Chapter 25: Broken Angel 

A BLINDING RAY OF SUN from the east hit his face. A cold breeze glided up his seventeen-year-old body, leaving a trail of gooseflesh upon his soft skin. An ache here and there persisted sporadically along his sprawled figure. He tried moving his left arm only to drop it, suddenly hearing an intense groan of discomfort coming from somewhere. Only minutes later did he realize that he was the one moaning in agony. 

He attempted to open his eyes, taking a good many moments to adjust to the brightness of the sun overhead. When he did, he really, really wished he hadn’t. 

His figure was lying inside an old hollowed out oak tree, having found shelter the night before in it. He could feel the scratches from the skirmish that he had had with his attacker the night before. He knew for sure that bruises had formed from forceful hands on his wrists and cuts made by a family ring upon a hand that had punched him in certain places which had been to immobilize him instead of using a fucking spell... that sick bastard. He was all about physical strength, wasn’t he? He knew he looked like crap from head to toe because he felt like crap from head to toe. 

Leaning against the inside of the tree on his right side he cringed as the memories flooded across his eyes, his heart clenching and his lungs tightening. 

((Flashback)) 

“Harry, really. Why fight? You’ll inevitably lose-” came Evane’s dark voice, laced with violence just as Harry finally pried a hand out of the Slytherin’s strong hold on his wrists and punched him square in the jaw. “Unng. If you insist to continue to act in such a childish way, I will be forced to take out my sexual frustrations on your adorable little cousin.” 

He grinned wickedly, rubbing his jaw with one hand but not before recapturing the offensive limb, while his other hand held Harry’s wrists above his head in an iron-like grip once again. His eyes took on a maniacal gleam to them as he saw Harry practically wilt at his suggestion. 

“Fuck you! Don’t you dare go near her! I’ll kill you!” 

“Oh but I could so easily stupefy you and abduct her from the ball, and have my malicious little way with her right in front of you out here. It’d be a nice little family get together, wouldn’t it? Mmm, I wonder what she sounds like when she screams. Do you think if I fucked her against a tree, like I’m planning to do with you, that she’d cry out for you? Or would she cry out for my dear cousin, Draco, perhaps? Maybe you want that though, for her to take your place right now. Is that what you want, Harry? For Lulabelle to be underneath me, and you at the ball with Draco instead? It’d be the perfect way to get back at that slut.” 

Harry shook his head violently, trying to dispel such abominable images from his mind. But they flew into his mind’s eye anyway. Such horrible, disgusting... 

A quick flash of Lulabelle slammed against the cold earth, wide eyes full of something that was worse than fear, knowing what was going to happen to her, knowing that Harry had subjected her to this, simply because she was in love with the boy Harry had hated for 6 years only to realize he felt something for the same man she had just met. 

“Yes, a lovely image that I planted into your mind, isn’t it? You know that she is purposefully trying to steal him from you, don’t you, Harry? You know that this would be the perfect revenge for taking what is rightfully yours,” Evane trailed off, letting his words sink in. He licked his lips, feeling that the outcome would be in his favor. 

How wrong he was. 

“You sick-!!” the Gryffindor yelled out harshly, something inside of him snapping and roaring to life at such a horrific suggestion. With strength he felt he could only call upon in highly stressful situations like these, he pulled his leg out from under Evane’s knees, and jammed upwards as hard as he could. 

With a howl of shock and pain, the Slytherin fell over onto his side, his hands automatically blocking any more possible abuse to his nether regions. 

Harry stood up shakily, his clothes halfway torn off, his body slightly cut and bruised from the earlier struggle upon the ground showing about his person. He looked down at Evane’s form, lying there in a fetal position, whimpering like the little bitch that he was. 

He knew he should run, his mind was yelling at him to get away from the danger, but his stubborn Gryffindor courage and sense of righteousness sprang forward. 

Harry wasn’t sure what he was more disgusted with; Evane’s obvious plan to rape him, Evane’s suggestion of Lula trying to steal Draco from him on purpose, Evane’s suggestion of raping Lulabelle, telling him that Harry should trade places with her for revenge... But when it came down to it. It was Evane. 

“You’re a disgusting spec of life, Evane; you don’t even deserve to be called a human being. You prey on other people’s fear of you, deluding yourself into thinking its respect. Fear is not respect. I know. I saw Voldemort do the same thing as you’re doing for 6 bloody years, and look what happened to him. He’s dead, completely and utterly destroyed.” Harry paused, knowing full well that Evane was listening to him intently. He turned away and began walking deeper into the Forbidden Forest, not wanting to go back to the castle just yet. He stopped though within hearing distance of the Slytherin. “If you go near Lula or even Draco, I will kill you. And that’s a promise.” 

The Gryffindor continued on walking, wincing slightly at the ache in his limbs. He’d used power to move his body, and it took a major toll on what little strength he had left. But he’d be damned if he let himself fall into blackness with the sniveling asshole only a few yards (and counting) behind him. 

As Harry disappeared deeper into the forest he didn’t catch the dark chuckle that escaped Evane’s throat, nor the evil grin spreading onto his face. 

((End of Flashback)) 

What the hell was he going to do? He had felt strong last night when telling Evane off, but now... now he was more than a little frightened at the consequences of such defiance. Would Evane try to get to Lulabelle when Harry wasn’t near? What if Draco was with her? 

He knew Evane was probably bullying Draco around, so could he somehow scare Draco and get past him to Lula? No. Draco wouldn’t allow that, not matter what was at stake. Harry knew this. He knew from the way that Draco looked at- 

And the memories of last night’s ball flittered through his mind briefly. The feeling of anger and jealousy grabbed a hold of his being... only to be pushed aside by immense guilt as Evane’s words of “it’d be the perfect revenge, to trade places with her, wouldn’t it?” came to the forefront of his mind. 

No, he would never subject Lulabelle to that. He wouldn’t subject anyone to such a weak and desperate act of dominancy and inferiority complexes, which Evane obviously had. 

Harry shook his head, dispelling everything of last night from his mind. He needed to get to Lulabelle. He needed to talk to her and now. 

As he walked slowly up to the castle he closed his eyes, the overwhelming feelings of agony and humiliation on the brink of pouring from his very soul but not quite making it past his dry throat. How could he have even considered wanting revenge against Lulabelle for something that never belonged to him, nor would it ever… 

Before moving any further he thought it best to summon his Invisibility Cloak to him. That way, if Evane was still lurking around (which he highly doubted) then he could go without being seen, not to mention the fact that he didn’t want any professors or students (especially not his friends) to see him in this state. 

With his father’s cloak around his exhausted form he made his way back to Hogwarts. 

As he walked in the early morning of 6:00 a.m. he debated with himself on what to do. Should he tell Lulabelle? Should he tell a professor? Dumbledore? Remus? Hagrid? Drac– (Harry scratched that last one off as ludicrous). 

No. He was going straight to Lulabelle and then directly to Dumbledore. If he knew the Headmaster well enough, Dumbledore would already have anticipated his arrival. Though, he highly doubted he would know why Harry was visiting him, only that it was of the utmost importance. 

It seemed to take everything he had in him to trudge up the hill leading to Hogwarts. He never realized how in shape he was until it felt as if he wasn’t in shape any more; he used to be able to bound up this hill without any effort, but now... Now he stumbled towards the castle lethargically. Sleeping inside an old tree, after having been practically beaten wasn’t the most comfortable resting place in the world. 

As he staggered inside through the Great Door of Hogwarts, he leaned against the side contemplating how long it would take him to get from the Entrance to Lulabelle’s room, which was two floors up on the same level that the professor’s resided on (as well as Evane). He was glad he wouldn’t have to go all six stories up to reach Gryffindor Tower; that would be a hell in and of itself when the time came. 

The ever-changing staircases seemed to cease in their unyielding switches, almost as if they took into consideration Harry’s state. Never in all his years at Hogwarts had he witnessed such an event; they had always moved without stopping. Some students even had the unfortunate accident of almost falling off of one because it was so relentless as to move. 

The Gryffindor passed two sets of Professor’s rooms before he made it to Lulabelle’s large portrait of the Lady Guinevere of Camelot, which was really quite fitting considering it was Lula’s middle name. 

As he approached the Portrait, still under his Invisibility cloak, Harry whispered the password softly. 

“Parting is such sweet sorrow.” Harry was puzzled the first time Lula told him her password, not recognizing it. She quickly handed him an old book by the title Romeo & Juliet, written by a muggle named Shakespeare (Lula had laughed that Harry was so uncultured, especially since said muggle had been born in England). 

Guinevere’s soft brown eyes opened slowly. She looked around sleepily until she saw Harry. 

“Oh, Master Potter,” she acknowledged. 

Harry was aghast. 

“How, how can you see me? I’m wearing an–” Harry was cut off. 

“–An Invisibility Cloak. Yes, I know. We portraits are able to see past any spell or form of hiding.” 

“Oh,” was all Harry could reply with, a dumb, exhausted look on his face. 

Guinevere smiled sweetly. “I’m sorry, Master Potter, but the password you used is now invalid.” 

“What?!” Harry’s heart was beating faster by the minute. 

“Yes, Mistress Potter changed it last night. However, she told me to tell you if you came by. The password is now A breath away’s not far to where you are.”(1) 

Harry recognized it the second after she said it. It was part of a song he heard in the muggle world that reminded him of his parents. Lulabelle had remembered. His heart ached happily. 

“Thank you, Lady Guinevere.” Harry paused. “A breath away’s not far to where you are.” 

And with that, the Portrait opened. 

After walking through the doorway into a dimly lit room Harry whispered out Lula’s name. 

“Lulabelle?” The Gryffindor crept through the large common room that was decorated to whatever Lulabelle wanted; kind of like the Room of Requirement; you set your mind to what you wanted before you moved in and the room would magically produce everything. 

At first, when Harry was invited to Lula’s room, he half expected it to be filled with Gryffindor colors, muggle objects (gizmos and gadgets that muggles had created that would be of no use at Hogwarts), but what he saw was the exact opposite. 

Her room was all about elegance and comfort. It exuded compassion, honesty and love (and of course, a twinge of reckless behavior; it seemed to run in the Potter family). The walls seemed larger and more open due to their egg shell cream hue. The curtains were of gold, cream, brown, white and off-white; objects throughout the room also of a similar nature. There were no muggle contraptions that Harry had thought he’d see there. 

Instead there was an old gramophone (which, to Harry, was basically a record player, albeit an old record player with a horn attached to it so the music was amplified), a chess set, many shelves of books, and finally, a fire place in the middle of the room (it was not against the wall like most of the fire places in Hogwarts, instead it was in the shape of a gourd, the more spherical part being where the fire was, the rest being stone). 

Besides that, she also had an extra room that she had transformed into a bedroom. Her bed was no different then that of a Head Boy’s or Girl’s; a large, full, four-poster bed, the sheets, pillows and hangings all creams and browns. Beside the bed, on the night stands, were pictures; one of her whole family (Esme, her mum, Roland, her father, and Lulabelle herself), two separate pictures of Harry by himself, and another with him and Lulabelle smiling at the camera and waving happily. There were three other pictures; one of Draco Malfoy by himself, smiling, not smirking or sneering, but smiling good-mannered, another of Lula and him in Hogsmeade, and the final one of the friends Lula had made while here (Hermione, Luna, Daphne Greengrass [who really wasn’t ‘that bad for a Slytherin’], Draco, Harry, Neville and Seamus). Though, Seamus tended to hit on Lulabelle quite a bit (but mostly out of fun), something Harry noticed didn’t bother him, but it did, however, bother Draco. And when Draco would step in between Seamus and Lula, Harry found out just how much his blood could boil. Jealousy was a very ugly thing indeed. 

The Gryffindor hadn’t figured out why he got jealous of Draco being with Lulabelle all of the time; he had, at first, convinced himself that he was jealous that Draco got to spend so much time with Lula. However, later, he realized that that was only a small part of it. He was really jealous that Draco didn’t nag at him anymore, didn’t tease him. All in all, he was angry that Draco ignored him, as if... as if he didn’t exist to the blond. 

But at this moment, it was the furthest thing from his mind. Right now he had to speak to Lulabelle and then to Dumbledore. 

“Lulabelle!” Harry whispered a little more urgently. “Where the bloody hell are you!?” He was becoming frantic moment by moment as it remained quiet. 

He finally decided to sneak into her bed chambers. As the door softly creaked open, the light of the fire illuminated the bed near the wall and the room’s tall windows. 

And that’s when he felt like his heart was being ripped out and, for some reason, his chest filled with rage and fear. 

There, in Lula’s bed, was Draco Malfoy. He was hidden mostly by the covers, but Harry could see his bare arms and shoulders, an indication to him that Draco was partially, if not completely, nude. 

Lula and he– No! NO! This wasn’t supposed to–!! 

He let out a whimper of confusion just before he heard Lulabelle’s personal lavatory door open, her form clad in only a light pink bathrobe. Having heard movement in her bedchambers, she looked around to find that Draco was still asleep and came to the only conclusion she could as she whispered, “Harry? Is that you? Are you–? Harry?” She looked around, seeing nothing and went over to the bed, getting up on it, touching Draco’s shoulder. 

That was the last of Harry’s will. He reeled the door open and dashed out to the Common Room, and then out the Portrait of Guinevere, leaving it open. 

“HARRY!” was heard echoing down the hallway. 

As Harry raced through the corridor, his silent wails of anguish racked his mind and strangled his heart. His breathing becoming heavy and labored, his lungs wanted to collapse on themselves. His vision was blurring, blackening, and finally, his body gave up, as did he. He no longer cared what happened to him. It didn’t seem to matter anymore. 

Broken and beaten was how he was found in front of a teacher’s room. 

Broken and beaten was how Severus Snape found him. 











~*~





Review! Cause... Well, Snape’s really grouchy in the morning (actually, he always is but that’s beside the point) and Harry’s life is in his hands! WAH! Don’t let Snape feed him to carnivorous unicorns!
