as Draco suddenly paled, his smirk turning slowly into a frown. "The bet you lost because you love her-" 

"Shut up," Draco snapped, again attempting to shove Harry away. "You don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about." 

"Yes I do," Harry said with a snort, keeping his hold on Draco. "If you truly thought that all she was was some filthy Mudblood, you would have won that bet. You’d be captain next year Malfoy, and guess what, you’re not? Do you know why?" 

"Fuck off!" He snapped, clenching his jaw as he turned his head away from Harry. 

"So why did you do what you did...? That is what I can’t work out," Harry continued, shaking his head slowly. "What are you so afraid of...? Love?" 

"There’s no such thing as love Potter," Draco cut in with a contemptuous snort. "Love is just your bodies chemical reaction to reproduce." 

Frowning, Harry stared into Draco’s eyes again. "You know..." he began softly, "I think that’s really sad..." 

"What?" Draco asked with disdain. 

"That someone hurt you that much," Harry said simply. "That somebody hurt you to the point that you can actually believe that." 

Clenching his jaw again, Draco tore his eyes away from Harry’s, staring up at the ceiling. 

"So who was it...?" Harry asked a moment later. "Who was it that made you believe that?" 

"No one, it’s a fact-" Draco snapped, losing his temper at the fact that this was an argument he was obviously not winning, which was not something that he was used to. 

"A fact?" Harry cut in, his voice suddenly switching to match Draco’s angry tone. "A fact?" 

"Yes," Draco hissed, "a proven fact." 

Narrowing his eyes slightly, Harry shook his head again. "Do you want to know something Draco? Do you want to know a real fact?" Not waiting to hear Draco’s response, he shoved him back against the wall again. "My Father did not die for my Mother because of some fucking body chemical reaction all right?" Narrowing his eyes more, he released Draco’s robes as though he were suddenly disgusted at the thought of touching them. "My Father did not die for my Mum because of some scientifically proven bullshit fact all right?" 

Frowning, Draco lowered his eyes to the floor. "I’m sorry," he said quietly after a long moment of consideration. 

"Yea and you should be," Harry spat, still looking revolted. "If you weren’t such a stubborn thickheaded prat I might even feel sorry for you, because you, you Draco have just missed out on the best thing that might have ever happened in your pathetic life-" 

"I know!" Draco snapped, looking almost ready to knock Harry out before he shut his eyes lightly and slumped back against the wall. "I know..." he repeated, though this time in a much softer voice. 

His expression changing to one of bewilderment, Harry shook his head. "What? What?" 

"I said, I know..." Draco repeated through her teeth. "That’s why I had to let her go." 

"What are you talking about?" Harry asked, clenching his jaw slightly as he stared at him. 

"Do you have any fucking idea who my Father is?" Draco asked in exasperation. "If he finds out, you have no idea what he’d do to her Harry. I don’t..." Pausing for a moment to regain himself, Draco sighed as he ran his hands down over his face. "I don’t want her to have to live her life in hiding. I don’t want her to have to pretend to be happy when she isn’t. I would never, ever risk her life on behalf of my own happiness. I had to be so cruel, so cold so that there was no risk that she would come running back, because I know...I know that I wouldn’t be able to look into her eyes and tell her I don’t love her." 

Harry watched him with a frown, and when he was finished, he took a deep breath, letting it out slowly. "Draco...though you may not realise it, or even want to accept it, we are very similar in a way. You know...there have been so many times that I’ve debated telling Ron and Hermione to let me be. I’ve thought of ways to get them to hate me. I thought of being a complete prat, you know, acting as though I were famous. I’ve lied awake some nights just thinking of different ways to get them to despise me, despise me so they won’t be my friends anymore. Do you know why I do that? I do it because I know, I know that they’re prime targets for Voldemort. Who else would he go after besides my best friends in the entire world? They’re like my family...and I wouldn’t risk them for the world, but you know what Draco, I’ve had to accept that that isn’t my decision to make. They’re my mates, they’re my best friends, and it is only their decision and their decision alone whether they want to put themselves into that position. It’s hard, I’ll admit it’s damn hard, but you just have to accept it." 

After staring at him for a long moment, Draco slowly lowered his eyes back down to the floor. "Do you remember when we first met...? In the-" 

"Robes shop?" Harry finished, nodding slowly. "Yea." 

He nodded as well, keeping his eyes locked on his shoes. "I didn’t mean it when I said I was sorry. You know, about your parents, but...I am." Looking back up at Harry, he let out a deep sigh. "I am sorry Harry; I hope you know they’d have been very proud of you." 

After standing in shock for a moment, allowing his body to absorb what may just have been the nicest thing Draco Malfoy had ever said to him, Harry slowly smiled. "Thank you." 

Nodding once, Draco swallowed as he looked back down before moving his eyes back to Harry’s. "I love her, I do." 

"I know," Harry said quietly. 

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

Moving his eyes to look at Hermione from where they stood at the bottom of the staircase, hidden in the shadows, Ron gave her a small smile. "I told you," he whispered. 

Tears silently streamed down Hermione’s cheeks as she let everything she’d just witnessed slowly sink in. Ron had been forced to literally drag her back down the stairs so she could see what was going on, but now, she felt that she would remain forever in his debt for this. Shutting her eyes, she allowed the wave of relief to wash over her before she slowly opened her eyes again, giving Ron a small smile before she stepped out of the shadows hesitantly, wrapping her arms around her stomach. 

Seeing movement out of the corner of his eye, Harry glanced over towards the staircase at the exact same time that Draco did. He wasn’t sure what Hermione had heard, due to the tears still streaming freely down past her cheeks, but as her face broke into a grin, he let out a sigh of relief, smiling himself when he saw Ron still hovering in the shadows. Glancing at Draco one last time, he gave him a tight smile before he made his way over to Ron, and both headed back up the stairs. 

Making her way slowly over to Draco, Hermione could feel her body beginning to tremble again. Coming to a halt just about a foot from him, she scanned his face with her eyes, lifting a hand to gently brush the back of her fingertips over his cheek. 

Swallowing hard, Draco turned his head to kiss her fingertips softly, his eyes drifting shut. "I’m sorry-" he whispered, but she cut him off by allowing her fingers to cover his mouth. 

"Shh..." she whispered, stepping closer as she lifted both of her hands to cup his face, covering his face in gentle kisses. "You are so stupid Draco...so stupid..." she mumbled between kisses. 

Laughing softly, he wrapped his arms around her waist. "I know," he mummered, nuzzling her cheek lightly. 

Brushing his hair back behind his ears, Hermione rested her hands on his shoulders as she moved her eyes up to look into his. "We’ll find a way for this to work Draco...I promise we will." 

Nodding, he pressed a kiss to her forehead before resting his against hers. "Why wouldn’t you just let me go...?" 

"Because..." Hermione began softly, staring up into those piercing grey eyes she’d come to love so much, "it would be like letting go of a part of myself...A big part, one I couldn’t possibly live without." 

Shutting his eyes again, Draco slid his hands up her back as he gently pulled her body closer to his own. There were a million things that he wanted to say to her, but none seemed right; none seemed to fit the situation. None would rightly be able to express how he felt at that very moment in time, but a thought drifted into his mind just then, and he chuckled softly as he opened his eyes again. "You never did show me a butterfly kiss." 

Smiling, Hermione shut her eyes as she nodded. "You’re right...I didn’t." 

Rubbing his nose against hers, Draco smiled softly. "I know what an Eskimo kiss is, but I am still yet to experience a butterfly kiss." 

The bell sounded then, signalling the end of class, and Hermione sighed, slowly opening her eyes again. Running her hands down his upper arms, she smiled again. "Tonight. Meet me in the Tower...Since you stood me up last time. I promise I’ll show you a butterfly kiss then." 

He went to apologise, but she placed a finger over his lips again before taking a small step back as the class began to file out of the classroom. "Tonight it is then," he agreed with a nod. 

‘I love you’ Hermione mouthed over the tops of people’s heads as they passed between them. 

‘I love you’ Draco mouthed back, smiling at her before Millicent Bulstrode blocked his view, and he reluctantly joined the queue heading back towards his common room. 

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

Heading slowly up the stairs that led to his dorm, Draco didn’t feel he’d ever be able to stop smiling. He’d been deep in thought ever since he’d last parted with Hermione in the hallway, and he figured that perhaps if they kept their relationship in secret for just a bit longer, he could possibly work something out with Dumbledore, or even his Mother to help him escape his Father’s impetuousness. Something just had to work, he’d come to realise that the only person that could change his future was himself.

Letting out a deep sigh of what might have been relief, he opened the door to his dorm and headed in, not even noticing the person stood in one of the far corners of the room. Removing his robes, he tossed them over the back of one of the chairs, pausing in thought for a moment before he reached into his pocket to retrieve the ring, his ring, the ring that hadn’t been far from him since he’d first taken it off. Smiling to himself, he slid it back on, admiring the way it looked on his finger. Before he had much time to admire the emblem however, the other person in the room finally spoke up, and he gave a start as he turned around instantaneously.

Stepping slowly out of the shadows, Pansy moved her eyes slowly upwards to look into his. "I thought I told you to leave her Draco...I thought that I told you to end it."

His heart had been pounding wildly against his ribcage, and his chest was still rising and falling more rapidly than usual as he gave her a repulsed sort of once over. "Just stay out of my life Parkinson."

Rolling her eyes, Pansy made her way over to him. "Why are you doing this? Why do you insist on complicating things so much Draco? It would be so much easier if you would just-"

"The easy way, is often not the right way," Draco cut in.

Sighing, Pansy lifted a hand to tuck a few lose strands of dark hair back behind her ear. "Look, you won’t ever be together. It isn’t going to work. Why would you be willing to sacrifice your name? Your money? Everything that you have because you’ve convinced yourself that you love her? You and I both know that there is no such thing as love...All you gain from marriage is power..."

"Who are you to tell me what will work and what will not-" Draco began angrily before Pansy cut him off.

"You and I were raised in the same households," she said simply, slowly beginning to circle him as she continued, "I was raised to believe that I am to find a good husband. Which means a pure-blooded wizard, with a good name, good money. You know, a well-respected family that would increase my family’s name, as well as theirs. That’s just the way it goes Draco, you can’t just change that, and neither can I. So why can’t you just accept that?" Coming to a halt when she was back in front of him, Pansy slowly lifted a hand to take his chin. "You could be so much-"

"I am nothing without her," he cut in, pulling his chin out of her grasp. 

Sighing again loudly, Pansy shut her eyes briefly as she slid her hands through her hair. "What has she done to you? Draco, you seriously need to get over this. Your life was not meant to end up some bloody fairytale. You are not a Prince charming who is going to ride his bride away on a white horse. Accept it! The sooner you accept it, the sooner you can stop living in this fantasy world you’ve created for yourself and get on with your life. The life you’re meant to have..."

"Pansy, when you die...When you’re gone, are people going to give a damn how much money you have?" Not waiting for her to respond, he shook his head as he went on, "are people going to care what your last name was? Will people admire your expensive jewellery when you’re six feet under? No, they won’t, so what is the point? What is the point in wasting your life away earning things that in the end you won’t even get to keep? Someone else will wind up with your riches, someone else will wind up with your fur, and your jewels, and you will be lost and forgotten beneath the cold, hard, ground, and do you know why?" Raising his eyebrows, he waited for her to speak, but much to his astonishment, she remained silent. "I’ll tell you why, because you, you never lived the life that you were meant to live. You never shared it with anyone worthwhile. I want to die knowing that someone loved me for who I was. I want to take in my last breath with the knowledge that I loved and was loved in return, what greater feeling is there than that?"

Lowering her eyes to the floor, Pansy bit her lip, shaking her head slightly. "I...I don’t know," she admitted, "but-"

"-Would you rather wake up every morning looking at the face of the person you love? Or would you rather wake up in a nice bed, with nice sheets, with the man that you married for his money? These are the questions that you really need to ask yourself Pansy. The richest people in this world are not the people living in the manors and the castles. They’re not the people with fur coats and loads of galleons. They’re the people that fall in love, so deeply in love with another person that they would willingly die for them. That is truly priceless Pansy, and until you’ve ever experienced that, until you find the person that you would die for without so much as a second thought, you have not lived, not at all."

Tears had slowly begun to swell up within Pansy’s eyes, and she swallowed hard as she stared down into the floor. 

"I don’t know about you...but I know that I would rather live my life without two knuts to rub together, but with the person I love, rather than having all of the money in the world...and no one." After watching her for a moment, Draco moved his eyes slowly down to the floor. "I love her Pansy...and I don’t expect you to understand that. You can’t possibly understand how deeply I care for her until you find that person that you’re meant to be with...but I do. I love her." Moving his eyes slowly back up to hers, he slowly frowned. "Can’t you please...please just try to accept that?"

Shutting her eyes, Pansy nodded slightly, sniffing quietly as she wrapped her arms around herself, rubbing her arms as though she were cold.

Shaking his head, Draco took in a deep breath. "I don’t care that she’s not a full blood anymore...I don’t care that she isn’t rich, to you those may be imperfections, but to me, her imperfections make her perfect."

Letting out a shaky breath, Pansy’s shoulders began to shake, and tears steadily streamed down past her cheeks. "I’m sorry..." she whispered, shaking her head, "I’m so sorry Draco..."

"It’s all right..." he said softly, debating whether or not he should pat her on the arm or something of the sort.

"No...I’m sorry..." she managed to choke out, her shoulders only shaking more violently as she cried harder.

Arching an eyebrow slightly, Draco frowned slowly. "No really Pansy...It’s okay, everything’s going to work out between us, we’re going to meet tonight, and everything will be just fine-"

"No," she cut in, her voice trembling as she forced herself to speak, "you don’t understand..."

Draco’s frown only deepened, and he slowly took a small step back, his stomach twisting into a few uncomfortable knots. "Understand what...?" he asked slowly, not entirely certain he wanted to hear the answer.

Bursting into tears, Pansy dropped her head down into her hands. Her sobs grew so hard that they became silent, and it took her nearly an entire minute before she was able to compose herself enough to form an actual sentence. "I sent...I s-sent it."

Blinking once, Draco felt every tiny hair on the back of his neck slowly rise as an ice-cold tremor ran down his spine. He opened his mouth to speak, but found nothing. Shutting his eyes briefly, he took in a deep breath through his nose before slowly opening his eyes again to look at her. "Sent...what...?" he managed to get out, raising an eyebrow slightly.

Letting out another sob, Pansy took a step back away from him, shaking her head as she hugged her arms tighter around herself. "The letter..." 

Though her voice had barely been audible, Draco had heard, and as the impact of the words hit him, he shut his eyes again, taking the blow. Everything seemed to stop then. He heard nothing. He saw nothing. He felt nothing. He was completely and utterly numb. Even Pansy’s sobs didn’t register in his mind, and it was only when the clicking of boots could be heard making their way up the stairs that he reluctantly opened his eyes again.

"He’s here," he whispered. To who? He didn’t rightly know. Perhaps to himself, as though he were psyching himself up for the inevitable. Sure enough, there was a rap on the door before it was pushed open, and his Father stood there, his lips forming such a thin line that they were barely visible. 

Pansy backed up into the corner again, repeating ‘I’m sorry’ beneath her breath, though she knew now that her apologies meant nothing.

Moving his eyes slowly to look at his Father, Draco pressed his lips together, not even able to bare looking into those eyes for more than a minute before he was forced to look back down at the floor.

"Come, Draco," Lucius said simply. The way that he spoke was very calm, too calm, an eerie sort of calm, like the eye of a vicious hurricane, "we’re leaving."

Taking in a deep breath, Draco straightened back up as he moved to follow his Father out of the room. He felt numb again, and the only sound that registered in his mind was the click of his Father’s boots as he made his way back down the stairs.

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

‘I love how your hair is so adorably unattainable’

‘I love the way that the moonlight reflects off of your skin while you sleep’

‘I love the way that your eyes resemble the finest of chocolates’

‘I love how your hands are so delicate, so soft’

‘I love your raspberry lipgloss’

‘I love the way you smile’

‘I love the way that your laugh sounds’

‘I love how your body feels lying next to mine’

‘I love how only you are able to beat me (though not often) in a verbal spar’

‘I love your kisses’

‘I love your touches’

‘I love the way that you feel when my arms are wrapped around you’

Biting down on the corner of her lip, Hermione looked up from the book as a soft breeze drifted through the open window, ruffling her hair slightly. Slowly, she moved her eyes upwards to stare at the stars. "Draco..." she said softly, her lips curving downwards into a frown, "where are you...?"

He was two hours late now, and she just knew that something was wrong. He wouldn’t pull this twice...There was no reason for it. Glancing back down at the book, she turned to the page where she had placed the two rose petals she’d saved to dry. Staring down at the delicate petals for a moment, she was surprised as another breeze, though this one much harder than the last blew through the window, blowing both petals out of the book.

"Bloody hell!" she cursed under her breath, slamming the book shut as she scrambled up to collect the both of them. When she’d captured them both, she headed back to their book, sliding them into the very back for safekeeping. 

Turning back to the front, she reached back for her bag, groping around for a spare quill and some ink. When both were in hand, she ran the end of her quill along her chin, pursing her lips in thought, and slowly, nearly sub-consciously, she began to write.

‘Here I sit, alone again,

It’s cold,

So cold, 

Without your arms wrapped around me,

I feel so empty,

So incomplete,

Without your presence in the room,

Where are you?

I am only whole when your lips are pressed to mine,

I am only myself when staring into your eyes,

I need you in order to be me,

And you make this impossible with your absence.

You used to keep your word,

You never broke a promise,

And now it seems so difficult,

For you to just be honest.

You told me you loved me,

And I took you for your word,

But here I sit,

Alone again,

And though I try desperately to convince myself that you’re coming,

That you meant what you said,

I know that tonight again...

I shall remain,

Completely,

And utterly,

...

Alone.’

Sitting in complete silence for a long moment, Hermione slowly began to read over her words. She had no idea where it had come from. It wasn’t her heart, that she knew, but she couldn’t put her finger on where. Slowly, tears began to form in her eyes as she read her words again and again. Was this really what resided in her sub-conscious? Were these really the thoughts that lurked in the back of her mind? 

Only when a single tear had trickled off of her cheek and landed with a small ‘thump’ on the slightly yellowed parchment of the book was she brought back to her senses. Realising that this was certainly not something that she wanted in their book, she violently tore it out and was ready to crinkle it up, but just then, the fluttering of wings caught her attention, and her head snapped up.

Her tear streaked cheeks shone brightly in the moonlight as she shakily pushed herself to her feet, her hands trembling as they tightened around the parchment. 

The twittering puff of feathers hovering just outside of the window caused her to frown in confusion as she tried to work out what it was exactly. Her vision was obscured by both tears and darkness, and the fact that the object kept moving, it was really rather hard to place. It seemed to recognise her however, and came shooting into the Tower at the sight of her face. 

Ducking down just in time, she quickly covered her head with her hands, guessing immediately what the hovering puffball was. "Pigwidgeon...What are you doing?" she asked rhetorically, her voice slightly choked. 

Twittering happily, Pig zoomed around the Tower. His hoots were muffled by the small field mouse he had clamped in his little beak however, and Hermione grimaced as his little present was dropped at her feet.

"Thanks...Pig..." she said slowly, swallowing hard as she took a small step back from the carcass. The little owl continued to zoom quickly in circles around her head, his hoots even louder now since the mouse had been removed from his mouth. 

"Out hunting are you?" she asked, still staring down at the mouse with a slightly crunched up nose. "What a...a...clever boy you are..." 

Somehow, Pig seemed to notice how monotonous Hermione sounded, and he let out a sorrowful sort of hoot as he landed at her feet, bending his head to nudge the mouse towards her, as though this would cheer her up. 

Hermione couldn’t help but smile weakly, and she crouched down to scratch beneath his chin with her index finger. "Thanks Pig," she whispered, and for a reason completely unbeknownst to her, she let out a small sob and began to cry.

Hooting again in a morose sort of way, Pig hopped a bit closer, nipping at the parchment she held in her hands as he stared up at her with immense, hopeful round eyes.

"You want to deliver this?" she asked with a laugh, wiping her cheeks with the back of her hand. "It isn’t really to be delivered, I was going to toss it in the bin really-"

Pig seemed very determined to cheer Hermione up however, and he was set on the idea that delivering her letter would do just that. Letting out a louder chirp, he began to hop up and down, fluttering his wings madly as he stuck out one skinny, scrawny little leg.

"Pig," she began with a sigh, "it’s not to be..." Trailing off, Hermione frowned slightly as though in consideration as she glanced down at the parchment in her hand. Maybe it would be best if Draco knew how she felt...If he knew what was going on in her mind when he pulled these kinds of stunts. If only he would send her an owl, telling her he wouldn’t be able to make it, all of these tears, all of this pain and apprehension could be spared. Deciding to set an example, Hermione pursed her lips, folding up the piece of parchment more tightly before she slipped it through the little leather strap Pig had attached to his ankle.

He could barely contain his excitement as Hermione attached the letter to his leg, and he hopped and down with more urgency, feeling like a very, very important little owl.

"Now," she said matter-of-factly when the letter was secured to his leg, "I need you to take this directly to Draco Malfoy." Enuciating his name clearly one more time, Hermione picked Pig up in both hands, nodding once with each syllable. "Dra-co- Mal-foy, got it?"

Answering with a soft hoot, and a reassuring little nip to her index finger, Pigwidgeon began to flap his wings against her palms, rearing to go.

"All right, leave as soon as he has it," she instructed before she tossed Pig out the window. He seemed to forget how to fly for a moment, and Hermione’s jaw dropped slightly as he plummeted like a feathery little rocket towards the ground below, but soon enough, (and much to her relief) he regained himself, and flew off determinedly towards the forest.

A deep frown made it’s way over Hermione’s lips. Where in God’s name was he going? All he had to do was fly down to the Slytherin common room...which was certainly nowhere in the direction Pig was headed. 

Grabbing the sill, Hermione leaned forwards out the open window. "Pig! Pig!" she called frantically after him.

The diminutive owl continued to fly until he was merely a black speck in the distance, and Hermione felt on the verge of tears again. Was he taking the letter to Lucius Malfoy? Was he going hunting again before he delivered the note? Or was Pig really just as daft as Ron had always said. Groaning, she turned from the window, pressing her back against the cool, stone wall as she slowly slid down to the floor.

"What have I done...?" she whispered hoarsely as she dropped her head down into her hands.

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

The air outside was cold, but as Draco set foot inside the manor, he realised that the chill only seemed to increase inside. His Father hadn’t said so much as a word to him since they’d left the school; this only caused the knots bunched within Draco’s stomach to constrict. A house elf appeared at his heels to take his cloak, and he handed it to it with reluctance, giving up his last form of any warmth whatsoever.

Without so much as a backwards glance at his son, Lucius tossed his own cloak over the head of the house elf that had just appeared at his feet, nearly stepping on it as he made his way into the front hall. "Narcissa!" he bellowed up the stairs before he leaned against the railing and snapped his fingers.

Draco remained stood in the front hall, watching as a new house elf appeared at his Father’s heels, trembling as it clasped it’s hands together and bowed. "Yes master?" it asked in a high-pitched, shaky kind of voice. "What is master needing?"

"Get dinner set on the table," he said simply, waving a hand dismissively to show the house elf that was all he’d needed. "Narcissa!" he hollered again as it disapperated with a *pop*

"I’m right here Lucius," Narcissa said as she began making her way down the stairs, holding up the skirt of the dress she had on to keep it from dragging. She had just opened her mouth to ask what he wanted when she spotted Draco, still stood in the foyer, and a small frown of bewilderment flickered over her lips as she looked between her son and husband. "What is he doing here? Shouldn’t he be in school Lucius?" she asked, glancing back at Draco.

"He isn’t missing any classes, and he’ll be back to school in the morning. Now come along," he offered his arm to his wife, more out of habit than refinement, "we’re having a family dinner." 

Draco exchanged an uneasy sort of look with his Mother as soon as Lucius had turned and began leading her off down the hallway towards the immense dining room of the manor, and it was with great reluctance that he followed.

Leaving his wife to pull out her own chair, Lucius sat down at the head of the table, waiting until both Draco and Narcissa had sat before he spoke up again. "And how was everyone’s day today, hm?"

The look that Draco and Narcissa exchanged at that was very different from the previous one, both wore expressions on their faces that suggested Lucius had just told them he was leaving the Death Eaters to join the Muggle ballet. It was Narcissa who spoke first.

"Fine, thank you...and how was yours...Lucius?" she asked slowly, almost cautiously as she cast a sideways glance at her husband out of the corner of her eye.

Wine appeared in the glasses then, and Draco noticed, that for the first time in all his years living at the manor, he’d been served wine also. As a small child, watching his Father taking sips of the crimson liquid between bites of his meal, he’d always longed for it as well, but now that it was there, sloshing slightly in his glass, he felt his stomach turn and he looked away. 

"Mm," he replied, reaching over his plate to retrieve his glass. "My day was rather interesting," he replied before taking a small sip of his wine, setting the glass back down. 

Obviously not accustomed to civilised conversation with her husband, Narcissa looked rather at sea, and she cleared her throat lightly, fidgeting with her hands in her lap. "Was...it?" she asked after a moment, as though she was not quite certain that was what should come next.

Lucius replied with a simple nod, and an absent ‘oh yes’ as he set his napkin neatly in his lap.

Draco moved his eyes slowly between his parents, his head slightly bowed. Though to someone that did not know his Father, it may look as though he was in fact just being cordial at a family meal, Draco knew better, and he couldn’t help but experience the sinking feeling that him and his Mother were serving the purpose of pawns in his Father’s new little game. 

His train of thought was interrupted as bowls of soup appeared set on their plates in front of them, and his parents went to eating in silence. The gentle clinking of silverware on china the only noise that filled the infinite dining room now, and for a reason unbeknownst to him, the silence that pervaded the room only made him more nervous. His stomach was twisting and turning, bunching into a whole new series of knots, and he didn’t feel that he’d be able to stomach the soup even if he’d been abandoned on a deserted island for the past sixteen years of his life. 

Lucius was the first to notice this, and he slowly set his spoon down, tilting his head to one side as he arched an eyebrow at Draco. "Not hungry?"

Draco replied with a simple shake of his head, his eyes locked on the crimson coloured wine sat still now in the glass in front of him, un-touched.

"Why not?" Lucius asked as he sat back in his seat, inclining his head. "Is nothing this family offers you good enough anymore?"

Narcissa’s lips curved downwards into a frown at that, and she too set her spoon down as her eyes flickered across the table to her son.

Shifting uncomfortably in his seat, Draco took a moment to find his voice, and when he had, he opened his mouth to speak, but Lucius cut in before he had the chance to utter a single word.

"What?" Lucius cut in, reaching into his front pocket.

For a fleeting moment, Draco thought that he was retrieving his wand, and his heart stopped beating until he realised that his Father kept his wand within his staff, and he let out a slow breath of relief. The momentary ease in his slight panic didn’t last long however, and he felt the awful sense of dread wash over him as his Father pulled out a slightly crumpled letter. 

Still looking rather perplexed, Narcissa frowned again as she looked between them. "What’s going on?" she asked quietly.

His wife speaking out of turn would generally be something that caused great annoyance on Lucius’ behalf, but it seemed to serve his purpose this time, and he turned to her with raised eyebrows. "Oh don’t ask me Narcissa, Merlin knows that I know nothing that goes on in Draco’s life anymore. Why don’t you ask your son what’s going on?" 

Eyeing the letter in Lucius’ hand, Narcissa moved her eyes slowly back to her son. "Draco?"

Shaking his head again, Draco bluntly refused to divert his eyes from the wine, finding it easier to stare at that than meeting his Father’s icy gaze.

Clearing his throat, Lucius un-folded the letter as he stood, and Draco slowly shut his eyes as his Father began to read the letter, Pansy’s letter. 

"’Thought you might like to know...Sincerely, Pansy Parkinson’" Lucius finished finally, folding the letter and tapping the parchment against his palm as he moved his eyes to look back at Draco. "Anything you’d like to say?"

The letter had said everything. How she, Pansy had gotten him, Draco, to admit it right to her face. Roughly listing all of the times he’d ‘mysteriously vanished’ from the common room as she’d so eloquently put it, and many other points that had caused the words ‘guilty as charged’ to engrave themselves across Draco’s forehead. What could he say? ‘I’m sorry’? That would do as much good as speaking to his Father in tongues, so slowly, he shook his head no.

Lucius arched an eyebrow at that. "You don’t deny it then?"

"No," Draco replied, speaking for the first time in hours. His voice was just barely audible however, and he winced slightly as his Father asked him to repeat himself. "No," he repeated, making sure that his voice was clearer this time.

Shutting her eyes, the expression that passed over Narcissa’s face suggested that she were in pain, and she lowered her head at Draco’s response.

"Well then," Lucius said simply, though a hint of ire now became clear in his tone as he sat back down, ignoring the food that had been laid out in front of him, "do you know what happens now Draco?"

Draco shook his head again, his eyes slightly glazed as he stared into his own reflection in the side of his glass.

"If you wish to remain a part of this family, you must prove that you are still worthy of our last name," Lucius informed him as though this was the obvious answer. 

Draco desperately wanted to tell him that he didn’t want to be part of this family anymore. That he would rather be disowned than have to be tarnished with the last name ‘Malfoy’ for another minute, but he knew that disownment was forbidden in pureblooded families, as was divorce. If you chose exile, you got it, but in the worst way.

Death.

Only one person within the Malfoy family had been banished as far as he knew...The boy’s portrait resided in the hallway just outside his bedroom. He’d never found out why the boy had died exactly, he only looked to be a few years older than Draco in the portrait, but whenever Draco had asked his Father what had happened to him, Lucius would simply shrug and say just that, 

‘He chose exile, and in the end, he got it.’

All of the portraits within the manor spoke, but never, not even once had Draco heard this particular portrait utter a single word. All the boy did was stare off into the bottom right corner of his frame, frowning to himself. Draco had always had a sneaking suspicion that the portrait had been set outside his room as a sort of reminder...but he’d never put much thought into it until now.

"So what do I have to do...?" Draco asked slowly, his voice still quiet as he moved his eyes finally to look at his Father. 

Lucius simply arched an eyebrow, and he had just opened his mouth to reply when Narcissa spoke up again.

"Lucius, you don’t mean..." she began, her eyes widened just slightly as she looked up at her husband. "You cannot expect him to do something of the sort, that’s barbaric - "

"How many times have I told you..." Lucius began in a cold voice, speaking through his teeth as he turned his head to stare down at his wife with narrowed eyes.

Ignoring this, Narcissa pushed herself up from her seat. "You’re being ludicrous, this is absurd. You can’t possibly think that-"

"Sit down-" Lucius snapped, looking a combination of revolted and appalled at his wife’s behavior. "Remember your place Narcissa, unless you’d like me to put you back in it," he threatened, raising a hand slightly as he stared her down.

Moving her eyes to look at Draco, she sat back down with reluctance, remaining silent.

Draco had been staring hard into the ground as the discussion between his parents had taken place. He hated when they argued, and it bothered him greatly to watch his Father ‘put his Mother in her place’ as he so eloquently put it. A slight wave of relief washed over him as he saw his Mother sit, and he slowly moved his eyes back to his Father. 

After giving Narcissa a warning sort of look, Lucius turned back to his son, straightening up slightly. "You must remember Draco, your actions speak stronger than your words. No matter what you say to me now, I would not be convinced that you still do desire to be a part of this family...You must prove it Draco, and if you do not...If you choose to be a man in exile...Well," a small smirk formed over Lucius’ lips then, and he perked an eyebrow, "I assure you, in exile you will be."

Shutting his eyes briefly, Draco turned his head downwards. "You’ll kill me?" he asked, his voice just barely audible.

Pursing his lips as if in thought, Lucius tilted his head slightly to one side. "Mm, in the harshest of aspects, I suppose that is what would happen, but really, I would be redeeming you, protecting you from the horrid and disgraceful life you’d lead if you chose the wrong path." 

Opening his eyes slowly, Draco allowed his gaze to wander over to his Mother, who, he was surprised to see, was staring into his eyes, a sorrowful sort of expression painting her pretty face. 

"You’ve weakened her," Lucius continued, interrupting his train of thought. "She’s convinced herself that she loves you, correct? You have her trust..." The thought of this seemed to amuse Lucius greatly, and he smiled slightly as he raised his eyebrows at Draco. "The foolish girl will go anywhere you lead her...Take her into the forbidden forest, you’ve been clever enough to deceive me for months, Merlin knows you can find an excuse to lure her into the heart of the forest." Shaking his head a bit, Lucius sneered down at Narcissa. "She’s only a woman...Simple beings that they are."

"I would not underestimate a woman in love Lucius," Narcissa said softly, arching an eyebrow as she lifted her eyes to meet her husband’s gaze. "That would be truly foolish."

"Perfect example-" Gesturing to Narcissa with one hand, Lucius turned back to Draco with a laugh of disbelief. "I thought that I was quite clear when I told your Mother here what would happen if she spoke out of turn again."

Paling at the realisation of what would inevitably come next, Draco sat up slightly in his chair. "No, she-" His protests were cut short as Lucius turned away from him and backhanded Narcissa across the cheek with a slap that seemed to echo throughout the dining room. Cringing, Draco squeezed his eyes shut as he turned away.

"Do not speak - unless you are spoken to. Is it really that hard to comprehend!" Lucius shouted at Narcissa, who had nearly fallen out of her seat from the blow.

With her eyes still lightly shut, Narcissa shook her head slightly, one hand resting gingerly on her cheek. 

Shaking his head as if repulsed by something, Lucius grabbed her arm, hauling her out of her seat. "Get out," he snapped, shoving Narcissa carelessly towards the door.

She regained her balance after a few stumbling steps, and Narcissa quickly blinked back her tears as she hurried out of the room.

Turning back to Draco, Lucius seemed completely un-fazed. "So, tonight you may stay in your room, there’s no sense going back to the school now. I want you in my office tomorrow morning at six am sharp, we’ll head back to Hogwarts then, and at some point during the day, you’ll fulfill the required task, do you understand me Draco?"

"Of course Father," Draco replied as he turned his head to stare his Father in the eye. "I’ll do it."

Slowly smiling, Lucius actually looked pleased for once as he stared down at his son. "Brilliant. You’ll thank me for this later Draco, this is good for you."

Nodding, Draco pushed himself slowly up out of his seat, and after a few select words of encouragement from his Father, he moved to head upstairs...with no intention of killing anyone within mind.

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

"I heard what he said down there."

A voice said from behind him as Draco reached the door to his room a few minutes later.

"Oh yeah?" he replied, his tone uninterested. The many portraits that lined the walls of the manor were highly nosy, so this did not surprise Draco in the least.

"What are you planning to do?" the portrait asked.

All of the paintings within the manor were extremely loyal to his Father, and Draco figured that the portrait’s inhabitant would go running straight to Lucius with his reply, whatever it may be, so he narrowed his eyes as he turned to face it. "I’m going to kill her, I thought that you were listening."

"I was," replied the portrait, and it was only then that Draco realised who it was speaking to him. "For a moment I thought that you really loved her though...I suppose that I was mistaken," the young man continued, giving Draco a once-over before he went back to staring at the bottom corner of his frame, his expression unadorned.

Hesitantly, Draco took a few steps forwards, coming face to face with the old portrait’s occupant. "What..." he began, "what made you think that I loved her?"

Slowly, the boy moved his blue-grey eyes to stare into Draco’s nearly identical ones. "Because," it stated simply, "I too have been in love with a woman before, and though someone like your Father, who has loved no one but himself is not able to see the passion you hold within your eyes; I can, for I have felt the same."

Draco remained silent for a moment, just taking in the portrait. The young-man staring back at him reminded him somewhat of himself. He too possessed the fair complexion of a Malfoy, the aristocratic features, and the storm-like eyes. The only thing different was his hair. It was a darker blonde, and fell down well past his shoulders. His clothing, from what Draco could see of it, was very old-fashioned as well, and Draco took a small step forwards as he leaned in to read the slightly rusted nameplate mounted at the base of the frame.

"My name is Rennick," the portrait informed him, "Rennick Malfoy."

Nodding slightly, Draco straightened back up. "You were banished from the family centuries ago, weren’t you?" he asked.

"I was, yes," Rennick said, his voice suddenly quiet as his eyes flickered downwards once again.

"Why?" Draco asked curiously.

Keeping his eyes locked on the bottom of the frame, Rennick pursed his lips slightly. "I too was in love with a woman my family did not approve of, and, like you, I was given the same choice. Well, instead of murdering her, as they wished, I went back to her...explained, and her, being as headstrong as she was, refused to leave me, despite the obvious danger."

Listening with rapt attention now, Draco frowned as Rennick paused. "What happened next?"

Shrugging, Rennick shook his head slightly. "We ran...We tried to hide, but after merely a month of bliss, when we were both certain we had fooled them...our worst nightmare was made true."

"You were found..." Draco filled in, his voice barely above a whisper.

"She was," Rennick said quietly with a nod. "I had just gone to France to see if I could find us some lodging there. I had only been gone a day when they found her...I received her goodbye note that same day."

"Goodbye note?" Draco repeated with a frown of bewilderment, wondering which distant relation of his had been kind enough to allow a dying girl to leave a goodbye note behind for her lover. He knew that it was certainly not something that his Father would allow.

"Oh yes," Rennick confirmed, a bite of anger now clear in his tone. "Simply that. A note that said ‘goodbye’, nothing more and nothing less. Written in her own blood." Pursing his lips, he shook his head. "I do not feel that this note was sent with kindness nor empathy in mind. I feel that it was more of a...verification that once you have betrayed the name Malfoy, there is no escaping your fate." 

Draco winced, looking down slightly. He could only imagine how he would feel if he received a letter like that.

A long silence followed this before Rennick finally spoke up again. "She became a ghost, and her spirit form still walks this earth, as beautiful as always I imagine..."

He seemed to become lost in his own thoughts here, and Draco remained silent, allowing him to reminisce.

"Perhaps she carries a tome of some sort, she did love to read," Rennick said softly, almost to himself. He seemed to remember that Draco was stood there then, and he looked back to him. "I blamed myself naturally, and ended my own life that night, not realising that people that choose that path are not enabled to make the decision of where their spirits will go in the afterlife...So..." His expression turning aggrieved again, Rennick looked back down. "I am not even with her in death."

"I’m sorry..." Draco said softly, not entirely certain what one could say in response to something so tormenting.

"It is not your fault..." Rennick replied, looking back up at Draco. "Just do not allow yourself to make the same mistake that I did Draco...You did not fear love, so do not allow yourself to fear anything else."

Remaining silent for a moment as he thought, Draco slowly nodded, allowing Rennick a small smile. "Thank you Rennick."

Bowing his head slightly, Rennick returned Draco’s almost sad smile with one of his own. "Goodnight master Malfoy."

"Goodnight," Draco replied softly, giving Rennick one last look before he turned and headed into his bedroom.

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

Having grown accustomed to the seemingly bantam dorms at Hogwarts, he was slightly taken aback at how large his room seemed, having not been in it for months now. Taking a look around, he slowly un-buttoned his robes, tossing them over the back of a chair. 

Chewing his lip slightly, he moved to look through the fragile French windows that over-looked the grounds. It was now dark outside, so he could see nothing but blackness before his eyes, and when a rapping sound met his ears, he must have jumped about a foot into the air. Squinting his eyes, he could see a little something hovering outside of one of the windows, and he perked an eyebrow as he hesitantly pushed the window open. 

What appeared to be a twittering ball of feathers flew into his room with such viscosity that he barely had time to duck. It began to fly in circles around his room, chirping and hooting, and it was only as he straightened up hesitantly to get a better look that he realised what it was. 

An owl. A very small and very excitable owl, but an owl nonetheless. After shutting the window, he tried desperately to shush it without getting dive-bombed. "Calm - down," he hissed, reaching up a hand to grab it. It continued to chirp happily once he had his hand around it, and he felt as though he were attempting to wrestle a letter off of a very feathery snitch. 

Finally, after a minute-long struggle with the minute bird, the parchment was in his hands, and he released the little owl. He barely had time to begin unraveling the letter when a loud ‘clunk’ met his ears, and he winced as he looked over his shoulder. The diminutive bird had flown right into the window, and was now sat on the floor looking rather surprised and offended.

"Bloody hell," Draco muttered under his breath as he moved to re-open the window. Bending down to scoop up the owl in his free hand, he gave it a moment to regain itself (which it did, with what sounded like a sneeze as it puffed out its’ feathers) before he tossed it out the window, watching as it flew off in an erratic, zigzagging sort of pattern.

Shutting the window once again, he moved to sit on the edge of his bed as he unraveled the parchment and began to read...

‘Here I sit, alone again,

It’s cold,

So cold, 

Without your arms wrapped around me,

I feel so empty,

So incomplete,

Without your presence in the room,

Where are you?

I am only whole when your lips are pressed to mine,

I am only myself when staring into your eyes,

I need you in order to be me,

And you make this impossible with your absence.

You used to keep your word,

You never broke a promise,

And now it seems so difficult,

For you to just be honest.

You told me you loved me,

And I took you for your word,

But here I sit,

Alone again,

And though I try desperately to convince myself that you’re coming,

That you meant what you said,

I know that tonight again...

I shall remain,

Completely,

And utterly,

...

Alone.’

"Hermione..." he whispered, after reading the words over a few times. He only remembered then that he had promised to meet her in the Tower that night, she would have no idea where he was...Or why he was there. Deciding what he had to do next, he moved his eyes to look at his Eagle Owl, who had been in his room when he’d entered. He had been told when he bought it that this particular breed of owl was highly loyal, and never strayed far from their master, but it still never ceased to amaze him. At the moment, he looked rather ruffled and disgusted at the behavior of the smaller owl from earlier, and Draco gave a small snort as he moved to take a seat at his desk.

"Vous avez une lettre très spéciale à livrer pour moi ce soir... ne prenez pas la peine de retourner une fois qu'elle a été fournie avec succès, séjour avec la fille, elle prendrez soin de vous," he said as he took his seat, moving his eyes to watch the owl. It seemed to look rather put-out at Draco’s instruction, and he lifted a hand to stroke it’s feathers back lightly. "Me fier."

Nodding its head once with a soft hoot of understanding, Draco reached for a quill and some ink as he smoothed out the parchment already set on his desk.

He had a very important letter to write.

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

The sky outside was a dull grey, and it seemed to match Draco’s eyes as he watched his owl fly off into the distance, a roll of parchment securely tied to its leg. He stood for a long time, in a sort of frozen silence as he stared out across the grounds. He was well aware of the fact that it was past six am, and his Father was more than likely waiting in his office for him. The thought didn’t even seem to register in Draco’s mind however, and it was only when the *pop* of someone apparating met his ears that he slowly turned around.

"Master is wanting you young Master Malfoy," said a house elf, cowering nervously away from Draco as it bowed. "He is waiting."

His voice had seemed to have left him again, and Draco simply nodded as he went to head out of the room, the elf disapperating with another *pop* behind him as he shut the door. Rennick was sleeping lightly within his frame when Draco exited his room, and he stood for a moment, just staring at the portrait. Though he was dozing, the young-man seemed to give him a sort of strength...a courage that he feared he had lost over the course of the night. With this renewed nerve, he continued on his way down the hall.

The portraits that he passed in the hallway stared down their noses at him, frowns pursing their lips as they arched their eyebrows and muttered in undertones to one another. He felt as though he were being ridiculed, taunted behind his back, like someone would have felt centuries ago if they’d committed some treasonous crime. Avoiding their prying eyes as he walked, he clasped his hands together behind his back; absent-mindedly fiddling with the single silver-band he still wore on his wedding-finger. The simple ring brought him a sense of consolation, a silent reminder that this walk of shame was worth it. If loving her was a crime...Then he was guilty as charged, and ready as he’d ever be to face his punishment.

He had just made his way down the winding main staircase when he saw his Mother, making her way towards the dining room as she flipped absently through that morning’s edition of the Daily Prophet. He opened his mouth to call out to her, and then seemed to think better of it, and he shut his mouth quickly. Silently, he watched her walking until she was out of sight, and when he could no longer hear the soft tapping of her shoes, he continued on his way down the stairs, pausing only briefly by the doorway she’d just passed through.

"Goodbye Mother," he said quietly, his voice just barely over a whisper. He could feel the hot prick of tears swelling within the corners of his eyes, and he blinked them back forcibly before continuing on his way down the hallway that seemed to go on forever. 

Every step that he took seemed to gain him a new knot within his stomach, and he was beginning to feel slightly ill as he came to a halt outside his Father’s office door. Shutting his eyes briefly, he forced his thoughts to Hermione. Was she worth it? Worth this?

She was.

He opened his eyes again, and with his final and ultimate decision, lifted a hand to knock on the solid oak door. 

"Come in," Lucius called from his seat at the immense desk set in the middle of the room.

Taking in a deep breath, Draco turned the handle and pushed the door open. His heart was pounding so wildly against his ribcage that he was struck with the idea that it was desperately trying to escape. Escape and flee like he so badly wanted to. As his Father stood, he turned and shut the door, and the sound of it shutting made a tremor run down his spine. It was such a final sound...

It was with great reluctance that he turned to face his Father. He noticed immediately that Lucius was donning his cloak, and he wondered in the back of his mind if his Father happened to notice that he was not wearing his. 

Lucius seemed to remain completely oblivious to his son’s lack of outdoor clothing, and he looked rather sanguine as he began to button the silver clasps of his cloak.

"I presume you’re ready to go?" he asked as he glanced up at his son, sliding his hand into one of his silky leather gloves. Noticing then that his son had shut the door, not to mention was wearing a simple green shirt and black trousers, he arched an expectant eyebrow. "Draco?"

"No," Draco replied quietly, but firmly as he turned to face his Father. "No."

"No?" Lucius repeated, a frown of bafflement passing over his lips as he arched his eyebrow further. "What do you mean ‘no’?"

"I won’t go," he said simply, shaking his head as he looked down at his feet. "I won’t kill her."

Slowly, Lucius lowered his hands, giving his son a once over as he clenched his jaw. "Don’t be foolish," he said through his teeth with a sneer. "You know what will happen if you refuse."

"I know," Draco said softly, still staring down at the expensive looking marble that the floor of the office was made of. "I know," he repeated again, this time almost to himself.

Lucius stood, seemingly stunned for a moment before he began to chuckle quietly. "Now, now Draco," he said with a slight shake of his head, "I’ve told you, love weakens you, love is nothing more than a disease."

"Then living’s a disease," Draco snapped as he lifted his head to stare into his Father’s eyes. The outburst had even surprised him slightly, and he swallowed hard in an attempt to rid the lump rising steadily in his throat.

The slightly amused expression faded, changing so quickly to anger it was almost as though someone had flicked a light switch. "Pardon...me...?" Lucius asked, his voice like venom.

"Then living is a disease," Draco repeated, and it was completely beyond him how he was forcing his voice to remain so steady, so strong when his entire body was trembling like a fallen leaf.

"Only the weak are struck with diseases," Lucius began, slipping his other glove on. "The weak are the first they go after, the first that they take."

"If that is what your definition of a disease is, then the only person here struck with one...is you," Draco said, his eyes locked into his Father’s nearly identical ones.

His already cold eyes flashed angrily, and Lucius straightened up slightly, opening his mouth to retort before Draco cut in.

"You are weak because you cannot love," Draco said quickly with a shake of his head. "You are weak because you are not brave enough to open up to another person, to expose your true self fully and completely. They say behind every strong man stands a strong woman, and who is behind you Father? Money? You are angry because you’re afraid. You hate because you cannot love, and that...that makes you truly weak."

"You intolerable little-" Lucius began, speaking through his teeth. His voice had lowered to such a hiss that it was barely audible, and his lips hardly moved as he spoke.

"Little what?" Draco cut in again, raising an eyebrow. "Because if you don’t mind me saying Father, I do feel as though I am the bigger man right now. You fear things that you do not understand, that you don’t even try to comprehend."

Picking up his staff, Lucius had his wand in his hand in the blink of an eye, and Draco didn’t have time to duck as a large vase that had been set on the floor behind him shattered. "Do you see that Draco?" he asked, the hand he was holding his wand in trembling with barely compressed rage. "Did you see how that shattered?" Lifting his wand again, he aimed a curse at the slightly smaller vase that had been stood beside it, watching without a flinch as it shattered as well. "If you ever, ever speak to me with the disrespect that you just exhibited again, that will be you. Do you understand me?"

Down at the end of the hallway, Narcissa’s eyes flickered upwards from the article she was reading in the Prophet. Had she just heard glass shattering...? Pursing her lips in thought, she sat up slightly in her chair. Something told her that something wasn’t right... A kind of intuition that had never seemed to have kicked in until that point was now causing her stomach to tense in a sort of dread, and she chewed her lip slightly as she lowered her eyes to the floor. 

Should she go and see what was going on? Or should she remain sat where she was? She figured that Lucius was going off on one of his usual tirades, and she knew that there was nothing she herself could do to stop those. With a sigh, she could only hope that he hadn’t broken anything too expensive, and she sighed again softly as she sat back in her seat, re-crossing her legs.

"Don’t give him too much trouble Draco," she said quietly beneath her breath. Truth be told, she had been up all night, wondering what her son intended to do. There was a big part of her that wished he would just do it, get the terrible, yet inevitable deed over with, but...on the other hand, there was another part of herself, a part that couldn’t help but wonder if he had meant it when he had given that girl her necklace...

"No," Draco replied, his voice slightly hoarse now. "I don’t understand you. I don’t understand how you can hate me, your own son, your own blood. I don’t understand how you can find it within yourself to hate someone just because they’re not as rich as you, or a pureblood. What is pureblood anyway Father? A measurement? Of what?"

"Pureblood," Lucius began, his voice wavering now with the same rage that caused his hand to shake, "is something that you, you insufferable little boy, do not deserve to have flowing throughout your veins."

Setting his jaw, Draco lowered his head to stare at the floor again. The marble was now scattered with pieces of shattered glass, and he shut his eyes lightly. "You’re right Father...I don’t deserve to have pureblood flowing through my veins. In fact, I would not wish pureblood on my worst enemy if this is what it equals."

"Who taught you to be so damned ungrateful?" Lucius spat, looking both appalled and disgusted at his son’s words.

"You did," Draco replied, opening his eyes again as he moved his eyes upwards to stare into his Father’s. "You take everything, even life for granted. Don’t you realise Father, the true measure of your wealth is how much you’d be worth if you lost everything?"

"You have just sealed your death warrant with your obnoxious words," Lucius said, his chest now heaving with emotion as he stared down at his son. 

"Don’t you see?" Draco continued, ignoring his Father’s previous words. "It isn’t your blue blood, your pedigree, or your position in the Dark Lord’s inner circle, it’s what you do with your life that counts, and what have you done Father? Tell me, what have you done-"

"SHUT YOUR MOUTH!" Lucius barked, anger now clear in his tone. 

Draco did as requested, pursing his lips as he lowered his gaze back down to the floor. 

As Lucius made his way around his desk, the clicking of the heels of his tall boots hitting the floor met Draco’s ears, and every tiny hair on the back of his neck stood on end. Fear seized his stomach like a bad cramp, and his throat constricted to the point that he found breath hard to come by. Finally, Lucius came to a halt in front of him, and the clicking of his heels stopped. 

"You are in deep, deep water now Draco," Lucius began, his voice colder than dry ice, "and I refuse to hand you so much as a straw to bail yourself out."

"I have accepted my fate," Draco replied quietly, his eyes still on the floor, now trained on his Father’s polished boots. "I am able to accept it because I’ll take in my last breathing loving her."

"You are truly pathetic," Lucius snarled, placing his hands on Draco’s shoulders. His grip was like a vice, and he forced him easily down onto his knees. "You will die on the ground, close to the dirt, the dirt like the garbage that you chose to associate yourself with." 

There was no way out. This Draco knew, and he could only watch as his Father turned on his heel to retrieve something from within his desk. Rennick’s words trailed through his mind then...

‘You did not fear love, so do not allow yourself to fear anything else.’

He would not be afraid, death ends a life, not a feeling, and though he had accepted that his life was ending that day, his love for Hermione never would. She would be free to live her life normally, without the fear of being caught, without having to hide, or pretend. She had done all that she could for him, and though it was true that his life was short, that was not the tragedy. The real tragedy of his life was not that it ended so soon, but that he had waited so long to allow it to begin. 

He had heard somewhere that you were put on this earth to learn the lesson of love, and once you had truly loved, you were able to pass. So, as his Father turned to face him once again, he did not feel a sense of fear, a foreboding sense of dread...Much to his surprise, yet comfort, he felt a feeling of complement, and he shut his eyes slowly, taking in a deep breath.

‘I could do the killing curse..." he said silkily, slowly making his way back over to his son. "That would be quick, it would be virtually painless...You mustn’t hold me to that however, for I myself have never died...but I suppose that’s because I have never been fortunate enough to love, isn’t that right Draco?" he asked, his voice cruel and taunting.

"You will die alone," Draco replied softly, his eyes still lowered. "You will die alone and full of regrets, and then you will understand."

"Die alone?" Lucius let out a laugh at that as he took an overly-exaggerated look around his office. "Correct me if I am wrong, but as far as I can see, you are as alone as a person can be Draco."

"I am not," he said simply, finally lifting his from the floor made of smooth, slick marble that was perhaps more treacherous than even his Father’s icy gaze, which he now intended to meet. 

Sneering down at him, Lucius finally lifted what he held in his hand, and the glint of the silver blade caused Draco to shiver in dreadful anticipation.

"I thought that it would be prudent to end your life in a... Muggle sort of way, if you will," he said with a smirk. "You do seem to prefer that type."

Draco swallowed hard as his Father made his way over to stand behind him. He could sense his presence, and his body tensed in protest. The feel of his gloved hand entangling itself within his hair caused him to wince, and he forced his eyes open as his Father tilted his head back.

"Have you changed your mind yet Draco?" Lucius asked quietly, pressing the side of the cool blade against his son’s throat. 

"No," Draco replied, his voice just audible. His heart seemed to be pounding somewhere within the region of his throat, and it’s quickened pace caused him to grow slightly light-headed. "In fact," he continued, feeling momentarily possessed by a person much more courageous than himself, "I am pleased that you will be ridding me of the blood you do not feel that I deserve within my veins, for I do not want it. I never did."

Tightening his grip in his son’s hair, Lucius forced his head back further, pressing the blade down harder against his skin. "You always were weak," he hissed, staring down at his son with a look of the utmost revulsion.

Tearing his gaze from his Father’s eyes, Draco slowly moved his eyes to stare up at the arched and vaulted ceiling of the office. The chandelier just above his head flashed its crystal teardrops, which nearly matched the single tear that escaped to trickle slowly down past his cheek. "I am strong," he whispered, and his eyes snapped shut as he felt his Father turn the blade. 

Pain flooded his body, he felt cold as ice, and then hot as fire, as he took in his last, shaking breath, the world around him went black.

Like someone was running a film through his mind, he began to see visions, visions of the life just ended. The first series of them passed throughout his mind so quickly he barely had time to recognise each moment. There was his Mother, his letter to Hogwarts, the train, the castle, and then...

Her...

Her face.

Her eyes.

Her smiling lips.

Her hands.

Her kiss.

Her touch.

Her voice.

Her laugh.

Then, the visions slowed. The velocity with which they’d previously flashed through his mind came to a sudden, and abrupt halt, and there she was... It was the last time he’d ever seen her face, that fateful day that Pansy Parkinson had sent the letter. This memory was re-played in a kind of slow motion, her beautiful face smiling at him over the heads of passing students as she mouthed, ‘I love you,’ and when this last vision had ended, when the last illusion had passed... then... 

...It was over. 

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

There it was again...That awful knotted feeling within her stomach. Setting the Daily Prophet on the stool beside her chair, Narcissa slowly pushed herself up to her feet. Was this what they called a Mother’s intuition? Something was wrong, very wrong, she just...knew. Not realising that her teacup had been set in her lap, it hit the floor with a clatter, spilling the remaining tea all over the floor. 

"Oh..." she said as she gave a small start, the noise that the falling cup made bringing her back to reality. Before she could crouch down to tend to the mess herself, a house elf appeared before her, and began to clean quickly. Struck with a sudden idea, Narcissa straightened back up as she arched an eyebrow, placing her hands on her hips. "You," she said to the elf, which looked up at her with eyes like saucers. "Quickly apparate to my husbands office, then return to me and tell me what is going on in there."

"Oh yes misses, yes, yes," the elf said as it bowed down to her feet. Before she had a chance to get in another word edgewise, the elf was gone, and she was alone in the sitting room. Slowly, she began to pace, chewing her lip slightly as she awaited the elf’s return. She did not have to wait long. 

It was only seconds later that the elf re-appeared, and the state that it was in caused Narcissa’s heart to skip a panicked beat. "What...What is it?" she asked, her voice nearing the point of frantic.

"Cannot say...Mustn’t say..." the elf sobbed in it’s high-pitched voice. It was rubbing it’s arms as though it were cold, rocking back and forth of the balls of it’s feet. It’s eyes were squeezed shut, and every time Narcissa persisted, asking what he’d seen, he would only respond by shaking his head, his large, bat-like ears flapping from side to side noisily. "Mustn’t say...Cannot say...Ooh misses don’t make me say..." it begged, crouching down lower and lower to the floor as it clamped it’s hands down over it’s ears.

Growing extremely panicked, Narcissa turned and quickly headed off down the hall. She didn’t know what to expect, there was always the chance that...

...No. No that wouldn’t be. Draco wouldn’t, Lucius wouldn’t...There was no possibility of that dreaded thing happening. Her heart pounding wildly against her chest, Narcissa broke into a jog as she continued on her way down the hallway. Something was very, very wrong, and she felt her throat constrict in panic as she neared the office. "Draco!" she called, not even bothering to knock as she burst into the room, her eyes wide.

Lucius looked back over his shoulder at her as he slid off the gloves he wore. "Good, you’re here." He began simply, his voice the epitome of composure. "We’re going out. Get the house elves gathered, they have a bit of a mess to clean. I want no trace of anything left behind tell them," he said as though he were giving her an instruction to pass onto the elves regarding how they’d go about doing the dishes. 

Blood.

There was blood...All over the floor. It ran along the cool marble, staining the carpet that was set below the legs of her husband’s desk. 

Blood.

As crimson red as the wine she’d drank just the night before. Though he had fallen onto his stomach, and one arm had fallen up to lie across his face, shielding his features, she knew...It wasn’t even his blonde hair, so close to her own that had given it away. She didn’t need any obvious hints to know that that was her son, her little boy, and her life lying there on the floor.

Dead.

He was surrounded in the spilled blood, some had run into his flaxen hair where his head was turned, and she felt her stomach give an awful lurch as she gagged and turned away, grasping blindly and desperately for anything solid that might hold her up. 

It couldn’t be...It couldn’t be. Not Draco...Not her son. Hot tears escaped then, and she let out an anguished sob as she dropped down to her knees, burying her face in her hands. Her shoulders began to shake violently, the image of her Draco, lying dead on the floor flashing through her mind again, and again, and again. It was a vision that she knew would haunt her for the rest of her days.

"Get up," Lucius said with a sneer, though it was nowhere near his usual standard. In fact, he looked rather shaken himself, and he carefully avoided looking at his son’s fallen body as he wiped the blade clean on a spare handkerchief before tossing the now bloodstained item into the fireplace. "He was a disgrace to this family Narcissa, an outcast," he tried to reason with her as he glanced back down at her.

She seemed so tiny in that moment. So frail, so petite, and he couldn’t help but frown. The sound of her heart wrenching sobs was nearly too much for even him to bear, and he clenched his jaw as he looked away from her. "I said get up," he repeated coldly, his eyes staring into the hearth.

Taking in deep breaths that sounded closer to gasps, Narcissa could feel her entire body trembling. At first it had been caused by sorrow, from the loss...but now, now she was furious. That was her son. That was part of her that he’d just murdered, and though she had stood for a lot of things in that marriage, this was one thing that she would not accept. She put up with Lucius, with his temper, all because she knew that Draco needed her around. She had nothing without her son, nothing to live for, nothing to risk, and her eyes reduced to no more than icy slits as she slowly turned her head to stare at her husband over her shoulder.

"You..." she began, her expression both revolted and livid as she looked her husband over as though she’d never really seen him before. "You...You murdered him," she stated, her voice shaking as she pushed herself to her feet, turning to face her husband. "You MURDERED my son!"

"DO NOT-" Lucius began, wheeling around to face her, "shout at me Narcissa." He continued, his voice softer, yet just as cold. "You had better remember your place unless you wish to meet the same end." Shaking his head at her, Lucius turned away from her with a dismissive wave of his hand. 

Though she fought it, her gaze wandered to her son, sprawled across the floor. One of his hands had fallen down by his side, and his fingers were slightly curled. The image reminded her of when he’d been a baby, and how she’d been so fascinated watching as his little fingers, so diminutive, but so strong, as they wrapped around her finger. A new surge of anger rushed up within her, and she turned back to Lucius, who had just turned back to her. 

Lucius had just been opening his mouth to ask his wife if she’d seen his wand when he was hit with such an impact he was certain she’d cursed him. Losing his footing, he stumbled backwards, tripped over the leg of a chair and landed with a hard ‘thud’ flat on his back on the solid, marble floor. 

Stepping carefully over her son’s fallen body, Narcissa quickly grabbed Lucius’ wand from his desk, pointing it right at his chest before he could even begin to push himself up. "It seems that every time you ‘put me in my place’ has certainly paid off Lucius," Narcissa began, her voice quiet, but her eyes strong as she stared down at her husband.

Realising then that she’d backhanded him, Lucius seemed to be in awe as he slowly lifted a hand to rest on his cheek. 

"What did I tell you?" she continued, her voice dripping with anger. "Never, ever underestimate the power of a woman in love Lucius, and I did love him," she told him, her voice growing shaky as she gestured back at Draco with her free hand. "He was a part of me, he was my son...and you, nor anyone else in this entire world had the right to take him from me."

Now growing increasingly irate at the fact his wife was in control, Lucius gave her another sneer, his lip curling slightly as he stared up at her. "What are you going to do Narcissa, kill me?" he asked, his tone taunting.

"No," she said with a shake of her head, her lips slowly curving upwards into a small smirk. "There is much, much worse punishment than death Lucius." Raising his wand, she watched him flinch, obviously under the impression that she was about to perform Crucio on him. Not desiring to break the law before she alerted Ministry wizards however, she simply gave a flick of her wrist. "Petrificus Totallus," she said easily, watching as her husband’s body seized up as though it were made of stone.

Figuring that he was going no where fast, she set his wand back on his desk, giving him one last cold look before she slowly turned to her son. New tears escaped her eyes then, and she hesitantly crouched down next to his body. "I’m sorry, I’m so sorry Draco..." she said in a whisper, just barely audible. "I should have been here...I should have come...I..." Sobs over-took her voice then, and she set one hand on the only spot of floor around him without blood to balance herself as she leaned in to press a kiss into the top of his head, his hair soft against her lips. 

Her body began to tremble again, and she reached up to take his hand in her own. It was so cold...and the realisation that he was really gone only made her cry harder. He had died for no reason besides the fact that he had been in love, and she shut her eyes as she stroked the back of his hand with her thumb. "I’m so proud of you...I always have been..." she whispered again, barely able to keep her voice steady. "I love you, my dragon..." 

Covering her mouth with one hand, Narcissa released his hand with reluctance as she slowly pushed herself back up to her feet. Making her way to Lucius’ desk, she grabbed some floo-powder before she made her way back to the fireplace, crouching down in front of it. 

Tossing the shimmering powder into the flames, she watched as they glowed emerald, and she slowly leaned in. "The Ministry of Magic, Emergency headquarters," she said clearly, shutting her eyes as the warm flames danced over her tear-stained cheeks.

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

"He wouldn’t do it twice Hermione...He wouldn’t just...just stand you up again after everything he said. I was right there, I was looking him in the eye when he said that he loved you. He meant it..." Harry tried to assure Hermione, who didn’t appear to be listening to a word that he said.

"Well," she began, raising her eyebrows matter-of-factly as she stared down into the glass of orange juice she’d poured, but was yet to touch, "I waited in that Tower for hours again, and he didn’t show. What excuse could he possibly have, Harry? He’s done this twice now, he could have sent me an owl if something had come up," she pointed out, raising her glass to her lips as though she were about to take a sip of her juice, but she seemed to think better of it moments later, and she set the glass back down with a frown.

Ron, who was sitting across from his two best mates, sat up a bit straighter in his seat in order to see over their heads. "Well..." His eyes scanned the Slytherin table for any sign of the tell-a-tale blonde hair...but it was nowhere to be seen. Frowning in bewilderment, Ron sat back down and nodded to Hermione. "Take a look behind yourself."

"No," she replied stubbornly. "I don’t want to see him right now."

Arching an eyebrow, Ron glanced back over the top of Harry’s head. "Well that’s just the thing...He isn’t there."

Harry raised an eyebrow as well as he looked over his shoulder. Sure enough, Malfoy was nowhere to be seen. "Really Hermione," he confirmed as he turned back to her, "he isn’t there, maybe he’s sick?"

Hermione frowned more, and had just been about to look over her shoulder when... 

*SPLASH* 

Everyone sat at the head of the Gryffindor table must have jumped a foot into the air as a very minute owl came soaring into the hall, only to perform a perfect belly flop into the jug of orange juice.

"Pig!" Ron hollered, his ears turning a bit red in embarrassment as he pulled the coughing owl out of the jug. "What the bloody hell are you doing?" Setting the little owl down onto the table, Ron perked an eyebrow as he puffed out his feathers and tucked his head under his wing as though he were settling down for a nap. "Blimey...He’s turning into Errol."

Harry snorted, but Hermione could feel the colour draining from her face. Here was Pig, obviously tired from a long journey, and he was minus a letter. What could this possibly mean? She had barely had a minute to contemplate this when someone tapped her shoulder, and she wheeled around, hoping it was Draco.

"I...I have to...to talk to you," Pansy Parkinson said almost nervously as she shifted from one foot to the other, her arms wrapped tightly around herself.

This time when Hermione frowned it was due to confusion. Usually if the girl had requested a chat, Hermione would turn her down in an instant, but for some reason, Pansy looked so...pale, frightened, almost repentant, and she cast one last look at Harry and Ron before pushing herself up.

"In private," Pansy added quickly as Hermione stood.

Harry and Ron exchanged puzzled expressions as Hermione followed Pansy out of the hall with reluctance.

When the doors to the hall had been shut, and they were both stood in the midst of the vast Entrance Hall, Pansy slowly turned to face Hermione, though her gaze remained set on the floor. "It’s about Draco..." she began, her voice just loud enough for Hermione to pick up what she was saying.

"What about Draco...?" she asked slowly as Pansy paused. 

Shutting her eyes, Pansy took in a deep breath. "The whole time you two have been together, I was trying to break you two up...I...I threatened him in a way, with, with a letter, that’s why he broke up with you in the first place," she admitted, hugging her arms tighter around herself.

Remaining silent for a moment as she thought about what Pansy had just said, Hermione slowly perked an eyebrow. "So...Is he going to try ending it with me again? Is that what you’re telling me?"

"No," Pansy cut in, her voice slightly choked now as she shook her head. "He wouldn’t..."

Her stomach had begun to flip-flop nervously by this point, and Hermione mimicked Pansy’s previous actions as she shifted from one foot to the other. "So...So what are you telling me then Pansy?"

Taking in a deep, but shaky breath, as though she were attempting to calm herself, Pansy refused to lift her eyes from the floor to meet Hermione’s. "I wrote a letter to Lucius, telling him all about you two,"

"Yes..." Hermione said slowly, she had gathered that from the first thing Pansy had told her. "That’s why he left me the first time-"

"-Yes," Pansy cut in again. "After...After Potions that day though, I...I saw you two together in the hall. I was just in front of Millicent Bulstrode as she passed you. I saw you mouthing ‘I love you’ and... And I knew he hadn’t kept his promise, I knew that you and him were together again..."

Remaining in silence for a long moment now, Hermione allowed everything Pansy had said to register within her mind. "What did you do...?" she asked finally, not entirely certain that she wanted to hear the answer.

This question had more of an effect on Pansy than Hermione had intended, and she watched with widened eyes as the other girl burst into tears. 

"Pansy...tell me..." Hermione persisted, her stomach turning again.

Taking in a few heaving breaths in an attempt to regain her composure, Pansy let out a small sob. "I s-sent it, I sent the letter, but now, n-now I regret it. He t-told me what you meant to him, he c-convinced me to just leave it alone, and he’d find a way out...b-but it was too late...I’d already sent it, an-and Lucius c-came and took him." These last words seemed to be too much for Pansy, and she burst into even more anguished sobs, burying her face in her hands.

Realising the seriousness of these words, Hermione felt as though she’d been hit with a freight train of emotions, and she rushed past Pansy to race up the stairs. 

A rushing sound that she could not explain filled her ears, and she didn’t even flinch as she ran straight through the ghost of the Grey Lady, who was floating throughout the corridors with a book in hand, looking melancholy as usual. The icy sensation that ran down her spine didn’t compare to the cold dread of panic already lingering within her stomach, like someone had dumped a bucket of ice water over her, and as Professor McGonagall’s office came into view, she ran even faster.

"PROFESSOR! PROFESSOR!" she hollered, pounding on the door.

Professor McGonagall opened the door with widened eyes, a stack of books balanced on one arm, and Hermione guessed she had just caught the woman before she headed to her classroom. 

Not even giving her a chance to open her mouth, Hermione grabbed her arm in an almost blind panic. "I need Professor Dumbledore, I need Dumbledore right now."

"Hermione, dear, please calm down," Professor McGonagall began, her eyes still widened in shock behind her spectacles. "What is the problem?"

"Please..." Hermione begged, her throat constricting in fear. She was losing time...She needed to speak to Dumbledore now. "I need, I need Dumbledore," she repeated; her voice shaking, yet determined.

Giving her the instructions on where Hermione would be able to find the office, she barely had time to tell her the password before the girl had sprinted off again, and McGonagall chewed her lip, debating whether she should follow or not.

"Phoenix tears-" Hermione gasped minutes later as she came to a screeching halt just in front of the two stone gargoyles. They sprung to life then and shifted aside, allowing her to pass.

Though the stairs moved on their own, their speed was too slow, and Hermione raced up the winding staircase to the door. "PROFESSOR DUMBLEDORE!" she hollered again, pounding on the door as if her life depended on it. Before she had raised a fist to start pounding again, the door had swung open, and she nearly toppled inside before she regained her footing. "Profess-" she began, but she paused, noticing that Dumbledore was standing by the window, a very morose sort of expression painting his wise features.

Neither spoke for a long moment. Dumbledore simply stared down at the grounds with a deep-set frown, while Hermione stood gasping for breath by the door. Finally, he spoke. 

"I presume that you’re here on behalf of a certain Draco Malfoy," he said quietly, arching an eyebrow slightly though he remained gazing out the window.

Hermione could only nod, letting out a small sigh of what might have been relief. "So you know then? You know what happened?" she asked, taking a small step forwards. "He’s on his way back now isn’t he? Isn’t that right?" she continued, figuring that that is what Dumbledore was staring out the window for.

Pursing his lips, Dumbledore’s gaze fell to the floor. "Why don’t you have a seat miss Granger?"

These words caused what felt like a stack of bricks to drop within Hermione’s stomach, and the only reason that she did take a seat was for the simple fact that her knees felt ready to give away.

Taking in a deep breath through his nose, Dumbledore’s eyes fell lightly shut. "I have just been alerted by the Ministry of Magic...Lucius Malfoy has been sent to Azkaban with a life sentence-"

"and Draco?" Hermione cut in, gripping the arms of the seat she was sat in so tightly that her knuckles turned white.

Opening his eyes slowly, they were lacking their usual sparkle, and Dumbledore frowned again as he turned to face Hermione. "Draco Malfoy...is dead."

As the words hit her, hit her with such force it was as though each syllable weighed one hundred tons, Hermione felt as though a part of her had just died as well, and she shook her head as tears she wasn’t even aware she was crying streamed down her cheeks. "No..." she whispered, not able to raise her voice any higher than that, due to the lump set in her throat.

Nodding, Dumbledore moved to sit in the high-backed chair that resided just behind his desk. "I am afraid so..."

Not able to contain herself anymore, she burst into tears. Never in her entire life had she felt so frightened, so alone. This was all her fault, if it wasn’t for her, Draco would still be alive. She didn’t care if he was a prat, she didn’t care if he teased her, she just wanted him back...The mere thought of his hair between her fingers, his voice, his scent, caused her entire body to shake with sobs, and she dropped her head down into her hands. 

Almost as though he were reading her thoughts, Dumbledore stared across the desk at her, his expression mournful. "You cannot blame yourself for this miss Granger. People die everyday, and none of us on this earth should be confident enough to put the full blame within ourselves, don’t you agree?" Her tormenting sobs were her only response, and Dumbledore sighed softly. "The weight of the dead is very heavy indeed Hermione, I beg of you not to carry this burden with you forever..."

"You don’t un-understand," she said, finally lifting her head from her hands. "Everything would have been fine if it weren’t for me-"

"Is that really so?" Dumbledore asked rhetorically, arching an eyebrow.

Nodding, Hermione lifted her hands to wipe her cheeks, though this action proved useless, for new tears replaced the fallen ones almost instantly.

"You are a very, very bright young woman miss Granger, but I do have to say that I disagree," Dumbledore said lightly. 

Moving only her eyes to look at him, Hermione remained silent.

"You see, in your opinion, you are the reason Draco Malfoy died...While in my opinion, Draco Malfoy would have never lived at all if it weren’t for you," Dumbledore began, sitting back in his seat. "Though you are wise in the area of...books, of studies, you are also very knowledgeable in other ways, and it is my belief that you taught him things that no other had been able to." Leaning forwards again in his seat, Dumbledore rested his hands on top of his desk. "You taught him how to live Hermione, and it was for this reason that he was so willing to die."

These words only caused more tears, and Hermione dropped her head back into her hands. "I want him back..."

"I know you do," Dumbledore replied softly, his voice understanding. "You need to think Hermione...Think about what his passing has told us both."

Hermione was in no mood to be logical, and she simply shook her head, hoping that her tears would drown her if she kept her face in her hands long enough.

"Is he a ghost?" Dumbledore asked, setting the tips of his fingers together as he rested his elbows on his desk. "No, he is not...Do you realise what this tells us?" As Hermione shook her head, Dumbledore gave a small smile, though he knew she could not see it. "It means...That Draco was able to pass. This means that he was happy, that he was ready to die, to move on...and only those who have really, and truly lived are able to make such a move."

"He was so young," Hermione said as she sat back, wiping her cheeks with trembling hands again.

Passing her a handkerchief, Dumbledore nodded solemnly. "That he was...and though this is a sad point, it is also important..." 

Thanking Dumbledore softly for the handkerchief, Hermione wiped her eyes, sniffing quietly as she allowed her gaze to meet the Headmaster’s again.

"Though he was...not a favorite among his pupils, nor some of his Professors...I couldn’t help but feel sorry for Draco," Dumbledore said, raising his eyebrows slightly as he watched Hermione. "An important lesson, that people in this world seem to forget so quickly...Is that no one, no one is mean without a reason. A bully merely lacks self confidence, self worth...and in his first few years here, Draco was the epitome of bully, was he not?"

That was not something Hermione could deny, and she allowed Dumbledore a small, sad smile as she nodded. 

"Draco came from a strict, pure-blooded family. He was raised around people like himself, and himself only. No diversity had ever become a part of his...sheltered life. I feared that he would become exactly like his Father, and though I hated to admit it, there was nothing that I could do to stop it. The only person that was able to change him...was him. He allowed you to show him things Hermione, bring...colour into his black and white vision. If he had died now, having never allowed you into the world his Father had created for him...He would have never been able to pass. He was never allowed his own mind with his Father, but you...you allowed him his own mind, a sense of freedom...and though he died young, the fact that he was able to move on should tell you something very, very important."

Biting down on her lip, Hermione’s lips fell back down into a frown, and she lowered her gaze to her knees. "Why did he have to die?" she asked softly, almost speaking to herself.

"Because," Dumbledore said lightly, "we all do at one point or another...It was his time."

Hermione nodded slightly, allowing Dumbledore another sad smile before her thoughts wandered again, and slowly, she began to cry softly. "I’m s-sorry," she said between sobs, shaking her head slightly as she wiped her cheeks again. 

Dumbledore shook his head as well as he held up a hand. "There is no need to apologise Hermione."

"I just..." She took in another shaky breath, wringing her hands together in her lap. "I miss him s-so much already, I don’t know what to do without h-him..."

"It hurts...I know it does," Dumbledore replied, his voice calm, and somewhat soothing. "You must remember though...That in order to heal, you must first feel some pain." 

Hermione nodded again before she rested her elbows on her knees and dropped her head down into her hands, her shoulders shaking silently as she cried. She cried for what she had, what she’d lost...She cried until it hurt, and it was then that she felt the soft brush of feathers against her hand, and she slowly lifted her head to see what it was.

"Fawkes..." Dumbledore said with a small smile and a nod. "Hold out your hand Hermione."

Hermione noticed that the Phoenix’s eyes were watering as her own were, and slowly, she followed Dumbledore’s instruction, extending a trembling hand, palm up towards the beautiful bird.

A single, resplendent tear fell from the Phoenix’s eyes to land in her palm, and she slowly moved her eyes to look at Dumbledore.

"Place it in the spot you feel hurts the most," Dumbledore instructed with another reassuring nod. "It will not heal you completely...but it will help."

Looking back down, Hermione pressed her lips together as she slipped her hand beneath the collar of her shirt to rest over her chest, where she could feel her heart beating against her palm. Warmth rushed over her skin then, and a single tear escaped to run down over her cheek as she gave Fawkes a little smile. "Thank you," she said softly, and the Phoenix seemed to give her a small nod before it flew back to land gracefully on it’s perch set just behind Dumbledore’s desk.

After sitting in silence for a long moment, Hermione shakily pushed herself up. "I..."

"Take the day off miss Granger," Dumbledore replied, gazing at her over the tops of his half-moon spectacles. "Go and retrieve mister Potter or mister Weasley from their classes as well if you feel so compelled to do so."

"Thank you sir," she replied softly, giving him a small nod of thanks before she turned and exited the vast office.

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

It was only a few minutes later that Hermione reached her dorm. Deciding that she wanted to be alone for a bit as she accustomed herself to the idea that she would never see Draco alive again. Never touch him, never hold him, never kiss, him, smell him...Never talk to him...With each new recognition, a tear streamed down her cheeks, and in no time, she was sobbing softly to herself.

She had just sat down on the end of her bed when she saw it, an owl sat just outside the window. When it noticed her, it used it’s beak to tap on the window, and at the realisation that it was Draco’s owl, Hermione leapt from the bed like a jack in the box and rushed to open it.

It flew in past her, landing delicately on her bed. As she turned to face it, it held out a leg, and she noticed the letter then. Her already pounding heart skipped a beat, and she hurried over to the owl to retrieve it.

Her hands shook more than ever as she sat down on the end of her bed once more, and slowly unravelled the letter. Something fell into her lap as the parchment was unravelled, and she let out a small gasp of surprise, reaching down to find what had fallen. Her fingers closed around something within seconds, and fresh tears sprouted within her eyes as she realised what it was. 

The locket; her locket. Blinking back tears forcibly, Hermione held the locket tightly in one hand as she began to read...

~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~

***

Hermione Granger,

The Gryffindor Tower,

Hogwarts Academy of Witchcraft and Wizardry.

***

Hermione,

Where to begin? I reckon I should start out by being honest, so here it goes ...

I’ll admit, this whole thing did begin as a bet. I approached Marcus Flint, requesting the position of captain in my final year. He was eager to point out to me that since he would be leaving, my Father’s bribes would no longer tempt him. He told me that I’d have to earn it myself, so, we made a bet.

The concept of the bet was to get you in bed by the end of November. Well, I accepted, and began my pursuit of you that very night. It all started out in the library, I thought for sure that I had you wrapped around my finger ...

Oh how wrong I was.

When you walked away with my book, (yes, it was my book) I felt many things. The obvious; (anger, frustration) but more than anything ... I was intrigued. You sparked my interest that first night, (though I wouldn’t admit it to myself then) and my interest was something that you never lost.

You weren’t like any other girl I’d ever met. you showed up in that Tower the first night in your wrinkled skirt, without so much as a smudge of make-up on ... and despite all of this, I couldn’t take my eyes off of you. There was just something different about you, something that I couldn’t help but find fascinating.

Slowly but surely you began to change me. You believed in me like no one else had before. You were able to put aside our differences, really put the past behind you and concentrate on the task at hand. Something that I never in my wildest dreams would have imagined anyone would have ever taken the time to do. Like I’ve told you before, you opened my eyes Hermione, and I thank you for that.

By the end of November, though even I was in complete denial of the obvious, you had me, completely and wholly. I wasn’t able to go through with the bet because you had become so much more to me. I ended up losing the bet, though it feels almost wrong to say that, seeing as though I gained so much from the loss. I truly felt as though I had in fact won.

It is for that reason that I won’t say I’m sorry, because I’m not. If it weren’t for that bet, I never would have got to know you like I did, and my life really never would have been complete. Before you, I never realised that the walls I’d built around myself in order to keep out the sadness, also kept out the joy.

As I sit here and think about you, think about how my life was so much better simply because you were in it, I realise that in a way I was blind before you. In the beginning, you were my eyes, and then you took the time and taught me how to see on my own. Some say that love is blind, but I feel as though I was blind until I experienced love.

You successfully managed to break down every wall I’d put up, even the walls that people such as my Father had helped me construct. There aren’t words to express how deeply thankful I am for that. How can you possibly thank someone for making life worth living?

I will no longer be around as you read this ... My life is to end tomorrow morning, and you know what? That’s okay. I am able to accept that because I had you. I know I'll be all right, because I will take in my last breath loving you.

I enjoyed your warmth, because for so long I had been cold. I appreciate the light you gave, because for so long I had been in darkness, and by this same token, I was finally able to experience happiness, because for so long I had known sadness.

On that note, please don’t be sad because I’m gone, be glad with the knowledge that I never really existed before you. Please know that I would have rather lived only those few months with you, rather than a lifetime without. Remember that I am not dying for you, I am dying for us, so do not allow yourself to carry the burden of this with you forever.

You are a brilliant person, Hermione, and I can only hope that you do not allow this to bring your amazing spirit down. Grow from this, learn from this instead, and never be bullied into silence. Never allow yourself to be made a victim. Accept no one’s definition of your life, define yourself.

My Father had defined who I was. I allowed myself to make that fatal mistake, to sin by silence, and that made me a coward. You helped me discover myself, and because of you, I will die my own man, and that ... that is a wonderful feeling.

I heard once that a man has not truly lived until he’s found the woman he would willingly die for, and I never realised how true that was until now.

It’s getting late, and I should go so that I can have one last dream of you before the sun rises tomorrow. I will not end this letter with a ‘goodbye’ however, because goodbye suggests the end of something, and my love for you will never end.

Remember, the mystery of love was far greater than the mystery of death, and you’ve solved the first mystery for me already.

I love you Hermione, with everything I have,

Always yours,

~Draco Malfoy.

P.S.

Promise me this ... You won’t shed too many tears over me, because it was your smile that I fell in love with ...

***

***

4 years later ...

***

"He looks so much like his Father ... It’s almost uncanny," Narcissa said softly, tilting her head to one side as she watched the little boy sat by the fireplace, trying to work out where the next piece of his puzzle fit.

Smiling, Hermione turned a bit in her seat to look over her shoulder at her son. "He does," she agreed. It was undeniable however, for the resemblance between son and Father was truly remarkable.

"Especially when my Draco was that age," Narcissa continued. She’d grown accustomed to the habit of calling Father and son, ‘my Draco’ and ‘Draco’. Not only did they share the same features, but the name as well.

Shaking her head slightly, Hermione turned back in her seat to face Narcissa. "I’ve never seen Draco at that age."

Raising her eyebrows, Narcissa leaned forwards to set her teacup down on the coffee table between them before she pushed herself up. "Pardon me, I’ll be back in a moment."

Nodding, Hermione turned back to her son. "Draco, do you need help with your puzzle?"

Shaking his blonde head, the little boy continued to bite the tip of his tongue in concentration as he stared down at the scattered pieces around himself.

"All right then," Hermione said as she turned back around. For his age, he was already showing signs of being very clever. A very promising little wizard, and he did love to read, which was something that made Hermione very, very happy.

Narcissa returned only moments later with a large photo album, which she handed to Hermione after she’d set her cup down. "Some photos from his childhood," she explained before she moved to crouch down by the fireplace with her grandson, clapping as he worked out the next piece.

"I did it!" The little boy cried in delight, beaming as he sat back and clapped his little hands together.

"You did it!" Narcissa laughed. "Now, which piece goes next?"

Pressing a finger into his chin, Draco went back to shuffling through the rest of the pieces.

Hermione laughed quietly as she watched them, and with another small smile, she turned back to the album sat in her lap. Carefully flipping it open, she bit her lip, as she looked down at the first few photos. These were all of Draco as a baby, and she soon realised that the album progressed throughout the years of his life. She saw many pictures, ranging from a few naked baby ones she was fairly certain he would have rather her not have seen, to some older but just as adorable photos.

She couldn’t help but chuckle at the little cowlick he seemed to retain at the age of four, and even though she knew they were just photographs, she couldn’t help but smile back at the little boy beaming up at her and waving. Narcissa was right, their son really did resemble his Father at that age, and at the realisation that Draco would never get to see him, the photos began to become slightly blurred due to tears swelling within her eyes. Blinking them back forcibly, Hermione slowly turned to the last page of the album, and the strings attached to her heart gave a hard tug as a sixteen year old Draco smiled up at her from his school photo that year.

A lump began to rise in her throat at the sight of his handsome, smiling face, and she had just been about to close the book when a small piece of parchment fell out the side. Frowning, Hermione picked it up, and was just about to set it back within the album when what was written caught her eye, and slowly, she began to read.

‘Brightest of souls shining through

Dearest of boys, I love you

Wrapped in my arms I would stay here with you

You are my lifeline

You make the stars shine

All of my life I have waited for you

You are the brightest star

I love all that you are

You are the brightest star

My beautiful child

Beautiful boy, I can see

How you have brought joy to me

The smallest thing you do captures my heart

How I could watch all the day

Watch how you think as you play

You have a mind that has opened my own

You are my bloodline

You make the stars in heaven shine

All of my life I have waited for you’

Hermione had just finished reading when someone spoke from behind her, and she must have jumped about a foot into the air as she turned in her seat.

"I wrote that when he was born," Narcissa said softly, her eyes on the photo of her sixteen year old son, who continued to smile up at her without a care in the world.

Glancing back down at the parchment, Hermione gently set it back into the album. "It’s beautiful," she said as she closed the album, setting it in the middle of the coffee table.

"Thank you." Smiling again, Narcissa moved to take her seat across from Hermione. "I remember it took us forever to think of a name, nothing seemed good enough."

Nodding, Hermione picked up her cup again. "Why did you choose Draco?" she asked, taking a small sip of her tea.

Narcissa seemed to pause in thought for a moment, her lips pursed as she tilted her head to the side. "Well, Lucius had wanted something that no other families would have, and ... he liked the idea of a dragon. A ... big, powerful, ferocious beast that was known for it’s power ... I, however, agreed on the same simply because I knew a tad more about dragons than Lucius seemed to."

Smiling faintly, Hermione nodded, and remained silent as she waited for Narcissa to go on.

"Well, there’s the obvious," Narcissa continued, "a dragon is extremely clever. I’m sure you’ve heard the old rumour that if one eats a dragon’s tongue, they’ll be forever able to win an argument."

Hermione nodded again, remembering hearing something of the sort in Hagrid’s Care of Magical Creatures class.

"However ... It’s the loyalty of dragons that made me grow fond of the name. You see a dragon is a very independent creature. They seldom trust anybody, even ones of their own kind. It takes a long while for a dragon to find a mate, due to their issues of trusting one another, but when a male dragon has found the female he wishes to be with, he’ll expose his chest to her. This shows her his vulnerability, and if she accepts, they will spend forever together. A dragon will only mate once in their entire life, and they are extremely loyal to their mate. As I’m sure you know, it is nearly impossible to kill a dragon, and the only way it becomes a possibility is when a dragon exposes it’s heart ... The part that it generally keeps the most guarded."

Pausing for a moment to take a sip of her tea, Narcissa lifted a hand to tuck some hair back behind her ear. "The thing about a dragon that I found the most touching, however, was the fact that they would willingly die for their one mate. No dragon would ever go down without a fight, unless it guarantees the safety of the one they are with. So although many people see dragons as, cruel, temperamental beasts, they are actually the most loyal, yet vulnerable creates out there."

The name Draco had seemed to fit him only too well, and Hermione stared down into her cup for a long moment before she moved her eyes back up to look at Narcissa. "That’s a lovely reason for a name. I ... I never knew that dragons did that."

"Not many do," Narcissa said simply with a shrug. "I had just put some research in it for the sake of a name, little did I know how significant that name would become to the rest of his life." Laughing an almost sad laugh, Narcissa bit down on her lip as she looked over to her Grandson.

Following her gaze, Hermione couldn’t help but grin. "How is your puzzle coming along?"

"Iz broken," he said with a defeated sort of sigh.

Snorting quietly, Hermione shook her head. "Just try turning the pieces around."

Blue eyes blinked at Hermione for a moment, before he looked back down and began to fiddle with the remaining pieces.

Smiling lightly, Narcissa turned back to Hermione. "You’re working tomorrow right? You’ll bring him here in the morning?"

Hermione nodded. "Yes, and I’ll be here to pick him up at the same time again."

"Oh there’s no rush," Narcissa assured her with a smile. "I enjoy his company, the manor gets lonely with only house elves around."

"Well he does love spending time with you," Hermione said, before she paused as if in thought for a moment. "Thank you Narcissa ... for everything you’ve done for us. I don’t know how I would have got through my last year of Hogwarts without you. I mean, my family and friends were all brilliant, don’t get me wrong, but ... " shaking her head slightly, Hermione shrugged her shoulders. "I just wouldn’t have been able to do it without your support."

Narcissa just waved a dismissive hand. "He’s my Grandson, of course I’m eager to help with whatever I can. I’ve told you time and time again, if you ever want to take some time off work, I have a lot of money I’m not using that I’d be more than willing to give you."

Shaking her head stubbornly, Hermione smiled. "Thank you again for the offer, but no. I think I would go stir crazy if I didn’t work."

Narcissa just smiled and nodded, though she knew that that was really only an excuse. Hermione was far too independent to ever allow anyone else to support her and her son.

A moment of silence followed, before a very excited little boy broke the tranquillity.

"I did it! Mum look! Look!"

Pushing herself up, Hermione moved to stand behind her son. "Ooh Draco that’s marvellous!" she said, clapping her hands over her mouth as though she were shocked he’d done such a brilliant job. "I’m so impressed, you did such a good job!"

Nodding, the little boy couldn’t help but look pleased with himself as he sat back to admire his handiwork. "I know."

***

About a half an hour later, when the tea was finished and the puzzle and other toys were packed away, Hermione straightened back up after zipping her son’s winter coat. "Thank you again Narcissa, we’ll see you tomorrow."

"Thank you," Draco said without needing to be reminded, and he stepped forwards to give Narcissa’s leg a hug.

"You’re welcome," she said with a chuckle, reaching down to pat the top of his flaxen head lightly.

With a final wave, and some hand-blown kisses, Hermione stepped outside, shivering at the icy breeze that passed over her cheeks, causing them to flush slightly red. The plain of snow shone a powdery white that late afternoon; the sun blazed icily somewhere too low on the horizon to be seen directly, but it’s clean rays shed a blue-white glimmer all around her.

Nothing stirred as she began to walk down the long pathway towards the gates, when suddenly, Draco turned in her arms, the ruffling of his parka breaking the cool silence. "What’s that?" he asked, pointing a gloved finger at the largest tree of the property.

Pausing in her steps, Hermione turned around with reluctance, a frown spreading across her lips. She avoided that tree every time she visited the manor, for she knew that Draco’s grave resided just below it. "It’s a tree?" she tried, though she knew full well that that hadn’t been what her son had been pointing at.

Laughing, he shook his head, his little earmuffs nearly falling off. "No, no, that!" he persisted, pointing again.

Shutting her eyes briefly to avoid looking at the single tombstone, Hermione figured there was no use in lying, and she took in a deep breath through her nose before she spoke. "That’s your Daddy’s grave."

Remaining in silence for a moment, Draco slowly turned again in her arms to look her in the eye. "I wan’ to see it."

Pressing her lips together, Hermione tried desperately to think of an excuse not to go ... but none seemed good enough. She didn’t rightly know why she avoided the grave ... Maybe it was the fact that actually seeing it, paying her last respects would be so ... final. Not that she imagined she’d ever see Draco again, but seeing his grave was just a step of the grief cycle she’d decided to skip ... Up until now apparently.

Finally, she took her first reluctant step towards the tree. The light breeze that occasionally passed over the ground caused the branches to almost beckon her towards itself invitingly, but there was nothing more Hermione wanted to do than turn and run. Her mind and body were at war, and each step caused a new sense of dread to flutter up within her stomach.

The war soon ended, her body had won. She was now stood at the head of the grave she’d avoided for years. Slowly, she crouched down, setting her son down lightly on the un-touched snow.

Slowly, the little boy turned in a circle before he looked back to Hermione, shrugging his shoulders. "Where’s Dad?"

Tilting her head to one side as she considered her answer, Hermione moved her eyes up to the sky. "He’s in heaven now, but he left little pieces of himself behind for us to find ... so there’s no risk of anyone ever forgetting him."

Slowly, the little boy lowered his eyes to the ground, as though he were scanning the snow for any sign of a hint left behind.

Smiling slightly as she watched him, Hermione reached out a hand to take his chin and tilt his handsome little face back up towards herself. "For me, he left his hints in you."

Widening his bright blue eyes in amazement, he placed his hands on his stomach. "In me?"

"Mhm," Hermione nodded. "Lets see ... " Making a ‘hmm’ sort of face, Hermione placed a hand on her chin. "I see him ... here," she began, pointing to the brilliant blue eyes staring up at her in wonder. "I see him ... here," she went on, brushing her hand through his flaxen blonde hair. "Most of all though ... I see him right here," she said with a smirk, tapping her son on the mouth.

"Where?" he asked with a little laugh, clapping a gloved hand over his mouth.

"In your voice of course, the way you speak," she said with a laugh of her own. "Especially when you’re being snarky!" she teased, pulling the little boy into a hug.

Laughing again, he squirmed against her. "I’m not snaky!"

Smiling, Hermione held him in her arms for a moment before she pulled back to hold him at an arms length. "How about you go make a snow angel for Daddy? He can look down and watch you."

Nodding, he ran off to lie down in the snow and start on his snow angel. Hermione watched him for a moment before she bit down on her lip and slowly turned to face the grave she’d so carefully avoided. Lifting a hand, she gently brushed her palm over the cool stone, reading the words that had been engraved.

'If I go,

What would remain of me?

The ghost within your eyes?

The whisper in your sighs?

You see ...

Believe,

And I am always there.'

Though she tried to fight it, tears sprung into Hermione’s eyes as she read over his name. "Draco ... " she whispered to herself, pressing her hand against the tombstone as a single tear escaped to run down her cheek.

Her son’s laughter met her ears just as her second tear had fallen, and she wiped her cheeks as she glanced back over her shoulder at the little boy, who was still working hard on his snow angel. He reminded her so, so much of his Father, and it was only then that she remembered something she’d written a long, long time ago, and had carried around with herself ever since.

Sniffing quietly, she dug through her bag, trying to remember where she’d stored the crumpled parchment. She’d been getting in bed the night after her son’s first birthday, when she’d been struck with inspiration like never before, and she’d dragged herself out of bed to find some old parchment and a quill. The words had flowed so easily, so effortlessly, and Hermione had kept them stored close to her ever since.

Finally, she retrieved the parchment from a compartment of her bag, and she un-folded it before she began to read the words outloud, her eyes travelling upwards towards the sky.

‘I thought I saw you today,

you were standing in the sun,

then you turned away,

and I knew it couldn't be,

but my heart believed,

It seems like there's something everyday,

how could you be so far away,

when you're still here,

when I need you, you're not hard to find,

you're still here,

I can see you in our baby's eyes,

and his laugh and cry,

you're still here,

I had a dream last night,

that you came to me,

on silver wings and light,

I flew away with you,

in the painless sky,

and I woke up wondering what was real,

is it what you see and touch,

or what you feel?

cause you're still here,

You're everywhere we've ever been,

you're still here,

I heard you in a stranger's laugh,

and I hung around to hear him laugh again,

just once again ...

Thought I saw you today,

you were standing in the sun,

then you turned away.’

By the time she was finished, her vision had become so blurred due to the tears streaming down her cheeks that she had barely been able to read the words, and she gave a start as a hand was placed on her shoulder. Quickly wiping her eyes, she turned to look over her shoulder.

"Why are you crying Mum ... ?" Her little boy asked softly, looking near to the verge of tears himself. "Wasn’ the angel good enough?"

"Oh no no." Laughing quietly, Hermione wiped her cheeks again as she took her son’s little hands and guided him around so he stood in front of her. "It’s lovely, I just ... I’m, I'm sad because I miss Daddy ... " she admitted, and in no time, new tears had sprouted within her eyes.

"Don’ worry Mum!" the little boy persisted, shaking his head as he widened his eyes and stood on his tip-toes so he could rest his forehead against hers. "He’s in my eyes, jus’ look. You said so! Here," he ducked his little head forwards and gestured to his hair. "See?" he said as he tilted his head back up to look at her. "In my heya!"

"That’s right," Hermione said with a laugh. "He’s in your heya," she mimicked his version of the word as she lifted her hand to tuck a strand of blonde hair back off of his forehead.

Biting her lip, a sudden thought struck her then, and she smiled slightly as she took her son’s hands in her own. "Draco, do you mind if Mummy shows you something?"

Shaking his head, the little boy gave her a small smile as he shrugged his shoulders. "What?"

Her smile broadening, Hermione took his chin and turned his head gently to one side as she leaned in and fluttered her eyelashes lightly against his cheek.

Laughing delightedly, the little boy lifted his hand to place it on his cheek. "Wassat Mum?" he asked between giggles.

Biting her lip, Hermione’s eyes lifted towards the sky again. "It’s a butterfly kiss."

***

~*The End*~

***

