Chapter 15: Introduction of Lulabelle Guinevere 

It was a study period for all 7th Year Ravenclaws, Hufflepuffs, Gryffindors and Slytherins. Therefore, the Hufflepuffs were busy lounging around outside, either playing a friendly game of Quidditch or swimming and sunbathing in the lake.

The Gryffindors were either outside doing the same, or in their tower spending quality time with their friends playing Exploding Snap! or a rousing game of Wizard’s Chess. 

Whereas the Gryffindors and Hufflepuffs were out enjoying the sunshine and daisies, the Ravenclaws were away studying in either their Common Room or library, as were the Slytherins either brooding in their forlorn dungeons or walking absent mindedly through the corridors. All Houses, of course, shedding their uniforms and into something more fitting for "hanging around."

Draco Malfoy and Pansy Parkinson, however, chose to stray away from their House this period, deciding it best to study for an upcoming exam paper in History of Old Majick within the endless depths of the Library. Of course the only thing on Draco’s mind was studying, whereas Pansy, well, she merely wanted some ‘alone time’ with Drake.

As the duo of Slytherins made their way into the library they ran into a familiar petite, brown-haired girl by the Roselyn Parkinson, Pansy’s younger sister.

"Hi guys," the small 2nd Year said as Draco and Pansy entered the Library. The two stopped dead on, and, with a look of impatience and boredom, Pansy’s lip curled.

"Oh, it’s you," was Pansy’s only response.

Draco looked at Pansy, shaking his head. She really didn’t know how lucky she was to have siblings; Draco would have given his right arm for a younger, or maybe even an older brother and sister. No one really knew what it was like to not have siblings in this school, though, most of them had been an only-child until the Defeat of the Dark Lord, that’s when everyone went mad with happiness and procreated like rabid fauns(0). Some of those witches and wizards should have never been allowed to procreate; Draco, personally however, knew he was meant to procreate, after all, he was a Malfoy, and by way of that, he would find a suitable (intelligent, witty, funny, sexy, rich, down-to-earth and fucking gorgeous) partner. However, until he found said soul mate, he would have to wait and think about procreating Little Draco’s and What’s-their-names. 

Stepping out of his reverie, the blond then turned his attentions back to the 12-year old girl.

"Good day, Roselyn. What are you up to?"

Roselyn giggled. This was, after all, Draco Malfoy, Heir to the Malfoy Fortune (as she had been told many times by her elder sister). She had been taught a certain way, the right, aristocratic way, to behave and think. Unfortunately, none of the sinister and more classical traits of the Parkinson Clan had brushed off on her, and she certainly didn’t inherit their sharp looks by the gods. She had an oval face, blue eyes (like her mother’s and sisters’), and brown chestnut-colored hair, but beyond that she looked nothing like Peony (her mother), Philip (Lord Parkinson; her father), Wisteria (the eldest daughter), or even Pansy (the middle child). 

However, something she prized beyond not being anything like her family was being one of the only Slytherins to befriend other Houses and have them welcome her company in return. That’s why Draco Malfoy admired her, he said so himself. He told her that she reminded him of his Aunt Daphnia; she had been in Gryffindor, but was a Malfoy as well. That, he told her, was something his aunt prided herself on, being a Malfoy (the Malfoys being known to always be in Slytherin) and befriending many from each of the four houses. But he was like his father and any other ‘regular Malfoy’ by being in Slytherin. 

Though, he said, by way of being in Slytherin and also of the Malfoy lineage he had to ‘keep up appearances, it’s what’s expected’ of him. But Roselyn knew, against her older sister’s judgement, that behind the Malfoy Heir there was a boy that was always kind to her, and she respected him more for that. She was often chastised by Pansy for looking beyond outward appearance, said it was "so Gryffindor" of her to think such absurd and ludicrous things.

"Hullo Draco." Roselyn blushed a little, making her utterly charming. "I was just checking out some books for Professor Snape, he had a meeting and asked if I’d run an errand for him."

"Ah, good ole’ Snape, asking favors, again" Draco chuckled.

"Oh, come on, Draco darling," Pansy prodded, pushing past her sister. "We need to study."

"Oh alright. We’ll see you later, Rose," Draco said, giving his farewell. And with a wave he turned and walked with Pansy toward the furthest corner in the back, hidden behind all of the shelves. The Black Hole, as students came to call it, was Pansy, Blaise, Keefe, Goyle, Crabbe and his traditional place to study; they need not worry if it was taken, because everyone knew that they had claimed it as Slytherin Property, ‘All Violators Will Be Towed at the Owner’s Expense. Thank You.’

So it came as a surprise to Pansy and him when they walked into the back only to find it being occupied. The occupant had their back to them, the form clad in a black shirt and jeans. It was obvious that it was a girl, slim and more delicate looking than a male, that and the fact that her hair was down to her should blades, black as onyx and unruly, unkept some might say.

Pansy huffed. She was very good at huffing. Scowling she hated, because, really, the threat of wrinkles at her age should always be avoided. So, yes, huffing was a very good thing to do at the moment.

Draco whispered, "Com’on, we can sit somewhere else." As he was about to leave he felt a hand on his elbow stopping him and then saw Pansy walking to and in front of the girl occupying their table. He sighed and leaned against the shelf of books to his right, waiting for Pansy to make a complete and utter (udder?) cow of herself and then to just move to a different location within Hogwart’s Library.

Pansy cleared her throat, waiting for a reaction from the girl, and, when she didn’t get any, instantly demanding, "Move. This is our table. Don’t make me ask again, little girl."

The young female didn’t look up.

The Slytherin girl tried again. "We must study for our History of Old Majick exam. Now, move."

Still the young girl didn’t look up, but said, "You can take a seat, I won’t make a sound."

Pansy Parkinson stomped her foot impatiently and tried, once more, to get the girl to move. "You will move because my boyfriend and I," Pansy grounded out, enunciating boyfriend with a click of her tongue, then continued, "want to sit back here, because this is our table. Now, kindly, move. If not, I will be forced to have my boyfriend move you," Pansy said as-a-matter-of-fact.

The girl at the table didn’t budge but looked up, quietly shutting her book and sighing. "If you want to snog (an audible choke coming from Draco at the mere thought could be heard in the background) I hear that the Quidditch Broom Shed is quite popular to go to. Now, if you’ll excuse me, Miss, I have some information my cranium needs to digest and if you keep interrupting me from doing so I will be forced to go and complain to the Librarian of your incessant and very annoying nagging."

Pansy’s mouth gaped, eyes narrowing. She stepped forward, intending to do damage herself to this insolent, wretch of a girl. "Why you little—! I ought to put you in your place right this very moment!"

"I opt for the complaint," Draco said, laughing albeit. Pansy looked at Draco dangerously, then huffed (because who is Pansy if she doesn’t huff?), stomping away and out of the library.

Laughing, despite himself, the blond Slytherin continued standing in his position of leaning against the bookcase, observing the odd girl with her back to him.

As he continued his observations she conjured something like tea, the aroma telling him its contents was spiced vanilla; vanilla— Draco, for some reason, loved the smell of vanilla recently.

"Did you want something, sir?" the girl asks without turning around, indulging in her book and tea. 

Draco was, at first, surprised that she knew he was there but then eased as he realized that she had probably seen his reflection in the window. He walked to, and sat down in the chair, opposite of her, a smirk on his face, which faltered which faltered the moment she looked up.

"Perhaps, to put me in my place?" the girl continued saying, all the while looking directly into his shallow-water-colored eyes.

Eyes, vivid green, yet clear and translucent. Draco knew he had seen eyes like that before, but he couldn’t remember from where at the moment. The blond Slytherin looked her over quickly, connecting the dots to a person he knew she reminded him of. 

Slightly oval spectacles, just at the tip of her nose, aligned her eyes while she wore a black shirt with the name "Shu X Eiri" printed in rusted white across the chest. She was clad in worn-out jeans, with a rip in the left knee, all this topped of with messy black hair, that really, looked more like a fashion statement on the girl, instead of a rat’s nest.

"Are you alright?" the girl asked as she stretched her hands above her head, pulling her hair back into a ponytail, while taking her glasses off and rubbing her eyes. As Draco watched he noticed something on her face.

"What’s that?" he asked, pointing to his nose, while looking at her curiously.

"Oh, this? It’s a nose piercing."

"Oh."

"Haven’t you ever heard of a nose piercing?"

"No."

"Figures."

Her tone, though light and amused, piquant something in him to retaliate. "I cannot grasp why one would want their nose pierced, or anything else for that matter. Maybe one’s ears, for girls, that is. That is rather common I suppose."

"Oh please. You can get a lot pierced on your body regardless of gender."

"Like what, exactly?" Draco’s eyes furrowed together, interested, all the while leaning forward.

"Well," the girl considered, sitting back in a relaxed position. "Both sexes can have their ears pierced, numerous times in fact. Their noses, like mine. Their eyebrows, lip, tongue—"

"Why on earth would someone want their tongue pierced?"

"Oh boy. You really are an virgin to piercings then?"

Draco only cocked an eyebrow at her.

"Well, it— Alright, I’m just going to say this point blank: Girls get their tongues pierced either because they like it, or because their boyfriends or "significant other" likes it. Guys— well, it’s basically just the latter."

"Huh?" It was like she was speaking a foreign tongue, which, Draco considered, was probably true. She did have an accent from somewhere, but he couldn’t, nor bothered to try, to place it at the moment.

"What part, exactly, don’t you understand?" she asked, cocking an eyebrow.

"Why girls would get it for their boyfriends."

A moment of silence. The girl seemed to be at war with something in her head. Then, finally gave up.

"Because the boys get off on it, alright. Because when a girl, or a guy for that matter, gives a male a— blowjob, they get off. Get it?"

Draco didn’t need to respond because his flushed cheeks were enough of an answer. The girl smirked.

"Virgin."

"Excuse me?"

"Nevermind. I’m Lulabelle, by the way," she introduced herself, extending her hand in front of her and across the table.

"Draco," the Slytherin said, shaking her hand from his position. "Are you a 6th Year? I haven’t seen you in any of my classes." Draco set his books aside, finally getting comfortable.

"No, I’m a 7th Year. I’m one of the exchange students from America, the other one—"

"—I don’t need to know about him. I have the unfortunate tie to the bloody ponce by way of blood, as it happens."

"Oh. Yeah, he’s quite the character, well, lack-there-of. No offence."

"None taken." Draco smiled, shaking his head. He looked down and spied a list of Hogwart’s classes and what level each one was. "So, what are you favorite classes so far?"

"Well, I haven’t had the chance to attend any of them as of yet. I start my first class third period. I was settling into my quarters this morning and yesterday I took the PAT, I actually finished that up this morning, too."

"Oh. Oh yeah, I recall Evane saying something about that in Potions."

Lulabelle’s eyes lit instantly. "Potions was one of my favorite classes back home."

"Really? It’s one of mine, too. I like that and IMWAE."

"What’s IMWAE?" Lulabelle asked curiously, sitting forward, elbows at an acute angle, holding her chin up.

"Technically, it’s called Intro to Muggles & Wizards Alike-The Evolution. It’s taught by Professor Lady Courtese Shanelly. She’s the wife of—"

"—Stuart Shanelly. Yeah, I know. My father went to school with Stuart at Harpress School of Sorcery in Salem, Massachusetts. That’s my school, by the way. I’ve basically known Tess and Art my entire life. I forgot what class she was teaching here."

"Y—You know Stuart Shanelly. Personally?"

Lulabelle rolled her eyes kindly. "Yes, he’s a brilliant man. Tess and he taught me before I went to school. My personal mentors, you might say."

"Bloody hell. You’re lucky. If it isn’t too bold to say, I do believe I might possibly have a crush on Courtese; she’s very insightful and blatantly sweet, if that makes any sense."

"I agree, she is very smart, very witty, too, come to think of it."

Draco started to chuckle when he thought of his last class in IMWAE. Lulabelle looked at him funny. "Sorry. It’s just that Professor Snape and Courtese had a little tift the other day during class, it was quite entertaining."

"Professor Snape?"

"Oh, sorry. Professor Snape is the Potion’s Master here at Hogwarts. The best, quite possibly, in its Hogwart’s history."

"Professor? Severus Snape? Is that him?"

"Yeah," Draco said, wondering how she knew his first name.

"I was reading about a wizard in Hogwarts: A History that was one of the most profound Potion’s Masters that Hogwarts had ever seen. It was truly enthralling."

"You’ve read Hogwarts: A History?" Draco asked amazed. Lulabelle nodded. "Hardly anyone that I know, well, besides myself, has read it, considering it comes in six volumes. The only other person I know that’s interested in that is Granger."

"Granger?"

"Hermione Granger, Head Girl at Hogwarts. She’s a Gryffindor, 7th Year. Very clever that one is," Draco said without thinking. Then, "Drat."

"What?"

"Nothing, it’s just that the Gryffindors and I, well, my House and theirs, don’t get along too well."

"Why is that?" 

"Partially because I pick on them a lot. And the fact that a witch or wizard that’s in my House doesn’t come out of it ‘on the side of light,’ one might say, that’s the rumor anyway."

"Oh. You must be in Slytherin then. I read about it in Vol. 1, when they—"

"—start off talking about the Founders," Draco finished. They laughed.

"Yeah. I didn’t know that Salazar Slytherin was particular about the witches and wizards that attended his school."

"Particular? Most would say he was prejudice," Draco eyed the dark haired girl in front of him with curiosity and amusement.

"Well, I believe that everyone has expectations, so why shouldn’t Salazar Slytherin? Though, mind you, I’m not defending him, because really, I don’t believe in that, but I can see his point of view in any case," Lulabelle concluded confidently.

"Well," Draco said, leaning forward. "I do believe you and I will get along very well indeed, Miss Lulabelle. You know, you’re probably the first person I’ve actually been decent to and around in a very long time that wasn’t from years of knowing?"

Lulabelle laughed. "Why’s that?"

"Well, I’ve just had this certain image here at Hogwarts since Year 1. It’s hard to try and change people’s minds when they think you’d betray them in a second."

"Would you?"

"I suppose it depends."

"On what?"

"On whether they deserved it or not."

"Why don’t you just act like this toward those who don’t know this side of you, then?"

"Oh, that would be a riot. They’d think I’d gone mad before they accepted it. Besides, I don’t think they’re ready for me to show them who I really am."

Lulabelle scoffed. "That’s a load of shit."

"You Americans and your ruddy language." Draco and Lulabelle shared identical smirks.

"But seriously, Draco, I don’t think you should worry if they’re ready to know you. The question is, are you ready to show them?"

Draco sat back, letting everything Lulabelle and he had been talking about sink in. On one hand she was right, he shouldn’t care if they accepted him or not, and he shouldn’t be worried if they were ready or not. He needed to be ready to show them, regardless. 

Next thing they knew the Grandfather Clock struck 2:00PM, thus meaning classes would begin within fifteen minutes. 

"Well, that’s the signal. You have fifteen minutes before classes begin to get your books and uniform on."

"Thanks," she said, starting to grab at her books and shove them in her satchel.

"I’ll see you later?" It wasn’t one of those implications that ‘catch you later, but really, I don’t care if I see you or not,’ type of implications. It was an honest-to-Salazar ‘I hope I do see you later, alright?’ 

"Yeah. See you later."

- - -

Hermione Granger (Head Girl), Ron Weasley (Gryffindor Quidditch Keeper and Captain), Seamus Finnegan (Resident-Funny-Man), Parvati Patil (Current Editor of Hocus Pocus, Hogwart’s prized school paper), Harry Potter (Youngest Seeker in the Century, Boy-Who-Lived, Defeater of the Dark Lord etc.), Neville Longbottom (Soon-to-Be-But-Not-Quite-Yet Potion’s Whiz), Dean Thomas (Artist Extraordinare) and Lavender Brown (Hocus Pocus’ resident _Gossip_ columnist) parted ways in the Entrance Hall, four going down to Potions, the other four heading toward Shanelly’s class.

As Harry, Neville, Dean and Lavender made it to IMWAE, they almost collided into Malfoy, Parkinson, Goyle and Phelps. 

Of course, Harry expected to be shoved aside in order for the Slytherins to go in first.

Which was why he almost messed his pants when Malfoy stopped, his entire entourage halting as well, and said, "Well, we don’t have all day, Potter. Move your ass."

Harry’s friends looked just as spellbound as he did. When they entered the classroom, though, very cautiously, they eyed the Slytherins warily as they found their seats. 

There were two rows of desks, four desks in each row, two able to sit at said desks apiece. Harry and Neville took the second desk from the front of the second row, or on the right side of the classroom. Lavender and Dean sat behind them.

Malfoy and Phelps sat in the third desk from the front of the first row, or on the left side of the room. Goyle and Parkinson sat in front of them, opposite of Harry and Neville. The first desks, in either row were "Reserved for Muggle and Wizard objects."

Courtese sat in her desk, her nose in a famous Muggle play titled "The Tragedy of Hamlet" (5). She sighed, closed her eyes and put the reading material down. Class was to begin after all.

"Professor?" said a voice from the back of the room.

Everyone turned to see a girl with Gryffindor robes on, her hair black and messily put up in a ponytail. Draco recognized her instantly and smiled, nodding to her.

As the girl walked toward the professor’s desk, she waved at Draco; Pansy huffing (not scowling) in her direction. 

Once to the front she handed Courtese a note. But Courtese just put the note aside and hugged the girl to her.

"I’m glad you’re here, Lula."

"Thanks Tess— I mean, Professor," Lulabelle said smiling back at the older woman. Shanelly rolled her eyes and directed her to take a seat wherever she chose.

As Lulabelle walked toward the back of the room she felt a hand on her left arm. She looked down and saw an ecstatic Harry Potter. He leaned in saying, "If you would’ve told me you were coming to class today I would’ve saved a seat for you."

"It’s alright, besides, we’re in the same House aren’t we? You should be thankful," she joked. She continued walking back, hearing a whistle from her right, ignoring it, and sat behind Dean Thomas and Lavender Brown, in the very last desk.

Harry turned as soon as he heard the whistle noticing it was Phelps who had made said noise. He glared at him, telepathically telling him to shove it up his— but before Harry could continue the thought-threat, he noticed Malfoy was looking at him, his eyes narrowed in suspicion of how Potter knew Lulabelle, but assuming it was only because she was now a Gryffindor. 

"Class, this is the Gryffindor—" At Shanelly’s announcement Draco scowled. "—exchange student, Lulabelle. Lula, I do apologize that you have to sit by yourself, but I promise to arrange the desks differently next time."

"I don’t mind, really," Lulabelle said kindly.

"Well, good, but I’ll still attempt to fit everyone together. You know me, always persistent." Shanelly laughed. "Anyway, today we’ll be talking about Wizard and Muggle diseases and colds. Does anyone know of any magical illnesses?"

Xander Phelps raised his hand. 

"Yes, Xander?"

"There are three known diseases and two known colds in the Wizarding World. All, of course, can be treated magically, with the exception of one."

"Thank you Xander. Now, can anyone tell me the names of the three types of diseases and the colds in our world? Hmm. Yes, Neville?"

Neville blushed a bit, but managed to answer with, "Well, the three diseases are Bindious, Dementia and Rigor Mortis Revivica(1). And, the colds are those which Muggles call Scarlet Fever and the flu."

"Ah, very good. Thank you, Neville. Five points to Slytherin for Xander’s answer, and ten points to Gryffindor for your answers, Neville, not many remember the flu. Now, I’d like someone to inform everyone on the three diseases that do not know what they are. Anyone? Draco?"

"Well," the blond Slytherin began. "Bindious is when the powers of a witch or wizard are bound, and they can’t do a thing to get their powers back. However, if they see an expert on it, or the Heirs, they can conjure potions or spells that counteract the disease. Bindious isn’t hereditary, it’s transmitted sexually.

"Though, unlike Bindious, where it’s sexually transmitted, Dementia is hereditary and is passed down from generation to generation. In short, Dementia is a nicer term for Loony, or Mad.

"Rigor Mortis Revivica on the other hand isn’t transmitted, or inherited, no one has figured out why magic-folk get it, but it seems to happen spontaneously and without warning. This is the rarest of the three because it is uncommon and very odd. Rigor Mortis means, technically, ‘the stiffening of the body after death,’ where Revivica means ‘life.’ Rigor Mortis Revivica is where the body tenses, loses its will to move, stiffens, in other words, but the person is still alive. Well, dead alive. They can’t die, but, if you’re technical about it, they are dead. It’s quite difficult to explain unless you know substantial information. And as of today, there is no known cure or spell to counteract it."

"Ah, very good Mr. Malfoy. Twenty points to Slytherin. Now, I would like to mention that Muggles have a vast amount of diseases as well as colds, most have cures but there are a good amount that do not," Courtese informed them, walking around the classroom.

A hand raised in the first row, second desk. "Professor?"

"Yes, Pansy?"

"Well, I was just wondering, how did Muggles find treatments for their colds and diseases? Did wizards help them? And what happens if they don’t find a treatment, or cure as you said, to the sickness?"

"Excellent question, my dear. First of all, no, wizards did not help Muggles by way of their powers. It’s forbidden to our World to interfere with that of the Muggles’. Second, the Muggles were the ones to find remedies all on their own—much like a Witchdoctor, Muggles have Doctors, people who treat and help those injured or sick, but without the aid of magic. And those Doctors have people that search the world for plants or whatever it is that they think might be mixed together to create a solution. Third, if they do not find a cure, the person infected will inevitably pass on, I’m afraid to say," Courtese said sadly.

"But, Professor, we could help them! I don’t understand why our kind can’t help those who are sick? Why can’t we at least work with their ‘Doctor’s’ and still keep our world safe?" Pansy said, not understanding why the Wizarding World couldn’t help people from dying.

"Aye, my dear. I do see your point, but, unfortunately, the Ministry of the Wizarding World, not just the Britain Ministry, or American one for that matter, believes it safe. I would probably concur with them just as well. See, the way they see it is like this: We help out the Muggle Doctors, of course, and for a while they’re thankful, but, after a while, they would come to fear us. And part of what people fear is what they don’t understand and therefore want nothing to do with it. They would eventually shun us, maybe even revolt, having their President, who is much like the Minister of Magic, issue a war against us. That is the reason we aren’t allowed to be seen by or help them." Courtese said, stopping in front of Pansy. 

"It’s sad, but like the Wizarding World, they need to progress on their own as we do. Everyday is a new day for us to discover a new spell, one that may help or destroy us. Each day for Muggles it is very much the same. They take pride in their accomplishments, and I admire them very much for all the things they’ve succeeded in doing over the course of their existence. But things such as their accomplishments are meant for discussion in this class later on in the year. Now, does anyone know what ‘Mizugles Infectus (2)’ are?"

Everyone looked around, not having ever heard of such a term in his or her life. In the corner, Lulabelle lowered her head, raising her hand.

"Lulabelle?" the professor calls, slightly hesitant.

"Mizugles Infectus are wizards or witches that can catch any cold or disease known to both worlds, Wizarding or Muggle, if they come into contact with it. They must be treated by a Witchdoctor that knows both Muggle and Wizard remedies—However, if the cold is caught from a Muggle, they must be treated as such and cannot be treated by way of magic, otherwise the results could be catastrophic. It’s the same if a cold or disease is caught from a wizard or witch." Lulabelle finished, her head still bowed.

"Lulabelle?" the teacher questioned in a worrying voice, walking slowly forward.

Suddenly, the dark-haired girl looked up and around at the class, her mouth trying to form words for a second before succeeding. "I am a Mizugles Infectus. Two years ago I was diagnosed with Morgul(2 ½) Cancer. A disease, you might say, that cannot be cured by a Witchdoctor. It was only just recently discovered a few years ago and can only be caught by a Mizugles Infectus, only by a person that has magical blood and can catch either magical or Muggle infection."

Draco and Harry, along with everyone else stared at her. Though, only those two were really shocked by the news.

The students started to raise their hands to ask Lulabelle questions.

"Are you sure there’s no treatment?" Dean Thomas asked, turning around.

"Yes."

"And you’ve known for two years?" Lavender Brown.

"Yes."

"How is your family handling this?" Neville asked almost shyly.

"They— They’re considerate. We don’t dwell on the fact that, yes, someday I will die, but rather, we spend our time preciously together. They let me come here because I felt it was something I had to do before— Well, before I became too tired," Lulabelle answered, looking at Harry sadly. He just stared back, his brows drawn up, concern and sadness etching his fine features.

Pansy was the next to raise her hand.

"So, when are you going to die?"

No one had the time to react to the question because Harry stood up so fast that his seat screamed as it slid against the stone floor, toppling over in protest. His mouth was tight, his eyebrows furrowed and eyes narrowed. As he spoke he felt his fists clench, his breath speeding up and something inside of him breaking.

"Shut your foul mouth, Parkinson!"

"Harry!" Courtese said worriedly as the torches, the room’s light source in the dungeons, started to grow in volume and turn from a normal pale yellow to orange, then to blue, and, finally, to white. The room started to shake uneasily, but just slightly.

"Piss off, Potter! I can say whatever I please! And if I want to know when she’s going to croak I can ask!" Pansy shrieked, not noticing what was happening around her. From the front of the room a glass shattered as Harry’s powers were let loose unconsciously. 

Lulabelle sat on the edge of her seat, looking around wildly at what was happening. She could feel what Harry was feeling by the mere presence of him and wondered quickly if anyone else could as well. She caught Draco’s gaze wide-eyed, and stood up, trying to reach Harry.

Draco was put-off by Potter’s anger, as well as, he assumed, his uncontrollable powers at heights of intensity such as this. But the feelings and emotions that seemed to pour off of him in suffocating waves threatened to overtake his senses. Could anyone else feel this?

Before the feelings were able to manifest to an unbearable level he did the first thing that came to mind.

"Pansy, keep your forked tongue between your teeth (3). Don’t you see what you’ve done?" Draco almost yelled, trying to be heard over the rattling. "You’ve insulted Lulabelle, and now you’ve pissed in Potter’s porridge—look around you, Parkinson, does Potter seem happy to you?"

Pansy cowered at Draco’s tone, but did as he implied, and looked around, seeing a few glass objects broken as well as the torches breathing fire. She sat abruptly down just as Lulabelle reached Harry, looking away. 

The first thing the Gryffindor felt was a small, soft hand on his forearm. "Harry?"

Harry turned to look at the one that addressed him. "Lulabelle, I—" but then he caught sight of what was happening around him, his eyes widening, his mouth gaping. "Oh Godric, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean—" 

"No one blames you, Harry. Common, sit down for a bit," Lulabelle soothed, conjuring a class of chocolate milk. "Drink, you’ll feel better." 

Professor Courtese dismissed her class quickly.

"Professor I—"

"Don’t worry about it, Harry. After all, what’s magic’s use if not to repair things? We’ll speak later," she said as she started picking up broken pieces of glass with a spell.

"Harry? I’ll be with you in a minute. Wait for me in the hallway, I need to speak with Courtese for a moment."

Harry nodded, following his friends out. Though, once out into the hall he caught sight of Pansy again.

"You foul, loathsome—(3½)" Harry began walking toward Pansy, ready to give her a good yelling. Unfortunately for our brave hero, Pansy was blocked out suddenly by one Draco Malfoy.

"Don’t even think about it, Potter." Lips curled. Brows arched cockily. Eyes gleaming. And hands crossed rather like a bouncer guarding the front door of a "VIP Only" Club. Ladies and gentlemen, Draco Malfoy.

"You heard what she said, Malfoy! She needs to be taught—!"

"—Not by you she doesn’t. I’m not standing up for her actions, Potter, I’m merely—"

"—Then what is it that you’re doing now!"

"Protecting her from being pummeled by the likes of you!"

"I wouldn’t—! I was merely going to—"

"You and your bloody noble Gryffindor qualities! You think that you weren’t going to hurt her, hmm? The look that passed your face wasn’t that of happy-faces and daffodils, Potter, I can assure you."

"You don’t know me," Harry said defiantly, ready to beat Malfoy to a pulp if he couldn’t yell at Parkinson.

"The hell I don’t. I’ve had to look at your ugly face enough times, it makes me sick!"

"Why you stupid fucking—!" But before any of the incessant bickering could continue, they were pushed apart by a force that felt like someone separating them with their own hands but there was nothing there but space.

"Enough! I’ve had enough of this. Why can’t you both grow up! I hardly know either of you and I’m already wishing I didn’t!" Lulabelle intervened, tears in her eyes that she refused to give vent to. She tried to calm her nerves as she shook her head at their childish antics, starting to walk away. "By the way," she said over her shoulder. "The approximation is just less than a year now."

No one understood at first, but as she started to walk faster, eventually going into a jog and then all out running, they realized something.

Lulabelle had just answered Pansy’s question.

- - -

Harry was the first to run after her. He chose to look up in the Tower, then maybe the Library. 

After Potter fled, Pansy made a snide comment about how she ‘just wanted an answer,’ only to be scorned thoroughly by Draco’s imperial stare-back-glare. Only a few minutes after Harry, the blond went in search for Lulabelle as well. 

Unlike Potter, Draco decided it best to look outside, but not by foot because he’d never find her before nightfall. He accio’d his Zoom Elect ’04(4) instead.

As he hovered near the lake, he saw a thrash of trees to his left. Sharply turning, a move that even Potter would have been amazed to see, he sped forward, only realizing after he made it to the said movement that he shouldn’t have gotten so close.

A branch swung right into his stomach, knocking the blond Slytherin at least ten feet from the air and onto his back, clutching his broom. Once his form hit the ground with a sickening thud he realized where he was.

The Whomping Willow.

Draco got up with a pained moan, gazing around. Once up, he was about to take off when he saw, near the base of the tree, sitting on an uprooted branch, Lulabelle, huddled.

"Lulabelle!" He yelled. "You have to get out of there, that tree’ll kill you!"

She didn’t move.

Draco panicked, a feeling he wasn’t used to when it concerned someone else. He mounted his broom as Lulabelle looked up, eyes teary. 

And then, as he cautiously came forward, only hovering a few feet from ground now, he heard her speak in some foreign tongue.

The sounds she made seemed to pass her lips like a cool breeze, it was as if she were speaking to the tree itself, which, instantly, halted it’s ravenous whooping as Draco neared.

The Slytherin now realized that the Willow had been protecting her, thinking Draco was an intruder and wanted to bring Lulabelle harm.

Once a few feet away he dismounted his broom, walking slowly toward Lulabelle. He eyed the girl as he sat down beside her. 

Draco watched her as she gazed at the squid in the lake swimming to and fro, trying to catch fish for dinner. He understood that she didn’t want to talk, but stayed, offering her the one thing he could for now; a sense of companionship. 

- - -

It was a little over an hour later that Harry walked outside and spotted them, sitting side by side in complete and utter silence albeit for nature around them. Curiously, they were under the Whomping Willow, which made no move to attack them.

Strangely enough, Lulabelle was sitting with Harry’s enemy. And the Gryffindor didn’t like that one bit.

He wandered down the path, toward the large tree that held its two occupants that were, currently, oblivious to his presence. 

"He’s here," Lulabelle whispered to no one in particular.

Draco turned around and saw a figure walking down the pavement. He didn’t realize that he didn’t need to squint to know who it was, neither did Lulabelle need to tell him he was coming, he seem to have felt it before she even spoke.

The Gryffindor Golden Boy walked toward the odd pair, taking a breath as he approached them, cautiously and quietly saying, "Lulabelle?"

She turned her head, smiling kindly at Harry and getting up. Around her shoulders was a Slytherin cloak. 

Earlier a breeze had come in, and, considerately, the Willow tilted to one side to spare them of the chill. But even the Willow couldn’t hold off the wind and Draco drew his cloak off, wrapping it around Lulabelle.

Malfoy followed her toward Harry, his broom in hand. Though, once they reached the Boy-Who-Lived, Lulabelle turned to Draco, smiling warmly, and said, "Thank you, Draco."

The Slytherin nodded, his eyes the only thing telling her that it was his pleasure. He bowed his head slightly in acknowledgement to Harry’s presence before he mounted his broom and sped off.

Lulabelle then turned to Harry, taking his hand in hers, and started walking toward the castle.

As they entered Hogwarts, Lulabelle stopped abruptly and said in a serious tone, "I think it’s time to tell you the whole story, Harry." 
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(0) Fauns: If you haven’t read "Unthinkable Thoughts" by Adrian Lynch, then I suggest you do. It deals with the "Crimson Cloud," Harry and Draco, sexual tension and all that good stuff! You can find the link to her story on my site on the "DM’s Top 10"

(1) Bindious, Dementia and Rigor Mortis Revivica: The only one of those that was made up was Bindious--sounded kinda cool. Rigor Mortis Revivica is also made up, though, Rigor Mortis is actually a term in reality (using Revivica just sounded cool; not sure if that's actually a word in Latin). All the descriptions are made up as well, to my knowledge anyway.

(2) ‘Mizugles Infectus’: Made up—It’s a combination of the words Muggles and Wizards. Kinda Sorta...

(2½) Morgul Cancer: (Morgul is the Sindarin word for Sorcery) Not real, couldn’t think of another silly name so I put this down! (Smirk)

(3) This came from J.R.R. Tolkien’s Two Towers. I thought it was fitting for Pansy.

(3½) "You foul, loathsome..." Sound familiar? It should, it’s apart of Harry Potter 3!

(4) Zoom Elect ’04: Latest model to the Fire Bolt or Nimbus 2000-something—though, still not to pace with Harry’s Fire Bolt 360, which, mind you, is also made up. I think?

 

 

 

 

Review! Every time you neglect to review a story, Pansy scowls instead of huffs. Please, think of the pre-aged-wrinkles and Pansy’s already scary appearance. (Not to mention my eye sight. –Draco)

