THE PATH WHIC LOVE LEADS: PART THREE

WINDOWS TO THE PAST: A COLLECTION OF VIGNETTS

____________________________
WINDOW FOUR: 

Draco’s summer

Warming up to one another

Draco’s new attitude 

Teachers, Ron and Draco

Like an invisible fist clutched his heart, and he doupled over in pain and spasms
First time in his life he thought he was going to die

First time in life fear, no control, an invasion

First time he realized about magic and how… it is, dangerous, how neutral it is, just a tool, just a powerful, mindless tool

First time realised his father would not save him

Eveyhting becomes clear

Anger? Not sure. 

Path mapped out for him? He rebels agaitns it.

Before either of them could break the strange, thoughtful sense of awareness that had fallen over them,

There had always been something feral about Draco's enjoyment of humiliating, tormenting and infuriating Harry that gave him a certain morbid charm.

Draco challenged in a silken, tempting tone.

October sped by quickly, bringing with it crimson and gold leaves, colder weather, and that brisk sort of chill to the air that warns of the coming winter.

"They torture Muggles for fun!" Harry blurted out.

"I know."

That simple statement rocked Harry back on his heels.

“Don’t… don’t go down this road,” Harry pleaded, even as he winced at how weak he sounded.

Harry felt a sudden, irrational flare of anger inside him, and he turned on Ron fiercely. "Just shut up about Malfoy, okay? You don't know what you're talking about!"

Ron blinked at him, his face blank with shock, but he never got a chance to respond.
This is not the time for family demands to decide your future. This is war - a war to decide the fate of our world - and each of us must choose the side on which we will fight."

"Between the forces of Darkness and those who oppose it, but yes, it comes down to a choice between me and your father. Lucius will never forsake the Dark Lord, even for you. If you want to follow him, you must follow Voldemort."

He could feel the formless wash of emotion in the other boy beginning to settle, could feel him pull himself together. Any second now, he would say something, and Harry braced himself against the inevitable, wicked lash of Malfoy's tongue.

But it was another voice entirely that spoke to him, shattering the charged atmosphere.

"Hallo, Malfoy. Potter."

Draco had hair which shouldn’t belong to humans, or looked like it had once belonged to angels of gods.
They were sixteen years old now, not the scrubby schoolboys who had met in Madam Malkin's robe shop and conceived such a violent dislike for each other. Both had grown, but while Harry had sprouted like a weed, Draco had grown more slowly and gracefully. Not for Draco Malfoy the awkward knees and elbows of the half-finished stripling. Harry might look as though he'd been strung together from random pieces of firewood, but Draco always looked perfect.

Now, in the privacy of his own head, in the long quiet of this night, Harry could admit to himself the true crux of the problem and the main reason why he avoided looking too closely at the other boy. Draco was beautiful. As much as he had always hated him, or thought he hated him, Harry had not been able to ignore this fact. And Draco's beauty made Harry feel all the more awkward and childish around him,

. He did not, in fact, dare to touch the other boy at all without invitation - an invitation he was not likely to get in this lifetime. He would just have to contain himself until the urge passed. And surely it would. It must. He couldn't live like this indefinitely, keyed up and confused, scrambling to understand his own emotions while he untangled them from Draco's, and always fighting that current of longing that ran through him, growing stronger and more insistent all the time.

"You know something, Malfoy?" he murmured, surprise plain in his voice. "I don't want this to stop. I like it. I like feeling this way, even if it means you're doing it to me again - making me crazy like you always do. But it isn't like always, is it? This is a different kind of crazy. It scares me to death, but I like it. How weird is that?"

Draco did not answer him, but Harry had not expected an answer. He was banking on the fact that Draco was safely unconscious and couldn't hear a word he said.

"Hermione was right, as usual. This Blood Link is dangerous." He bent his head to breathe warm air onto Draco's chill fingers, then he went on, softly, "It's got me thinking like you, which is highly weird and definitely dangerous. Only someone as warped as you would enjoy being scared silly or having your stomach tied up in knots because you can't do the one thing you want to do most in the whole world... It's so sick. It's so... Malfoy. I must be getting it from you, because I never felt like this on my own."

"I never chose."

Potter's voice cracked a bit when he asked, "What do you mean?"

"I never chose at all. You did. Remember that first day on the train, when I offered to shake your hand?"

"I wouldn't."

"You made the choice for both of us that day."

