Ron’s blue eyes kept gazing into the empty space just beyond Harry at something only he could see. Then he crashed to the floor.

“Ron!” he screamed. Panic overtook him, and he ran towards the fallen form.

But Ron’s dying breath was not to say goodbye, but to whisper one word, one name.

“Malfoy.”

Harry stared into his best friend’s dying eyes, 3 times bigger than he ever saw them. For the rest of his life, Harry would remember the vacant staring of those dialated puiples was the life drained out of Ron, remember the way his fingernails had dug themselves viciously into Harry’s arms, drawing tiny rivulets of blood as the last price he paid for their too short friendship. 

“No.” he whispered, but he was unsure if he said it for Ron or for Draco. Then his passion saved him, and he was able to scream. Tears and sliavia dripped as H remonstrated and railed againts his loss by giving up control, and his grief ran unchecked for all to see. 

“Ron wake up! Wake up!” he refused to give up the body, cradling it to his head and unheading of the blood which seeped through his own robes. Rons eyes rolled eerily about their wide opened sokets as he shook the head repeatedly, a startling, innocent shade of blue so incongruous with the cruel way he died.

“Wake up Ron. Ron, I wont leave you.” Spent, his voice droped back to a whisper.

“I’m sorry I ignored you. I’m sorry I left you alone.” Tears, and sliavia mingled with blood as he buried his face in his friend’s soaked robes until they picked him up bodily and carried him to the infirmary.

That day, one person died, but the world was robbed of two spirits.

***
harry stood overlooking the cliffs His tears crashed against his cheeks as the waves crased upon the cliffs, both of them storms like the grief which rolled and crashed against his chest, welling up again to pit endlessly against the unyielding walls of a fate he could not accept. 

That storm gathered, and had only one direction of release- Malfoy.  

“Why?” he screamed into impassive sky. “Why?” and he kept screaming till he was hoarse and the wind carried each cry away. And then the gentle rain fell, as if whispering consolations over the pitiful son of earth who’s grief was so painful to behold.

“How could you do this…” he sank to his knees, his hands fallen by his sides, and fingernails dug into the rapidly watered dirt, the last word an inaudible whisper;

“… to me?”    

He was sinking further into depression every day; his life wasn't anything like he thought it would be. He had everything he had thought he wanted, but it was all empty to him now. He was an adult now, but he still felt like a kid; he knew he was supposed to be growing up by now, but he still played Quidditch as a job. That didn't help. He also supposed the lack of a normal childhood was starting to have some sort of cumulative effect. Whatever it was, he saw all his friends around him involved in their lives and happy, and it just made him more depressed. Ron and Hermione were engaged to be married, the twins had a successful business, even Neville had found his niche as an assistant to Madame Pomfrey. He was still living in the past. He was starting to avoid contact with his friends from school;
Do I want Draco to suffer, do I want revenge for my sake, or Rons?

Draco did this! 

Yet what did he really do?

He betrayed all that was right

Did he make you any promises, Harry?

He betrayed…

Me.

Oh Ron… I cant even do this for you. 

He buried his head in his hands and wept.

Outside, the rain poured softly Earth’s tears upon 
"Harry is fine." The half-smile he turned on her seemed to chide her for her lack of faith. "Do you suspect me of having sinister plans for him, Hermione?"

Malfoy coughed again, and the tearing sound vibrated horribly through Harry's frame, making him grimace in pain.

"Actually, this letter was penned by Narcissa." He smiled humorlessly at her startled expression. "Funny how we tend to forget that Draco has a mother, isn't it?
"Mr. Malfoy's deeds are not those of his son," Dumbledore reminded her, gently,

"That's why you want him, isn't it, Albus?"

"One of the reasons. Like Harry, Draco is destined to be a key player in the conflict ahead. It would be to our advantage to have both of those players on our team, wouldn't it?"

"Sometimes I forget how cold-blooded you can be."

"Is it cold-blooded to save a sixteen-year-old boy from Voldemort's clutches?"

"That depends on why you're doing it."

Dumbledore's face went still and the shutters behind his eyes came down. "I am fighting for the survival of our world, Minerva. I am also fighting for that boy's right to choose his own destiny. I will not compromise in either case."

McGonagall shifted uncomfortably beneath his emotionless gaze. "You said that his parents love him."

"Appearances to the contrary, yes, I believe they do."

"Then it will be doubly hard to win his loyalty away from them. Perhaps impossible."

"Ah." Dumbledore smiled brightly, his eyes warming into a kind of guileless enthusiasm. "That's where Mr. Potter comes in!"

"I will. Here it is. What Harry and Draco feel for each other is in no way akin to those childish emotions. It is born in a deep, instinctive place that few of us ever visit in ourselves. It is something they cannot escape, though they have spent six years trying, and the force of it could indeed shake the foundations of our world, if unleashed."

"Aren't you afraid that this Blood Like will do just that?"

"I'm counting on it."

"But... why?"

It is time that Harry and Draco figured out exactly what draws them to revolve around each other like dual suns, each desperate to spin away but caught, helpless, by the pull of the other. They need to know, and so do we."

"And the Blood Link will help them do this."

"It has begun already."

McGonagall shifted restlessly, a frown gathering on her face. "What will you do if the thing that drives them is hatred?"

Dumbledore looked grave. "Lose Draco to his father, keep Harry with us, and watch them destroy each other in the dark times to come."

"Oh, Albus."

"We all have true enemies, Minerva, just as we have true friends, and in war we must learn which is which."

The sunlight was gone, smothered in clinging shadow, and through the dim opening above her came distant shouts, screams and the crackle of flames.

All three of them walked down the dungeon passage in silence for a moment, then McGonagall said, harshly, "I remember a time when children were allowed to be children, and they didn't have to pick sides for anything more weighty than a Quidditch match."

"Something else Voldemort has taken from us," Dumbledore murmured,
Voldermort’s voice when it came, was almost a purr.

“One of you must be punished, but I will let you chose, my dear Draco.”
Lucius took a step forward, face impassive. “Some choices are easier to make.”

Flashback to 5 yr old Draco:

“One of you must be punished, Draco.”

Draco looked at his servant and friend, at those big round eyes so clearly reflecting his innocence, shaking in every limb at the towering power of darkness which was Lucius Malfoy. 

“It was Dolby”

Lucius smiles and holds his wand out. Dolby simpers and backs away, pleading b4 the curse hits him. Draco watch with wide scared eyes, yet all he could think of was that it could be him under the curse. Finally the house elf stopped twitching, and Draco could smell singe of burnt flesh. 

“You see Draco, some choices are easier to make.”

“Yes father.”

“I can always count on you to make the right choices.”

“Yes father.”

“I am pleased to hear that.” Lucius smiled coldly and ruffled the head of his son before walking out, leaving a young boy who walked slowly over to the charred remains of his only friend. He reached out a trembling hand and pulled the shoulder back, then dropped on his knees with a gasp as tears flooded in his eyes, but he would not cry.

Dolby’s huge eyes stared lifeless up at him, his face a mask of terror which tore Draco’s heart to shreds.     

Draco stayed on his knees for a long time, staring at the consequences of his actions. 

End of flashback.

Draco eyes closed. “Narcisus.” The name came out defeated and drained of emotion.

Voldemort smiled, and nodded to Lucius, who lifted his wand at the fallen boy.

“…is not the one you should punish.”

Draco had opened his eyes, his sight swimming with the blood that fell into his eyes from the wound on his head. He started

His father had turn to stare at his him, startled, though his wand still pointed at the fallen youth. 
“How very self sacrificing of you, Draco.”

making it seemed like he was crying clood.

Harry walked over to where Draco crouched over himself, stunned, and bending over, swept the fair hair away from his eyes. “You always had an alluring passion about you, love.”  

  Closing his eyes, he buried his face in his crossed arms on the mattress and just lay there, aching, wondering why he couldn't cry when every part of him seemed full to bursting with tears.

As the door shut behind Blaise, Lucius turned to gaze at the fire. His face was blank, painted orange and gold by the flames but empty of its own light. Only his eyes lived, and they glittered so coldly that the warmth of the fire could not touch them. Behind this frozen mask, his thoughts churned.

