 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1“Do you enjoy being a constant thorn in my side, Potter?” boldly asked a platinum blonde boy, as he stared up at the raven haired young man standing in front of him trying to withhold his obvious amusement.

What was making the later of the two chuckle was the simple fact that Draco Malfoy, once a hated school rival and someone who had a hand in bring the Dark Lord Voldemort to his knees, was holding his breath and standing very stiffly. That, of course, was due to the fact that the leather pants that he was currently wearing were quite literally cutting off all circulation to the lower half of his body. That…and they seemed to also make walking an almost Herculean task.

Harry’s eyes watered as he desperately tried to reign in the laugher that seemed to be killing him from inside out. Finally, mastering himself while Malfoy seemed about ready to pass out from holding his breath he finally explained, “Ginny was wondering if you needed any help with the Muggle clothing? However…since you seem to have everything under control. I believe I will not be needed?”

“Oh, that’s rich!” Malfoy drawled and gasped as the pants bit into his already tender flesh. Hearing another amused snort directed his way he shot Harry a patented sneer. ‘Damn Potter, I don’t need his help to figure this out!’ roared Draco within his mind as he suddenly had a strange premonition of a Daily Prophet headline that read… 
Malfoy Kill By Muggle Garment...What Was He Thinking
“Wait,” said Draco when he saw Harry preparing to apparate away. Waddling back to his room, with as much grace as his abused body could muster, the blonde appeared after a short while wearing loose fitting pajama bottoms and holding the offending pants in his hand.

“By the way…” he asked as he tied off the strings on his bottoms, and then produced the death trap of a garment while looking at them as if he wish they would ignite with only his thought, “…how was it that you managed to penetrate the Malfoy house wards?”

“Simple,” Harry said as a pinched look appeared on his face and he sighed heavily, “your mother let me in.”
“Ah,” Draco said, a smug look appearing on his face. He knew full well that Narcissa Malfoy had a long memory and an uncanny ability to hold a grudge, “that must have been an extra special treat for you then?”

“Quite,” Harry replied with a sour face. 

“Well,” said Draco elongating the word into a sigh, “since she sent you, do you know any Charms that have to do with resizing garments?”

Looking confused Harry asked, “Those are minor charms, Malfoy. You should have learned them in second year.”

“Please,” said Malfoy as if wrestling with the idea of saying something that was on the tip of his tongue, “a Malfoy always has his clothing personally tailored.”

“Right…” the raven haired boy said with a wiry grin. “So, am I to assume that you’ve gained a few stones in weight...since you can’t fit into your ‘look-at-me-I’m-Draco-bloody-Malfoy-the-sex-god’ pants,” he chuckled as the man across from him pinned him with a searing glare.

“I’ll have you know that these were sent to me!” Draco said indignantly while tossing the pants to Harry who was signaling him to hand them over. “I’d never choose leather as a choice of clothing! It’s too constricting, doesn’t breath, and for Merlin’s sake...it makes me look as if I get my jollies as a sadomasochist!”

Taking a step back, Harry raised an eyebrow at Draco while smiling a certain knowing smile, “Well…uh…I’ll just fix these pants and then I’ll be going. Don’t get use to me helping you out, I’m only going this for…”

“What! What is it!” yelled Draco, as Harry walked over to a couch and sat down while pulling out his wand and looking extremely uncomfortable, “Potter!? What aren’t you telling me?”

“It’s nothing,” Harry stated still keeping his eyes from looking Draco in the face. 

“By Salazar’s forked tongue, Potter! If you don’t tell me I’ll...”

“Well,” started Harry, as the blonde took his seat across from his old rival, “there’s been talk...”

“Talk?”

“About you...”

“Me!?”

“Will you stop doing that, it’s extremely annoying!” snapped Harry while spinning his wand through his fingers, a habit he picked up at the Auror Academy. Draco’s undivided attention seemed to make him even more uncomfortable as he sensed the steel grey eyes once again pinning him to the seat.

“Well?”

“Their just rumors, some are just blatant slander…and very funny mind you…but...”

Draco nodded silently waiting for some unseen blade looming overhead to drop down as Harry continued on by saying, “Well, a certain rumor has a very interesting twist on yours and Ms. Weasley’s love life.”
Looking away from Harry, Draco responded and said, “And, pray tell, what might these uneducated heathens have to say about my love life?”

“Alot, at least from what I’ve been hearing,” Harry replied as he tapped the leather pants and watched as the seams unwound themselves and then rewound themselves in a looser fit, “from what I hear, you and Ms. Weasley like to role play alot…” At this point Harry stared at Draco, trying to gauge his reaction as he said, “…in fact, my sources say that it involves a health dose of oil, a riding crop, and something along the lines of…dragon taming?”

Not a single muscle on Draco’s face twitched, while he held Harry’s gaze. If he was affected by the announcement, he wasn’t showing any external sign that it was affecting him. However, in Harry’s line of work a person who didn’t show any emotion often was as suspicious as one that was overly emotional. 

After a tense second, Draco blinked and reached out taking the pants off the table in front of him. He walked into his room and closed the door while yelling out, “Honestly, Potter! If you believe that load of tosh, I have several Philosopher Stones just lying around that I can sell you.”
Allowing a measured laugh to escape his lips Harry thought, ‘Was that panic I heard in his voice? Or…’ Changing the subject and trying to clear the air of the tension that stuck to them like a heavy smoke, Harry asked, “So who are you supposed to be going as?”

“Potter…” Draco’s said in revulsion with a hint of exasperation as the door clicked and begun to swing open. “You have my permission to end my life if I even agree to another of these parties,” said Draco as he appeared rubbing his temples and shaking his head in disbelief.

“What makes you think I’ll even be around to save your hide?” asked Harry with a smirk that would have rivaled Malfoy’s any day. “So how did she get you to go along with it?” asked Harry in genuine curiosity.
“How does she get me to do anything!?” said Draco sarcastically as he met Harry’s eyes.

Together the pair chuckled as the spoke in unison, “Puppy dog eyes!”

“She’s evil I tell you!” smiled Draco.
“I think I’d rather take on Morty again than face off with her,” said Harry with a straight face, which pushed Draco over the edge. He started to laugh, and for the life of him he could stop himself. His was so strong that he could do nothing but slap the floor as he tried to catch his breath. After what seemed like an eternity, Draco pulled him self off the ground and sat in a chair only to see a Harry giving him a critical look.
Finally calming down enough to take a large breath of air, Draco wiped his eyes and said with a light snort, “Potter, you glorious bastard, you almost killed me with laugher right there.”

“Damn,” his old rival said snapping his fingers, while trying to look put-out. He, of course, was failing miserably as a familiar smirk lit up his face, and he said, “Malfoy? You’re avoiding my question.”
Growling in frustration Draco, snapped out, “Why, of all the parties that she could be throwing does this one have to be based off a Muggle ‘te-va-is-shon’ show!”

“Ron’s said it’s because of her promotion to the Department of Muggle Relations,” said Harry, knowing full well that Draco was the one who pulled the strings to get her the promotion, “he says that one of her contacts got her hooked and now…well…this is the result!” Harry watched as Draco began to mumble inaudible curses as he walk back an forth in his leather pants, “So should I take that as a negative reply?”

“Spike! Are you happy now!? She’s has me playing dress up as some bleached hair, Billy Idol wanna be!” said Draco as he looked down at his pants and then threw his head back in dismay as he imagined walking into the party looking the part.
“Actually in the story Billy copied off of…uh…never mind. Wait a tick! How do you know about Billy Idol?” asked Harry in stunned amazement.

“I may be a Pureblood, Potter! But I’m not completely ignorant. The Muggles have some good music and art,” said Draco as he turned his back to Harry and walked over to his bed. “Turnabout is fair play, Potter. Who are you going as?”

“Someone called ‘the Ripper’,” said Harry with a look of dread, “but my sources tell me that this so called ‘Ripper’ is a stuffy old librarian just with a different costume.”

“Trade?”

“Not on your life!” Harry said while performing warding signs before a malicious smirk crept onto his face, “Spike, huh? Um…you know…that character…he doesn’t have long hair, don’t you?”

“You’re winding me up!”

“Did you look at the picture that she sent you?”

“She sent me a picture?” Draco fumed as he raced back into his room which was quickly followed and punctuated by a loud yell. Coming back out Harry saw that Draco was holding on to his long blonde hair and was several shades lighter in skin tone, which was quite tricky given that he was quite pale already.

“Know any good Hair Cutting Charms?” asked Harry while letting a snicker escape his lips.
Turning another malevolent gaze on Potter, Draco’s nostrils flared as he said through his gritted teeth, “You just love this, don’t you…wait don’t…”
“Every minute. It’s the only reason that I said yes to Ginny request,” explained Harry with a bright smile.

“I hate you Potter!”

“Yes, well the feeling is mutual. Now…shall we?” Lifting his wand, Harry followed Draco back into his room and closed the door.

~*~*~*~*~

‘I feel like such an imbecile!’ though Draco as he entered the small hall that the party was being held in. Walking in, Draco instantly recognized Ginny’s brother wearing some sort of military uniform. He also noticed that Ron’s hair had been shortened and colored mousy brown. 
Keeping up his with his scan of the room his brows furrowed when he spotted the knock out standing next to Ron. The gorgeous woman wore a red dress with gold trim. Her hair was a honey blonde, and on closer inspection he almost allowed his jaw to hit the floor. It wasn’t everyday that you would see Hermione Granger dress up like some sort of goddess.
Trying to compose himself as he kept to the shadows, to his utter surprise Draco felt a warm hand slid over his. “Hiding are we?” asked a familiar female voice from just behind him, which held a hint of amusement.

“I would think so,” said Draco, “I don’t fancy making a fool out of myself.”

“Not even for me?” she asked as a hand snaked its way over his chest while sending a white hot flash of desire through him.

“Have you stolen my copy of “How To Act Like A Villain”?” asked Draco, while inexorably being pulled towards the center of the party floor.
“Bored now,” said the girl, as she twisted him around.

His tongue felt fat in his mouth, and this time his Jaw really did hit the ground. Draco bit the inside of his cheek, it was all he could do to keep him self from ravishing the stunningly radiant and very sexual creature that stood before him. 
She was wearing an interesting black leather bodice over maroon colored clothing which seemed to push everything she had up and out. Other than her hand and face the only other flesh that was showing was her neck, upper part of her chest, and cleavage. She had on high heeled long boots that came up to his thighs and for some reason or another they made her legs look unbelievably long as well as shapely. Her skin was pale as the moon and it played well with the colors of her clothing and her hair. ‘Her hair!’ though Draco as he watched her fiery locks sway with each motion. If her hair was any redder she would have had flames for hair.
Smiling she kissed him lightly on the lips, causing him to growl and take her up in his arms. “There’s my blondie-bear!” said Ginny with a laugh that sounded like music. Kissing her back with as much passion as he could muster, Draco growled yet again. This time Ginny gave him a light hug around the neck, and pulled him towards her as she smiled, “Why, Mr. Malfoy! If you aren’t able to control yourself, what will everyone here think of us?”
“They can all bloody sod off, for all that I care,” Draco replied as he nuzzled Ginny’s neck while flicking a particularly sensitive spot with his tongue which made her shiver in excitement.

“Well…if that’s the way you feel,” said the fiery red-head in a husk voice that seemed to penetrate Draco’s bones, before she smile mischievously, “you do know that one of my favorite pastimes is…”
Licking the blonde man’s inner ear before biting softly on it she finished by whispering, “…dragon riding.”

Draco almost buckled at his knees as a fire burned in his eyes. He almost didn’t care about what he wore or how he looked; instead he felt anticipation as the party continued and he especially looked forward to the end of the party.
~*~*~*~*~

In the corner of the party several men all groaned audibly, but were drowned out by the music that was playing. In the center of the group of men was a smiling Harry Potter, he was wearing a white t-shirt with a pack of cigarettes rolled up in one of the sleeves, and blue jeans to boot! Each of the other men around the table had been grumbling something about ‘it’s fixed’ or ‘that’s just wrong’, but as they passed by they each threw down several galleons in front of Harry. As the last man left, Harry was left with only one other person at the table who looked at him in disgust and said, “I think I’ll be having nightmares about this for the rest of my life!”

“Cheer up, Ron!” said Harry, as he gathered his winnings, “Who knows…you could be an uncle to a Malfoy.”

“I hate you…you know that, right?” said Ron as he punched Harry playfully in the arm.

“Now, where have I heard that saying before,” said Harry as he sat back tapping his finger on his chin while dispelling the Spying Charm that he enchanted Draco’s hair with, and watch the couple dance their way around the floor.

~ FIN ~

