Chapter 9: Lulabelle, Potions & Malfoy, Oh My! 

"MISTER POTTER, LATE I SEE, as usual. A week’s detention should do." 

Snape didn’t even need to turn around to know that Harry had arrived. Late, yet again. Though, he also didn’t know that Harry had the goofiest smile in the whole of the Wizarding World plastered across his handsome face, and not even Snape could wipe that off. 

"Sorry Professor Snape," Harry responded automatically, breathing hard from the excitement and from running all the way from the Headmaster’s office. Harry had to dodge several obstacles including First Years, Mrs. Norris, a Scowling Salazar Slytherin portrait and the oddest of all, a walking-mumbling-box (although, Harry secretly thought it was one of the Castle [House?] Elves moving said box somewhere) just to get to Potions.

"Sorry, Mr. Potter, isn’t good enough." Snape turned around gracefully on his heel, the infamous sneer and curl of his lip present. He was thoroughly enjoying this. 

Sadistic bastard.

"Well, Professor, with all due respect, I do have a note from the Headmaster," Harry said, that smile still from ear to ear. The black-haired Gryffindor walked up to the Potion Master's desk holding a piece of paper out in front of him. Snape abruptly became tight lipped and snatched the piece of parchment from Harry’s outstretched hand. Quickly reading it the professor looked up at Harry, not once, but twice. A slight twitch in his right eye.

"..." Snape had to take a breath. This could not be happening to him, not him, Potions Master Extraordinare. This simply would not bode well with his fragile psyche. 

Bet he’s ‘bout ready to piss himself! Harry thought excitedly. 

"Oh, goody," Snape said, or rather, seethed tightly, before casting a short charm on the parchment, which promptly burned into cold, blue flames within the palm of his hand. 

Harry then proceeded to sit down next to Hermione and Ron (who were occupying the front, left table). His friends were smiling just as broadly as their black-haired friend simply because Harry was. 

"What happened? What’d he talk to you about?" Hermione whispered. 

Harry couldn’t even answer, he just smiled dumbly at them, cocking his head slightly, and said he’d tell them later that night. Ron and ‘Mione exchanged curious glances and then turned their attention, as difficult as it was, back to Snape, who began going over the material of the first semester. 

"This term, you will be sorted into pairs. Pairs in which I see fit. Thus meaning I choose who you work with, what magical creature you will write an extended essay on and what potion you and your partner will be assembling and disassembling. This term we will deal with Potions and the Human Body. When I call your name you will gather your things and move to a desk accordingly." 

Harry exchanged a look with his friends. 

"Weasley and Parkinson." 

A dramatic, unpleased sigh came from the Slytherin girl, head tilted just so, with a hand over her eyes as if this were some unspoken, unheard of punishment. Punishment, which, mind you, she did not deserve. As Parkinson's acting ability earned her looks, they also earned her a lot of rolling eyes and snorts. All the while a hopeless, straight-to-the-point-grunt came from Ron. 

"Patil and Goyle." 

Suspiciously there was silence from the two aforementioned. Oh wait, Goyle was half-asleep and Parvati was too classy to say anything snide to anyone, let alone to a Slytherin. 

"Granger and... Mm-, Granger and Zabini." 

Alright that was just odd. And wrong. 

Snape went on and on... until it left Malfoy, Crabbe, Seamus and Harry. 

"Malfoy and F—" Snape paused. Looked at Harry, while his lip curled slightly and as if on cue said, "Malfoy and Potter." 

Cue Malfoy, "Professor, are you completely sure that—" 

"Silence." 

"For the love of Salazar..." Harry could hear Malfoy mumbling. 

"It’s lovely," Harry started as he moved his things next to Malfoy, realizing there really was no reason to wait for Malfoy to move to his desk, because, inevitably, the Slytherin was a stupid, stubborn piece of donkey. And that was more of a compliment compared to the other things Harry could muster up to say about said Slytherin. Harry continued to say what he began. "So, very lovely, as inhumane as it is, to be in these close accommodations with you, too." 

"What the bloody hell is with you? First you feel like I need an Ice Bath this morning, now you’ve simply turned mad. Well, madd-er." 

"It was just a dare." Harry lied, shrugging.

"Look Potter, that’s a flat out lie. I know I’m hard to resist, but did you really think that ice water would dampen, pun intended, my handsome features?" Here Harry rolls his eyes. "I’ll have you know that I’m even better looking... Wet." 

"Please, the images..." Harry grimaced. 

"Mr. Malfoy," Snape bellowed from the front of the room. 

"Yes, sir?" 

"When will the exchange student in your House start attending my class?" 

You think he’d know considering he’s Slytherin’s Head of House, Harry mused. 

"Tomorrow, sir." 

"Good. And what about your new¼ acquaintance, Mr. Potter." 

Harry beamed at this. "Tomorrow, sir. Tomorrow." 

"No need to repeat yourself, Potter. I expect you to pay attention in class and not drift off while she is present." 

"Yes, sir." 

She...? Draco thought curiously. He must be talking about the girl that Potter had a date with!

"Anyway..." Snape went on and on about rules and regulations and so on and so forth. He told each pair what magical creature/plant they would write an essay on, what their potion was and when it was due. 

"Potter, Malfoy—" Snape addressed them as he turned from Crabbe and his partner. "The two of you will do an extended essay on the Nature Magic, it should be no trouble. And as for your potion, I’d like to have you make the Polyjuice Potion—" 

Here Harry choked back a bit of laughter that sounded more like a hiccup.

"Is there a problem, Mr. Potter?" 

"No, no problem, sir." 

"As I was saying, you two will be doing the Polyjuice Potion—keep a table, make two batches apiece for each of you to test. You will perform it on yourself and keep a journal of what you found out, who you were and when you did it. Your project is due by the end of April. Seeing as this is such a complicated Potion," Snape pauses to give Harry the ‘look,’ before continuing. "I am generously extending your time frame." 

"Yes, sir," was the unanimous reply.

"Questions?" Snape now asked the whole class.

"No, sir," was the automatic response.

"Very well. I will see you all tomorrow." 

With that the class disassembled. Malfoy looked at Harry warily, smirked and then left accompanied by a lumbering Crabbe and Goyle. As they were leaving the Gryffindor overheard— 

"I’m going back to my quarters before Professor Shanelly’s class starts. I need to write a few thoughts down," Malfoy told Crabbe and Goyle. Harry quickly looked for Hermione and Ron but saw that they were in an intense conversation with Professor Snape about their partners (and would no doubt lose) and went on ahead to listen to the rest of the conversation. 

"I thought you said you couldn’t remember where you put your Book of Shadows(1)," Crabbe said, next to him was a nodding-vigorously-Goyle, which, was quite funny. He looked like he was having massive convulsions. Or as if someone had just told him it was All-You-Can-Eat at the Three Broomsticks and would you like fries with that?

"Yes. Though, more then likely it’s probably in my safe that I keep under the boards of my room. So I simply just write on a paper, spell it to the Book and it instantly appears in it. I have no need to get it out anyway. Too much hassle if you ask me."

Harry peeked around the corner. Malfoy’s back was to him, while Crabbe and Goyle were oblivious to his presence. They also seemed to be oblivious to what Malfoy was saying. 

"Oh for Merlin’s sake! I put a charm on my journal—so if it’s lost and falls into untrustworthy hands and those hands open it, it hexes the person and then apparates directly to my safe under the floorboards. Pretty brilliant, isn’t it." 

It wasn’t a question.

"What’s it do to the person?" 

Yeah, what’s it do to the person, Harry thought, now more interested, or maybe more skeptical? 

"That, my friend, is a secret." Crabbe looked perplexed. Malfoy continued, all the while rolling his eyes. "Let’s just say that the untrustworthy person will find that the moment they try to open it, they get reacquainted with their birthday suit. And very, very itchy, in very unmentionable places, mind you." With that Malfoy and his cronies walked down the corridor and out of sight. 

"Oh goody..." Harry mumbled. Wait a minute. I already opened it! I turned it to the first page and made sure it was Malfoy’s! Merlin. I'm in for it. Itch, did he say? Great. I’ll be itching myself, in UNMENTIONABLE places in front of everyone. Maybe I can use a numbing charm? 

Wait, what about...

Hermione and Ron came out to join Harry who was mumbling incoherently to himself as they walked back to their Common Room, jabbering on about how "positively horrible" Snape was being and how "irrational it is to subject seventeen year olds to dangerous, possibly illegal, potions." Harry, however, was in his own world.

Maybe I should give Malfoy’s journal a look... in private. Yeah.. Now...

"Hermione?"

"Hmm?"

"Do you know any good numbing charms?"
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(1) Book of Shadows= a wizard's or witch's journal which they write potions, spells, thoughts and the like in; a journal or diary for all you Muggles.

Review!

