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Because You Loved Me:

“Draco please,” Ginny groaned.

They had left the window open and as Draco thoroughly kissed her body she took in the ecstasy of it and displayed her intoxicating pleasure to the full moon’s beauty. She was half covered with his black silky sheet. The white of Draco’s shirt stood out against the caramelized tan of Ginny’s skin, as the wind rustled through the air, flowing gently through her rumpled hair, and small strands of Draco’s hair flickered from the gentle breeze. As he trailed his sweet tender kisses over her legs and abdomen, the heady crisp scent of Draco’s light cologne mixing with the air was making Ginny giddy and wild with wanting him. 

“Patience, lovely,” Draco murmured seductively as his hand delved lower into her inner thigh.


He trailed the tips of his fingers up and down Ginny’s thigh lightly tickling, teasing, and getting so close to the part of her body where she longed to be touched.

Ginny lifted her head from the ‘Draco’ scented pillow and gazed down at the top of his ruffled blonde hair. 

“I can’t be patient,” she gasped as his fingers finally caressed her through her panties, “when you touch me like that,” her voice hitched as he pressed.

Draco smirked and brought his head down to kiss the underside of her knee. Ginny squealed and jerked slightly as she felt the wet trail left behind from his caressing tongue. Ginny lifted her hips as he slowly brought the flowered underwear down and over the curve of her bottom, down the slender line of her curvaceous legs, and after slipping her feet through the holes he discarded the beautifully innocent underwear to the floor. 

From their last lovemaking interlude Ginny, in which she’d pulled on Draco’s shirt and her flowered underwear, had forgotten to slip the starched white button up off. She grinned sheepishly as she saw the amused glint in Draco’s eyes as he unbuttoned the miss-buttoned shirt. 

“That’s my Ginny,” he whispered against her rosy well-kissed lips.

Ginny groaned as he nibbled her lower lip and then traced his tongue along the bottom line. She snapped her head up trying to catch Draco’s mouth, but he masterfully danced away and slid himself down her body. His chest rested on her pelvis, his lower body settled between her legs, as he halfway opened the shirt and kissed her belly button. Ginny’s stomach fell in a tiny hiccupping gasp. She rolled her hips against his hard naked chest, lifting him from the bed.

The exotic scent of Hawaii’s wind mixed with the intoxicating smell of Draco almost put Ginny over the edge. The feel of his masculine chest against her womanhood was driving her insane. She lifted up again, making a silent demand, but of course Draco ignored it and continued dusting kisses along her ribcage, the under curve of her breasts, and back down again. He was purposefully dancing around her nipples, not touching them.

“Draco!” Ginny ground out in agony as she did a slight belly dance against his kisses. Ginny received a heartily growl from Draco and he captured the tip of her breast in his teeth, gently suckling. 

Ginny held his head to her chest, tenderly running her fingers through his hair. He nuzzled her with care. 

“Ginny?” Draco lifted his head up and looked into her eyes.

He let one of his hands drift and caress the side of her face. His other hand fisted in her hair. She was drowning in his grayish blue soot-lashed eyes. She lifted her face, questing for his mouth. He obliged and inserted his tongue, massaging back and forth.

“Draco, please?” Ginny gasped the question.

His eyes gave her his answer and she felt him slowly slide into her warmth. Draco’s breathing accelerated as he felt Ginny’s walls tighten around him, accepting him, loving him. He shook his head to get ride of the heady wonderful feeling. He slowly began rolling his hips into her.

“Oh!” Ginny moaned and looked at Draco, smiling as pleasure etched out on his face. She rested her hand on the side of his cheek, he continued rolling his hips into hers, and kissed his shut eyelids.

It was different. Ginny knew from the beginning, before they started this escapade, that this time the sex would be different, more sensual, softer, and more perfect. Usually it was fast, hard, and furious, but this one was sweet, and what made Ginny’s heart ache more was that it felt like a good-bye. She knew what was coming, but it slipped out of her mind as Draco rolled to his back, putting her on top, letting her lead.

She rotated her hips slowly, never taking her eyes off his beautiful face. “You are so beautiful,” she whispered.

Draco looked up at her, his eyes darkened, and he flipped her back over. His speed gained. He continued to push into her as he bent his head down and devoured her mouth. He balanced himself above her, pushed into her more vigorously, and kissed her lips. As they both came, the pleasure engulfing, toe-curling ecstasy fled through them causing them to tightly grasp each other in wondrous amazement. He never let go of her body nor did he leave her mouth. 

Draco let out a grunt as the last of the pleasure left. He collapsed on Ginny’s body, not moving, knowing that she would want him to stay inside her for the time being. He rested his head against her shoulder and sighed sleepily as he felt Ginny’s hand running up and down the length of his back. Slowly in each other’s arms, they both drifted to sleep.

He didn’t know what woke him up, but the fact that when he reached for Ginny and she wasn’t there was probably a big factor. He lifted his drooping eyes and looked to see Ginny in only his white shirt and her underwear, standing in front of the open window, the moonlight glinting off of her hair and exposed shoulders. He lifted his arms up and rested his head on them as he watched the wind lazily caress her fire red hair. 

When Ginny had found out that Draco would become a Death Eater in two weeks she demanded he not go through with it. Since he knew there was no way out if it, Draco had planned a last minute trip to Hawaii at the two week mark before he’d have to go be initiated. Their one-year secret love escapade had been nothing but loveliness, although it was a bit hard considering Draco had no longer attended Hogwarts and Ginny was attending her last year. The day Ginny left Hogwarts was the day she’d found out Draco’s destiny, and on that same day Draco had kidnapped Ginny, although she was rather willing. For the past twelve days they’d done nothing but make-love in bed, on the private beach Draco’s father had bought for get-away weekends for him and Narcissa, and in the ocean, which was the place Ginny preferred them to be. 

Draco lifted himself up with his black sheet wrapped around him. He descended upon her and wrapped her into his arms, nuzzling the side of her neck. Ginny leaned back comfortably, trusting, into his arms and sighed contently. 

“I love you,” Draco’s hushed whisper filled Ginny’s ear.

She shivered. “I love you too.”

It felt awkward saying those words for the first time, but Ginny could only imagine what it was like for Draco to say them. She cuddled up to his chest more, accidentally bumping her rear-end into his groin.

“Ginny,” he groaned, “careful there.”

Ginny turned in his arms, bit her lip, and smiled innocently as she felt his erection. “Uh-oh,” she giggled.

Draco smirked down at her and placed his forehead against hers. “Uh-oh is right! I guess I just can’t get enough of you!”

Ginny kissed him, smiling against his lips as she did so. His arms tightened around her waist bringing her closer. The wind lazily caressed their skin and just when Ginny thought they’d be doing it on the terrace Draco pulled away gasping. 

“We can’t get into this Gin. You know I have to go. You can stay here for a while, and I left enough money for you to go home when you want.”

Ginny’s eyes watered. “You can’t go Draco!” she clutched to him for dear life. “I won’t let you! I need you! Please, please, please?” She begged with each plea becoming more desperate.

Draco gave Ginny a tortured look and let her go. “I have to!” 

She glared as tears streamed down her face. She whipped around to look at Draco. “No you don’t!”
Draco gave an angry look and brushed his hands through his rumbled hair. “Ginny, bloody hell…I don’t want to part like this! Let’s not end it like this!”

Ginny looked shock, her doe eyes looking like waterfalls of blue water. “End-end it? I…”

Draco threw his hands up in the air. “We can’t stay together! I’m going to be a Death Eater Gin…you-you’re…do you understand that?”

Ginny fell to her knees in a daze, the tears that had been shed began to dry up. She dropped her upper body down to her legs resting on them as she looked at Draco’s naked feet. He let out a wild angered scream as he picked her crumbled form up and held her tightly to his chest. Kissing her face, her hair. 

“Ginny, you had to have known that it would end.”

Ginny looked at him. “Draco, you have been in the longest relationship you’ve ever been in. A year with you, I thought…oh gods,” Ginny let herself down and her voice sounded strangled, “I don’t know what I thought.”

Draco dropped his head ashamed. “I told you not to expect anything. I know what you thought too Gin. You dreamed what girls dream every day of their lives. To fall madly in love, marry, have children, and live happily ever after. Well I got news for you…this isn’t a fairy tale. It’s not a dream you can shape!”

“That’s not my dream! I don’t care about children or being married. I do care that I know I’m in love with you, and if all I could have is to be with you, well that’s better then living the fairy tale! I just want you! I don’t need anyone or anything else but you, Draco, don’t you understand?”

“Ginny, you say that,” his voice cracked, “but you know it’s not true. Besides me becoming a Death Eater makes me a target to everyone who’s not. Including your family who, might I add, already hate me; if they ever found out about you and me I know they’d take no mercy.”

Ginny stopped fighting the tears and just let them flow freely. “They aren’t like that! If they knew how much I love you they’d accept you, and then they’d get to know…they’d end up liking you maybe even loving you.”

Draco menacing gray eyes glared. “You know they wouldn’t!”

“YES they would! Draco, please…”

That was the last straw and Draco snapped. “Ginny, shove your idea of being with me and your family accepting me up your ass because I can’t do it! Don’t you care at all about how I’d look towards my family?”

Ginny’s mouth dropped open. He had never, ever, raised his voice at her. She sniffled and walked slowly to pick up her clothes. Draco stood there not believing what he’d done and just watched Ginny put her clothes back on. His daze was snapped when he saw her reach for the door to leave. Practically running towards her, he laid his head on the back of her shoulder, wrapped his arms around her waist, and kissed her.

“Ginny, I’m sorry! Please don’t leave like this.”

Her shoulders racked with sobs. “You yelled at me.”

He placed a kiss on her shoulder blade. “I know, I’m sorry.”

Ginny turned and held his head close, shivering. She rubbed her nose against his and shut her eyes as she felt his arms lift her up, taking her back to the bed. 

She smiled tenderly at Draco as he slowly started whispering love words in her ear.

“I love your eyes, I love your dusted freckled skin, I love the way laugh, and your smile is oh it’s breathtaking,” he whispered as he kissed every inch of her body.

Ginny’s eyes darkened with passion and they were both lost in their lovemaking. No stolen kisses between them anymore, no secret visits behind the walls of Hogwarts, Ginny knew that if she could be like this with Draco forever she’d be happy. She threw her head back in ecstasy as Draco spilled into her, gently biting her neck from the force of his orgasm. 

Ginny’s body collapsed back onto the bed and slowly drifted off to sleep.

When they finished Draco trained his eyes on his sleeping mate. He trailed his fingers up and down her face whispering declarations of love, knowing she couldn’t hear them. 

He leaned up from his position of being on top of her. Gave her one last kiss on her lips and lifted up to leave. As quietly as possible he rushed to get dressed. The last thing he wanted was another fight session. When he was dressed he grabbed his broom and headed towards the door.

“I love you Ginny,” he whispered and what surprised him was the sleeping Ginny responding unconsciously.

“I love you too.”

The last thing Ginny remembered was falling asleep in Draco’s arms, but when she awoke an empty bed greeted her. 


Her happy, warm, love enveloped heart fell, “Oh Draco,” she cried silently curling her head up onto his side of the bed. “What am I going to do without you?”


She wrapped herself in the sheets, breathing in his lingering scent, as thoughts started running through her head. It was the end. She would never see him again. The end. She lifted the sheet to her mouth and inhaled his scent. 


All Ginny could do was keep repeating ‘the end’. The weight of it felt endless on her shoulders. She felt like she was going to die…and there was only one other time she’d ever felt like that. The Chamber of Secrets, Ginny shuddered as those small words formed in her mind. 


It’s hopeless, Ginny thought to herself. She’d been so happy this past two weeks being with Draco. He really was a misunderstood man. People had viewed him as cruel when really he was just acting the way he was taught. Their lovemaking had been beautiful, so wonderful that it’d brought tears to her eyes; yet so passionate she had felt like if she died then she died happy. 


“What if I am pregnant?” She thought suddenly as she jerked up and leapt off the bed. “I mean two weeks ago I was virgin, and all these two weeks we’ve done nothing but make love. It’s possible.” 


Ginny shook her head. “Will I be able to raise his child without being with him? I know I couldn’t do it! I couldn’t. He would want to be there. I know he would!” Ginny smiled as she placed a hand on her belly, then frowned, “he was right! I want children, I want his children, but I was right to say I’d give it all up…for him!”


She’d decided while she had gotten dressed. If she couldn’t be with him as she was now, then she’d join him. She burrowed through her luggage and pulled out her map and crystal pendulum. She swept her arms along a table throwing the contents to the floor. She plastered the map onto the table and, not even bothering to test the crystal, she went straight to work.


“Show me Draco!” she demanded and waited.


The pendulum swayed and went a bit faster, then plastered itself to the place on the map where Draco was, Ginny ran for her broom, leapt on it, and headed in the direction towards her lover. 


~


Draco’s heart felt heavy, like lead. He silently bashed himself in the head. “What’s wrong with you man? You’ve only been away from her for three hours!” His gaze darkened almost in non-contrast with the pitch-black sky. “Away from her beautiful body, her warm smile, oh, the wonderful, wonderful way she groans when I kiss her…her sensitivity,” he groaned louder as his pants constricted against him. “Gods!”


Maybe it was just lust, Draco thought to himself. “No way! I wouldn’t feel like this if it was and I definitely wouldn’t have stayed with her for this long!”


Draco glanced up as he came closer to the gathering, where soon to be Death Eaters lingered in black robes barefooted. They looked like they should be moaning a song and swaying back and forth, but instead were standing with glare on their faces waiting for…he refused to say it.


“I can’t do this! I need to be with Ginny, I need Ginny!” Draco groaned allowed and turned his broom towards the direction of the Malfoy’s private beach. 


~


This will never work! Ginny thought to herself as she lingered in the line with the dark cloaked soon-to-be death eaters. She shivered from the cold and wrapped the charcoal black robe tighter around her. 


“Where’s Draco?” she whispered to herself standing up on her tiptoes to find her lover. 


She was greeted with an evil smile. “Who might you be young lady? I must sign you in…”


Ginny nervously bit her lip. “Wea-Weiland Ginevra Weiland!”


“Well Miss Weiland get in line. You’re number 321. Enjoy your death mark!” 


Ginny silently snorted. What a stupid welcome! How could you enjoy something that would hurt you every time one of ‘your’ people got themselves in a mess? 


“I’m doing this for Draco…”


~


“Ginny, love?” Draco called through the house. “I need to be with you! I’m not going to go through with it!”


Draco gave a puzzled smile when he didn’t hear her running too him. Where is she? He peaked into the bathroom, swept onto the balcony, ran into the room, and he felt his heart plummet. “I guess she all ready left.”


He fell to the bed and began forming a plan on getting her back.


~


Ginny fingered her new Death Eaters’ mark on her arm. It had been terribly painful getting it, but she was happy. She would get to be with Draco.


“Forever and ever,” her heart soared. 


With one last look to her arm, not bothering to stay for the party, she leapt up onto her broom, praying Draco would have thought to go back to her.


“I can’t wait to see him. He’ll be so shocked that I’d do this for him!” Ginny held her tattooed arm lovingly to her side.


It wasn’t that she loved the mark, in fact she hated it, but it was the one thing that could make Draco hers.


She flew to the beach house and took a deep breath as she opened to the door. To her delight she saw Draco sleeping with his hands crossed over his chest. She silently crept on tiptoe, tore off her clothes, and gently lifted her leg up to rest herself in a sitting position on top of Draco.


She softly kissed the corner of his mouth and when he didn’t wake Ginny knew that he must have been mentally worn out. She curled her tongue around his ear. Ginny hummed in pleasure as she slipped the white pearly buttons of his shirt out of their holes. 


“Oh Draco,” Ginny whispered as she opened the shirt and kissed his chest.


The instant she’d opened his shirt Ginny felt a hot flow of lava pool into her tummy. She groaned and rubbed against Draco’s hips, his pants chaffing her legs a bit. 


Draco instantly jerked awake at this movement. His eyes widened as he saw a naked Ginny hovering over him, slowly undressing him. He lowered his head and groaned, baring his teeth as Ginny traced her tongue over his belly button.


“Ginny where were you?” he gasped out.


Ginny’s fingers splayed in the tiny hairs of his stomach and reached to unbutton his pants, but as she did so Draco noticed for the first time the Death Eaters mark on Ginny’s arm. He lunged forward, accidentally throwing Ginny off of him. 


“Draco what’s wrong?” Ginny asked frantically.


With tears in his eyes he dropped to his knees and brought his hand up trailing his thumb down the curve of her cheek. “Oh Ginny,” he jerked her into his arms and rocked her, “you’re so stupid, so stupid.”


Ginny lifted her head away from his damp chest and looked into his eyes. Draco slowly lifted his arms and it was then that she knew. 


“Oh no,” she whispered in shock as placed her right arm next to Draco’s.


“I didn’t do it,” Draco whispered as a tear fell.


Ginny’s shocked face was suddenly filled with a mixture of love and pain. “You didn’t do it for me! I did this for you!”


Draco let out a strangled cry and buried his face in her neck. Ginny let the tears of pain and sorrow stream down her face. The reality of what happened had hit her full force. Ginny was a Death Eater and her lover, her friend, her life wasn’t.

“This doesn’t change anything Draco, we can still be together. I’m guessing since the mark can’t be removed you could get one!” Ginny’s eyes watered as she looked down at her soiled arm.

Draco lifted her chin up and searched her eyes. “Ginny this changes everything. You can’t just ‘get’ a mark, which is what shocks me that you managed to get it like-like—um, how did you manage to get it?”

“I stole a robe and these strange looking papers from someone. I signed my name; only it wasn’t my name I used. Ginevra Weland or something I think. It doesn’t change anything! You can get one!”

Draco stood up, running his fingers through his hair, then turned to look back at Ginny. “I didn’t show up. I’d be killed on sight.”

Ginny’s mouth formed an ‘O’. “Well that’s okay. We’ll run away together. I want to be with you Draco, forever!” 

Ginny pulled him between her legs and hugged his middle. Draco gripped her hair in his hand then just hugged her back. He stared at the top of her head, wondering what they could possibly do.

“You always smell so good,” she whispered.

Draco dropped to his knees and cradled her head between his palms. “Ginny could you really leave your family like that? I mean, you wouldn’t be able to say good-bye, or contact them ever again!”

Ginny tried to look down, but he refused to release her head. Her eyes searched his as he thought. His beautiful gray eyes dark with hope and love. She remembered they day she’d first asked him to go out with her. Oh! He’d been so mean and cruel about it she had almost started crying, but Ginny knew what would get him to do it. So she dared him to do it. He’d stood there all sweaty, gorgeous, and all smirk like in his Quidditch outfit, he’d just won a game against Ravenclaw, and Ginny remembered how he looked when she’d first seen him out of breath. She decided then and there that she wanted to be the one to make him out of breath like that. 

She remembered everything they’d done together that first date. It had been hard getting Draco to stop scowling and smirking at her, and for about an hour she had managed to loosen him up with her lame attempt at a joke. Then she’d make the mistake of complimenting on how beautiful he was and he’d stiffened, gave her a dirty look along with a few insults and retreated back to his rooms. The next day it had been Draco that came to her asking her to go out to dinner with him again, she’d been shocked at first, but accepted. Ginny loved her family, but she couldn’t imagine her life without Draco.

“I could do it. I mean I’ll leave a note, and I’ll say good-bye in the note.”

“Ginny—” Draco gave a warning look.

Ginny got onto the floor, both of them on their knees. She brushed a strand piece of hair out of his eyes. “Draco, just kiss me!”

He groaned and brought her face to his. “You are going to be the death of me,” he whispered against her lips.

Ginny pushed his back to the floor and grinned evilly. “At least you’ll have fun!”

Draco threw his head back in laughter. Ginny slipped the pearl buttons of his pants through the slits and she smiled as she heard his breathing accelerate. She lifted her eyes to see his eyes watching her every move. 

“Say you love me!” Ginny demanded as she lifted herself up and sat on his legs.

“I love you,” he spoke with passion. 

“That I’m the only woman you’ll ever love.”

“The only one…ever.”

“That you’re going to marry me!”

Draco’s eyes widened. He gulped and his eyes darkened. “I’m marrying you.”

Ginny smiled with tears in her eyes and kissed his belly button. “I love you Draco.”

“You better,” Draco gritted out as he went to lift himself up.

“No! I’m in charge.” Ginny pushed him back down.

Draco grunted from the force of it and gave a slight glare towards Ginny who only smiled in response. Ginny circled her tongue at the tip of him as she rubbed him his length up and down. Draco reached for Ginny, but she smacked his hand away.

“Draco honey, do I have to get the rope?”

Draco growled, jerked his hips up, making Ginny fall to the ground. He pinned her shoulders down to the floor and ripped her shirt off. She gasped as she heard the fabric tear and watched him go for her pants. He yanked them down her legs and tore the sides of her panties off.

“Oh,” Ginny moaned as she pushed his hand between her legs and squeezed her thighs together trying to put more pressure.

He took his hand away and Ginny glared, and then yanked him on top of her. He entered her hard, so hard that Ginny gave a scream. She pushed him to his back; Draco grabbed her hips, ramming her harder and faster into him, trying to make her go at his desired speed. He flipped her back over. Ginny wasn’t happy with this so she pinched his cheek and turned him back over. The rolled across the floor fighting for the other to surrender, all the while they continued to ravage and pound into each other. Ginny ended up on her back, Draco pinned her hips to the ground, biting her shoulder, he surged into her once, twice, and they came together crying out in undreamed of pleasure. 

Draco collapsed against her, nudging his nose into her neck, and trailing gentle kisses across the side of her face. 

Still breathing heavily he lifted himself up, but he let his body lie in hers, knowing she’d protest if he left. He leaned on his elbows caressing her face, kissing her shut eyelids. 

“I’ll make you happy Ginny. I’ll never stray, I promise.”

Ginny smiled up sleepily into his face. “You make me happy now and you better not! And I’m making a request to have lots and lots of babies.”

Draco grinned and kiss her full on the mouth. “Lots and lots.”

“Yeah,” she crinkled her nose in another smile then suddenly a look of horror crossed her face and she gasped.

“Baby what’s wrong?” Draco asked searching her face, which was turning blue. 

She collapsed against the floor. Draco stared at her in shock, then reached to feel her pulse.

Nothing.

“Ginny no!” He lifted himself out of her and up beside her, lifted her head up to breath into her mouth. “Please baby don’t do this to me!” 

Thoughts came flooding through as he remembered the steps his muggle class on Cardiopulmonary Resuscitation. He placed Ginny flat on her back, he tilted her chin up, and he breathed into her mouth. He listened for breathing and then looked to her chest. 

He started panicking when he didn’t see a rise. “Ginny!” he cried out in agony.

He pinched her nose close and puffed two full breaths into her and still no reaction came. He placed his hands on top of her sternum and pushed a couple of times before breathing back into her mouth.

“Ginny, baby, please. Please!”

“It’s no use. Stupid muggle class you insisted on taking isn’t going to help you either. CPR only works when the something happens of natural cause to the victim. You see, son, this wasn’t a natural cause. It was magic.”

Draco stiffened, turned slowly, and glared. “Lucius.”

“Dad…I told you to call me dad! Don’t be like that! She was your one and only weakness Draco,” Lucius smiled arrogantly as he examined his manicured fingernails. “It’s not good to have weaknesses. She made you a fool!” he sneered out.

“You son of a bitch!” Draco growled out and lunged.

He managed to grab punch his father hard in the face before Lucius put a barrier between them. 

“Draco! Now on the matter of you missing your initiation—”

“Bring. Her. Back,” Draco said, his voice rough with anger beyond reason.

“Um, let me think…no!” 

Draco launched himself at him again, but the barrier flung him through the air, crashing into the wall, breaking it. Blood trickled down his forehead. 

“I’m guessing you don’t want to join us anymore!” Lucius sighed. “Oh well, you would have been a good ally! What a shame! In matters such as this, where you know almost everything about the Death Eaters organization, I would have to kill you, but since you are my son, and because love seeing you suffer, I’ll let you live. I must be off. I’d love to see you attempt to kill yourself in all in a wild race to join your lover in death, but I let you in on something else…because it gives me great pleasure seeing you suffer, I’ve made you immortal. Forever to live without your soul mate, walking the earth as even I die, your mother dies; your friends well if you have any. Wasn’t that thoughtful of me? Yeah I thought so too.”

Draco’s head lolled down the wall as his unfocused gaze tried to focus on his father. “Why?” he croaked out.

“Come now Draco, haven’t you been listening? That slut whore of a mother babied you way too much; I think I’ll be paying her a visit for allowing you to date this Weasel. It’s time she died anyhow. I’ll be seeing you, but then again so will everyone else.”

Lucius turned to mist and vanished. Draco sucked in a restrained breath as he crawled towards Ginny. His head pounded hard behind his eyes, feeling like it was going to explode.

“Oh, Ginny,” he cried as he lifted her up to his chest, holding her. “I will kill every last one of them, I promise you,” he breathed into her hair, “and when they’re all dead I’ll kill the line that started them. I can’t be killed after all.”



~ 



Epilogue: The Hunter

200 years later…

“I am the feared hunter. I am THE HUNTER. I can’t believe you haven’t heard of me scum!” Draco snarled out at the whimpering Death Eater.

It’s been two hundred years since Ginny was killed and true to his fathers words Draco was indeed immortal. He’d saved Potters ass and killed Voldemort, Draco seemed to be the only who’d done it right this time because he still hadn’t come back, he’d also gave his father a torturous death. He ran into Ron about three weeks after he told Molly about her daughters death, he had looked awful. His eyes had been blood-shot and his clothes were torn; he smelled of dirt and must from lack of showering.

It was a surprise indeed. Ron had shaken his hand and said the words Draco would never forget. ‘She loved you Draco, more than anything, more than any of us will ever know. You’re welcome at our house anytime.’ Draco had stopped by every weekend; he’d actually managed to become friends with Ron. Oh it wasn’t as if they actually hung out, but it was as if they had reached an understanding, realized that they did in fact have something in common; Ron’s sister. Draco watched his only real friends die of old age one by one. They never once asked him why he never changed; silently he’d hoped that they knew why. After all of the Weasley’s died he never let himself become close friends with anyone.

When he’d thought he’d killed all of the Death Eaters he had tried ending his life, only to find out that once he pulled the knife out, his wound healed automatically. Luckily that he really was immortal, because that very next day a group of ten Death Eaters had managed to kill whole truckload of people, not literally people in a truck, and Draco had been furious. He had managed to kill all of them, but one, one in which he’d been chasing for two years now. 

The one thing Draco would never forget was the pain of these years and how the pain vanished when he dreamed of Ginny.

“I have been after you for some time now. I killed your friends…don’t you remember me?” 

The Death Eater convulsed in pain from the mortal wound Draco had blown into his stomach. 

“You’d think after two hundred years all of you guys would be dust by now! Voldemort is! What are you guys trying to piss me off and start the new secret society over?”

“We’ll never be over. We are forever,” the Death Eater gasped out.

“Oh save me the movie lines!” Draco lifted his knife up and flung it into the guys’ heart, killing him instantly.

He walked out of the dark alley, draped in his leather pants and jacket. The people on the street hadn’t even noticed what had been happening only blocks away. He placed his blood-drenched hands into his pocket and walked down the street. Women floated up to him grinning and rubbing his chest. 

He gave the beautiful, yet dull roughened up woman a smile, after two hundred years nothings changed. Inside his pocket he wrapped a Kleenex around his hand then reached into his pants pocket for his wallet, fishing out all the money he had, which was more than enough to have a week in the life of luxury for the poor woman. “Here! Get off the streets for a while, get yourself a good meal, a better job, some clothes.” 

The woman looked like a sad little girl at that moment and with one look she ran away. Draco failed to see the bright lights as a car ran into his legs sending him flying. He blacked out as he heard people screaming for help. 

~~

“Ginny?”

“Draco, my darling!” She was encased in a gold light, sparkling with brightness as she reached down to his face.

He was lying on a cloud and he knew he was in heaven, his dream.

“I miss you so much!” Draco breathed in her scent as he placed his hand atop of hers.

Ginny gazed down at him. “I know, which is why I’m being reborn. I’m sorry it’s taken so long, but I had to find someone that would resemble me the most. This is your reward for your loyal services.”

Draco looked at her in shock. “What? I don’t understand.”

Ginny leaned down and kissed his lips lightly, almost like a butterfly kiss. “A woman that you helped is going to have a child, a little girl. You saved that woman and you didn’t even know. She’ll be famous and her daughter will be three when you see her. I know you’ll see her, because that woman will come looking for you, she’ll advertise for you. That little girl will have my soul. I know you won’t believe it at first, because you do have to wait another five years until she is actually born and then another twenty years before you can really have her, but when you see her growing up into a woman, you will see how much she looks like me, and acts like me. This is also my last visit to you. I must prepare you and myself.”

“No Ginny, this can’t be your last visit. I can’t bare it, please!”

“Draco my love, this ending will be happy one, and you will finally know what it would have been like to have children with me. There’s a draw back…”

Draco snorted. “There always is!”

“I won’t remember you or our love that we once shared.”

“Then there’s a chance you won’t love me again. I mean what happened to us, I mean how we got together, that has a chance in hell of happening again.”

“Don’t curse it makes you look mean. You needn’t worry about that! What woman couldn’t love you?”

Draco felt his eyes become wet. 

“Good-bye my darling,” she smiled.

“Ginny, wait!”

Draco jerked awake. He was in a bed in the hospital. 

“Sir? I’m just checking the monitor.”

He glanced over and saw the nurse smiling worriedly at him. “How long have I been here?”

“Three days. It’s a miracle you even survived.”

Draco reframed from snorting. He knew if ever there be an accident that someone saw his body would go into unconsciousness and do all the regular symptoms of what he should be going through, so as not to make people suspicious. The only problem was he felt of the pain that a mortal person would be going through.

The nurse left and as Draco fell back down against the sheets he smiled to himself. Ginny would be his again in twenty-five more years. 

He looked towards the ceiling and sighed. “Thanks Gin.”

~Fin~

I know some people don’t like the ending of this…I don’t know if I liked it too much, but it holds a great idea for the sequel: Immortal Love. 
