
 
 
Correspondence 
By Mystwriter 
 
First in the Correspondence Series. 
AU as Half-Blood Prince never happens.  
Summary: A personals club is started at Hogwarts and Harry begins to have feelings for the 
anonymous boy he writes to. 
 
Harry Potter looked at the post on the bulletin board outside the Great Hall and read with interest. 
Hogwarts was starting a personals club for students only: witch to wizard, wizard to witch. But what 
peaked Harry’s particular interest were the witch to witch and wizard to wizard personals. And best 
of all, it was anonymous. Neither would know which student they were writing to unless they 
wanted to reveal it. And Harry Potter, only just having discovered reluctantly that he was probably 
gay, had no interest whatsoever in revealing his preferences. 
He took down the information hastily and abruptly turned to leave when he bumped into Draco 
Malfoy. “Well, well,” drawled Draco, looking him up and down. “Look who’s looking for a little love 
interest. What’s the matter, Potter? Tired of sharpening your own quill?” 
“Shut it, Malfoy,” he said, trying to get out of his way, but Draco kept getting in front of him. 
“Maybe you’re just tired of dipping it alone. Funny that the Famous Harry Potter can’t get a date. 
Some lucky little witch won’t even get to know she’s scratching your parchment in all the right 
places.” 
“You’re pretty disgusting, Malfoy.” 
“Am I? Well, maybe it’s not a witch you’re looking for, eh, Potter? Rumour has it you’d rather ride a 
nice hard broom than a witch.” 
Harry’s face flared with heat. Was Malfoy only bluffing or did he know something? No, he couldn’t 
possibly know. Harry had never told anyone. Had no intention of telling anyone. 
“A broom’s better than pug-faced Parkinson, Malfoy. Or is that the best you can do?” 
Draco frowned. “Purebloods stick together, Mr. Muggle-Lover.” 
“Yeah, yeah. Whatever, Malfoy.” He finally shouldered his way past him and made for the stairs. He 
climbed until he arrived at Gryffindor tower, passed through the portrait hole, and trotted up to the 
dorm without anyone stopping him. Thankfully, no one was there, and he grabbed a quill, some ink, 
a piece of parchment, and a large book to use as a writing desk. He sat on his bed and almost drew 
the curtains, but thought it might look suspicious in the middle of the day, so left them open. 
The instructions said he should fill out a form and drop it into the urn by the bulletin board. Names 
would be magically matched with preferences and school owls would be used to deliver the letters. 
It all looked simple. Harry only had to come up with a pen name. 



“Let’s see. Quidditch Boy? No, too close to the mark. So Firebolt’s out as well. Blimey, this is hard.” 
Harry scribbled down several ideas, all of which seemed to point right to him. “Greeneyes…No! Too 
obvious.” He started going through the list of Honeydukes sweets, but that all sounded too gay. Hell, 
he’d never even snogged a boy. Yet. And there were a few he’d like to. He wondered idly about them 
as he swept the quill’s soft feathery end against his lips. Of course, maybe those blokes weren’t gay. 
How does one tell, anyway? One or two boys were obvious. Talk about your swish and flick! But 
Harry didn’t think he was obvious. And he froze for a second, heart hammering. Was he? Naw. He 
shook his head. He wasn’t swishy. No one would know unless he told them, and they all certainly 
thought that he was straight. “Sorry to disappoint, girls,” he said with a sigh. He looked down at his 
parchment. So far he had: 
Gryffindor (uninspired) 
CuddlyCanon (lame) 
CauldronCake (too gay) 
Sugarquill (ditto) 
Owltreat (weird) 
MuggleNot (sounds like a cleaning product) 
GobletofFire (too desperate) 
SortingHat (made no sense whatsoever) 
Floo4U (daft) 
He sneered and wadded up the parchment. No, it had to be something simple, something plain, 
something that said who he was without giving away too much. 
He scribbled LonelyQuill. Yes, he supposed he was. He’d really known he was gay for about a year 
and had done nothing about it. What could he do? Out himself and really get the mickey taken out 
of him everywhere he went? No thanks. He was famous enough on his own without that dropped on 
top of it. 
LonelyQuill. Yeah. He liked that. And so he wrote: 
I’ve never done anything like this before. I only just found out I was gay… 
He looked at it for a moment and quickly glanced toward the closed door. He’d never admitted this 
before and to have it in print in his own hand was certainly a big step. He turned back to the 
parchment. 
…so I hope this doesn’t come off too stupid. Whoever you are, whoever I’m paired with, I’m hoping it 
won’t be too tiresome for you to hear me groan about it. I can’t really come out. Too much baggage, 
you know? But I’d like to talk to someone and maybe…well. I guess I don’t know what else. Make a 
friend? 
 
This has been really stupid, I know. Sorry. But I hope you’ll write back. I’m a fifth year and I guess 
that's all I’ll say. I don’t suppose we should be mentioning houses. I don’t know. Anyway. 
 
Sincerely, 
LonelyQuill 
Harry looked at the parchment and read it again. He shook his head. No matter how long he worked 
on it, it simply wasn’t going to get any better, so he decided to fold it up and take it down to the urn 
as soon as he could do so unobserved. 
* * * 
The next morning at breakfast the owls arrived. Hedwig brought a letter from Remus Lupin who 
started keeping tabs on him ever since his hearing in August. It was really nice of his old professor 
to write. He really was his favorite teacher at Hogwarts. When he finished reading it, another letter 
dropped onto his cereal bowl from an unfamiliar owl. 



Harry picked up the letter with trembling hands. Ron and Hermione were busy chatting with Neville 
and Seamus and didn’t notice. Harry angled away from them and tore open the parchment. His 
heart flushed with excitement. It was from his quill pal. 
Dear LonelyQuill, 
 
I didn’t think your letter was stupid at all. I know how tough it is suddenly coming out to yourself 
when you can’t to anyone else. I wish I could. But I think we are in the same boat, yeah? So we’ll 
talk. About whatever we need to say. I’m a fifth year, too. 
 
Write me back soon. 
 
Yours, 
StormEyes 
StormEyes? That sounded promising. Harry read the short note through again and folded it carefully 
before stuffing it in his pocket. This was a little exciting. A secret friend. And another gay boy. Of 
course he knew they were here. And StormEyes couldn’t out himself either. He couldn’t wait to get a 
moment alone to write another letter. 
Dear StormEyes, 
 
I was so glad to get your letter. I knew there had to be someone else here like me. It is a bit lonely, 
isn’t it? I keep thinking how fun it would be to go to Hogsmeade with someone I really cared for and 
not pretend to be with some girl. I don’t like hurting people’s feelings and I know I’ve already hurt 
one girl’s. Why does everything have to be so difficult? 
 
When did you first know you were gay? 
 
LonelyQuill 
 
 
 
Dear LonelyQuill, 
 
I know what you mean about pretending. It would absolutely devastate my family. I mean, what a 
mess! No way can I talk to them about this. And yeah, Hogsmeade would be fun with someone. 
What do you like best about Hogsmeade? I like Zonko’s and Honeydukes, of course. Who doesn’t? 
But did you know there are quiet little spots in the woods to just sit and feel like part of the place? 
Sometimes I think I would like to live in a little village like Hogsmeade where there are only wizards 
and witches, but then I sometimes think London would be fun surrounded by Muggles. A little scary, 
maybe, but fun. 
 
When did I first know I was gay? Ages ago. I was just living in denial. I always liked blokes. There’s a 
few cute blokes here at Hogwarts, aren’t there? I wonder if you’re one of the boys I think about 
sometimes. I know you can’t tell me what you look like, but do you think you look good? I’m not 
judging you by it, you understand… Merlin. That was just rude. Forget I said anything. I mean, what 
are you going to say? ‘Sorry, StormEyes. I am an absolute hippogriff, so best stay clear of me.’ 
 
Sorry. 
 



Blimey, this is hard asking you questions. If you answer, it inevitably means I’ll try and guess who 
you are. Like if I asked if you played Quidditch, that narrows it down, doesn’t it? Or if you’re in this 
class or that class. Although I guess it’s safe to talk about Defense and Potions since all four houses 
have that, and since you are a fifth year…well damn. It still narrows it down, doesn’t it? 
 
Oh well. Your turn to come up with a topic. 
 
StormEyes 
 
 
 
Dear StormEyes, 
 
Wow, what a great letter. I loved it! You had so much to say. And it’s all so true. But we can’t say too 
much, can we? 
 
Well, Hogsmeade. Yeah, I like Zonko’s and Honeydukes. Don’t like the tea shop at all. Too girly for 
me. I didn’t know about those little spots you talked about in the woods. Sounds…well, romantic, I 
guess. A nice spot to bring someone you cared about. 
 
I think I’d like to live in London. In a city. I live in the suburbs and I hate it. A city that’s moving and 
with lots of things to do, yeah. I’d like that, I think. 
 
It’s all right to ask what I look like. I think I look pretty average overall. Maybe a bit shorter than most. 
Only a bit. I guess I can’t say what my hair colour is or…anything else. And there are a lot of cute 
blokes here. Probably not the gay ones, though. Maybe I’m cute. I don’t know. I’m not a good judge 
of those sorts of things. God, this is embarrassing! 
 
Well, which is your favorite class? Potions or Defense? Mine is Defense. I really enjoy it. Usually. Not 
too keen on it this year. 
 
I only found out I was gay about a year ago. Came across some pictures in a magazine and found 
myself rather interested, if you know what I mean. Oh Merlin, this is embarrassing, too. I’m really 
glad I’m writing this down instead of talking to you face to face! I never would have been able to do 
that. 
 
I’d better sign off now. I hope you continue to write. I’m really enjoying this. 
 
LonelyQuill 
 
 
 
Dear LonelyQuill, 
 
Speak for yourself. I happen to think I’m very cute! But you know. Acting straight. Even sort of have a 
girlfriend. I know you wouldn’t approve, but a bloke’s got to get by somehow. And I bet you aren’t as 
average as you think you are. I bet you’re pretty cute. Oh Merlin! I wish I could ask you! Okay, just 
one feature. Can you tell me at least what colour your hair is? Or your eyes? One or the other. I 



suppose you can guess that I have grey eyes. But that’s all I’ll say! 
 
My favorite class is Potions. Oh I know Snape is a pain in the arse sometimes, but I really like 
potions and all the intricacies of them. I often wonder who came up with some of these in the first 
place. I mean, do you start out thinking, ‘I want to make a transfigurations potion’ and start throwing 
things in a cauldron or do you just start throwing things in a cauldron, brew it, and say, ‘well look at 
that! Polyjuice!’ 
 
I live in the country. I like it well enough, but sometimes I think it would be fun just to have my own 
flat, you know? 
 
StormEyes 
 
 
 
StormEyes, 
 
That was a pretty funny letter. I laughed out loud. And I can’t believe you have a girlfriend. I admit, I 
tried it this year, too, but it just didn’t work out. I wanted to see if I couldn’t get over it, you know. But 
she didn’t do it for me. 
 
Well, if you really want to know, I have black hair. Okay? And that’s all I’ll say! 
 
I guess when you put it that way, potions do sound more interesting. But I don’t really like it all that 
well. I’m not too good at it. Too many things to know. 
 
I debated with myself about this next bit, whether I should say anything or not. But you really sound 
like a nice bloke. I wish I could meet you. Maybe we’d hit it off. Of course, maybe we wouldn’t. It’s 
really hard to know in just a few letters, isn’t it? Of course, I guess everyone’s all right deep down, 
aren’t they? So it would still be okay. Oh none of this is making sense. Sorry. Forget it. 
 
I think it would be brilliant to have my own flat. I can’t wait, in fact. Only two more years! 
 
I hope this Voldemort thing is over soon. It will sure be easier when no one has to worry over it 
anymore. 
 
LQ 
 
 
 
LQ: hey I like that. 
 
I guess I shouldn’t have let you tell me what colour your hair is ‘cause now I find myself trying to 
decide who you are. 
 
It was nice what you said in your last letter, that you thought I sounded like a nice bloke. Thanks. I 
happen to think I am a nice bloke. But I think you sort of gave a bit of yourself away. I’m willing to 
wager you are either in Gryffindor or Hufflepuff. It was what you said about everyone being all right 



deep down. Am I right? 
 
The Dark Lord certainly hasn’t made life easy for anyone, has he? Sometimes I wish he’d never 
returned. People are scared again, but it does make things interesting, doesn’t it? 
 
There’s a Hogsmeade trip in a fortnight. I wonder if you’ll be there. I wonder if I’ll see you and not 
know it. I bet you won’t be able to tell you’re looking at me, either. Tell you what, if you go to 
Hogsmeade, go to the street between the tea shop and the stationery shop. There’s a tree stump 
there. I’ll leave something for you in the knot. 
 
SE 
Harry read the letter over carefully, furrowing his brow. Something was odd. Obviously, this boy was 
not from Gryffindor or Hufflepuff. Harry had looked carefully the other day at all their eyes, and only 
a few guys from either house had grey eyes. Unless he was lying about the colour. But why would he 
do that? 
So if he wasn’t Gryffindor or Hufflepuff, that left Ravenclaw or Slytherin. He immediately wanted to 
eliminate Slytherin for obvious reasons but something about mention of Voldemort sounded a bit 
Slytherin. He decided he’d rather concentrate on Ravenclaw. Yes, there was a boy or two there who 
might fit this description. And they were cute. Harry’s heart thumped. Suddenly, he really wanted to 
know who this boy was! 
  
He dipped his quill and hastily wrote, 
  
Okay, now I’m curious, too. I will go to Hogsmeade and check out that stump. But there was 
something in your last letter that kind of disturbed me. You said that “sometimes you wish the Dark 
Lord had never returned.” Does that mean that sometimes you like the fact that he’s back? I mean, 
you couldn’t have meant that really, could you? He’s horrible!    
  
LQ 
  
  
Dear LQ, 
  
Well, it’s not like you met him face to face. Who knows what he’s really like? Maybe there’s a lot of 
twaddle on both sides of it. 
  
I can’t wait till we go to Hogsmeade. 
  
SE 
  
  
  
Harry read the letter and lowered it to his lap. Not like he met him? Wasn't that the trouble? He 
couldn’t stop running into Voldemort. And he sure wanted to. But he couldn’t very well say that in a 
letter or it would be a dead give-away. 
  
Who was this boy? 
  



Harry studied the Ravenclaws with more attention than he gave his studies. Grey eyes. There were 
two boys and he kept a close eye on them, looking for more little clues. He even ended up in the 
boys bathroom standing next to one of them one day; Titus Anderson. The boy looked up from his 
business and gave a friendly nod and said, “Potter.” 
  
Harry nodded back. “Anderson.” They stood a while and Harry looked up at the tiled wall, wondering 
how the hell one could approach someone and not get a bloody nose trying. “So, Ravenclaw’s done 
really well in Quidditch this year,” he said casually. 
  
“Yeah. Not too bad. If you don’t kill us, that is.” 
  
“Well, I must do my proper job.” Speaking of seeking… 
  
Titus finished, tucked himself in, and pulled up his zip. “So what do you think of this Umbridge 
woman?” He leaned over the tap and washed his hands. 
  
Harry got himself in order and turned around. This was the most he’d ever talked to Titus. Might he 
be…? 
  
He ran his hands under the water and shook them out. “I don’t think much of her.” 
  
“I swear. If she clears her throat in that mousy way one more time, I’ll shove a bludger in it.” 
  
Harry chuckled. “I think I’d like to see that.” 
  
Titus looked at Harry. Harry looked back. Titus was pretty attractive. Dark hair, dark grey eyes. He 
had a sort of Cedric Diggory way about him. Harry tried not to feel guilty at that thought. 
  
“So, Potter, I saw you at the bulletin board when they put up that personals post.” 
  
Harry reddened and turned away, trying to hide it by adjusting his book bag. “Yeah, well…” 
  
“It’s okay. I signed up, too. Got in contact with some perky little witch. God, I hope it’s not 
Parkinson. Wouldn’t that be a disappointment?” 
  
Harry’s heart fell. “Yeah. A disappointment.” 
  
“Have you guessed yet what witch you’ve got?” 
  
“Oh…er…no. Haven’t a clue.” 
  
“Funny if it were Granger, eh? Probably wouldn’t be able to look each other in the face.” 
  
“Oh it’s not Hermione. I’m pretty sure of that.” 
  
“That’s good. Well, Potter. See you ‘round.” 
  



“Yeah. Bye.” Harry leaned against the wall and watched him go. That was a close one. What if he 
had said? What if he had hinted? It would have been all over the school. He could just imagine what 
Malfoy would say to that. “Potter’s molesting boys in the bathroom now. Better find a nice tree 
somewhere, men.” 
  
He dropped his face in his hands. Oh God. What was he going to do? He was so hard all the time. 
And so lonely. There was no one to talk to but StormEyes. Who was he? 
  
* * * 
  
Dear LonelyQuill, 
  
I haven’t heard from you in a while. What’s wrong? I’ve been thinking a lot about you lately. And I’ve 
been wondering. Have you ever…you know. Done anything? I kissed a boy once and it was great. But 
I’d sure like to do it again. Maybe with you. What do you think? Or do we have to see what each other 
looks like first? At first I thought so. But the more I got to know you in your letters, the less it seems to 
matter to me. 
  
I wish I could talk to my parents about this. My parents are all right, though. I mean, my father has a 
lot of expectations about me. He pushes a lot, but only because he cares, you know. But sometimes 
it’s a bit too much. I worry that I’ll never be the son he really wanted. And especially being gay and 
all, well. My mother would probably be okay with it. She’s really great. And really beautiful. Funny 
how your parents can live with you all this time and love you, but when it comes to something like 
this, something so fundamental to who you are, they can’t deal with it. Why not? It’s as if they didn’t 
love you anymore just because your hair colour is different from theirs. 
  
But I guess you can change the colour of your hair. 
  
Write to me. 
  
StormEyes         
  
  
  
Dear StormEyes, 
  
Sorry I haven’t written. There’s just been a lot of “things” going on. I’m sorry about your parents… 
  
Harry lifted the quill from the parchment. What should he say about his parents? If he said they 
were both dead it was another giveaway. If he just said “family” maybe that would suffice. He didn’t 
really want to lie to StormEyes. It seemed important not to. 
  
…My family is just too hard to get along with. They don’t like anything I do. And if they found out I was 
gay, they’d probably chuck me out. Not that I would mind all that much. I can’t wait till the day I can 
move out. 
  
And I guess I’ve been thinking a lot about you, too. This is really hard. I don’t know you, but the more 
you write, the more I feel I do. Is it possible to have feelings for someone you’ve never met? 



  
Sorry. Just ignore that last bit. I wasn't gushing or anything. I’m not in love. Don’t mean to scare you. 
Oh, this is such rubbish! 
  
LonelyQuill 
  
  
Dear LonelyQuill, 
  
I’m not scared off. And I know what you mean. I feel closer to you sometimes than my friends. 
Do your friends know you’re gay? Mine don’t. And I want to keep it that way. 
  
Can I make a confession to you? Yesterday morning, while lying in my bed, I fantasized about you. 
All I could conjure was some vague boy with dark hair, but I was hard, so I pushed my pajama 
bottoms down and took my prick in my hand. And with you in mind, I made a long leisurely pull on it. 
Gave it a good tight stroke, you know. I stroked my cock a few times more and then lowered my 
other hand to my bollocks and rolled my testicles in my fingers. It felt so good. Imagining you doing it 
to me. Wanting you to do it to me. 
  
Is this all right to talk this way? 
  
I stroked my cock again and ran my palm over the head. It glistened with a bit of pre-cum and I 
smeared it all over the blunt tip, pulling the wetness down my shaft and squeezed as I went. Yeah. 
That was good. I started fisting it faster now. I kept my fingers clenched tight over my prick. I wanted 
to imagine it was your mouth. Or maybe your arse. Oh God! Makes me hard again just thinking that. 
Do you think you are a bottom or a top? I think I’d like to top you. It felt so good to touch myself and 
think of you. I pumped my cock hard, then, going faster until I felt the ache well up from my balls into 
my belly and out my cock, and I shot cum all over my hand and chest. When I laid back, I rubbed my 
spunk slowly over my torso, picturing you licking it off. 
  
Did this letter bother you? I hope not. Do you think about me when you get off? Will you think about 
me the next time you do? 
  
StormEyes 
  
  
  
Dear StormEyes 
  
That letter was so hot! I couldn’t believe it! I started reading it at the table in the Great Hall but had to 
jump up right in the middle of breakfast and return to my dorm. I was so hard. I hoped no one 
noticed. Good thing for the robes, eh? 
  
You can think about me all you want. Seriously. Because now I’m thinking about you. I’ve got the 
curtains closed around my bed as I write this and I’ve taken my prick out. Your letter is lying next to 
me and I read the choice bits and it’s getting me even harder, if that’s possible. My cock aches. The 
head is dark, almost purple, and my shaft is red. I’m taking it in my hand now and it feels so hot in 
my palm. I’m thinking of you. Blimey! I give it a stroke and I just feels so bloody good. I imagine it’s 



your hand. You stroke it hard and slow until I can’t stand it. I reach a hand up under my shirt to my 
chest and squeeze a nipple between my fingers, wishing it was your teeth. Oh! That makes me buck 
my hips. I pump harder into your hand. You squeeze it tighter and I shag myself in your palm. Faster 
and faster. My cock is rock hard and my hips get into it now. My hand drops to my balls and I 
squeeze just as… 
  
Sorry about that. I tried to wipe the parchment but I only ended up smearing the ink. I thought of 
writing this out again on a new parchment but decided you may like it as it is. Is that too naughty? I 
think I would like to bottom, but also think I would like to top. Do boys do both? I don’t know 
anything about being gay, I’m afraid. Maybe I should get a magazine, but how to get one without 
everyone seeing the owl deliver it? So I guess you can tell I’ve never done anything. With a girl or a 
boy. Well actually, I kissed a girl once, but it wasn’t much.  
  
Hogsmeade is in a few days. I’m looking forward to it. I’ll sneak away from my friends and find that 
stump. You’ll still write to me, won’t you? 
  
LonelyQuill 
  
A little embarrassed, Harry slipped the parchment into an envelope and trotted to the Owlry. He’d 
never in his whole life ever written anything like that. And he’d certainly never told a boy before how 
he wanked. He was hard again thinking about it and what StormEyes would think while he read it. 
He giggled. This was getting cool. Now he really wanted to meet this bloke. It was true. He didn’t 
care what he looked like either. Unless he looked like Crabbe. That would be a bit hard to take, but 
even so. Harry knew he could put that aside. It really wouldn’t matter who it was. He wanted to 
meet him. 
  
He walked through the door and Malfoy was just coming out. “Potter,” he said in that way that 
sounded more like spitting. “Writing to your boyfriend?” 
  
“Stealing other people’s letters, Malfoy, because no one will write to you?”                                                    
  
Malfoy smiled. The insult seemed to wash over him. “Oh I have someone to write to. Great letters, in 
fact. Something you wouldn’t understand, being illiterate.” 
  
“Whatever, Malfoy.” 
  
“Always with the clever comeback, Potter. You must stay up all night coming up with them. Of 
course, you’ve got nothing better to do at night except let your hand service you.” 
  
“You sure spend a lot of time thinking about my prick, Malfoy. Sure you haven’t got a boyfriend?” 
  
“Shut up, Potter!” 
  
“Ooh. Struck a chord, did I? Or is it my prick you’re thinking about?” 
  
Out of the corner of his eye, Harry saw Malfoy draw his wand. Harry rolled out of the way, pulled his 
wand, and aimed it. “Expelliarmus!” Malfoy’s wand flew from his hand and landed in a particularly 
squishy patch of bird droppings. Harry looked at it and laughed. “Dear, dear,” he said, giving the 



letter to an owl who flew off with it. “That’s not going to be pretty.” He gave Malfoy a wide smile, and 
chuckling to himself, left him there. 
  
* * * 
  
Hogsmeade weekend was finally here, and Harry tried his best not to be nervous. 
  
“What’s the matter, Harry?” asked Hermione. “You seem nervous.” 
  
So much for that. “No. I’m not nervous. Just, you know. Anxious to get going.” 
  
“Yes. Term is almost over, isn’t it? What are your plans for the summer, Harry?” 
  
“Same old thing. Hope to wangle an invitation to the Burrow.” 
  
“Oh I’m sure they’ll invite you. You probably don’t need an invitation anyway.” 
  
“Will you be going, too, Hermione?” 
  
“I expect so. Ginny and I are fast friends.” 
  
“Oh yeah. Ginny.” He smiled at her as she reddened. Everyone but Ron and Hermione knew that 
Ron and Hermione had a thing for one another. 
  
They waited in companionable silence in the common room for Ron. Harry glanced at the face of 
his friend and wondered for the hundredth time if he should tell her. She’d probably be all right with 
it. It was just Ron he worried about. Harry gamely chuckled along when Ron and Seamus made 
those remarks boys are always making. But what if Harry told Ron and Ron didn’t want to be his 
friend anymore? 
  
He kept silent, and it was a good thing, because Ron suddenly appeared. “Ready to go?” 
  
They strode into the June sunshine. A soft breeze blew up from the lake in the other direction, and 
Hogsmeade was soon in view. 
  
“What’s first?” asked Ron. 
  
“Hmm?” Harry’s mind had been on that tree stump 
  
“Zonko’s? Honeydukes?” 
  
Harry caught the look on Hermione’s face. “Let’s go to Honeydukes. We can go to Zonko’s later 
when Hermione can’t stand it one minute more and has to go to the bookshop.” 
  
Hermione slapped his shoulder playfully, and they laughed and headed toward the sweet shop. 
  



No matter where they went, Harry was distracted. He kept looking over his shoulder expecting to 
see his secret quill pal, whatever it is he looked like. Of course there was no one there, because 
they didn’t know it was Harry they were writing to. 
  
Finally, Hermione excused herself to the book shop and Harry and Ron headed toward Zonko’s. Ron 
took one step in and Harry hung back. “Er…Ron. I’ll catch up with you in a minute. I just 
remembered something I have to do.” 
  
Ron shrugged and turned back to the shop. 
  
Harry sprinted down the high street and found the tea shop and the stationers. He ducked down the 
shadowed alleyway to where the lane ended at the woods and saw what must be the stump. He 
looked around and didn’t see anyone. StormEyes had said he would leave something in a knot for 
Harry and Harry quickly approached. He reached the stump and looked all around it, reaching with 
his fingers into all the crevices…There! He pulled it out and looked at it. A heart-shaped chocolate 
with a small note attached. “Something sweet for you, LonelyQuill. Yours, StormEyes.” Harry 
smiled, somehow deeply touched. He brought the wrapped chocolate to his nose and inhaled the 
rich, sweet fragrance. He didn’t know whether to eat it or save it forever. It was his first love token. 
Then he blushed. That was certainly a girly attitude, wanting to keep the thing instead of eat it. 
  
“What the hell are you doing!” 
  
Harry spun. Draco Malfoy was glaring at him, a deep scowl etched into his face. Harry quickly hid 
the chocolate behind his back. “What’s it to you, Malfoy? Are you following me?” 
  
Malfoy’s eyes scanned the little clearing, from the backs of the shops to the forest. He looked 
nervous. “I don’t give a damn about you, Potter. Haven’t you figured that out? Why don’t you mind 
your own business?” 
  
“Me? I was here first.” 
  
“No you weren’t. I was waiting for someone.” 
  
“Well there’s no one here and it’s a free forest, you know.” 
  
He pulled the chocolate and note from behind his back and stuffed it in his pocket. 
  
Malfoy noticed it and his eyes widened. “What are you doing? That's not yours!” 
  
“What are you talking about?” 
  
“You stole that!” Malfoy pointed toward Harry’s pocket. 
  
He glared up at Malfoy until something hard struck him, right between the eyes. It took his breath 
away and filled his stomach with a sick feeling. “Y-you…didn’t leave something here…did you?” 
  
Malfoy’s scowl slowly ebbed away as realization spread over his face. He looked at Harry and Harry 
looked at him. 



  
“Oh SHIT!” they said at the same time. 
  
Malfoy staggered backwards and Harry sat hard on the stump. They merely stared at one another, 
horror sweeping over their faces until Malfoy spoke haltingly. “This is a Gryffindor trick.” 
  
Harry dropped his face in his hands. “No,” he said, shaking his head from side to side. “It’s not a 
trick. I swear.” 
  
Malfoy was panting. He looked quickly over his shoulder. “I’m not admitting to anything.” 
  
“It’s a little late for that.” 
  
“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said hoarsely. 
  
“Oh come on!” said Harry, raising his flushed face. He’d never been so embarrassed and sickened 
in his life. How could it be Malfoy, of all people! How? 
  
Malfoy babbled. “I just—I was waiting—I—” 
  
“I know it’s you…StormEyes. Oh God! I should have known! ‘Sometimes you wish Voldemort hadn’t 
come back’? I’m such an idiot!” 
  
Malfoy began to shake and he clutched his arms, hugging himself. “It can’t be you,” he said in a 
small voice.            
  
Harry jolted to his feet. “If you EVER say anything, Malfoy--!” 
  
“What about you? You better not breathe a word of this.” 
  
“I’m sure as hell not going to say anything. In fact, I rather think I’m going to be sick about now.” 
  
“Fine. Then keep it to yourself, Mr. LonelyQuill. I don’t want any more letters, is that clear?” 
  
“Don’t worry! As if I’d write to you again!” 
  
“Too right. I don’t want some ponce letter from you, Potter!”  
  
“Who are you calling a ponce?” 
  
Malfoy motioned for Harry to keep it quiet. His voice had risen nearly to a shout. So far no one had 
noticed them. “All right, all right! Shit! Harry-frigging-Potter. It figures.” 
  
“I didn’t ask for this.” 
  
“I didn’t either!” 
  



They fell silent and merely glared. “So…it’s agreed,” said Malfoy after a pause. “We both don’t say 
anything.” 
  
“Agreed.” 
  
They looked at each other a moment longer, eyes traveling from head to foot as if seeing each other 
for the first time. “Okay,” said Malfoy softly. Was there a regretful tone in there? Harry wasn’t certain. 
But Malfoy turned then, and walked with slumped shoulders back toward the high street. Harry 
watched him go, confused feelings roiling inside him. 
  
Harry stood there a long time well after Malfoy departed, wondering what happened to all his happy 
and excited feelings, and just wishing he was back in bed in Gryffindor tower. 
  
* * * 
  
Harry avoided breakfast for the next few days. It wouldn’t feel so bad missing the owls from his quill 
pal if he wasn't there to see other people’s owls, or so he told himself. He told Ron and Hermione he 
had a stomachache, and that was partly true. Ever since his horrific discovery at Hogsmeade last 
weekend, he felt ill.     
  
He hadn’t touched the letters he still kept under the mattress. What was he to do with them? Burn 
them? Now that he knew they were from Malfoy, what was the alternative? 
  
Malfoy! Oh God! Why had it been him? Of all the boys in the school, why did it have to be him? He 
had loved those letters. They were his lifeline. That someone else understood him. Now what was 
he left with but a bitter taste in his mouth? 
  
Typical Harry Potter good luck, he told himself. Crap. 
  
He had to go to class, and he moaned when he realized it was Potions. Malfoy would be there. But 
at least they didn’t sit together. They sat as far away from one another as possible. 
  
Harry dragged himself to Potions. Not that he liked it anyway. He sat far in the back and when he 
looked he saw that white blond head at the front of the class. StormEyes. Gods. 
  
The class was typical Snape. Snape growled at Harry for no discernable reason and praised Malfoy 
with a slithering smile. Once, Malfoy turned back to look behind him, but never turned his head all 
the way. Harry sunk in his seat as if that would make him invisible. 
  
When class was over, he was still putting his things away when Draco came up the aisle. His grey 
eyes flicked once at Harry before drawing down again. Harry kicked himself for spending the energy 
to observe him go, watching the back of that blond head draw into the shadows of the corridor.         
  
Wait a minute. Had he just thought of him as Draco? 
  
* * * 
  



Another term was over and Harry, Hermione, and Ron boarded the Hogwarts Express to return 
to London. Harry had fallen into a bit of a depression ever since Hogsmeade, but of course, he 
couldn’t tell his friends why. They just owed it to his problems with Voldemort. But Voldemort 
seemed like a small thing compared with how Harry was feeling these days. He had been so 
hopeful. At last, maybe he was going to have a boyfriend of sorts. Someone! But it had all been 
dashed to bits. So Malfoy was a poufter. It made more sense the more Harry thought about it. So 
that’s what was wrong with him. That’s why he was so intolerable all the time. He was a closet 
case. Look who’s talking, Potter, he scolded himself. Typical closet case here, too. He sighed. Oh 
well. At least he had good friends. 
  
He looked at them sitting across from him in their compartment. Hermione and Ron were going on 
about something as the train lurched, starting off. Harry looked out the window for a while, 
watching Hogwarts castle grow smaller and smaller until it disappeared behind a hill. Another 
summer at the Dursleys. Another two months of listening to Uncle Vernon harangue him, of Aunt 
Petunia complaining about him, of Dudley pushing him to the brink (and him not able to hex him). 
The only thing to look forward to was the Burrow, and Ron had said that in three weeks Harry could 
go. That was a relief, at least. He loved spending the summer there and then going on to Diagon 
Alley with the Weasleys. It was the only thing he could look forward to now. 
  
Harry felt restless and decided to stroll the train a bit. Hermione and Ron barely noticed when he 
left the compartment. He staggered down the jostling train and weaved into the corridor between 
the carriages. 
  
Suddenly, hands grabbed him and dragged him bodily into the loo. 
  
“What the hell--!” 
  
It was Malfoy. 
  
The Slytherin had Harry trapped between the tiny sink and the door, which he locked with a charm. 
  
“What the hell are you doing, Malfoy?” 
  
Malfoy just stared at him in a strange way. And then he edged closer. Harry tried to move back but 
his bum was already against the sink. 
  
In a very unfamiliar voice, Draco said, “I can’t stand it anymore.” 
  
Harry's eyes locked with Malfoy’s. “Can’t…stand what anymore?” he asked softly. His heart began 
to pound. 
  
Malfoy leaned closer. He didn’t say anything. But his hand lifted, hovered, and slowly descended 
onto Harry’s shoulder. Harry turned his eyes toward it and just looked at the long white fingers 
against his black robes. “How can you stand it?” whispered Draco. 
  
Harry looked at him again. Draco's mouth hung open slightly, his lips moist and red. His eyes, those 
stormy grey eyes, looked at Harry pleadingly. Harry’s breath caught. Oh God. His prick suddenly 
hardened just as Malfoy slid up against him, his body covering Harry’s length. Harry felt something 



hard press against his thigh. He turned his head slightly, and Malfoy’s face was there. He smelled 
his breath—those harsh rasps pelting his cheek—and turned his face further until his lips brushed 
across Draco’s. 
  
Draco pressed against Harry and took his lips hungrily. A tongue licked at Harry’s mouth and Harry 
opened his lips, sucking it in. Draco’s expert tongue explored, seeking out Harry’s and caressing it. 
His lips moved smoothly and sucked on Harry’s mouth while their tongues played. His hands 
weren’t idle either, and while one clutched his shoulder, the other slid around Harry’s waist. It 
stayed at his hip for only a moment before it traveled around and down, cupping an arse cheek and 
squeezing. Then he mashed himself into Harry, slamming their pelvises together. 
  
Harry turned his head and pressed his lips even more fervently to Draco’s. There was no question of 
pulling away. He wanted this as badly as Draco did. His arms wrapped around him tightly until there 
wasn't a centimeter left between them. Harry ground his pelvis into Draco’s and he felt the blond 
moan in his mouth. Harry responded with a moan of his own and deepened their kiss, savouring his 
taste. 
  
Fingers reached up under his shirt, and Harry wanted to laugh with pleasure. Draco’s hands glided 
over Harry's sensitive skin, exploring the feel of him. Harry held him tighter, kissed and kissed him, 
never wanting to let him go. But soon, they both drew back, gasping, but still clutching one another. 
  
“I don’t care that you’re Harry Potter, do you hear me?” he panted over Harry’s lips. 
  
Harry shook his head. “And I don’t care that you’re Draco Malfoy. I want this.” 
  
“Me, too.” He kissed Harry abruptly again, but before Harry could sink into another long kiss, Draco 
pulled his face away. “Harry, it will be all right, won’t it? This isn’t just…I don’t know.” 
  
Reluctantly, Draco stepped back. Harry tired to catch his breath and stared at Draco. The Slytherin 
was really very attractive. His mouth was swollen now from kissing, but his eyes smoldered. His 
blond fringe hung damply over his eyes with sweat. 
  
“Hormones, you mean?” said Harry when he could speak again. 
  
“Yeah.” 
  
He shrugged. “Well. We’re fifteen. We’re nothing but hormones, aren’t we?” 
  
Draco laughed a little. “Yeah, but. You know what I mean. We’ve hated each other for years. How 
could we possibly consider…this!” 
  
Harry ran his hand up over his hair. It was a mess, he was sure of it. “I don’t know. All I know is I was 
falling for the boy in those letters. And if all of that was the truth, then I guess…” He hadn’t wanted to 
admit that. But it seemed to be true. He was falling for StormEyes. For Draco. Was that possible? 
  
“’Falling for’?” asked Draco with a quirky smile. “Really?” 
  
“Well, I didn’t know it was you.” 



  
Malfoy snorted. “And I didn’t know it was you when I started getting feelings—” He drew himself up. 
“Well.” 
  
Harry smiled shyly. “We’re doomed.” 
  
Draco chuckled. “Too right.” 
  
“Might as well be doomed together, then.” 
  
Draco took a deep breath. “It’s got to be a secret.” 
  
“No kidding.” 
  
“I mean it, Harry. If my father got wind of it—” 
  
Harry shuddered. “I know. There’s no love lost between your father and me.” 
  
“I know.” He looked at Harry meaningfully. Then he struck out with, “Damn! And now it’s summer 
and we won’t see each other.” 
  
Harry’s heart sank. Only moments ago, Draco was the one person besides Voldemort that he 
wouldn’t have minded never seeing again, and now Harry wanted more than anything to be with 
him. “I know,” he moaned. 
  
“I’ll write to you. Will you write back? We can keep writing, okay?” 
  
“Okay.” Harry slid into Draco’s arms again. Draco reached up and kissed Harry’s forehead. 
  
“But don’t send your owl, Harry. It’s too recognizable. I’ll send you an owl and you’ll just have to 
send a reply with it. Okay?” 
  
“Good idea,” he said. Slytherins were good for something. He nuzzled Draco’s eyebrow. 
  
“So…so we’ll keep writing.” 
  
“Yes,” Harry whispered, lips trailing down Draco’s face. He kissed his cheek, the side of his mouth, 
his chin. It felt so good to kiss someone! 
  
Draco’s hands caressed Harry every place they fell. “God, you feel so good,” he groaned. 
  
“I loved your letters,” rasped Harry. “I've kept all of them.” 
  
“Me, too.” He kissed Harry again and pulled quickly away. “We have to get back or people will 
wonder.” 
  
“Right.” Harry slowly edged back and frowned. “Our timing is just perfect, isn’t it?” 
  



“Yeah. Couldn’t be better.” 
  
Harry knew that statement encompassed so many things. 
  
Draco released Harry and straightened his tie. He smoothed down his hair where it got ruffled in 
Harry's embrace and cleared his throat. “So. I’ll write to you as soon as I get home. Okay?” 
  
“Okay.” He shook his head. “Geez, Draco. I can’t believe we’re doing this.” 
  
He made an attempt at a chuckle. “Neither can I. Seems inevitable though, doesn’t it?” 
  
“In a weird way, yes.” 
  
He fastened a smirk to his face. “Don’t come out right away. See that the coast is clear first.” He 
took the charm off the door and slowly pulled it open. He peered out the door and slipped out. “See 
you, Potter,” he whispered in parting. 
  
Harry slumped against the sink and sighed. Suddenly, the summer holidays looked much brighter. 
Stranger, but brighter. 
  
  
  
Part Two—Summer 
  
Harry paced in front of his window and looked out across the rain-slicked pavement for the 
hundredth time. Draco said he’d write as soon as he got home, but since he had no idea where 
Draco lived it could take him hours. 
  
When Uncle Vernon picked him up from the train station they hadn’t dawdled at all, and Harry 
strained back, looking behind him, trying to get one last glimpse of Draco on the platform. 
  
Draco. Who would have thought? Who would have believed? Not Harry. But now the Slytherin was 
all Harry could think about. On the drive home, he stared out the window feeling the blonde’s arms 
around him, his lips on him, his sighs. Oh my God. Harry couldn’t believe the depth of his feelings 
for the boy, a boy he had hated with just as much vehemence only a few short hours previous. 
  
Uncle Vernon was yelling at him as usual when they got to Privet Drive, but Harry really wasn’t 
listening. He dragged his trunk upstairs and Aunt Petunia snapped at him to mind the paint. He 
stuffed it through his doorway just as Dudley sauntered by to sneer at him. But when he closed the 
door and closed the Muggle world out, he was back on the Hogwarts Express, his senses full of 
Draco Malfoy. 
  
He waited for several more hours. Aunt Petunia called to him, telling him if he didn’t come down 
this minute he’d miss dinner. But Harry didn’t care. He ate a pumpkin pastie he bought on the train 
and sat at the window, his chin resting on his hand. 
  



Night fell and darkness enveloped Privet Drive. The streetlights winked on and cast flat shadows of 
automobiles and bushes across the dark surface of the street. Harry sighed. This was nutters. He 
couldn’t do this all summer, staring out a window waiting for a—Wait! What was that? 
  
He jumped to his feet. In the distant sky, a dark shape swooped and veered toward his window. He 
stepped back, and the dark owl landed neatly on his desk. Hedwig squawked indignantly from her 
cage but Harry ignored her. The owl turned its yellow eyes around the room imperiously, a little like 
Lucius Malfoy might, Harry thought, and finally extended its leg. 
  
Harry snatched the rolled parchment and sat down on his bed, unfurling it. He adjusted the lamp to 
aim down at it. 
  
Harry, 
  
Nice to say your name after all this time. Harry. I still can’t believe it, can you? I’m all tingly just 
thinking about the train. I’m so glad I plucked up the courage. Damned if I know where that came 
from. 
  
I miss you already. Damn. This is going to be hell. We’ve got two months without seeing each other 
and just a little snog on the train to sustain us. How will we manage? Well, one way for certain will 
be a good wank. Or two. Or three. Now I have a face to wank to. And from what I felt while rubbing 
against you in the loo, there’s a very good piece of Potter I can think about as well. 
  
Sorry the owl took so long. Bet you don’t know where I live, do you? Malfoy Manor is in Wiltshire, so 
we had to get to a floo and…well. Can’t really give away any secrets, but you can’t floo here directly. 
Then Mother wanted to talk about…things. I can’t say much there either, but I’m sure you can guess. 
And I’m sorry about that. I’m sorry about last year when the Dark Lord returned. Father told us about 
it. Told me…everything. And I’m sorry. Mostly, I’m sorry for not being sorry at the time. I know this is 
hindsight and all, but it’s the best I can do. 
  
I really care about you now. Mad, I know. Stupid. A couple of letters and we fall to pieces. But what’s 
done is done. I won’t help them to hurt you anymore. Not even my father. I’ll let you know what I can. 
But it isn’t easy as you may well imagine. 
  
Are your relatives really as bad as they say? You didn’t seem to like them in one of your letters. I’m 
sorry you have to stay there. But it’s only two months. And then we’re back together. Any thoughts 
on how we’re to do that? Must keep it a secret, remember? I can’t start being nice to you all of a 
sudden. Everyone will think I’ve lost my mind. ‘Course I have, haven’t I? Crabbe and Goyle would 
have puppies. Skrewts, more like. 
  
Even though I hated you, I always admired your flying ability. You were fantastic in the Tri-Wizard 
Tournament. And in Quidditch, even though you beat me, and I still hate you for that, by the way. Is 
there anything you admire about me? Strike that. Don’t answer. Because I bet there isn’t. 
  
What are we to do, Harry? Everything we know about the other has been a lie or distortion. Maybe 
we just have to start again. Pretend we’re back on the Hogwarts Express in our first year. 
  



Hello there. My name is Draco Malfoy. And you must be Harry Potter. Want to be friends? Wank 
buddies? . . . Lovers? 
  
Very much yours, 
Draco 
  
  
Harry breathed. He read it through again, smiling at the funny bits. Another great letter. He wanted 
to give it a long reply, so he fed the bird some owl treats, scooted up to the desk, and pulled out a 
parchment and quill. 
  
  
Dear Draco, 
  
I’m glad you wrote a long letter. I can live off that until the next one. I want to try to answer some of 
your questions, because it is true that we don’t know much about each other. 
  
First of all, we’ve really only got three weeks to write because that’s how long I’m staying in Little 
Whinging. After that I go to the Weasely’s and I don’t think it would be wise sending your owl there. I 
know. That means seven long weeks until we see or hear from each other. But three weeks is better 
than the “nothing” I expected to begin with, so there is that. 
  
Thanks for saying you’re sorry. It means a lot to me. So much has happened to me over the last five 
years I can scarce catch my breath. I don’t understand it all but I have a very bad feeling about it. 
Voldemort wants to kill me. I suppose you gathered that. I can’t really tell you why, though I expect 
your father may have already told you. And, well. I’m sorry about him being arrested and all. For you, 
that is. The truth of it is I’m not sorry he was sent to Azkaban. He has tried to kill me. 
  
Blimey. We are a pair, aren’t we? 
  
I really care about you, too. And if you ever need protection, we can go to Dumbledore together. 
He will protect you, Draco. Even from your father if he has to. Please believe this. 
  
And yes, my relatives are really as bad as everyone says. They’re Muggles, you know. Not that that's 
a reason or anything, but they just hate wizards. I mean, this is my mother’s sister and she even 
knew what happened to her own flesh and blood and she doesn’t care. What does that say? My 
stupid cousin Dudley is this fat pig of a boy. A real bully. Of course, I used to think that about you, 
being a bully. Maybe it’s just frustration? Anyway, that’s why I always wore those really big Muggle 
clothes, because they wouldn’t buy anything for me. I had to wear Dudley’s hand-me-downs. Things 
really only got a bit better when they discovered I was a wizard (I didn’t know anything about the 
Wizarding world growing up. They didn’t tell me. So I wasn’t stuck up like you thought, okay?) I have 
my own room now and they mostly leave me alone. They’re a little afraid of me so I guess I sort of 
know how good it feels to you when you push around the little kids. Except that that isn’t very nice, 
Draco, and you probably shouldn’t do that anymore. 
  
That's really nice of you to say about my flying. I didn’t know you felt that way. And I admire your 
cleverness. And you’re really good at potions, even without Snape playing to you. So there. There’s 
two compliments.      



  
When we get back to Hogwarts we’ll just have to be careful. I have my father’s invisibility cloak and 
you’re clever enough to get around. You’ll probably be Prefect again, right? So we can find a place. I 
think I even know of the perfect place to meet. Maybe two. But I have secrets as well, so I can’t tell 
you about them now or how I know about them. 
  
Yes, I want to be your friend. And certainly this summer we’ll be wank buddies (you make me laugh, 
you know that!) 
  
Lovers? Wow. There’s always that for when we see each other again. I want to, but it makes me 
really nervous. I don’t know anything about it. I don’t want to disappoint you. But I’ll try. I’ll do my 
best. If you’ll be patient with me, it will be fine. 
  
I better finish. Your owl looks impatient. What’s his name, by the way? 
  
Very much yours too, 
Harry 
  
Harry lived his life during the day merely staying in his room unless he was commanded to do this 
chore or that. Mutely, he would obey, but at night, back in his room, he looked to the skies, hoping 
to see Draco’s owl. 
  
The third night it came. 
  
There was a large package attached to the bird and after being relieved of its burden, it pecked at 
the owl treats Harry had left for it on his desk. Curious, Harry unwrapped the parcel, and a letter 
fluttered out. But when he removed the brown paper of the package, he found several magazines. 
And what magazines! His face flushed with heat. They were gay wizard’s magazines. One was called 
“Broomsticks”, another “Magic Wand Monthly”, and the last one “Wanking Wizards”. The moving 
pictures on the covers made Harry wince in embarrassment, but he knew it wouldn’t take him long 
to get over it. He set them aside and picked up the letter. 
  
Harry, 
  
Thought you might find these useful, since you said you had no experience. I think they will provide 
many of the answers to your questions. (I wish I could see your face right now!) 
  
So you have secrets, do you? A Slytherin likes nothing better than to discover secrets. But those 
aren’t the secrets I’m really interested in right now. Mostly I’m wondering about your broomstick, 
and I’m not talking about your Firebolt. Tell me, Harry. How big are you? I’m imagining something 
rather large but that still fits comfortably in the hand. In my hand, that is. Are you getting hard 
reading this? I hope so. 
  
I’ve got a good sized package if I do say so myself. You’d enjoy it. 
  
Do you know I spend a good deal of my day just thinking about you? And a good deal of my nights as 
well? For instance, want to know what I thought of last night?... 
  



Harry scooted up on the bed and got comfortable. He undid the button to his trousers and lowered 
the zip. He had a feeling Draco’s description could do him wonders. 
  
…I was lying in my bed in Malfoy Manor. When I’m at home, I don’t wear pajamas at all. That’s right, 
little Harry. I’m starkers on my cotton sheets. Flying free, as it were. So I’m lying there thinking about 
you, of course, and I push the sheets away from my body so I’m lying in the cool air of my room. 
Slowly, very slowly, I run the flat of my hand down my torso from my erect nipples down my stomach 
and to my cock. I give it a squeeze. I’m thinking, “Oh Harry. This is your hand touching me there.” 
Can you feel it? 
  
“Yes,” Harry breathed, stroking his own cock, stiff with arousal. 
  
 My other hand needs something to do, so I palm my balls, rolling them. That's something I’d like to 
do to you. Would you like that? 
  
“Yes,” Harry moaned, writhing against the duvet, his trousers and pants down around his knees. He 
reached down and cupped his sac. 
  
But here’s something you may not have tried. I lay back, spread my legs wide, and raise them up, 
rolling my spine. If you were kneeling in front of me, Harry, between my legs like I’m imagining you, 
you could easily see my hole. 
  
“Oh fuck!” said Harry. His hips bucked involuntarily and he squeezed through a stroke of his prick. 
  
While I’m stroking myself—and it is so good, Harry—I raise my other hand to my  mouth and suck 
hard on my finger. You’d probably like to see that. It’s a precursor for similar events to come. But 
that’s not why I’m doing it now. I’m lubing it, you see, because I lower it to my arse, stroke over my 
little puckered hole, and push it in. 
  
“Oh God!” Harry came in spurting bursts all over the duvet. He couldn’t stop himself. Not when 
picturing Draco doing those things to himself and wishing it were Harry. His body gave a few more 
jerks before the sparkles in his eyes settled down and he could breathe again. His stiffened legs 
relaxed and he lay back against the wall. He picked up the letter again and continued reading, 
smiling at the Slytherin. Lazily, he toyed with his spent cock, smearing the cum over the shaft. 
  
Now I’m shagging myself with my finger and it feels delicious. At the same time, I’m fisting my cock 
and giving it a good workout. But it’s all you, Harry. I’m imagining that it’s you doing it all to me. And I 
come so hard I shout out loud. Did you come yet? I hope so. I’d like to think we came at the same 
time. How about this? Can you get up at 7 o’clock tomorrow morning and come at exactly 7:30? 
Then we really will be coming at the same time. Won’t that be wicked? 
  
I hope you like the mags, Harry. Write back. 
  
Your Draco 
  
Harry did as instructed the next morning, anxious to actually wank at the same time as Draco, and 
when he came as close to 7:30 as his fifteen-year-old libido would allow, he lay back, with a sated 
smile on his face. “That’s for you, Draco.” 



  
And so it went. Draco’s letters arrived every other day and Harry anxiously wrote back. Sometimes 
Draco wrote pensively, philosophizing about the future, worrying about it, and Harry shared some of 
his fears, some he hadn’t even confided with Hermione or Ron. 
  
But as the days turned to weeks, it was getting closer to the time when Harry would go on to the 
Burrow and he was almost sorry to go. 
  
The owl arrived and Harry smiled as he took the parchment. “There you go, Fergus,” he said to the 
bird, leaving a pile of treats for him. 
  
Dear Harry, 
  
Can you get yourself to the Leaky Cauldron tomorrow night around eight? And wear a cloak and 
hood. 
  
Draco  
  
Harry stared at the sparse parchment. He turned it over, looking for the rest, but that’s all there was. 
Why did Draco want him to go to the Leaky Cauldron? A strange feeling swam in his belly. Was this a 
trap? No. Draco was on his side now. He wouldn’t do anything like that. 
  
But what if it wasn’t Draco sending this letter? 
  
Harry bit his lip. He wished Draco had a telephone and then he could ask him. It looked like Draco’s 
writing but a simple spell could probably change it. If only he could do magic and then he could test 
it to see if it really was from Draco. 
  
Maybe it was just a matter of trust. Draco was maybe excited about something and just dashed off 
this quick note. Yes, that was probably it. 
  
Harry wrote an equally quick note of ascent and tied it to Fergus’ leg. The owl looked disconcerted 
that he was done so quickly, but he gave one hoot and launched himself from the window sill. 
  
Now all Harry had to do tomorrow was sneak out of the house and somehow get to the Leaky 
Cauldron.  
  
* * * 
  
Harry climbed carefully out his window and hung by his hands along the sill. Hedwig squawked at 
him but he hissed at her. “Shush! You want them to catch me? I’ll be fine.” But as he looked down, 
he wondered if that were true. He slid along the sill and swung his leg toward the drainpipe. When 
he managed to wrap his legs around it, he reached and grabbed it. He paused a moment, expecting 
the metal to groan and collapse, but when it didn’t, he slid down to the ground. 
  
Privet Drive was quiet as was Magnolia Crescent when he turned onto it. Even though it was still 
fairly early, no one was about. And that was good, because the last thing Harry wanted to do was 



cause a commotion amongst the Muggles. He hoped Mr. Tibbles or Mrs. Figg weren’t out spying on 
him. 
  
He stood at the kerb, took a deep breath, and stuck out his wand. 
  
Appearing out of nowhere from the mist, the purple Knight Bus screeched to a halt in front of him. 
He waved to Stan Shunpike the conductor and boarded before the boy could launch into his 
speech. “I need to get to the Leaky Cauldron.” 
  
“’Arry Potter. Look, Ern. It’s ‘Arry Potter.” 
  
“Yeah,” said Harry uncomfortably. “Could we just go?” 
  
The driver didn’t hesitate. Off they went, zooming through Little Whinging, out to the highway, and 
quick as a wink into London. Harry barely had time to pay for his fare when it screeched to a halt. 
  
“The Leaky Cauldron, as ordered,” said Stan. Harry thanked him and dropped off the step of the 
bus. He watched it drive away and disappear and looked up at the tavern sign. Reaching under his 
cloak, he clutched his wand. If this was a trap, he wanted to be ready. He put up the hood of his 
school cloak, and ducked inside. 
  
Patrons sat in the dim room, smoke hovering just above their heads. Nothing looked out of the 
ordinary, but then again, it was a Wizarding place, and Harry wasn’t yet familiar enough with those 
kinds of establishments to know the difference. 
  
He looked around and wondered what he was supposed to do now. 
  
Someone tapped him on his shoulder. Harry spun, his wand up. Draco’s eyes were wide, staring 
down at the tip of it. “Steady on, Potter,” he hissed, pushing it away from his face. 
  
Harry dropped it to his side. “Draco, what—?” 
  
Draco put a finger to his lips. He took Harry's arm and dragged him to a dark corner. He looked both 
ways under his sheltering hood and faced Harry, leaning close. “I couldn’t stand it anymore,” he 
whispered. “I wanted to meet with you before you left. I have a room here.” 
  
“You have a r-room?” Harry’s heart hammered in his chest. He was certain Draco would be able to 
hear it. 
  
“Yeah. For the night. Want to come up?” 
  
Harry gazed into those grey eyes that had haunted him for so many nights now and slowly nodded. 
Draco gave him a smile. A real smile. Not one of those mocking Slytherin things Draco was so good 
at. Harry melted and followed him up the stairs. 
  
Draco snatched a look or two behind him to make sure Harry was there, and led him to a room at 
the end of the corridor. He unlocked the door, and ushered Harry in.  
  



“So, Draco. What—” But his mouth was suddenly covered by another’s lips. Draco was all over him. 
His hands traveled everywhere, his mouth chewed on Harry’s lips, his tongue plundered his mouth. 
Harry was shoved against the bed post and just grabbed what he could, which turned out to be 
Draco’s arse. He squeezed both cheeks hard and kissed back for all he was worth. 
  
“Harry,” Draco whispered, his mouth now licking a trail down Harry’s neck. 
  
Harry did his best to stay upright, but he felt as if he was hit with a jelly-legs curse. His hands left 
Draco’s very fine arse and rose to his hair, carding his fingers through the soft strands.  
  
Draco found Harry's lips again and mouthed them until he pulled away with a pop. He gazed at 
Harry under drowsy lids. “Oh Harry. I have been so wanting to do that.” 
  
“And I’ve wanted you to. But what are we doing here? I thought it might be a trap or something.” 
  
Draco stared at him uncomprehendingly for a moment before his eyes widened in horror. “Oh 
Merlin! I’m sorry. It sure must have looked like that—but hang on. Why are you here, then?” 
  
“Well. In case it wasn’t and you needed my help.” 
  
“And I suppose you didn’t tell anyone where you’d gone. What if it had been a trap, you imbecile?” 
He pushed Harry away in frustration. 
  
“But it wasn’t.” 
  
“But you didn’t know that! Good Lord. I see now how you’ve managed to escape the Dark Lord all 
this time. Dumb luck!” 
  
“It wasn't a trap! It turned out okay. Are you going to yell at me all night or are you going to tell me 
what this is about?” 
  
Draco clamped his arms over his chest. “No wonder you weren’t made a Prefect. You just go looking 
for danger, don’t you?” 
  
Harry sighed and sat on the bed. “Draco.” 
  
Draco blew out a breath and finally relented, moving to sit beside Harry. “I just wanted you all to 
myself for a bit. Mother is busy, I have the galleons, so I figured ‘why not?’” 
  
Harry looked around. It was a bigger room than the one he had the last time he stayed here his third 
year when he blew up his Aunt Marge. “Nice room.” 
  
“Yeah.” Draco peeled his cloak off and tossed it aside. He carefully reached for Harry’s cloak and 
undid the buttons. “Why don’t you get comfortable?” 
  
Harry swallowed. His throat suddenly felt constricted. “Oh. Okay.” He dragged the cloak off his 
shoulders and tossed it toward a chair. 
  



Draco watched him with a feral expression. “Actually, Harry. Truth be told, I’d really like to…” His 
fingers started to drag down the zip on Harry’s jacket. “I thought that this was a good opportunity for 
us to…you know. Shag. No distractions. No school. No parents. Just us. All night. What do you 
think?” 
  
“Oh.” Harry watched Draco’s hand pull the zip the rest of the way. The jacket fell open revealing his 
black T-shirt. 
  
Draco’s fingers found the hem of his shirt and slid underneath, touching flesh. Harry's breath 
hitched. Okay. So he was going to actually do it. With a boy. With Draco Malfoy. And he suddenly felt 
very inadequate. 
  
But he also had a raging erection, and his body convinced his brain he could learn. 
  
Draco pushed the jacket down Harry’s arms and pulled it free. Wrapping his arms around Harry’s 
neck, he kissed him, smothering Harry’s breath with his lips and tongue. Draco really knows how to 
kiss, thought Harry, doing his best to catch up. While they kissed, Draco pushed up Harry’s shirt 
until it was bunched under his arms. Draco drew back enough to pull Harry’s shirt off over his head. 
He quickly unbuttoned his own, threw it aside, and pressed his chest to Harry’s, flesh to flesh. 
  
That was nice. More than nice. It was warm. Hot. Draco felt good against him. He sank his face to 
the juncture of Draco’s neck and shoulder and opened his lips to it, nuzzling, mouthing, licking. 
Draco moaned a delicious sound. 
  
There was something going on at the button of his trousers. Draco’s hands were working down there 
to open them and Harry shifted back, alarmed. Lips kissed his chin reassuringly. And then his 
button was open and his zip down. Draco tugged, pulling the jeans to his knees. 
  
“Um…aren’t we going a bit fast?” 
  
Draco froze. His eyes searched Harry’s. “Are we?” His hand descended to his own bulging crotch 
and he squeezed it. “I really want you, Harry. Can’t you tell?” 
  
Harry had a hard time dragging his gaze away from the spectacle of Draco handling his own 
package, but he did look up into his eyes at last. “Yeah. I can tell.” 
  
“Don’t you want me?” The hand that so recently touched himself, dropped onto Harry’s stiff 
erection that was tenting his shorts. Draco didn’t just rub it with the flat of his hand as he had done 
on himself. His fingers actually closed around the shaft through the cloth, mapping it out. Harry 
jerked upright. 
  
“I do,” gasped Harry. 
  
“Then what’s the hold up? Afraid you’ll get pregnant?” Draco smiled. 
  
“No!…er…wizards can’t, can they?” 
  
“No, you idiot. Gods, Potter!” 



  
“Oh. It’s just that—” 
  
“I know. You’re a virgin. So am I. Do you want to wait?” His hand rubbed hard on Harry’s prick, 
rolling it back and forth over Harry’s belly. 
  
There was no way Harry was going to say ‘no’ now. 
  
Instead, he reached over and drew Draco’s mouth in for a kiss. Harry felt the boy’s hand rest on his 
cheek, thumb stroking. When he pulled back, Draco was smiling at him. A very sexy smile.        
  
“Can I take down your underwear, Harry?” 
  
Harry’s breath hitched and he could only nod. Draco grasped the waistband and tugged, revealing 
Harry’s unmistakable erection. Draco worked quickly on his own trousers and underwear. Harry 
took that opportunity to wriggle all the way out of his trousers and pants, toeing his shoes off and 
slipping off his socks. He was naked and sitting on the edge of Draco Malfoy’s bed in Draco’s room 
at the Leaky Cauldron, watching the Slytherin get out of the rest of his clothes. It couldn’t get any 
more surreal than that, as far as Harry was concerned. 
  
Draco tossed the last sock aside and turned to Harry. He was standing in front of him and his 
flushed erection was almost at Harry’s eye level. “Wow, Draco,” he said softly. “You are really good-
looking.” 
  
“So are you, Harry. I knew you would be.” 
  
Harry reached out tentatively, and touched his fingertips to the velvety skin of Draco’s cock. He’d 
never touched another boy’s prick before. It was oddly familiar but also strange because it wasn’t 
his own. 
  
Draco’s face was flushed, his lids hanging low. He slowly lowered himself to Harry’s thighs, 
straddling them. When he shoved forward both cocks slid along side the other. Harry gasped. “That 
feels good, doesn’t it?” purred Draco. 
  
“It’s brilliant,” Harry breathed. His arms embraced Draco—all that white skin—and he bestowed 
several sloppy kisses to his lips. 
  
Draco’s cheek slid along Harry's until his lips caressed the shell of Harry’s ear. “I want to shag you, 
Harry. Be inside you. But I want to suck you first. Is that all right?” 
  
Harry wasn’t certain about the ‘being inside’ him part, but he was pretty enthusiastic about the 
sucking thing. He nodded anyway. They could negotiate after the blowjob. 
  
Draco eased back off of Harry’s legs. “Did you find those magazines instructive?” 
  
Harry smiled lazily. “Yeah. Very instructive.”  
  
“I only buy them myself for the articles, of course,” said Draco, sinking to his knees.   



  
Harry chuckled…until that point. Draco, naked and on his knees in front of an equally naked Harry 
just was no laughing matter. It was definitely a panting matter, and he was doing that in abundance. 
  
Draco looked up at Harry and rested his hands on his thighs. They felt hot there, burning even. With 
a little pressure applied to them, he opened Harry’s legs wider and lowered his face to kiss the 
inside flesh of one thigh. He opened his mouth and bit. “You smell so great, Harry. Like sweat, and 
arousal…and Harry.” Draco ran his nose along the hairs, inhaling deeply before raising his head only 
slightly and inhaling the scent of Harry’s hard prick. 
  
Harry couldn’t believe how hard he was. It ached and throbbed. He could feel Draco’s breath on 
him and he wasn’t certain if he would last at all if he touched it. 
  
But Draco did touch it. With his tongue. And Harry nearly leaped from the bed. Draco clamped his 
hands down on his waist, holding him in place. “Whoa there,” he said, as if coaxing a jumpy horse. 
“Keep still, Harry. I’m new at this, too, you know. But you taste so good. I’m going in for more.” 
  
That tongue stretched out again and dragged up his shaft, and a strangled noise flowed up Harry’s 
throat, a noise he’d never made before. Of course, no one had ever put their tongue on his cock 
before and so some unusual things were bound to happen. 
  
Draco licked all over Harry’s cock as if it were a lolly until he finally opened his mouth and sucked 
the whole thing in. 
  
Harry tried not to buck, he really did, but he wasn’t as successful at it as he wanted to be. Draco 
didn’t seem to mind, because his lips closed tightly over his flesh even while his tongue slithered all 
over it. 
  
Harry was not going to last much longer. And when Draco pulled back on his cock, sucking 
suddenly with all his might, Harry could offer no warning. His orgasm exploded from his prick and 
pumped into Draco’s mouth. He looked down at Draco’s face, eyes closed tight, cheeks hollowed 
with sucking, and watched him do his best to swallow. Some cum leaked out at the corner of his 
mouth and trickled a white streak down to his chin. That was so hot! Harry thought he’d never seen 
anything as brilliant as that.   
  
Draco let his cock go with a pop and sat back, his tongue searching for that line of cum dribbling 
down his face. “You taste bloody amazing, mate,” he said to Harry. 
  
“Well you felt bloody amazing.” 
  
Draco smiled and gave his own stiff cock a pull. Harry’s suddenly sated feeling dissipated in a wash 
of heat. Now they’d gotten to the “inside” part. “Er…Draco…” 
  
“Just lay back, Harry.” 
  
Harry didn’t want to seem like a baby, worrying over something blokes did all the time, so he 
scooted back up the bed and lay down. Draco was suddenly above him. He had a small bottle of 
some clear liquid in his hand. “Do you know how long I’ve been thinking about this?” Harry didn’t 



answer him. Draco licked his lips. “Well, thinking about doing it with anyone, really. But ever since I 
found out my quill pal was you, I wanted so badly to shag you. Even after that first day we found 
out.” 
  
“Th-the first day?” Harry wasn't able to stand the idea until Draco had accosted him so completely 
in the train loo. “You got over that pretty quick.” 
  
“I may have hated you for years, but it doesn’t mean I didn’t find you shaggable.” 
  
Harry’s brows rose at that. “You mean, had there been an opportunity, you would 
have…um…shagged me before? And then hexed me?” 
  
Draco considered and then finally nodded. “Probably… What?” 
  
“Well that’s not…I mean…” He gave up and shrugged. What difference did it make now? Draco 
wasn't going to hex him. And looking at his long, lean body, the white-blond pubic hair, and that 
really remarkable erection, Harry thought Draco was pretty shaggable, too. 
  
But it wasn't Draco lying on his back. 
  
Harry looked up nervously again. 
  
“Give us your legs, Harry. Put them over my shoulders.” 
  
Yes, Harry had seen that in the magazines. When men shagged face to face, some put their legs up 
over their partner’s shoulders so that their…entrances…were accessible to… 
  
Oh Merlin. 
  
Harry spread his legs to allow Draco up against him and he felt the blond grasp him by the back of 
his knees and hoist his legs up. It felt very vulnerable in this position, especially when Draco’s prick 
slid up along Harry’s crack under his balls. 
  
“You look great like this,” said Draco, licking his lips again. He leaned over and gave Harry a quick 
kiss. 
  
Harry tried to relax. He understood the mechanics of it. If he didn’t relax it was only going to hurt 
more. He frankly couldn’t even imagine Draco shoving that thick cock of his inside his tiny hole, but 
he tried not to think that, and instead repeated the mantra in his head, Relax, relax… 
  
Draco popped the lid off the little bottle with his thumb and lowered it. Harry felt a stream of cold 
liquid dribbling down his crack. Draco lubed his cock and Harry felt the blunt end press at his 
entrance. This is it. Here I am, he thought. Harry Potter. Lying in Draco Malfoy’s bed, with my feet in 
the air and his cock at my arse. At any other time in my life this would not have boded well. 
  
Draco’s eyes locked on Harry’s and he was suddenly pushing. Harry felt great pressure at his arse 
and then something huge tore through him. He clenched his teeth and hissed through them. “God, 
Draco! It hurts!”                    



  
But Draco said nothing. Like a machine, he steadily skewered Harry, despite his trying to wriggle 
away, despite his pleas, until he was fully seated. Then Draco stopped and threw his head back. 
“Oh! That feels bloody marvelous. So tight.” Then, as an afterthought, he lowered his gaze again. 
“Are you all right?” 
  
“Spectacular,” grunted Harry. But the truth of it was, the pain had lessened after that initial assault, 
and just having Draco inside him wasn’t all that bad now. It felt really full, but not bad. He breathed, 
relaxing now that the worst was over. 
  
“There’s more, you know,” said Draco, voice low and seductive. 
  
“More?” Wasn’t Draco in all the way? “How big are you?”      
  
“I don’t mean me…but thanks. I mean, there’s moving now. Are you ready?” 
  
“Yes. I guess so.” 
  
Draco planted a smile on his face and rocked his hips. His cock slid out and then back in. That 
wasn't so bad, Harry thought. Draco did this a few times before he pulled out further and slammed 
in hard. Harry’s whole body jostled, scooting him further up the bed. Even that wasn't so bad, and 
Draco repeated it a few times. It was nice, in fact, having Draco inside. It was warm and filling and 
intimate. 
  
But then Draco moved, angled himself differently and slammed in again and Harry opened his eyes 
wide. “Oh! What was that?” A decidedly pleasant sensation vibrated through him, awakening his 
slumbering prick. 
  
Draco’s eyes narrowed with passion. His smile was positively reptilian. “What? You mean…that?” 
And he thrust into the same spot again. 
  
Harry gasped and arched his back. “Oh God! What was that?” 
  
“That, my love, is your prostate.” 
  
“My what?” How could something deep inside Harry fill him with so much aching pleasure? But 
explanations were rapidly becoming unnecessary as Draco hit that spot a third time. 
  
“Oh Draco!” Harry raised his hips into the thrusts, trying to take more. And Draco’s thrusts were 
coming faster. Harry was trying to keep pace. They were shagging! He and Draco were actually 
shagging! And it felt wonderful! 
  
Draco was moving faster and he suddenly grabbed Harry's renewed erection and pumped it along 
with his thrusts. Abruptly he froze, squeezing Harry’s cock almost painfully. But with jerking thrusts, 
he spurt hard into Harry, panting his orgasm. Harry came almost at once, covering Draco’s hand 
with spunk and lifting his hips, feeling the twin sensations of being filled and emptying himself. He 
didn’t ever want these feelings to stop, but slowly, Draco’s thrusts lessened, and his own pulsing 
orgasm dwindled to a warm glow. 



  
Draco stayed above him for another long moment before he slipped free of Harry and tumbled to 
the bed beside him. He dragged him into a sloppy embrace and kissed his mouth. “Oh Potter! You 
were bloody brilliant! So tight and hot. I knew you would be. I just knew it.” 
  
“I loved it,” Harry said, somewhat surprised. “The way it felt when you filled me and then that 
prostate thing. That was amazing!” 
  
“We’ll have a little anatomy lesson later. Right now I’m knackered. Shall we sleep a little and start 
again? Or is your arse too sore?” 
  
Harry moved to find a more comfortable spot. His arse was pretty sore but it didn’t deter him from 
wanting to give it another go. “No. I’ll be all right,” he said and sighed. He snuggled into Draco’s neck 
and kissed it. “We had sex,” he said, proud of it suddenly. 
  
Draco chuckled, quite the seductive sound with Harry’s ear pressed against Draco’s chest. “Yes. 
We sure did.” 
  
“We’re not virgins anymore.” 
  
“Thank God.” 
  
“Yeah.” Harry kissed him again and settled down for a nap. He wanted to shag all night and all 
morning before he had to leave Draco again. And they did their best to accomplish this. 
  
  
  
Part Three—Hogwarts Again 
  
Harry spent the rest of the summer at the Burrow and it would have been all very well if he wasn't 
constantly thinking of Draco. He brought the letters with him and kept them carefully spelled to be 
undetectable as to what they really were, but he had no private time to read them or use them for 
wanking. He bunked with Ron and the twins, and there simply wasn’t any opportunity. 
  
They were all by the Weasley’s small lake and Harry was sitting on a wooden swing, idly swaying 
back and forth and staring at the sparkle of sunlight on the water while the others were swimming 
and frolicking along the reeds at the banks. Hermione and Ron were strolling together and the twins 
were making mischief as usual. It was Ginny who approached him and sat on a bench under the 
same tree as the swing. He didn’t notice here until she spoke. 
  
“You’re very quiet this time, Harry. Who is it?” 
  
He stopped swinging and looked at her. “What do you mean?” 
  
“Come on, Harry.” Ginny edged closer. She glanced back at Hermione and Ron who were too far 
away to hear them and at the twins too much involved with tormenting gnomes to pay attention. 
Quietly she said, “I can tell. So who is he?” 
  



“Well…” His head snapped up and stared at her. Did she say ‘who is he?’ “What?” he hissed. 
  
She glanced around again before facing him. “No one knows. I figured it out last year. Ron would 
never in a million years suspect and Hermione is too wrapped up in Ron right now.” 
  
His face felt hot. “But Ginny…” This was a disaster. Did she really know? 
  
“It’s all right. I noticed because…well. Because I’ve always had a crush on you, so I’ve always kept 
close tabs. You know.” She blushed and shrugged. “But last year with Cho, I just put a lot of things 
together. It doesn’t bother me. At least I know no other girl will get you.” 
  
Harry slid from the swing and kneeled next her. His heart was pounding loudly. “Ginny. Please. You 
can’t tell anyone.” 
  
“I know. But if you ever need a friend, I’m here. Okay, Harry?” 
  
Slowly, his fear receded and a smile lit on his face. “Thanks, Ginny.” 
  
“But you have to tell me who it is?” 
  
He frowned. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.” 
  
“Come on, Harry. You know I’d never tell.” 
  
Boy, did he want to tell her. Tell someone! “Ginny, I mean it. If I tell you, you can’t tell a living soul. Or 
even a dead one. It’s really important. Lives depend on it.” 
  
“You’re kidding.” 
  
“No, I’m not.” 
  
“Merlin, Harry. It’s not a Death Eater, is it?” 
  
Harry said nothing, trying to decide what to say when Ginny’s face changed in the ensuing silence. 
“No way, Harry. It can’t be.” 
  
“And he’s not a Death Eater.” 
  
“Not Malfoy!” 
  
“What’s not Malfoy?” 
  
Harry snapped up his head and stared into Ron’s lazy eyes. He and Hermione had returned from 
their sojourn around the little lake. 
  
“We were just hoping he wouldn’t be a Prefect again,” said Ginny quickly. Harry’s face had flushed 
with heat. 
  



Ron sat and secured the hook on his fishing pole before setting it aside. “Why Dumbledore chose 
him I’ll never know.” 
  
Harry flicked his gaze at Ginny and gave her a grateful look. She smiled back. At least Harry 
had someone to confide in. 
  
* * * 
  
The Hogwarts Express jostled them as he, Hermione, Ron, and Ginny settled into their 
compartment. Another term beginning, Harry thought. He felt a surge of excitement just below his 
skin. He’d have the whole year to be with Draco. But it wasn’t going to be easy. He shot a glance at 
Ginny. He had been glad she knew but there was always that kernel of doubt that it had been a 
mistake to tell her. 
  
Hermione, Ron, and Ginny were chatting animatedly about the new term, but Harry wasn’t 
listening. He looked out the window instead, thinking—naturally enough—about Draco, when the 
door slid open with a bang. 
  
“Well, well. Look at all the little Gryffindors all in a row,” said the familiar lazy drawl of Draco Malfoy. 
Harry smiled at his reflection in the glass but suppressed it when he turned to face the Slytherin. 
Draco was leaning on the doorframe, his arms crossed over his chest. For once, Crabbe and Goyle 
weren’t with him. 
  
“What do you want, Malfoy?” Harry said before the others could. 
  
“Don’t get shirty with me, Potter.” He thumbed the badge on his robes. “I’m a Prefect, you know. I’ll 
have you writing lines.” 
  
“But who will you get to read them, since you can’t?” 
  
“That’s it, Potter! On your feet.”                  
  
“What? I will not!” 
  
“I want to have a little chat with you.” 
  
Hermione bounced to her feet. “He’s not going anywhere with you! I’m a Prefect too, you know.” 
  
Harry tried not to seem too anxious. He calmly turned to Hermione. “It’s all right, Hermione. I’ll go 
along with the git and see what he wants.” 
  
“Harry! Don’t!” 
  
“Worried about little Potty, Mudblood? I’m sure he’ll be fine. You’ve got your wand, haven’t you, 
Potter? Remember how to use it?” 
  
“Oh, I remember,” he said, eyes locked on Draco’s. It was the only way he could keep from laughing. 
Draco played it with a straight face. He was Slytherin through and through. 



  
Draco rolled out of the doorframe and strode purposefully toward the end of the carriage. Harry 
followed, giving a reassuring smile to Hermione and Ron as he left the compartment. He dared not 
look at Ginny’s smug expression. Draco looked both ways down the corridor before he ducked into 
the loo. Harry did the same and locked the door behind him. 
  
And then Draco’s lips covered his. He lapped hungrily at Harry’s mouth and Harry opened wide to 
take in Draco’s tongue. He gripped his robes as if his life depended on it and held the Slytherin as 
tightly as he could. Draco’s hand dropped to Harry’s crotch and gave his hardening cock a squeeze. 
“I think you remember well how to use your wand, eh Harry?” He giggled into Harry’s cheek. 
  
Harry smiled, nuzzling the white throat. “So do you.” 
  
“Brave enough to give it a go in here?” 
  
“Give it a—what? You mean shag in the loo?” 
  
Draco smiled. He was already undoing his fly. “Yeah. One for the road.” 
  
Harry looked around in shock. But he wasn’t about to be undone by a Slytherin. “I’m a Gryffindor, 
dammit. ‘Course I’m brave enough.” He grabbed his own trousers and flipped open the button, 
lowered the zip, and pushed down trousers and drawers. He turned around to face the sink, though 
there was precious little room to do that with the two of them crammed in the tight space. 
  
Harry tried to bend over to give Draco the advantage, but he couldn’t. As it was, Draco 
compensated. He bent his knees and shoved up from below. Harry grunted as his head hit the 
mirror with Draco’s first thrust. “Sorry,” gasped Draco, but continued pumping into him. Harry 
pushed back against him as much as he could, savouring the feeling. They had shagged over and 
over that one night together in all sorts of positions and he felt fairly experienced now, but he 
couldn’t believe how much he had forgotten how good this felt. “Oh Draco,” he moaned. 
  
“Keep it down, Potter. I forgot to use a silencing charm.” 
  
Harry was about to close his eyes when he spied himself and Draco in the mirror. Draco noticed it, 
too. “We look spectacular,” said Harry. Draco’s hands grasped both Harry’s naked hips and his 
white skin was visible just above the swell of Harry’s arse and below his bunched up shirt. His face 
was red from pumping into Harry, and so was Harry’s. His glasses were slightly askew. 
  
“I think next time,” said Draco between thrusts, “we’ll need a bigger mirror.” 
  
“Too right,” said Harry, suddenly closing his eyes from the intense sensations fluttering up inside of 
him. He felt his orgasm rise and he hadn't even touched his cock. It seemed Draco managed to do it 
to him regardless of his touching Harry or not. Harry pushed harder back at Draco and he could tell 
that the Slytherin was close, too. 
  
Draco’s fingers suddenly clawed into him and he came with a silent hiss, his hips doing the 
shouting for him. Harry unleashed himself into the pleasure and shot his stream onto the floor. 
Draco continued some dry thrusts until he finally stilled and leaned on Harry’s back. 



  
“God, Draco, I love this!” 
  
“So do I,” he gasped in Harry’s ear. He pushed himself up and released from Harry. He examined 
Harry’s exposed backside and ran a hand down the rounded flesh. “I always thought of you as an 
arse, Potter, but I never knew I’d enjoy yours so much.” 
  
“Thanks. I think.” He rose with a wince. He certainly enjoyed Draco shagging him but it was not 
without a price. He was sore again, and sticky. “Got your wand handy? How about a Scourgify?” 
  
“My wand’s always handy for you, Harry.” His reflection smiled at Harry as he raised his wand. Harry 
felt the stickiness vanish but the burning soreness remained. He liked that. It was a satisfying 
reminder of what they had done. 
  
“I guess we’d better get back. Don’t want Granger to come looking for you for a rescue.” 
  
Harry pulled up his pants and trousers. “I know you’re playing a scene, but would you mind not 
calling her a Mudblood anymore?” 
  
“Just because I’m carrying on with you doesn’t mean I have to be nice to them. I mean, are you 
going to start chumming around with Crabbe and Goyle?” 
  
“No. But you could do it for me, couldn’t you?” 
  
Draco rolled his eyes and checked his tie once more in the mirror. His gaze flicked toward Harry’s 
reflection. He sighed melodramatically. “Since you put it that way,” he said sulkily. “That’s a 
woman’s trick, you know.” 
  
“Is not.” 
  
“Is too.” But before Harry could object again, Draco grabbed him and planted a solid kiss to his lips. 
Harry sighed and leaned into Draco, relishing the contact. Draco pulled back slightly and stroked 
his cheek. 
  
“When can we get together again?” 
  
“Tomorrow night.” Harry had been thinking about this all summer at the Burrow. He had it all 
planned out. “Meet me near the Whomping Willow at sunset.” 
  
“The Whomping Willow? Why?” 
  
“You’ll see. Just meet me there. You won’t be sorry.” And he kissed him softly, trailing his lips along 
Malfoy’s cheek. 
  
Draco hugged him tighter. “I can’t believe how much I enjoy this. With you!” 
  
“Likewise.” He smiled. He couldn’t believe how attractive he found Draco. But when he wasn't being 
a mean git he was really sexy and really cute. “We’ve got to go.” 



  
“Okay,” Malfoy said dejectedly. He gave Harry one more grope on his bum. “Hope you enjoy the rest 
of the train ride,” and he smiled wickedly. 
  
Harry smiled back sheepishly. “It will be on my mind, I assure you.” 
  
Draco gave him one last glance before opening the door a tiny bit, spying on the corridor. He opened 
it and slipped out. Harry waited a few moments to do the same and returned—walking a little 
funny—back to his compartment. 
  
When he slid open the door, Hermione and Ron met him there. “Harry! You were gone so long! We 
were just about to go after you.” 
  
“I’m all right.” 
  
“What did Malfoy do?” asked Ron angrily. 
  
Harry sidled past them and gingerly sat by the window again. What did Malfoy do? What didn’t he 
do? Harry shrugged. “Nothing. Made a lot of noise and threats with nothing behind it. The usual.” 
  
“You’ve got to watch out for Malfoy, Harry,” said Hermione in her sincerest tone. “I think he may 
prove very dangerous this year with his father in Azkaban.” 
  
“I’m not going to worry too much over Draco Malfoy any more than I ever have,” said Harry. 
  
“I think Hermione’s right, mate,” said Ron. “He may get a little desperate this year.” 
  
But I know what he’s desperate for, thought Harry, furiously suppressing a smile. He tried not to look 
at Ginny who was doing her best not to look at Harry. 
  
* * * 
  
Harry settled into his dorm, readied for bed, and slipped between the bed curtains, when he spied 
the folded parchment lying on his pillow. Curious, he snatched it up and opened it. 
  
Dear Harry, 
  
Guess who? I couldn’t go to sleep tonight without sending you this note. You are so bloody brilliant, 
so sexy, so amazing! Who would have thought it? Us. I wanted to wish you sweet dreams and to say 
that I can’t wait till tomorrow night. What secrets will you open for me, I wonder? 
  
So, so yours, 
D   
  
P.S. Before you go all mental, I charmed this parchment to only be opened by you. You git.      
  
  
Harry smiled warmly, folded it again, and slipped it under his pillow. 



  
  
* * * 
  
Draco was already waiting in the shadows by the Whomping Willow when Harry approached. Harry 
greeted him with a smile. But Draco wasn't smiling. “I almost got myself whomped already, Potter. 
This better be good.” 
  
“Trust me.” Harry moved past him into the foliage and rummaged around, looking for a nice long 
stick. “Ah!” He found a good-sized limb and hoisted it toward the willow which was whirling its 
branches at Harry’s approach. 
  
“Potter! What are you doing!” cried Draco. 
  
Harry ignored him and pushed the limb forward until the tip touched the large knot. At once, the 
tree froze and its branches sagged. Harry tossed the limb back toward the brush. “Hurry up, Malfoy.” 
He didn’t hesitate moving forward and ducking into the hollow at the base of the tree. When he got 
inside he looked back, but Draco hadn’t followed. “Draco!” he hissed. “Get in here!” 
  
He heard the Slytherin grumble and finally saw his shadow approach. He ducked under and when 
he looked up his face was bright with surprise. Harry led him up the steps and finally into a dusty 
room, a lounge. 
  
“What’s this? Potter, where are we?” 
  
“This way, Malfoy.” Harry further led him up a rickety stairwell and into another room. But this room 
wasn’t dusty. There was a nice little fourposter with a settee, a squishy chair, a small table, lit 
candles, and a cozy fire in the hearth. 
  
Draco was still puzzled as he looked around. “Are we still in Hogwarts?” 
  
“No.” Harry came up to him and wrapped his arms around his waist. “We’re in the Shrieking Shack.” 
  
Fear washed over Draco’s face and he tried to wriggle free. “What! Are you mad? This is the most 
haunted building in Britain!” 
  
Harry clenched him tighter. “No it isn’t. It isn’t haunted at all. I told you to trust me.” 
  
He searched desperately across Harry’s face, no doubt looking for signs of insanity. “What do you 
mean it isn’t haunted? What are you playing at?” 
  
“It isn’t haunted. It was put here to look like a haunted house to keep people away. But…I can’t 
really tell you why. You’ll just have to trust me.” 
  
Draco calmed a bit in Harry’s arms, especially when Harry began to nuzzle his cheek and moved on 
to his ear. The blond offered in a somewhat distracted voice, “I don’t know if I can trust you. You’re 
always getting into trouble.” 
  



“Oh, and who caused me to get into trouble most of the time? Could it be you, perhaps?” 
  
“Maybe.” He turned his head and pressed his mouth to Harry’s in a soft kiss. He rubbed Harry’s 
back gently, absently. “Did you fix it up?” 
  
“Yep. Just waiting for you.” 
  
“Our little love nest, eh?” And Draco was himself again, one brow raised seductively.  
  
Harry smiled, but it faded as Draco began unbuttoning Harry’s shirt and pulled off the tie. Harry let 
him take his shirt off entirely before he unbuttoned Draco’s shirt. “Wait, Draco,” he said, holding the 
boy’s hands as he went for Harry’s trousers. “I want to take off your trousers first.” 
  
“Oh? Whatever do you have in mind, Mr. Potter?” 
  
Harry tangled his fingers at Draco’s belt and fly. “I have in mind to suck your cock, Mr. Malfoy.” 
  
Draco’s eyes widened. “Oh. Carry on, then.” 
  
Harry pulled Draco’s trousers and shorts down. Draco pushed his feet out of them and Harry 
helped, and then he stepped back and just looked at his blond lover. His shirt was open and hung 
loosely around his naked hips. Harry licked his lips. “I didn’t get to do this before the last time we 
were together, so I might be a bit sloppy.” 
  
“I’m sure it will be fine.” 
  
Harry kept his eyes on Draco’s and slowly sunk to his knees. Draco’s cock bobbed in front of his 
face. He could feel the heat from it, feel it close to his lips. Draco was breathing raggedly and froze 
just as Harry’s mouth closed over the head of his prick. Hands grabbed Harry’s hair; fingers 
clutched. Harry sucked Draco deep into his mouth, trying to get in as much as he could down his 
throat. While Draco held his head firmly in place, Harry’s hands slid up his lover’s thighs and circled 
around to his arse. Each hand had a round cheek to clasp. Draco bucked and began shagging 
Harry’s mouth and Harry kept thinking how bloody amazing this whole thing was. How good Draco 
tasted. How wonderful it made him feel to do this to Draco, to make Draco putty in his hands…or 
mouth. 
  
Harry dropped one hand to his own cock and fisted his way to a quick orgasm. He wanted nothing 
to distract him from Draco’s orgasm. And when Draco did finally come, that, too, was wonderful, 
because Draco surrendered so completely to Harry. He came so unabashedly and passionately 
that Harry felt as if he were the most important person in the world. He could forget Voldemort, 
forget school, forget Lucius Malfoy. Draco was everything. Draco was his breath and pulse. 
  
I’m so in love with you, he thought helplessly, resting his face against Draco’s thigh. But no way 
could he ever say that out loud. 
  
* * * 
  



They frequented the Shrieking Shack as often as they dared, still trying to fit in homework 
assignments and Quidditch. It was painful to see couples pairing off and free to hold hands as they 
walked together to Hogsmeade or around the lake. These others would sit together in study hall and 
kiss in secluded corners. But there was none of that for Harry. And he so wanted to do the same 
with Draco. It was very hard seeing him in class and having to insult him instead of snog him like he 
wanted to do. 
  
Draco never said anything about how he might feel about Harry just as Harry never voiced his love, 
but Harry got the impression Draco felt pretty strongly for Harry. When their trysts in the Shrieking 
Shack were over in an exhausted collapse of sweat and panting, they would lie together for an hour 
or so, stroking the other, touching, kissing, and speaking in soft whispers. But it was silly things, 
even about Quidditch and school, but not quite about their feelings, because Harry somehow felt 
that this would almost be more dangerous than their meetings. Admitting to certain things would 
create too much of a longing, too much disappointment when the real world would finally intrude, 
and they knew it was certain to do so. He was Draco Malfoy, after all, and Harry had no delusions 
that Voldemort did not want to recruit him. Draco had said he would not consciously hurt Harry, but 
Voldemort’s influence was strong as was the influence of Lucius Malfoy, even in prison as he was. 
What sort of future did either of them have together? Even if Harry could dispatch Voldemort, was 
the world ready for a Potter/Malfoy match? 
  
The constant strain of having to keep it all a secret, of having to lie to his best friends, was wearing 
at Harry’s nerves. He was often short with them when all he wanted to do was confide. He 
apologized a lot and then felt guilty for having to apologize in the first place. 
  
And so it went almost all the way through the school year. He and Draco were already making plans 
for owling one another with maybe a few visits to the Leaky Cauldron, when it happened.   
  
Harry was studying in the Gryffindor common room, or pretending to. Mostly he was looking into the 
leaping flames in the hearth and thinking of Draco. He wondered if Draco was equally distracted all 
day thinking of Harry and then he threw that thought away. Of course he didn’t. The Slytherin always 
seemed in more control than that. He might be a coward and a sneak, but he could get his priorities 
straight. He sought the pleasure Harry offered him, enjoyed his company or seemed to do so, and 
then left it behind just as Harry should be doing but couldn’t somehow manage to do, what with 
being in love with him and all. He sighed. 
  
Ginny burst through the portrait hole with a wild look on her face. “Harry!” she exclaimed. 
  
Harry slowly rose. She and Ginny were the only occupants of the common room but that would 
soon change with the ending of the last class of the day. “What’s wrong, 
Ginny?”                                                  
  
“Oh, Harry. I’m so sorry.” 
  
His insides began to roil. “What do you mean?” 
  
“I didn’t mean to do it. Oh Harry.” She sat on the sofa and twisted her hands together. Tears 
glistened on her lashes. “I was in Potions and Snape was teaching us about truth serums.” 
  



“He didn’t have you brew any, did he?” 
  
“No, no. He said he wasn't allowed to show us, but he had some and took volunteers to try some 
Veritaserum. I wasn't thinking, Harry, and I…I volunteered.” 
  
Harry didn’t like at all how this was going. His heart began to pound. “Ginny, what did you do?” 
  
“I was doing fine—I forgot I had this secret—and then they asked me who I fancied and—it slipped 
out. About you…and Draco.” 
  
Harry stared at her unable to speak. “The…the whole class heard?” 
  
She nodded miserably. “Snape tried to stop it as soon as he reckoned what was going on but it was 
too late. Oh Harry! What are we going to do?” 
  
The only thing that clicked in his mind was Draco. “We’ve got to warn Draco.” 
  
Harry moved toward the door but Ginny jumped up and grabbed his arm. “You can’t go looking for 
him. That will make things worse. I’ll go.” She gave Harry one more apologetic look before she 
sprinted for the portrait hole. 
  
Harry watched her leave, unable to move. All his fears were suddenly caving in on him. What in 
blazes were they going to do? 
  
The portrait hole opened again and students began coming through. They looked up at Harry and he 
could tell. They knew. They all knew and none of them were the least bit happy about it. 
  
They clustered in little groups and whispered, looking back at Harry. This was much worse than the 
other times last year when they thought he lied about Voldemort returning. This was much worse 
than when they shunned him when they thought he’d opened the Chamber of Secrets. This was 
Draco’s life in danger this time and there was nothing amusing about it at all. 
  
The portrait hole burst open again but this time it was Ron, Hermione, and Neville. They looked 
stricken and Harry felt the blood drain from his face. “We need to talk,” said Hermione, and grabbed 
Harry’s arm and dragged him to the boy’s dorm. When they closed the door she aimed her wand at 
it and said, “Colloportus!” They sat Harry down on his bed and gathered around it. 
  
“Harry,” Hermione began. “Did you hear what happened in Potions?” 
  
Harry nodded. 
  
“I don’t understand it at all,” she said, looking from Ron’s white face to Neville’s. “But of course it 
will be denied. What in the world made Ginny believe that I’ll never know.” 
  
“I’ll kill her,” said Ron. “She’s had a crush on you forever, mate. I can’t believe she’d do something 
like this out of some mixed-up jealousy.” 
  
“It’s not her fault,” Harry heard himself say. 



  
“It bloody well is!” he shot back. “Why would she do this?” 
  
The last thing Harry wanted to do right now was out himself but he couldn’t let his friends think that 
Ginny was out for some sort of vendetta. “Er…it isn’t her fault. It was an accident. She told me so. It 
just…came out.” 
  
“But how could it?” asked Neville, looking whey-faced. “She was supposed to be under 
veritaserum.” 
  
“That’s right,” said Hermione, thinking. “I wonder how she was able to overcome it’s effects.” 
  
“She didn’t,” Harry said wearily. 
  
“What do you mean she didn’t?” said Ron. “She’d have to have in order to say those things.” 
  
“Not…not if it’s the truth,” said Harry meekly. 
  
The others fell silent. He didn’t want to look up at them, but he forced himself to. Their mouths all 
hung open, and Ron had gotten even paler. 
  
“No,” said Ron in a hoarse voice. “You couldn’t be. I mean, I’d a known it, wouldn’t I. Right, Neville? 
We both would.” 
  
Neville looked at Ron and then slowly turned toward Harry. “A-actually,” replied Neville, “I always 
sort of suspected.” 
  
“What? Have you all gone mental!” Ron’s face wasn't pale anymore. It had flushed an 
uncomfortable shade of red. “Harry’s not a poufter! It’s just some sort of game, right Harry?” 
  
Harry bit his lip and gazed up at Hermione, whose face he had a hard time reading. “Well…actually. 
Um…I guess I am. I prefer ‘gay’, though.” 
  
That silenced Ron, but Hermione, quiet until this moment, drew herself up. “It doesn’t matter what 
Harry is. We still love and respect him, don’t we? I just wished you would have told us sooner. But 
I’m glad you admitted it now.” 
  
“I’m sorry,” he said, not looking at Ron. “I just couldn’t seem to tell you. I thought that 
maybe you’d be all right with it, but I didn’t know about—” He flicked his gaze toward Ron. 
  
Neville placed a hand on his shoulder. “Like I said, Harry. I sort of guessed before. But I’m sure 
anyone who’s a real friend won’t have a problem with it,” and they all looked at Ron meaningfully. 
  
“Why are you all looking at me?” But he was studiously avoiding Harry’s gaze. “I guess it’s not the 
sort of thing a bloke can easily tell another bloke, even if that bloke is his best friend.” And he looked 
a little hurt. Harry rose. 
  



“I would have told you, but I was afraid how you’d react. But I guess it’s okay.” He felt a little relief, 
but not much. 
  
“But hang on!” said Ron. “Ginny talked about you and…Malfoy? That can’t be true!”     
  
“Yes, Harry,” said Hermione moving forward. “That’s the really strange part.” 
  
He shrugged. “Veritaserum, remember?” 
  
Hermione gasped and covered her mouth. “Then it is true!” 
  
“Oh, I can take you’re being a pouft—er…gay, but with Malfoy! Harry! Are you mad?” 
  
“No, we just…It’s hard to explain. We both joined that quill pal thing and got to know each other 
anonymously before we accidentally found out who we were. But we’d already developed this 
relationship and we…well, didn’t want it to stop.” 
  
“Harry,” said Hermione, voice soft, “You aren’t having a…a physical relationship with him, are you?” 
  
Harry clenched his fists. “So what if I were? We’re of age. It’s consensual. He’s really nice when 
we’re alone. We just pretend all that bad stuff in public. You might have noticed that he doesn’t call 
you names anymore, Hermione, or make fun of your family, Ron. He did that to please me. So I 
guess you’ll just have to get over it.” 
  
“Take it easy, Harry,” said Hermione. “This has all been a bit of a shock.” 
  
“I know. But it’s worse than that. Draco could really be in trouble. This is sure to get to Voldemort 
and Draco might be in real danger now.” 
  
Hermione looked from one to the other. “Where is Draco now?”   
  
“I don’t know. But Ginny’s gone to warn him.” 
  
They looked silently at one another. Harry couldn’t even imagine what was going through their 
heads. 
  
Hermione spoke first. “I suppose he’ll deny it.” 
  
Harry nodded. “Probably. It’s the safest route.” 
  
“And so you will, too.” 
  
“Except now all anyone has to do is a little Legilimency or pop us all some veritaserum and it’s all 
out.” 
  
“Then what should we do?” asked Neville. 
  
Harry sat again and pulled his hand through his already messy hair. “Haven’t got a clue.” 



  
Someone knocked furiously on the door. Everyone froze. 
  
“It’s me! Ginny!” 
  
“Alohomora!” said Hermione, waving her wand. 
  
Ginny tumbled in a looked around before finally looking at Harry inquiringly. 
  
“Yeah,” he said wearily. “They all know now.” 
  
“Why did you tell Ginny?” Ron accused. 
  
“She sort of guessed it. Like Neville. And I really did need someone else to talk to about it. And I 
know she would never have told.” 
  
“I never would have, Harry. I swear.” 
  
“Did you find Draco?” 
  
“Yes. He was quite shocked. Slytherin hadn’t heard yet but it hasn’t taken long. Harry, I think it’s all 
over the school by now.” 
  
“Of course it is. We were just trying to figure out what to do.” 
  
“Well Malfoy is denying it. He was even denying it to me.” 
  
“Typical,” he said, nodding. 
  
“But maybe it’s better making a clean breast of it.” 
  
“I can’t. I don’t care about myself. Draco’s the one in danger.” 
  
“Oh yeah.” 
  
It was decided that they would proceed as normal, admitting nothing unless confronted. Harry even 
thought of talking to Dumbledore but dismissed the idea as too embarrassing. They broke up, but 
before Harry could leave his dorm, Ginny pulled him aside. “Draco told me that you were to meet 
him tonight at ‘the place’. That’s what he said. You know what he means?”                                 
  
“Yes, I know what he means.” 
  
She looked at him sorrowfully again. “I’m really sorry, Harry.” 
  
“That’s okay. I think it was bound to come out eventually.” 
  
The one good thing was that it was the end of the day so there were no classes, but the rest of the 
Gryffindors made a study of avoiding Harry. Seamus and Dean wouldn’t even approach, though 



they whispered together until Ron purposely came up to them with a scowl on his face and they 
stopped. Harry pretended to read in his favorite chair by the fire, and Hermione, Ron, Neville, and 
Ginny positioned themselves all around him like a barrier. He appreciated it and wondered what he 
had been so worried about. It was sort of a relief finally telling the truth, though he wished it all 
wasn't so dire. 
  
It was getting later and most of the Gryffindor’s were drifting to their dorms. Harry pulled his 
invisibility cloak from under his jumper and stood up. 
  
“Where are you going?” asked Ron with a squeak to his voice. 
  
“I’m going to meet Draco. We’ve got to talk.” 
  
Ron approached, hands firmly stuffed in his trouser pockets. “So. You and Malfoy, eh? And he’s 
really nice to you?” 
  
“Yeah. He’s…he’s my boyfriend, I guess.” 
  
“Wow.” Ron toed the worn edge of the carpet. “I mean…Malfoy!” 
  
“I wish you’d quit saying it like that.” 
  
“Sorry, Harry. But you have to admit—” 
  
“I think he’ll be a really good ally,” said Hermione practically. “He’s quite an accomplished wizard 
and he knows a lot about the opposition.” 
  
“Yeah. Well his spying days are over. Not that he spied for us or anything. But he did say he would 
have warned me of anything.” 
  
“That was nice of him.” 
  
“Well. You know. We’re together. What else was he to do? Let Voldemort kill me?” 
  
“He could have. He could easily have just gotten from you…well…what he wanted and cut you 
loose.” 
  
“Yeah, I have thought of that. You don’t know him, though. He’d never do that. Though, I suspect 
he’ll be doing something of the kind tonight.” 
  
She clutched his arm. “You don’t think he’d break up with you over something like this?” 
  
“He might,” said Harry miserably. 
  
“But he can’t! You tell him, Harry. It would be far too dangerous. He’s much better off with you.” 
  
“I’ll try to convince him of that in any case,” he said softly. 
  



* * * 
When Harry arrived at the Whomping Willow, it was already immobile so he knew Draco must be 
waiting for him in the Shrieking Shack. 
  
Harry emerged into their room and whisked off the cloak. Draco was there, sitting in front of the fire. 
He didn’t turn around. The first words out of his mouth were, “You told Ginny Weasley.” 
  
Harry set his cloak aside and slowly approached the sofa. “Yes. Actually, she guessed about me.” 
  
“You promised you wouldn’t tell anybody.” 
  
“I know. But she guessed. Well, truthfully, she only guessed about me, not about us.”  
  
“Truthfully?” he threw back at him. 
  
“I did tell you the truth. I know I promised— Is this really the point anymore? The real problem is 
what are we to do about it?” 
  
Draco finally turned and Harry was hit with the full force of his sneer. “What are we going to do 
about it? I think that’s plain. We won’t be seeing each other any more. That’s the safest route.” 
  
“Hermione thought you would say that.” 
  
“Oh, so now they all know?” 
  
“Draco, everyone knows.” 
  
“Have you ever heard of a little thing called ‘denial’, Potter?” 
  
“Is there really a point in that?” 
  
“Yes, dammit!” He shot to his feet. “My effing life is on the line! When my father hears about this—” 
  
“What can he do in Azkaban?” 
  
“He has ways, Potter. And there is Crabbe and Goyle. Their fathers aren’t in Azkaban and you know 
who they follow, right?” 
  
“D-do you think they’d hurt you?” 
  
He squared off with Harry. “Haven’t you been listening to me? Danger, Potter. Me.” 
  
“I know. And we’ll work this out together.” 
  
“No. You’ve already proven you can’t be trusted.” 
  
“Come on, Draco. Why are you being like this? We can work together.” 
  



“I don’t want to work with you. I thought you cared about me. I thought you cared what happens to 
me.” 
  
“I do!” He grabbed his arms and forced him to face him. “Draco. Please! Let’s just sit as calmly as 
we can and work something out, okay?” 
  
Draco scowled and stared at Harry’s feet before he brought up his eyes. The Slytherin stared at 
Harry’s face a long time before his expression softened. Almost self-consciously, he leaned forward 
and kissed Harry softly. “Okay,” he whispered. 
  
Harry dragged him down to the sofa and they sat, holding each other’s hand. “First,” said Harry, 
“how bad is it?” 
  
“I don’t know yet. By the time Ginny got the message to me, it had started in Slytherin.” 
  
“I’m sure the whole school knows at this point.” 
  
“Okay. That’s granted. What of the teachers?” 
  
Harry sighed. “She said Snape tried to stop it when she started talking, so I’m sure the whole staff 
knows, too.” 
  
“I have a feeling we shouldn’t be here very long as our heads will probably want a little ‘talk’ with 
us.” 
  
“No doubt.” 
  
“Well, this is a right proper mess thanks to your girlfriend.” 
  
Harry laughed and Draco stared at him. “Yeah, that’s the funny part. Had I had her as my girlfriend, 
none of this would have happened.” 
  
“Going straight on me now, are you?” 
  
“Not a chance.” He squeezed Draco’s hand. 
  
Draco stared at Harry’s tanned hand in his white one. “You…aren’t regretting this, are you?” 
  
“Are you kidding? I’ve never been happier in my life!” Harry suddenly reddened at that admission, 
especially when Draco looked up at him incredulously. 
  
“Are you serious?” 
  
Harry nodded. 
  
“Well…I suppose you make me happy, too.” 
  
Smiling, Harry said, “I do?”                 



  
“Yes.” He kissed Harry’s mouth and stroked his cheek. “I know we have to get back, but do you think 
we have time—” 
  
“Draco!” 
  
“Why waste this opportunity? We may not get another.” 
  
“True.” And as Harry said it, Draco was already unbuttoning his shirt. 
  
* * * 
  
Later than he planned, Harry returned to Gryffindor tower. But Professor McGonagall was already 
waiting for him and looked as if she’d been there a long time. He whipped off his cloak and stood 
before her. 
  
“Looking for me, Professor?” 
  
“Out of your dorm after curfew, Potter. Ten points from Gryffindor.” Then she stood and laid a hand 
on his shoulder. “Are you doing all right, Potter?” 
  
He shrugged. He didn’t quite know what to say. It was strange talking to his head of house after he 
had just been shagged. His arse itched, in fact, but he bravely endured it. 
  
“I think we need to have a little chat. Come with me.” 
  
Harry sighed and followed her out to her study and sat in the chair before her desk as she 
instructed. She folded her hands and merely looked at him until he squirmed with discomfort. 
  
“Now Potter. Of course you’ve heard the rumours—” 
  
“They aren’t rumours.” He had decided at once to tell the truth. It was the only way to keep Draco 
safe. “It’s true. I am gay and I am with Draco Malfoy.” Glad that was over. 
  
McGonagall’s face whitened. “I see,” she said after a pause. “I take it you have just returned from 
being with him?” 
  
“Yes. We needed to…talk.” 
  
“Understandable. Well then. I trust you understand a few points.” And she proceeded—through a 
high blush in her cheeks—to explain to him about the birds and the bees, about sexually 
transmitted diseases, about possible medical repercussions of anal sex—until Harry was as red as 
his Gryffindor scarf. Never in a million years did he dream of having this kind of discussion with any 
teacher let alone the prim Professor McGonagall. Harry slumped further and further into his seat, 
just wishing she’d be done soon. When at last she was, she asked, “Do you have any questions?” 
  
“No!” And he hid his eyes under his hand.      
  



“Good.” She seemed as relieved by that as he did. “I think, Potter, you may experience some 
ramifications amongst the students.” 
  
“No kidding.” 
  
“I just hope you are prepared. Since this is an unusual case, I can, if necessary, excuse you from 
classes.” 
  
“What? No! I won’t need to—” 
  
“Tomorrow, Potter, you may be singing a different tune. It’s going to be difficult.” 
  
“I know. But Ron and Hermione are on my side. As well as Ginny and Neville. I won’t feel alone.”     
  
“That’s excellent. That makes me very proud to call myself a Gryffindor. In fact, twenty points to 
Gryffindor for courage.” 
  
She looked at Harry and Harry looked at her. 
  
“I…would have hoped you might have chosen someone more suitable.” 
  
“You can’t help who you like,” said Harry defensively. 
  
“No, indeed. And what’s done is done.” 
  
Again, there was silence.      
  
“May I go now?” 
  
“Unless you have anything else you wish to tell me.” 
  
“No. I think I’d just like to get to bed.” 
  
“Very well, then, Potter. Off with you.” 
  
“Good night, Professor.” And when he reached the door, he thought it prudent to add, 
“And…ah…thank you.” 
  
* * * 
  
But the next morning, he could see how right McGonagall was. Scarcely any of the Gryffindors 
would talk to him and those in the other houses whispered in hissing noises as he passed. He also 
noticed Draco at the Slytherin table, and there was space on either side of him. 
  
Harry didn’t much feel like eating breakfast, and when the owls started arriving, Harry heard giggling 
behind him. He twisted around to look, and caught Draco dashing from the hall with a smoldering 
red envelope in his hand. A Howler. Probably from his mother. He could just imagine what it said: 
“HOW COULD YOU ASSOCIATE WITH A HALF-BLOOD LIKE THAT! IT DISGUSTS ME, AND 



WITH HARRY POTTER, THE BOY RESPONSIBLE FOR PUTTING YOUR FATHER IN PRISON? NOT ONLY 
IS THAT UNGRATEFUL, IT IS VERY UNMALFOY!” 
  
As it was, he heard the vague screaming down the corridor. He was glad Draco made it outside. No 
one could actually hear the words. 
  
But it was much later when things got more dire. In Potions, the other Slytherins tried to sabotage 
Draco’s potion, and not just for him to lose points, but in dangerous ways that could have done him 
real harm had Snape not caught it in time. But Snape didn’t say anything to the Slytherins and 
instead told Draco to stay after. 
  
Harry tried to concentrate on his potion, but even in the best of times he couldn’t do well. Yet even 
so, his potion didn’t turn out half-bad, so it didn’t really seem like a decent excuse to hold him after 
either, until it occurred to Harry that maybe Snape wanted to talk to the two of them. 
  
As everyone filed out of class, Snape motioned for Harry and Draco to enter his study. He pointed to 
two chairs and they both sat, scarcely looking at one another. 
  
Snape paced before the fire, his hands stiff behind his back. Finally he stopped, glared down at 
them, and sighed heavily. “Well, well, well,” he said, voice dark as smoke. “Mr. Potter and Mr. 
Malfoy. Two young men who don’t have enough on their plates and thought to add a pinch more 
controversy.” 
  
“It’s not as if we planned it, sir,” said Draco. Harry was unaccountably relieved that he didn’t deny it. 
  
“No, Mr. Malfoy. It seems you plan very little. You seldom consider the consequences of your 
actions. So in this case, it would seem you are a perfect match for Mr. Potter.” 
  
Draco’s shoulders drooped. 
  
“What do you two plan to do about it?” 
  
“Do?” said Harry. Snape whipped his head toward him, his black hair flailing. It was as if he didn’t 
expect Harry to address him. “What can we do?” 
  
“Have you considered denying it all?” was the cold rejoinder. 
  
“It’s a bit too late for that.” 
  
Snape sneered. “I see. All that Gryffindor courage bubbling to the surface. Made a speech to your 
whole house, did you Potter?” 
  
“No… Sir. I’m just tired of lying.” 
  
He turned to Draco. “Are you tired of lying, Mr. Malfoy?” 
  
“No. Of course not. It’s just that Harry…well. It’s no good. They all believe it.” Petulantly, he added, 
“Perhaps not the wisest of choices to offer truth serum in class. Sir.” 



  
“It is not for you to make judgments about my teaching methods, Mr. Malfoy.” But before he turned 
his back on them and concentrated on the fire, Harry was certain he saw two red spots flush 
Snape’s cheeks. “We’ve only got a week left of term. I don’t think it entirely safe for you any more, 
Mr. Malfoy. Even as head of your house I do not know that I can protect you from…outside forces. 
The both of you are to report to Headmaster Dumbledore’s office. Now.” 
  
He and Harry hesitated before they rose. Had they been dismissed? 
  
Snape twisted toward them. “Well? Do you need an engraved invitation?” 
  
“No, sir!” they said in unison, and scrambled out of his office. 
  
They walked briskly down the corridor. Harry felt it a good idea after what Snape said to keep his 
wand in his hand. 
  
“Aren’t you being a bit paranoid, Potter?” 
  
“You can’t be too careful. And you’re the one in danger for a change, Malfoy. I’d appreciate it if you’d 
take a precaution or two.” 
  
“Gone woman on me, Potter?” 
  
“And what’s with all the ‘Potters’? You call me ‘Harry’ enough when you want a shag.” 
  
“This is hardly the same circumstances.” 
  
“Yeah, but you’re supposed to be my boyfriend.” 
  
“Where’d you get that impression?” 
  
Harry grabbed his arm and stopped. “No you don’t! You are not pulling this on me. Did you or did 
you not declare your devotion to me?” 
  
He shook Harry’s hand free of him. “Don’t get all squishy on me. I didn’t say I was in love with you or 
anything.” 
  
Harry’s spirits fell. “I know,” he said sulkily. 
  
“Oh no. Do you mean to tell me you’re in love with me?” 
  
“I didn’t say that.” 
  
Draco rolled his eyes. “Get a grip, Potter. Harry. We don’t have time for this. Let’s just get to 
Dumbledore’s office and see what crackpot scheme he’s got planned this time.” 
  
Harry fell silent. He didn’t much feel like talking to Draco right now. He thought he could be 
positively hateful sometimes. And this was definitely one of those times.       



  
They reached the gargoyle statue and Harry said, “Peppermint Toad!” The gargoyle slid aside 
revealing the griffin stair. They both took a step and allowed the stairwell to carry them to the top. It 
was Harry who knocked on the door, and they heard the voice of Dumbledore bid them enter. 
  
They walked across the strange tower room with his high book shelves and odd knick-knacks. 
Dumbledore was looking out his window and finally turned when the two were at his desk. “Do sit 
down, gentlemen,” he said, and two squishy armchairs appeared. Draco and Harry looked once at 
one another before easing into the chairs. Dumbledore slowly approached with a thoughtful air. He 
did not sit at his desk as Harry thought he might but walked around it to their side of it and leaned 
on the edge. He smiled congenially at each in turn. “Harry. Draco. You certainly got into it this time, 
didn’t you?” 
  
It seemed unnecessary to reply. The both of them reddened. 
  
“I just had a most interesting discussion with your mother, Draco.” 
  
Draco snapped his head up. “Yeah? Well, I got an interesting letter from her, too.” 
  
Dumbledore chuckled. “No doubt. But that was in the heat of the moment; a mother lashing out at 
the impossibility of protecting her son, a son who is growing to manhood. No, the discussion I had 
with her was of a far different nature than your Howler.” He turned to Harry and suddenly asked, 
“Harry, you of course understand why you must return to the Dursley’s every summer?” 
  
He looked at Draco and licked his suddenly dry lips. “Yes. You explained it to me.” 
  
“Why don’t you explain it to Draco.” 
  
“Um…all right.” He looked at Draco who seemed curious about this little secret. “Well…when 
Voldemort killed my mother, he didn’t realize that it created this special protection for me. My 
mother’s love, because she was willing to sacrifice herself for me, created a magical protection that 
lingers today. And because I live with my aunt—my mother’s sister—that protection stays as long as 
I can call that place home. Voldemort can’t touch me there. So it’s safe.” He turned back to 
Dumbledore and stared into his smiling blue eyes. “Is that right, sir?” 
  
“Well said, Harry. Now. Your mother made it plain to me, Draco, that your life is in danger now that 
this interesting news is out. That Voldemort wished to use you against Harry, but now that he can’t 
he isn’t pleased. Harry, has your scar been hurting?” 
  
“Yes, sir. Sort of a constant buzz. I just thought it was because he’s out and about doing mischief.” 
  
“Mischief, yes.” 
  
Draco stared at Harry. “Wait a moment. Your scar tells you how Voldemort is feeling?” 
  
“Yeah. It always has done.” 
  
“Why didn’t you tell me that?” 



  
Harry looked sheepishly at the floor. “It was one of those secrets I couldn’t tell you.” 
  
“Oh, but it was all right to tell Ginny Weasley that the two of us are shag buddies!” 
  
“I told you—!” 
  
“Gentlemen! Please. It is useless to assign blame. Please, let me explain what Narcissa Malfoy 
shared with me.” 
  
Harry snorted. Draco was being a right git about it all. But Harry was curious as to what Narcissa 
had to say. 
  
Dumbledore settled. He drew a bowl forward filled with multi-colored candies. “Confect-charms?” 
  
Harry shook his head. His stomach was too busy roiling about for sweets. Draco also declined. 
Dumbledore looked as if he would take one, but he decided against it and set the bowl aside. “Well 
then. Narcissa told me more about the Death Eaters that…well. I don’t think I can share all of it with 
you, but essentially, she asked me to keep Draco safe and I have vowed to do that. You and Harry 
now share a special bond, do you not? It may even be akin to that which Harry shares with his 
family. It is therefore prudent to keep you away from Malfoy Manor for the summer—” 
  
“What! I’m not going home?” 
  
“Your mother insists it is not safe. She worries that you will be abducted and subjected to great 
horrors.” 
  
Draco sat back. He looked sick. Harry longed to take him in his arms but he didn’t want to do that in 
front of the Headmaster. 
  
Draco was silent for a moment. “So…so I have to stay at Hogwarts?” 
  
“No. Actually, I had a better idea. I think this summer, you should go home with Harry.” 
  
There was a deep silence following this pronouncement. Draco edged forward. “Sir? Did you say I’d 
being going home with…Harry?” 
  
Harry couldn’t breathe, couldn’t swallow. Was his ardent fantasy coming true? This had to be a 
dream. 
  
“Yes, Mr. Malfoy. I think it the safest place for you. Since you share this bond with Harry and Harry 
shares a similar bond with his family, the protection blankets you as well. I do not believe 
Voldemort will be able to touch you if you stay at the Dursleys. And, of course, we do have guards 
around the house at Privet Drive, as Harry will attest to.” 
  
Harry sent a warm look at Draco. “He’ll be staying with me?” 
  



“Yes, I know this is highly unusual, but the circumstances themselves are highly unusual. And so. 
What do you think, Draco?” 
  
Draco was speechless. He kept looking at his lap. But before he could answer, Harry got a sinking 
feeling. “Professor, the Dursleys will never take in another wizard. They hate our kind.” 
  
“Don’t worry about the Dursleys, Harry. I have already taken care of that.” Harry remembered the 
Howler Dumbledore had sent Aunt Petunia last year and wondered if he’d sent another. Or 
something worse. 
  
Draco lifted his face. “I guess it’s all right. If my mother wants me to.” 
  
“It’s for the best, Draco. Now. I think you should both get your things together. You will be leaving 
tomorrow morning.” 
  
“Tomorrow?” said Harry. “What about our classes?” 
  
“The assignments will be sent home with you. I think it best you go right away while the news is still 
fresh and before the Death Eaters can make a move.” 
  
“Sir,” asked Harry tentatively. “Will…will you say anything to the school?” 
  
Dumbledore leaned forward. “What is it you would have me say, Harry?”                
  
“I don’t know. That it’s okay for two blokes to—” He sighed. “That even two people who appear to be 
opposites can—” He finally shrugged. “I don’t know, sir.” 
  
The headmaster smiled. “Oh, I believe I can think of something to put everyone in their places. Now. 
It’s late. The two of you need to go off to your dorms, pack, and say good-bye to your friends. Be 
ready to go at eight o’clock sharp. We’ll be flooing to the Leaky Cauldron and from there obtain a 
taxicab to Little Whinging. The Durselys will be expecting you.” 
  
“Are you going with us, sir?” asked Harry. 
  
“Yes. I want to make certain you get to Privet Drive safely. But I won’t be staying. Good night, you 
two.” 
  
They rose. Once they were back in the dim corridor they looked at one another. “This isn’t how I 
wanted it,” said Harry, unsure of his feelings. He was overjoyed Draco would be with him for the 
summer, but it didn’t look as if Draco was very pleased. After all, he was being exiled from his 
home. He must feel pretty bad about now. Harry leaned over and kissed his cheek, thinking that 
was probably all the blond would take from him at the moment. But Draco turned his face, and 
instead took Harry’s lips. He kissed him for a long interval before pulling back. His eyes searched 
Harry’s face. 
  
“I’m scared.” 
  



Harry nodded. “I know. So am I. It will be all right, though. Dumbledore’s handling it. You can trust 
him, Draco.” Harry thought Draco might shoot back “like I could trust you!” But he didn’t. He didn’t 
say anything. He merely turned away and headed down toward the dungeons. 
  
* * * 
  
Harry had said his good-byes last night, but he got hugs from Hermione and Ginny again in the 
morning. Ron and Neville shook his hand while Dean and Seamus stood off a little ways. Sullenly, 
they moved forward. “We’re sorry for acting like gits,” said Seamus. “This Malfoy business was a bit 
of a shock on two counts. You being a pouf and all and your being with Malfoy. Not a nice bit of 
news. But. We reckon you know what you’re doing. And love is love, isn’t it? Me mam is always 
saying rubbish like that.” 
  
Harry shook his hand and then Dean’s. He felt better that his friends were all on his side. He took 
Hedwig’s cage with him to Dumbledore’s office where he met Draco with his owl Fergus in a cage. 
They said nothing as Dumbledore sidled into the cramped fireplace with them and yelled, “The 
Leaky Cauldron!” They spun and Harry closed his eyes as he always did when traveling by floo. 
  
Hardly anyone was in the tavern that early in the morning. Tom the barkeep just nodded to 
Dumbledore and the two of them found their trunks waiting. They dragged them outside and soon a 
cab arrived. The trunks were stuffed into the boot and the three of them took what Harry felt was 
one of the more surreal excursions so far of his life as a wizard. 
  
Finally Harry recognized the outskirts of Little Whinging and his heart began to flutter. How he hated 
the Dursleys, but it wouldn’t be so bad this year with Draco. If only Draco would be sweet to him 
again as he had been all year. 
  
The cab pulled up in front of the kerb and they disembarked, dragging their trunks to the front step. 
Dumbledore pressed the doorbell. He seemed anxious to do so, like a little kid. The door swung 
open and they were greeted by the red face of his uncle. His walrus mustache twitched. “Oh. It’s 
you lot,” he said rudely. “Get in, get in before the neighbors see you.” 
  
“Thank you, Mr. Dursley,” said Dumbledore with the utmost politeness, lifting the hem of his robe as 
he entered over the threshold. Aunt Petunia was there in the lounge as was Dudley, looking as fat as 
always and a little frightened. 
  
“Well now. Introductions are in order. This is Vernon Dursley, his delightful wife Petunia, and their 
son Dudley. This is Draco Malfoy.” 
  
“Draco Malfoy?” said Uncle Vernon, appalled. “What sort of mad name is that?” 
  
Draco scowled. There was one thing people learned quickly not to do, and that was insult Draco’s 
name. “It’s a very old family name,” he snapped. “Better than some ponce name like Vernon!” He 
whipped his head toward Harry’s cousin. “Or Dudley.” 
  
“Now, gentlemen. May I remind you, Draco, that you are a guest in this house.” 
  
“That’s right!” said Uncle Vernon, his nose in the air. 



  
“And may I remind you, sir,” said Dumbledore to him, “that since he is a guest in your house he must 
be given the utmost courtesy. I will check in from time to time to make certain this is so.” 
  
Uncle Vernon paled. Everyone was afraid of Dumbledore. Harry was glad the old wizard was on his 
side. 
  
“Well, I think it time I take my leave. Harry, Draco. Be good. The summer will be over before you 
know it. Get some studying done and you will be ready for your last year at Hogwarts. I will see you 
both soon.” He nodded to the Durselys, strode toward the door, and closed it behind him. 
  
Harry and Draco were now alone with Harry’s family and they all looked each other up and down. 
“Your headmaster,” and Uncle Vernon said this title rather dubiously, “didn’t tell us any details. Just 
that we had to take in another effing wizard. So I don’t want any trouble from you two. And just 
because that Dumbledore forced you down our throats,” he said, pointing a stubby finger at Draco, 
“doesn’t mean you get special privileges. There’s no room for you here so you will just have to sleep 
in Potter’s room.” 
  
To Draco’s credit, his face did not alter one iota. “Fine!” he said, sensing the lay of the land. “If that’s 
the way you treat guests! Where the hell is it?” 
  
“I’ll beg you to keep your damned language to a civilized tone. There is a lady present.” 
  
Draco slid his heavy-lidded gaze toward Dudley. “Oh. Sorry.” 
  
Dudley fumed. 
  
“Come on, Malfoy. I’ll show you where I sleep.” They both dragged their trunks up the stairs. Draco 
made certain to hit every baluster as he went. Dudley huffed up the stairs after them and stood at 
Harry’s doorway. 
  
“This one looks as scrawny as you, Potter. I can’t wait to make his life just as miserable as I make 
yours.” 
  
Draco turned to Dudley and leaned in making Dudley draw back. “I’ve heard of you, Dursley. And 
unlike Harry here, I’m not afraid to use magic on you. So just stay out of our way.” And he 
brandished his wand to make the point. 
  
Dudley’s face whitened and he began to run down the corridor before he seemed to think better of 
turning his back on a wizard. He crept backwards, keeping his hands on his bum. 
  
Draco rolled his eyes and pulled his trunk and owl the rest of the way into Harry’s cramped room. 
  
Harry stood in the centre as Draco closed the door. “This is it, I’m afraid. The bathroom’s down the 
hall. Nothing like Malfoy Manor, probably.” 
  



But Draco was looking at Harry, not the room. And Harry’s throat suddenly went dry. Slowly, Draco 
crossed the space and slid his arms around Harry’s waist pulling Harry’s pelvis against his own. 
Draco had an erection. “So I’m stuck in this tiny little room with you all summer?” 
  
Harry’s face was close to Draco’s and he lost his breath. “Yeah. And they won’t be bothering us 
because they hate us.” 
  
Draco looked at the small bed. “That’s a tiny bed, Potter.” 
  
“There’s always the floor.” 
  
Draco smiled at Harry and leaned in for a kiss, when Harry pushed him back. “Yeah. Well. You 
haven’t treated me very well about all this. It seems my feelings aren’t very important in the scheme 
of things.” 
  
Draco’s fists rested on his hips. “Where’d you get that idea, you git?”                               
  
“You. You said, ‘Don’t get all squishy on me. I didn’t say I was in love with you or anything.’ When I 
said I thought you were my boyfriend you dismissed it. I’m just a shag partner to you. So isn’t this 
perfect?” 
  
Draco rolled his eyes again. “You’re not just a shag partner.” 
  
“But you act like that.” 
  
“You’ve never said you love me.” 
  
Harry kicked a sock aside. “I was afraid you’d make fun of me.” 
  
Draco smiled and took Harry in his arms again. “Dear Harry; I hope this letter finds you well. How 
glad I am that I’ve moved in with you. True, the events of the last two days haven’t made things easy 
but who knew we’d get a reward for our stupidity. I do hope you will write to me soon as I have truly 
enjoyed all of your letters and fully intend to keep them till the day I die. Love, Draco.” 
  
Harry looked at him curiously, until he realized what Draco was doing. And then his last words 
reached his foggy brain. “’Love’?” 
  
Draco nodded and kissed the side of Harry’s mouth very gently. “Love. So I’m a bit of a git, too.” He 
kissed the other side of his mouth. “I love you, Harry. Is that what you wanted to hear?” 
  
“Yes,” he said and kissed Draco back, lips gliding over lips. He licked Draco’s lower lip and sucked it 
into his mouth. “And I love you, too,” he murmured. 
  
“Then we’re all right…boyfriend?” 
  
Harry couldn’t suppress a wide smile. “You’re only saying that so I’ll let you shag me.” 
  
“I’m only saying this because it’s true. And because I want to shag you.” 



  
“Well,” said Harry, looking at the bed, “we do have all summer.” 
  
The End 
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Harry rolled over and promptly fell out of bed, hitting the rug. “What--?” He was safe at Privet Drive 
and he hadn’t been dreaming anything in particular. So why— 
  
A familiar laugh chuckled from the mattress and Harry looked up, eyes blurry without his glasses. 
But even in the dark of the room he could see the moonlight shine on that white-blond head. 
“Where are you off to, Potter? Looking for bogarts under the bed?” 
  
Harry sat up and rubbed the elbow he’d landed on. “That’s not funny, Malfoy. I hit the floor hard.” 
  
“Oh. Sorry. Does ickle Harrykins want a kiss on his bruise?” 
  
Harry got up, sat on the edge of the bed, and grabbed his glasses from the side table. “If you didn’t 
hog the bed so much, I wouldn’t fall out of it. Why don’t you sleep on the outside?” 
  
“Because I’m a guest here, remember?” He took Harry’s arm suddenly and kissed his elbow. Harry 
snatched it from his hand while Draco laughed. 
  
“Guest my arse.” 
  
“Why yes,” he said, slipping his arm around Harry’s waist. “I do like making myself at home in your 
arse.” 
  
Harry reddened, even though they had been doing just that for all the last year of school and tonight 
as well. Draco had come to spend the summer with Harry on Dumbledore’s orders. Their secret 
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relationship had suddenly become not-so-secret and Narcissa Malfoy implored the Headmaster to 
keep her son safe. And since he and Harry had become so close, Dumbledore felt he would also be 
just as safe as Harry was at the Dursleys.  
  
Harry was about to make another angry rejoinder when lips covered his. They rubbed and coaxed 
until he opened his mouth to admit Draco’s tongue which slid inside and licked Harry’s palette until 
he moaned against the blond. All at once, Harry was lying beneath Draco, and the boy’s hands were 
pushing up his t-shirt and running fingers over his flesh, stopping at a nipple and pinching. 
  
Harry broke away from the kiss to mouth Draco’s neck, softly biting that white skin. “Are you going to 
shag me again?” he asked breathlessly, lips dancing against Draco’s throat. 
  
“And again, and again,” he said hoarsely. But before Draco could draw down Harry’s pajama 
bottoms, they both froze at the sounds of someone stomping down the hallway toward their room. 
They looked at each other and quickly disentangled, throwing Harry's pillow and blanket on the 
floor just as Vernon Dursley burst through the door. 
  
“What the hell is going on in here?” 
  
“I…I was going to the bathroom and I tripped,” said Harry lamely, sitting up on his blanket on the 
floor. 
  
“What the hell are you doing bursting unannounced into our room?” said Draco, hands on his hips. 
The blankets were mercifully covering his lap. 
  
Uncle Vernon’s face tinged red. He glared at Draco. “It’s my bloody house and I can do what I bloody 
well like!” 
  
“Wrong, Muggle. It may bloody well be your house but this is Harry’s bloody room—and mine for the 
bloody summer—so you will mind your manners and knock before entering. Is that clear?” 
  
“What did you call me?” 
  
Draco got up on his knees and Harry noticed he suddenly had his wand in his hand. “I called you 
a Muggle. You are a Muggle. No magic. Whereas I am a wizard: loads of magic. Care to test me?” 
  
“You think that wand makes you a big man?” 
  
“Well, it doesn’t hurt. Now get out. We’re trying to sleep.” 
  
Uncle Vernon cast a glare at each of them. He never even got to show his pleasure that Harry was 
forced by his recalcitrant guest to sleep on the floor, but looking at Draco’s wand, he didn’t feel he 
had much choice. “Just keep it down in here!” He retreated out the door and slammed it after him.   
  
Draco made a huffing noise and stuffed his wand back under his pillow. “Git,” he muttered and 
looked at Harry. He opened his arms but Harry looked worriedly at the door. “He won’t come back. 
Now come on. I’ve got a raging hard-on. So there’s no way I’m going to ‘keep it down in here’ 
tonight.” 



  
Harry grinned and slowly rose, sliding into Draco's embrace again. Draco kissed him and smiled 
against his skin. “Oh Harry. I’m so sorry for making fun of you all those years. These Muggles are 
awful.” 
  
“Yeah, I know. But only one more summer.” 
  
Draco laid Harry down and leaned over him, peeling up his shirt. “You deserve something special 
for putting up with them all these years.” He kissed his belly and pulled the shirt up and off. 
  
“Oh yeah? Like what?” 
  
Draco grabbed the waistband of Harry’s bottoms with his teeth and pulled them teasingly before 
mouthing his erection over the cloth. “Like a little cocksucking.” 
  
Harry sighed at the wonderful feeling of Draco’s teeth gnawing gently on him. “Okay.” 
  
“Oh Harry. You are so delicious. Every inch of you.” He kissed his way all over Harry’s pelvis and 
crotch, still not lifting the material away. He looked up at Harry suddenly. “Do you suppose 
Dumbledore knew what we’d get up to this summer?” 
  
“Wha—Draco. What?” 
  
He smiled. “Never mind, love. Just lie back and let your Draco take care of things.” 
  
Harry did. And Draco certainly seemed to know his way around “taking care of things.” Sliding the 
bottoms down only to Harry’s thighs, Draco’s tongue wove a pattern over Harry’s sac. Harry tried 
not to groan aloud, not wishing to bring Uncle Vernon back. After all, Draco had played it as if he 
hated being with Harry, which convinced his aunt and uncle to put Draco in the same room with 
him. He stroked the blond head instead, trying to reward that avid tongue with caressing fingers 
through his hair. His heels dug into the mattress. 
  
Draco licked up Harry’s shaft and swallowed the head, all the while tonguing the taut flesh. Draco’s 
hands clasped his hips tightly, and though Harry tried to writhe, Draco made it impossible. His lips 
sealed over the velvety skin and he pumped it with his mouth, sucking gently on the tip when he 
reached it. Repeating the process nearly drove Harry insane and he managed to move a little, 
whimpering with need. All the while, sucking and licking him, Draco’s fingernails dragged up the 
goose-fleshed skin of his sac, pulling Harry up higher and higher with arousal. It wouldn’t take long 
at all for Harry to come, but Draco was savouring his penis as if it were the most delicious meal he 
had ever encountered. It was when Harry was the closest to release that Draco suddenly shoved his 
legs wide. The abrupt exposure and harder sucking forced the throbbing pleasure to the surface and 
Harry unloaded into Draco’s eager mouth. He began sucking furiously, making Harry buck his hips 
into the searing pleasure of a prolonged orgasm. How did Draco do it? How was he able to know 
Harry’s every feeling and desire? Was he using Legilimency on him? Who cared if he did? The 
feelings were so utterly exhausting and satisfying that it took a moment for Harry to realize that 
Draco had swallowed every last drop, had licked his penis clean, and was already sitting back and 
gazing at him. 
  



Harry lifted his head, or tried to. “That was brilliant,” he said hoarsely. 
  
Draco smiled. “I know.” His hand trailed down Harry’s body, but all of his skin was still sensitive and 
he writhed a little at the touch. “And now I’ve got a little problem.” The hand that recently caressed 
Harry fell now to Draco’s stiff erection. He gave it a stroke as Harry languidly watched. Soon Harry’s 
torpor diminished. He was wide-eyed and feeling much more awake. 
  
“What do you want?” asked Harry, voice a little unsteady. 
  
Draco leaned over, his warm breath at Harry’s cheek. He planted a soft kiss there and when he 
spoke his lips grazed Harry’s skin. “I want you to get off the bed, kneel on the floor beside it, and 
bend over the mattress.” 
  
Harry’s spent cock actually gave a twitch at that. “Okay,” he said, and lifted his suddenly heavy body 
from the bed. He did as Draco instructed and knelt in front of the bed and lay over it, his arse arched 
high. Draco slid off the bed to kneel behind him. His hand started a long caress from the nape of 
Harry’s neck and down his spine. The hand caused tingling sensations to radiate outwards but 
mostly to land in his bollocks as a renewed ache of desire. But his anus also twitched for attention 
and he walked his knees apart slightly, exposing more of himself. 
  
Draco’s hand had reached his lower back and suddenly warm lips pressed there just at the swell 
where back became buttocks. The lips rained delicate kisses just there and slowly traveled lower, 
kissing the round arch of flesh high on one cheek, the tongue following. Harry felt Draco’s hands 
open his legs wider and Harry wanted nothing more than to fully expose himself to Draco and he 
gladly opened them, thrusting his arse up even higher, knowing full well that Draco got a perfect 
view of his anxious hole. Harry was rewarded with a touch of a tongue tip there. Draco merely rested 
the pad of his tongue on Harry’s puckered hole, teasing the sensitive nerves with its warm, wet 
presence. Harry froze in desire-filled anticipation. And still Draco didn’t move. Harry used all his 
control not to move and press himself back into Draco’s face as he longed to do, letting Draco set 
the pace, but it was maddening! He was hard again and wanted Draco to touch him, to taste him, to 
make him writhe and beg. He was ready to do just that when that tongue made a sharp swipe 
across his sensitive anus. 
  
Harry pushed his face into the mattress and screamed silently into the padding. He opened his legs 
wider and pushed up higher. Draco, Draco! he screamed in his head. Then his lover started in 
earnest. The tongue made long, slow licks up the crack, ending at his entrance. Just as Harry got 
used to that rhythm, Draco changed tactics and made little licks, flicking his tongue. Harry groaned 
deeply into the mattress, making it wet with his saliva. He wriggled his hips. He couldn’t help it. He 
didn’t care how wanton he looked. He knew Draco wanted him to look that way, reveled in it. 
  
Draco’s tongue was now dabbing at his hole, sharpening to a tip that finally pushed its way inside 
the loosened entrance. Harry lifted his head and couldn’t contain an unrestrained “Ah!” He heard 
Draco chuckle and then the tongue was gone. Harry wriggled at its absence, his arse seeking it, 
pushing back at air. But he felt something cold, and oil slathered over him and he licked his lips, 
waiting now for the feel of Draco’s cock. How he loved the feel of that man’s cock inside him! Harry 
never imagined he’d be such a willing bottom. But he reckoned since he tried to be in charge in 
every other aspect of his complicated life, that sex was the one place he could release himself, 



surrender to it. Even if it was to Draco Malfoy, the absolute last person he ever expected to want to 
do such a thing to. 
  
Finally it was there! Draco’s cock. He felt the warm dome against him, felt Draco push and push and 
Harry’s flesh resist until he was breached. There was always a little pain as it gave way but it never 
lasted long, and he rather liked the reminder that he was alive and feeling this. He felt the hard 
fullness of Draco’s prick glide the rest of the way in, even felt him turning his hips a bit to slowly 
screw his way forward, forcing Harry’s flesh to comply. They both made a satisfied sigh when Draco 
was fully seated up to his bollocks. And then Draco moved. The pace was slow at first, a nice 
leisurely shag, just showing Harry that he was there inside him, controlling. Harry dropped his hand 
to his own prick which had hardened nicely again and gave it the same leisurely pull. But Draco 
soon changed to a slow dragging out and a hard slam in. Gradually, it became a new pace of 
ramming hard into Harry. He leaned over Harry’s back and said harshly to his ear, “Do you want it 
harder, Harry? I can give it to you much harder.” 
  
“Yes! Yes! Harder, Draco.” 
  
“Very well, my love.” At the words “my love”, Harry sped his own wanking. Draco slammed in harder, 
hitting spots in Harry he didn’t know he had. He pushed back against Draco, trying to take as much 
as he could. Draco began to trail kisses down Harry’s back again as he thrust into him, until Draco 
jerked upright, thrusting suddenly even harder and faster. Harry was filled all at once with Draco’s 
hot release, and he felt it shoot high into him just as he expelled his own cum against the bed ruffle. 
They both rocked together for a few more seconds before they stilled. Harry just breathed into the 
moist duvet where his face had been slammed into it. Draco rubbed Harry’s back absently until his 
shrinking cock popped out of him, and Draco’s release dribbled in a stream down Harry’s thighs. He 
was about to move when he felt Draco’s tongue begin the patient job of lapping him clean, from his 
thighs up to his sore anus. Harry gave a little gasp of surprise and then settled into a warm feeling of 
being so completely loved and cared for that he sank fully into the mattress, his weak legs 
trembling. 
  
When Draco was done, he helped Harry up and tucked him into bed—beside the wall, this time—
and got under the covers beside him, drawing him into an embrace. “I love you, Harry.” And those 
were the words he had longed to hear again, the same Draco first uttered at the beginning of the 
evening when they had first arrived to Privet Drive. And it was to those words he fell blissfully 
asleep. 
  
* * * 
When he finally stirred in the morning, he saw the blurry shape of Draco already dressed. Someone 
had taken off his glasses and set them on his side table. He took them up and gazed at Draco. 
“Aren’t you the sleepyhead,” said Draco. “I’ve already showered. You’d better get up or there won’t 
be anything left for breakfast. That horrid aunt of yours has already called twice.” 
  
Harry sighed and rose, scratching his head. “There won’t be anything anyway. Dudley’s still on a 
diet, you know.” 
  
“It’s going to take full starvation for that whale to lose any weight.” 
  
“Don’t worry. It will be. I rely a lot on what Ron and Hermione send me.” 



  
“What?” 
  
“I’m taking a shower,” he said dazedly, and trudged to the bath. 
  
When he returned to the room, Draco was sitting on his bed looking through the album of pictures 
of his parents Hagrid had made for him. He looked up as Harry closed the door and watched Harry 
remove his towel and begin to dress. He raised the album a bit. “I’m sorry.” 
  
Harry stopped what he was doing and looked at Draco. He knew what he meant. In those two 
words, Draco was trying to express regret for not only the five years he had made Harry’s life a living 
hell, but for everything that had come before, too. When Harry allowed himself to think of 
Voldemort and his inevitable last confrontation, he would get a sick feeling in his stomach. But 
somehow, looking at Draco looking at him, he felt that he had a new ally, a new weapon with which 
to fight, and for the first time, he had an inkling of a feeling that he might just survive it. 
  
“I know,” he said with a self-deprecating shrug. He pulled on his briefs and then his jeans. 
  
When he was dressed, they both went downstairs together, Draco fussing with Harry’s hair. Harry 
swatted his hand away. “Crikey, Potter. Don’t you ever comb that mop?”                                        
  
“I did comb it.” 
  
“With what? A broom?” 
  
“It just does that. I can’t control it.” 
  
“You know,” he said slowing down before they reached the bottom. “It always looks like you’ve just 
been shagged.” 
  
Harry smiled secretly and turned a twinkling eye to Draco. “Well, I have, haven’t I?” he whispered. 
  
They turned the corner and walked into the kitchen. The telly was on and Dudley's eyes were glued 
to it. Uncle Vernon hid his considerable girth behind a paper and Aunt Petunia was sitting up 
straight in her chair as if a stick had been thrust up inside her. She pursed her lips and frowned at 
them. 
  
“Get the tea,” she ordered, and Harry, used to it, moved to obey. 
  
Draco held his arm. “Wait a minute.” He looked at this ‘family’ and sneered at each of them. “Is this 
how it is all the time? ‘Do this, Potter’, ‘do that, Potter’? He isn’t your house elf, you know.” 
  
Uncle Vernon slammed down his paper at that. “There will be no talk of that…that stuff in this 
house. Do you understand?” 
  
Draco eased into a chair as Harry brought the tea. “What ‘stuff”? Magic?”   
  



The Dursleys cringed. Draco smiled. Harry kicked him under the table. The last thing he needed was 
to be abused in front of Draco all summer. It seemed more embarrassing than usual with an 
audience. 
  
Draco looked at him and pulled a face. Then he looked down at the quartered grapefruit on his 
plate. “What’s this?” 
  
Aunt Petunia pursed her lips so tightly it looked to Harry as if she swallowed a whole lemon. “That is 
your breakfast.” 
  
“This? A bloody quarter of a sorry-looking grapefruit? That’s not on.” 
  
Uncle Vernon’s paper was getting twisted into an impossible shape. “This is what you are served 
and that is what you will eat!” 
  
“I don’t think so.” He pulled his wand and before Harry could yell a warning, Draco had conjured two 
large plates—one for him and one for Harry—of eggs, bacon, sausage, toast, potatoes, tomatoes, 
and kippers. 
  
Harry stared at him aghast. Vernon was stunned for a moment until his face tore into a smile. “Oh 
that’s done it, now hasn’t it,” he said with evil glee. “You’ve gone and used magic away from that 
freak school and the both of you will now be expelled. I remember when it happened to Potter.” 
  
Harry, too, remembered all that trouble in his fifth year when Dementors came to call and his run-
ins with the Ministry. His heart fell to his stomach. 
  
Draco looked at Harry with a smirk. “You are such an idiot, Potter. I’m seventeen. Turned seventeen 
on June the fourth before the end of school. I’m a fully adult wizard. I can use magic anywhere I 
bloody well like.” 
  
“But I can’t! I won’t be seventeen for a month.” said Harry angrily, expecting an owl any minute. He 
remembered, too, that the Ministry couldn’t distinguish between the magic performed by a house 
elf or himself when at Privet Drive. 
  
“I repeat, Potter. You are an idiot. At sixteen, you are allowed to use magic at home. Doesn’t 
Dumbledore tell you anything?” He dug into his eggs with relish. Dudley watched him with 
undisguised envy. 
  
Harry sat back and suddenly looked at his Muggle relatives. They looked back at him with horror. As 
it sunk in, Harry’s face broke into a bright smile. “I can, can’t I.” 
  
“Yes, Potter,” said Draco, mouth full. “Honestly. Mr. Dumbledore’s Army could probably stand to 
study a few Ministry rules now and again.” 
  
Harry frowned at him. Draco merely looked at him with a smile as he ate. Harry shrugged and 
tucked into his meal while his relatives watched. He made sure to eat every scrap of food on his 
plate so that Dudley would have to lick it if he wanted anything more than his skinned grapefruit. He 



patted his lips with his serviette and sat back. “May I be excused to go study?” he said to them, 
taking his plate. 
  
Draco tisked again, and levitated both plates toward the kitchen. He rose and yanked Harry up with 
him. “We’re studying,” he announced, and took Harry with him back toward the stairs. 
  
Once back in Harry’s room, Harry whooped with pleasure. “That was brilliant! That was so great! 
Why didn’t I realize that before? I feel so free.” He grabbed Draco into an embrace and Draco hugged 
him back. “You have been so great for my life.” 
  
Draco’s face flushed. He straightened out his clothes to hide it. “Well. You just needed a kick is all.” 
  
“No. I mean it. In every aspect, you’ve been so great. I don’t know what I would have done without 
you. I don’t want to do without you. I love you so much.” 
  
With that admission, they stared at each other. The pause seemed to stretch out between them, 
blanketing them in the sensation of emotions yet to be expressed. Draco broke the spell first and 
stepped forward. He cupped Harry’s face and pressed his lips softly to Harry’s. Harry opened his 
lips gently under Draco’s and just the tips of their tongues met, merely touching tenderly for a 
moment. Harry’s arms encircled Draco and pulled him in tightly and the kiss deepened. Harry 
surrendered to it, turning his head so that his mouth was plastered against Draco’s. The blond 
didn’t hurry. He kissed Harry as leisurely as he had made love to him. His tongue caressed just 
enough, laving against Harry’s as his lips suckled his lover’s lips. The sensation went straight to 
Harry’s cock and he wondered just how much studying they were going to get done in the next two 
months. 
  
* * * 
  
Harry’s summer at Privet Drive was turning out to be the best summer he ever had. Not only was it 
to be the last one with the Dursleys but with Draco’s presence, he was getting the shag of his life 
everyday, and usually several times a day.        
  
Harry and Draco took walks together. It was so much nicer with someone. The neighbors knew of 
Harry as a dangerous delinquent only because the Dursleys spread those rumours, but the truth of 
the matter was it was Dudley who was the delinquent and they had never seen any signs of such in 
Harry. But since last year, some of the neighbors had taken to waving at Harry. After he had been 
convinced they weren’t witches or wizards or even squibs, he felt a little happier that the Dursleys 
were finally losing the propaganda battle against him. 
  
Mrs. Naegle down the street was tending to her flowers with a watering can and noticed Harry’s 
approach. “Yoo hoo! Harry!” She waved. 
  
Harry smiled at her and stopped before her little fenced garden. Draco watched silently. “Good 
morning, Harry. Thought I’d see you before long.” 
  
“Hi, Mrs. Naegle. Your flowers look good this year.” 
  
“Oh, thank you lamb. Yes. They have done well. Who is your friend here?” 



  
“Oh, pardon. This is Draco Malfoy. Draco, Mrs. Naegle.” 
  
Draco made a little bow and said, “Madam.” 
  
Harry looked at him surprised. He guessed it was formal wizard stuff or maybe Malfoy chivalry or 
something, but he’d never seen Draco do anything of the sort before. 
  
Mrs. Naegle beamed. “My, your friend has such nice manners. Unlike—” And she frowned, her eyes 
catching a glimpse of Dudley with his hoodlum friends disappearing around a corner. “How we 
could have thought all these years that you were some incorrigible criminal, I don’t know. Clearly it 
was the wrong Dursley.” 
  
It was Draco’s turn to study Harry. 
  
“I’m not a Dursley. I’m a Potter.” 
  
“Oh that’s right. Tell me, then. You certainly can’t be attending St Brutus's Secure Center for 
Incurably Criminal Boys. Where are they really sending you?”      
  
Draco laughed outright. “St Brutus’s what?” 
  
Harry ignored him. “No. I’ve never gone there. I go to another school in Scotland. It’s a perfectly fine 
school. Draco goes there as well. He's spending the summer with me.” 
  
“Oh. How nice! I am glad to hear that. The thought of you in such a place. Those Dursleys. Where do 
they get their airs?” 
  
Harry merely shrugged. As much as he hated his relatives, he felt it was bad form bad-mouthing 
them to the neighbors. 
  
“Well then. I don’t want to hold you boys up. Come by a little later for lemonade and biscuits, eh? 
The both of you.” 
  
She went back to her garden and Harry strolled up the lane, Draco in tow. When they had advanced 
several paces, Draco sidled up to him. “Secure Center for Incurably Criminal Boys? Oh Potter. If it 
weren’t so sad it would be really funny.” 
  
“Yes. Ha ha. I’m sure someday I’ll laugh about it.” 
  
“No. Seriously. What rubbish these Dursleys spout. Honestly, Harry. I don’t know how you haven’t 
hexed them all these years.” 
  
“I did blow up my Aunt Marge once. She floated right out of the dining room and the Ministry found 
her floating over Sheffield. It was a bit of accidental magic, though, so I suppose it doesn’t count.” 
  
“That’s great! Did you get into trouble for it?” 
  



“Thought I would, but then Cornelius Fudge told me not to worry and he didn’t put it on my record. 
That was when everyone was worrying about Sirius Black escaping.” 
  
“Oh right. Er…sorry about that, too.” 
  
“You can’t apologize for every bad thing that's ever happened to me,” he said a little annoyed with 
Draco and himself for getting worked up. “I mean, I rather blame Voldemort for all that.” He was 
annoyed even more when Draco cringed at the name. “Oh get over it! Blimey, Draco.” 
  
“Hey. I’ve had a lifetime of that. It’s a little hard to get over it.” He looked over his shoulder. “So 
where exactly did the Dementors show up?”    
  
Harry pointed. “Down that alley.” 
  
Draco ground to a halt. Harry sighed deeply. “They’re not there now. And even if they were, don’t 
worry. I’ll protect you with my Patronus.” He took vicious pleasure in Draco’s expression of disgust. 
  
“Just because you can make one and I can’t doesn’t mean you should rub my nose in it.” 
  
“I wasn’t…Well. Maybe a little. You’ve been beastly to me for years, you know.” 
  
Draco shrugged. “It was pretty easy. You were always getting riled by some little thing.” 
  
“I hardly think making fun of my godfather’s death or pretending to be Dementors or going along 
with Umbridge was some ‘little’ thing.” 
  
“All right, all right. Don’t get your wand in a twist.” 
  
They walked on silently for a time until Harry smiled. “Hey. Was this our first lover’s quarrel?” 
  
Draco glared at him, but he couldn’t hold that look for long. He ended up smiling in spite of himself. 
“I suppose so.” He looked around and pulled Harry into the shadow of a tall hedge and took him in 
his arms. “Shouldn’t we kiss and make up?” 
  
Harry wriggled uncomfortably. “I don’t think we should do this out in the open.” 
  
“No one can see us here, Potter. Scared?” 
  
“I just don’t want Dudley to find out.” 
  
“Why not? You can hex him now.” 
  
“I don’t think that would be allowed. I may be able to use magic but the Ministry does frown on one 
using it against Muggles. Even really annoying ones.” 
  
Draco scowled. “Too bad. I was trying to think of a really good one.” 
  
Harry looked around and gave Draco a quick kiss. 



  
“Harry, that’s not nearly good enough.” He drew Harry in for a deep kiss, slipping his tongue inside 
Harry’s mouth and giving the rest of it what for. Harry pulled away after a moment and stepped 
back, looking around again. 
  
“You’re pushing your luck.” 
  
Draco strolled from the hedge with a spring to his gait. “I rather think I’m going to get very lucky a bit 
later, if that bulge in your trousers is any indication.” 
  
Harry pulled at the hem of his too-large t-shirt but it wouldn’t quite cover the growing erection. “If 
you didn’t kiss so damn well—” Draco laughed and threw his arm over Harry’s shoulders. “Calm 
down, Draco, okay? If my aunt and uncle find out they’ll take you out of my room and that’s the last 
thing I want to happen.” 
  
Draco snorted and dropped his arm. “Spod,” he muttered. “So what’s there to do around here?” 
  
Harry shrugged. “Nothing. That’s why I hate it here. Well, one of the many reasons.” 
  
“Merlin! I’m bored!” He kicked at leaf and glared at Harry as if it were his fault. But then his face 
brightened. “Hey, why don’t we go to Diagon Alley?” 
  
Harry shook his head and thrust his hands in his pockets. “I don’t think Dumbledore wants us to 
leave the area.” 
  
“Oh Potter, you are such a straight edge! Let’s do something!” Draco jumped up onto the kerb and 
thrust out his wand. 
  
Instantly, the Knight Bus careered around the corner. 
  
“Draco!” yelled Harry, stunned that he would do something like that especially in the middle of the 
day, and angry because the damned bus nearly hit him.                      
  
But Draco was already shelling out sickles to Stan. “Coming, Harry?” 
  
Harry looked desperately around. Where was Mr. Tibbles when you needed him? No one had come 
running; no witch or Auror or anyone. And it really was quite boring in Little Whinging today. Maybe a 
little break was what they needed. 
  
Harry jumped on just in time before it pulled away with a bang. 
  
Harry eyed Draco as the bus zoomed across countryside and highway, until it screamed to a halt 
outside the Leaky Cauldron. They got off just as the bus zoomed away, and Harry grabbed Draco’s 
sleeve before he could enter the pub. 
  
“Draco, you know no one’s seen us together yet. This is going to be, well…” 
  
“Our ‘outing’?” Draco sighed. “Yeah, I know.” 



  
They both stood outside the pub, staring at the building and at the door only wizards and witches 
could seem to see. 
  
“Well,” said Harry pragmatically. “I guess it’s got to happen some time.” And he led the way inside. 
  
The pub was relatively busy during the day, and some recognized Harry and gave him a wave, and 
then dropped back to the conversation with their companions a little more quietly. 
  
They also recognized Draco, and no one lifted a hand in greeting to him. He was accompanied by 
glares and mutterings. 
  
They reached the back, tapped their wands on the bricks, and the wall opened into a gateway to 
Diagon Alley. 
  
Harry looked at Draco. “You okay, mate?” 
  
Draco shrugged. “I guess it’s no secret who the media darling is in the Wizarding world.” 
  
“Can you blame them? Death Eaters haven’t exactly been welcomed, you know.” 
  
“I know! You don’t have to remind me.” 
  
“Okay.” Harry looked around, suddenly wondering why Draco thought this might be a good idea. 
“So…where do you want to go?” 
  
He was almost certain by Draco’s expression that he was going to say “home”, but somehow the 
Slytherin plucked up the courage—or his considerable ego—raised his chin, and said, “Let’s look at 
some Quidditch supplies.” 
  
Of course, Diagon Alley in the days of the war was a lot quieter, with some businesses even boarded 
up. Weasleys Wizard Wheezes had remained opened and was doing good business, but Harry 
didn’t think Draco would want to confront Fred and George. Come to think of it, he didn’t think he 
was too keen on it either now that he was “out”. Who knew what sort of pranks they’d pull on him 
now? 
  
The Quidditch shop was open and he and Draco wandered in. There were few customers which 
made it better as far as Harry was concerned; less whispering. He and Draco went straight for the 
new brooms. 
  
“Of course,” said Draco, in his imperious voice, “the Firebolt is still the best on the market. I’m 
surprised my mother hasn’t sent me one yet.” 
  
Harry hadn’t wanted to mention it, but he wondered if the Malfoy finances were doing all that well. 
Dumbledore had mentioned to Harry how the Ministry had seized some of their vaults. Maybe 
Draco didn’t know or maybe he was just posturing. 
  
“You’ve got a pretty good broom already, Draco. No need really to get a new one.” 



  
Draco sneered at Harry. “No need? That isn’t really the point, now is it?” 
  
Harry did a bit of sneering of his own. “So what is the point? Half-blood Potter better not have a 
better broom than Pureblood Malfoy?” 
  
Draco smiled and patted Harry’s chest. “Now you’ve got it.” He tried to move past Harry, but Harry 
whirled him around. 
  
“That is incredibly insulting. How could you say that to me?” 
  
Draco’s eyes roved everywhere but Harry’s eyes as if looking for help from their surroundings. When 
none came he sighed. Still not meeting Harry’s angry gaze, Draco said, “Sorry. Old habits.” 
  
“Well, you’d better start thinking before you speak, because I may be the only friend you have left.” 
Now it was Harry’s turn to lower his eyes. He really hadn’t meant to say that. And the reaction was 
instant. 
  
“Is that right? So I’ve got to bow and scrape to you now, have I, or you’ll kick me out or something? 
That’s fine. Maybe spending the summer at Hogwarts is a better idea.” He spun on his heel and 
made a quick march toward the door. 
  
Harry ran and grabbed him. “Draco! Don’t. Please. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to say that. I…I didn’t 
mean it. You know that.” 
  
He barely glanced over his shoulder at Harry. “I don’t know anything of the kind.” He stood at the 
door with his arms clasped over his chest. “You finally have me where you want me. How does it 
feel to finally get the better of a Malfoy? My father in prison, me a virtual prisoner with the Muggles 
and…no money. This must be the best time you’ve ever had!” 
  
He took Draco’s shoulders and turned him. “It isn’t. Not for that reason, anyway. I’m sorry about all 
that. I know you must feel really funny about it all and maybe…a little scared.” Draco tried to pull 
away but Harry wrenched him back. “But I’m here for you. I’m on your side. We’re mates. More than 
mates,” he said quieter, his face closer to Draco’s. “We’re lovers,” he whispered. “And I’ve never 
been happier in my life. I don’t want you to feel this way.” 
  
Slowly, Draco raised his eyes to Harry and there was none of the malice from before in them. But 
there was suddenly great sadness and Harry didn’t bother worrying about anyone seeing them 
before he pulled Draco in for a hug. Draco sighed deeply against his neck, but he just held onto 
Draco, his hand rubbing his back. “I love you, you know,” said Harry. 
  
Draco pulled back and a smile spread on his face. “I love you, too,” he said quietly. He gazed at 
Harry a moment more before shaking his head and drawing away. “Let’s go. Shall we get a bite to 
eat?” 
  
“If we can find something open. And…er…I’ll pay.” 
  
Draco darted him a dirty look. 



  
“Well…” 
  
Draco sighed. “All right. I guess you’ve heard what the Ministry did.” 
  
“I heard something about it, yes.” 
  
“So the Malfoy’s aren’t as rich as they used to be. I guess.” 
  
“There’s no shame in it, you know.” 
  
“Oh yes. I know. Now I’m like a Weasley.” 
  
“My favorite people in the world. You could do worse. You could be like a Crabbe. Or a Goyle.” 
  
Draco glared for a moment until his whole face burst with laughter. “I’d rather be poor,” he said at 
last. 
  
“Thought you might.” Harry longed to take Draco’s hand, but he didn’t think it a good idea. They 
were already drawing attention from the sparse passersby as Harry Potter and Draco Malfoy. 
Perhaps news had not spread outside of Hogwarts yet about their relationship. But as Harry was 
about to enter the tea shop he saw a discarded Daily Prophet lying in the gutter and he suddenly 
stopped. “Bloody hell!” 
  
“What?” Draco came back and looked at the paper. “Fuck!” He snatched it from the ground and 
read: 
  
SON OF THE NOTORIOUS DEATH EATER LUCIUS MALFOY 
 IN SEXUAL LIAISON WITH HARRY POTTER 
  
Draco Malfoy, known for his dirty tricks and Death Eater wannabe ways, is carrying on with one of 
the Ministries champions, Harry Potter. 
  
Potter, orphaned when You-Know-Who killed his parents when only an infant, has had a modestly 
successful career at Hogwarts school of Witchcraft and Wizardry, finding his niche as a Seeker for 
his house team and even winning the Tri-Wizard Tournament in his fourth year. Young, innocent, and 
no doubt sexually confused, he somehow fell under the thrall of young Malfoy. 
  
“Harry never would have done that,” said a student who did not wish to be identified. “I’m certain 
Malfoy must have hexed him. They’re just trying to use Harry for something.” 
  
Teachers at the school declined to comment as did Headmaster Albus Dumbledore. 
  
At present, young Potter is sequestered in his Muggle home somewhere in Surrey, while the 
whereabouts of the scandalous Mr. Malfoy are unknown.     
  
Harry looked up at Draco with wide eyes. Draco looked back at him appalled. “This is terrible!” cried 
Draco. “My mother is reading this!” 



  
“And my friends are reading this,” said Harry. He crumpled up the paper and threw it. 
“Damned Prophet! Can’t they leave me alone!”  
  
“What about me? ‘Death Eater wannabe’?” 
  
“’Ministry champion’? Since when? They’ve done nothing but try to make my life miserable.” 
  
They both looked at the tea shop and suddenly didn’t feel hungry. “Maybe we should just go back to 
Little Whinging,” said Harry. 
  
Draco nodded. “Yes. Maybe you’re right.” 
  
They took to the lane again, heads down, and headed back to the Leaky Cauldron. They said 
nothing to one another on the bus ride back, nor when it let them off on Magnolia Crescent and they 
trudged back up the street. But when they reached number four, Aunt Petunia was already standing 
in the doorway, and it looked as if she had been waiting there a long time. She strode right down the 
walk to them and handed each a red envelope. 
  
She said only one word to them before she spun on her heel and headed back to the house: “Owls!” 
  
Harry and Draco both looked at their twin Howlers. There was nothing for it. They sprinted into the 
house, up the stairs, and into their room in time for them to explode. The voices were in sync with 
only the slight reverberation of an echo and said the exact same words: YOU ARE NOT TO LEAVE 
PRIVET DRIVE FOR ANY REASON! BREAK THIS RULE ONCE MORE AND THE TWO OF YOU WILL 
SPEND YOUR SUMMER IN AZKABAN! 
  
No need for a signature. They both knew it was from Albus Dumbledore. They looked at one another 
as the Howlers disappeared in a puff of smoke. “Well,” said Harry sitting on the bed. “That’s that.” 
  
Draco sank to Harry’s desk chair. “I guess so.” 
  
They were silent, merely staring at the floor. 
  
“So what do we do now?” asked Draco miserably.                                    
  
“Personally,” offered Harry shyly. “I’m up for a good long snog.” 
  
It took Draco a moment to raise his head. “Huh?” 
  
“Really, Malfoy. You’ve always been more eloquent than that.” 
  
Draco finally realized what was going on and a lazy smile replaced his earlier confusion. “A long 
snog, is it?” He rose and sauntered toward Harry and Harry thought there was nothing more exciting 
than that. Draco sat next to him on the bed and raised his hand to Harry’s chest and gave it a long 
downward stroke resting at last on Harry’s hip. “Yes, that can certainly fill the time.” He leaned 
forward and Harry met him halfway. They kissed softly at first, lips just caressing, until Draco 
pressed more firmly on his mouth and Harry could feel his tongue stroking his closed lips. The 



tongue persisted and slipped through Harry’s mouth and made a slow meander, making him tingle 
and his cock twitch with interest. Draco’s hands were at Harry’s hips and they drew the Gryffindor 
up against Draco’s warm body. Harry’s arms slipped up around Draco’s neck and wrapped over his 
shoulders, holding him close. This was so-o-o-o nice. To feel Draco’s lips on his, to feel Draco’s 
tongue taking possession just as his cock took Harry’s arse was so sensual. It felt like heaven. Love 
for the boy surged up from his heart and washed his chest in deep warmth. He really loved Draco. 
Such a prospect was inconceivable just a year ago. How glad he was he joined those silly quill pal 
personals. He never would have known Draco in this way and they would have remained mortal 
enemies. Harry might even have had to face him in a duel to the death someday. He shivered at the 
thought. How awful! And never to have known this bliss? This amazing brilliance? 
  
He murmured his love against Draco’s lips when they moved their mouths. Draco moaned his reply 
and sucked on Harry’s tongue. Harry felt Draco’s fingers slip from his waist and creep down past the 
waistband of his jeans and slip further into his briefs. Draco’s hand finally shoved their way down 
and found the bare flesh of his arse and gave both cheeks a feral squeeze. Harry couldn’t help 
wriggling his arse into it. Draco broke away from Harry’s lips and whispered desperately, “I’ve got to 
shag you! Now!” 
  
He yanked Harry to his feet and pulled his trousers and Y-fronts down, flipped him around, and 
shoved him against the door. Harry felt Draco’s cock head jamming at his crack and he jutted his 
arse out and up to give Draco the easiest access. It worked, and soon that cock had shoved its way 
into the gasping flesh of his hole. Harry sighed deeply as Draco continued spearing him until he was 
balls deep. He didn’t wait for Harry to be ready, he simply started pumping into him until they heard 
with dread words yelled up the stairwell: 
  
“Potter! Malfoy! Get down here and get to work!” 
  
Draco froze. “What does that cow want now?” 
  
Harry pressed his forehead against the door. “We’d better go.” 
  
“Fuck that!” 
  
“I’d rather you fuck me at the moment, but we’ll get into trouble if we don’t go now.” 
  
Draco pulled out of Harry roughly and Harry rested against the door before leaning down to drag his 
underpants and trousers back in place. When they were both dressed they looked at one another’s 
crotch. Their erections were obvious. “What are we supposed to do about these?” 
  
“Potter! Malfoy!” 
  
The sound of Aunt Petunia’s shriek did more than ice water for their collective problem, and they 
were soon stomping down the stairs. “Yes, Aunt Petunia. What is it?” 
  
“The back garden,” she said snippily without looking at either of them as she scrubbed the kitchen 
counter of unseen and probably harmless germs. “The lawn needs mowing and the hedges 
trimming. Get to it.” 
  



Harry was used to this and he immediately headed for the shed in the back. Draco tagged along at a 
much slower pace. Harry dragged out the mower and checked the tank for petrol and flipped a few 
switches. Draco watched him aghast. “They really do treat you like a house elf. You mean 
you know how to do this?”  
  
“I’ve been doing it for years. All my life, it seems.” 
  
“But…but…” 
  
“What, Malfoy? Just because I do a little manual labor doesn’t mean you can fall apart. It isn’t the 
end of the world.” 
  
“What is that?”  
  
Harry sighed and straightened. “It’s a petrol-powered Muggle machine for cutting grass.” 
  
“Well, I’m not touching that!” 
  
“No, I am. You’d probably cut your feet off. You, my man, will trim the hedges.” 
  
“I’ll what?” 
  
Harry handed him a large pair of clippers and Draco merely stared at it. 
  
“Oh,” said Harry, grabbing a pair of garden gloves and handing them to Draco. “Better use these. I 
wouldn’t want those perfect Malfoy hands to get blisters.” 
  
Draco hadn’t moved even as Harry maneuvered the mower around him and out the door. Harry 
grabbed the starter and yanked and the mower roared to life. Draco had his wand out instantly and 
even screamed. 
  
Harry gave him a withering look. “Relax, Malfoy,” he said loudly over the motor’s growl. Draco slowly 
put his wand away and picked up the clippers and gloves that he dropped in his alarm. Harry 
pointed to the hedges in question. “Just clip them to even them out so they look perfectly vertical 
again, all right?” 
  
Draco held up the clipper with one hand as he slipped one of the gloves on, his face measuring his 
distaste. “With this?”    
  
“Well, what else? It’s not brain surgery.” 
  
“Where’s your disgusting cousin? Isn’t he going to do anything?” 
  
“Are you kidding? He never works around here.” 
  
“Then you’ve done this all by yourself all your life?” 
  
“I told you I have. Now get a move on. I’m sure she’s watching us from the house.” 



  
Draco held the clippers as if he’d never touched anything like it in his life—which was undoubtedly 
true. Harry pushed the mower forward and began the long strokes across the lawn in the precisely 
anal way that Uncle Vernon insisted on. 
  
Harry spared Draco a glance now and again and it infuriated how dumb Draco could be. He was 
clipping one little wayward branch at a time. At this rate he won’t be done till Christmas. He shook 
his head, and looked away. It wasn’t helping his humour at all to watch Draco timidly—and quite 
frankly a little gay about it—trim the hedges. 
  
Harry was finally done with the lawn and returned the mower to the shed. He came up behind 
Draco and huffed a breath. “What in the name of Merlin are you doing? It’s not that hard, Malfoy.” 
  
“I’m trying! It’s harder than it looks. Can’t I just use magic?” 
  
“NO! We can’t in a Muggle part of town.” He watched Draco a few more minutes and got angrier and 
angrier. “Look, it just isn’t that hard. Give it here.” And he snatched the clippers out of Draco’s 
hands. “You do it like this. You get a bunch at a time. It’s loads faster. Okay? Can you manage it?” 
  
Sulkily, Draco took back the clippers. “You don’t have to be nasty about it.” 
  
“If you take too long they’ll take it out on me. So just hurry up.” 
  
“I’m sorry. I’ve never been a Muggle. I’ll try harder.” His tone had softened, sounded chastened. 
Harry guessed that Malfoy never suspected it could get Harry into trouble. 
  
“Well…that’s okay.” He rested his hand on Draco’s shoulder. But what he really wanted to do was 
lean forward and kiss him. “The sooner we can get this done the sooner we can get to…other 
things.” 
  
Draco snapped his gaze at Harry and Harry could tell his meaning was clearly understood. 
  
Harry grabbed the rake and cleaned up the clippings. Draco was working faster and more efficiently 
by now, and Harry cleaned up the trimmings as well. Finally Draco was done and he followed Harry 
into the shed to put the tools away. Harry hung the clippers in the back and took some gloves for 
himself from a high shelf. They were Aunt Petunia’s gloves but he thought he’d rather risk her wrath 
than get mud up his fingernails. But as he was turning Draco was right against him and the shed 
door was swinging closed. “I believe we were interrupted earlier.” His hands were on Harry, gliding 
up over his shoulders and jamming his pelvis and his renewed erection against Harry’s thigh. 
  
“Draco! Are you mad! They’ll see us!” 
  
“No they won’t. I just checked. She's vacuuming the lounge and she’s got her duster out. She’ll be 
busy long enough. And Dudley isn’t home. How about it, Potter? A quick one in the shed?” 
  
“Well…” He was hot for Draco and they had been interrupted earlier. Draco smelled sweaty and 
suddenly it was very intoxicating. And Draco was already kissing him. His hands groped and fondled 
Harry’s crotch, teasing his slightly interested prick into full compliance. 



  
Draco undid Harry’s trousers and pulled them down then slipped his hand into his Y-fronts. “Oh my. 
Something fine in here.” His hand slithered from his front to his bum and squeezed. “I believe we 
were interrupted in the middle of a shag. Why don’t you turn around, Harry.” Harry moved unsteadily 
with his trousers around his knees, but as soon as his back was to Draco, Draco yanked his briefs 
down as well. Hands were smoothing and messaging his backside, prying open the cheeks to test 
the rosette of his entrance with a gentle finger. Harry moaned and pushed his arse outward and 
soon he felt Draco’s erection along his crack. He heard Draco spit into his hand, felt the spit on his 
hole, and then a cock was pushing its way home. Harry backed into it, helping. It was a delicious 
feeling to be so filled, so loved, so…so… dominated. Oh my God. Draco pounded relentlessly and 
even if Harry did have any objections—which he didn’t—they would certainly have gone unheeded 
at that moment. The spit wasn't quite enough lubricant, but Harry didn’t care. The burn was good, 
too, because it would be a reminder the rest of the day who he belonged to, and it helped pleasantly 
to make him forget his Muggle surroundings. 
  
“Potter! Malfoy!” 
  
Aunt Petunia shouted from the house. Draco sped up and came instantly, filling Harry with hot 
release. Harry spurted onto the shed’s floor and they separated as quickly as their weak limbs 
could manage, Draco incanting a Scourgify on the both of them as they reaffixed their trousers in 
place.  
  
Aunt Petunia threw the shed door open and glared at them. Draco had Harry around the neck in a 
chokehold and his other hand was curled into a fist ready to strike his face. Aunt Petunia assessed 
the situation and the minutest of smiles curved the outer corners of her mouth. “If you are done 
with the garden then the rubbish bins need emptying, Potter.” And she turned and left. Harry 
thought he heard the whisper of a giggle follow her. 
  
Draco released Harry and touched his neck. “I didn’t hurt you, did I?” 
  
“No. That was fast thinking, though.” 
  
“I can’t believe them. Are you sure she’s not related to Snape?” 
  
He gave a shudder. “I hope not.” 
  
He took Draco with him and showed him how to empty the house bins into the bigger bins outside 
and by then it was tea time. Draco made motions toward the kitchen but Harry held him back. 
“What are you doing?” he asked Draco. 
  
“I’m famished. I've never worked so hard in my life. I want some tea.” 
  
“Well, we don’t get tea. Not until they’ve done.” 
  
“What? Potter, you are something out of a bloody fairytale. It’s pathetic.” 
  
Harry hadn't realized until the last few years how pathetic his life had been, never having a basis of 
comparison before until going to Hogwarts. That people had tea together as a family, not leaving the 



youngest to last; that people didn’t order the smallest in the house to do the heaviest jobs; that 
ordinary families—even wizard ones—loved and cherished their family members. But Draco didn’t 
have to rub his nose in it. He scowled. “That’s just the way things are around here, all right? I didn’t 
make the rules. Besides, I don’t really want to sit with them anyway.” 
  
“And is there anything left after that mountain Dudley gets done with it?” 
  
Harry twirled the edge of his large tattered t-shirt in his fingers. “Mostly, no.” 
  
“This is rubbish!” Draco pushed the kitchen door open and a surprised Aunt Petunia whirled around 
to face him. Draco looked around and saw two plates of sandwiches; one for Aunt Petunia and the 
other presumably for Dudley. It was piled the highest. “Where’s ours?” 
  
Petunia looked from Draco to Harry, where her horsy face drew down to its most pinched 
expression yet. “As Harry plainly knows, we do not have tea together.” 
  
Harry raised his chin defiantly. “And I don’t want to have tea with you.” 
  
She slammed down her spoon on the counter. “You will watch your manners, young man!” 
  
“Manners?” quipped Draco. “He’s learned precious few of those here. He’s got natural manners, 
apparently. Even though he’s a git, he’s a more polite one than you lot.” Dudley burst in and looked 
around. 
  
“What are you two doing in here? Wizards aren’t allowed in the kitchen when Mum is cooking. Dad 
said so.” 
  
“Tell you what, Dudley,” sneered Draco, pulling his wand. Dudley cringed back. “The wizards are 
leaving the kitchen just as soon as we get our tea. Stupify!”  Both Dursleys suddenly sank to the 
floor in a heap. 
  
Harry’s heart gave a lurch. That’s done it. The owls would arrive any second. “Draco, you idiot!” 
  
Draco snatched the plates of sandwiches and headed for the table in the dining room. “Grab the 
tea, won’t you, Harry?” 
  
Without realizing he did it, Harry brought the tea pot to the table and set it down. He slid into his 
chair, stunned. “We’ll be expelled, you know. They might even break our wands. Then what will we 
do when Voldemort comes to call?” 
  
Draco got the rest of the tea things and began to pour for Harry, who sat limp in his chair. “They 
won’t do anything of the kind. Dumbledore will see to that. Besides, we can tell them that the 
Muggles were trying to starve us. Which they have been. Go on. Eat. Drink your tea. You’ll feel 
better. Sugar, Harry?” 
  
Draco made up a nice cup for Harry with sugar, milk, and a bit of lemon, and slid the saucer toward 
him. He grabbed a sandwich and gobbled it down. “Mmmm. I was starved,” he said, mouth full. 
  



Harry still sat looking alternately at his tea and the window, waiting for that owl. But as the time 
ticked by, none came. Finally, reluctantly he picked up his cup and slurped a bit of tea. Then he 
tentatively hoisted a sandwich, looked back at the frozen form of Aunt Petunia and Dudley and bit 
into the food. He’d never had a proper tea at Privet Drive before. He turned and gave Draco a timid 
smile. “This is the first time I’ve had hot tea here,” he told him. 
  
Draco gave him a sympathetic look, but before he lowered his cup, his eyes shot venomously at the 
Dursleys. 
  
They ate all they could, leaving only two sandwiches. Draco levitated the dirty plates and cups back 
to the kitchen. He lifted his wand toward the frozen Dursleys but before he could restore them, 
Harry stayed his hand. “Um…Draco. Before you do that, I have an idea. It’s something I’ve been 
thinking about since Dumbledore suggested you come to stay. Er…” He leaned over and whispered 
in Draco’s ear. Draco’s eyes widened and he giggled. 
  
“Potter, you are positively wicked. What excellent revenge!” He took Harry’s hand and they left the 
kitchen and went into the foyer. “So?” said Draco. “Is that it?” 
  
Harry nodded and undid the lock to the tiny cupboard under the stairs. He opened the door and 
marveled at how small a place it really was. His anger rumbled but when he thought of what he and 
Draco were about to do under there, the bad emotions were replaced with a good amount of lust. 
He lifted his wand. In for a knut, in a for a galleon. “Scourgify!” He felt a little sorry for the spiders. 
They did keep him company in there. The little mattress was still there, and his former shelves were 
empty. “Home sweet home,” he said, urging Draco inside. 
  
Draco poked his head in and gasped. “Bloody Muggles! Even I wouldn’t have thought to do this to 
you. Well…I might have.” He squeezed in and shut the door. He whispered a Lumos and put his 
wand on a high shelf, bathing the small space in an eerie blue light. He looked at Harry. His eyes 
were shining. “You sure you want to do this here?” 
  
“I didn’t have that bad of a time of it in here, really,” he said, surprised at himself. “At least I was 
alone. I just didn’t like being locked in at night, especially if I woke up early and had to go to the loo.” 
  
Draco curled his hands into fists. “Promise me you’ll let me hex them when we leave.” 
  
“No, Draco. No hexing.” He moved closer even though they were close already in the cramped 
space. He wound his arms around Draco’s neck and leaned in to press a kiss on his lips. “You’re so 
amazingly sexy. And I want to shag you so badly.” 
  
Draco unbuttoned his trousers and pulled down the zip. “Then you shall, my Harry.” He wriggled out 
of his trousers and pants and turned his arse toward Harry’s eager hands. Harry groped Draco’s 
bum, running fingers up and over the white slope of his backside and then trailing gently into the 
crack. Draco moaned and opened his legs. Harry lowered his hands to Draco’s sac and he cupped it 
and rolled the testicles in his fingers. Draco wriggled more and eased his arse back toward Harry 
seductively. 
  
Harry didn’t want to wait. “Accio lube!” The jar of lubricant stashed in Harry’s room whistled in the 
air and slipped through the crack in the open door and into Harry’s hand. He juiced up his prick and 



Draco’s entrance and tossed the jar aside. He knelt up behind Draco, took his prick in hand, and 
aimed at his tiny hole. He pushed and thought for a moment it wouldn’t enter, but finally it breached 
the tight muscle. Draco jerked from the intrusion and made a grunting noise, but Harry was in bliss. 
Draco’s body swallowed him in indescribably tight warmth, and the more Harry pushed, the hotter 
and tighter it was. His flesh was engulfed in something pulsing and alive, something deep and 
cradling. He arched his back into it, not moving, just relishing the feeling. No wonder Draco liked 
this so much. He took a deep breath and then asked, “You okay, Draco?” 
  
Draco nodded and wiggled his arse again to let Harry know. Harry reached down and found Draco’s 
erection. Yep. Things must be going all right. Now. To find Draco’s prostate and get things rolling. 
  
Harry began to move. He eased out a bit and slid back in. Oh! That was brilliant! Better than Draco’s 
hand. Even better than Draco’s mouth. He repeated that and heard himself groan. But he aimed 
upward and tried to find that spot that would make Draco insane and when he pulled out and dove 
in at that angle, he thought he’d found it. Draco gasped and reared up. Yep. That was it, all right. 
  
He kept pace at that spot and soon Draco was moaning and begging. Harry returned his hand to 
Draco’s cock and he shagged him while jerking his prick in his hand. His balls slapped Draco’s as he 
upped the rhythm, feeling the surge of heat and pleasure wizen up his balls and climb up his belly. 
Finally, he couldn’t hold it back and he shot his load into Draco, pumping at him furiously until every 
drop was spent. Draco hurtled toward orgasm soon after, soaking the old mattress and his chest 
with cum. 
  
Draco’s knees gave out and he collapsed with Harry crumpling on top of him. They lay that way, 
simply breathing until Draco said, “That was great, Harry. You feel good inside me.” 
  
“I liked it, too. But even so. I think I like it better when you shag me.” 
  
“You are such a bottom, Potter. I knew it.” 
  
“So shut up, already.” He giggled and kissed the back of his neck. His flaccid cock slipped out of 
Draco and Draco sat up. He twisted around and kissed Harry, licking his lower lip and taking it 
gently between his teeth. Harry sighed and sucked Draco’s tongue into his mouth. They kissed for a 
moment before drawing apart. Draco Scourgified them again and they dressed and crept out. 
  
“You don’t think they heard us, do you?” 
  
Draco shook his head as they re-entered the kitchen. “No. They’re Stupefied. Shall I wake them or 
shall we have another go in the lounge?” 
  
Harry cast a glance at the clock. It was later than he thought. Uncle Vernon might be home soon. 
“No. We’d better not.” 
  
Draco shrugged indifferently, raised his wand, and said, “Finite Incantatem!” 
  
Aunt Petunia and Dudley were both surprised to find themselves in a heap on the floor. They quickly 
got to their feet. Petunia was fuming. “Just wait until your uncle finds out what you’ve been doing! 
We will make certain you are expelled from that freak school!” 



  
“Save your breath,” said Draco wearily, twirling his wand in his hand purposely so Dudley could see 
it. “There’s no way the Ministry would dare expel Harry Potter. He’s going to be a big hero, you know,” 
he said to her, leaning in. “He’s the one who’s going to rid the world of You-Know-Who. Though I 
don’t suppose you know who that is.” 
  
Aunt Petunia’s eyes widened. “What?” 
  
Harry remembered that she did indeed know who Voldemort was. She had mentioned it that day 
that he and Dudley were attacked by Dementors. But he didn’t expect this reaction—even though 
he was a little annoyed with Draco for mentioning anything about it at all. 
  
“Yes. The big hero. Destined to slay the demon. All that. Didn’t you know that about your little Harry 
here? Haven’t you wondered why they keep him so safe all the time? Didn’t you wonder why 
Dumbledore didn’t put him into a nice wizard home to foster him where he would have been loved 
and appreciated? I certainly did before I found out.” 
  
Harry stared at Draco. Of course he would have known. No doubt his father imparted that 
information about the Propehcy to him—before he was sent to Azkaban, that is. 
  
Aunt Petunia remained speechless. Dudley wanted to say something but the confusion on his 
mother’s face made him keep his mouth shut as well. 
  
The silence was becoming uncomfortable. Harry tugged on Draco’s shirt. “We’re going back to my 
room to study,” he said, not looking at her. They tromped up the stairs and closed the door to 
Harry’s room. They sat on the bed together. Draco took Harry’s hand in his and leaned against him. 
  
“You didn’t have to say all that,” said Harry. 
  
“I wanted to impress them. They think you’re not important but you are. You’re probably the most 
important wizard there is, next to Dumbledore. And you’re the most important wizard there is…to 
me.” 
  
Harry squeezed Draco’s hand. “Funny, isn’t it? A year and a half ago, all of this, my life, would be just 
the thing to tickle you pink. All my humiliation. And I would have wanted nothing more than to see 
you suffer. But here we are.” 
  
“Yes. Here we are.” 
  
A pause. “You know, that Voldemort stuff—” and he snorted at Draco’s cringing at the name—“I 
know I’ll have to face him. But…there isn’t much chance I’ll succeed, you know.” 
  
He turned to Harry. “Don’t say that! I know you will.” 
  
He shook his head. He wanted Draco to understand. He wanted more than anything for him to at 
least hear him out, because he never could voice it to Ron or Hermione. “Draco. I want you to know 
that this time I’ve spent with you has been the absolute happiest of my life. I want you to know that 
before…before it’s too late—” 



  
“Harry! Stop saying that.” 
  
“It’s true. You really don’t expect me to survive another confrontation with Voldemort, do you? I’ve 
been lucky so far. But it’s bound to run out. He knows my weaknesses. He knows my knowledge of 
magic is limited. He’s going to get me in the end. But I promise you, I will do my best to take him 
down with me.” 
  
“But Harry.” Draco’s voice was strained, as if he was on the verge of tears. “I have plans for you. 
When we get out of school.” 
  
Harry smiled indulgently and leaned into Draco. Draco settled back against the headboard and 
pulled Harry closer, his arm around his waist. “Oh? Tell me.” 
  
“Well, I thought we’d get a flat together in London. We’d go to some gay clubs so I can show you off. 
We’d go to dinner at all the elegant restaurants and I’d take you shopping to get you some decent 
clothes. Everyone would envy us. We’d be the most gorgeous couple to come along in wizardry for 
quite a while.” 
  
“And what else?” 
  
“We’d throw fabulous parties and we wouldn’t invite any of those gits from the Ministry.” 
  
“Ron’s dad works at the Ministry. And I know some cool Aurors. I’d like them to come.” 
  
“Oh, all right. A select list. It would be the envy of the Wizarding world. Draco Malfoy and Harry 
Potter’s parties would be legend.” 
  
Harry giggled. “And then what?” 
  
“Well. After a few years I’d take you to a nice quiet little bistro, I’d take your hand, and I’d ask you to 
marry me.” 
  
Harry sat up and stared at him. 
  
“You’d say ‘yes’ of course,” Draco continued. 
  
“You—you’d want to marry me?” 
  
“Yes. Without a doubt. I can’t imagine me with anyone else. No one would ever measure up.” 
  
Harry was stunned. And incredibly flattered. “Really?” 
  
His hand cupped Harry’s cheek, his thumb caressing. “Yes.” 
  
“Wow. I never really thought about it. Haven’t thought beyond Voldemort.” 
  



“Well you must!” Draco said harshly, and then settled back again, trying his best to compose his 
features. “Think beyond it, Harry. That will give you the strength and courage you need. I know it 
will.” 
  
Harry sat against Draco, just feeling his heartbeat, his warmth, his hand gently stroking his arm. 
Draco wanted to marry him! No one had ever shown the slightest romantic interest in him except for 
Cho Chang and that had ended disastrously. He felt a little light-headed. Surely this was one of the 
greatest moments of his life. Abruptly, he turned to face Draco. “I love you. And I can’t imagine 
being with anyone else either. When that day comes and we are at that romantic bistro, my answer 
will be ‘yes’.” He kissed Draco, kissed and kissed him, and then settled his head on his chest, and 
they sat that way for the better part of the day. 
  
* * * 
  
The rest of the summer was spent in chores, escaping Privet Drive for walks, and studying. He 
delayed writing to his friends. He didn’t quite know what to say. He waited all summer, in fact, and 
when he did sit down to write his letters it was very hard. He’d lied to his friends for over a year. 
Well, not exactly lied but not exactly told them the truth either. But it was time to come clean and 
even though he had talked to them quickly about it at Hogwarts they hadn’t really had a heart to 
heart. So he screwed up his courage, and while Draco was reading his Transfiguration texts while 
lying on Harry’s bed—and a gorgeous sight he was—Harry pulled out parchment and ink and set to. 
  
Dear Ron, 
  
I miss the Burrow and wish I could have come this year but as you know Dumbledore nixed that 
idea. So. I guess you’re wondering about all this. I hope you’ve had a bit of time to think about it and 
decided that having a gay best friend was all right. I still want to be friends, you know. And just for 
the record, I never thought about you in that way, so you can stop fussing about that. 
  
I know we all hated Draco for years. I know I did. But…well. He’s really quite different once you get to 
know him. The real Draco, that is. He postures and struts a lot, I know, but it’s all because of his 
upbringing. He’s really an okay bloke. Really. And…well. I really, really like him. Damn, this is so 
much rubbish. Okay. I actually really love him. You can make all your faces now, because when I 
see you at school I’d rather not suffer them, all right? And he really loves me. So it’s different now. 
He’s our friend and ally. So please, please, PLEASE treat him nicely. Things haven’t gone well for 
him. I know we all wanted his dad to pay and he has in Azkaban, and his mother—well. No love lost, 
you know. But he’s in danger and they don’t have any money anymore and you can imagine what 
that’s done to his ego. So if you can’t do it for him at least do it for me. 
  
The Dursleys have absolutely hated having another wizard here and that in itself has been worth it, 
but Draco isn’t afraid to use magic on them. I don’t know how he’s getting away with it but I’m not 
doing anything to stop it. 
  
I got your birthday card and present. Thanks! We’ve only got a fortnight left till school. Dumbledore 
won’t let us go to Diagon Alley so I won’t be seeing you until we get to the train station so I’ll see you 
then. Thanks for being a friend about this. 
  
Yours, 



Harry 
  
  
He read the letter over again and felt satisfied he’d cover all he needed to. He took out another 
parchment and began to write. 
  
  
Dear Hermione, 
  
Well, we’ve only got a fortnight left till school and I just wanted to explain things a bit more from our 
hurried conversations at Hogwarts. Draco and I are doing fine at the Dursleys, especially after Draco 
hexed them a bit. Before you go off screaming, NOTHING HAPPENED! The Ministry is strangely quiet 
about it all. I suspect it has something to do with Dumbledore. I suppose you heard about our little 
excursion to Diagon Alley. We both got Howlers for that. (I KNOW. I can hear you say it.) But it’s 
terribly boring here. And poor Draco. He’s never done chores in his life but he’s bearing up. The best 
part is that they think Draco and I hate each other so they’ve put him in my room! 
  
I hope you won’t feel too weird about all this. I think girls cope better about this than boys do (I didn’t 
tell Ron we were sharing a room so I don’t think it a good idea to tell him). But actually, it’s been 
bloody marvelous. Draco really loves me, you know. He’s really sweet. You wouldn’t have guessed it 
from what we knew of him, but he’s got a pretty vulnerable side to him. He’s never mean to me 
anymore and he’s really loving in bed. Um…I hope you don’t mind my saying that. I’m sort of 
bursting to share it with someone. I’m sure you could talk to Ginny about it. She’d understand. I’ve 
never had feelings like these. I suddenly feel like this is the way people are supposed to feel all the 
time. Do you think so? You really should make a move on Ron, you know. He might never get round 
to it and it would be a shame, since you both like each other. I don’t think I’m telling tales out of 
school about this, you know. Everyone knows. 
  
Speaking of school, how do you think everyone will react when we get back? Do you think Gryffindor 
will be okay with it? I’m not looking forward to finding out. It’s the best thing that’s ever happened to 
me amongst all the rest and I really hope that at least my house would be understanding. Maybe 
you could help? I don’t know how. 
  
Did you see the Prophet? I just about had puppies. I was so angry. Poor Draco. You know that the 
Ministry has seized their vaults, right? I know you’re thinking ‘good for them’ but it’s really devastated 
Draco. So maybe he deserves it for all those years of being nasty, but things are different now. 
  
Well, I guess I’d better sign off now. Hedwig is getting nervous. Thanks for my birthday present. See 
you in a fortnight. 
  
Yours, 
Harry 
  
  
He tied the scrolls to Hedwig’s leg and she gave a satisfied hoot before launching out the window. 
  
“Writing to your friends?” 
  



Harry turned. Draco was looking at him with a closed expression. 
  
“Yeah. Just wondering what their thinking about all this.” 
  
“Wondering if they’re still your friends?” 
  
Harry looked back at the window, watching Hedwig get smaller. “Maybe a little. But I’m pretty sure 
they’ll be okay with it. They’ve had a whole summer to stew.” Harry lifted the extra parchment. “Is 
there anyone you want to write to? There’s plenty of parchment here and your owl looks bored.” 
  
“No,” he said, returning to his book. “I don’t have any friends.” 
  
“Yeah, you do. There’s Parkinson, and Zabini, and of course, who could forget the inimitable Crabbe 
and Goyle?” 
  
“Zabini doesn’t want to have anything to do with a queer and Crabbe and Goyle’s parents told them 
to stay away from me.” 
  
Harry sunk to the edge of the bed. “Why didn’t you tell me?” 
  
He shrugged. “Nothing you could do about it.” 
  
“But Draco.” He scooted closed to lay a hand on Draco’s fingers curled around the book’s spine. 
“You can tell me that stuff. I want to share with you.” 
  
“I don’t need to ‘share’, Potter. I’m used to going it alone.” 
  
“But you’re not alone. I’m here.” 
  
He gave a sad smile. “Not with this.” 
  
“Well what about Parkinson. She’s a girl. Girls are better with this than boys.” 
  
“She thought we were a couple. It was a little devastating, this news.”    
  
“Oh.” Harry merely sat, not knowing what else to say. “Will you be okay?” 
  
He smiled a genuine smile at Harry. “With you? Yes.” 
  
  
* * * 
  
September the first came and Harry and Draco packed their trunks and dragged them downstairs, 
awaiting Vernon Dursley to take them to the train station. Harry’s corpulent uncle took his time, 
puttering around the house so they would leave at the very last minute. 
  



He made them load their own trunks in the boot and they all rode in silence to King’s Cross. Once 
they arrived and Harry and Draco pulled their trunks from the car and set their owl cages on top, 
Draco turned to Vernon. 
  
“Well, I can’t say it was a pleasure because you are the most disagreeable Muggles I ever hope to 
meet. I also guess this is goodbye for Harry. I can’t see that he’ll ever care to darken your door again 
after his last year of school. He’s officially an adult wizard at seventeen, you know.” 
  
“So you said,” sneered Uncle Vernon. “And good riddance to you, Potter. You’ve been nothing but 
trouble the day you were dumped on our doorstep.” 
  
“Harry,” said Draco, turning to him. “Do you have anything to say to your uncle in parting?” 
  
Harry could think of a lot of things, but he was too polite to say. “Nope. Not a thing.” 
  
“Not even ‘thanks’?” snarled Uncle Vernon. “You ungrateful little hooligan!” 
  
Harry turned back at that. “Ungrateful? Okay. Thanks. Thanks for putting a roof over my head. 
Thanks for giving me scraps to eat. Thanks for never buying me any new clothes to wear or for 
showing me not one bit of kindness let alone love. Thanks for being complete gits for sixteen years. 
Is that grateful enough for you?” 
  
Harry turned away disgustedly to grab his trunk but Draco held him back. “Wait, Harry. I’d like to say 
good-bye as well. Mr. Dursley. I believe you were under the wrong impression about Harry and me. I 
think I left you with the false idea that I hated him. Well, let me show you exactly how we spent the 
summer.” He grabbed Harry by his lapels and dragged him in for a wet, sloppy kiss, with plenty of 
tongue all over Harry’s mouth. Harry snorted his laughter under the assault and even though it was 
a bit embarrassing in the car park in front of Muggles staring at them, it was every bit worth it to see 
the look on Uncle Vernon’s face. “Oh yes,” Draco went on when they finally tore apart. “We carried 
on all over that house, not just in Harry’s bedroom. There was the garden shed, of course, the 
broom cupboard, the lounge when you weren’t at home. And if I were you, I’d give your dining room 
tablecloth an extra special wash. We got pretty messy on that. Come along, Harry.”         
  
Harry smiled at Uncle Vernon’s stark, white face and shrugged before he followed Draco to the 
platform, lugging his trunk. Whatever the school year held, whatever the future had in store, he 
knew he could live off the shock and disgust he saw on his uncle’s face for years to come.    
  
  
The End 
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Part One: Term of Endearment 
  
Harry looked back at Uncle Vernon still seething in the car park and hurried to catch up to Draco to 
find some trolleys. 
  
Harry couldn’t catch his breath. With Draco in front and Uncle Vernon behind him, he couldn’t help 
but feel that he was entering into new and unmarked territory. He felt very free in that instant. And 
not a little scared. But Draco had made all those plans for when they left Hogwarts, plans Harry 
never dared dream before with the threat of Voldemort hanging over his head. How could he even 
begin to imagine what life could be like without that threat? And here was Draco in love with him. 
Hell, he even wanted to marry him! Stupid, awkward, Harry Potter, who’s only moments of grace 
were on a broomstick. Or were they? He felt pretty elegant being shagged by Draco. They seemed to 
move so well together. Maybe it was Draco. Now he was graceful. Harry loved watching him do just 
about anything: shower, undress, wank...small repertoire to be sure, but it still proved Draco was 
more graceful. 
  
“Hurry it up, Potter. That slag uncle of yours made us late.” 
  
Harry gripped the trolly’s handle and ran. They got to the wall between platforms nine and ten and 
hurtled through. Harry could breathe again once safe on Platform 9 ¾. He was home. In the 
Wizarding world. Safe. At least it felt that way. 
  
They left their luggage with the porter and he and Draco grabbed their owl cages and walked along 
the train. Neither spoke. They hadn’t discussed what they would do once on the train but now it was 
looming up in Harry’s mind. Would Draco split off and leave him. He really wanted to sit with Draco 
all the way to Hogwarts. Maybe hold his hand. Maybe snog if no one was in their compartment. But 
it wasn’t likely they would be alone.  
  
They boarded and Draco searched for an empty compartment. He poked his head into one and 
found a small first year. The tiny wizard looked up at Draco. 
  
Draco sneered. “Get out!”         
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It was all the boy needed. He was up and out the door before Harry could say a word. Draco set his 
owl cage on the seat beside him and motioned for Harry to come in. 
  
“You’re not sitting with Slytherins?” 
  
“Who would I sit with?” 
  
That was true. Crabbe and Goyle had issues with Draco’s sexual orientation and the rest knew he 
foiled it with Voldemort by taking up with the Boy Who Lived. He had nowhere to go. 
  
Harry slid onto the seat and gazed at his lover. They’d been together for the last two summers and to 
Harry, it was heaven. To love someone and have them love him back! He’d never felt this happy 
before. 
  
“You’re a Prefect, you know. You shouldn’t have done that.” 
  
“Who’s he going to complain to?” He gazed back at Harry and smiled. But soon the smile faded as 
his eyes clouded. “What do you suppose will happen when we get to school?” 
  
Harry shrugged. “I don’t know. But whatever happens, we’ll face it together, won’t we?” 
  
Draco tried a smile again but he wasn’t too successful. “Yeah. I guess so.” 
  
“We’ll go to our spot as often as you like,” he said, trying to reassure the blond. Their ‘spot’ was the 
Shrieking Shack. Harry had fixed it up and Draco called it their love nest. Harry supposed it was. 
After all, it was the place they could make love. Or at least have a good loud shag.  
  
The door slid open and Hermione and Ron stepped through. “Hi, Harry,” said Ron. He turned toward 
Draco. “And...er...Malfoy.” 
  
Everyone froze, staring at the other. 
  
“This is perfectly ridiculous,” said Hermione, setting Crookshanks down while Pig whirled about in 
his cage. She rearranged the cages, grabbed Harry’s hand, and pulled him up. “You sit there next to 
Draco. And I’ll sit there next to Ron. You’re not the only one to hook up, you know.” 
  
Ron blushed but sat where Hermione directed. When she sat beside him Ron took her hand, rather 
guiltily Harry thought. 
  
But wait. He was holding her hand? 
  
“Hey!” said Harry. “Are you two...?” 
  
“Well, well,” said Draco, leaning back. “So the Weasel and the Mu—M-Muggleborn are finally a 
couple. I think I’m going to be ill.” 
  
“You’re a fine one to talk,” spat Ron. “The mere thought of Harry soiling his hands with your like...” 
  



“Oh, much more than his hands, Weaselby.” 
  
Harry elbowed Draco hard. “Draco!” 
  
“Ouch! All right, all right.” 
  
“And he's right,” said Harry. “You are one to talk. Now can’t we all be civil? I mean, we all know 
where we stand, right?” Harry’s cheeks burned. It was one thing writing it in a letter, but another 
thing facing his friends again. After all, he pretty much told them what he and Draco got up to. 
  
His friends blushed, too. Everyone but Draco, it seemed. His blond lover looked out the window as 
the train lurched to a start and pulled slowly away from the station with a belch of billowing steam. 
  
“So!” said Harry. He hoped this wasn’t a precursor of the rest of his year. He couldn’t stand it if 
everyone began treating him oddly. “Maybe we should just clear the air.” 
  
Draco didn’t turn back but continued to stare through the glass. “Why?” 
  
“Because! I want my best friends and my—my boyfriend to get along.” 
  
Ron made a little choking sound and Harry shot him a withering glance. 
  
“Yes, Harry’s right,” said Hermione. “It’s time. Draco, I think it’s perfectly all right for you and Harry 
to be together. As long as you’re good to him and treat him fairly. You haven’t got a very good record 
for that.” 
  
“I’m not the one who told, you know. I was perfectly content to keep it to ourselves.” 
  
“It couldn’t stay that way forever,” muttered Harry. 
  
“No. Not with Big Mouth Potter spreading it around to all his little Veritaserum-swilling friends.” 
  
“Ginny apologized for that, okay? Can we drop it?” 
  
“Merlin’s balls, you both sound just like Ron and Hermione. It’s disgusting!” Ginny let the door slam 
back and looked around. “Room for one more?” 
  
“Oh God! It’s a Gryffindor reunion.” 
  
“And ‘hi’ to you, too, Malfoy.” She sat, scrunched next to Hedwig’s cage. 
  
Draco said nothing, but folded his arms over his chest. Harry couldn’t believe he was still sulking 
over Ginny’s accidental slip about them. Harry was fine with it. After all, it allowed Draco to spend 
the summer with him, and he had had the best summer ever with Draco shagging him every night. 
  
“You’re a free man, aren’t you, Harry?” said Ginny, leaning toward him. “Free of the Muggles, right?” 
  
Harry smiled. Finally. “Yeah. And it feels great!” 



  
“Aren’t you a little worried, though?” said Hermione. Her brow furrowed under her wild hair. “I 
mean, that was your protection from You-Know-Who. Now all you’ve got is Hogwarts.” 
  
“But I like Hogwarts,” said Harry. 
  
“Yeah,” said Ron, glaring at Malfoy warily, “even though You-Know-Who was able to get to you there 
twice. Three times if you count that trip to the Ministry.” 
  
Harry shrugged that off. “Those were the odd instance. He’s a fully human Wizard again. He can’t 
get in the ways he did before and I won’t fall for that dream thing again.” 
  
“Yeah. About that.” Hermione drummed her fingers on her thigh. “How do you suppose he was able 
to survive all this time?” 
  
“In my Hogwarts letter, Dumbledore said he had some things to tell me this year. I think it’s about 
bloody time.” 
  
No one said anything. They sat in silence, until Draco crept his hand near Harry’s under the hem of 
his robe and slowly intertwined their fingers. Ginny noticed and Draco almost snatched his hand 
away if Harry hadn’t tightened his grip. He wanted to feel Draco right now, wanted to touch him, feel 
that reassurance. Somehow, he felt that his showdown with Voldemort was looming, that this 
would be the year. But Draco was still in danger now, too. The both of them were in the same boat. 
Alone. 
  
* * * 
 
 
They disembarked the train and walked a ways off the platform to climb into the carriages drawn by 
Thestrals. Harry saw Draco snatch glances at the other Slytherins studiously ignoring him. Harry 
held fast to Draco’s hand and led him quickly into a carriage, followed by Hermione, Ron, and Ginny. 
  
Draco looked at the surrounding Gryffindors and sneered. “I don’t need bodyguards.” 
  
“You might,” said Ginny. “And because it’s my fault, I’ll do my best for you.” 
  
“I don’t need the likes of you—” 
  
“I wouldn’t speak so soon, Draco,” said Harry. “She’s probably the best hexer in the school. 
Remember the bat boggies?” 
  
Draco scowled. “Intimately.” 
  
“And you just might need protection this year.” 
  
He crossed his arms sulkily over his chest. 
  



“Draco,” said Hermione leaning forward toward him. “It’s all right. Really. I know this is going to be a 
difficult year for you—” 
  
“Do you all mind just shutting up?” He turned toward the window and glared out of it, his face 
hidden by his almost white hair.      
  
Harry closed his mouth. There was no use trying to reason with him when he was in that kind of 
mood. He shrugged to his friends, and when they weren’t looking, he edged his thigh up against 
Draco’s and just kept it there. 
  
The carriages pulled up to the entrance of the castle and they all climbed out. They ascended the 
stairs to the Great Hall and walked in but that was where Draco hesitated. 
  
Harry looked at him worriedly but gestured for his friends to go on to their house table. “Draco,” he 
said quietly at his shoulder. “Just go. It will be all right. All the teachers are here. What can they do?” 
  
“You’d be surprised,” he muttered. But he moved in jerky steps anyway, knowing there was nothing 
else he could do. Harry watched him go all the way to the Slytherin table where no one made room 
for him. He finally found a space at the very end of a bench nearest the door. He slouched and had a 
miserable look on his face. 
  
Harry found his place between Ron and Ginny and couldn’t help looking back at Draco. 
  
The first years were paraded in and the Sorting began. Harry barely noticed. He clutched at a fork for 
something to do and slipped glances over his shoulder. 
  
“There's nothing you can do,” whispered Hermione across Ron. 
  
“I want to protect him,” said Harry. 
  
Ron winced. “I’m sure the git can take care of himself.” 
  
“Against all of Slytherin?” 
  
Ron tried on a sympathetic expression, but Harry knew he was having a hard time containing his 
pleasure at Draco’s plight. After all, Draco had never been very nice to Ron over the years. 
  
The Sorting seemed to go on forever. Not that Harry was hungry for the feast. His hunger had 
vanished the moment he looked at Draco. He just wanted the whole feast over with. 
  
Dumbledore made his announcements once the first years had all threaded to their new house 
tables. Harry barely heard them, until he mentioned Voldemort. 
  
“It would be foolish to assume that Voldemort will spare any part of the Wizarding world,” he was 
saying. “Do write to your parents often, and encourage them to be vigilant. We have taken every 
precaution to make Hogwarts a safe haven for you. It is, perhaps, the safest place of all for all of 
you.” 
  



Everyone was dead quiet. Dumbledore made a few more announcements about Quidditch and 
finally, the feast began. 
  
Ron dug in right away, but Harry just grabbed the first thing in front of him—a turkey leg—and 
absently put it on his plate. 
  
“You have to eat something, Harry,” said Hermione in that mother hen voice of hers. He had a hard 
time masking his annoyance at it. He didn’t really envy Ron. 
  
“I’m not hungry.” 
  
She shrugged, but surprisingly, Ron pursued it. “She’s right, mate. You need your strength. What if 
You-Know-Who makes an appearance?” 
  
Seamus, who was sitting across from them, suddenly stopped eating and looked up. “You don’t 
mean Dark and Scaly might drop into Hogwarts.” 
  
“Don’t be ridiculous,” said Hermione, cutting her meat daintily. “You heard Dumbledore. Hogwarts 
is the safest place in Britain.” 
  
Seamus continued chewing but now he was actively staring at Harry. “So, Harry,” he said, between 
chewing. “Is it still on with you and Malfoy?” 
  
Harry glared at him. “Yes, it’s still on.” 
  
“Oh. Well. Guess you must know something about him we don’t since we’ve all thought he was a 
right git since day one.” 
  
Harry supposed he did, too, until they both got involved in that quill pal thing and discovered that 
the other was gay. He pushed the mashed potatoes around on his plate, watching the gravy ooze 
over the broken dam. “He’s...still sort of a git. Sometimes. But he’s really nice to me now. We really 
get on well.” 
  
“I’ll bet,” piped in Dean Thomas. 
  
Harry felt his face flush and tightened his jaw. “Actually, yes. That too.”          
  
Dean fell silent and ducked down to his plate. Harry sighed. “Look. Okay. I’m gay. So is Draco. We 
have a physical relationship. End of discussion, all right?” 
  
“Okay, Harry,” said Neville, sitting next to Dean. “It’s not an issue with me. I’m just glad he makes 
you happy. He does, doesn’t he?” 
  
Harry gave him a smile. “More than you’ll ever know.” 
  
“Then that’s all that matters, right?” He looked at Dean and Seamus and Ron. 
  



The boys exchanged uncomfortable glances and finally shrugged. Hermione rolled her eyes. 
“Boys!” she muttered. 
  
Harry decided that he probably should eat something and the turkey leg was starting to look good to 
him. He picked it up, but just as he brought it to his mouth, a dark shadow suddenly loomed over 
the table. He didn’t need to look up to know who it was. 
  
“Potter,” said the disdainful voice of Severus Snape. “The headmaster wishes to see you after the 
feast. He must have a stronger digestive system than the rest of us to subject himself so.” He 
smiled. His yellow teeth gleamed malevolently. “At any rate, he wished me to also inform you to try 
the vanilla custard.”   
  
With that, Snape swept away with a flourish of robes. 
  
“How does he do that?” said Seamus, shaking his head. 
  
“What’s with the dessert recommendation?” asked Dean. 
  
“It’s the password to Dumbledore’s office,” said Hermione quietly. 
  
Oh. Harry hadn’t realized. Good thing Hermione was paying attention as usual. 
  
The feast seemed to go on forever, almost as long as the Sorting. Harry managed to eat a little, but 
he’d lost his appetite again with the message that he would be talking to Dumbledore. He hoped it 
was about some of those things he’d promised to talk about in his letters.     
  
Harry waved goodnight to his friends and headed up the stairs toward the Headmaster’s office. 
Everyone was heading to their common rooms for the night, and the halls were filled with the 
sounds of hundreds of feet stomping through corridors and up and down staircases. But as Harry 
walked on, the sounds diminished. Laughter, talking, all became muffled and finally silent. He 
walked along alone, his feet barely making a sound on the long stretches of carpet in the corridors. 
The stone cressets threw dancing firelight against the walls. 
  
Harry had grown used to odd shadows at Hogwarts, having been going to school with ghosts for the 
last six years. But something out of the corner of his eye wasn’t right. He continued walking but 
surreptitiously pulled his wand. All at once, he spun and aimed the lighted tip behind him. “Who’s 
there!” 
  
Draco shrank back. “Watch it, Potter! Put that thing away!” 
  
Harry said a quick “Nox,” and stuffed the wand back in his robes. “Draco! What are you doing here?” 
He didn’t wait. He walked up to the blond, put his arms around him, and kissed him. “I’ve been 
dying to do that all night.” 
  
Draco was distracted but he seemed to appreciate the intimate gesture. He rubbed Harry’s arm 
absently. “I was told that Dumbledore wanted to see me. What are you doing here?” 
  
Harry smiled. “Same thing.” 



  
“Oh. So we’re in trouble already. What’s wrong now? Can’t hold hands in train or something?” 
  
“I’m sure it’s nothing like that.” But Harry was now worried. What if Dumbledore told them they 
couldn’t fraternize anymore? What if he told them they couldn’t be boyfriends? He suddenly 
remembered their illegal entry into Diagon Alley that summer and Dumbledore’s angry Howler. His 
stomach felt ill and he walked forward slower than before. 
  
When they got to the gargoyle statue, Harry said—rather reluctantly, “Vanilla custard.” 
  
It slid aside revealing the griffin stair. 
  
They both stepped up onto the moving staircase and rode it to the top. Harry looked at Draco once 
before he knocked on the door. 
  
“Come!” said the familiar voice. 
  
Harry opened the door and led the way into the strange and grand study. Draco followed on his 
heels and they both sat in the chairs indicated by the old wizard. 
  
“Harry. Draco. How good of you to come at so late an hour. I regret that it is so late, but as you must 
suspect, the schedule of the first day of term is naturally crowded. So. How was your summer?” 
  
Harry’s grin was as wide as could be. “It was brilliant, sir! My best ever!” He looked at Draco to 
confirm this, but the blonde’s face was frowning. 
  
“It was all right,” he muttered. 
  
Harry stared at him openmouthed. What the bloody hell was wrong with him this time? Sometimes 
that man could be so infuriating.           
  
Dumbledore smiled kindly at Draco. “There are difficult times ahead, Mr. Malfoy. I’m sure you can 
also appreciate that sentiment.” 
  
“I’m living it.” 
  
“I have heard from your mother.” 
  
He jerked upright and slid to the edge of his seat. “How is she?” 
  
“She is very well. She misses you. I’m certain you can receive owls from her here as she was unable 
to send them to Privet Drive. We certainly didn’t want her owls traced.” 
  
Once Dumbledore said it, Harry realized for the first time that Draco had never received owls. He 
already knew his friends had deserted the Slytherin, but he had forgotten about his mother. 
  
“Can I see her?” 
  



Dumbledore’s eyes lowered. “I am afraid not. It would be most unsafe for her.” 
  
“But you said Hogwarts was the safest place to be.” 
  
“Only if she stayed. And I was unable to convince her to do so.” 
  
Draco slumped. He obviously missed his mother. Harry suddenly felt extremely selfish. He reached 
out and stroked the hand that was clutching the chair arm. His grey eyes looked up at Harry. At first 
they looked glossy, but as he watched they hardened, as they must have had to do many times 
before. 
  
“At least she can owl me,” he said. 
  
“Yes, indeed. But there are other matters we must discuss tonight. As you are also surely aware, it is 
still unsafe for you in Slytherin House. You are a Prefect and so I have made the unusual move to 
open up again the old Prefect rooms. The separate bathrooms for Prefects have been open for 
some time...as you both know,” and he sent a knowing look at Harry. 
  
Jeesh. Was there nothing that old man didn’t know about? 
  
“The Prefect rooms?” asked Draco. 
  
“Yes, at one time the Prefects also had their own rooms, but many years ago it was thought the 
privilege was too broad and they were closed up. I have chosen to reopen one...for you.”    
  
“Oh.” Draco didn’t seem to know what to do with this information. To Harry, it opened up a realm of 
possibilities. 
  
As if he were listening in on Harry’s thoughts—and perhaps he was—Dumbledore turned to Harry. 
“Now Mr. Potter, while Mr. Malfoy must stay in these rooms at night for his protection I have not 
made this decision lightly. The whole situation is still highly volatile. Do I have your word, Harry, that 
you will not sneak out of your dorm after curfew to...ah...visit...Mr. Malfoy?” 
  
Harry licked his lips. He stared straight into the headmaster’s light blue eyes with a lie poised on the 
tip of his tongue. But he knew it was useless. He really couldn’t lie to the man anymore and look 
him in the eye. “No, sir. I can’t promise that.” 
  
“Are you mental!” hissed Draco. “What’s the matter with you?” 
  
“I don’t like to lie, is all.” 
  
“Crikey, Potter! Get a clue. What’s a lie every now and again?” 
  
“Slytherin,” rasped Harry. 
  
“Gryffindork!” said Draco. 
  



“Gentlemen!” Dumbledore sat back. “I appreciate your honesty, Harry. It only convinces me that I 
must resort to something I wished not to have to do.” 
  
Harry’s heart hammered wildly in his chest. That’s done it. The headmaster would put some sort of 
impenetrable charm on Draco’s quarters. Or worse! On Draco himself! NO! He couldn’t do that to 
Harry. 
  
Harry canted forward. “Headmaster, please. Draco means so much to me now. We must be able to 
see one another.” He knew he sounded desperate. He was! 
  
Dumbledore shook his head. “Harry, you misunderstand me. I would never try to get in the way of 
your happiness. I know that you have had precious little of it. No, it has been a difficult choice to 
make. It is not something I would ordinarily sanction, you understand, but these are extraordinary 
circumstances. Both your lives are at stake and I cannot risk either of you. And the two of you are of 
age. And so. I have decided that Harry will be living in the same quarters with you.” 
  
Dead silence. Even Fawkes made no sound. 
  
Harry was the first to stir. “S-sorry. I don’t think I heard you correctly, sir.” 
  
Dumbledore sighed. “I cannot risk that you will be wandering about at Hogwarts at night, Harry. 
Something you have been wont to do, much to the consternation of our staff. Even as safe as 
Hogwarts is, there is still the possibility of...well. There are possibilities I do not wish to 
contemplate. The only solution was to make certain you would not be doing so...by setting you up in 
Draco’s room.” 
  
Draco stood up. “You’ve got to be kidding. Does my mother know this?” 
  
“I have told her, yes. She was not happy about it, but that is neither here nor there. She has agreed 
to it.” 
  
Draco slowly sat again as the immensity of Dumbledore’s proposal sunk in. He looked up at the old 
wizard. “You do know that Harry and I have sex together?”         
  
Harry choked. “Draco!” 
  
Dumbledore waved him off. “I suspected as much when I sent you to live with Harry this summer. I 
was convinced it was consensual.” He raised a brow to Harry. 
  
Harry nodded numbly. 
  
“As I said. However, this must be a secret between the two of you.” 
  
“How is that possible, sir?” asked Harry, surprised his voice had come back as swiftly as it did. “My 
housemates—” 
  



“Yes, yes. Your housemates. This is how it shall be. Any deviation from the plan will result in my 
rescinding this offer. And there will be stringent rules applied to the two of you. I trust you would not 
find that an appealing alternative.” 
  
“No, sir,” they echoed. 
  
“Harry, you will go to your common room at night as always. Even repair to your dorm room. But 
once there, you will Portkey to Draco’s room. No one but your dorm mates will know what you are 
doing. In the morning, you will Portkey back to the dorm. I trust your Gryffindor housemates can be 
trusted to keep a secret.” 
  
“Of course, sir. But...er...You see, it already looks as if I have enjoyed special privileges, and I don’t 
know if they’ll resent me for it.” 
  
“That is something you will have to work out on your own, Harry. Now. The question is, can they truly 
be trusted?” 
  
“If they thought my life depended on it.” 
  
“Indeed, it might. Everyone will think you are still in your dorm room. Both friends and foes. They 
won’t suspect that you and Mr. Malfoy are safe in a triple warded room.” 
  
He rose and Harry and Draco automatically followed suit. “The location of the Prefect rooms is next 
to the bathroom. It is hidden behind a tapestry. The door is invisible, but if you say the password 
‘Snickersnee’ it will reveal itself and open for you.” Dumbledore reached into his robes and pulled 
out a smooth round stone, similar to those found alongside the Black Lake. “Here, Harry. Keep this 
with you at all times. In an emergency, it will get you out of trouble. Don’t use it until you are in your 
dorm room. Your trunk is still there and I suggest you leave it there.” 
  
Harry took the stone, rubbed his thumb across it, and slipped it into his pocket. 
  
“And so gentlemen, good night. And...be good.” 
  
Dumbledore sat again and opened his book. They had obviously been dismissed and both boys 
turned and left the office. Once back in the corridor they looked at each other. 
  
“Is this a dream or something?” asked a dazed Draco. 
  
Harry shook his head. “I don’t know. It might be.” 
  
Harry felt a finger trace a gentle path over his face. “Can you feel that?” Draco asked softly. 
  
“Yes.” His heartbeat sped up. “Definitely.” 
  
Draco dropped his hand away. “Well. I guess I’ll be seeing you in a few minutes.” 
  
“Did you have to tell Dumbledore we were having sex?” 
  



“He isn’t an idiot, Potter. At least about this. I’m sure homosexuality existed even in his day.” 
  
“I know, but—” The memory of it flushed his face with heat. Draco reached over and kissed the 
embarrassment away. 
  
“And I want to continue with the sex,” said Draco with a wicked grin. “Don’t you?” 
  
Harry’s perplexed face finally changed to a happier one. “Yes. Of course.” 
  
“Then. Let’s go. The sooner you explain it to your dorm mates the better. I am positively dying to 
shag you.” 
  
Harry flushed again but not with embarrassment this time. He kissed Draco one more time before 
he ascended the stairs to Gryffindor, while Malfoy headed toward the Prefect’s room. 
  
Harry passed through the portrait hole and most everyone had gone off to bed. Hermione, Ron, and 
Ginny, however, were waiting for Harry by the fire. He stopped when he noticed them. He hadn’t 
expected this. He wasn’t certain if he was supposed to tell Hermione and Ginny, but somehow it 
didn’t seem right that he didn’t. 
  
They jumped up to greet him. “Harry!” said Hermione. “What did he say? Was it something 
important about You-Know-Who?” 
  
“Actually....” Harry settled into the sofa and watched them gather around him. He glanced once 
over his shoulder. “It wasn’t about that.” They sat on the sofa and on the hearth, leaning toward him. 
“This is, of course, confidential.” They nodded vigourously. “The headmaster is putting Draco in one 
of the Prefect rooms instead of having him go back to Slytherin.” 
  
“Prefect rooms?” Hermione’s face scrunched up in thought. “I remember reading about that 
in Hogwarts: A History. They closed them up because the school resented too many privileges for 
the Prefects and Head Boy and Girl. But they left the bathrooms open.” She shrugged. “I guess 
that’s sensible. He’ll be safe there. But Harry. You really mustn’t be sneaking off at night to meet 
with him. It isn’t safe.” 
  
“I know. Dumbledore thought so too. He asked me point blank if I intended on sneaking out to stay 
with Draco.” 
  
Ron cringed. Harry couldn’t tell if it was because of his sexuality, because he was talking about sex 
with Malfoy, or both. He ignored him. 
  
“And you told him you wouldn’t, of course,” she said sensibly. 
  
“Actually, I told him I would.” 
  
“What?” said Ginny a little too loudly so that the others had to shush her. 
  
“I couldn’t lie to him. I would. I want to be him. He's worth it—Crikey, Ron, give it a rest!” 
  



“Sorry.” Ron sat back, trying not to make more gurgling noises. 
  
“So,” Harry continued. “Dumbledore’s...well, he's letting me stay with Draco. So I don’t sneak out.” 
  
Silence. The flames crackled merrily in the hearth, but the Gryffindors said nothing. Harry’s hands 
were clammy and he wiped them down on his trousers. 
  
Finally, Hermione spoke up. “He’s actually allowing you to...I mean he's all right with...does he know 
what he's saying?” 
  
“Does he know what we do, you mean?” he asked, trying not to look at Ron. “Yeah. He’s got a pretty 
good idea. But he’d rather we were together than risk either of us sneaking about and getting hurt or 
caught or something.” He took the stone out of his pocket. “This is a Portkey. I’m supposed to go to 
my dorm as usual and only my dorm mates were to know what I was doing. Then I’d return by 
morning. Everyone would think I was still in my dorm, you see.” 
  
Hermione’s lips thinned in thought. “It’s clever, really,” she said at last. “It’s a good idea. You’d be 
safe. No one would know where you really were.” 
  
“But would the rest of that lot go for it?” asked Ginny. They suddenly twisted toward Ron. 
  
He looked back at them in turn. “Don’t look at me!” 
  
“Ron,” said Harry seriously. “How do you think Dean and Seamus would take this? I don’t worry 
about Neville. He’s all right about it. It’s about keeping me safe. Would they really see it that way? 
And they’ve got to keep it to themselves.” 
  
“Bloody hell, Harry. It’s Malfoy. That's the thing. If it were a girl—” 
  
“Malfoy, is it? It’d be okay if it were a girl?” Harry felt his face flushing with anger. 
  
“Well, not a Slytherin girl. It’s a lot of things.” 
  
“Just my life.” 
  
Ginny snorted. “Harry, if you were that concerned with your life then you’d be a good boy and stay in 
your dorm like you were told.”                                
  
He smoothed his countenance and glanced back at Ron. He’d been really mad at him, but Ginny 
was right. This whole issue wouldn’t come up if he could control his hormones and not be so 
selfish. “You’re right. I’ve got no business being mad at anyone. I’ll see if they want to go along with 
it. And if they don’t, I’ll just tell Draco it’s off. The Prefect thing, that is.” 
  
They all seemed to agree with that. Ron and Harry trudged up the stairs and said their goodnights to 
the girls. Now it was time to face his dorm mates. 
  
Harry watched them for a moment. Neville was carefully refolding his clothes in his trunk, putting 
them in order of how he dressed, y-fronts on top, robe at the bottom. Dean was attaching yet 



another Muggle football poster to the wall and Seamus was looking through a wizard wanking mag. 
Harry could just see the white skin of one of the girls waving seductively at Seamus’ wicked smile. 
  
“Hey,” said Harry. “I have something to tell you.” They stopped what they were doing and looked up, 
a little white-faced. If Harry had an announcement, it usually meant something to do with 
Voldemort. 
  
Sheepishly, Harry explained it again, trying to keep his face neutral under the gasps and grimacing 
of Seamus and Dean. 
  
“But if you lot think it’s too much to keep to yourselves, then I won’t do it. I mean, I’ve already gotten 
away with too much as it is.” 
  
“Too much,” echoed Seamus, throwing down his mag. “Too much, like having your parents killed, or 
living with those awful Muggles, or having You-Know-Who after your skin year after year. Sorry, 
mate, but if those are your ‘privileges’, I’ll skip them if that’s all the same to you.”  
  
Harry stared at him, surprised. Seamus had been absolutely stunned by his affair with Draco and 
had been one of the strongest objectors to it earlier. 
  
Seamus grinned awkwardly. “I’ve been thinking a bit about it, see. Thought you’d gone mental for 
sure when we found out about you and Malfoy. But hell, Harry. If the bastard makes you happy, who 
are we to take that away from you? I’m in.” 
  
Dean swallowed hard. He looked at his housemates in turn. Finally, he shrugged. “Hey, if Seamus is 
in--and he’s the biggest prat there ever was--then I guess I’m in, too.” 
  
Harry grinned from ear to ear. “Thanks, guys. I really appreciate it.” 
  
“At least Harry’s getting some,” said Seamus, flopping down on his bed and flipping through the 
pages again. “Not that we want to hear the details, mind. But at least one of ours is on the tally 
board.” 
  
“Yeah,” said Dean. “Most of us aren’t doing too well in that respect. Well, Ron and Hermione, I 
guess.” 
  
“Hey, watch your mouth,” said Ron, hands curling into fists. “I’m a perfect gentleman around 
‘Mione.” 
  
“Won’t let you in her knickers, eh mate?” laughed Seamus. 
  
Ron’s face reddened. “I’m going to bed,” he muttered. 
  
The rest laughed as Ron started disrobing, Harry among them. As they all went to their beds, Harry 
became more nervous. Especially as they were eyeing him. “Well,” said Harry after a while. He 
pulled the stone from his pocket. “I guess...I should go. Feels a little strange since...well....” 
  



“Since we all know what you’re going to be doing,” giggled Dean. “Crikey, Harry. If it were a girl we’d 
be cheering you on. Shows what a bunch of hypocrites we are.” 
  
“Not a bunch of hypocrites,” said Harry quickly. “Not really. Um...I mean, it’s probably hard getting 
used to my being gay, let alone Draco on top of that...er...I mean—” 
  
“Don’t want to know who’s on top, mate,” said Seamus, rolling his eyes. “Just go, already.” 
  
“Goodnight, Harry,” said Neville. “See you tomorrow.” 
  
“Yeah. Goodnight.” Harry felt a wash of affection for all of them. They were really his mates, all right. 
He held the stone and looked at it, muttering, “One...two...three!” A string hooked into his navel and 
grabbed him out of one reality and pulled him suddenly to another. The Gryffindor dorm 
disappeared around him and an arched room of dark greens and luxurious tapestries solidified 
around him...before he fell over onto the carpeted floor. 
  
“Graceful, Harry,” said the familiar voice. He looked up and smiled at Draco. 
  
“You could help me up.” 
  
Draco rolled his eyes and offered Harry his hand. “Took you long enough to get here. I thought you’d 
changed your mind, or something.” 
  
“Almost did. I was just being a typical Gryffindor and had to explain it to all of my friends.” 
  
“All of your friends? Dumbledore told you to just tell your dorm mates.” 
  
“Well. I couldn’t very well not tell Hermione and Ginny.” 
  
“Yes, you could have! Who else did you tell?” 
  
“No one. Just Neville, Ron, Seamus, and Dean. That’s it.” 
  
“And Hermione and Ginny. What part of ‘this is a secret’ don’t you get, Potter? Our lives are on the 
line here.” 
  
“Calm down, Draco. It’s all right. I told you. Don’t you believe me?” 
  
Draco was in full pouting mode. “You lie, you know. When you told Ginny last year—” 
  
“Are you ever going to get over that? Shit, Draco. It’s done with. Over. Get a grip.” 
  
This was getting annoying. He had been looking forward to a romantic evening, and here was Draco, 
queening out on him. 
  
“Can we just get the theatrics over with and go to bed,” said Harry. “I’m tired.” 
  
“You want to sleep? And what do you mean theatrics?” 



  
Harry pivoted and suddenly grabbed Draco in an embrace. “You’re overdoing it,” he whispered to his 
lips. “I’m here. Isn’t that what really matters? And I do want to sleep, but only after I’ve gotten a 
thorough shag by my one true love. Okay?” 
  
Draco glared at him for a moment longer and then his expression softened. “I’m your one true love? 
Really?” 
  
“I can’t think of anyone else. So what do you say?” 
  
“I say....” He hugged Harry tightly and pressed his lips softly to his. “You’d better not think of anyone 
else.”   
  
Harry looked at Draco’s face and absorbed every smooth plane and dip. His eyes were so perfectly 
shaded. Sometimes in the right light they would almost seem blue. Right now, in firelight, they were 
like slate; flat, dark, sharp. His lips were red and Harry watched transfixed as Draco ran his tongue 
over them and they glistened. Draco was in full lust mode and Harry shivered a bit at it. He suddenly 
had a hard on to drill metal. “Take me to bed, yeah?” he whispered to Draco’s lips. 
  
A smile curved the blonde’s mouth. He grabbed Harry, dragged him to the bed, and flung him to the 
duvet. He lifted his wand and with an unfamiliar spell, both he and Harry were suddenly divested of 
all their clothes. It took Harry’s breath away. “Fuck, Malfoy! What was that?” 
  
“I’ve been wanting to try that for a while. It works, I see.” 
  
“Yeah,” said Harry, flushing with a surge of embarrassment. 
  
“There’s that blush I so adore,” purred Draco. He looked down at his own straining erection and took 
it in hand, stroking it slowly and watching Harry’s reaction. 
  
Harry's reaction was close to drooling. His own prick was hard as wood, the head dark like a plum. 
Harry lay on his back propped up on his elbows, eyes glued to what Draco was doing to his own 
dick. 
  
Still clutching his cock, Draco crawled up on the bed and stayed on his knees, closing the gap 
between him and Harry. Harry’s cock was dripping now. The slit bubbled with a white pearl of 
precum and when Harry squeezed it, it dribbled over. He rubbed it over the head of his cock, hoping 
to tempt Draco to take it in his mouth. He loved when Draco gave him head. He had such a talented 
and limber tongue, not to mention the hot sweetness of his moist mouth. 
  
Harry spread his legs and rolled his balls in his palm. He lifted his hips, displaying his arse hole. I’m 
such a slut, he thought, enjoying the look of utter lust on Draco’s face, and knowing that he would 
soon be the recipient of his ardent attentions. 
  
But Draco didn’t move to take Harry’s cock in his mouth or to shag him. Instead, he slid right up to 
Harry’s face with his dick in his hand. 
  
“You want me to suck it?” asked Harry hopefully, voice coarse. 



  
“No. Not yet. There’s all night, you know. I just want to rub my cock all over you first. Claim you.” 
  
Draco’s cock touched Harry’s cheek and the Gryffindor moaned. It touched his lips and he couldn’t 
help but kiss it and then snake out a tongue and give it a lick. That made Draco chuckle, a sound 
rumbling from deep within his chest that made Harry shiver again. 
  
The cock rubbed back and forth over Harry’s lips. He tasted Draco’s spunk leaking from the plump 
cockhead and he longed to take the whole thing in his mouth. But he rather wanted to see what 
Draco had in mind just now. 
  
He slid his cock over Harry’s chin and stroked down his neck with the velvety head. Harry closed his 
eyes and melted into the extraordinary sensation of Draco’s dick making an excruciatingly slow path 
down his body. It teased a nipple making the nubbin hard and tight. “How’s that, my man?” 
whispered Draco. 
  
“Brilliant,” Harry breathed. 
  
The Slytherin dragged his cock further, leaving a thin trail of moisture behind, until Harry felt it reach 
his pubic hair. Draco straddled him then and slowly slid his prick up along Harry’s. 
  
“Oh Draco,” he moaned. “Shag me. Please!” 
  
“You’re absolutely dripping aren’t you?” He grabbed Harry’s cock and gave it a squeeze. Harry 
wriggled his hips pleadingly. “Roll over. I want to see your arse.” 
  
Harry whimpered. That would trap his prick under his body and he so wanted Draco to touch it, 
wank it, lick it. But he rolled over and lay on his belly. He spread his legs and offered his bum to 
Draco. 
  
But Draco wasn’t done with the cock tour of Harry’s body. It slid down his back and Harry felt Draco 
straddle him and rest it there just at the swell of his bum. Harry wiggled his bottom a little, 
encouraging Draco to continue. “Patience, sweet Harry,” Draco rasped. He rubbed the cock back 
and forth over both mounds, in no particular hurry to do more. Harry felt the soft pat, pat of Draco’s 
bollocks against his bum and sighed deeply. He was getting the duvet damp from his leaking cock. 
He spread his legs further, shamelessly exposing himself. 
  
“My, my, Harry. You are a sight, aren’t you? Is this what you want?” He took his cock in hand and 
pushed it against Harry’s hole. 
  
“Oh yes!” Harry was almost delirious with passion. He raised his hips into it. 
  
Draco chuckled and tapped Harry's bum with his wand. Harry felt the coolness of lube inside and 
out. Another neat spell. Where was Draco learning these things? 
  
“I’m not going to be gentle,” he warned, and placed the dome of his cock against Harry’s entrance. 
  
“Do it,” Harry growled. “Do it hard.” 



  
Draco didn’t hesitate. He shoved forward—not waiting for Harry to get used to him. He forced the 
tight sphincter open, rammed his cock all the way in and only stopped for a moment to savor the 
feel of Harry’s tightness. He sighed and then Harry could feel the boy’s leg muscles tighten as he 
drew out almost all the way and thrust forward again. 
  
Harry moaned. It was a bit painful, even though he was lubed well. He wasn’t ready. But it didn’t 
matter. It was Draco deep inside him, Draco pounding away relentlessly at his arse, Draco loving 
him. 
  
His lover angled lower and hit Harry’s sweet spot. It was all worth it then. He thrust his bottom 
upward into Draco taking as much as he could. He was going to come, without Draco’s ever having 
touched his dick. 
  
“Oh God!” Harry matched Draco’s driving thrusts, moving even faster than his lover, hitting the 
sweet spot each time and he suddenly let loose with a searing orgasm and a shout. His cum spread 
over the duvet and his thrusting hips made certain that he creamed his pubic hair and his trapped 
penis in the mess. 
  
Draco continued to pound into him, gripping his hips hard. Even in a haze, Harry recognized that 
familiar kind of thrusting which meant Draco was on the verge of coming himself. Sure enough, with 
a grunt he shot his load high into Harry’s backside, giving little milking thrusts as the waves of 
pleasure subsided. He held Harry’s hips for a moment longer and then pulled out. 
  
Lying in his own spunk, Harry felt the irresistible sensation of Draco’s cum dribbling from his hole. 
He was a mess coming and going! But Draco still wasn’t through. He pushed up Harry’s legs like a 
frog’s, exposing his pulsing anus even further as well as his reddened bollocks. First there was a 
nose caressing its way over his crack and then that tongue—that moist, warm tongue—laving up 
the cum trailing from his arse. Harry felt the pad of that tongue lovingly caress his bum, his crack, 
his hole, his balls, his thighs. It made his cock twitch again, longing for the feel of it there. 
  
And because Draco knew Harry so well, when he was done cleaning him, he gently turned him over 
and smiled down at Harry’s renewed erection. “This needs cleaning, too,” he said, voice low and 
seductive. He leaned over and ran his tongue up Harry’s hard shaft, swirling it over the head, 
cleaning it of the last orgasm to give it yet another. 
  
Harry was writhing now. The sensations were almost too much. Draco’s lips closed over the tip of 
Harry’s cock and he sucked it gently. His tongue made a furious path over the glans and down to his 
sac, swirling over the tightening scrotum. 
  
Harry lost all control. “Suck me! Oh please suck me!” he begged, not caring that it made him sound 
like the biggest whore. He felt Malfoy chuckle as he swallowed Harry’s prick and began sucking it in 
earnest. Harry came immediately. Draco sucked even harder, drinking down each delicious drop of 
cum. When Harry had given all he had, Draco licked it all clean again, gave it one last kiss, and 
nestled beside Harry. 
  
“Just think,” he said. “We have all of this year to spend every night, all night together. It’s a dream 
come true.” 



  
Harry nodded. His brain took its time but it was focusing again. “A dream come true.” 
  
Draco snuggled his face into Harry’s armpit. “I love you, Harry.” 
  
“Oh Draco. I love you so much.” 
  
Growing drowsy, Harry never felt safer, more loved, more at peace. Had he been in his right mind 
and not dazed from two orgasms, he would have realized that this was merely the calm before the 
storm. 
  
  
Part Two: Defenseless 
  
The next morning when Harry dressed, his whole body ached. They had had a marathon night. 
Draco seemed to want to prove something, and he proved it in Harry’s arse all night long. 
  
Draco lay in bed, his hands propped behind his head and watched Harry dress. He had a wicked 
smile on his face. 
  
Harry was slightly annoyed. “Pleased, are you? You do realize I won’t be able to sit down for a 
week?” 
  
Draco shrugged. “That’s your problem.” 
  
“I rather think it’s yours, too. When I come back tonight, you won’t be getting any Potter arse, I can 
tell you. That office is closed.” 
  
“You mean that orifice.” 
  
Harry smiled. “Yeah. That too.” 
  
“You’ve got another, you know. And so do I. I’m not averse to your fucking me, you know.” 
  
“I know. And I appreciate it. I prefer to be the shagee, though. I suppose tonight we can branch out 
to cocksucking and mutual wanking. Give my backside a chance to cool down.” 
  
“Take a bath in the Prefect's bathroom tonight. Give it a good long soak. Come a little early...so you 
can cum a little early.” He waggled his brows.   
  
“I thought I was the only one thinking of sex twenty-four hours a day,” Harry muttered into his shirt 
as he buttoned it. Donning his robe, Harry turned to Draco still starkers and lying abed. “Well, it’s 
time for me to go back to my dorm room. See you at breakfast?” 
  
Draco yawned wide. “Yup. I’ll be down in a tick.” 
  
Harry approached the bed and gazed lovingly at the long, white torso. He leaned over and gave 
Draco a kiss. “We’ll have to slow down the pace a bit. Or we won’t last till end of term.” 



  
“Gone weak on me, Potter? I thought the hero of the Wizarding world was made of sterner stuff.” 
  
“You know exactly what I’m made of. You pounded it into the mattress all night. I’ll see you at 
breakfast.” 
  
“Ta, Harry. You’re a brilliant shag.” 
  
He reddened as he grabbed the Portkey. “Uh...thanks. One...two...three!” 
  
He was pulled back to the dorm room with a pop and his dorm mates all sat up, startled. 
  
“Oi, Harry!” said Seamus, his hand clutching his chest. “Warn a man.” 
  
Harry looked at the smooth stone and dropped it on his bed as he began to disrobe again. He 
definitely needed a shower. “I really don’t know how. Don’t know much about Portkeys.” 
  
“Bet ‘Mione could look it up for us,” said Ron with a yawn. 
  
“Hey, mate,” said Dean, watching Harry waddle to the door with his towel. “Walking a bit funny this 
morning?” 
  
“You would, too, if you’d just been—” Harry bit down on his words and looked back rather guiltily to 
his mates. “Er...I mean....” 
  
Dean waved his hands before his face. “Whatever, Harry. No details, remember?” 
  
“Sorry. Almost forgot where I was.” He cinched his dressing gown and headed for the boys’ showers. 
  
Clean once again, he dressed and went down to breakfast with his friends. He kept an eye peeled 
for Draco. Relief washed over him when he spied him perched on the very end of a bench with 
probably barely room for one buttock. That’s all the other Slytherins allowed him. 
  
“I don’t see why he can’t eat with us,” Harry muttered. 
  
“Do you really think he’d be any more welcomed here?” asked Hermione, spooning sugar over her 
breakfast flakes. 
  
“I guess not. But look at him. He’s miserable.” 
  
“Was he miserable last night?” piped in Ginny, her eyes gleaming with meaning. 
  
“I know, I know. Already too many special privileges.” Harry fell silent. His housemates couldn’t 
possibly understand. He barely understood their relationship himself. Why after all he and Malfoy 
had been to one another did it all seem to work now? Draco was so different from Harry. They 
neither could agree on the politics of Wizardry, nor of most other things he found in common with 
his housemates. Isn’t that why most housemates hooked up even after school was done with? 
  



If he and Draco set up house after Hogwarts, would it even last? The thought gave Harry a painful 
stab in his chest. He loved Draco. As amazing as that was. He wanted to be with him, but he had to 
ask himself why? 
  
After breakfast, he followed the rest of them to Potions. The others talked on merrily but Harry kept 
his head down in thought. It wasn’t until he was sitting in his usual spot with Snape already glaring 
down at him that he remembered where he was. He straightened but it was too late. Snape’s lip 
curled up in a sneer at him. 
  
But he didn’t go for Harry even as Harry braced himself. He turned, his robes spinning out around 
him. He jabbed his glance at Draco. “Mr. Malfoy,” said Snape, his voice oozing. 
  
Draco wasn’t prepared and he looked up with puzzlement. He was still taking things out of his book 
bag when Snape swirled toward him, casting a long shadow. “What’s the matter, Mr. Malfoy?” 
Snape went on. “Didn’t you have your servants prepare your place for you?” 
  
Some of the Slytherins snickered behind their hands. Draco was as perplexed as ever. “Sir?” 
  
“I mean, Mr. Malfoy, with so many privileges already—being Prefect and all, and having—” His head 
swiveled toward Harry and his black eyes roved over him. “--illicit affairs with riff raff, I would have 
thought the Headmaster would have supplied you with your own house elf to set up your cauldron.” 
  
Harry’s hands curled into fists. He found himself clutching his wand. 
  
“Harry,” hissed Hermione. “Don’t!” 
  
Snape had to do it, didn’t he? He had to be the right git everyone knew he was. He certainly had to 
know the situation with Draco. Maybe even his house knew. And he had to rub it in. What about 
Draco’s safety? What about Voldemort? 
  
Draco looked mortified. His pale face suddenly flushed a deep red. 
  
“Since you are a Prefect, Mr. Malfoy and obviously have the marks for it, perhaps you can start us on 
today’s lesson. Tell us, if you will, what potion do the ingredients on the board suggest to you?” 
  
Hermione shot her hand up. Snape ignored her as usual. Hermione must be the only one who had 
any sort of clue as to what it might be, thought Harry, this being seventh year potions, the hardest 
year yet. 
  
Draco stared at the board, but he was obviously too ruffled to even think of anything. 
  
“We’re waiting, Mr. Malfoy.” 
  
“I...I...don’t know sir.” 
  
“What was that, Mr. Malfoy?” 
  
“He said he doesn’t know!” 



  
There were gasps, but Harry held his ground. He waited with deep breaths as Snape slowly pivoted 
toward him. “Mr. Potter.” Now that’s done it, thought Harry. Go ahead. Give me detention. My first 
day back, my first moment in class.  
  
“So now you speak for Mr. Malfoy as well? Isn’t it enough that he drools on you, fawns on you as the 
others do, acts the proper Gryffindor?” The Slytherins laughed outright at that. Draco slumped in 
his seat. “Now you must speak for him as well. Well it’s to be expected. Malfoy is obviously not right 
in the head or else he would find some other plaything than an obnoxious, overbearing, arrogant—” 
  
Harry's cauldron suddenly shattered, sending shards outward until they abruptly stopped dead in 
mid air.   
  
Everyone froze, staring at the suspended bits of metal. Even Snape was shocked. 
  
“Who did that? Potter, did you shatter that cauldron? Who immobilized it?” 
  
“I did,” said Harry. “Both.” 
  
Snape’s face did not slacken. He took turns between glaring at Harry and at the shards. “How did 
you—?” He drew himself up. “Detention, Potter. Fix that cauldron now!” 
  
Harry waved his wand and muttered, “Reparo!” The shards collapsed into the cauldron shape again 
and the room fell back to normal. Except Hermione was staring at him. He tried to shake it off, but 
her expression was getting unnerving. 
  
The class went on fairly normally after that, except that Snape kept getting at Draco. By the time the 
class was over, Malfoy looked like a train wreck. Harry wanted to talk to him but Snape made him 
stay after. 
  
Everyone had gone and Snape paced back and forth before the empty classroom. 
  
“What do you have to say for yourself, Potter?” he said without facing him and without stopping. 
  
“The...the first bit...that was accidental magic. Sorry, sir, I didn’t mean to blow it up.” 
  
“Yes. I surmised that for myself. What I can’t figure out....” He stopped in front of Harry and looked 
down at him. “...is how you did the second bit.” 
  
“Er...stopped it from exploding, you mean?” 
  
He leaned over Harry’s desk and sneered, part of his composure returning. “Yes, Mr. Potter. That 
bit.” 
  
“Oh. I just...I...” But Harry didn’t know. He shrugged. 
  
“Articulate as ever, Potter. You mean you don’t know?” 
  



“Um...no sir. I just reacted.” 
  
“Without using your wand and without uttering a spell? Did you think a nonverbal?” 
  
“No, sir. It just...happened.” 
  
“Nothing ‘just happens’ in the Wizarding world, Potter! Are you that thick? I want to know how you 
did it!” 
  
“So would I!” he lashed out. “But I don’t know. One minute you were saying the most awful things to 
Dra—to Malfoy and the next my cauldron was exploding...and then...it wasn’t.” 
  
Snape studied him, eyes narrowing to slits. In a blink of an eye he was heading toward the door 
without looking back. “Come along to the headmaster, Potter. Hurry it up, now!” 
  
Harry quickly gathered his things into his book bag and scrambled after the long-limbed professor. 
Snape said nothing to him as he strode through the corridors and up the stairs. Harry glanced back 
over his shoulder. He was missing Charms. He hoped this would be worth it. 
  
Once Dumbledore allowed them in, Harry was directed to stand beside the desk while Snape 
proceeded to explain in detail what happened in class, paying particular attention to paint Harry in 
a disagreeable light. 
  
Git, he thought, but looking at Dumbledore’s sparkling eyes, he saw that the headmaster saw 
through Snape's tactics.     
  
“Harry,” he said, interrupting Snape. The potions master looked none too happy about that. “You 
say you don’t recall how you stopped the cauldron’s explosion?” 
  
“No, sir. I've never done anything like that before.” 
  
“Hmm. And you performed this accidental magic out of anger—” 
  
“Professor Snape...wasn’t being fair to Draco. He was—” 
  
“Now, Harry. We mustn’t quibble about how Professor Snape runs his class.” 
  
Snape straightened at that, clasping his hands behind his back triumphantly, but Harry detected 
the merest of winks from Dumbledore. 
  
Dumbledore sat in thought for a time. He eyed Snape before he raised his chin and said, “Thank 
you, Professor. I have it well in hand now. I will keep Harry for a bit longer. It seems he will miss his 
Charms class.” 
  
Snape’s triumphant expression fell and his dark eyes darted murderously toward Harry. 
  
Harry frowned at him. What did I do this time?    
  



But Snape had already turned with that flourish he was so fond of and the headmaster’s door 
snicked closed behind him. 
  
Dumbledore smiled at Harry and offered him a bowl. “Raspberry sweet?” 
  
Harry wasn’t hungry but he took a few anyway. “Sir--?” 
  
“Harry, do you recall my telling you about your greatest gift, the gift that Voldemort doesn’t 
understand?” 
  
“Um...yes, sir. My greatest gift—you said—is love.” 
  
“Not just ‘love’ in an abstract sense, Harry. But your ability to love. And inspire it in others. Draco, for 
instance.” 
  
Harry blushed. Why did he have to keep bringing that up? 
  
“I think I know how you were able to perform what you did today.” Harry touched the raspberry 
sweet to his tongue and stopped, listening. “It was because of love, Harry. Your love of Draco. You 
have a fierce need to protect him. One doesn’t have to be a Legilimins to see that. The love flows 
through you, through your magic. I expect we will see more of that.” 
  
“We will?” Harry felt a sinking feeling. Wasn't it bad enough that everyone knew Harry's business? 
Did he have to wear it on his sleeve or wave a magical banner? 
  
“At any rate, I am glad you are here. There are some things I think it time you learn about.” 
  
Harry quickly swallowed the sweet and tucked the others away in his pocket. He scooted to the 
edge of his seat. “Sir. Is this about Voldemort?” 
  
“Yes, Harry, it is.” Dumbledore wore a faraway expression. “What I am about to tell you must be in 
the strictest confidence. Which means I fully expect you to share it with Miss Granger and Mr. 
Weasley. And I suppose with Mr. Malfoy as well.”                             
  
Harry swallowed. His mouth had gone dry of a sudden. He’d never heard much about Voldemort 
except what most other witches and wizards were willing to tell him. But he had a feeling that 
Dumbledore was about to do them one better. 
  
The old wizard began to talk, his eyes taking in a serious tone. He watched Harry carefully as he 
explained. He mentioned the word Horcrux and launched into a detailed explanation, talking about 
Voldemort’s childhood, disturbing episodes from that past and asking Harry from time to time if he 
understood. Harry nodded, listening, his mind racing. Voldemort grew up like he did, unloved, an 
orphan, but instead of making the best of it, he turned it inward into nasty acts of evil. At one time 
Harry thought that most people were redeemable—except for Snape, Bellatrix LeStrange, and 
Lucius Malfoy—but Voldemort seemed far worse than them. 
  
Dumbledore went on to say that they had found and destroyed all but two of the Horcruxes. 
  



“Sir,” Harry ventured, “are you saying that he has to murder to make a Horcrux?” He felt distinctly 
uncomfortable now that he knew about Tom Riddle’s diary. He had touched it, wrote in it, been 
sorry to see it missing. And all this time it possessed a bit of Voldemort’s evil soul. He wondered 
now who had been murdered to make it. 
  
“Yes, Harry. Because murder is so vile, it already rends the soul. The spells and the Horcrux 
receptacle merely allow it to truly separate.” 
  
“And he did it to himself seven times? That’s...horrible!” 
  
Dumbledore’s smile was not a pleased one. “Yes. Killing is bad enough. It leaves a scar, but it is not 
irreparable, especially if the killing was regretful.” 
  
Harry studied Dumbledore’s face and the faraway glint in his eye. He remembered the Chocolate 
Frog card of Dumbledore and how it said he defeated the Dark wizard Grindlewald. Harry hadn’t 
thought about it much, but he supposed ‘defeated’ was a nice way of saying ‘killed’. 
  
Harry was in the same boat, of course. He had to kill Voldemort or Voldemort would kill him. Neither 
can live while the other survives. 
  
There were two Horcruxes left and one of them was supposed to be Nagini. But what was the last? 
Dumbledore didn’t know. And if he didn’t, then how was Harry to find it? 
  
Harry suddenly noticed that Dumbledore had stopped talking a while ago. He looked up at the old 
wizard who was smiling kindly at him. “Do you have any questions, Harry?”     
  
“No. Only...Professor. When the time comes, how am I really to...k-kill Voldemort? He’s so much 
faster and stronger than I am. I just don’t—” 
  
“Harry. How did you feel the first time you played Quidditch?” 
  
“That’s hardly the same, sir.” 
  
“Just tell me.” 
  
Harry sighed, a little petulantly, he realized, and tried to straighten up. “I was terrified. I hadn’t been 
flying all that long and I wasn’t really sure how the play went and if I’d make a fool of myself. But it 
wasn’t life or death either.” 
  
“You certainly could have fallen from your broom. Indeed, Voldemort tried to do just that.” Harry 
remembered poor Professor Quirrell. “You could have been hit by a bludger,” Dumbledore went on. 
“There were any number of ways you could have met your doom. Why did you do it, then?” 
  
“I...wanted to. I needed to. I was never part of anything before. Never wanted.” Saying it out loud 
made Harry feel funny inside. But it was also about proving himself, to others and to himself, that he 
wasn’t useless and stupid like the Dursleys told him he was growing up. This opened a bud of 
understanding inside of him. So maybe he had what it took. Just like the Tri-wizard Tournament, he 
had found his strengths. And much of it lay in his friendships. And love. 



  
“I see, sir,” he said quietly. He rose. “Are we done here? I’ve got to go to class.” 
  
“Yes, Harry.” 
  
“And I won’t tell anyone. Only Hermione and Ron. And Draco.” He turned to go and felt he should 
add one more thing. “And sir...thank you for putting me in with him.” He knew he was blushing 
furiously but he had to say it. “You don’t know what it means to me. To be loved.” 
  
Dumbledore smiled contentedly. “I’m glad, Harry.”           
  
He nodded to the headmaster and then left. 
  
* * * 
  
He was just in time for Defense but when he roared up the stairs and turned the corner, everyone 
was standing outside the closed door reading a note tacked to it. 
  
“What’s going on?” he asked, trying to make his way forward to read it. 
  
“Defense is postponed,” said Seamus. He was smiling from ear to ear. “Looks like we got a free 
period, mates!” 
  
Everyone cheered and retreated back the way they had come. Everyone except Hermione, Ron, and 
Draco who hung back the farthest, staring wistfully at the retreating Slytherins. 
  
Harry stepped up to the door and read: 
  
“Defense Against the Dark Arts is being temporarily postponed until further notice. Have a nice day! 
  
 Headmaster Dumbledore.”    
  
“So why is it canceled?” asked Harry. Defense was his favorite class. 
  
“Didn’t you notice?” Hermione asked them. “I didn’t see any new teachers at the feast. We usually 
get a new Defense teacher every year. Maybe Dumbledore couldn’t find one.” 
  
“Maybe he’s just late getting here,” offered Ron. 
  
“This is terrible,” lamented Hermione. “Well, I suggest we use this time to go to the library and bone 
up on our Defense.” 
  
“Oh right, Hermione,” said Ron cheerfully. “Let’s use this free hour to go to the library.” But his smile 
soon faded when he could see she was serious. 
  
“Ronald Weasley, I’m certain you can put this time to good use. You aren’t getting the best of marks 
in Defense.” 
  



“Yes, I am! It’s one of the few I’m not rubbish at. And I’m not going to the library.” 
  
“Lover’s spat?” drawled Draco from the place he was leaning against the wall. “I don’t know, 
Weaselby. I wouldn’t be so quick to dismiss the lady. It’s not everyone who can put up with that 
ginger hair.” 
  
“Shut up, Malfoy!” Ron squirmed. He was obviously debating whether to be loyal to his girlfriend or 
take the reprieve given to him. To break the stalemate, he looked to Harry. “Harry, do you want to go 
to the library?” His brows were so high up his forehead they almost disappeared into his hairline. 
  
“Not really. But I do have some things to tell you. I talked to Dumbledore.” 
  
Hermione and Ron got closer. “Really, Harry?” asked Hermione. “What did he say?” 
  
Harry looked around. “Not here. We need some place private.” He looked at Draco across the 
corridor. “Can we use your room?” 
  
Draco lurched away from the wall. “My room? NO!” 
  
“Look, Draco, it’s private and triple warded. We need a place like that to discuss this.” 
  
“But Harry.” He strode up to Harry and got close, close enough for Harry to feel his body heat, to 
smell him, and to realize he hadn’t touched the man for two hours. “That’s our room,” he 
whispered.   
  
He couldn’t resist stroking Draco’s arm. “I know. But we really need the privacy. Please, Draco.” 
  
Draco frowned and pulled away from Harry. “All right! So much for a love nest.” 
  
“Gawd, Malfoy!” chuffed Ron. “Did you have to say?” 
  
“Button it, Weasley. Just ‘cause you’re not getting any—” 
  
Hermione blushed furiously, ducked her head down, and followed after Draco. 
  
Harry loved the man but it didn’t mean he didn’t want to pop him one now and again. 
  
They went to the fifth floor and looked around, making certain no one was in the corridor. They all 
ducked under the tapestry and Draco whispered, “Snickersnee.” 
  
A door appeared and Draco opened it. The others followed and stopped in the doorway. “Blimey, 
Malfoy,” said Ron looking around. The large fourposter, the desk, the lounge area with its squashy 
chairs and fireplace. “Isn’t this a little too posh for the likes of you?” 
  
“Probably like a palace to you, Weasel. This is more like my closet at home. My bedroom 
is much larger.” 
  



Ron scowled at him. Hermione moved quickly into the room and got comfortable on one of the 
chairs. 
  
“Make yourself at home, Granger,” said Draco with a sneer. “Don’t forget to put your feet up.” 
  
“Give it a rest, Draco,” hissed Harry out of the side of his mouth. 
  
Ron made his way to a chair and gingerly sat. Harry took the settee and patted the seat beside him 
for Draco. 
  
For a moment, the Slytherin hesitated. Sullenly, he dragged himself to the settee and sat just out of 
reach of Harry. 
  
His Gryffindor friends looked at him expectantly, while Draco crushed his folded arms over his 
chest and deliberately stared into the fire. Harry launched into everything that Dumbledore said, 
and at the end of it, Draco was scooted right up against Harry, holding his leg. 
  
“You mean that diary—” Draco swallowed. “My father showed it to me once. I got to hold it. I 
mean...” He swallowed again. “I thought it was great...once. Not now, of course.” He looked away 
from Harry guiltily, until Harry grabbed his chin and turned his face toward him. 
  
“I know you don’t want to see any harm come to me now.” 
  
“No, I don’t!” he whispered. 
  
Hermione cleared her throat and Harry let his chin go. “These Horcruxes. Dumbledore said he’s 
gotten most of them. All but the last two.” 
  
“And one is that great dirty snake,” said Ron with a shiver. 
  
“And the last one—beside the one in Voldemort himself—is still to be found,” said Harry. 
  
“I wonder what it could be?” said Hermione in thought. 
  
“Dumbledore said he likes trophies from the Hogwarts founders.” 
  
“Gryffindor’s sword?” said Ron. 
  
“No, Dumbledore said it wasn’t. There were two things from Slytherin and one from Hufflepuff,” said 
Hermione. “So it stands to reason that maybe one is from Ravenclaw, assuming he couldn’t get 
anything from Gryffindor.” 
  
“Which is why he used two things from Slytherin,” said Harry. “Also for the fact that he was the heir 
of Slytherin.” 
  
“Yes,” she agreed. “Well, we’ll have to research Ravenclaw and see what might be out there.”    
  



“Wait a minute,” said Draco. He stared at all of them. “Do you hear yourselves? This is not a 
shopping spree. When you find this thing Harry's got to go kill the Dark Lord.” 
  
“Yes, Draco,” said Harry quietly. “I’m well aware of that. I’ve been living with this thing too long. I’m 
ready to be done with it.” 
  
“But...Harry. Shouldn’t you...I mean, shouldn’t Dumbledore at the very least be teaching 
you...things?”   
  
“Things? What kind of things?” 
  
“Bloody hell, Harry! Dark magic, all right! A lovely bat bogie hex just won’t do it, you know! You have 
to learn Dark things to defeat a Dark wizard.” 
  
“Dumbledore seems to think that all I need is love.” 
  
“That’s mental!” 
  
Hermione shook her head slowly. “I hate to admit this, Harry, but I think Draco’s right.” 
  
“What?” cried Ron. 
  
“Look,” she said, leaning toward the redhead. “He’s got to fight fire with fire.” 
  
“I don’t know, Hermione,” said Harry, squirming. “He seemed pretty confident about the love thing.” 
  
“You could make a love potion,” said Ron. “Make him fall in love with you.” 
  
Harry screwed up his face. “Eww, Ron.”     
  
Ron sat back sheepishly. “Just an idea.” 
  
“It’s not a bad one,” said Hermione. “Oh, not about him falling in love with Harry. That’s rather 
sickening, actually. But something similar. Something where he cannot find the will to kill you.” 
  
“And how can I do that?” 
  
“Maybe we could get Snape—” 
  
Harry shook his head. “He’s still spying. They might Legilimize him and he’d give the game away.” 
  
“I could do it.” 
  
They all turned to Draco. He raised a brow. “I’m good at potions. I could do it. Find me the potion, 
Granger, and I can do it here.” 
  
“That’s an idea. But Malfoy...Draco...I won’t have time. I’ll be researching Ravenclaw. You’ll have to 
find one yourself. Except all the really good potions books are probably in Snape’s dungeon.” 



  
“That’s not a problem,” said Draco, sitting back. “I’ll just steal them.” 
  
They stared at him again, six sets of Gryffindor eyes. “What?” he said. “Don’t you want me to find 
the potion?” 
  
They looked at one another and finally shrugged. Gryffindor methods and Slytherin methods. 
Whatever worked, thought Harry. 
  
* * * 
  
The first day back wasn’t so bad, but it was the night to come that got Harry truly excited. This time 
he wore his pajamas and dressing gown to Portkey over. Draco was waiting for him. He slowly 
stripped Harry of everything and slid his arm around him, escorting him naked to the bed. It was a 
good-sized fourposter, not like the ones in the dorm room. Draco released Harry and dived onto the 
bed. Harry laughed and followed suit, rolling into Draco’s arms and falling into a kiss. How he loved 
kissing Draco. His lips were always warm and soft. And they loved to tease Harry’s lips before they 
opened and slipped a tongue into his mouth. Harry sucked on Draco’s tongue, loving the feel of it 
and then let Draco explore his mouth. It was a nice long kiss and Harry was breathless when Draco 
finally pulled away. “Are you still sore, Harry?” 
  
He really wanted Draco to shag him but he knew it would be too painful. He nodded regretfully. 
  
“That’s all right. I have an idea. Top to tail, my man!” 
  
Harry looked at him, uncertain of his meaning, when Draco said, “Put your head down there, Harry.” 
  
“Near your feet?” 
  
“Not my feet, love. Can’t you think of someplace better to put your face?” 
  
Oh. Harry complied and was soon lying on his side staring at Draco’s hard dick, while Draco did the 
same for Harry. “I believe we discussed a little mutual cocksucking last night,” said Draco. And 
suddenly, Harry felt lips surrounding his cock. 
  
Dazed for a moment, he recovered enough to want Draco to experience the same. He leaned 
forward and drew his tongue up the hard shaft in front of him. Draco made a muffled moan, his 
mouth being busy at the moment. Harry didn’t know what to concentrate on more; Draco’s lapping 
tongue and sucking lips, or the musky smell and taste of the cock on his own mouth. 
  
Harry licked and swirled his tongue over Draco’s glans before swallowing all of it. He took as much 
of it into his mouth as he could, nudging the head to the back of his throat. He put all his suction 
into it and Draco dropped Harry’s penis from his mouth with a gasp. “Oh, Potter! You’re amazing!” 
  
He withdrew from Draco and looked up the pale body. “Don’t give up now,” he panted to Draco. 
What Draco had been doing was pretty spectacular too. Draco smiled wickedly, licked his lips to 
moisten then all around, and took Harry’s prick in his mouth again. 
  



So it’s that way, is it? Harry swallowed Draco’s cock and they both began to furiously suck, tongues 
dancing over the hard flesh while keeping it deep in their mouths. It was a contest now and Harry 
knew he wasn’t going to last much longer. But Draco was beginning to pump into Harry’s face. Harry 
loved that feeling, submitting so utterly to his lover. Draco was making a keening sound and he 
suddenly stiffened and let loose his release into Harry’s mouth. Harry gulped it down, continuing to 
suck and slurp. Draco thrust into him but the thrusts were slowing, just as his own sucking had 
slowed. But he seemed to remember what else he was supposed to be doing and he resumed 
licking at Harry and fiercely sucking. Harry felt the aching pleasure rise up through his balls and he 
came with a hoarse grunt, his mouth still clamped around Draco’s shrinking dick. 
  
Draco sucked and sucked, until the feeling was too much for Harry and his sensitive member. 
Draco released Harry and crawled up toward him, his mouth strangely configured even though he 
was smiling. He lay breast to breast with Harry and leaned forward to kiss him. Suddenly Harry’s 
mouth was flooded with his own cum and both he and Draco jousted tongues to slurp it up. They 
kissed and kissed, even when all the cum was gone, until Harry, too breathless, his heart still 
beating madly, had to lie back. 
  
“God, Draco!” He lay flat on the bed, staring up at the canopy above. “That was bloody marvelous.” 
  
Draco chuckled. “I thought you’d like that.” 
  
“Where do you learn these things?” 
  
“Remember those wizard wanking mags? I’m a subscriber.” 
  
“Well, you’ll have to share, won’t you?” 
  
Draco lay beside Harry, both their heads at the foot of the bed. He reached out and stroked Harry’s 
sweaty hip. “I love sex with you, Harry. You’re so open to new things.” 
  
“You know so much.” He just breathed for a while before his thoughts from earlier started intruding. 
He rolled over to face the Slytherin again. His finger traced a clavicle. It was dotted with 
perspiration. “Draco, I've been wondering. Why do you love me?” 
  
“What? What kind of question is that?” 
  
“Well...I was just thinking. I love shagging with you. And I love you. But I wonder really what we have 
in common. Besides our being gay. I mean...that’s not all there is to it, is there? Could it have been 
anyone as long as they were gay?” 
  
Draco turned toward him and glared. “No. It could not have been anyone. If it had been Longbottom 
I would have hightailed it in the other direction. I never would have considered him.” 
  
“But why me? We don’t really have anything in common. Our whole life’s philosophies are 
completely opposed to the other’s. So what is it?” 
  
“Who cares? Why do you want to analyze everything to death? Why can’t you just be happy with 
what we have?” 



  
“But I don’t know what we have. And I wonder if it will sustain us when we leave school.” 
  
“So that’s what this is about. Honestly, Potter. You are a case, aren’t you?” Draco sighed heavily and 
turned over onto his stomach, propping himself on his elbows. Harry did the same, even though it 
meant rubbing his sensitive dick on the duvet. “Harry,” Draco began. “Perhaps you may have 
noticed how obsessed we’ve been with one another, well before we did that quill pal thing.” 
  
Harry nodded. “Yes, I guess so.” 
  
“I’d one-up you and you’d one-up me. Didn’t you think that was a bit—” 
  
“Childish?” 
  
“Odd.” 
  
“Both, maybe.” 
  
Draco agreed with a half shrug. “So we’ve been following the other around or perhaps one could say 
‘dancing’ around the other for years. We seem to have a need for one another. Both physical and 
mental.” 
  
“It sounds more physical than mental.” 
  
“If we had to stop shagging today, would you ever want to see me again?” 
  
Harry looked long and hard at Draco’s face, that pointed face he used to hate so much. Those cold 
grey eyes, those light brows, that silky blond hair. The very idea of never seeing Draco again broke 
his heart. “Yes, I would. I need to.” 
  
“Me, too,” he said softly. “You’re a hero, Harry. You’re a champion, a conqueror. You’re powerful, 
and I’m not ashamed to say that this attracts me. And I like the way you think about things and can 
express yourself so simply.” 
  
“Are you kidding? I stutter it out all the time.” 
  
“No, you don’t. And even if you do, the meaning is clear. You’re gentle and sweet. I never...well, let’s 
just say it isn’t something I was used to, but dearly wanted to be. And...I like you. It makes me want 
to learn to like the same things you do. Isn’t that basis enough for a relationship?” 
  
Harry smiled in spite of himself. “I guess so.” 
  
“So isn’t there anything about me that you like?” 
  
Harry thought deeply. “Well, you just go ahead and rush forward with things, a little like I do, I guess. 
And you pick things up rather well because you’re always listening while others are talking. 
Um...you seem really confident most of the time. That’s appealing. And you really want to be loved. I 
can tell.” 



  
Draco blushed. He lowered his eyes and Harry gazed at the light lashes feathering his cheek. 
  
“And...you’d change for me, wouldn’t you? That takes a lot of bravery, Draco.” 
  
Draco looked up at that. “For you, Harry,” he whispered. He leaned in and lightly touched his lips to 
Harry’s. 
  
Harry suddenly felt much better about it. “Maybe I was analyzing it to death, like you said.” 
  
Draco took Harry’s hand and intertwined their fingers. “That’s okay. As long as you came to the right 
conclusion. So are we lovers again?” 
  
“Never stopped.” Harry squeezed Draco’s hand in his. 
  
Draco gazed at Harry’s face and slowly smiled. “If it’s any comfort to you, I sometimes still can’t 
believe we’re together like this, even after two years.” 
  
“It does strike me at the odd time. But I don’t want to give you up.” 
  
“I won’t let you.” 
  
“Good.” 
  
Draco curled his arm around Harry and hugged him close, planting a kiss to his neck. They lay that 
way, cuddled together at the wrong end of the bed for most of the night. 
  
But when Harry slept, he dreamed. And his dreams were of him and Draco and horrific laughter and 
bright green light. 
  
-------------------------- 
top of story 
Part Three—Prisoner 
  
Harry noticed it a week later. The staff seemed unusually agitated and Dumbledore seldom came to 
the feasts or even to breakfast. Even Ron noticed it. 
  
“Maybe they’re drawing straws as to who will teach Defense,” said Ron mouth full of toast. A 
Defense teacher still hadn't shown up even after a week of school and Hermione voiced her 
concerns almost daily, mostly because of lost marks. “And who wants to teach that when you’re 
certain to be gone in a year?” 
  
“That’s You-Know-Who’s fault,” whispered Hermione. “He cursed the position.” 
  
“It’s a plum job though, you have to admit,” he said, swallowing. “The glamour job.” 
  
“If you don’t get killed,” said Harry, thinking of Quirrell. He thought about him a lot in the last few 
days.  
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Owls began arriving, and Harry looked back over his shoulder at Draco as he always did, and finally, 
an owl dropped before the Slytherin. Draco’s face broke into the most beautiful smile Harry had 
ever seen. “Finally,” he whispered. Draco took the scroll from the owl’s leg and unrolled it then and 
there. His eyes tracked, absorbed in reading. He smiled a few times and then rolled it up. He raised 
his head and smiled at Harry, waving the scroll.                                            
  
“Draco’s got a letter from his mum,” he said. Hermione glanced back and smiled. 
  
“I’m so pleased. He’s really been worried.” 
  
“Who cares?” said Ron. He pulled up short and winced, looking at Harry. “Sorry, mate. Old habits.” 
  
“Look, Ron. He’s trying for my sake. The least you can do is try, too.” 
  
“I am, but it isn’t easy. He’s been rotten longer than he’s been nice. Come to think of it, he’s still 
not nice. Not to us.”   
  
The Ravenclaw Prefect came up to Harry and he looked up at her curiously. “Dumbledore wants to 
see you after breakfast, Harry.” 
  
“Thanks,” said Harry. He looked at his friends and shrugged. What could it be this time? He didn’t 
find another Horcrux, did he? Harry's heart began a quick tattoo. If he did then that would mean— 
  
He rose. He suddenly wasn’t hungry anymore. Might as well go now. He glanced over his shoulder 
and spotted the Ravenclaw talking to Malfoy. He was suddenly relieved. So it wasn't that. Draco 
was being called to the Headmaster’s office as well. 
  
They walked together, Harry resisting the urge to hold Draco’s hand, not that the Slytherin would let 
him anyway. “I saw you got a letter from your mum,” said Harry. 
  
Draco smiled and pulled it from his robes. “Want to hear it?” 
  
“Yeah.” 
  
“My dearest Draco,” he read. “It was so good to hear from you. I am so pleased you are well. I don’t 
know what to say about you and your new ‘friend’—” and he looked up sheepishly at Harry—“but if 
it makes you happy, it can only do the same for me as well. 
  
“I feel as if I am a prisoner here. I cannot leave, I cannot stay alone. I wish I could come to you, but 
this is our home. I know the moment I leave it, it will be surrendered to the Ministry. Your father 
wouldn’t be pleased by that. 
  
“Yes, I miss him, too. I miss our little family—” Draco stopped. His voice broke. He raised his hands 
to his eyes and Harry took him in his arms. 
  
“Draco, I’m so sorry.” 
  



“Can’t be helped, can it? He tried to kill you, didn’t he?” He tried to put a brave face on it but his 
anger overtook it. “It’s all the Dark Lord’s fault! I hate him!” 
  
“Me, too.” 
  
He looked at Harry and suddenly laughed. Mouth in a grimace, face wet, Draco laughed and Harry 
laughed, at the absurdity that they should both hate Voldemort for two entirely different reasons. 
  
He waved the letter and rolled it up again. “Anyway, the rest is full of mushy stuff.” 
  
Harry kissed Draco, took his arm, and proceeded down the corridor. 
  
Dumbledore welcomed them, offered them chairs, sweets, and when there was nothing left to offer 
them, sat at his desk and looked them over. 
  
“I called the two of you here for a very special reason. We have a new Defense Against the Dark Arts 
teacher. And I would like to introduce him to the two of you first.” 
  
Dumbledore’s eyes focused behind the boys, and perplexed, Harry turned around to look. It was 
just instinct. He didn’t know how he got to his feet or how his wand was in his hand and aiming. 
  
He was all too familiar to Harry, though he had never looked so haggard before. His eyes were 
sunken into dark sockets, his bright hair lay limp against his shoulders, and the fire he had seen in 
those cold eyes burned only dimly if at all. 
  
But Draco was also on his feet and running; running toward him and clasped his arms about him, 
murmuring, “Father, Father...” 
  
Harry turned back to Dumbledore, his face red with anger. How could you do this to me? he wanted 
to ask. 
  
“Please, Lucius. Sit. You must be weary from your journey.” 
  
Lucius Malfoy walked slowly to the seat indicated, with Draco still clinging to him, his face buried in 
his father’s robes. 
  
“Harry. Please sit down.” 
  
“I don’t want to sit down.” All those feelings of anger he had harbored for Dumbledore in his fifth 
year came tumbling out again. He wanted to thrash the place as he had done before. “What 
is he doing here?” 
  
“That’s not a very healthy attitude, Potter,” said Lucius Malfoy. He may look haggard, but his voice 
was just as oily as it had been before. He patted Draco’s hand as his son finally withdrew from him 
and sat down. Draco seemed torn. He kept looking worshipfully at his father but wouldn’t raise his 
eyes to Harry. 
  
“You tried to kill me! To deliver me to Voldemort.” 



  
“Yes, well. Things...change.” 
  
“You’re an evil git. They don’t change.” 
  
“Now Harry,” said Dumbledore. “This is the reason I brought you here. You must compose yourself.” 
  
“You’re not seriously entertaining the notion of having this Death Eater teach a class. You can’t be 
saying that!” 
  
“Harry, if you will sit down and listen.” 
  
“NO!” It was all pouring out now. The hurt, the conniving behind his back. “I’m tired of sitting and 
listening to you. You never tell me anything when I need to know it, only when you want to tell me. 
And now you want to put this Death Eater in charge of teaching us how to defend against the Dark 
arts? That’s mental!” 
  
“HARRY POTTER. SIT DOWN!” 
  
Harry sat hard. Dumbledore’s enhanced voice still rang in his ears. He clutched the chair arm and 
glared at Malfoy who looked back at him mildly, one brow raised. 
  
“If you will allow me to explain, Harry, you might be better able to accept it. Now, Mr. Malfoy...that 
is, Professor Malfoy—” Harry squirmed at that. I’ll NEVER call him that! “—will be taking on the 
duties of teaching Defense Against the Dark Arts. How this came about is a long story which I will 
try to shorten here. When Mr. Malfoy was arrested at the Ministry it was indeed to trick you into 
retrieving the Prophecy and to snatch you for Voldemort. He admits this. This is why he was sent to 
Azkaban.” 
  
“A horrible place,” said Lucius with a shudder. 
  
“Good!” snarled Harry. 
  
Draco darted a glance at Harry then, his face a mask of anguish. Harry didn’t look at him again. This 
was between him and Lucius Malfoy. 
  
“I have been visiting Mr. Malfoy over the last year, talking with him.” 
  
“If he’s told you he’s reformed then he’s lying.” 
  
“Yes, I know.” 
  
Lucius stiffened at that and straightened his cravat. 
  
“He’s a very good liar, as I expect most Slytherins...and a few Gryffindors...are.” His eyes gave the 
merest of twinkles. “And though he is an accomplished Occlumens I am even better at Legilimency. 
Simply put, Mr. Malfoy was far safer in Azkaban than he would have been back in Voldemort’s 
clutches. Voldemort was not pleased that Lucius failed at the Ministry. He failed to get the Prophecy 



that Voldemort so needed to hear, and he failed to capture or kill you. Mr. Malfoy was of the opinion 
that had he returned to Voldemort he would have most certainly been killed.” 
  
Harry resisted offering another “good!” seeing as how Draco was reacting to all of this. 
  
“Mr. Malfoy had a great deal of time to think matters over in Azkaban. Even without the Dementors it 
is not a pleasant place. As any Slytherin, he recalculated his odds, weighed the pros and cons, and 
came to the conclusion that the side of Light had the best advantage. Therefore, he wanted to offer 
his services to our side.” 
  
“A turncoat when the going gets rough? Oh that’s brave, isn’t it?” 
  
“I never professed to any sort of bravery, Potter,” said Malfoy with a sneer. It was the same sneer 
Harry had seen Draco wear countless times. “It is as Dumbledore suggests. We Malfoys choose the 
best side for our purposes. Not the right side or the most courageous side, but the most 
advantageous side. Just as Draco has surely taken up with you.” 
  
“It's not like that with me and Draco!” He looked at his lover then, but Draco wouldn’t lift his gaze to 
Harry. Harry blinked. No. That wasn’t why Draco was his lover. He said he loved Harry. It wasn’t 
because Harry was on the winning side...was it?      
  
“I may be wrong....” said Lucius, shrugging, but his small smile left the notion so open-ended that 
Harry could make no other conclusion. His heart suddenly ached terribly. 
  
“Now Lucius,” said Dumbledore. “Let us not bring Harry’s personal life into it. What he and Draco 
share is surely beyond politics.” 
  
“Of course, Headmaster.” 
  
“And so,” continued Dumbledore, “I concluded that it might be wise to take Mr. Malfoy from 
Azkaban before Voldemort could get to him. I convinced the Ministry and him that to work for the 
Light would not only save his life, his home, and his family, but offer him a chance at a new life after 
the war was ended. Hogwarts is the safest place to be and Mr. Malfoy is very experienced in Dark 
arts and in Voldemort’s methods that I felt he was the best candidate not only to teach the class but 
to tutor you, Harry.” 
  
“I refuse to learn a thing from him. I don’t trust him. I don’t know why you do.” 
  
“Because he has a great deal to lose if he does not follow all of my directives.” 
  
“Lose what?” 
  
“Everything.” 
  
Harry clamped his mouth shut. He looked at Malfoy, and for once, his eyes were lowered and Harry 
sensed something different about him. His shoulders slumped just a little, a posture of surrender. 
And for someone like Lucius Malfoy, this was a great deal. Everything? He’d already lost that when 
he went to prison. So what did Dumbledore mean? Did he mean he threatened Narcissa? Draco? 



  
Harry felt numb. What good was a war when both sides resorted to the same tactics? But maybe 
Harry was wrong. He knew he was naïve about many things. He didn’t always understand the 
motivation of others, especially wizards. They often had an odd way of thinking about things. Raised 
as a Muggle, Harry had a different perspective. 
  
He suddenly decided that—at seventeen—it was perhaps time for him to weigh his options and 
recalculate his odds. They weren’t too good if he had to face Voldemort today. Who was really 
better to help him than someone straight from the devil’s lair? 
  
It was the mature thing to do. But Harry didn’t have to like it. 
  
“All right,” said Harry softly. “It makes sense. But if he steps out of line even once—I don’t care if you 
call him the Minister for Magic—I’m hexing him with all I’ve got!” 
  
Dumbledore nodded. “I believe that is fair. Lucius?” 
  
“My, my, Headmaster. I would have thought your students here were far more disciplined. But I see 
that, as usual, Potters always get their own way.” 
  
Dumbledore was silent, but Harry recognized the dangerous glint in his eye. 
  
Lucius seemed to as well and ploughed ahead. “I understand that Potter is...staying...with Draco in 
his rooms.” 
  
“Yes, Lucius. It is safer for Harry there.” 
  
And suddenly, Harry felt used again. Safer for him, yes, but Draco also served as his human shield if 
Lucius felt he could take matters into his own hands. Harry hated this war with renewed passion.  
  
“Very well. Your Defense class is coming up soon. I trust we will all do our best. And just to make 
certain, I’ve assigned you an assistant, Lucius.” 
  
Malfoy had risen, and he looked back at Dumbledore surprised. “An assistant? But we never 
discussed—” 
  
“Well, as Headmaster I do tend to make decisions on my own occasionally. Firenze will assist you.” 
  
“Who?” 
  
Harry smiled. Dumbledore wasn't as mental as he sometimes appeared. The centaur would protect 
Harry and the others in case Lucius got any notions. Brilliant. 
  
“He's a centaur,” said Harry, taking vicious delight in Malfoy’s expression. He knew Lucius had 
disdain for any creatures other than Pureblood wizards and witches. Having a centaur in the class 
with him must certainly irk his Pureblood fantasies. 
  
Draco didn’t look too keen on it either. 



  
“Well...That will certainly make things...interesting,” said Malfoy.                            
  
 * * * 
As soon as Harry and Draco were dismissed, Harry fumed down the corridor. He had to talk to 
Draco but he didn’t know if he could in the state he was in. 
  
“Hey Harry!” Harry turned to face his lover. The blond stood alone in the corridor and he suddenly 
looked small and vulnerable. Funny, since he was taller than Harry. Thin and lank like his father, 
with that same pointed face, that same hair, that same sneer. Although he wasn’t wearing a sneer 
now. 
  
“Harry. We have to talk.” 
  
He stomped up to Draco. “You’re damned right we have to talk.” 
  
“This is awkward. I’m ecstatic to see my father, whereas you...well. You want to kill him, don’t you?” 
  
“For starters. What did he mean when he said you took up with me for the same reason he changed 
sides?” 
  
“Maybe that’s what he thought. But it isn’t true.” 
  
“Isn’t it? But Slytherins are so good at lying.”    
  
“And so are Gryffindors,” he said, the sneer returning. “And they’re so good at keeping secrets.” 
  
“Will you get over that!” 
  
“Not if you’re going to throw my past up in my face.” 
  
“THAT MAN TRIED TO KILL ME!” 
  
“THAT MAN IS MY FATHER!” 
  
Stalemate. “Maybe we should just give it a rest for a bit,” said Harry, each syllable tearing a bit out of 
his heart. 
  
“W-what do you mean?” 
  
“I mean...I’ll stay in my dorm. Where I belong.” 
  
“But...Harry. I love you.” 
  
“Yeah. Well. I don’t know what I’m feeling right now.” He turned and walked away. He didn’t notice 
until he’d gotten to the bottom of the stairs that his face was wet. 
  
* * * 



  
Harry knew he’d catch hell for skipping potions but he couldn’t make himself go. Not with Snape. 
He’d rather spend the time by the lake. Besides, it was bad enough that the next class was Defense. 
Should he go? All his friends would be there, wondering what happened to him. And Draco. Why 
had he done that to Draco? Could he really trust the man? They’d been together for almost two 
years. Couldn’t he trust him by now? On the other hand, he was a Slytherin and worse; a Malfoy. 
  
But he’d loved him. He did love him. But was Harry just being stupid and sentimental? His life 
depended on his making the right choices right now. 
  
He dragged himself to his feet and shuffled back to the castle, his book bag trailing behind him. 
  
Trudging to the back of the crowd at the Defense classroom, Hermione came up to him. “Harry! 
Where have you been? We’ve been so worried.” 
  
“In Dumbledore’s office. We’ve got a new Defense teacher.” 
  
“So I gathered,” she said, surveying the agitated crowd. “Did you meet him?” 
  
“Oh yeah. We had a nice chat. It’s Lucius Malfoy.” 
  
“WHAT!” 
  
Everyone fell silent and turned toward Harry.             
  
“But he's in Azkaban,” said someone. 
  
“Not anymore,” said Harry, voice brightly thick with sarcasm. “Dumbledore’s sprung him. Aren’t we 
lucky to have someone who knows the Dark arts so intimately?” 
  
“I should think so, Potter,” said Lucius behind him. 
  
“Right on time, Mr. Malfoy,” said Harry, glaring at him. 
  
“That’s Professor Malfoy, Potter. Or shall I take points?” 
  
“You just go ahead and try.” 
  
He strode up to Harry and looked at him down the length of his aristocratic nose. He smiled. “I 
suppose one should give you the benefit of the doubt. Being the Chosen One and all. At least on the 
first day, eh, Potter?” 
  
He cast the doors open and strode in. The others followed cautiously. Hermione and Ron were still 
staring after him, remaining in the corridor. 
  
“Has Dumbledore lost his mind?” asked Ron. 
  
“Not entirely,” said Harry, waiting for the sound he longed to hear. 



  
Suddenly, the fireplace whooshed and, ducking, Firenze trotted out. Everyone ooed and awed. 
Firenze swiveled his head and looked about under lowered lids. “Ah, Harry Potter. It is good to see 
you well.” 
  
“Thanks, Firenze. It’s very good to see you here.” 
  
“Yes. Well. Introductions,” said Lucius. “I am Professor Malfoy and this is my assistant, Firenze. 
However, any questions concerning spells and hexes must be directed to me.” 
  
Everyone seated themselves just as the door squeaked open again. Lucius looked up. “Draco. You 
were almost late. Wouldn’t do to take points from Slytherin, now would it? Sit down.” 
  
Harry told himself not to look, but he couldn’t help it. Draco looked bad. He’d obviously been crying 
and he sat by himself in the back. 
  
Hermione nudged Harry. “Harry, what’s going on?” 
  
“Tell you later.” 
  
“Welcome to Defense Against the Dark Arts, seventh years,” Lucius went on. “There's no need to tip 
toe here. It’s a dangerous world out there. I ought to know. I caused much of it.” The room fell 
absolutely silent. But Hermione put up her hand, stiff and tall. 
  
Lucius pivoted his head and glared at her. “Miss Granger. You have something to say?” 
  
“Yes, sir, I do. Why is a convicted Death Eater teaching this class?” 
  
There were a few gasps. But Harry was proud of her. He smiled wide. 
  
“As usual, Gryffindors act before they think. Ten points from Gryffindor. In defending against the 
dark arts, you will have to think before you act. Yes, I am a convicted Death Eater. Who better to 
teach you all that you need to know in these dark times? Do you think the war will not fall on your 
doorstep? Do you know people who have died? Families who have fled the country in the mistaken 
notion that they will be safe?” 
  
“But you killed some of them!” said Ron, bristling to stand up. Harry saw his wand tight in his fist. 
  
“I did no such thing. You cannot prove it, in any case, and you are out of turn, Weasley. Another ten 
points from Gryffindor. Certainly Dumbledore would never have appointed me if that were true.” 
  
“Wizards killing their own kind is bad enough,” said Firenze. “But the killing of defenseless Muggles 
is another. But there will be no more of that. Your task, Malfoy, is to teach these colts to defend 
against the evil of Voldemort. It is best to get to it and forget the stupidity of house points. I’ll restore 
them all at any rate.” 
  
Malfoy’s face reddened in anger. He glared impotently at the centaur. Suddenly, he calmed, 
brushing his hair back from his face. “My...unusual friend here is correct. The Dark Lord does not 



care about house points and petty differences. If anything, he will use them against us, forcing us to 
fight amongst ourselves. We must be better than that. Pair up!” 
  
Everyone found their partners. Only Harry was without anyone...as was Draco. They looked across 
the room at one another. “Hermione, pair with me,” hissed Harry. 
  
“But I’m with Ron.” 
  
“Hermione, please!” 
  
“Just go over to Draco. Whatever it is, this is bigger than that.” 
  
Harry gritted his teeth. Fisting his wand, he stomped over to him. Draco turned his head, pretending 
not to look at him. “I guess we’re partners,” said Harry. 
  
“That’s what you think,” Draco muttered. 
  
“Are we ready?” asked Lucius. “One of you pick your best curse and the other will defend against it. 
Ready? Begin.” 
  
The other pairs began dueling, and curses and hexes whizzed across the room amid shouts and 
scrambling. 
  
Harry and Draco simply stood, looking at one another, their wands pointed downward toward the 
floor. 
  
Malfoy’s shadow suddenly fell over them. “Well? Have you both forgotten your hexes?” 
  
Harry looked down at his wand. “I...” 
  
“Potter, it may be that you will confront familiar faces on the battleground. Do not let sentimentality 
undo you. Raise your wand and duel.” 
  
“But that doesn’t make me any better than Voldemort.” 
  
“And now you have understanding.” 
  
He looked up at Lucius, his sneer, his cold eyes so like Draco’s...but vastly different as well. 
  
“I am already too much like him,” said Harry so softly Lucius leaned forward to hear. “I can’t afford 
to be any more like him.” Harry lowered his wand and put it in his robe. Before he could blink, 
Malfoy's was out and aimed at Harry. 
  
But before the curse could hit Harry, a shield surrounded him and the curse bounced off. Lucius 
ducked to avoid getting hit by it. 
  
“Potter! How did you do that?” 
  



“You son of a bitch! You tried to curse me!” 
  
Malfoy grabbed Harry’s robes and hauled him forward, nose to nose. “Call me a name again and 
you will know what a Cruciatus can really be.” 
  
All at once, and electric shock fired off of Lucius’ hand and he released Harry with a yelp. He stared 
at his smoldering hands incredulously. 
  
“Leave him alone, Father.” 
  
He turned to his son, the incredulous expression still molding his face. “You?” 
  
“Yes, I did the shield and the shock. Now leave him alone.” 
  
Lucius looked from one to the other and suddenly noticed that the room had grown quiet. He glared 
at all the students and grabbed Harry and Draco by the shoulder. “You two. Outside!”                               
  
He shoved them through the door and slammed it shut. He squared on them. “You will not bring 
your bedroom shenanigans into my classroom, do you hear me? Leave them outside. Gods! You’re 
worse than a menstrual girl, Potter!” 
  
“I didn’t start it!” 
  
“Do I need to remind you how important this is! Not just your miserable life. I don’t give a damn 
about you. But you seem to be the hope of the Wizarding world.” He made a humourless laugh. 
“And don’t we deserve it? Relying on a boy to save us all.” 
  
“Father—” 
  
He turned to Draco, two tall men with hair nearly as white as snow. “Does this surprise you, my 
son? Perhaps when you are on the receiving end of Lord Voldemort’s wrath you might see things 
differently. I’ve had time to think, Draco. I’m not just scheming here. I’m finding the best options for 
us all. And believe it or not—” He pointed at Harry. “This is it.” 
  
Draco looked at Harry. His face was so naked and raw that Harry knew at once that he couldn’t 
possibly be faking it. He was frightened. Frightened for Harry. He wore that expression once before. 
It was in his room at the Dursleys when Harry told him he didn’t think he’d survive Voldemort again. 
That was also when Draco said he wanted to marry him, the most romantic and important moment 
of his life.         
  
Something inside him broke. He wanted so much to take Draco in his arms, tell him it was going to 
be all right. Before he knew what was happening, he was doing just that, right in front of Lucius 
Malfoy. 
  
Draco slumped into his shoulder and Harry let him. He looked up at Malfoy whose face was 
appalled. Maybe he was in a little denial about his son and Harry, but there was no mistaking it now. 
  



Draco pulled himself together quickly. He wiped his face with his hand. “I’m all right!” he said 
irritably, slapping Harry’s hand away. 
  
Lucius fumed. Harry didn’t care. “You are both dismissed from class,” he said in a quietly controlled 
voice. “Potter, report here after the feast. We will train for one hour.” 
  
“I’m coming, too,” said Draco. 
  
“No. Only Potter.” 
  
“No!” 
  
He looked down at his son. Mutiny. His face said it all. But then it changed again, the ever changing, 
ever adapting Slytherin. “I see. Very well. Eight o’clock. Don’t be late.”  
  
* * * 
  
Harry and Draco headed for the Defense classroom after the feast. While everyone was returning to 
their common rooms for games and conversation, they walked in silence as if they were walking to 
the gallows. Finally, Draco just stopped and Harry looked back at him. 
  
“I have to know before we get there,” said Draco. “Do you still want me?” 
  
His stomach swooped again. “Did you take up with me because I might beat Voldemort?” 
  
“NO! I told you the truth. It happened exactly as it did. Please believe me. Just read the letters again. 
That was the truth.” 
  
The letters. Those marvelous letters. Harry had fallen for the boy in those letters even when he 
hadn’t known it was Malfoy. 
  
Harry studied his face. It was quite a handsome face, at least Harry always thought so. Even when 
he used to hate him, he had thought he was handsome. He looked down once and then slowly 
approached Draco. “I can’t deny it. I love you. I can’t stop. I don’t want to stop. But I’m scared, 
Draco. I've never given my heart like this before. I want to know it’s safe with you.” 
  
“It is, Harry. Really. I swear.” 
  
His face was so full of longing. Harry reached up with both hands, cupped his cheeks, and touched 
his lips with his own. The Slytherin’s mouth was warm and sweet. He kissed Harry back gently but 
with some urgency. 
  
Harry pulled away and looked into those grey eyes. “I believe you.” 
  
“You’ll come tonight, won’t you? Harry, please. I need you. I don’t want to be without you.” 
  
He was feeling the same. His throat was thick with emotion. He nodded. “Yes, I’ll come tonight.” 
  



“We don’t have to do anything,” said Draco, sinking into his arms. His lips trailed gently against 
Harry’s cheek. “We could just hold each other.” 
  
“Not on your life,” said Harry with a chuckle. “If I go you’ll shag me proper and they’ll be no 
argument about it.” 
  
Draco pulled back to look at him. And then his face collapsed into a smile. “Oh. You’re toying with 
me. There’s payback for that, my man. You just wait.” 
  
He kissed Draco again and then gestured with his head. “Come on, or your father will take points.” 
  
Harry didn’t particularly want to talk about Lucius Malfoy. With him on staff, the Slytherins were 
taking a second look at Draco. Harry saw some of them talking to him again at the feast. But Draco 
seemed troubled by this. He didn’t seem at ease with them. Harry realized that he felt better when 
Draco was estranged from his brethren. That wasn’t very nice on Harry’s part. Having Draco a little 
lonely made him more compliant, but was that what Harry really wanted? 
  
Too complicated. 
  
Lucius was drumming his long fingers on the stair baluster when they entered the Defense 
classroom. He straightened and moved elegantly toward them. “About time,” he sneered. 
  
Harry snorted. They weren’t late. 
  
“We’re going to take at least an hour. Possibly longer,” said Malfoy. “I have been instructed by the 
headmaster to teach you Unforgivables.” 
  
“You’re joking,” said Harry. “Dumbledore said that?” 
  
“You can’t believe for one moment that that man doesn’t know every detail that goes on in this 
school, do you? He has his methods.” His eyes roved about for a moment before settling on Harry 
again. He rolled his shoulders. “And so, Potter. I am here to continue to teach you what Barty 
Crouch, Jr. left off doing.” 
  
Did he have to remind Harry of that? Every unpleasant thing that ever happened to him may have 
involved Voldemort, but it seemed also to involve Lucius Malfoy as well. 
  
Harry pulled out his wand and pushed up his sleeves. He was determined to be mature in front of 
Malfoy. “All right. What’s first?” 
  
Lucius smiled and raised his wand, transforming a chair into a dog that looked remarkably like 
Snuffles. Harry glared at him. “Shall we begin with Imperius?” 
  
* * * 
  
Harry mastered that one fairly easily. When Draco tried it, it was clear to Harry that he had done it 
many times before. He stared at his lover, but Draco didn’t look at him. Secrets, eh? It seemed both 
Malfoys had many secrets. It hurt Harry’s feelings a bit that Draco had never told him about this, but 



he guessed he couldn’t expect the Slytherin to change everything about himself overnight. Besides, 
Harry had to admit to himself that part of Draco’s attraction was his sneakiness, his bad boy image. 
He wouldn’t want him to be a Gryffindor clone. 
  
“Very good, Potter. You took to that rather well. One wonders how you do it. Are you certain you are 
supposed to be in Gryffindor?” 
  
He knew Lucius meant it as an insult but he took pleasure in saying, “Actually, the Sorting Hat 
wanted to put me in Slytherin.” 
  
Both Malfoy’s stopped dead and stared. “You’re lying,” said Draco. 
  
But Harry didn’t take his eyes off of Lucius and his horrified expression. “It’s true. It said I’d do well 
in Slytherin. But after meeting your son I decided I didn’t want to be in Slytherin so I asked to be put 
anywhere but there.” 
  
Draco made a screechy noise, but Lucius stepped closer to Harry, studying his face as if he had 
never seen it before. “It wanted to sort you into Slytherin...and you refused?”     
  
“Yeah. That’s how much I didn’t want it.” 
  
“And it...sorted you elsewhere...because you asked?” 
  
“How about that?” 
  
Lucius suddenly looked mighty disturbed by this. “Does Dumbledore know?” 
  
“Don’t know. The Hat lives in his study. I suppose they have nice chats.” Harry began to get edgy. He 
had only told him to throw him off guard and wipe that smug look off his face. He hadn’t meant to 
open a kettle of worms. “W-why? I bet it happens all the time.” 
  
Lucius spun on him. “Like people speaking Parseltongue, eh? Happens all the time? I can’t 
remember a single incident in living memory or in Hogwarts: A History where this has occurred.” 
  
“Oh really? Well...there must be. I mean, maybe no one mentioned it.” 
  
“Are you really that thick, Potter?” He turned to Draco. “Tell me Draco, is it his stupidity that 
attracted you? I can’t imagine what else it might be.” 
  
“He’s a powerful wizard, Father. I think this proves it. He’s going to win.” 
  
Lucius looked torn. For once, he seemed to realize that this might actually be true. Harry swallowed 
past a hard lump obstructing his throat. Maybe he did have a chance. It had only been a vague hope 
before. But maybe, just maybe it was actually going to happen. 
  
“Mr. Malfoy, are you saying that I might have special abilities?” 
  



He stared at Harry anew. “Yes, Mr. Potter. I think you do indeed have special abilities. Let us see if 
we can’t harness them.” He aimed his wand at the dog. “I want to see you perform the Cruciatus on 
this dog.” 
  
Harry glanced at the dog who so resembled his late godfather and paused. “I don’t....” 
  
“Mr. Potter,” said Lucius gently, in the same manner he often talked to Draco. “You must try.” 
  
Yes. Harry knew he had to. And not just try. He had to master it. All the Unforgivables. After all, he 
had to kill Voldemort. That meant learning the Avada Kedavra. No time like the present. 
  
* * * 
  
Later that night back in Draco’s room, Harry lay pensively on the bed. They hadn’t made love, only 
kissed a lot. But Harry had been a bit too distracted even for that. Lucius Malfoy seemed awfully 
surprised—almost as much as Harry had himself—that he could perform all the Unforgivables. 
From just one lesson. He’d done it several times. And each time was easier than the last. 
  
Even Draco couldn’t quite do the Avada Kedavra, which surprised Harry. He was certain Draco had 
been taught those a long time ago. He could certainly do the Cruciatus. 
  
A gentle hand smoothed down his hair and he rolled over on the pillow to look at his lover in the 
firelight. “Don’t think about it too much, Harry. It’s just another spell, is all.” 
  
“No, it isn’t. It’s the spell. The ultimate spell. And I did it just as easily as a Lumos. Why, Draco? 
What is it about me that makes it easy for me? Am I that good a wizard? I wasn’t good at much else 
before.” But then the awful thought occurred to him and he sat up. “Or is it because I really am a 
Dark wizard, no better than Voldemort!” 
  
Draco sat up too and clasped Harry in his arms. “You are not a Dark wizard. I can’t imagine 
anyone less of a Dark wizard except for Dumbledore himself.” 
  
“But Draco.” His voice broke, betraying his emotions. “I did them all so easily. I just...killed that dog. 
And it looked just like... I’m sure your father did that on purpose!” 
  
“Just like what?” 
  
He sighed. “Like my godfather.” 
  
“Your godfather was a dog?” 
  
“No, you idiot. He was an Animagus!” 
  
“Like Pettigrew?” 
  
“Yes. All because of Remus Lupin.” And Harry felt compelled to tell him the whole story, about his 
stag Patronus and further explained about the Shrieking Shack. Draco looked appalled, until his 
face changed after a bit of thinking about it. 



  
“So that’s the secret behind the Shrieking Shack. And that’s why you knew about it. They all did it for 
Lupin. Can’t say that I’d go to the trouble for a werewolf but...Well. I guess I’d do it for you.” 
  
Harry smiled a little and leaned his head back against Draco’s shoulder. “That's nice of you to say.” 
  
“It’s true.” 
  
They were silent for a time until Harry ventured a tentative, “Draco, why didn’t you tell me you knew 
how to do Unforgivables?” 
  
Draco’s breath caught and he said nothing for a long pause before he sighed. “I didn’t...I didn’t want 
you to think less of me. I didn’t want you to think I was a Death Eater or something. You already had 
your suspicions of me, doubting my loyalties. I don’t know what else I can say to convince you.” 
  
Harry squeezed Draco’s arm. “I don’t think less of you,” he said, uncertain if that were entirely true. 
“And I love you. I thought that was firmly established.” 
  
“I don’t think anything’s firm, do you?” 
  
Harry reached up, took Draco’s hand, and directed it to his crotch and his hardening prick. “Well 
this is.” 
  
“I thought you were too upset to....” 
  
“I’m feeling better now. And I do love you. And we haven’t yet made love tonight.” 
    
Draco smiled against the skin of his neck. “Well then. If you’re ‘up’ for it, so am I.”  He began a 
leisurely perusal of Harry’s skin with his lips and they went at it for the rest of the night. 
  
But in the earliest hours of the morning, Harry’s scar suddenly burst with fiery pain. He cried out 
and Draco bolted upright beside him. The agony was so prolonged that Harry leaned over the side 
of the bed and vomited on the floor. 
  
Draco, paler than usual, ministered to him, cleaned the sick with his wand, and fetched him a glass 
of cold water. “Scar,” Harry managed to sputter out, clutching his forehead. If he didn’t, he felt his 
brains would ooze out. He couldn’t open his eyes for the pain the meager candle flame caused him. 
“Must talk to Dumbledore. He knows, Draco. He knows that most of his Horcruxes are gone!”   
  
* * * 
  
In their dressing gowns, Harry and Draco hurried through the gloomy corridors. Draco held Harry up 
as the pain still pulsated in his head. He clutched the Slytherin and through the terrible throbbing 
he was grateful for his presence and love. He could tell Draco was terrified. He said very little. Only 
made encouraging sounds to Harry and squeezed him for reassurance with the arm around his 
shoulder and the other holding his hand. 
  



Draco tried the password from before but it wasn’t working. Dumbledore had changed it. Draco 
used a string of creative swearwords Harry had never heard before until the blond calmed and 
began to think. “How can we send a message, Harry?” 
  
“Dobby!” 
  
Immediately, a loud cracking sound awakened the echoes in the corridor. The house elf bowed to 
Harry. “Harry Potter, sir.” But when he turned and spied Draco, he suddenly cringed back. His hands 
flew protectively over his head. “Master Malfoy!” 
  
Draco turned a pained expression to Harry before averting his face. “Dobby. Just forget all that,” said 
Draco impatiently. “We have to see Dumbledore but we haven’t got the password.” 
  
Dobby straightened his shoulders and adjusted his jumper that hung below his knees. “Dobby is no 
longer the Malfoy house elf. Dobby works for Hogwarts and is friend to Harry Potter!” 
  
“Good! Then if you are his friend you will get a message to Dumbledore!” 
  
“Dobby doesn’t listen to Master Malfoy any longer. Only Harry Potter.” 
  
“Of all the fucking—” 
  
“Dobby,” said Harry hoarsely. “Please. Go get Dumbledore!” 
  
“Dobby is pleased to do as Harry Potter says,” he said with an elaborate bow. 
  
“Dobby. Now. Please.” He sank against Draco and Dobby looked uncertain for the first time, looking 
from Harry to Draco and back to Harry again, noticing at last that they were clinging to one another. 
Dobby was gone in an instant, and another pause after that saw the gargoyle move aside and the 
griffin stairs revealed. Draco quickly moved Harry forward and helped him to the stair. They rode it 
together and when they reached the top, the door to Dumbledore’s office was already open and the 
old wizard stood on the threshold. He moved forward to grab Harry and drew them both in. He 
conjured a mug of hot chocolate and handed it to Harry as he settled him on a squashy chair. 
  
“Tell me,” he said, to both of them. 
  
“He knows, Headmaster. Voldemort knows we’re after his Horcruxes. I can’t...I can’t—” He cried 
out suddenly with a new burst of pain. It felt as if someone had taken an ax to his head. He clutched 
it and bent forward, dropping the mug and letting it shatter on the floor. Draco knelt before him, 
kneeling in the shards and holding tight to Harry. Harry saw through the red pain that Draco’s knees 
were bleeding and he tried to say something but he couldn’t manage it. 
  
But all at once the pain stopped. He looked up, and Draco was kissing his scar. His face was a mask 
of worry and he looked at Harry helplessly. Harry breathed a sigh of relief and lifted his hand to 
stroke Draco’s cheek. “Thanks,” he whispered. “Now please. Let Dumbledore heal your knees.” 
  
The Headmaster looked down at Draco for the first time and waved his wand, instantly cleaning the 
floor and healing Draco. He lifted the Slytherin easily and deposited him into a chair beside Harry. 



  
“This is an unpleasant development. We had the element of surprise before. But I suppose it was 
inevitable. We must work tirelessly to discover his last Horcrux. Harry, have you been training with 
Lucius Malfoy?” 
  
Harry swallowed back the bile in his throat. He was breathing easier but the memory of the pain 
was still fresh. “Yes. I mastered the Unforgivables.” 
  
Dumbledore said nothing and Harry finally looked up at him. Dumbledore’s face held shock, and 
seldom had Harry ever seen him surprised. “You mastered them? All of them?”  
  
“Yes, sir. All of them.” 
  
“In one lesson?” 
  
“Yes, sir.” 
  
The headmaster glanced at Draco as if to confirm this. He stood and paced before the fire. The 
headmasters in the paintings discarded all pretenses at pretending to sleep. They stared at Harry 
openly. Headmaster Dibbet cocked an eye at him. “He’s exceeded you, Dumbledore.” 
  
“You may very well be right,” he answered and stopped his pacing to turn to Harry. “Harry,” he said 
kindly. Frightened, Harry clutched at Draco tightly. “It seems you have skills that have accelerated. 
Possibly due to your connection to Voldemort. Or...possibly in spite of them.” 
  
“What does it mean, Headmaster?” He didn’t want to know what it might mean. He didn’t want to 
think that it was time to face Voldemort. Somehow that time had always seemed far off. But it was 
rushing toward him as fast as a curse and he didn’t know—even if he could do the Unforgivables—
that he could perform them under duress. 
  
“It means, Harry, that you are a very powerful wizard and I believe you completely competent to 
face Voldemort.” 
  
“And win?” asked Harry. 
  
Dumbledore smiled. “Yes, Harry. And win. And survive. I never doubted it. And in any case, I would 
never have let you face him if you could not. Not alone, anyway. And I have a feeling,” he looked 
down at Draco’s death grip on Harry’s hand, “that you would not be alone.” 
____________________________ 
  
A/N: Thanks to HarryxDraco for giving me the getting-Lucius-out-of-Azkaban suggestion. It started a 
whole new ball rolling for this fic. Now that’s a community, people! 
Part Four: Turncoat 
  
A change seemed to come over Draco in the last few days. He seemed to have decided something. 
And when the students met in the Great Hall for breakfast, he didn’t go to the Slytherin table as he 
usually did, even though some were beginning to talk to him again. He hovered near Gryffindor until 
Colin Creevy stood up from his place on the bench and faced him. “W-what do you want, Malfoy?” 



  
Harry hadn’t noticed Draco there and he whipped his head around. 
  
Ron stood up next but instead of rounding on Malfoy as Harry expected, he turned to Colin. “You 
bloody well know why he’s here. Cut him a break.” 
  
Colin stared at Ron as if he didn’t recognize him. “We have to put up with him and Harry, but we 
don’t have to put up with him here.” 
  
Hermione stood up next. “Yes, we do. It looks to me as if Draco needs to say something. Go ahead, 
Draco.” 
  
Draco wore an expression as Harry had never seen before. He was bereft of all his snottiness, which 
was saying something. He looked helplessly from each grim Gryffindor face to another. Finally, 
some of that old Malfoy sneer returned and he drew up straight and tall again. “I want to sit with 
Harry,” he said in a strong voice. 
  
“There’s no room,” said Colin. 
  
“Then we’ll make room,” said the surprisingly clear voice of Neville. Everyone turned to him. He 
blushed and scooted over. “If everyone scoots this way, they’ll be room. Won’t there, Harry?” 
  
Harry blinked. His eyes swept the faces of his housemates, each wearing various vexatious 
expressions. “It would be really appreciated,” he said. 
  
Colin’s scowl fell away and he looked at Malfoy with narrowed eyes. Finally, he sat back down next 
to his brother and scooted over ever so slightly. The others on the bench followed suit and Draco 
found a spot between Hermione and Harry. He squeezed in and Harry looked at him lovingly. “What 
made you come over?” he said to him quietly while the others resumed their breakfasts. 
  
He looked back at Slytherin and shrugged. “I don’t care what anyone thinks anymore. Besides, they 
all know we’re together. There’s no point in denying it. I want to sit meals with you. I want to do 
homework with you. I want....” He lowered his voice and rumbled, “I want to hold your hand 
between classes.” 
  
Harry’s mouth fell open. “You do?” 
  
“Yes. To hell with everyone. Other couples get to do it. I want to. We’re a couple.” 
  
“Yeah,” said Ron. “A couple of gits. Do you realize the backlash if you did that?” 
  
“I thought this was a private conversation, Weasley,” he snarled. 
  
Ron looked up and down the table. All eyes were on the Slytherin and the Gryffindor. “Hardly,” he 
said. 
  
Draco glared at them all and he placed his hands firmly on the table. “Look, you,” he said, 
addressing the table. “He’s my boyfriend, got it? I’m bloody well going to hold his hand when I 



bloody well want to. And I’m bloody well going to eat meals with him from now on. Because he’s my 
effing boyfriend! So if you’ve got anything to say—” 
  
“You’ll have all of us to answer to,” said Hermione with a nod of finality.    
  
“Yeah,” said Neville. 
  
“Yeah,” said Dean, a little uncertainly. 
  
The Creavy brothers wouldn’t stop glaring at Draco, but the others seemed to stand down and 
murmured amongst themselves over their flakes and eggs. 
  
Harry couldn’t stop smiling. He squeezed Draco’s thigh under the table and made certain that his 
leg remained in contact with his for the whole meal. He felt one hundred percent better with Draco 
beside him. He couldn’t seem to get enough of the Slytherin. Draco for his part ate his breakfast 
silently, rubbing his foot against Harry’s ankle from time to time. 
  
When they had finished breakfast Draco was as good as his word and once he’d slid his book bag 
over his shoulder, he reached down and grasped Harry’s hand. Startled, Harry looked at the blond. 
“Well,” said Draco. “I said I wanted to hold your hand and I meant it.” 
  
Harry looked around and he noticed many eyes on them. It was accompanied by a lot of whispering 
but Draco didn’t seem to mind it. Slytherin began hissing as they passed and Harry giggled 
uncontrollably. 
  
“What’s the matter with you?” asked Draco, sneering back at his former housemates. 
  
“They don’t realize it,” said Harry, trying to control his laughter, “but in Parseltongue they’re saying 
‘pretzel’.” 
  
Draco stared at him for a moment before he laughed too, looking back at his hissing housemates. 
  
They endured the stares of all the students and a few wandering teachers as they made their way 
through the corridors. Hermione and Ron walked on either side of them, determined looks on their 
faces as if daring someone to say something. Once or twice some seventh year looked as if they 
might, but Ron stared them down, his wand gripped tight in his hand. 
  
What they failed to do was release their hold of each other soon enough in Potions and Snape 
swiveled toward them and glared, a particular look of glee in his eye. 
  
Harry sat in his usual spot but Draco scooted in next to him, seemingly oblivious to the snickers 
from the others. 
  
Snape looked as if Christmas had come early. 
  
“Well, well, well.” Harry cringed. Why couldn’t the man just leave them alone and teach for Merlin’s 
sake? “Changing seats, are you Malfoy? I don’t know that you’d get much done with your—now let 
me think. What shall we call him? Your ‘special friend’? Your ‘partner’? Your—” 



  
“He’s my lover!” said Draco, rather loudly. Harry blanched. Even that was a bit much for him in the 
light of day. He dared a look at the rest of the class and they were sitting stock still. 
  
“Indeed!” chortled Snape unpleasantly. “’Lover’, is it? My, my. Aren’t we mature. Isn’t this just the 
height of  gentility. ‘Lover’. I daresay, Mr. Malfoy, that is far more information than we all needed so 
quickly after breakfast.” The Slytherins laughed. The others were horrified. Snape turned to his 
house to wallow in their glee. “Well, then, Mr. Malfoy, I’m not certain if it is prudent that you and 
your... lover... should work together. Too many distractions. Too many little shared looks and sighs—
” 
  
“Why don’t you just get on with the class and let us work... Sir.” 
  
Snape smiled. “Detention, Mr. Potter, for insolence.” It seemed to be what he was waiting for, and 
he turned to the board and flicked his wand toward it. Instantly, potion instructions came up on the 
dark surface. 
  
Hermione looked witheringly at Harry but he ignored her. He just couldn’t listen to Snape for one 
more moment. He wrenched open his bag and slammed his utensils to the table. Draco gave him a 
warning glare, but he ignored that too. ‘Lover.’ What kind of stupid thing was that to say to Snape? It 
was asking for it, that’s what it was! And between having to put up with Lucius Malfoy’s private 
lessons, his sneering at Harry, and Harry’s imminent fight with Voldemort, Harry was feeling a bit on 
edge. 
  
When class was over, Harry took his time returning his things to his bag. Draco looked back 
regretfully but Harry lifted his chin to Snape instead. He was sitting at his own desk reading over 
something in a book. He let Harry wait a long time until Harry sighed a bit loudly and he looked up, 
his eyes narrowing. “Well, Mr. Potter. Here we are again.” 
  
“Yes, sir,” he said wearily. 
  
“You need to tame that ‘lover’ of yours. Using words like that is dangerous in these climes.” 
  
“Everyone already knows. Isn’t that why he can’t be in Slytherin?” 
  
Snape leaned forward. “It’s best not to spell it out. You’re already in enough danger.” 
  
“Yes, I know. So why are you giving me detention on top of it? Sir.” 
  
He stood and slowly came around the desk. He swept toward Harry and looked down his large nose 
at him. “Because it is the only way in which I can talk to you privately, Potter, without arousing 
suspicion.” 
  
That took Harry aback and he slumped in his chair. “Huh?” 
  
Snape huffed a breath. “And here the English language with all its treasury of synonyms, the only 
thing you can come up with is ‘huh’? I am appalled.” 
  



“I just...y-you just want to talk to me?” 
  
“Yes, Potter. As much as it pains me to say. Have there been any more incidents of accidental or 
unexplainable magic?” 
  
“Unexplainable?” 
  
“Inexplicable. Out of the ordinary. Unusual. You see. A veritable treasury of words, Potter.” 
  
He kept his anger in check. “No, sir. Not lately.” Should he mention about the Unforgivables? He 
didn’t think so. 
  
“And Lucius Malfoy. Has he made any overt overtures of any kind?” 
  
“I don’t know what you mean, sir.” 
  
“Of course you don’t. Perhaps I should use words of only one syllable.” Harry glared. “Is he asking 
questions? Has he asked about your particular situation with Lord Voldemort?” 
  
Harry tried to remember. He frowned thinking of it. “No. He’s never asked me about Voldemort. He’s 
the one who knows him.” 
  
“But he doesn’t know the Prophecy, imbecile! Nor does he know of the...the items you are in search 
of.” 
  
Harry narrowed his eyes at Snape. “And how do you know about the...the items?”  
  
“Don’t be a fool. I know about his Horcruxes. How many times must you be told that Dumbledore 
trusts me?” 
  
Harry didn’t trust him and that’s what counted in his book. “Then how does Voldemort know that 
most of them are destroyed? I thought he couldn’t feel it when they were gone.” 
  
“I suspect because someone is telling him.” 
  
Harry mulled this. “But Mr. Malfoy doesn’t know about them, or he wouldn’t have given the diary 
away.” 
  
“Malfoy junior does.” 
  
“What? Draco wouldn’t tell Voldemort! That's mental!” 
  
“What is mental, Potter, is your extreme ignorance and naïveté. Of course Draco would not tell the 
Dark Lord. But he might tell his father.” 
  
“Shit.” Harry slumped. No, Draco wouldn’t be that stupid. Would he? “No, I don’t think he has.” 
  
“Best ask him, eh?” 



  
“Yeah. I...I guess so.” Harry worried his bottom lip with his teeth. Draco might have told to impress 
his father with his knowledge of the inner circle. He was like that. Harry hoped that this was not the 
case. 
  
Maybe a distraction for Draco. He offered to work on that potion, so... “Sir. I wonder....” But how was 
he to say without getting Snape involved. “I was wondering about certain potions, but the ones I 
want aren’t in the library. I know you have lots of books here...” 
  
“Restricted books, Potter.” But there was a gleam in his black eyes. He looked around the room and 
stared pointedly at his book shelf. “Take out a quill and parchment, Potter. I want you to write ‘I will 
not be insolent’...ten times. I think that should jar your memory. If you need to spell ‘insolent’—” He 
waved his wand and cast the word on the board. “I don’t have time to sit and watch you in your 
detention. When you are through, leave it on my desk.” 
  
“Sir? Ten times?” 
  
“Yes, Potter. Do you wish to pen more times?” 
  
“No, sir.” 
  
“Very well.” Snape looked at the book shelf once more before he left the dungeons. Harry watched 
him go. Ten times? Only ten? Harry supposed it was merely an excuse for him to leave the room and 
give Harry enough time to rummage through his potions books. He wondered which ones he’d 
need. How was he to know? Draco was supposed to be the one stealing the one he needed, but the 
opportunity was too good to pass up. He supposed Snape could legitimately keep this incident out 
of his thoughts and away from Voldemort’s mind probing. 
  
Harry quickly scribbled his detention, tossed the parchment on Snape’s desk, and scoured the 
book shelf. Potions for Forcing Love and Friendship. He supposed that would be good enough. He 
grabbed it and stuffed it in his book bag. He’d be late for Transfiguration, but he hoped McGonagall 
would be understanding. 
  
* * * 
  
Harry, Hermione, and Ron sat by the lake doing their homework when a blond figure came striding 
up. 
  
“What do you want now, Malfoy?” said Ron, barely acknowledging him. 
  
“What do you mean ‘what do I want now’? I’m just coming to do homework with my boyfriend, if you 
don’t mind!” 
  
Harry smiled and patted the grass beside him. “Well this is nice,” he said, darting a glance at Ron. 
  
“Yes, I thought it would be.” He sat next to Harry and placed his bag beside him. “I’m...sorry about 
Snape today. I didn’t mean to say it. It just came out. He was being such a prick.” 
  



“I know. It was just a shock, is all.” 
  
“Bloody hell,” Ron agreed. “Just because you are, doesn’t mean you have to parade your business in 
front of everyone.” 
  
“And if it were a girl, Weasel, it would be all right, I suppose.” 
  
“No, it would not!” said Hermione primly. “Honestly. Can’t you all control your emotions and your 
hormones? It’s getting critical.” 
  
“How is the Ravenclaw research coming?” asked Harry, happy to change the subject. 
  
“Slowly,” she said, lifting the large book in front of her. “Ravenclaw didn’t seem to have many 
possessions and not many survived from the past.” 
  
“What about a Timeturner!” said Harry, suddenly sick at the idea that Voldemort might have used 
one. 
  
“No, they were all destroyed in the department of Mysteries. Don’t you remember?” 
  
Harry nodded. They had certainly made a mess of the place when Lucius Malfoy and the other 
Death Eaters tried to ambush them. Thoughts of it made him cringe and glance quickly at Draco. 
And then he also remembered what was in his book bag. He drew out the potions book and flopped 
it in front of Draco’s book. “How’s this? Will this do?” 
  
Draco looked at it and then looked up at Harry. “How did you get this?” 
  
“Snape was...helpful.” There was no other word for it. 
  
“Really?” said Hermione. “That’s odd, don’t you think?”         
  
“I think everyone’s anxious for this war to be over,” said Harry thoughtfully. “War makes strange 
bedfellows after all.” 
  
“It certainly does,” mumbled Ron. 
  
Draco leafed through the book. “Yeah,” he said thoughtfully. “Wouldn’t be surprised if something in 
here did the trick. The only problem is....” He looked up at them, particularly Hermione. “How do we 
administer it?” 
  
It suddenly struck Harry how Draco had easily accepted Hermione after all those years of calling 
her the foulest thing a wizard could call another. And Hermione seemed to have let bygones be 
bygones rather quickly as well. It was just the continued animosity between Draco and Ron that 
couldn’t seem to be put to bed. 
  
Hermione and Draco put their heads together and offered suggestions back and forth, although he 
did continue to insult her from time to time. She chose to ignore it. 
  



Harry glanced up at a frowning Ron and smiled. “Looks like we’re both out in the cold, mate.” 
  
Ron looked up at him with a puzzled expression until it dawned on his face. He smiled sheepishly. 
“Yeah. Well. We’re just extraneous boyfriends at the moment.” 
  
Harry smiled. He wanted to hug Ron for that bit of acceptance but knew very well how his best 
friend would take that. Harry returned to his homework instead, thinking that this was perhaps one 
of the pleasantest bouts of school work he had ever undertaken. 
  
* * * 
Harry melted into Draco’s arms when he Portkeyed over. They shed their clothes and kissed. Harry’s 
mouth reached for Draco’s, his tongue running over those pink lips, over his teeth, over his moist 
tongue with searing heat. He clamped his opened mouth on Draco’s and kissed him with abandon, 
rubbing his lips against the Slytherin’s until they were both breathless and helplessly aroused. 
  
“God, Harry,” whispered Draco to his lips just inches away. “That was some kiss.” 
  
“Yeah,” he gasped. “I’ve been wanting to do that all day.” He leaned forward and caressed Draco’s 
cheek with his own. Both their cheeks were warm from mere proximity. He further rubbed his nose, 
his open lips, his chin against Draco’s face, relishing the hot skin, the smell of sweat, the trembling 
of the other boy’s body as he did so. “Oh Draco. I love you so much.” 
  
Draco’s arms tightened around Harry and squeezed. The Slytherin’s hands ran up and down Harry’s 
slim back, fingers ghosting here and there. It made Harry squirm, made him rub his naked body 
against Draco’s. Their erect cocks slithered over each other. 
  
“Harry, I just want to rub against you,” he hissed. 
  
As Draco did so, he jutted his hips into Harry’s. Scrotum to scrotum, cock to cock, both groins 
rubbed harder and harder, up and down, pre-cum their only lubricant. Draco’s hands fell to Harry’s 
buttocks and he grabbed each cheek and forced Harry’s groin even tighter against him.         
  
Harry was dazed how exquisite it was to feel Draco’s length along his own, how the blonde’s glans 
would catch on his and pass over it. His balls were on fire with aching need. He wanted to rub his 
balls against Draco’s but it was difficult in this position. He bent his knees and thrust upward. Yes! 
That was much better. The angle of his penis jabbed over Draco’s stiff shaft and caused a groan to 
billow from his lover’s mouth. They were going to come this way, standing up, rubbing against the 
other, and Harry clutched at his lover tightly, his hands curled around the back of his neck, lifting his 
silky hair over sweaty skin. “Oh!” cried Harry, the sensations rising from his gut and swooping up 
from his balls. “Oh Draco!” 
  
“Harry! Gods!” 
  
They pumped faster, flesh rubbing vigorously over flesh. Until—Draco cried out first. His spunk 
spurted over Harry’s stomach, and the feel of that sudden hot release on his skin forced Harry’s 
orgasm over the brink. He shot white sticky strings up as far as Draco’s chest and kept pumping his 
groin up and down against the Slytherin’s white blond pubic hair. “Yes! Yes!” It was so good. So 



good. The enormous feeling gradually lessened, leaving behind a glorious warm glow where they 
sunk against each other’s chests, just holding the other up. 
  
Finally, Harry whispered to Draco’s neck, being where his face landed, “Let’s go to the bed.” 
  
Draco only nodded. He kept an arm wrapped around Harry’s naked waist and escorted him to the 
bed. They flopped down together and immediately rolled to their backs. 
  
Harry wasn’t certain if he dozed for a second. It didn’t matter. He turned his head fractionally to look 
at his lover’s profile. That sharp nose was almost a silhouette against the hearth flames. “You still 
alive over there?” 
  
“No,” came the soft reply. “I don’t know that I’ve ever come so hard. And I wasn’t even inside you.” 
  
“I know. Me too. It just felt so good to rub against you.” 
  
“I could tell.” He turned then and Harry looked into those grey eyes. The firelight changed them 
constantly, like lightning in a storm cloud. Harry couldn’t tear his gaze away. “I am so in love with 
you, Harry. I hope you know that. Really know it.” 
  
Harry grinned like a madman. “Yeah. I know it. It’s a wonderful feeling. You don’t know how long I’ve 
wanted to feel it from someone. I’m glad it’s you.” 
  
“I’m glad you’ll never have to see those Dursleys again. They were positively ghastly.” 
  
“I’m on my own, that’s for sure.” 
  
Draco sat up suddenly and looked down on his lover. “Harry, if you ever need any money...well. I 
have plenty. I don’t mind sharing with you.” 
  
Harry chuckled and reached up to stroke Draco’s cheek. “That’s really sweet of you.” He knew how 
much of a sacrifice it was for Draco to offer it. “But I’m okay. My mum and dad left me a vault at 
Gringott’s and it’s pretty full.” 
  
“Really?” This seemed to test his Pureblood sensibilities. After all, what were Halfbloods and 
Mudbloods doing with money? Harry saw it all play out on his face. Draco hid his distaste artfully. 
“Oh. Then those awful clothes—” 
  
“I told you. That was because my aunt and uncle would never buy anything for me. They were my 
cousin’s hand-me-downs.” 
  
“Gawd!” Draco clearly had a picture of Dudley in his mind. “I’d rather have burned them than worn 
them.” 
  
“Well I didn’t have much choice, now did I?” 
  
“That’s the first thing we’re doing on the next Hogsmeade weekend; we’re shopping!” 
  



Harry grasped Draco’s hand, brought it to his lips, and kissed it. “You’re too good to me. But we’ll 
probably not be allowed to go, you and I. For our own safety.” 
  
“What? Fuck that! We’ll sneak out. I’m sure you know how to do that.” 
  
“Yeah. Did it all the time.” He kept hold of Draco’s hand and squeezed it. 
  
This was news to Draco. “You did? You sneaky son-of-a-Gryffindor.” 
  
“Cloak’s good for that, don’t you know.” 
  
Draco nodded and sighed. “And you didn’t think we had anything in common!” 
  
They snuggled and kissed a bit, but they were both sleepy. Face pressed against Draco’s neck, 
Harry briefly thought about Snape’s question. Was Draco telling his father the things they were 
doing? But if he asked Draco now, the Slytherin would likely get angry and Harry was too weary to 
fight with him now. The question could wait.  
  
* * * 
The weekend arrived and Draco spent his days off in his rooms reading the potions book Harry stole 
for him. Surprisingly, Snape had not mentioned missing a book though surely he knew it was 
missing. 
  
Harry snuck into the room when the corridor was clear. Draco sat in the squashy chair absorbed by 
the large tome in his hands. Harry crept up behind and lightly touched the blond hair with his 
fingertips. 
  
Draco startled, but a quick glance behind him calmed him down. “Shit, Harry. Don’t do that.” 
  
“I only wanted to run my hands through your hair...and down your shoulders...and maybe across 
your chest.” 
  
“Harry, I’m working here.” 
  
Harry frowned and came around to the front of the chair. “But...we have the afternoon free. Don’t 
you want to...you know.” 
  
“If you can’t say it,” he muttered into his book, “then maybe you shouldn’t be doing it.” 
  
Harry grabbed the book and pulled it down. Draco glared up accusingly at him. 
  
“Hey!” said Harry. “What’s gotten into you? You’re always up for a shag. There. I said it. Sex. Sex, 
sex, sex.” 
  
Draco dragged the book back in place. “Not funny, Potter. I’m working.” 
  
“To hell with that.” Harry raised his wand, swished and flicked, and the book rose from Draco’s 
hand. 



  
“That isn’t funny, Harry! Give it back!” But the book was floating up toward the ceiling. 
  
“Work later.” 
  
“NO! I want to work now!” 
  
Harry was so startled the book came crashing down. Draco had barely enough time to jump back 
on the chair and snatch his feet out of the way. 
  
“You idiot! You could have killed me!” But something of what the blond said affected Draco and he 
hid his crimson face under his fringe and picked up the book from the floor. 
  
“Draco!” 
  
“Harry.” His voice was suddenly strained and hoarse. “If I can’t find this potion and brew it then I will 
have failed you. And I don’t...I can’t afford to fail you. Don’t you get it? It’s your life we’re talking 
about!”  
  
So Harry wasn't the only one to be feeling the pressure of an imminent battle. Draco snapped pages 
aside, reading and rejecting potion after potion. Harry watched him for a moment before he knelt at 
Draco’s feet. He touched his lover’s knee. “Hey Draco,” he said softly. “The potion was only another 
tool. I never expected that I would have to rely on it.” 
  
Draco did not look up. “I know. But it gives me something to do.” 
  
Harry ran his hand higher, squeezing his thigh. “Draco. Put it aside for a bit. Talk to me.” 
  
He slammed the book shut and tossed it on the floor. “What good am I? What good am I to you? Ron 
and Hermione have been your friends and fought at your side far longer. They know what you need 
and when you need it. What am I? I’m no good to you. I can’t help for shite.” His eyes glossed. 
  
“That’s not true. You give me the love and support I’ve never had before.” 
  
“They’ve loved you. And supported you. And they were there. Usually fighting against me.” 
  
“That’s the past. It’s over. We’re lovers now, Malfoy. We’re never going back to the way it was, are 
we? And I think this was a brilliant idea you doing this potion. It really could help. You never know.” 
  
“But how are we to give it to him? ‘Pardon me, Lord Voldemort, but will you drink this bit of potion 
before you duel Harry? Oh no, it’s nothing harmful.’ That’s really marvelous, isn’t it?” 
  
“I’ve already got an idea about that. But you’ve got to find the right potion. You know I’m rubbish in 
potions. I think it’s a really good idea that you do that, Draco. I’ll leave you alone so you can get back 
to it. All right?” He rose and touched the Slytherin on his cheek. “I’m sorry I disturbed you.” 
  



But before Harry could pull away, Draco had grabbed his hand and pressed it firmly to his cheek. He 
lifted it away once to kiss it. “No. I can put it aside for now. I’d rather take a moment to cuddle with 
you anyway.” 
  
“You sure? We don’t have to...” 
  
Draco pulled him down on his lap and grabbed him around the waist. Harry laughed and tried to 
right himself by grabbing Draco around the neck. “Hey!” 
  
Draco smiled up at him. He reached up to the back of Harry’s neck and pulled him down for a kiss. 
Harry slid down until he was almost cradled by Draco. “I’ve never sat on your lap before. It’s nice.” 
Harry wriggled his bottom and an answering erection poked him from Draco’s lap. “It’s very nice, 
actually.” 
  
“Yes it is,” said Draco, voice low and seductive. He leaned forward and touched his lips to Harry’s, 
offering small pecking kisses and an occasional swipe of his tongue. 
  
But as much as Harry wanted to sink into this wonderful feeling, Harry knew he couldn’t put off 
asking anymore. “Er...Draco. Hold a minute. I was just wondering. You aren’t mentioning any of this 
stuff to your father, are you?” 
  
Draco’s crocodile smile rubbed against Harry’s lips. “What...this? I’m sure he’d rather not know.” 
  
“Erm...no. About...the other stuff. You know. Horcruxes and stuff.” 
  
“Why should you worry about that?” But just as Draco began nuzzling his neck, he suddenly 
stopped, jerked upright, and stared at Harry. A look of horror crept over his face. “Oh God,” he said 
softly. Harry got up from his lap and Draco was trembling. “Oh God. Harry. How could I have been 
so stupid?” 
  
Harry was thinking the same thing. But he tried not to show it on his face. Draco was feeling horrible 
enough as it is. 
  
“I’ve killed you,” he was saying. “My bloody father! I trusted him. He's my father. He wouldn’t hurt 
me. What an IDIOT I am!” 
  
“Wait, Draco. Let’s just calm down. Let’s go to see him and find out what is what. Now before we go, 
what exactly did you tell him?” 
  
Draco’s face was awash with tears. “I told him about the Horcruxes. I assumed he knew. And I told 
him...oh God. About the potion I was going to work on!” 
  
“Is that all?” 
  
He swiped at his face, only smearing the tears and snot. “Yes. That was all. I’ll kill him myself. And 
then I’ll cut my own throat.” 
  



Harry felt a little numb and replied dazedly, “No you won’t. I’m rather fond of that throat. But we’ll go 
talk to him and see how much damage has been done.” 
  
Draco moved sluggishly. He certainly didn’t want to face this. Harry wasn’t too keen on it either, but 
it had to be done. Then, of course, they had to see Dumbledore.              
  
The Defense Against the Dark Arts classroom was open but no one was there. But Harry saw a light 
coming from under the door of the study. On instinct, Harry walked quietly up the stairs and as he 
approached the door, he heard Lucius talking to someone. Suddenly angry beyond words, Harry 
threw the door open. Lucius was kneeling before the fire, obviously talking to it. But the flames 
suddenly erupted in gusts and diminished. Lucius glared at the doorway and slowly rose. 
  
“Telling Voldemort more secrets?” Harry accused. His wand was in his hand before he realized it. 
Lucius stood immobile looking daggers at Harry. 
  
Draco came in right after and Harry heard the hurt in his voice. “Father. How could you? I trusted 
you.” 
  
A strange expression passed over Malfoy’s face, but he kept his gaze on Harry when he spoke. “My 
little dragon. You see how you can trust absolutely no one.” 
  
“I trust Harry! Because he loves me! Something you can’t seem to manage to do!”    
  
“Trust Potter? For a shag, perhaps. But with your life? Do you honestly think if it came down to him 
or you he would chose you?” 
  
“Yes!” he cried, his voice cracking. “I do!” 
  
“And this is the son I raised.” 
  
Draco pulled his wand, though it caught in his robes and he angrily tossed them aside, tearing the 
fabric. “I’ve never been good at Avada Kedavra,” he said between clenched teeth, “but just let me try 
it one more time!” 
  
Harry whirled and grabbed Draco’s arm. “Draco, NO!”     
  
He wrenched himself from Harry’s grip. “All right. If not that, then how about a good old-
fashioned Cruciatus?” 
  
“Draco, I will not allow you to curse your father...much as he may deserve it. You don’t deserve the 
guilt that will surely follow.” 
  
He looked at Harry, his face red and blotchy from tears. “And this is the man you despise, Father. 
See how he defends you...because of me. You have me to thank that he won’t curse you either. Of 
course, if I weren’t standing here, it would probably be a whole different situation.” 
  
Lucius did not look as cool as he did before. A trickle of perspiration trailed down his temple. “Well 
then. Why are the two of you gracing my door?” 



  
“Sit down,” said Harry, urging him to it with a gesture of his wand. “Get his wand, Draco.” 
  
Draco stretched forward, opened his father’s robes, and plucked out his wand. 
  
Lucius never wavered his gaze from Harry, backed to the chair, and sat on the edge. 
  
Harry stood before him, wand at eye height. “Now then. I want to know what Voldemort knows. 
What did you tell him?” 
  
Lucius eased back a fraction. He licked his lips. Suddenly, he looked old to Harry. His hair looked 
more white than blond and he realized that this was probably so. The long hair must have changed 
while he was in Azkaban. 
  
“Was that Voldemort you were talking to?” 
  
His flicked his gaze to Draco for the barest of seconds. “No. It was...Narcissa.” 
  
“Mother,” Draco whispered. 
  
“I had to tell the Dark Lord of the Horcruxes. He would have realized it soon in any case. But I told 
him nothing else.” 
  
“Why?” Harry gripped his wand. His arm trembled. He didn’t know how he was preventing himself 
from hexing Lucius like he deserved. “Why, after Dumbledore promised to protect you?” 
  
“Promised. Ha!” The sneer was back, but the dark circles under his eyes were more pronounced. “I 
told him nothing more than he already would have soon known.” 
  
“The potion, Father. Did you tell him about the potion?” 
  
He turned anxious eyes to his son. “No, Draco. I did not. I told you before, Harry Potter is the best 
hope we have of defeating him.” 
  
“Then why are you helping that evil creature?” 
  
And then, Harry saw something in Lucius Malfoy’s eyes he never expected to see. Tears. 
  
“Because the Death Eaters have taken over Malfoy Manor...and have taken your mother prisoner.” 
Part Five—Horcrux 
  
“No!” cried Draco and took a halting step forward. 
  
Lucius Malfoy might very well be an accomplished actor. But Harry didn’t think anyone could really 
be that good. He was trembling all over and his red eyes were brimming with unshed tears. He 
looked at his son so plaintively that Draco rushed to him and fell into his arms. 
  



Lucius didn’t seize back his wand as soon as he was surrounded by a weeping Draco. He didn’t 
jump up and grab Harry. Instead, he sat in his chair like an old man and rocked his son in his arms 
as any good father would do, and Harry suddenly felt very lost and very alone. 
  
They stayed that way for a long time until Lucius raised his eyes to Harry. There was a lot in those 
eyes. A mixture of protectiveness, confusion, loss...and not a little hatred toward Harry himself. 
  
“We should go to Dumbledore,” said Harry quietly, lowering his wand. 
  
Draco turned a tear-streaked face to him. He sniffed. “Yes. Yes, Father. Dumbledore will know what 
to do.” 
  
“Don’t you see?” hissed Lucius. “There is nothing to do! She’s at the hands of the Death Eaters. 
I must do what he says!” 
  
“This is your great leader, Mr. Malfoy,” said Harry. He couldn’t keep the disdain from his voice. “This 
is the creature you risked it all for.” 
  
“He was my lord. And I was faithful. But I turned from him—” 
  
“Tell me you aren’t defending him, Father. Tell me that isn’t true.” Draco seethed at his father, his 
words flecking off his lips. 
  
Lucius seemed uncertain again. A whole lifetime of belief was going up in smoke before his face 
and he didn’t seem to know at all how to handle it. 
  
“Let’s go to Dumbledore,” Harry repeated. 
  
They both looked at him. Lucius nodded while Draco drew away. They stood and Harry led them out 
of the classroom and down the corridor to Dumbledore’s tower. 
  
* * * 
Dumbledore listened to Harry’s explanation without uttering a word. His eyes flicked toward a 
penitent Lucius from time to time, but his focus was on Harry. Finally, Harry finished and 
Dumbledore had paced all the way to his arched window. He stared down across the valley where 
the sun streaked the surrounding hills with late afternoon light. He said nothing and Harry, 
desperate for some kind of action stepped toward him. He could not resist adding a, “Well? What 
are we going to do?” 
  
“Do, Harry?” Dumbledore sighed deeply. “What would you suggest?” 
  
“Well...we have to rescue Narcissa, I guess.” 
  
Draco rose and edged toward Harry at that. 
  
But Dumbledore was shaking his head. “Tell him why, Lucius,” he said. 
  



“There is no possible way of rescuing her and coming out of it alive, Potter. Don’t you think I’ve 
thought of that!” 
  
“But the Aurors. The Order. Couldn’t we send—” 
  
“Harry,” Dumbledore said sternly. “Did you learn nothing from your trip to the Ministry?”   
  
“It’s a trap,” he said, shoulders slumping. 
  
“I should have insisted,” murmured the old wizard. “I should have made certain she came to 
Hogwarts.” 
  
Harry realized that the wizard was taking the blame for this. It made him angry. After all, it wasn't 
Dumbledore who dabbled in the Dark Arts but the Malfoys. One could almost say that she deserved 
this...but he couldn’t actually think that with Draco looking as forlorn as he did. It was 
his mother after all. 
  
Harry spun away from the headmaster and slammed his fist into his palm. There must 
be something he could do! He couldn’t just let his lover’s mother be tortured or die. Something had 
to be done. 
  
A surge of...something...made Harry stand a little straighter; made his shoulders just a little wider. 
The Horcruxes. He absolutely had to find and destroy them. There wasn’t a moment to lose. And 
even if it was Voldemort’s plan to call him out, Harry had to do it anyway. Win or lose. This was it. 
  
“Mr. Malfoy, I am going to get you your wife back. We’ve got to destroy the Horcruxes.” 
  
Lucius raised his eyes to Harry and stared at him. “Mr. Potter, you can’t even imagine where the next 
one will be—” 
  
“We know that one of them is Nagini. We can at least eliminate that one.”         
  
“But Nagini is with the Dark Lord himself. It will be impossible—” 
  
“But I’ve got to try, haven’t I? He’s got to be stopped.” 
  
“No.” Lucius approached Harry and looked down at him. Harry felt very short under that glare but 
he didn’t feel intimidated any more. Not by Malfoy. 
  
“No, Mr. Potter. If any one can get into the Dark Lord’s lair...it is I.” 
  
“No, Father! You can’t go back there!” 
  
“The time has come for the Malfoys to decide. Are we for the Dark Lord, or are we for ourselves?” 
  
“But if you die, too—” Draco choked on the last and tried to hold in his sob. 
  



“If Nagini dies, we will force the Dark Lord out into the open. He will be forced to protect the last 
Horcrux, and then, Potter, you will be able to follow and find it.” 
  
“Yes,” said Dumbledore. “An admirable plan. But I am afraid, Lucius, that it is too dangerous. I 
cannot allow it—” 
  
“I don’t care what you say, Dumbledore,” he sneered. He shook his head and rustled his mane of 
white hair down his back. “This is Malfoy business now.”       
  
“You didn’t let me finish, Lucius. What I meant to say was, it is too dangerous for you to go alone. I 
shall accompany you.” 
  
Lucius looked truly taken aback by this. “You...would risk yourself for Narcissa? A Malfoy?” 
  
“Clearly, you have misunderstood the side of the Light for some time, Lucius. We do not hate or 
condemn individuals. Only their actions. I think you will find that most of us—Harry here 
particularly—possesses enough love to overcome the obstacles of hard feelings.” 
  
Lucius darted a glance at Harry. He ground his teeth. Harry could tell that he was warring within 
himself, wondering if he could believe it. Harry would find it hard to believe if he were in his 
shoes...and then he wondered why he thought about it in that way. 
  
Finally, Malfoy nodded slowly. “If you wish to risk your neck, Headmaster, I certainly am not 
prepared to stop you. But...if I can have my wand returned...?” He turned to Draco. Draco handed it 
back in silence. 
  
“Harry, my boy,” said Dumbledore, turning to him. “This—” and a parchment landed in his hand—
“will excuse you, Draco, Miss Granger and Mr. Weasley from your classes for as long as necessary. I 
expect the four of you to work hard to find that final Horcrux while we are gone.” 
  
“But sir--!” 
  
“Harry.” He laid his hand on Harry’s shoulder. “We have made a long journey together, you and I. I 
only wish we could have spent more quality time together. This is my fault, of course. There always 
seemed to be time. But you are a young man now, a young man I would have been proud to call my 
son...or I suppose, grandson.” 
  
Harry’s throat felt hot and thick. His eyes stung with tears. 
  
“But the time has come for all of us to do our part. The play is not yet over. Not yet. And there is 
much to do before the final curtain falls. Make good use of that time. All at your disposal. You have 
many friends, Harry. Many advantages. Think before you do. And good luck.” 
  
Without waiting further, he took Lucius’ arm, and they Disapparated together with a 
monstrous crack! 
  
* * * 
  



Harry rushed to Gryffindor tower with Draco in tow. But when the portrait swung open, Draco hung 
back. Harry looked over his shoulder at him. “Come on, Draco.” 
  
“You want me to go...in there?” 
  
“Yeah. We’ve got to get Ron and Hermione.” 
  
Draco’s brows drew down in worry. 
  
“Come on, Draco!”  
  
“All right! I’m coming.” He stomped forward, his old self coming to the fore. But when he entered the 
common room after Harry, there were gasps all around. Someone pulled a wand and yelled, 
“Stupify!” But Harry anticipated and grabbed Draco’s robe, pulling him to the floor. The hex sizzled 
on the tapestry behind them. “Wait, everyone! It’s okay. I let him in!” 
  
“This is really it, Harry!” said Lavender Brown stomping her foot. “Now you're letting him in our 
common room?” 
  
“Look, everyone.” Harry rose slowly. Draco was more wary and stood behind Harry, looking around 
with his wand out and ready. “Something has come up and now more than ever we’ve got to stick 
together. All of Hogwarts.” 
  
“What’s happening?” asked Seamus. “Is it You-Know-Who?” 
  
“Yes.” Everyone gasped. “Really, we’ve got to pull together. I can’t really say what me and Hermione 
and Ron are doing, but please give us the space to do it. Here.” He handed the parchment from 
Dumbledore to someone in the crowd. “See that McGonagall gets this. We may have to leave 
Hogwarts for a bit.” 
  
Harry!” Ginny ran forward. “What can we do? Should we go with you?” 
  
“No. I can’t risk it. But anyone who was involved in Dumbledore’s Army—well, you’d best alert them 
to be on the lookout. And those of you who weren’t in it—pair up with those who were.” 
  
“Right, Harry,” said Seamus, and Harry thought he might salute. He didn’t mean to bark orders at 
them but someone had to do it. 
  
“So, could someone get Hermione? Is she in her dorm? And where’s Ron?” 
  
“Here, mate. What’s going—Blimey! What is Draco-effing-Malfoy doing in here! Is nothing 
sacred!”                
  
Someone fetched Hermione and Harry grabbed both their arms and urged them out into the 
corridor. Draco looked relieved to be out of there. “Let’s go to your room, Draco. We’ve got a lot to 
discuss.”  
  



He filled in Ron and Hermione about Lucius and Dumbledore on their way to Draco’s Prefect room 
and once they were safely inside he sat them down. They all leaned forward watching Harry intently. 
It was strange, suddenly being in charge like this. He never really thought about it. All he knew is 
that he was supposed to kill Voldemort. And never since the end of fifth year had he wanted to do 
so as much as he did now. Maybe it really wasn’t any stupid Prophecy, but Voldemort had done it to 
himself when he chose Harry over Neville. When he killed his parents and doomed him to a 
wretched life with the Dursleys, Voldemort had decided. He decided too much about Harry’s life 
and enough was enough. Too many people were dying; Muggles and wizards and witches and God-
knows-what other kind of creatures. It was up to Harry, up to him all along and there was no way he 
was going to shirk this. Even though he was scared out of his wits. 
  
“Hermione, what have you discovered about Ravenclaw?” 
  
“I’ve seen several references to Ravenclaw’s cloak. Something about it seemed very important.” 
  
“Hey,” said Ron, perking up. “Could it have been an Invisibility Cloak?” 
  
Hermione nodded. “That is certainly possible. The indications in the books seem to say that it might 
still be somewhere in the castle.” 
  
“This castle?” asked Harry. 
  
“Yes. Each founder had their own secret rooms. Slytherin had the Chamber of Secrets and others 
had rooms as well, but nothing so dangerous as to house a dangerous monster.” 
  
“Have the other rooms been found?” 
  
“Godric Gryffindor’s. But none of the others.” 
  
“Where’s Gryffindor’s?” 
  
Hermione smiled briefly. “You’ve been there many times. It’s the Headmaster’s office.” 
  
“Oh. That isn’t so secret.” 
  
“It isn’t now. But according to Hogwarts: A History, that wasn’t always the case.” 
  
“Any clues in there that might help?” asked Draco. 
  
“I’ve tried to figure it out but there isn’t enough information.” 
  
Ron pushed his ginger hair off his face. “Is there any spell we can use to find them?” 
  
“I’ve tried that, too.” 
  
“Merlin, Granger! Is there any good news?” 
  
“I’ve been thinking. I wonder if any of the ghosts were here when the founders were.” 



  
“I’ve met most of them,” said Harry, recalling Nearly Headless Nick’s deathday party. “I don’t think 
any of them are old enough.” 
  
Draco toyed with his wand, thinking. “What about the Sorting Hat?” 
  
They all looked at him. He threw his shoulders back and scowled at them. “I was just asking!” 
  
“Draco,” said Hermione getting to her feet. “That’s brilliant!” 
  
Her stance got Harry excited and he stood, too. “We could ask the Hat!” 
  
“Blimey!” said Ron, getting up because everyone else had. “But if Dumbledore’s gone, how do we 
get into his office?” 
  
Draco stood. “McGonagall. She can get in, I bet.” 
  
“Let’s go!” said Harry, suddenly feeling better. He hated feeling useless. He wanted to 
do something, and this was better than nothing. 
  
McGonagall was already teaching and they crept into her Transfigurations class. They stood at the 
back, not quite knowing what to do. She was waving her wand instructing the first years when she 
looked up and noticed them with a start. She blustered in her lesson for a minute more before 
distractedly instructing them to practice the spell. She hitched up the hem of her robe and hurried 
down the centre aisle toward them. In a rasping whisper she demanded, “What are you doing 
here?” But the fact that it was the Golden Trio...plus one...must have given her a moment’s pause. 
Her face looked more concerned than angry at the intrusion. 
  
“Sorry to barge in, Professor,” said Harry. “But did the Headmaster tell you...?” 
  
“Yes, Potter, I received a note. But what are you four doing here?” 
  
“We need to get into the Headmaster’s office.” 
  
“I’m afraid you can’t. The Headmasters puts all sorts of wards on his offices when he is away. No 
one can get in.” 
  
Harry’s heart sank. Why were there always so many damned obstacles! 
  
Hermione thanked McGonagall and ushered them out of the classroom. Harry scowled at her. Why 
was she pushing them around? They needed McGonagall’s help, didn’t they? 
  
“Nothing can go in,” she said with a gamin smile. “But what about getting out?” She raised her wand 
in the air. “Accio Sorting Hat!”    
  
They waited. It seemed like a long time. Harry stared at Hermione, at first dumbstruck at how clear-
headed she could be, and then angry that she had raised their hopes up. 
  



But sure enough, they heard something odd in the air in the distance and bolting around the corner, 
was the sullen-looking Sorting Hat who suddenly slammed into Hermione’s hand. 
  
“Got you!” she said, much as Harry always thought in his head when grabbing the Snitch. 
  
“This is most outrageous!” fumed the Hat. “Never, in all my years at Hogwarts, has a student 
presumed to Accio me. You must return me at once!” 
  
“We apologize,” said Hermione in her best mollifying tone. “We really do. But it’s very important that 
we talk to you and the Headmaster’s office was shut up tight.” 
  
“Yes, and there is a very good reason for that. Those are his things in there! Oh these modern 
students! They think they know better. Yes, yes I see. There’s Harry Potter. Thinks he knows better 
than the Hat, doesn’t he? Telling me which house to put him in. Presumptuous brats!” 
  
Draco darted a glance at Harry that seemed to say, “So you were telling the truth!” 
  
“Please...er...Hat,” said Harry, not quite sure how to address an animated inanimate object. “We 
need some information on the Founders.” 
  
“Everything a student needs to know can be found in Hogwarts: A History. I suggest you do the 
unthinkable and READ!” 
  
“What we want isn’t in that book,” he said, getting a bit testy. After all, he was arguing with a hat. 
“You were here. You have something of all the Founders within you. We were looking for the secret 
rooms they each had.” 
  
“Ah!” said the Hat doing its best to smile. “You want to know that, do you? Don’t you think every 
Headmaster since then has asked me that question? And do you think I told them?” 
  
Harry sighed and looked at Hermione. “I guess Dumbledore probably asked where the Chamber of 
Secrets was.” 
  
“Yes, he did,” said the Hat triumphantly. “But I did not tell him!” 
  
“Why? That was a terrible place with a hideous beast. It killed a girl once and nearly killed one of my 
best friends.” 
  
“Because,” said the Hat. “Because...I don’t know where it is. There!” 
  
“Bloody hat,” muttered Ron. 
  
“Oh this is no help,” sighed Hermione. 
  
“Give it here,” said Draco and snatched it from Hermione’s grasp. He tightened his grip on it. “Look 
here, Hat. I won’t play games with you. Either you tell us what we need to know or I’ll cast 
an Incendio on you, and don’t think I won’t!”   
  



“Draco!” hissed Harry. 
  
But the Hat merely looked at Draco. At least Harry thought it did. “A Slytherin to the last,” said the 
Hat. “I didn’t even need to look into your mind, Malfoy. I knew. Every Malfoy that ever was ended up 
in Slytherin. But strangely...hmm. If today I were to sort you, I’d have a difficult time. Slytherin, 
certainly, but there are now essences of Gryffindor I might consider.” 
  
Draco nearly dropped the hat. “What? You're mental! I’d never go to Gryffindor. I’d die first!” 
  
“Thanks,” said Harry. 
  
“No offense,” he said offhandedly. “And don’t try to distract me,” he said to the Hat. “We need 
something from Ravenclaw. We need to find where she left the cloak.” 
  
The Hat seemed to look from one to the other. “Don’t be fools. You’ve all seen it before, many 
times.” 
  
“We have?” asked Hermione, drawing closer. 
  
“Of course, you silly girl. He has it!” And it turned toward Harry. 
  
“My father’s cloak? That’s it?” 
  
“Of course. Didn’t you know you were a descendant of Ravenclaw? Through your maternal 
grandparent’s side.” 
  
“No. I didn’t. So my Invisibility Cloak is Ravenclaw’s cloak?” 
  
“Yes, yes. Didn’t I say that already?”  
  
“No need to get shirty,” he muttered, thinking. “Well. We’d best get my cloak, then.” 
  
“Seems a shame to destroy it,” said Ron. “You’ve gotten some good use out of it.” 
  
“That’s for sure.” But when he looked at Draco he was scowling. 
  
“So it’s true. You have an Invisibility Cloak. Figures. I knew you weren’t that clever, Potter.”   
  
“Do we really have time for this?” 
  
Draco glared at the Hat. “What do we do with this?” 
  
Harry shrugged. “Dunno. I suppose we could leave it in McGonagall’s office.” 
  
Hermione took it gently from Draco’s hand. “It’s been awfully useful. I say we hold on to it.” 
  
“Look a little odd, won’t it?” said Draco. “Carrying that thing about?” 
  



“True. We’ll shrink it.” Hermione waved her wand and it shrunk to the size of an Ice Mice packet. She 
stuffed it in the pocket of her robe. “Let’s get your cloak, Harry.” 
  
“Yeah. Okay.” Harry moved his legs but his mind wasn’t on it. First of all, that had belonged to his 
father. It was really the only thing he had from his Dad. And it had served him well for the last few 
years. He really hated to destroy it. But the awful thought that he had engulfed himself in one of 
Voldemort’s soul pieces made him a bit ill. 
  
They reached Gryffindor tower and Harry went in alone to retrieve it. What if it wasn’t the Horcrux, 
he thought as he ascended the dorm stairs. What if it was just a coincidence? And how did 
Voldemort manage to get a hold of it to make it into a Horcrux anyway? And how was something so 
valuable left in Dumbledore’s hands? Surely his Dad could still have used it when they were hiding 
out from Voldemort. There were so many things he still needed to know and Dumbledore was never 
anywhere near him when he had all these questions that needed answering. 
  
His anger at Dumbledore quickly turned to guilt. He and Lucius Malfoy were on a dangerous 
mission, after all. If they succeeded then there would be only the one Horcrux left and with any luck 
that was within their reach. But would Lucius Malfoy and Dumbledore survive their mission? 
  
Harry opened his trunk and took out the shimmery cloak. He stared at it, trying to discern merely by 
looking at it if it was the owner of an evil slice of soul. It looked the same as it always had. What a 
terrible loss to destroy it. He put it on, again, trying to feel if it possessed any evil and made his way 
invisibly out of the dorm and out of the common room. He whipped it off when he met the others 
outside the Fat Lady portrait. 
  
“I knew it!” said Draco. “That time in Hogsmeade. Your disembodied head. That was it, wasn’t it?” 
  
“Give it a rest, Draco,” he breathed. The three old friends looked at the cloak. “Shame, really,” said 
Harry. “And I was thinking. How do you suppose Voldemort got a hold of it?” 
  
“Must have been when he went to your house at Godric’s Hollow,” said Ron. 
  
“No,” said Harry. “He couldn’t have. He killed my dad first and then he went after my mum. When he 
tried to kill me that was it. The bugger became incorporeal. Poof.” 
  
“But you received it, you said, from Dumbledore,” said Hermione. “Perhaps he managed to steal it 
back from Voldemort at some point.” 
  
“I don’t know. All I know is that this is one of the only things I have of my parents and I don’t want to 
destroy it if I don’t have to.” 
  
“Is there a way to test it?” asked Draco. 
  
They stood in silence for a time. “Maybe we should ask someone,” said Harry. 
  
“But who?” asked Ron. 
  
“Someone very good at spells and Charms. How about Professor Flitwick?” 



  
Hermione shook her shaggy head. “But then we’d have to explain about Horcruxes, and I’m sure 
Dumbledore wouldn’t want everyone to know.” 
  
“Snape,” said Draco. “He already knows and he’s good at hexes and things.” 
  
Harry certainly didn’t want to ask for the Potions Master’s help, but he didn’t see any way around it. 
He nodded once, and led the way to the dungeons. 
  
* * * 
  
They waited until his class was finished, thinking that he’d be less helpful if they barged in as they 
did for McGonagall. He was still scowling when they entered and looked up, his beetle black eyes 
narrowing as he took in the four figures. 
  
“Professor,” Harry began, but Snape cut him off. 
  
“Mr. Potter. And...entourage. To what do I owe the pleasure? I was just given this very interesting 
missive from the Headmaster explaining that you would be missing classes today and....” He raised 
the parchment and squinted at it. “’For however long is necessary.’ Dear me. This must be 
important indeed.” 
  
“It is, sir!” Stupid prat, thought Harry. What did he think it was about? “It’s about Voldemort, sir, and 
the...uh...items.” 
  
Snape sat up straighter. He lifted his wand and the dungeon door slammed and locked. “Can’t you 
take the least little precaution by closing the door when you enter?” he snapped. 
  
“Sorry. But we think we may have one here and I don’t want to destroy it if I can help it.” 
  
“Sentimentality, Potter? Over the fate of the Wizarding world? Let me see. Which is more 
important?” 
  
Words were useless with Snape. Harry wrestled the cloak from his book bag and showed it. “Ah. I 
see,” said Snape. “That infernal cloak of your father’s. You think it is a Horcrux?” 
  
“It’s Ravenclaw’s cloak.” 
  
Snape shut his lips at that and fingered the lithe fabric. “Extraordinary,” he whispered. 
  
“The thing of it is, sir, we can’t be sure it is a Horcrux and I don’t want to destroy it if I don’t have to. 
So are there any spells we can use on it to determine if it is a Horcrux?”  
  
Snape drew back and scowled at the cloak. “Yes. There might be.” He turned his back on them and 
went to his book shelf, running his finger over the spines. He pulled a book from its shelf and 
opened it on his desk, flipping pages and stopping to read occasionally. Finally, he seemed to find 
something and settled in for a nice long read. 
  



Harry looked at Draco who gave him a concentrated and reassuring gaze. He knew that Ron and 
Hermione’s love and support could easily sustain him, but with the added emotions Draco offered 
him, he was often filled with an overwhelming glut of feelings that not only sustained him, but made 
him feel as if he was hovering amongst the clouds. He supposed being in love did that. Kind of girly, 
really. 
  
Snape continued reading but held out his hand to Harry, presumably for the cloak. He began 
incanting a spell while pointing his wand at the garment laid out on his desk. A gathering mist lifted 
from the fabric; a purple mist that swirled with a life of its own. Harry took an unconscious step 
back. 
  
Finally, Snape stopped speaking and the fabric trembled and was still. “This spell does not detect 
Horcruxes per se, as indeed, none of the books at Hogwarts are Dark enough to contain information 
on them. But it is designed to detect the properties of an object. You will be pleased to note, that 
your father’s cloak does not appear to be a Horcrux.” 
  
Harry was overjoyed, but his companions did not share his sentiments. He realized it meant that 
their search continued, but he hadn’t wanted it to be his father’s cloak. They had been such good 
companions and it would have felt as if some beloved pet had suddenly turned vicious. 
  
They thanked Snape who did not acknowledge their thanks, and left the dungeons with sloped 
shoulders. “Now what?” asked Ron. 
  
“I think Draco should continue with his potion,” said Harry. 
  
“It’s done, actually,” he said, grey eyes unreadable under a long blond fringe. 
  
“It is?” 
  
“A delivery system. You said you had an idea.” 
  
“Yeah. I’ve got to take a little trip to Muggle London and then we’ve got to sit down and really put our 
heads together on this. We absolutely must find the other Horcrux.” 
  
“Muggle London?” asked Draco, a worried tinge to his voice. “You’re not going alone, are you?” 
  
“It’s just a quick trip. Be back quick as a wink.” 
  
“Are you going to try to Apparate? You haven’t had lessons yet.”   
  
Harry studied Draco. “I suppose you know how.” 
  
Draco reddened and looked from Ron, to Hermione, to Harry. “Well...Yes. My father....” But there 
was no need to finish that statement. 
  
Harry took Draco’s arm. “Why don’t you take me, then?” 
  



“Harry,” cautioned Hermione as they escorted him and Draco to an Apparation point outside the 
Hogwarts grounds. “Don’t you think this is a little dangerous?” 
  
“You think Voldemort’s just waiting for me to Apparate to Muggle London? I think I’ll be fine.” 
  
They reached the point and Harry squeezed Draco’s arm tighter. “We’ll be all right,” he reassured. 
“Okay,” he told his boyfriend. 
  
Draco Disapparated with Harry beside him and it was a distinctly uncomfortable feeling. They 
arrived in an alley and Harry directed Draco to a shop. Draco stayed close to Harry, not being 
familiar or comfortable with Muggles and Muggle things. Harry showed Draco what he wanted. 
Draco looked at him dubiously, but he assured the blond that it would work. They made their 
purchase and quickly left the shop, Apparating back outside Hogwarts’ gates. They found Ron and 
Hermione loitering outside Draco’s rooms. 
  
“That was fast,” said Hermione. 
  
Draco rubbed his arms as if washing them from some filth. “Didn’t want to linger.” 
  
“Why didn’t you guys go in?” asked Harry. 
  
“Door wouldn’t open for us,” said Ron. “Even with the password. Must be spelled to only let the 
Ferret—er...Malfoy in.” 
  
“What did you call me, Weasley?” 
  
“Uh...well. Sorry. Just habit.” 
  
Draco never talked about the episode where Barty Crouch, Jr. in the guise of Mad-Eye Moody 
tansfigured him into a ferret. Harry suspected he never would. 
  
“Shall we go in?” urged Harry, changing the subject.   
  
Draco spoke the password and the door appeared, allowing them in at last. 
  
“Found out anything?” asked Harry to Hermione. 
  
“No. I was just about to head to the Library. How about this potion, Draco? What exactly does it 
do?” 
  
“Makes the victim want to be your absolute best friend. But decidedly closer than that.” 
  
“So he won’t be in love with me, right?” It made Harry’s stomach turn to imagine it. 
  
“No. I can’t think of anything more disgusting than that, can you?” 
  
Harry just shivered in answer. Draco took Harry in his arms, ignoring the sound Ron was making. 
“There’s no way I want that scaly bugger to have any of those thoughts for you, Harry.” It was clear to 



Harry that Draco was leaning forward to kiss him. But for some reason, he was reluctant to do that 
in front of his friends. He squirmed out of Draco’s arms instead. 
  
“Er...Draco. I think we should work on the...uh...Horcrux problem.” 
  
Draco looked at him oddly but let it go. 
  
Hermione left for the library, and Ron looking like a third wheel decided to join her. 
  
Harry turned to Draco. “I don’t think we should do that in front of them.” 
  
Draco popped up from his place on the settee. It looked as if he was ready for this argument. “Why 
not? Other couples do it.” 
  
“But we’re not like other couples. Face it, Draco. This is different. Not everyone is accepting of it, 
you know.” 
  
“Oh, you think I don’t know? Me, who has to hide out in a Prefect’s room away from his own house?” 
  
“Draco....” 
  
“No. You think that I don’t know what other people are thinking. But the point of it is I don’t care. 
That’s their problem as far as I’m concerned. My concern is my lover. But if he doesn’t want to snog 
in front of his homophobic friends, then I guess I have no choice but to go along. Again.” 
  
“My friends are not homophobic. If anything they are...well...Malfoy-phobic.” 
  
“It amounts to the same thing. You are going to let others decide for you what is or is not allowed. 
You know, I’m not sorry for telling Snape and the whole class that we are lovers. I wanted them to 
know. I wanted an end to speculation. I wanted them to know that Harry Potter chose me above 
everyone else. And that makes me special too. That’s why I said it and I’d do it again.” 
  
Harry stared at him. Stupid wanker. He knew Draco had done it on purpose. The show off. Except 
that it was pretty sweet, his wanting to prove that Harry chose him. He tried to stay angry but 
couldn’t. He shook his head and grinned instead. “What am I going to do with you, Malfoy?” 
  
“I can think of a thing or two, Potter.” And he took a step closer. 
  
“Draco, we’re supposed to be working on the Horcrux problem.” 
  
“All work and no play makes Potter a dull boy. And you don’t want to be dull, do you?” He kept 
creeping closer until he stood no more than a foot apart. Harry felt his body heat and he longed to 
press his lips to Draco’s so tantalizingly close. 
  
“We can take a break, can’t we?” He leaned in and touched his lips very lightly to Harry’s. That was 
it. Harry had no desire to put him off. He stepped forward and pressed himself chest to chest with 
Malfoy and opened his mouth into the kiss. God, how he needed this man! Draco’s hands clasped 
around him and Harry snaked his own arms up to the back of Draco’s head. They clung together in 



an engulfing kiss, until Draco’s hand fell to Harry’s bottom and squeezed a pliant cheek. Draco’s 
lips drew back just enough to mouth Harry’s. “I want to fuck you, Harry,” he breathed. “Will you let 
me? I want to be deep inside you.” 
  
The crude words sent Harry’s senses reeling. Yes, he wanted to be fucked by Draco. Not fawned 
over or even made love to. He wanted it as crude as Malfoy was making it seem. Harry threw back 
his head and Malfoy nuzzled the soft skin of his neck. “Please,” Harry gasped, lost. 
  
Draco tucked a finger into his lover’s tie and pulled the knot loose. He unbuttoned the shirt quickly 
and pushed it over Harry’s shoulders. The shirt hung loosely still tucked into his trousers, but those 
were next as Draco busily worked the belt buckle opened. Down came the zip and then the 
trousers. Harry quickly toed off shoes and then his socks before stepping out of his trousers. Draco 
took a moment to savor Harry in his Y-fronts, running the flat of his hand over Harry’s erection and 
reaching lower to cup his scrotum. He squeezed it tenderly and sighed against his neck. “Oh Harry. I 
love this package of yours.” 
  
Harry groaned in reply. He wanted to be naked just then; naked to Draco’s eyes, his hands, his lips. 
And just as Harry thought this with a whimper, the Slytherin hooked his fingers into the elastic 
waistband and eased them down. Once they past his hips, they slipped to his ankles and Harry 
kicked them off to land somewhere. 
  
Draco was working his own tie and shirt now. Harry helped him, panting into Draco’s throat. “Must 
see your skin,” he murmured. 
  
Draco chuckled softly. “Patience, love. You don’t want to tear my shirt, do you?” 
  
“Yes!” Harry hissed, yanking it off of him. 
  
Draco dived for Harry’s ear and pulled at it gently with his teeth. “Ooh. Aren’t you the animal. Grrr.” 
  
Harry slapped Draco’s hands away and tore at his trousers and belt, yanking them down and the 
underwear with it. He knelt to pull them over Draco’s feet, but the sight of that pink, stiff cock right 
before his eyes stopped him. He leaned forward and gave the shaft a good hard lick up to the head, 
where his tongue swirled over the glans. Draco inhaled a shuddering breath. “Merlin, Harry!” 
  
But Harry wasn’t done. He licked his lips to moisten them and took the head into his mouth, 
sucking gently. Draco’s body arched and Harry held him still by reaching up and clasping the cheeks 
of his smooth, pale buttocks. His tongue was busy moving over the shaft and the head, swirling up 
and lapping downward. He planted open-mouthed kisses at the base of his prick, nosing his way 
into the musky pubic hair. Draco’s hands found Harry’s messy hair and his fingers grabbed bunches 
of it. 
  
Harry pulled back. “As much as I want to make you come this way,” said Harry breathlessly, “I want 
you to be inside me. I really do.” He rose and took Draco by the hand, leading him to the bed. “I’m 
going to lie face down on that bed, Malfoy,” he whispered into the shell of his ear, making the blond 
man tremble. “And I’m going to raise my arse in the air just for you. So you can spear me proper. And 
you're going to ride me hard and deep, aren’t you?” 
  



“Oh yes!” 
  
“Good. Because that’s the way I want it, my love. Fuck me hard, Draco.” Harry had never spoken to 
him like this before but he could tell that it was having an affect on the Slytherin. His lips had parted 
with his shortened breaths and his grey eyes were glazed and wide with lust. 
  
Harry released Draco’s hand and got onto the bed on all fours. He laid his head down but he kept 
his arse raised and even swayed it from side to side, enticing his lover. He spread his knees apart 
and couldn’t believe he was exposing himself like this. But Draco certainly wasn’t complaining. 
  
He heard Draco fumbling at the bedside table for the lube and heard a cork pop. All at once, and 
gentle finger full of an oily substance started at the base of his spine and dragged slowly down his 
crack, stopping at the furled flesh of his exposed anus. That same finger pushed inside and pulled a 
moan from Harry’s lips. He buried his face in the pillow. “Fuck me, Draco!” he said, voice muffled, 
but Draco heard him. He made a squeaking noise and then Harry heard him sloppily lubing his 
cock. The dome of his prick was suddenly poised at his arse and Draco pushed, opening the moist 
heat of his entrance and sliding in. Harry moaned again and exhaled a, “Draco!” 
  
His blond lover took a pause, letting Harry get used to the presence of his thick cock imbedded 
deeply. And then he pulled back almost to the head. Harry waited for it. He knew it was coming and 
almost screamed in delight when Draco slammed in deeper than before.                                        
  
“Oh yes!” cried Harry. “Harder!” 
  
Draco whimpered again and drew out of Harry, thrusting in even harder. Harry rocked forward. 
“Mmmm.” 
  
Draco laid into him with hard thrusts and suddenly reached around to grasp Harry’s cock in oil-
slickened fingers. He pumped Harry with his fingers tight around his prick and rammed into him in 
the same fierce rhythm. Harry pushed back, skewering his arse on Draco and then thrust his hips to 
take the incredible hand job from the other side. He didn’t know which was better...until Draco’s 
cock brushed his prostate. Then everything shimmered. The aching need in his balls shot upward 
into his cock and he spurt his load into Draco’s moving hand. He thrust, thrust his hips into the last 
vestiges of his orgasm while squeezing down on his anal muscles. 
  
Draco cried out and pumped in deeply. A few little thrusts and he was coming too. Draco paused 
above him, holding that wet cock with one hand and Harry’s hip with the other. He swayed a little 
before he collapsed onto Harry's sweaty back. Harry fell to the bed in a heap with Draco on top and 
he was never so content in his life. 
  
He reached back to touch Draco’s arse. “That was incredible,” he sighed. 
  
He felt Draco nod against the back of his head. “Too right,” he gasped and slowly rolled off to one 
side, his prick popping from Harry’s arse. 
  
Harry lay with his face in the pillow. He felt the trickle of Draco’s juices leaking from his crack and he 
wriggled at the wonderful, warm feeling. “Oh God. You are so good at this.” 
  



Draco kissed his flank, the only thing he could reach at the moment. “And you, with that naughty bit 
of repartee. Just where did you learn such naughty language, Mr. Potter?” 
  
“From you. Who else?” 
  
Draco chuckled and trailed his hands over Harry, bringing him in tight to spoon, running his 
fingertips lightly over Harry’s chest and nipples. He kissed the nape of Harry’s neck and down to his 
shoulders. “You are so incredibly irresistible.” 
  
“Mmmm. I love you.” 
  
“And I love you, my Harry.” 
  
Harry snuggled against Draco and sighed. “This is so much better than dueling, don’t you think?”     
  
Draco snorted a laugh. “That used to be our only form of communication.” 
  
“Did you really hate me that much?” 
  
“Yes, actually. You had brushed me off when I tried to make friends with you and you didn’t even 
know me.” 
  
Harry sat up and turned to him. “But...that’s precisely why I did! You insulted Hagrid, the first 
person ever to be a friend to me and Ron. And you didn’t know them at all.” 
  
“But I was right about them, wasn’t I?” 
  
Harry lay back with a hard exhale. “What am I going to do with you?” 
  
“I suppose we could duel again.” 
  
Harry got a wicked grin on his face and rolled over to face him. “With these wands, Malfoy?” 
  
“You are naughty, aren’t you, Potter?” 
  
Harry chuckled. “’Course, you wouldn’t chicken out like you did for second year. Or was it first.” 
  
“What? I never chickened out.” 
  
“Yes you did. Remember, you said to meet you in the trophy room and you never showed.” 
  
“That’s because it was my plan to get you caught by Filch. It was a clever ruse, you idiot.” 
  
“Oh, sure it was.” 
  
Draco rolled over this time. “I was not a coward! I was being clever.” 
  
“Whatever, Malfoy.” 



  
“No you don’t. You’re not getting away with that. You are going to admit that I was laying a careful 
plot. Admit it.” 
  
“Nope.” 
  
Draco’s face was a study in shock. “What...you...I....” 
  
“Oh lord, he’s speechless. What have I done?” 
  
Draco’s shocked expression gave way to a sly one and he immediately set to tickling Harry. Harry 
curled in like a hedgehog and squirmed away from his playful lover. “No! Stop!” 
  
But Draco wouldn’t until he could tell Harry couldn’t breathe. “That will teach you a proper lesson, 
Potter.” 
  
Harry breathed and laughed in between. “All right, I give! It was very clever of you. Horrible place to 
do detention, too, that trophy room. Too many trophies to polish.” 
  
“Never had to myself,” said Draco with a self-satisfied grin. 
  
“Of course not. You were always getting away with things, especially with Snape.” 
  
“Look who’s calling the cauldron black. You’ve always gotten away with things, being Dumbledore’s 
pet and all.” 
  
But the sound of the headmaster’s name gave Harry pause and he lay back with his hands behind 
his head. “I wonder how he and your father are doing?” 
  
Draco scooted closer and lay his head on Harry’s chest. “I’m sure they’re fine.” 
  
He clutched Draco and caressed the smooth skin of his back. What could he say? They both knew 
they were on a suicide mission all so Harry could succeed. And what were they doing in return while 
the headmaster and his lover’s father were sacrificing themselves? Having a shag. Harry felt like 
getting up but Draco was clinging to him. He supposed they both needed the outlet. At least to 
forget for a bit. 
  
In spite of his worry, Harry began to drift off. He thought of the trophy room of all places, and 
recalled how Ron had complained about having to do detention there. His friend had had to polish 
without magic all the shiny trophies. Quidditch trophies, music trophies, special citation trophies. 
Harry had one there now, too. He had won a special citation from the school when he killed the 
basilisk and closed the Chamber of Secrets. How ironic since Voldemort...that is, Tom Riddle had 
also received a similar citation fifty years earlier for telling everyone it was Hagrid who opened the 
chamber, when it in fact had been him! What a prat, thought Harry, reliving the horrible visit to the 
chamber. Ginny’s body, the basilisk chasing after him, Tom Riddle taking his wand— 
  
Harry sat up suddenly, startling Draco from slumber. “Oh my God! We’ve been so stupid! It’s been 
right here all along! Draco, get up!” 



  
Harry was already scrambling out of bed and pulling on his clothes backwards and wrong side 
out.       
  
“Potter! What’s the matter with—” 
  
“We had it here right in front of our eyes all this time,” he said pulling his tie on over his collar. 
“Voldemort likes trophies, right? But not just of the Founders. He had his own trophy as well. He got 
a special citation from the school. Oh why didn’t I see that before!” 
  
“What are you on about?” 
  
Harry explained as he dressed and soon Draco was pulling on his clothes as quickly as possible. 
Once they were dressed, they ran from the room and careered down the corridors. Finally, they 
made it to the trophy room and pushed opened the doors. 
  
Gleaming from every corner and shelf were an endless array of all kinds of trophies; loving cups, tall 
statuettes, plaques, Quidditch players. But where was Tom Riddle’s. 
  
They began to search the shelves. Draco turned to Harry. “What are we doing? Are we wizards or 
what?” He lifted his wand. “Accio Tom Riddle’s trophy!”  
  
Something trembled from a high shelf, popped out of its place, and soared into the air directly 
toward Draco. He caught it and brought it down to look at. It was a smallish loving cup, polished 
clean with the name “Tom Riddle” etched on the surface.      
  
“That has to be it!” said Harry breathlessly. But all at once, the most searing pain cut deeply into his 
scar. Harry fell to the ground, clutching his forehead and screaming. It was worse than 
the Cruciatus, he was sure of it. He rolled, trying to relieve himself of the terrible agony. Make him 
stop! he kept screaming in his head. Or was he screaming it aloud? He couldn’t tell. 
  
Draco was clutching him. At least he thought so. And suddenly, the pain stopped. Draco had kissed 
him again on the forehead and the pain had stopped as suddenly as it had begun. He looked up into 
Draco’s eyes. “It’s done,” Harry said, still seeing the vision in his mind that Voldemort could not 
shield in his anger. “Nagini is dead.” He held up the trophy he still had clutched in his hand. “This is 
the last Horcrux.” 
  
“Yes, and I’ll take that, Harry.” 
  
That voice. And it wasn’t coming from his head. Both he and Draco slowly turned, and they both 
stopped breathing. 
  
Standing behind them, furious and terrible, was Voldemort himself.                 
Part Six—Voldemort 
  
Several emotions swirled inside Harry at once, tightening his chest. The first was terror. It was the 
graveyard all over again, with Voldemort standing over him, promising to torture Harry until he 
begged for death. He remembered the Cruciatus all too well. In his mind he had begged to 



die, anything to stop the pain radiating throughout his body. He remembered hating his own body 
that it could be so traitorous as to feel something like that, endure it. It wouldn’t have taken him 
long to beg Lord Voldemort. 
  
But thinking of that brought another emotion to the fore. Anger. Anger that Voldemort could so 
easily use another human being for his games, his goals. It was unthinkable to Harry. And so the 
rage bubbled up, pushing the terror aside. 
  
Harry slowly rose, clutching the Horcrux tightly in his hand. He non-verbaled a sticking charm, 
making dead sure that Voldemort couldn’t Accio it. His wand was in his free hand. He moved 
protectively in front of a terrified Draco and stared at Voldemort. No, there was nothing left of the 
human in him. His eyes were red, his face snakelike with its tiny pinched nostrils and a mouth with 
serrated teeth. There was nothing of the handsome Tom Riddle he had once seen in the Chamber of 
Secrets. 
  
Voldemort smiled or seemed to, but Harry could tell he was seething. 
  
“How did you get into Hogwarts? No one can Apparate.” 
  
“No. I didn’t Apparate. I walked in the front doors.” 
  
“How--!” 
  
“Simple, my Harry. I lured the Squib Filch to the gate and Imperioed him to let me in. 
I Confounded him and Obliviated him and strolled the grounds as if I belonged. So simple.” 
  
“So...why didn’t you just do that before?” 
  
“Storm the gates with my Death Eaters? I have since discovered how much easier it is simply 
working alone. As loyal as they are, they are foolish little beings compared to me.” 
  
“Doesn’t anyone mean anything to you? Oh. Except maybe Nagini. Lost your little pet, did you?” 
said Harry, unable to restrain himself from taunting him. 
  
Voldemort lost all pretense of smiling and lunged forward, looking for all the world as if he would 
grab Harry with his bare hands. But then he stopped himself and drew up again. “My, my but you 
have become a nuisance, Harry Potter. I had no idea how much of a nuisance you would actually 
be.” 
  
“Well, Tom,” he pronounced clearly, watching Voldemort’s reaction to the mention of his hated 
Muggle name. “It’s your fault, actually. If you hadn’t chosen my family as part of this stupid 
Prophecy, if you hadn’t killed my parents and pissed me off so royally, I wouldn’t have been here 
annoying you. So you’ve only yourself to blame.” 
  
The ridges on his forehead rose. Harry supposed those used to be his eyebrows but he had long 
since lost those along with the rest of his humanity. “The Prophecy?” he hissed. Harry wasn’t 
certain if he said it in Parseltongue or not. His red eyes narrowed. “You know it?”   
  



“Yep. One other thing you’re behind on, I’m afraid. Want to hear the whole thing? I suppose it would 
do no harm now. Let’s see. It goes like this: The one with the power to vanquish the Dark Lord 
approaches...born to those who have thrice defied him, born as the seventh month dies...and the 
Dark Lord will mark him as his equal, but he will have power the Dark Lord knows not...and either 
must die at the hand of the other for neither can live while the other survives...the one with the 
power to vanquish the Dark Lord will be born as the seventh month dies..."      
  
Voldemort froze. His eyes glared at Harry but his gaze seemed far away. Yeah, thought Harry. That’s 
it. You’ve just realized your mistake, Mr. Scaly. “You did it. You decided. I never would have decided 
to do you in, you stupid prat! It’s all your fault!” 
  
But at last, Voldemort turned his face to Harry and he seemed pleased. Harry swallowed 
nervously. Shit. What now? 
  
“And so,” said Voldemort in an oily tone reminiscent of Snape. “I have marked you as my equal.” He 
smiled. The weird teeth made it even more reptilian. “Let us see just how equal you can be, Harry.” 
He flicked his wand upward and cast a nonverbal. 
  
But Harry had been ready for this for some time and dived out the way, grabbing Draco by the robe 
and taking him down too. He brought up his own wand. “Petrificus Totalus!” 
  
But like a master swordsman, Voldemort flicked his wand and parried the curse aside. Harry 
scrambled to his feet and dragged Draco with him behind a trophy case. 
  
“Ah, Draco Malfoy! My little deserter. I had great plans for you, Little Dragon. But you chose Harry 
Potter instead. In a filthy sodomizing relationship, I might add. And you call yourself a Pureblood. 
I’m certain your dear father is ashamed. But I will deal with him soon enough.” 
  
That meant at least that Lucius was alive. Did it also mean that Dumbledore had survived as well? 
Harry was sure Voldemort would have bragged about killing them if he actually had. It gave Harry 
hope. 
  
“Pureblood? Ha! That’s funny coming from you, Tom!” 
  
“I am Lord Voldemort, whelp!” 
  
“No you’re not,” taunted Harry, stalling for time while he furious thought of something to do. “You’re 
just Tom Riddle, son of a Muggle. You’re a Half-blood. You’re not any better than I am. So hey, Tom. I 
guess that makes you my equal, doesn’t it?” 
  
The trophy case suddenly exploded and Harry had enough time for a split-second shield charm 
covering himself and Draco. 
  
Draco was white as a sheet. He had to get Draco out of here but he couldn’t think of a ruse. He also 
had to destroy this Horcrux. He felt the tug of an Accio more than once, and he didn’t want 
Voldemort to figure out to Accio him as well. Harry removed the sticking charm, aimed his wand at 
the trophy, and nonverbally incanted, Incendio! The trophy caught fire and began to quickly melt. 
  



“NO!!” Voldemort aimed his wand, and Harry rolled out of the way with Draco, but he lost his grip of 
the Slytherin and Draco fell backwards. Harry panicked as Draco fell within Voldemort’s line of fire. 
He cast a shield charm on him and it gave Draco enough time to scramble behind another trophy 
case and cower. But now he was at the opposite side of the room from Harry. 
  
The Horcrux melted completely and suddenly, it blew up a black plume of smoke which Harry was 
certain looked like a skull before it dissipated into nothing. 
  
Voldemort screamed something incomprehensible. Maybe it wasn’t words at all. But Harry knew 
that this was it. Voldemort was just as vulnerable as Harry was. They truly were equals now. 
  
He glanced at Draco again. Draco was a liability to him. He knew that now. As long as he worried 
about him and tried to protect him, he would remain on the defensive and he simply couldn’t afford 
to do that. 
  
Something lumpy in his pocket gave him pause. Of course! He reached in and grabbed the object. 
“Draco!” he hissed. 
 
 
While Draco looked up at Harry, Harry counted, “One...two—” and tossed the stone to his lover, 
praying that he would catch it. “Three!” 
  
As soon as Draco caught the stone he instantly vanished. Harry breathed easier. Not only would 
Draco be safe but he could alert the rest of the school. Hopefully, everyone would have the sense to 
stay out of this room. 
  
Harry clutched his wand in his hand. So much was going through his head. What would be the best 
way to dispatch the Dark Lord? How could he get a shot in without Voldemort putting up a shield? 
And how could he employ that power the Dark Lord knows not?    
  
“I made a promise to you once, Harry Potter.” His voice was chilling and suddenly a bit of that terror 
crept back into Harry's heart, clutching it with a cold hand. Lucius Malfoy had only taught Harry a 
few new hexes and shields He was really no match for Voldemort. With a surge of panic he worried 
all over again that he couldn’t possibly defeat him. 
  
“Do you remember?” asked the Dark Lord, coming closer, taking his time. “In the graveyard? Do you 
remember my telling you that I would make you beg for death? I haven’t forgotten.” 
  
“Yeah. That was nice your threatening a fourteen year old boy. Big of you.” 
  
“But you are my equal, remember? You said so yourself. My equal. And so you must know as many 
spells and hexes and curses as I do. Correct?” 
  
“B-but I have the power the Dark Lord knows not.” 
  
“Indeed. And just what is that power...Harry?” 
  



Harry scooted backwards, searching for a way out. But the exit was behind Voldemort. There was 
another way out of this room. He knew it. He couldn’t remember. “Well...if I told you, then you’d 
know, wouldn’t you?”          
  
“I’m going to enjoy toying with you. I have seen how my Death Eaters have tortured to insanity those 
who opposed me. But I have never actually tortured anyone to death. I think in your case I should 
enjoy that immensely.” 
  
Bugger. “That’s...that’s kind of insane, don’t you think?” 
  
“No. Not really.” Voldemort was coming closer. He really did want to draw this out. “What is sanity, 
in any case? It is only perception. Much like truth, or right and wrong. Perception, Harry. These are 
all valuable lessons I am imparting to you. Pity that you will not be able to use them.” 
  
“Lessons from you? No thanks.” Then Harry remembered something. Hermione had taught him this 
one. A Mirror Charm. He could never quite get it right in Transfigurations, but perhaps now might be 
the time to try it. Make a mirror image of yourself. If he could distract Voldemort in the other 
direction, Harry could bolt for the door. It was worth a try. 
  
“Specchio!” he whispered. He prayed, then got up and ran for the door. At the same time, another 
“Harry” got up and ran in the opposite direction, almost in front of Voldemort. Voldemort took the 
bait and aimed his wand. 
  
“Avada Kedavra!” 
  
So much for tortured to death. The spectral Harry vanished, but the real Harry had already made it 
out the door. He ran hell for leather, not knowing just where he was going. Curses hissed over his 
head and sizzled against the wall, causing paintings to catch fire. The portraits screamed and many 
of the burnt painting’s inhabitants fled to other paintings. 
  
That’s done it! If Draco hadn’t told everyone by now, then the paintings surely would.    
  
All at once, Harry caught sight of all the ghosts of Hogwarts threading through the walls. He looked 
back as he passed them, and they made a beeline for Voldemort. Harry hadn't seen that many 
ghosts since Nearly Headless Nick’s party, but there was Nick in the lead. Moaning Myrtle, the 
Bloody Baron, even Peeves was there. Voldemort swiped at them with his wand and then a spell 
blasted from it and scattered the ghosts. What spell could do that? Harry instantly felt out of his 
league. Shit! 
  
He kept running, furiously trying to think of a plan. He ran down the corridor filled with suits of 
armor and as soon as he made it passed them, they began to clank off of their platforms. Wielding 
swords, maces, and halberds, the formless knights faced Voldemort. Harry slowed to watch, 
amazed that the castle itself was coming to his rescue. 
  
Voldemort stopped, seeming momentarily confused. A knight swung his axe and Voldemort leaped 
out of the way. Mortal at last, he well knew he couldn’t afford to get hurt. He aimed his wand and 
the suit exploded. But another knight stepped up behind him with a sword. Meanwhile, the 
scattered and exploded suit was slowly reassembling itself. Voldemort dispatched the next knight 



and noticed the first suit’s transformation. He actually looked troubled by this. Harry was gaining 
more hope by the second. Could it be that Hogwarts itself would defeat him? 
  
Voldemort cast a wider spell, and all at once all the knights were laid low. They weren’t moving and 
Harry suddenly realized that neither was he. He sped off again, cursing Voldemort’s abilities. 
  
He reached the staircases and suddenly curses whizzed passed his head, aiming for his pursuer. 
He looked up and saw his fellow students, all shielding themselves behind the stone balusters, and 
shooting hexes at Voldemort, even as some of the staircases moved. Dumbledore’s Army! 
  
Harry wasted no time to watch it. He ran toward the Great Hall. There was still no plan but he knew 
that something would come to him. It was as if the Founders were coming to his aid, giving him 
chances to get away, to stall. 
  
There was a lot of yelling behind him in the stairwell. He knew Voldemort was shooting hexes at his 
friends and he only hoped that they would all be safe. 
  
Someone came around the corner and Harry’s wand was ready with an Avada Kedavra on his lips. 
But when he saw that it was Draco he lifted his wand to the ceiling, redirecting the curse. It burnt a 
hole in one of the beams. 
  
“Draco! What are you doing here? Get out quick before he comes!” 
  
“I’m ready for him,” he said unsteadily. “I have the potion, Harry.” And he ducked behind the huge 
doors. 
  
But Harry didn’t want Draco anywhere near him. There was nothing he could do when Voldemort 
screeched around the corner and spotted Harry in the Hall. He smiled and stepped forward 
triumphantly. And just as he cleared the door, Draco pulled out a bright green water pistol and 
aimed it in an unsteady hand toward Voldemort’s face. He squeezed the trigger and let loose a long 
stream of potion. It hit Voldemort square in the cheek and he whipped his head around, getting a 
full dose in his face. He glared daggers at Draco and Draco lowered his arm. The pistol was empty 
and the potion didn’t look as if it was taking any kind of effect. 
  
Give it a moment, Harry admonished himself. 
  
“Do you think you’re paltry potions can effect me?” He waved his wand and Draco flew up and 
smacked hard against the stone wall. 
  
“DRACO!” Harry took a step toward him, but reined himself in. He seethed. “You shouldn’t have 
done that.” 
  
“Oh really? Just wait. You can watch helplessly as I torture your dear Draco and then you can watch 
him die in a most painful way. Before you suffer the same fate.” 
  
“Funny how you keep saying that. And yet, here I am, seventeen years later from when you first tried 
to kill me. Not a very good track record, is it?” 
  



Voldemort was done playing games. He screamed his curse and the fiery red light snapped from his 
upraised wand. Harry raised his and was surprised when his block actually worked. 
  
“Harry!” 
  
Harry glanced toward the door and saw Ron and Hermione running toward him. “Stay back!” he 
yelled. Hermione was taking something from her pocket and she flung it at Harry. It grew as it sailed 
toward him and he caught it deftly in his left hand as if it were a Snitch. It grew to its natural 
proportions and Harry realized it was the Sorting Hat. 
  
The Hat sized up the situation. “You’re going to need help, boy.” 
  
“No kidding!” 
  
He was about to toss it aside when something occurred to him. It had helped him in the Chamber of 
Secrets. Perhaps, if the Founders had put a bit of themselves into the Hat maybe he could get 
something out of it. After all, the Hat was able to read thoughts to sort students into their proper 
house. Maybe it went both ways and there was enough of the Founders to give back a little thought 
or two. Harry felt a little foolish, but he put the Hat on his head. 
  
“Now that’s using your head,” said the Hat, gratified. 
  
Suddenly, Harry felt very strange. Spells began to occur to him which he was certain he had never 
learned. He didn’t question it. He didn’t speak the spells. He just threw his wand arm forward and 
coloured light jetted out of it and chains wrapped themselves about Voldemort. Voldemort looked 
at the chains around him and tried a few spells, but the chains held him fast. Harry almost laughed 
out loud in relief. 
  
But then the chains melted off of the Dark Lord as if they were only painted on. “Interesting, Harry,” 
he said as the last of the chains dissolved from him. “Can you counter this?” 
  
And a spell sped toward Harry. Before he could raise a shield, something else occurred to him and 
he incanted an unknown spell. The light froze in place right in front of Harry but didn’t touch him. He 
found that he could walk around it, in fact, studying the frozen spell for a moment before it 
collapsed and dispersed. 
  
Voldemort was furious. “Accio Sorting Hat!” 
  
It whipped off Harry’s head and sailed toward Voldemort. Harry’s heart sank. It hadn’t occurred to 
him to put a sticking charm on it. That Hat had been a good weapon. But before Voldemort could 
grasp it, a red streak flew by and snatched it first. 
  
“Fawkes!” Harry was never so happy to see the Phoenix as he was now. Well, perhaps he was just 
as happy to see it in the Chamber of Secrets. Fawkes flew out a high window and Harry was certain 
Voldemort wasn’t going to get hold of him or the Hat. 
  
Voldemort cast about for weapons or something and his eye fell on Draco recovering in the corner. 
He smiled that horrible inhuman grin, and ran over to Draco, grabbed his arm, and yanked him to 



his feet. He pressed his wand to Draco’s head. “And now, my dear Harry. You will drop your wand or 
you will see your lover die horribly.” 
  
Harry's breath caught. No! Draco looked up at Voldemort, terror grimacing his features. But he 
turned to Harry and his face changed. Imperceptively, Harry saw him shake his head.    
         
“What will it be, Harry? Your death? Or his? I will make yours swift. I promise. Drop the wand.” 
  
Everything seemed to decelerate. It was as if a TimeTurner had slowed Time itself. Voldemort had a 
death grip on Draco’s wrist, and Draco was looking at Harry, terrified but resigned. He didn’t want 
Harry to drop his guard. But how could Harry let Draco die? How could he drop his wand? If he did 
then maybe no one could stop Voldemort. It was up to him, wasn’t it? He looked at the face of his 
lover—perhaps for the last time and knew he had to decide. 
  
He walked slowly forward his wand still in his hand. Voldemort pressed his painfully to Draco’s 
temple. Draco winced. “Don’t do it, Harry,” Draco cried out. “It...it doesn’t matter what happens to 
me. You know that! Don’t—”    
  
“Silencio,” said Voldemort and Draco was struck dumb. 
  
Harry moved closer, his trainers, squeaking along the stone floor. 
  
“You can’t hope to win, Harry. I am more powerful than you. I have years and years training over you. 
You’re just a boy with nothing but a stick of wood. Drop it. Your death will be quick. Won’t it be a 
relief at last? No cares, no troubles. Isn’t this what was meant for you all along?” 
  
“You are more powerful than me,” said Harry, voice choking. He stood no more than a few feet away 
now. But his eyes were only on Draco. “Why then, if you have all this power, do you use it for hate 
and death? What good is all of it if all you have is yourself?” 
  
“You don’t understand true power, Harry. You never have.” 
  
“No. I don’t,” he said quietly. He was aware of all the people standing in the entry. He saw a 
shimmer of power for the first time blocking the archway preventing the others from acting. 
Voldemort was doing that at the same time he was calmly talking to Harry. True power. Yes, 
Voldemort had it in abundance. What made Harry think he could ever win over that? 
  
“I don’t understand,” he said, eyes now filling with tears. It was almost a relief that it would be over 
soon. He could not make himself drop his wand but he felt it lowering. He was going to die. He knew 
it. It was finally going to be over. And he would never know, or maybe wouldn’t even care who won in 
the end. Maybe the war would keep raging, or maybe Voldemort would kill all those who meant 
anything at all to him. But at least it would be over for Harry. 
  
His one regret was Draco. He loved him. He really did. He looked at the tearstained face of his lover, 
recalling their whispered words of passion, their touches, their shared embraces. He loved Draco 
as he had never loved anything, and suddenly the feeling rose up in him and caused a warm lump to 
close his throat. He loved him. And Draco loved him just as much. That feeling was the most 
wonderful imaginable. Better than all the orgasms combined. Better than cold water to a thirsty 



throat. Better than food to a starving man. Better than air to breathe. Better 
than...than...anything he could possibly imagine. 
  
He looked at Draco and Draco looked back at him with perfect understanding. And then Draco did 
something that Harry would never forget. Despite the blood from his impact with the stone wall, 
despite the tears marring his face, despite Voldemort’s wand tip pressed painfully to his 
temple...Draco smiled. 
  
Harry raised his wand. He didn’t even really know why, but as he did, Voldemort, instead of hurting 
Draco, lifted his wand toward Harry. Harry didn’t even know what spell he himself was incanting but 
he recognized that flash of green from Voldemort’s wand speeding toward him. But just like in the 
graveyard, their wands’ magic joined. The air sizzled with power and the streams of magic flared 
brightly. Harry felt the power heaving through Voldemort’s wand and his own wand began to 
tremble. Beads of power surged toward him through the beams and like before, Harry concentrated 
hard on them, trying to push them back toward Voldemort. 
  
But unlike the last time, it wasn’t working. 
  
Desperately, Harry held to his wand with both hands, watching helplessly as the beads approached 
his wand’s tip. I can’t lose. I can’t!     
  
But he was. Voldemort’s killing curse was thrumming toward him and there didn’t seem to be a 
damned thing he could do about. 
  
He lifted his eyes to Draco one last time. Draco’s eyes were fixed on Harry. Harry knew the curse 
would reach him at any moment and he held it off with all his might. “I love you, Draco,” he 
whispered. 
  
“I love you, Harry,” he saw him mouth, for he could not hear him over the crackling of magic all 
around them. 
  
But suddenly, something enormous burst from Harry’s chest. It was brighter than the sun but he 
could still look into it. The same burst from Draco and both sets of light met in the middle of both 
wand’s magic and glowed even brighter. The beads of power stopped right before Harry’s wand tip 
and with an abrupt burst of speed, reversed direction and shot into Voldemort’s wand. The Dark 
Lord had only a moment to look at his glowing wand before there was a cry such as Harry had never 
heard. It might have been the dying howl of a Basilisk, or the braying of a werewolf, or even the 
Parseltongue call of a dying serpent. But the light—already burning like the sun—brightened even 
further until it exploded into a thousand lighted shards—and with it exploded one Dark Lord, who 
could not stand the brightness of Love: the power the Dark Lord knows not—and the last of his soul 
was shattered and released into the ether. There remained nothing of him. Nothing except a charred 
wand and a dark, smoking stain on the stone floor. 
  
Draco fell to his knees as did Harry and suddenly, Harry was surrounded by people. Harry looked at 
his wand. It was charred and smoldering. 
  
All the voices sounded so far away. He could see the people were touching him but he could not 
seem to feel them. He tried to crawl toward Draco but he was swallowed by blackness instead. 



  
  
  
  
  
  
Part Seven—Epilogue 
  
Harry dreamed of soft, golden fields and blue, blue skies. Two figures approached him and he knew 
instantly who they were. He wanted to run to them but he knew he must wait for them to come to 
him. 
  
“I’m so proud of you,” said the bespectacled man. 
  
“We knew you could,” said the woman with red hair. 
  
“I didn’t think I really could,” Harry told them, a catch in his voice. They looked so happy, as if they 
had been waiting for this moment. 
  
“We’re sorry you had to do it alone,” said the man. 
  
“But I wasn't alone. Draco was with me. I couldn’t have done it without him. That’s...that’s all right 
isn’t it?” 
  
The woman smiled. “Of course, Harry. Love is always all right.” 
  
They faded and so did the field and Harry found himself awakening in the hospital wing, with Ron 
and Hermione standing over him. 
  
“He’s coming round!” said Ron. He was pretty sure it was Ron, though someone had taken off his 
glasses. 
  
“Is this a dream?” he asked, voice hoarse. 
  
“No, mate. It’s for real. You-Know-Who is dead and gone for good. You did it! You really did it.” 
  
Harry thought so. Hermione handed him his glasses. He felt a little lighter, a little less put upon. He 
reached up to his forehead. 
  
“Yes,” said Hermione. “It’s gone.” 
  
He tried to feel the raised scar, so familiar to him all his life, but all he felt at his fingertips was 
smooth skin. “Blimey,” he muttered. 
  
But then he thought of Draco. “Where’s Draco?”   
  
Hermione gestured to the bed beside him. Draco was still asleep. That familiar white-blond hair lay 
across his pillow. “Everything’s all right then?” he asked, hoping. 



  
“No one was hurt, Harry,” she said. “And Dumbledore and Mr. Malfoy are back.” 
  
“Oh good.” He really couldn’t stay awake and decided that it would be all right to sleep now. 
  
He awoke for good a few hours later. The first thing he noticed were the piles and piles of 
Honeydukes sweets, flowers, packages, scrolls and envelopes from well-wishers. It took up most of 
the wing in fact. Then he noticed Draco lying in bed beside him over the covers, stroking his hair. He 
smiled up at the Slytherin. “I understand that this is a Voldemort-free world now.” 
  
Draco bent over and kissed him. “Too bloody right,” he said. “You bloody well did it, Potter.” 
  
“We did, as I recall.” 
  
“But it was your magic that grabbed mine. Weird feeling.” 
  
“Yeah. Funny. I had just given up.” 
  
“Really?” Draco looked concerned. “But how did you--?” 
  
Harry shrugged. “More of that inexplicable magic, I guess. Just protecting my lover.” 
  
“Yeah. I guess I’ll have to stay with you now. There’s no one likely to top that.” 
  
Harry turned toward the doorway where many voices gathered, among them Dumbledore’s. Harry 
sat up and Draco discreetly stepped aside. 
  
“Harry my boy!” said Dumbledore, and surprised Harry by taking him into his arms and hugging him 
tight. 
  
“Professor!” He smiled at him breathlessly. “How did you manage it?” 
  
“I could ask you the same thing, but I know how you managed it.” 
  
Harry found himself blushing. Just a little power the Dark Lord knows not. As you knew all 
along. “But tell me, sir. How did you manage to kill Nagini and get away? Is Mrs. Malfoy okay? What 
happened to the other Death Eaters?” 
  
“Many questions, Harry. It is indeed a thrilling and exciting tale.” He pulled up a chair and brushed 
the piles of sweets off of it as he sat. “You have many admirers, Harry. The whole of the Wizarding 
world is celebrating. Word travels fast. Especially good news.” 
  
“You’re a hero, Harry,” said Draco. “But I knew it all along.” 
  
“Indeed.” 
  
“But Nagini. How did you--?” 
  



“Of course, of course. Well, when Lucius and I Disapparated, we went first to Professor Snape’s 
dungeon to collect Polyjuice potion.” Harry raised his brows in question, but Dumbledore went on. 
“We needed it in order to get into the lair of the devil...er...that is, Malfoy Manor. Pardon, Mr. Malfoy,” 
he said to a stiff Draco. “At any rate, we were able to subdue two Death Eaters, and by obtaining 
their hairs, disguised ourselves as them and moved into the inner circle. When an opportunity 
presented itself, we dispatched the snake and still had time to rescue the damsel in distress. I must 
say, it was the most challenging bit of business I have done in a long time.” He smiled. “I understand 
you had some challenging moments yourself.” 
  
“Found the Horcrux,” said Harry proudly. 
  
“Yes, and good thinking, too. I must say, it never occurred to me. Foolish. One always tends to 
overcomplicate things. Including Voldemort. He was too single-minded on his goal and neglected 
the greatest power of all: Love. His undoing, of course. So it is true for all tyrants. Love has saved the 
day again. It saved you, Harry, the first time, and I had no doubt it would save you at the last.” 
  
“I certainly had my doubts, Headmaster. I had all but given up. And then I just realized how much I 
love Draco. Really love him.” He blushed furiously at this admission, but he looked up to the blond 
man standing beside him. Draco dropped him hand to Harry’s shoulder and squeezed. “And when 
our wands joined all that love just...overwhelmed him, I guess.” 
  
“Yes. So many underestimate the power of love. Well, I see that you are well, and I shall talk to 
Madam Pomfrey to see if you may be discharged. I am afraid the school is in chaos. I do not believe 
we will be able to settle down and finish our courses this year. But I suppose I cannot blame them. 
This is after all a fine end to your years at Hogwarts, Harry.” 
  
“You mean term is over?” 
  
“We have one month left, but I do not think anyone is of a mind to go back to classes. Everyone 
except your Miss Granger, of course.” 
  
Harry laughed. “Of course!” 
  
Dumbledore patted his hand, rose, and left to talk to the mediwitch. 
  
Harry looked at Draco who sat on the bed again. He hugged Harry and kissed his cheek. “So that’s 
it,” he said. “I guess we are fully fledged wizards now. You especially.” 
  
“But you helped me!” 
  
Draco shook his head. “I wasn’t the one training my wand on the Dark Lord. There’s only room for 
one hero in this saga and it’s you, Potter. But I get to live happily ever after with you.” 
  
“Yeah.” Harry put his arm around Draco and held him close. “I think it’s about bloody time I had a 
happily ever after to this nasty fairy tale.” He turned Draco’s face and took his lips in a searing kiss. 
When they pulled away, Draco sighed and laid his head against Harry’s neck. 
  
“Well, it’s a fairy tale for sure.” 



  
Harry laughed. It was good to laugh. It was good to feel free. Free of the Durselys and free of 
Voldemort. He didn’t know what he was going to do with his life in the next few days let alone the 
next few years, but he knew one thing: Draco was going to be a part of it. 
  
The End 
                    
  
  
       
A/N: One more sequel to this coming up called “After Hogwarts.” 
  
There is so much more to the ending in Book 7 than I can ever extrapolate (it would be foolish to try) 
but I wanted to put my own slash take on it. I do think the grand finale will be at Hogwarts, though, 
and I’m almost positive that the last Horcrux is Tom Riddle’s trophy. Here’s what we know: Harry and 
Voldemort’s wands are brothers and can’t work against the other. But Ollivander went missing. So 
maybe Voldemort kidnapped him and forced him to make him a new wand. Or he is in hiding and 
working for the Order. Big question mark there. Also, Dumbledore’s eyes twinkled when Harry 
explained that Voldemort had used Harry’s blood to come back to life. They shared blood. That will 
somehow come into play but I was really too exhausted to come up with something myself. 
Wormtail owes Harry a life debt. How will that be paid? JKR has said that Dumbledore is really dead; 
as dead as Sirius Black! What does that mean? The Sorting Hat becomes something else. What 
does that mean? Who knows? I can hardly wait for it myself.                
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