Chapter 27: Unanticipated Encounters 

Harry was discharged from the Infirmary the next day. 

He hadn’t expected to get better within only twenty-four hours, but realized it had really been forty-eight, if you counted the day before when he was unconscious. He was even more surprised that he wanted to get out of the Hospital Wing, considering that would mean he’d have to see Draco, Evane, and his friends. 

For the most part, Evane barely acknowledged him for a while. But then again, his friends were always around him, making sure Harry knew how much they disapproved of him wandering off to go get pissed and winding up passing out in the woods (they meaning Hermione). Though it seemed to rest of his friends as well suddenly wanted to be by his side. Whether that was from the new found fame he had of being The Boy Who Lived to Get Drunk or what not, he didn’t know. But Harry could see why they were always around, aside from the ridiculous reasons he had fathomed up. He barely talked to anyone, he always looked tired and, to put it bluntly, was like the walking dead. He knew that they wanted him to know they were there for him for whatever reason they had construed in their minds... But how could he even acknowledge that when he wasn’t even there for himself? 

So Harry was surrounded by everyone, Evane was eluding his presence and... 

Unlike the American Malfoy, however, Draco seemed to pester him relentlessly, never giving him a moment’s rest. The familiar Malfoy’s ‘attacks’ didn’t start right away; rather, he waited a while until it seemed the Gryffindor was physically better. In the following weeks he would torture Harry with words of Mudbloods, half-breeds, dirty blood, Voldemort, his father, his mother... He even went as far as to punch the Gryffindor in the gut. That earned the Slytherin a week’s worth of detention from McGonagall. Unfortunately, that didn’t damper Draco’s need to torment said Gryffindor. 

He’d ‘accidentally’ tripped Harry in the Great Hall, ran into him rather harshly in the corridors on the way to classes. He’d even hug Lulabelle, touching her needlessly more than necessary just to see if Harry would react. 

And all he received for his valiant efforts of getting the idiot to come out of his mysterious stupor was a blank look and then the frustrating image of Harry’s back as he walked away from him. 

Draco had had enough of this. He tried every way possible to get any kind of reaction from the Gryffindor as he did in the past, but nothing seemed to penetrate him. Nothing boiled his anger to the point where you’d see it in his eyes. Those blazing emerald eyes... It was childish, really, Draco knew. But it was like he was a First Year all over again. He wanted Potter’s attention, he wanted to be the one Harry focused solely on, he wanted to be the reason to put the fire back in the Gryffindor’s eyes again. 

Then he realized he was like a little boy, pulling pigtails, stealing stuffed animals from a little girl that he liked; picking on her for no reason, just to get her attention. He felt foolish, stupid and immature. He had tried everything to see any kind of passion, regardless if it was anger, lust, or familiarity, in those orbs again, even in his expression. 

The Slytherin was almost at a loss. He couldn’t get Potter’s attention the way he used to. Maybe... Maybe that meant that Harry didn’t feel something for him like he did the Gryffindor, or that he just didn’t care. Usually if you pestered someone they would eventually react. Harry wasn’t reacting though. He’d just look at Draco with the saddest, lonely, and most of the time, blank-eyed expression. The Silver Hellion of Slytherin knew Harry was in some kind of pain due to whatever it was he was protecting... but what was it that he was protecting, was the question. Why was Potter hurting emotionally? And whatever it was that he was protecting... was that ‘something’ really that important that he’d sacrifice his physical, not to mention, mental health for? No! No, it wasn’t, Draco thought instantly. 

But it was obvious that something was wrong. But, he decided, Harry wasn’t the only one suffering, that was for sure. 

He believed the Gryffindor would be the very death of him if he didn’t look at him again, the way he used to. The way he did whenever they had been alone. He knew that whatever was wrong with the estranged Wonder Boy wasn’t just affecting him alone. It was also affecting Draco as well, if the fact that he himself wasn’t eating or getting enough sleep was anything to go by. 

- - -



A week after Harry’s release was when it started to happen. 

A week after his release was when Evane started to show up in random places, giving Harry knowing looks and sadistic smirks. 

A week after his release was when the Gryffindor’s friends noticed that he went from clamming up to keeping solely to himself. ‘Took them long enough,’ Harry had thought. But his friends were his least concern, no, Evane was at the forefront of his mind at the moment. 

The psychological torment that he put Harry through whenever he looked at him with those damn eyes was quickly dissolving the Gryffindor’s courage to defeat and execute his plans on taking Evane down. 

The looks may have not been violating him physically, or hurting Lulabelle or Draco, but Harry inevitably averted into himself, leaving a shell of the former Gryffindor for Evane to visually play with, at leas that’s how the Slytherin from America (he might as well have been from Hell for all Harry cared). 

He wasn’t sure what else to do. He knew this was completely out of his own character, to let something like this happen to him without fighting back, without telling someone, but he had always fixed his own problems in the past. Surely this time would be no different? Surely he’d be able to handle this on his own... 

But how could one handle a situation like this when the cause of his confusion was always there, always watching? The American had been wayward recently, always pointing out obvious things, emphasizing them with his mind spells. 

The worst part was when Evane would give Harry pointed looks whenever Draco was around. Because whenever Draco was around he was hanging on Lula like a love-potioned ninny. Evane would slip up next to the Gryffindor as Harry watched with a blank look and whisper in passing that, The offer’s still open, telling him that he was always welcomed to go back with him to America, that Draco would never return his feelings and that he was an outcast here in ‘Homophobic Wizarding Europe.’ 

How the hell was he supposed to defeat that? How could he defeat having these feelings for someone that no one would ever believe he’d have feelings for? It shouldn’t be this difficult to overcome. He’d defeated fucking Voldemort for Merlin’s sake! He’d won against Fear itself! He’d killed a basilisk in his second year! It just... it shouldn’t be this hard to overcome, but... 

But it was. 

It was different because the thing that was now intimidating him didn’t promise immediate death like Voldemort had. It threatened to psychologically destroy him. Slowly. And to be like that was probably worse than death itself. Therefore he planned within himself, unknowing to Evane, unknowing to everyone else to break his opponent before he himself was the one broken. He kept to himself, barely acknowledging anything, let alone anyone. 

That’s why when Draco started tormenting him, he never reacted. He wouldn’t allow himself to react. He knew the Slytherin was doing it purposefully. Why? Obviously because he loved Lulabelle and wanted to shove that fact into Harry’s face that he had won. What, he had no idea, but that’s just how Malfoys were, he supposed. 

That thought alone made Harry sick; he wasn’t sure if it was because Lula barely even knew the bastard that Malfoy really was or because Harry, himself, had some incurable Malfoy affliction. Either way, he didn’t like it. 

Which was a notion that Evane exploited every chance he got, weakening his firm resolve bit by bit with his words, placing seeds of doubt in his mind with the powerful spells he seemed to create when he spoke. 

But he wouldn’t break. He refused to. Harry knew he had to remain strong, had to keep up appearances in conveying to everyone that he was merely an impenetrable shell of flesh, nothing more. After all, shells weren’t scheming ways to take down their arch rival from America. Because if that bastard did realize what he was doing... If Evane had the slightest suspicion that he was going to overthrow this little morbid game of his he’d keep good on his ‘promise.’ 

But you could only push Harry Potter so far before he snapped. And snap he did during his last class of the day, which, unfortunately also contained that sneaky bastard from America (which was apparently the land of the free and the home of the brave. In Evane’s case? Yeah right). 

Evane really didn’t need to say anything for Harry to always be aware of the fact that if he let slip Evane’s advances on him on Halloween, Lulabelle would be in danger... Not to mention Draco. However, today in class the American felt like enunciating his threats from Halloween night and eyed Lulabelle, then looked directly at Harry. It unnerved him tremendously because only then did he realize that this is a Slytherin, a Malfoy to boot, and that no matter what he might have ‘promised,’ he would still do what he wished to. That’s when the Gryffindor had had enough of the eyeing, the touching and the disgusting visual and wordy threats. 

That was when a hint of the old spark returned to his eyes. 

He was in his common room the next day when he began writing the letter. 

–Dear Lulabelle,
Meet me at the Entrance in 10 minutes. We need to talk. It’s urgent.
Harry– 

It was brief, but right to the point. He petted Hedwig, tying the parchment to her leg and telling her to deliver it to Lulabelle during lunch. 

He walked down to the Great Hall, only then realizing that today was Hufflepuff vs. Ravenclaw and that most kids would already be at the pitch by now. 

When he entered the Hall, he caught sight of Hedwig flying off, seeing that Lula had received the memo. She read it over twice, looked around for Harry, then, catching his eye, nodded. He nodded back and left for the Entrance. 

Ten minutes later he heard a roar of voices coming towards him. Many a student piled out of the school, heading down to the Quidditch pitch (warm coats, gloves and scarves present) for the game that was to start in only a few minutes. 

He heard laughing next from around the corner. 

Lulabelle, Harry’s mind whispered. 

“Hey, Harry!” came Lula’s voice before having ever turned the corner. 

“Hi,” Harry said as she finally came into view. 

“Ack! How do you do that?!” came Daphne Greengrass’ exclamation. 

“Do what?” Lulabelle asked curiously. 

“Always know when he’s there when we haven’t even gotten there!” 

Harry and Lula looked at each other, a common understanding passing across their eyes, the knowledge that they had yet to share with anyone else. 

“Oh never mind! Com’on Lulabelle! We need to get good seats!” yelled the Slytherin girl, trotting off toward the pitch. 

“Hold on!” Lula called back, grinning at how flighty her new friend was. 

Harry shrunk at what he was about to say. How could he aggravate and mar her smiling face with such news? 

“It’s alright, Lula. We can talk after the game, it’s fine.” 

“Harry?” 

“Just go, I’ll meet you at the pitch in a few minutes, alright?” Harry said, forcing himself to smile. 

“Alright, if you’re sure...” 

“I am, now go!” 

“I’ll save you a seat! See you in a bit, Harry!” Lulabelle called, running after her friends. 

Harry waved absently. ‘Bye,’ he said mentally. Lula turned around, smiling and waved ‘bye’ back. 

He sighed, sitting back on a stone ledge. A few minutes ticked by, everyone having exited the castle to enjoy the last game of the season. And Harry was blissfully alone. 

At least, that’s what he thought anyway. And only until a certain someone’s Shadow of Doom started to loom over him from behind. 

Not realizing who it was at first, Harry turned around to politely acknowledge the new presence but stopped dead in his tracks when his vision was filled with piercing grey eyes that seemed to look straight into his very soul. 

Draco... 

The blond in question sneered, abruptly looking away towards the Quidditch pitch in the distance, effectively ignoring the dumbfounded Gryffindor. As he bypassed his counterpart a thick wave of tension seemed to burst forth. 

Draco continued on down the steps as if nothing had changed since the beginning of their 7th Year, only to stop, look back up, turn and walk on a bit further, stop, look back again... Until the dam finally burst and the infamous Malfoy Battle Genes kicking in. 

“Merlin! You are the most defective, annoying, idiot of a dunderhead in all of Wizarding Europe – No! The world! – that I have ever had the displeasure of crossing paths with, you know that!” 

Harry blinked, alarmed by the male’s sudden (and quite mental if you asked him) outburst. After the initial shock he gave the irate Slytherin a deadpanned and slightly irked glance. “What the hell? I’m sitting here minding my own business for once! I’m not even in your walking path!” 

“You’re even dumber than I originally gave you credit for! Congratulations, Potter! You’ve exceeded my expectations yet again!” the blond continued to rant and rave, Harry barely registering any of it while trying to think of the best way to avoid getting into any sort of physical fight with the Slytherin at this point... After a moment his mind gave up. 

His odds were not good, especially with the blond-haired harlot advancing on him. 

“And I won’t have it! It’s ridiculous! Completely childish! You should listen to your superiors, Potter, and-!” 

“No!” Harry yelled out suddenly, having already had enough of the spectacle that was Draco Malfoy for one day. He stood up, fire burning behind glassy green orbs as Draco stopped on the top step, right in his opponents face. “You listen, you ignoramus prat! I’m sick and tired of you-!!” 

It was that fire, Draco remembered, that had always drawn him into quarrels such as this. Not only that, but it was that fire that had made him want to simply ravage the young man on the spot, time and time again. 

And this time was no different. 

Having pushed the Gryffindor a good five feet back during his little spiel, it was in a jumbled mess of long legs and clumsy feet that they met the unforgiving pressure of cold stone walls; one being imprinted into it, the other doing the imprinting. 

Hot. Cold. Hot. Cold. Two very contradicting feelings, Harry surmised. Where the wall was cold, the body and the mouth on and against his were anything but. It was a simple, heated, desperate kiss; hot lips to hot lips, warm breath against warm breath, lean body pressed against lean body. Merlin, send him to Hades if he didn’t enjoy odd occasions such as these. 

But such good things always come to a depressing end and this would be no different. 

Pulling out of the kiss slowly, cheeks flushed and lips swollen, Draco leaned his forehead and the rest of his body against the shorter of the two. Their panting soon slowed to calming breaths, their bodies hidden in the small alcove off to the side of the walkway. 

“Potter...” Draco started. “Harry,” he corrected. “I want to know why you aren’t looking at me anymore. What made you so distant? What’s changed?” 

A rumbling of frantic emotions erupted within the dark-haired one. Too many to define specifically so he decided to pick out the ones that seemed to be the safest; anger being one of the top five. 

Harry pushed the Slytherin away from him, the force of it sending the blond falling down the three steps and onto his back upon the ground with a thick ‘oomph’ for emphasis. 

“It’s kind of hard to look at you when your sights are obviously set elsewhere. I’m sick of your games, Malfoy. Just... let me go...” And with that the Gryffindor walked off, leaving a shocked and sore Slytherin behind. 

He didn’t hear Draco’s whispered vow of, “I’ll never let you go, Harry. Never.” 

- - -



‘Draco, Draco, Draco... Why the hell couldn’t he get that bastard out of his mind?!’ Harry’s head screamed. 

Walking away from that had been hard, for many reasons. He wanted to stay, he wanted that asshole’s mouth back on his, he wanted that body pressing into him again... he wanted so badly to tell him what had transpired between him and Malfoy’s spawn-of-Satan cousin. But he couldn’t, not if his ultimate plan (of which he had yet to think of) were to be successful. 

Oh, bother. Bother, bother, bother, bother! 

Harry’s shoulders slumped forward. Now was not the time to be thinking of that. He had a while before Evane ever got suspicious so... he might as well go to the game and enjoy himself, right? He’d rather be with a bunch of screaming lunatics than by himself anyway, he thought, heading for the Quidditch pitch. 

He walked, enjoying the cold air, the clean breeze itself seeming to cleanse the world around him. 

As he came to the pitch, he walked up the stairs to the upper seats where most of the fans sat to watch. Though, once up there, he looked around, seeing Greengrass, but not Lulabelle. He looked around again, then down and around the pitch and then, off to the side of the tented pitch where a flash of movement caught his eye. What he saw froze him in place, his heart practically jumping out of his chest. 

No. Please, Godric, no! 

Evane was holding Lulabelle’s hand, seemingly leading her somewhere. 

NO! Harry’s mind cried out. He raced down the stairs, running into people, cursing and panting heavily, his heart filled with fear. 

Only when he reached the ground area did he realize they were headed into the forest, to the place that Evane had tried to... 

No, Evane couldn’t have possibly found out that he was going to tell Lulabelle, could he? Unless he saw them conversing earlier at the Entrance? Or the nods of acknowledgment in the Great Hall? Bugger! 

He pushed through the crowds of people filing in and around the pitch. 

Until a hand grabbing his cloak stopped him. 

“Potter! We need to tal–” 

“Let me go, Malfoy! Lula–! I’ve got to–!” Harry tried to say, attempting to get out of the Slytherin’s grasp. 

“Potter!” Draco yelled. The Gryffindor was practically in shock with something akin to fear. “Harry! Calm down, what about her?” 

“I— There isn’t time for that! Just let go of me, I have to help her, she’s in danger!” 

The Slytherin growled, remembering his whispered words to the wind. “I told you, I’d never let-” he caught himself and, in the urgency of things, opted instead for, “Where is she?” 

“Let me go! He’s going to hurt her!” 

That did it for Draco. Out of shock, understanding, or whatever it was, he let Harry go, watching him run toward the forest. There was no way he was going to let anyone hurt Belle, so if Potter was intent on his declaration, he decided to take off after Harry, but not before accio-ing his broom 

“Accio Zoom Elect 04!” he cried as he continued to run. 

The broom came speeding near him as he ran, allowing him to side-step, hauling a leg over and straddling it. If what Harry said was indeed about to happen, then he judged that by the time he reached the edge of the forest it might be too late. 

Draco raced near the ground, and yelled, “Potter!” 

As he approached the running Harry, he steadied his broom to go straight, making sure it didn’t follow his weight, and grabbed Harry, hauling him up on his broom by the Gryffindor’s ass 

Harry yelped at the sudden realization that someone grabbed him. He hadn’t realized he was in the air until Draco snapped, “Potter, you can stop moving your legs, we aren’t on the ground anymore! Now hold onto me, Scarhead, unless you want to fall off!” 

The Gryffindor blushed, ceasing his legs from running, and encircled his arms around the slim waist of the body in front of him. Only then did they both hear a scream of protest that sounded eerily familiar. After a moment they heard more screams, but from multiple people. 

That’s right, Evane wouldn’t need a Silencing charm since the Quidditch fans were making such a ruckus with their cheering. 

As their course didn’t waver, Harry realized Draco was following that one scream, his head cocked to one side as they raced through the forest, listening intently. 

Then, suddenly, a small clearing and a hunched over form towering over a smaller one came into view... 

Lulabelle! 





~ * ~ 



Review! Because every time you neglect to review Draco falls on his ass, effectively making it too sore for other, more enjoyable activities to be had! So review for Draco’s ass and it’s much needed (censorcensorcensor)! Okay? Good! 
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